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CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   “Mitch, I’m telling you, we can’t miss out on this!”
 
   Mitch Hadley was lying in bed, on his cell phone talking to his oldest friend, Benny. The topic of conversation was a discussion totally in line with many that the two 18 year old high school seniors had hashed out before, primarily, what to do for fun that night.
 
   “Benny, it’s going to be lame, trust me,” said Mitch. “The Hendersons throw the same tired, post-Halloween costume party every year at the start of December. It’s just a bunch of boring adults eating cheese and making small talk, my parents are regular attendees.”
 
   “So is my mom, Mitch, but I’m telling you, it’s more than that,” said Benny. “Everyone drinks, and they usually get really wild. I heard some stories last year about some crazy hook ups, even sex out in the open! We have to see this with our own eyes.”
 
   Mitch sighed. His friend was persistent, if nothing else. He really didn’t want to go, but Benny’s enthusiasm was infectious, and he found himself lacking for a decent excuse to bail on the event.
 
   “Alright, fine,” he said. “I’ll have to rush to get a costume together for tonight, though. We can’t use the same ones we had on Halloween or our parents will spot us in an instant.”
 
   “Great! Let’s meet at the end of the street at around eight. Make sure you don’t let your step mom see your costume ahead of time.”
 
   “All right man, I’ll see you there.” Mitch hung up the phone and shook his head, not entirely sure that he had just agreed to something that would turn out well.
 
   He headed downstairs, intent on raiding the laundry room for any interesting clothing items he could use in his outfit. Mitch was rushing a little, and because of his fast pace he almost bumped directly into his step mom, Angie.
 
   Angie had married Mitch’s dad, Greg, about 10 years ago. She was in her mid-thirties, and could have been described as a trophy wife if it hadn’t been for her piercing intelligence. Her breasts were nicely formed and hung perfectly on her petite frame, and she had a butt that Mitch had guiltily stolen glances at many times before over the course of his teenage years.
 
   “Hey sweetie!” she said to Mitch, pulling him into a hug. “I’m headed out to the Henderson’s party. Your father’s flight will delayed, he won’t be back until later tonight.”
 
   Mitch reciprocated the hug, feeling his crotch pushing up against his mom’s soft body. She was wearing a sexy cat costume that exposed a ton of cleavage along with a good part of her midriff and long legs.
 
   “Uh, okay mom,” he said. “I guess I’ll have the house to myself, then.”
 
   Angie nuzzled in closer to him, not realizing that her son was quickly entering a very compromised state. Mitch could feel a hasty erection springing up in his pants, and felt incredibly ashamed at just how good it felt.
 
   “Looks like it honey,” she said. “Not a bad way to spend a Friday night. You can do whatever you want tonight, and really enjoy yourself, however you please.”
 
   The hug had gone on for a while, too long. Mitch’s cock was throbbing for attention, and he was at the point of not caring if his mom felt it or not. There was an illicit, forbidden atmosphere in the air, which was only broken by Angie finally releasing her arms and pulling away.
 
   “I hear that the costume party got a little wild last year,” said Mitch.
 
   “Did it? I don’t remember…” replied his mom. “Anyway, I’m helping Lizzie set up. I’ll see you later tonight, or tomorrow morning, sweetheart.”
 
   She blew him a kiss, and then pulled on her winter coat and disappeared out the door. Mitch stared at her butt, which was only covered by a tiny pair of black bootie shorts, and wondered just how the people at the party would react to seeing her. 
 
   Strangely, the thought made him a little excited. If his mom planned on showing up dressed like that, it seemed like a fair bet that many of the other women would be wearing equally skimpy outfits. Mitch smiled and found himself being glad that he’d let Benny talk him into it.
 
   He looked around in the laundry room and found a couple of things that matched what he needed. Mitch had a cape left over from his Halloween costume and planned on using it as the base for his new one.
 
   Together with an old hat that his father had, some leather pants, a black long sleeve button up shirt, and a bandana with two holes cut into it, he was able to transform himself into Zorro. He found himself wishing that he had a sword to the complete the costume, but it looked relatively good even without it.
 
   He spent about an hour eating food and watching TV before texting Benny. His friend had ultimately decided on going as The Mask, which Mitch found pretty hilarious. They re-coordinated their meet up, and then Mitch was out the door, headed for the end of the street.
 
   It was easy for him to spot Benny, who had on a ridiculous yellow suit and green face paint. Mitch had to hold his laughter as he walked up to his friend.
 
   “What?” asked Benny. “I think I pull this look off pretty well.”
 
   “Well, on the upside, at least nobody is going to be able to tell that it’s you,” he joked.
 
   Benny glared at him, and Mitch waved his hand.
 
   “Anyway, do you have any good ideas as far as a cover story goes?” asked Benny. “We can’t exactly just show up and tell people our own names.”
 
   “I’m Bill, and you’re Frank,” said Mitch. “We say that we’re friends of Greg, my dad, from out of town. He’s not going to be home tonight to tear our lie apart, and my mom probably won’t be able to see through it either.”
 
   “Perfect!” said Benny. “Let’s get moving!”
 
   The two of them turned, and started down the street, headed for the Henderson’s house and the party.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   There was a man standing outside of the door of the Henderson’s large, suburban house. Mitch nodded towards Benny, and then walked up to the man.
 
   “Who goes there?” boomed the man. He was dressed in an animal fur loin cloth and had a rather comical looking horned helmet on, a look that wasn’t incredibly flattering on his overweight frame.
 
   “They call me Zorro…” said Mitch, and a low and drawn out voice. The man burst into laughter, and then stepped aside, allowing the two of them to walk right in.
 
   “That was easy,” whispered Benny.
 
   “It’s a costume party, I take it that they just assume that anyone who shows up in costume is on the guest list,” replied Mitch.
 
   It was only a little after eight, but the inside of the party was already packed full of people. On just a quick scan of the room, Mitch saw everything from Batman and Wonder Woman, to angels and devils, Walter White, Snow White, and many more, some of which he couldn’t identify and assumed came from an era before his time.
 
   In the corner, he saw his mom, dressed in her ridiculously sexy cat costume, talking to a couple of other moms that were also wearing outfits that made Mitch incredibly horny. He found his heart beating a little faster than it should have been, and hoped that his mask would do the trick.
 
   The Hendersons had even gone as far as to hire a private DJ, who had a small set of turntables set up against the far wall of the living room. There were a couple of people dancing, but for the most part, the attendees of the party seemed to be just drinking and chatting.
 
   Mitch turned towards Benny and realized that his friend had walked off somewhere. He felt a little nervous as he looked around the room, wanting to have some fun but not exactly knowing where he could fit in. An attractive older woman walked over, wearing a golden bikini and with her hair styled in the same fashion as Princess Leia in her slave outfit.
 
   “Ooh, Zorro,” said the woman, laughing. “Your reputation definitely precedes you, that’s for sure…”
 
   As she drew closer, Mitch realized with a small start that he was facing Pamela, Benny’s mom. He almost panicked and tried to bolt, but forced himself to stay calm and trust in his costume. He smiled at her, and tried to talk in a voice lower than the one he typically used.
 
   “I am here to fight evil and defend the fallen, milady,” he said.
 
   Pamela was a gorgeous woman, and whenever Benny would host a get together at his house, he’d often be the butt of more than a couple of jokes concerning his hot mom. Her costume only seemed to amplify her sex appeal, and as she stepped closer to Mitch, clearly rather drunk, he felt an erection beginning to manifest within the confines of his pants.
 
   “How gallant of you,” she said, putting one of her hands on his chest. The air suddenly felt hot to Mitch, and he found himself staring into her eyes. “Perhaps you can save me before the night is over, and show me what you’re really made of?”
 
   The DJ switched the song, and a loud cheer went through the room, along with a bunch of people spilling onto the dance floor. Pamela took his hand and pulled him out, and before Mitch knew what was happening, he was dancing next to her.
 
   “Here, I have to finish this, take a sip,” she said, pushing the cup that she was holding against his lips. Mitch didn’t want to make a scene, and drank the intensely alcoholic tasting liquid as she poured it into his mouth.
 
   “Do you like it?” she asked him. “The bartender in the kitchen makes a mean Long Island Iced Tea.”
 
   Mitch nodded, and Pamela began laughing, setting the glass down on a table and then throwing her arms around Mitch and kissing him on the cheek. He scanned the room for Benny, hoping that he could find him and then find a way to extricate himself from the very delicate situation.
 
   “Come on, handsome, let’s dance,” she shouted over the loud music. Pamela pushed up against Mitch’s chest, and it took every ounce of willpower in his body to keep himself calm. She rubbed her tits on him, giggling and acting as though it was funniest thing in the world to her.
 
   “Whoa, easy there, senorita,” he said.
 
   “Call me Pamela, you stud,” Benny’s mom replied. She turned around and began rubbing her butt against his crotch, dancing with him in one of the dirtiest ways possible.
 
   Mitch realized very quickly that things were getting out of hand. The center of the living room had been designated a makeshift dance floor, and it was packed with people. Pamela was grinding her butt onto him, and took it a step further by taking his hands and placing them on top of her golden bikini covered breasts. The material was only thin cloth, and he could feel her flesh and nipples through it easily.
 
   There were too many people around for anyone to really see what was going on, but that didn’t make it feel any less illicit to Mitch. It was hard for him to think straight, his mind fogging over with horniness as his friend’s mom continued to push things further in a drunken attempt to have some fun.
 
   He almost gasped as she reached her hand down his pants and began stroking his cock. She brought her lips close to his, letting them slide across his mouth without kissing him fully, and then let out a sexy little moan.
 
   “Do you like this, Zorro?” she whispered. “I could do a lot for you, if you’d be willing to join me in one of the spare bedrooms.”
 
   “I…I…” Mitch didn’t know what to say. Benny was his best friend, and what was happening seemed to be a complete betrayal of the trust that they shared. Pamela was still stroking him off, and the feeling of her breasts and body so close to him was so amazing.
 
   “Oh wow, there are a ton of people in here,” said Pamela. She was right. About a dozen had pushed into the living room since the time that they had started dancing. A group of women behind Mitch bumped him forward, and his cock ended up pushing against Pamela’s skirt, nestling itself in between her buttocks.
 
   “I…I don’t think we can go anywhere right now,” said Mitch. It was true, and it was the best possible outcome. The room was moving and grinding, so packed full of people it almost seemed to have a life of its own. Mitch’s cock was throbbing against his friend’s mom, and she seemed to still be delighting in teasing him and doing as much as she could to make the situation even more arousing.
 
   He let his hands drift back up to her tits, and Pamela let out a small satisfied sigh. Mitch was too horny to stop himself at this point, and began dry humping against her, pinching her nipples and kissing her neck as he dead.
 
   “Oh yeah, that’s what I want, big boy,” moaned Pamela. “Give it to me, yeah, give me everything you’ve got.”
 
   Mitch kept in rhythm with the music, feeling his cock pulsing with pleasure. It was as though he was trying to fuck Benny’s mom with his clothes on, and something about that tiny, almost insignificant barrier made the situation even hotter than it should have been.
 
   He couldn’t hold out for long, and felt his cock begin to explode in his pants right as the song ended. Pamela picked up on what had happened and seemed incredibly pleased with her actions.
 
   “Next time, let’s do it in a bed,” she whispered. “This is definitely that kind of party.”
 
   For some reason, her words delighted Mitch. He was incredibly glad that he had decided to come.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   The line to the bathroom was long, and filled with some people Mitch recognized, and some people he didn’t. All of them were wearing costumes, and he found himself sandwiched in between a man wearing a comical looking horse mask and the statue of liberty.
 
   After a couple of minutes, it was finally his turn. He cleaned himself up, feeling both a strange mixture of shame and arousal over what had happened, and also incredibly glad that he was wearing leather pants that didn’t show moisture. With some water and a couple of paper towels, he managed to get himself as fresh as he had been on arrival.
 
   When Mitch headed back out to the living room, he spotted Benny for the first time since getting into the party. He had a beer in his hand, and appeared to be flirting with a woman dressed as a belly dancer that Mitch recognized, on closer inspection, as the grad school enrolled teaching assistant for their AP History class.
 
   “Way to go, Benny,” he muttered to himself. The bar was only a few feet away in the kitchen, and he stopped in and grabbed him a beer of his own, the bartender not seeming to be interested in carding anyone within the party.
 
   “Alright, are you all having fun tonight?” boomed the DJ on the microphone. The response of the crowd was to let out a loud cheer. “Good, that’s what I like to hear. We have a little game for you, courtesy of your kind and benevolent host, Peter Henderson.”
 
   There was more applause, and Mitch watched as his neighbor drunkenly stumbled over to the DJ’s set up and almost tripped over a cord as he reached for the mike. The crowd found it hilarious, and somebody shouted a jeer over the hum of the room.
 
   “Costumes in the closet!” Peter yelled, his voice straining the speakers of the audio system. “You all remember this game from last year. Put your names in the hat, and we’ll start drawing them out!”
 
   A clipboard was passed around with a table on it, with one column for men and one column for women. Mitch saw that most people had written not their actual name, but who they were in costume, and he ended up putting down “Zorro” in an empty square. It didn’t take long for everyone to sign up, and he found himself getting a little excited as he listened in to people in the party conversing about it.
 
   “Things got ridiculous last year,” said a guy to his right. “I know at least a couple of people ended up getting really nasty.”
 
   “I think everyone did, at least to some degree,” replied the woman he was talking to. “God, I’m getting a little excited just thinking about it. Are you sure you’re okay with this, honey?”
 
   “Of course, babe. Tonight, I’m Big Foot, and you’re Dorothy from Kansas. We can go back to being ourselves tomorrow.”
 
   “Zorro, you’re up first!” said the DJ over the mike. The closet is upstairs, and you’ll be heading inside of it with…Little Red Riding Hood!”
 
   The crowd began to clap, and it seemed like everyone was clapping at once. Mitch didn’t know whether to feel lucky or nervous. He headed over to the stairs, and saw the woman that he had been paired up with. She was strikingly attractive, with large breasts, and a petite body. She wore a red cloak that covered her face, along with a tight shirt and a very short black skirt that clung to her perfect ass.
 
   “Hey there handsome,” she said to him as he walked over. “Are you going live up to Zorro's reputation? I hear he is quite a hit with the ladies…”
 
   Her voice was strangely familiar, and something about it caused Mitch’s cock to become rock hard with anticipation.
 
   “Senorita, I think it’s your turn to see that in action,” he replied.
 
   The crowd roared, and Mitch and the woman headed upstairs into the hallway and to the closet at the end of it. The small storage area had been cleared out, and a couple of pillows had been thrown down on the ground inside of it. The DJ and a bunch of people followed them up and closed the door behind them, and Mitch heard a small click as it locked from the outside.
 
   “So you talk big…but can you back it up?” whispered the woman.
 
   Mitch felt his cock jump at the chance to show her. He leaned in, finding her lips in the dark room as if led by erotic magnetism. The woman kissed her back, pushing her tongue into his mouth and running her hands along his body.
 
   She pulled in close, and pushed herself against his chest, pulling his hat off him as she did. Mitch groped at her breasts, feeling hornier than he had been in a very long time. He wanted her, and it seemed like she wanted him just as much.
 
   “I think Little Red Riding Hood needs to beware of the big bad wolf,” he whispered.
 
   “Somebody already used that line on me right after I first traded for this…costume.” Her words trailed off as Mitch began to undress her, taking the cloak off and then sliding his hand up her shirt. The woman responded by grabbing his hard cock through his pants and massaging it.
 
   “How about you give Zorro’s sword a little bit of attention?” he asked, slowly guiding her down to the floor of the closet. She didn’t seem to mind his crude humor and went to work unzipping his pants and pulling his cock out through his boxer briefs. 
 
   The woman licked his rod from the base of his shaft all the way up to the head, and Mitch shuddered with delight. He leaned back against the wall of the closet, and let her go to work. She wasn’t holding back, and sucked with an intensity and focus that made him feel as though it would be a miracle if he managed to hold out for more than a minute.
 
   Whoever she was, she was a skilled cocksucker, Mitch thought to himself. The woman also seemed to have deep throating skills that were beyond anything he had experienced before, taking his entire member into her mouth as though it really was a sword that she was trying to sheath.
 
   She used her tongue to rub the sensitive underside of his cock as she bobbed her head back and forth. It felt as though her mouth had a grip on him that seemed to grow tighter by the second, with the wet warmth of her lips creating a seal on his tool that felt sent almost too much pleasure racing through his body. Mitch was in heaven, and the woman was an angel.
 
   Suddenly a phone, the woman’s phone, which had fallen out of a pocket of her cloak when she took it off, began to ring. It gave off enough light for Mitch to see what was going on in the closet, and for him to see the woman that was giving him head. He was shocked and horrified when he realized who it was.
 
   “…Mom?” he whispered almost in disbelief. The woman kept sucking for a moment, and time almost moved in slow motion as Mitch felt the strange, dirty, taboo eroticism of the situation pushing him over the edge. Angie pulled her mouth off his cock and looked at him dumbfounded as he began to shoot out his white hot load, spraying her cheeks and mouth with his seed.
 
   “This…this isn’t possible,” she said. “Mitch…how can you be here?”
 
   There was a sound of footsteps coming towards them from the other side of the hall. Mitch realized that their ten minutes were up, and so did his mom. She rushed to throw her costume back on and give him his hat before the door was opened.
 
   “Head straight home, young man!” she whispered to him angrily. “We…we’ll talk about this later tonight.”
 
   “Alright, time is up!” shouted the DJ as the door was thrown open. It seemed almost blindingly bright outside, and it only made the situation more embarrassing to Mitch, even though he knew that nobody saw it the same way he did. Angie slipped out of the closet and made a beeline for the upstairs bathroom.
 
   “Whoa, she seemed a little shaken up,” said the DJ. “Maybe you should practice your approach, Zorro!”
 
   Mitch forced himself to smile. He was ashamed, and disgusted with himself. Just as his mom had told him, he headed out of the party and started walking home, not even bothering to say goodbye to Benny.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   Mitch was asleep when his mother got home. He roused slightly in his bed when he heard the door to his room open. It was dark, with only a sliver of light from the hallway shining against his wall.
 
   “Mitch, honey,” whispered his mom. “We need to talk.”
 
   He groaned, and sat up in his bed. It took him a moment to remember what had happened at the costume party, but once he did he felt his mind going through the full gamut of emotions that he had experienced earlier.
 
   “Mom…” he said. “I am so sorry, I never meant for that to happen.”
 
   “It’s okay sweetie, I know you didn’t.” Mitch’s eyes were adjusting to the darkness, and he could see that she had switched back into her original cat costume. “At least part of it was my fault. Me and Linda decided to swap costumes for fun midway through the party.”
 
   She reached over and rubbed Mitch’s thigh. He could tell that she was trying to reassure him, but in reality it had the effect of reigniting the fire dwelling within his loins. His was aroused again, and it seemed like it was coming on in a wave stronger than it had been at any time before that night.
 
   “What are we going to do about…what happened?” he asked her, breaking the silence.
 
   “Nothing, honey,” she replied. “Everyone was in costume, just like us. Husbands fooled around with women other than their wives, and wives fooled around with men who weren’t their husbands. It doesn’t matter when everyone is in costume, it’s just for fun.”
 
   “Mom…” he whispered. Angie’s hand had drifted, and kept drifting, causing his cock to stiffen as she rested her palm on top of it.
 
   “I’m still in costume, sweetie,” she said. “We have to finish what we started.”
 
   Mitch’s mother reached under the sheet and wrapped her hand around her son’s member. As always, Mitch had been sleeping naked, and the pleasure of having his mom stroking his dick was almost too much for him.
 
   “Oh god,” he moaned. “This…is this really happening?”
 
   “It’s just pretend, sweetie,” she said. “I’m a sexy kitty cat, and you’re Zorro. Let’s just have fun with each other.”
 
   She pulled off her mask, and then her shirt. It was dark, but Mitch could just barely make out the outline of his mom’s tits, and began to grope at them as she lied down next to him in bed. He reached down and pulled off her booty shorts, which turned out to be tight enough on her to make it a rather harder task than he expected.
 
   “We have to be quick,” whispered his mom. “Your father will be back sometime tonight…”
 
   “Mom,” he said. “Are you…are you going to-“
 
   Angie cut him off by swinging her leg over and straddling him in the bed. She was completely naked except for a pair of high cut black socks, and it was the most erotic thing Mitch had ever seen. Slowly and surely, she positioned herself over Mitch’s hard, upright cock, and let the head of it tease at her entrance.
 
   “Ohh…yeah,” she moaned. “Fuck, sweetie, why does your cock feel so good?”
 
   She dropped down a little, and Mitch felt his cock push the tiniest bit into her. He was fucking his mom, he realized. Or rather, they were fucking each other. He reached up with his hands and grabbed her by the waist, slowly urging her to drop further down.
 
   Angie was moaning and biting her lip. She ran her hand across his chest, and let it rest against his face.
 
   “Mitch, I’m sorry,” she said. “This…is going to change everything, but I…I feel like I have to do it now.”
 
   “I know mom, it’s okay,” Mitch said. He could feel her cunt, so warm and wet, wrapping around his cock and accepting him as she dropped even lower. “You’re a good mother. You’re gorgeous, you’re so fucking hot.”
 
   He couldn’t think straight. He wanted to fuck her so badly, his own mom. He needed to fuck her, and nothing was going to stop him.
 
   “Do you like the way mommy feels?” whispered Angie. “I’m going to let you have all of mommy tonight, let you have the one thing that she knows you secretly want most…”
 
   “Ah, mom!” Mitch cried out.
 
   Angie began moving rhythmically, grinding and bouncing her pussy up and down on her son’s cock. Mitch let her lead for a minute, but felt his own lust building up inside and taking control. He grabbed her by the waist and began slamming her down onto his cock, bucking his hips up with every stroke.
 
   “Oh yeah honey,” cried Angie. “Fuck mommy, fuck mommy hard!”
 
   “Mom, oh god!”
 
   His hands were on her nipples, pinching and teasing them. Angie leaned forward, and Mitch took the opportunity to bring his mouth to one of her nipples, licking it and sucking as though he were a child.
 
   Mitch pumped his cock into her petite frame faster and faster, feeling something ancient and primal taking over his body. He felt guilty, and ashamed, but even more than that, he felt greedy. He wanted as much of his mom’s cunt as a man could have, and in that moment, he was getting it.
 
   Angie began to tense up, letting out a small, stifled cry, and then collapsing onto her son, exhausted. Mitch kept pumping, shifting his hands down to her buttocks and pushing her pussy down as he lifted himself up. He could feel his mother’s hot breath on his neck.
 
   “I love you, sweetie,” Angie whispered. She used the same voice that he heard every night when she would say good night to him, and in that context, it was too much. Mitch began to spray his cum deep inside his mom, his hips continuing to pump as though he needed to deposit every drop of his seed deep inside her.
 
   The two of them were silent for a moment, Angie still collapsed on top of him. After what seemed like a very long time, she stood up, and began putting her costume back on.
 
   “Mom, I-“
 
   “Don’t talk,” she said, cutting him off. “We can’t ever talk about this, sweetie.”
 
   Mitch felt deflated, but as his mother was leaving the room, she turned back to him and said one last thing.
 
   “The Henderson’s throw that party every year, you know. Maybe we can go again next December…”
 
    
 
   END
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FREE EXCERPT FROM “THE SORCERESS NEXT DOOR”
 
    
 
   CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   The gentle snow drifting through the air outside the window of Dan’s room made him feel as though the world was suspended inside a snow globe. Winter was in full swing, and that morning, the cold bite of the air had not made it easy for him to get up and out of bed.
 
   He got dressed, and made his way downstairs. His step sister, Jess, had already helped herself to breakfast and was sitting at the table, munching on toast.
 
   “Morning, sis,” he said.
 
   “Good morning Dan.” Jess had entered Dan’s life along with her mother, Jane, when he’d been about 10. The past 8 years of living with them had been good, much better than it just being him and his dad, who though a committed parent, was sometimes rather inattentive in his duties.
 
   “Are you Christmas shopping already?” he asked her, Jess was flipping through a clothing catalog, circling items occasionally with a pen she held in her hand.
 
   “It’s never too early to start,” said Jess. “I’m a big fan of getting it done before the major rush starts.”
 
   Dan poured some cereal into a bowl and then added milk from the fridge. He walked over and sat down next to her at the table.
 
   “Honestly, I haven’t even started thinking about it,” he said. “You’ll be easy enough to find something for, I think.”
 
   “I’m not sure if that was a compliment, but I’ll take it as one,” said Jess.
 
   Dan smiled at her.
 
   “It’s my dad that I’m worried about. He’s always on a business trip or working abroad, what the hell does a guy like that need?”
 
   Jess tapped her fingers on the table for a second, and then shook her head.
 
   “You got me,” she replied. “But I have my own mom to worry about, who happens to be the pickiest woman in the world when it comes to clothing.”
 
   As if on cue, Dan’s step mom, Jane, walked out of the downstairs bathroom and into the living room, with two small towels tied around her hair and body. Jane was a gorgeous woman, and Dan had to force himself to look away from her body, which was an almost irresistible mixture of thin curves, bust, and butt.
 
   “Hey you two,” she said. “I’ll be downstairs in a minute, just let me get changed.”
 
   Dan nodded, and continued looking away, his face beginning to feel hot. It was hard for him to deal with his step mom, and to a lesser extent, his step sister as well. They were very comfortable with in their bodies, a fact that had led to Dan guiltily stealing illicit peeks on occasion.
 
   “Maybe I should get her a bathrobe,” said Jess. Dan chuckled, wrinkled his forehead.
 
   “Anyway, the main question on my mind right now is just where I’m going to make the money appear from,” he said. “Christmas presents don’t come cheap.”
 
   “Well, it’s your turn to shovel the driveway this morning, anyway,” said Jess. “Why don’t you see if any of the neighbors would be interested in your help?”
 
   “I doubt they would pay me for it,” said Dan. “There are tons of snowplows that would do the job for cheap.”
 
   “Shovel their driveway first, and ask for donations second,” said Jess.
 
   It was a good idea, Dan realized. He smiled at his sister, and got up from his chair.
 
   “Jess, you are wise beyond your years,” he said, walking towards the foyer.
 
   “You can show me how grateful you are by getting me a new purse,” she said. “Something designer brand.”
 
   Dan’s mom was headed down the stairs as he finished bundling up in his winter clothing. She had thrown on a loose t-shirt and sweatpants, and it was hard for him to ignore the outline of her breasts through the thing fabric.
 
   “Do you mind knocking the snow off my car while you’re at it?” she asked. “I think I’m going to head out to the store after.”
 
   “No problem mom, but you’re going to owe me afterwards,” he said. “he smiled at him and offered up a suggestive wink.
 
   The morning sky was grey over his head, and fine, several inch deep layer of white powder had collected on the ground from the previous night. Dan could feel tiny, cold flakes landing on his hat as he made his way over to the garage to grab the shovel. He liked the weather, and had been waiting for it. It had been cold for the past couple of weeks, but without snow to go along with it, the atmosphere of a real winter had been missing.
 
   He started working on his parent’s driveway, clearing it one shovel full at a time. Memories of being a young kid and playing in the snow filled his mind, along with nostalgia for the old days of hurling snowballs in subfreezing temperatures with his sister, only to come back inside to find hot cocoa already out and waiting for him by his mom.
 
   The shoveling went quickly, and he was surprised to find that his body stayed quite warming throughout the task. At first he thought it was because of his own internal body heat, but it only seemed to happen while he was on the left side of the driveway, the one closest to the house that had recently been bought and moved into, the one whose owner he still hadn’t met. It was weird, and Dan found himself scratching his head thinking about how it could even happen. 
 
   And due to his curiosity, he decided to make that house the next one to be shoveled. It was small, and had been built more recently than Dan’s family’s house. The front door was painted black, and a copper colored, old fashioned knocker hung from the center of it. 
 
   Dan set about moving the snow. From inside the house, he could hear strange noises, almost as if the TV was turned up at full volume with a movie loaded with sound effects playing. He kept looking over towards one of the front windows, which had the shades drawn and offered no hint as to what was going on behind him.
 
   There was no car in the driveway, and no tracks or snowless patches around to indicate where one might have been. Dan found that to be especially odd. While the town of Westhaven was tiny, there were little to no public transportation services, and everyone drove everywhere.
 
   He pushed all of the irregularities out of his mind and focused on the task at hand. The drive was smaller than his family’s, and didn’t take long at all to finish. He stood looking at the door for a moment, debating whether or not anyone would even be home, and then finally started walking up the steps towards the entrance.
 
   The door opened before he could reach for the knocker, startling him slightly. A woman was behind it, and she looked at him with intense eyes and a crafty smile. Her hair was a reddish shade of blond, and she had large breasts, at least for her petite frame, and a trim waist that led into nicely sized hips. She was wearing an odd looking dark robe over a t-shirt and jeans, and looked to be in her early thirties.
 
   “Hello there, young man,” she said. “I see you’ve taken on the snow in my driveway on as a project.”
 
   “Yeah,” he replied, feeling strangely nervous. “I was just clearing my parent’s driveway, and, well, I just figured…”
 
   The woman turned and walked into her house. After a couple of steps, she looked back at him expectantly.
 
   “Come on inside,” she said. “It’s cold out. Let me fix you some tea, or coffee.”
 
   Dan nodded, and followed behind her, feeling the omnipresent warmth of the house merging into his own heat brewing inside of him.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   “Here, have a seat,” said the woman. “My name is Stella, it’s nice to meet you.”
 
   “Oh, yeah, I’m Dan, likewise.” He shook the woman’s hand, and took a quick look around her living room. It was unlike anything he had ever seen before, with artifacts and tapestries that seemed to belong to another time period, or another world. It was all neat and orderly, but still somehow managed to have a chaotic feel to it.
 
   “Make yourself at home, Dan,” she said. “You kind of caught me at a bad time.”
 
   “Oh, I’m sorry,” he said.
 
   “No, it’s okay. Let me just get changed, and then we can chat a little bit, and I’ll pay you the money that I’m sure you’re expecting to receive as compensation.”
 
   Dan flinched a little at her words, and wasn’t entirely sure how to respond. She was blunt, brash, and straight to the point, which was different from his mom and sister and any of the other close women in his life.
 
   “I mean, I wasn’t trying to impose on you, I just thought, well I was shoveling my driveway anyway…” He found himself mumbling, and trailing off as he spoke.
 
   “It’s alright, I admire your initiative,” said Stella. “In fact, I just might be able to pay you more than you were expecting, if you can help me with another task.”
 
   She walked over into a small bedroom attached to the living room, and closed the door about three quarters of the way. Dan’s eyes were locked onto her, though logic and reason told him that the polite thing to do would be to look away.
 
   “As you probably know, I’m still quite new to this neighborhood,” said Stella. “I could use someone like you. Someone that knows the area. Someone to serve as my eyes and ears.”
 
   As she spoke to him, Stella began to undress in the bedroom. She pulled her robe off and let it slowly slide down to the floor. The angle she was standing at provided Dan with a view of her back without allowing her to see that he was peeping, but he still felt a little embarrassed and guilty for being such a voyeur.
 
   “What do you mean by that, exactly?” asked Dan. He glanced around the room again, and found himself growing more confused. Nothing really seemed to add up, not with the house and not with her.
 
   “It’s not something I can really explain in a believable way, I think,” said Stella. She had pulled off her shirt and was slowly wiggling out of her pants. Dan felt his cock beginning to harden as he watched her, and he did his best to keep himself under control.
 
   “All I want you to do is tell me if you see anything odd, at least for now,” she said. “Can you do that for me, Dan?”
 
   Stella was now clad only in her bra and panties. Dan swallowed hard, and then forced his mind to process what she was asking him.
 
   “Yeah, I can do that,” he said. “That’s no problem, Stella.”
 
   “Good, I’m glad to hear it!” She turned towards her laundry hampter and removed the rest of her clothing. From Dan’s viewing angle he could only see her naked body from the back, but it was still enough to push him deep into the depths of arousal. He couldn’t resist rubbing his dick through his pants as he watched the older woman begin to search through her dresser for clothes.
 
   Dan turned to shift his position, and his elbow bumped into something on a side table that caught his attention. It was a small crystal ball, seated on a gold metal base with four legs. Inside, it appeared to be filled with a pink colored fog that shifted slightly from his movement.
 
   He couldn’t resist leaning his hand in to touch it, and the second his fingers made contact, he realized that he had made a grave mistake. The room seemed to swirl into a blur, shrinking behind him as the ball grew larger and pulled him inside.
 
   The pink fog was all around him now. Dan felt hazy, as though he was dreaming, or in a daze. He found his memory of what had brought him there beginning to fade out, as though it was of little importance.
 
   “Dan,” whispered a voice. “I’m so glad you came to see me, Dan.”
 
   The fog seemed to materialized into the form of a pink colored human, more specifically, a woman. Dan’s eyes locked onto it. He couldn’t look away, and realized that he had a rock hard erection down below.
 
   “Come over here and play with me, Dan,” said the strange, ethereal form. The words were like candy on the air, and Dan felt his legs walking him over towards the fog with unrestrainable enthusiasm.
 
   He reached out with his arms as though to pull the woman into a hug, and instead, the pink cloud wrapped all around him. His body felt hot, and a pervasive, pleasurable feeling took hold of him. Dan realized that his cock was being worked over by whatever magic the fog held within it, and it felt amazing.
 
   “Oh god,” moaned Dan. He saw visions in front of him, dozens of naked women, from young to old, thin to curvy, all of them unbelievably attractive. They moved forward and began to run their hands along his body. Some of them seemed to stare at his cock and blush, and others giggled.
 
   There was a clothed, authoritative looking woman in front of him suddenly. She glared at Dan, and spoke to him, and though he couldn’t make out her words, he knew that she was reprimanding him for something he had done. Surprisingly, the woman began to rub his cock, stroking him as though it was a punishment for a crime.
 
   “What…what is this?” Dan let out a moan, and the scene changed again. There were three women on the ground in front of him – a famous celebrity pop singer, one of his high school crushes, and an attractive youtube star. They were all pushing their lips against his dick, kissing it and sucking as though it contained something essential to them.
 
   “Give us your cum, Dan,” the three of them chanted. “Give us your-“
 
   A hand suddenly grabbed Dan roughly by the shoulder and pulled him back. He turned and saw someone that looked real, Stella, with an amused smile on her face. The fog seemed to fade away in front of him, and then he was back on the couch, sitting where he had just been.
 
   “Out of all the objects you could have picked to play with, you went straight for that one…” Stella seemed to be laughing at a joke that Dan wasn’t in on. He recoiled at her words and felt his face begin to redden.
 
   “I, I didn’t mean to!” he said. “I mean, not really…Sorry.”
 
   “It’s okay, you didn’t know,” she said. “Besides, you’re a young man, and that’s a lust crystal. Though I am a little surprised at your taste in women, I must admit…”
 
   Stella was still mostly naked, and this time Dan was able to shame himself into fully looking away until she walked back into the bedroom to finish changing. For the next couple of minutes, Dan sat silently on the couch, glancing around Stella’s house and feeling more than a little baffled at his situation. 
 
   The experience with the pink globe had shaken him to the core, but as scary as it was to him, he felt an undeniable sense of intrigue at it. Part of him wanted to just move on, with or without any pocket money, and get to shoveling the next house, but another part of him was totally focused on staying, and getting either an explanation or at least another glimpse at the strange magic his new neighbor seemed to be involved with.
 
   Stella finished pulling on her new clothes and walked back out into the living room. She was wearing an outfit that was much more casual and natural, regular looking jeans and a pink sweater, the type of outfit that any cute, modest woman might wear on a trip to the grocery store. 
 
   “Are you…some type of witch, or something?” Dan finally managed to ask.
 
   “I prefer the term sorceress,” said Stella. “Don’t tell anyone, or I’ll have to wipe your memory, okay sweetie?”
 
   He nodded. There was a strange silence in the air, and the only thing Dan could think of doing to break it was to stand up.
 
   “I…I should probably get back to shoveling,” he said. Stella just smiled at him.
 
   “Sure thing, Dan,” she said. “And remember, if you see or hear anything weird, or even anything at all, come over and tell me immediately.”
 
   Dan nodded at her, and then walked towards the door. He opened it, took one last look at Stella, who was beaming at him, and then stepped back outside.
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