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  Chapter One


  Pemba sat at the rickety, little table in her secret shanty on the edge of the hidden lagoon. Dancing shadows flung onto the walls by the flickering candles cavorted to the unheard beat of a fiery tango as they intertwined and twisted among each other. The sounds of the muggy night filtered in through the tall, ghostly cypresses that ringed the lagoon, then lilted in through the open window just as did the clammy heaviness of the night air. The loud, raucous calls of night birds; the fiddling screech of crickets; the singing song of the cicadas; and the occasional splash of a gator finding some other unlucky denizen of the swamp. All these sounds combined to give Pemba a strange sense of well-being as she stirred, shook, and mixed up the secret concoctions that she would later sell to her clients.


  An eye of a newt here; a little Devil’s dung there; a pinch of red pepper or two; a few drops of ylang ylang oil; some sandalwood oil; a couple drops of clary sage oil; more shaking, more mixing, and then the secret incantation to complete the ritual and another potion was added to the growing number of little vials scattered out on the table before her.


  Forty years old, Pemba had been in the voodoo business since she was a teenager. She was good at it. Good at conjuring up the denizens that ruled the dark worlds below. Of all the spells, incantations and potions she had performed over the years, her only failure had involved her ex-old man, Chata. She had cast a spell on him to make him hers and hers alone, however it hadn’t stopped him from deceiving her and running off with a young slut half his age. When he did, it left Pemba alone with nothing to support her and her two children, Malik and Jayla except her knowledge of voodoo.


  There were plenty of white folks, and black ones, too, more than willing to part with a little of their money for a little black magic…and white magic, too as far as that was concerned, she laughed to herself.


  The Blacks, Pemba, Jayla, and Malik lived comfortably with Jayla doing housekeeping jobs and Malik working with the local pool cleaning company to supplement the money Pemba brought in with her dark voodoo.


  Now as it happens, one of Jayla’s clients was a Mrs. Simone Snowcroft. Simone was Porterville’s leading socialite and had her fingers in just about everything that went on in Porterville. The Snowcrofts were old money and had lots of it. Were being the key operative in the sense of being a family as there was only Simone and her eighteen-year-old son, Ashton now, after Simone’s husband, Reginald had departed for greener pastures with a younger filly some years earlier. There had been little love lost between Simone and Reginald but the scandal attached to the divorce had just about ruined Simone. But the fact that Simone had taken him for just about every penny he had in the divorce had healed most of the pain of the scandal. It was amazing what recuperative powers two-hundred and fifty million dollars could have.


  Simone had sworn that no man would ever shame her as Reginald had done, so she had no romantic involvements since the day Reginald’s shadow had last darkened her doorsill. And because of this, Simone had acquired the nickname of the Snow Queen of Porterville…and she took great delight in living up to that name.


  That said, her son, Ashton was quite the opposite and everything that wore a skirt was fair game to him, including Jayla who just so happened to be one of the Snowcroft’s housekeepers.


  So, our little story begins on a warm, muggy Saturday morning as Jayla was going about her housekeeping duties at the Snowcroft mansion.


  Now the meaning of Jayla’s African name was beautiful one and Jayla certainly lived up to that description.


  As Jayla was making her way down the hallway pushing a vacuum cleaner between bedrooms, Ashton suddenly appeared like an apparition, seemingly almost out of thin air.


  “Well, hello, Jayla,” he grinned, stepping up to her and pinning her against the wall as he tried to steal a kiss from her. “I think you missed something down in my room and I want you to come back down and let me show you.”


  “Ashton, you’d better stop it,” Jayla fussed, cringing back against the wall. “You know how your mother feels about the two of us. And I don’t want to get fired.”


  But then, as fate would have it, just as Ashton was reaching for one of Jayla’s pert, jutting breasts, Simone turned the corner to find her son in the act of trying to grope the girl.


  “Ashton Snowcroft, you leave that girl alone,” Simone exclaimed, stomping up to where the two of them stood gawking at her. “And you, Jayla, you get busy. I’m not paying you to stand around let yourself get groped by Ashton.”


  “Yes, Ma’am. I’m sorry, Ma’am,” Jayla muttered, groveling as she stepped out around Ashton and quickly pushed the vacuum down toward the next room.


  Stepping into the room, Jayla left the door open so she could hear the conversation between Ashton and his mother.


  “Just what in the hell did you think you were doing?” Simone stormed, standing with her fisted hands on her hips as she glared at her son.


  “Sorry, Mom…” Ashton muttered, looking every the bit the whipped puppy cowering with its tail between its legs before its domineering master.


  “I will not let you ruin our good name by sneaking around with that black girl,” Simone snarled. “I’ve worked too hard to build my reputation to let you knock up some girl and then have a passel of little half-niggers running around under my feet. Do you understand that?”


  “Yes…yes, Ma’am…” Ashton whimpered, cowed by the vehemence of his mother’s scathing attack.


  “You will only see the girls I pick out for you in the future,” she growled. “And if I catch you sniffing around Jayla again, I swear, I’ll cut it off and make you wear it around your neck to remind you that I mean what I say. Do you understand?”


  “Yes…yes, Mother. I understand,” Ashton whined, cringing back against the wall.


  Ashton knew better than to cross blades with his mother. He’d seen her in action too many times to even think about going against her.


  Finished with him, Simone dismissed him with a flick of her hand and turned to take care of the other problem he had created.


  Angrily striding down the hallway toward the room where Jayla had disappeared, she knew that she couldn’t keep the girl around any longer. She had to keep the temptation away from her cunt-happy son.


  Stepping away from the doorway where she had been listening, Jayla flicked the vacuum on and pretended to be vacuuming the floor when Simone came stomping into the room.


  Flicking the vacuum off, Jayla waited to see what Simone would tell her.


  “Jayla, I’m afraid that your services will no longer be required after I find someone to replace you,” she angrily told the cowering girl.


  “But, Mrs. Snowcroft…” Jayla started to protest but was quickly cut off by Simone.


  “Begging won’t change anything, so don’t belittle yourself by trying,” Simone snarled at the cowering girl.


  “Yes…yes, Ma’am,” Jayla sniveled, bowing her head to avoid Simone’s glaring stare.


  “And if I find out that you have been sneaking around behind my back and seeing Ashton…I’ll see to it that you never work in Porterville again!” Simone declared. “Now get busy…”


  Angry and hurt, Jayla flicked the vacuum back on and went back to work as Simone spun around and went clacking out of the room on her four inch high heels.


  


  “…that she didn’t want a passel of half-niggers running around under her feet?” Pemba angrily retorted as Jayla wept and explained to Pemba that she had been fired. “That’s what she said?”


  “Yes,” Jayla sniffled, nervously shuffling her feet as she spoke.


  “But you’re working there tomorrow?” Pemba asked her.


  “Yes, she said I had to stay until she found someone else…”


  “Well, when you’re working tomorrow, I want you to find some hair from both of them and bring it home with you. And let’s see, a pair of her panties and a pair of the boy’s shorts,” Pemba smiled, giving her daughter a conspiratory wink. “Do you think you can do that?”


  “What are you going to do?” Jayla shyly asked, seeing the conniving grin on her mother’s pretty face.


  “Give Mrs. Snowcroft and her son a little surprise,” Pemba laughed. “A little surprise that they won’t soon forget. Half-niggers indeed…”


  


  As fate would have it, the date was the ninth of September as Pemba hurried off to her little shack on the edge of the swamp. As she drew close, all the creatures grew quiet and went slinking back to their dens for they knew if they came too near, they just might end up as an ingredient in one of Pemba’s secret concoctions. Smiling to herself, Pemba gathered up 9 ounces of sweet, red wine, 9 basil leaves, 9 red rose petals, 9 cloves, 9 apple seeds, 9 drops of vanilla extract, 9 drops of strawberry juice, 9 drops of apple juice, and 1 ginseng root, cut into 9 equal pieces.


  Lighting 9 pink votive candles, she put the 9 ingredients in a small metal pot and set the pot on the stove. As the concoction began to boil and bubble, she waited until 9 o’clock, then she stirred the potion nine times, each time reciting the magical incantation:


  


  Let the dolls I will make be their sign.


  Let the dolls soak in this wine.


  Let those who they represent shower each other with love divine.


  Fiery, fiery love potion number nine.


  Make them for each other forever pine.


  


  Then she turned down the heat and let the potion simmer for nine minutes. Removing the little caldron from the stove, she set it on the table and blew on it nine times, each time blessing it with the name of a goddess of love. First was Inanna, then Istar, Astarte, followed by Hathor, Nephthys, Aphrodite, Venus, Freya, and finally Arianhod.


  Then, she strained the potion through cheesecloth nine times before finally pouring it into a clean bowl and waving her hand over it nine times. Smiling to herself, she poured the secret elixir into a vial, capped it and dropped it into her purse. Then she returned home to await Jayla’s return with the other items she needed to complete the spell.


  Once Jayla came home, Pemba took the hair and cloth from her and quickly made two voodoo dolls. Using Simone’s hair and panties, she made a small, female doll and with Ashton’s hair and shorts, she made a little male doll with all the correct anatomical accoutrements.


  Placing dolls and potion on the nightstand beside her bed, she would wait until the following morning to spring her surprise on the unsuspecting Snowcrofts…


  


  Simone awoke with a start. What was going on, she frantically wondered? Her whole body was aching and on edge. And her vagina was on fire! Her jutting, swollen clit was throbbing and tingling with an intense, impatient need while her puffy, bloated nipples were so sensitive she could barely stand to have the thin material of her gown touch them. Throwing the sheet back, she saw that her sheer panties were so wet they were plastered to her throbbing cunt. And her inner thighs were glistening wetly, covered with the goo that was pouring out of her pussy. She’d never felt so tense, so tightly wound, so horny! What a mess she’d made, she told herself as the sweat-drenched bed sheets clung to her sopping skin.


  Her heart was pounding, her palms sweaty and she could barely hear over the thundering pound of her heartbeat echoing through her reeling brain. Her skin felt like it was going to crawl off her bones and her knees felt so weak, she was afraid to even try to stand up. It seemed that all the blood in her body had drained down into her pelvic cavity leaving her dizzy and lightheaded.


  But she couldn’t just lie there. She had to do something! She had to do something to quiet the screaming urgency inside her spinning head and down in her pussy. A drink! Maybe a drink would calm her down! Yes! A drink, she babbled to herself. Gathering herself, she was finally able to struggle out of bed and stagger over to her dressing vanity where she kept a bottle of bourbon.


  The glass bottle chattered loudly against the glass as she tried to pour the liquor into it. As the amber liquid gurgled out most of it splashed down onto her vanity, but she managed to get some in the glass. Her hands were shaking so bad, she could barely hold the bottle. Clonking the bottle back down on the vanity, she grasped hold of the glass with both hands to try and keep the booze from sloshing out as she lifted it to her mouth.


  Finally, she was somehow able to get the glass to her lips without spilling too much of it. Holding the glass to her lips, she threw her head back and took a long gulp on the amber liquor while some of it went running down her chin and splashed down on her heaving breasts. The searing heat of the liquor blistered her throat as she drank down a big gulp of the undiluted, liquid fire.


  It was like an atom bomb going off down in her belly as the fiery gush of liquor splashed into her empty stomach. Fighting back an impulse to gag, she tipped the glass up again and finished off the booze before clonking the empty glass back down on the vanity and wiping the back of her hand across her booze-slathered lips and chin. Staring at the crazed woman leering back at her from the mirror, Simone waited for the alcohol to do its work as she shoved her hand down inside her drenched panties. Finding her swollen, throbbing clit with a finger, she started to rub it but found that it was too sensitive to touch…


  


  Ashton was suddenly jolted into consciousness by a spark of electric excitement ripping through his rock-hard cock. Throwing the covers back off his body, he looked down at his cock and found it thrusting straight up into the air. What in the fuck was going on, he asked himself staring down at his jutting, twitching cock. He couldn’t recall it ever being this hard, this stiff, so full of potent energy.


  And why was his heart beating so fast? Was he having a heart attack? His palms were clammy and wet with sweat as he clenched his hands into fists. What was happening to him, he fearfully wondered, barely able to hear over the pounding beat of his thundering heart throbbing through his spinning head.


  Rolling out of bed, Ashton staggered to his feet. He needed a woman! God, if only Jayla was still around, he deliriously thought. He would fuck her brains out then fuck her again and again and again. He’d never been this fucking horny. Shit, he’d fuck a frigging billy goat if there was one around. Reaching down, he grabbed hold of his jutting cock with both hands and began to wildly beat it, but quickly realized that it wasn’t going to work. He needed a Woman!


  Back down in Simone’s room, she was chugging down her third glass of bourbon, still trying to quiet the growing urgency down inside her aching, throbbing cunt. But it wasn’t working. Whatever it was that was making her feel this way, it wasn’t letting up. It was only getting worse. And now coupled with the alcohol deadening her inhibitions, she didn’t care who took care of the fiery ache down inside her pussy. Anyone, just someone needed to do it before she became a raving lunatic. But who? There wasn’t a man around to help her! What was she going to do, she frantically asked herself?


  Maybe his mother had hired a new housekeeper, Ashton deliriously thought. He didn’t care who she was or what she looked like. All he knew was that he needed a pussy. A pussy to dump the load of seething, boiling cum that was blistering the insides of his aching, throbbing balls.


  He was beyond the point of caring if anyone saw him or not as he staggered out of his bedroom in search of pussy. Naked as the day he had come slithering out from between his mother’s legs, Ashton stumbled down the hallway with his big, stiff cock jutting out in front of him pointing the way. Eight inches of aching, throbbing cock-meat, his penis was a divining rod in search of pussy as Ashton searched for the answer to his dilemma…


  Just then, down in her room, Simone heard someone thumping down the hallway. Was it a man, she feverishly wondered? Had the Lord sent her the answer to her prayers, she frantically hoped, reeling over to the door and throwing it open?


  Just as she did, Ashton staggered up in front of her.


  “Ashton!” Simone gasped, her eyes immediately shooting down to her son’s hard, jutting cock as it pulsated up and down in front of him with evil energy.


  “Mother!” Ashton choked out, raking his eyes down his mother’s scantily-clad body.


  Completely out of control, Ashton lunged at his mother and grasped her thin, transparent gown in his fists. There was a soft ripping sound as he threw his arms out and ripped the gown in two.


  “Yes! Yes!” Simone hissed, throwing her arms back and letting the ruined gown flutter to the floor behind her.


  Then, as Ashton groped her dangling, jiggling breasts, Simone dropped to her knees in front of him and frantically grabbed hold of his twitching cock.


  “Put it in me! Put this in me! Hurry! Please! Put it in me,” she begged, rolling onto her back, throwing her legs apart, clawing at the air.


  “Yes…” Ashton hissed, dropping to his knees between her outstretched legs.


  Lunging at her, Ashton dug his fingers down under the elastic waistband of her sheer, drenched panties and jerked. There was another soft ripping sound as he tore them apart. Grasping the tattered panties in his hand, he lifted them to his nose and took in a deep, shuddering breath through his flared nostrils.


  “Pussy—” he groveled, flinging the torn panties to the side where they splattered against the wall with a loud, wet splat. As they did, they left a big, gooey stain on the wall as they wetly slithered down to the floor.


  The heavy, fermenting musk of her excitement filled the air around them as Simone reached for the evil, vile penis protruding out below her son’s muscled abs.


  “Put it in—Hurry—hurry—put it in me—Pleassssseeee—” she begged, probing the fleshy, pink lips of her pussy apart to open herself to him.


  Then as Ashton dropped to his hands and knees over her, her hands frantically grasped his stiff, jutting penis and bent it down, aiming its barbed tip down at the juice-smeared opening of her aching cunt.


  “Yesssssss…” Ashton hissed as he felt the moist warmth of his mother’s cunt close down around the sensitive, swollen head of his penis.


  As Ashton felt his mother’s hands leave his cock, he lunged forward, plunging his ripe, aching manhood down into the hot, tight clutch of his mother’s hungry pussy. Almost at the same moment, he felt his mother’s long, sharp fingernails dig down into his clenched ass. The stinging stitch of pain from her nails was immediately followed by the bruising blows of her heels smacking against his ass, forcing him even deeper into the fiery core of her cunt.


  “Fuck me! Fuck me! Make it stop…” Simone cried out, her whole body moving against him, pushing and pulling, urging him to move.


  “Mother…” Ashton groaned out, jerking his ass back and then sending his cock ripping back into the tight clasp of her pussy.


  “Yes—oh, yes—oh, God, yes—like that—like that—” Simone moaned, clawing and kicking at his ass as it began to rock back and forth at a frantic pace.


  Crushing his chest against the soft, giving flesh of her big tits, Ashton ran his hands down under her ass. Digging his fingers into the spongy firmness of her ass, he pulled her against him as he hammered his cock in and out of the clutching heat between her flexing legs.


  There was no pretense of making love. This was fucking! Plain, brutal, mindless, animalistic fucking as they fought to satisfy the aching, itching need that filled their loins. Grunting and panting, they fucked! The sick, vulgar sounds of their bodies slapping together filled the hallway and echoed back off the walls making the sounds even more gross and disgusting.


  Mother and son, locked together in incestuous combat, each of them striving to conquer the demons that inhabited their mortal bodies.


  Simone’s head was thrown back and her throat was bared to her son’s mouth as he bit, sucked and hickeyed the soft, vulnerable curve of her neck and throat. Incoherent, intelligible sounds were coming from her open mouth as she thrust herself back against his ravaging attack, taking him inside her as deep as she could on every thrusting lunge.


  Simone’s short frosted hair was plastered down on her scalp by the sweat pouring out of her pores. as she moaned and tossed her head from side to side. She was no angel. Not now. Not on this infamous day that would live with her to her dying day. Her arms were stretched out straight, her fingers curled into claws as she clawed and scratched at her son’s wildly bounding ass. Her sharp nails were bringing blood and little streams of the red gore trickled down Ashton’s ass only to be smeared into bloody splotches by her heels every time they crashed against his ass.


  Both of them were oblivious to the damage her fingernails were causing as they humped against each other like lust-crazed monkeys trying to placate the fiery urgency that was filling their loins with its vengeful incursion.


  Sweat slickened their bodies as they ground against each other. Chest against breast, belly against belly, they worked in unison as they fucked on in mindless disregard for anything else but the fiery bond that joined their loins together.


  A drivel of spit leaked down out of the corner of Simone’s mouth and trickled down her sweat-stained cheek. But she was unaware of the drool as her whole being was focused on satisfying the all-consuming curse that had overtaken her body. Simone had never felt anything like this. Her whole body had constricted down to become the tight, clasping sheath of velvet flesh that was now clasped around the driving, plunging column of hard, throbbing meat that was thrusting in and out down between her legs.


  She had never been so on edge and she could feel every nuance of the joining of their bodies. The flared rim of the barbed head of her son’s penis as it slid in and out of her, spreading the channel of her vagina; the wet smack of his big balls as they slapped against her upturned ass; the scratch of his bristly pubic hair rubbing against her belly; the rough scratch of his chest hair rubbing against her painfully sensitive nipples; the suction of his mouth on her neck as he sucked on the exposed skin; the scratch of his unshaven stubble on the delicate skin of her neck; all these feeling were flowing into her reeling brain, indelibly searing themselves into her memory banks.


  Simone could finally feel it. The firestorm gathering down inside her battered pussy was about to erupt into a flaming conflagration of passion and pleasure. She could feel it and knew that it would be a cataclysmic eruption. Suddenly it was upon her, rendering her soulless and engulfing her body in a spastic convulsion of pure, absolute pleasure. She had never felt such ecstasy. Thrusting herself against her son, Simone clutched at his embedded penis, trying to suck his whole body back inside her empty womb and fill it with his presence once again. Arms and legs flailing about wildly, she beat herself against him, clawing, pulling on him trying to absorb him back into her body as her cunt gluttonously sucked and clutched at his cock.


  The passion and writhing contortions of his mother’s body took their toll on Ashton and he couldn’t hold it back any longer. Thrusting into her as hard and deep as he could, he let go and felt his peter give a powerful lurch as it erupted. Spurting out a gigantic spume of thick, hot cream, his cock began to spew out its venomous load of sperm-filled semen into her convulsing cunt.


  Ashton felt like his insides had melted and turned into the hot goo that was pouring out of his penis in unchecked jets. His clenched ass continued to quiver and tremble as he thrust into his mother, filling the fiery cavern between her legs with his virulence…


  


  Miles away from the Snowcroft mansion, Pemba smiled and slowly lifted the two dolls out of the red liquid…


  


  “Oh, God, what have we done?” Simone gasped, staring into Ashton’s eyes with a look of shock and revulsion.


  “I don’t know what happened…but it was fucking awesome,” Ashton grinned down at her, thrusting his softening penis into her cum-filled cunt one more time.


  “Take it out—take it out for God’s sake—” Simone wept pushing at his chest with her hands.


  “What? What’s wrong?” Ashton muttered, still basking in the happy afterglow of his monumental orgasm and unable to comprehend the sudden change in his mother’s behavior.


  “What’s wrong? What’s wrong?” she screamed out. “You just fucked me! You just fucked your mother and you want to know what’s wrong? Take your damned cock out! Now!”


  “But you…” Ashton mumbled, leaning back and easing his cum-drenched penis out of the oozing, drooling hole between his mother’s outstretched legs.


  “I don’t know what came over me,” she wept. “I couldn’t stop it! It was horrible. Like somebody put a curse on me or something.”


  “I thought…I thought it was fantastic…” Ashton said, pushing up to his knees between her legs.


  “You would—” she fumed. “You fucking prick. All you men think with the fucking head of your cock…not with your other head.”


  “Why are you so mad? Nobody knows…” Ashton told her staring down at her pussy as a stream of thick, white cum continued to ooze out and drip down onto the carpet between her legs.


  “I know, Goddamn it!” she shrieked. “Stop looking at it! Move and get out from between my legs!”


  Crawling over her leg, he watched his mother’s long legs slap together and her hand fly down to cover herself the moment he was clear. But, driven by the hormones coursing through his blood stream, the moment she hid her pussy from his eyes, they shot up to the big, gravity-flattened tits as they lay jiggling and quivering on her chest.


  “Stop it! Stop it for Christ’s sake! Stop gawking at me!” she snarled, draping her arm across her tits and trying to hide them from his leering eyes.


  “Can’t help it—you’re—you’re so damned pretty…” Ashton fussed, still gawking down at the portion of her tits that she couldn’t cover with her arm.


  “Damn you—” Simone cursed, pushing up onto her ass and struggling up to her feet as her big tits dangled down flopping about wildly slapping and bumping against one another.


  Leaning down, she swept up her torn gown, but as she did, she exposed her perfect, round ass to Ashton’s gaping eyes.


  “God, what an ass—” Ashton smirked.


  Sensing his eyes on her ass and hearing his crude remark, Simone angrily stomped back into her bedroom and slammed the door behind her.


  Ashton thought the door would fly off its frame as the resounding crash echoed through the mansion.


  Inside her bedroom, Simone leaned back against the door sobbing as she tried to sort out what had just happened.


  Finally pushing off the door, she stumbled across the room to the mirror on her vanity dresser. Looking down, she spread her legs apart and saw that her inner thighs were covered with thick, creamy cum. Her son’s thick, creamy cum. What would happen now, she dizzily asked herself? Just how potent was his semen? She wasn’t on birth control and wondered if he had created life down inside her womb.


  What had come over her, she dizzily wondered? She had never felt anything like that before. Never in all of her forty years. It had been a ghastly mistake. But it had also been far and away the best, most intense sex and orgasm she’d ever had. It had almost been worth the shame and suffering she was going through now. Almost!


  Even now, now that it was over, she felt a tickle of excitement as she thought back on it. But how could she, she asked herself? Aston was her son! Her son had fucked her and given her the best orgasm of her life. It was unbelievably disgusting, but true all the same. Would she, she sickly wondered? Would she do it again? Would she let Ashton fuck her if it happened again? Let her son fuck her again? With her head spinning from the chaotic swirl of thoughts whirling about inside it, she tripped over to her closet and threw it open. Why not? Like he said, no one knew. No one knew what a slut Simone Snowcroft had become.


  Grabbing her housecoat off its hanger, she draped it on over her shoulders and pulled it together. Taking the ends of the belt wrapped around her waist, she gave them an angry jerk and tied it in a knot.


  What now, she asked herself? She wasn’t used to not being in total and complete control of a situation. But she wasn’t this time. In fact, it had been totally and completely out of her control…


  


  Still smiling to herself, Pemba ran her eyes over the shelf where she kept all her potions. Picking up a vial of inky black liquid, she slowly twisted its cap off and held it over Ashton’s doll. Tipping the vial, she let the dark fluid drip down onto the doll as she spoke the magical incantation:


  


  Sleep, my boy, deep, deep sleep.


  Pray the Lord thy soul to keep.


  Sleep, sleep away the day.


  So that others might come and play.


  


  Damn, Ashton muttered to himself. Damn, I’m sleepy.


  Pushing up to his feet, Ashton held onto the wall to keep from falling as he went staggering back down to his room. He could barely keep his eyes open as he lurched across the room to his bed. He barely made it, flopping down on it and he was asleep before his head even hit the pillow…


  Picking up her cell phone, Pemba quickly poked the number on her speed dial and listened for an answer.


  “Clayton Pool Service, how may we help you,” the voice answered.


  “Hello, this is Mrs. Snowcroft. Mrs. Simone Snowcroft. I’m having a pool party this afternoon. I need a pool man to come by as soon as possible and clean some leaves out of my pool,” she said as a spiteful smile played across her lips.


  “Uh, Mrs. Snowcroft?” the man suspiciously asked.


  “Yes. Mrs. Snowcroft,” Pemba answered, trying to disguise her voice and let a little anger seep into it. “Is there a problem?”


  “Uh, no, no, I just didn’t recognize your voice,” the man told her.


  “Oh, I’m just a little hoarse today,” Pemba lied. “Is there any way, the Black boy could do it. He knows where everything is and I won’t have to show him. Uh, Malik, I think is his name.”


  “Uh, okay, sorry. I’ll have, uh, let’s see,” he said pausing for a few seconds before continuing, “uh, Malik, you say? Okay, sure. I’ll have Malik drop by as soon as he can.”


  “Yes, that will do fine. Thank you, very much,” Pemba purred into the phone, touching it off and laying it down on the table.


  Stepping over to the drawer where she kept her dolls, she opened it and picked out the doll she had made in Malik’s likeness.


  Smiling to herself, she laid the little, black doll down beside the Simone doll. Looking over the vials again, she picked out a bottle filled with a deep, purplish-red mixture. The color reminded her of the color of the head of a man’s penis, she laughed to herself as she slowly twisted the top off the vial.


  Malik’s doll was also equipped with the appropriate anatomical appendage as Pemba tipped the bottle and let several drops of the purple liquid drip down onto the jutting cock sticking out of the little doll’s groin as she spoke.


  


  Strong and virile make this boy.


  To the woman he may bring joy.


  And into her womb, let his seed flow.


  So that it may blossom and grow.


  


  “Half-niggers indeed!” Pemba cackled, recapping the bottle and placing it back on the shelf.


  Then, with her cackle still ringing in her ears, she picked up the little Simone doll and slowly slipped it back down in the bowl with the red liquid…


  


  “Oh, God…not again!” Simone shrieked as a sizzling spasm of electric excitement arced through her cum-filled cunt. It couldn’t be happening again, she feverishly thought as the feeling of heat and arousal spread out over her body just as it had earlier. And she saw where that had ended up.


  “Cock,” she gasped. “Have to have more cock—”


  Cock! She had to have more cock! Where? Where was Ashton? He had taken care of her earlier and now she had to have him again!


  Like a wild woman, she flung her door open. Looking around frantically, she searched for her son. Where was he? Where the fuck did he go? He was here just a minute ago. God damn it, he was never around when she needed him.


  “Ashton! Ashton, where are you?” Simone screamed, turning and dashing down the hallway towards her son’s bedroom.


  Stumbling up to his door, she saw that it was open and Ashton was lying face down on his unmade bed. Lying little more than half on and half off the bed, it was obvious that he was asleep.


  “Ashton. Ashton, Honey, wake up, wake up,” Simone shrieked at him as she rushed across the room to where he lay blissfully sleeping. Leaning down, she grabbed hold of him by the shoulders and roughly shook him.


  “Wake up, damn you, wake up, Mommy needs you,” she screamed, frantically pushing on him and rolling him over onto his back. As she did, Ashton’s big, limp peter flopped about lifelessly as there didn’t seem to be a spark of life anywhere in his body. He was dead to the world. It was like he had been drugged or something.


  Grabbing her son’s lifeless penis, Simone clutched and pulled on it, trying to coax life back into it. But it was useless as the limp cock flopped from side to side like a wet noodle.


  “Damn it, Ashton, wake up,” she screamed at him, squeezing and pulling on his cock, digging her long, sharp fingernails into it, trying to elicit some evidence of life in it. But there was none.


  Now what am I going to do, she hysterically thought? She had to have to have a cock! A cock to fill the aching, empty void down between her legs. A cock to stop the throbbing, aching itch that was going to surely drive her insane if it didn’t stop. Her whole body ached with need. Where? Where was the answer to the unbearable ache? God, please, please, she begged…


  


  Malik pulled his truck up behind the Snowcroft Mansion. As he was driving over to do the job, a strange sense of power and strength had come over him. If only he wasn’t working, he told himself. He’d head right over to Mahalia’s house. Now that was one more fine piece of pussy. Yes, a fine piece, her frowned shaking his head as he gathered up his tools and headed for the gate of the stucco fence surrounding the back yard. It could hardly be called a back yard though. It was more like a forest with all the lush, tropical plants growing in it. Every time Malik cleaned the Snowcroft pool it was like stepping out into a verdant, green rain forest.


  Must take an army of gardeners to keep the plants tended, he told himself pushing the gate open and stepping inside. But that wouldn’t present a problem for the Snowcrofts he laughed to himself. They had the money! More damned money than they knew what to do with.


  Then he stopped by the pool and looked down. There were only a couple of stray leaves floating on the serene surface of the pool. Pulling out his work order again, he read the reason for his visit over again. Clean leaves out of the pool!


  Well, if Mrs. Snowcroft wanted to pay him to clean out her pool, clean out her pool he would. Taking the skimmer, he swept it over the surface of the pool and dipped out the few leaves there were.


  “What the fuck…” he muttered, dumping the leaves in the trash can he’d brought with him.


  Just then, the back door to the house came crashing open and a crazed, hysterical woman came running out onto the patio in a house coat.


  “You—boy—come over here!” the woman shouted, pointing at him.


  Boy? Who you calling boy, bitch, Malik silently cursed. Why, I’ve got a notion to take you in the house and show you I ain’t no damned boy! Ten inches of cock, and you calling me boy, he snorted to himself.


  “What you want?” Malik barked, dropping the skimmer and slowly making his way around the end of the pool.


  “You—you want to make five hundred dollars?” she blurted out.


  “Huh?” Malik muttered. “Five hundred dollars?”


  “Yeah—yeah—five hundred dollars,” the woman shot back with a touch of hysteria in her voice.


  “Hell, yeah, I’d like to make five hundred dollars,” Malik grinned. Shit yeah, hell, he’d fuck the devil himself for five hundred dollars.


  “Good, come with me,” Simone cried out, grabbing hold of the edges of her bathrobe and flinging it open to expose her naked body underneath it. “All you have to do is fuck me—”


  Malik’s jaw dropped. His eyes bugged out at least a foot as he stood gawking at Simone’s naked body in total disbelief.


  “Damn, Lady. You just wasted five hundred dollars,” Malik grinned running his bugged out eyes up and down her naked, curvaceous body.”


  “What? What did you say?” she asked him with a puzzled look on her pretty face. “What do you mean?”


  “Hell, Lady, I’d fuck you for free,” Malik laughed, gawking at her and grabbing hold of his cock through his short pants. “I’d be glad to give you some of this…”


  “Come—quick—inside—hurry—” she blurted out, running over to the door and throwing it open. “Hurry—”


  Malik had never seen anything like it. Being a pool boy, he’d had his fair share of women, but none so animated, he thought. But he certainly wasn’t going to turn down such a fine piece of pussy. Not to mention the five hundred dollars that went along with it. That was for sure. Quickly stepping across the patio, he followed Simone in through the open door and out of the bright sunlight. Blinking his eyes a couple of times to try and adjust to the darkened room, he felt her grab his hand and pull on it.


  Simone didn’t have time to make it up the stairs. She had to have cock and she had to have it now as she dropped to her knees on the carpet in the middle of the room in front of Malik. In a frenzy, she clawed at the black boy’s short pants, trying to get them unbuttoned as he stood looking down at her with a smug, arrogant smile on his fat, black lips.


  The ache down inside the throbbing, itching core of her cunt was growing more painful with every passing second as she finally succeeded in getting his pants open. Clawing her fingers down under the elastic waistband of his shorts, she jerked down and pulled his shorts down his stout, muscular legs.


  “Oh, my, fucking, God…” she gasped as the Malik giant, black penis flopped out into the open. It was huge, Simone frantically thought. Longer than Ashton’s by at least a couple of inches, and fatter, thicker, too, she worriedly thought as she gawked at the evil, black serpent dangling down between the black boy’s thighs.


  “Was going to tell you that I weren’t no boy,” Malik snickered, reaching down and wrapping his hand around the thick black shaft of his cock and lifting it up into the air. With his big black cock draped across the palm of his hand, Malik laughed, making the cock’s giant black head flop about heavily as Simone stared at it in stunned disbelief.


  She’d never seen a cock so evil, so threatening. Could she take it, she fearfully asked herself? Maybe she had made a terrible mistake. But there was no choice! She had to have a cock and this one was the only one available.


  Reaching out to it, she grasped hold of it and pulled it out of his hand as he smirked down at her.


  “Make it hard,” Simone demanded. “Make it hard so you can fuck me with it. Hurry—Make it hard.


  “Suck on it, lady—you suck on it and make it hard for me—” Malik laughed, reaching down and cupping the back of her head in his big black hand. “Suck on it and make it hard—then I’ll fuck you with it…”


  As he spoke, he pulled her head toward his cock as it dangled down out of her hand.


  How could this be happening to her, Simone deliriously pondered? Lily-white Simone Snowcroft, the Snow Queen of Porterville, groveling on her knees in front of a black boy, about to take the boy’s huge, black cock in her mouth and suck on him. Take his cock in her mouth and suck on it! Suck on it until it got hard and then let him fuck her with it.


  If word of this got out, she would be ruined. Vilified by the very same people who venerated her now. And because their respect for her had been earned through fear and distrust, they would turn on her like a pack of blood thirsty hyenas going after wounded prey.


  But none of that mattered for now, she thought as she lifted the boy’s huge black cock up to her lips. She had to pacify the burning, aching itch down between her legs before it drove her stark, raving mad.


  Opening her mouth, she loudly slurped the giant, black head of the boy’s cock in between her soft, pink lips. Her lips would barely fit around the grotesque thing. Never had her lips encircled such a penis.


  “Yeah, baby, suck on that thing,” Malik snorted, pulling her head toward him and trying to force more of his big, black cock down into her mouth. Simone could barely get her lips around the bloated, black cockhead as she felt it begin to swell even larger as she sucked on it.


  Then, just when she didn’t think it could any worse, she felt the boy’s other hand curl around the back of her head, too. Pulling her mouth down on his rapidly expanding cock, he began to work his hips back and forth as he fucked her pretty face.


  Was she going to suffocate on the vile thing? What would the headlines read then? PORTERVILLE SOCIALITE CHOKES TO DEATH ON BLACK BOY’S COCK—


  Simone couldn’t breathe. She was getting dizzy from the lack of oxygen. She could feel the big, round head of his penis thudding up against the back of her mouth every time he humped his cock into her. Finally, just when she thought she was about to pass out, she was able to push back off the boy’s washboard abs. Just as the big, black glans of the boy’s cock slipped out from between her lips, hypoxic Simone sucked in a deep lungful of precious, cleansing air and fought to keep from succumbing to the lack of oxygen to her brain.


  As she pushed back, Simone saw a bubbly strand of spit stretching from her pink lips over to the glistening, spit-covered head of the boy’s cock as if to remind her of the despicable act she had just performed on him.


  But she had accomplished her goal. The boy’s big, black penis was now jutting out in front of him, hard and stiff, heavily bobbing up and down in time with his heartbeat.


  “Now fuck me with it,” Simone whimpered, rolling down onto her back and throwing her legs apart.


  “You be the boss…” Malik sneered down at her, dropping down to his knees in between her outstretched legs.


  She was really going to do it? She was going to let the black boy fuck her? Yes, yes, yes, she hissed back at herself.


  Simone reached for the big, twitching giant sticking out of the boy’s belly as Malik leaned down over her. Grasping it with her fingers, Simone forced it down until its bloated, black head was brushing against the soft, pink lips of her aching pussy. Quickly rubbing the rounded tip of the head up and down between the fleshy lips of her salivating cunt, she coated it with her slippery juices then frantically fitted it down in the oozing opening of her aching vagina.


  “Put it in—put it in me—” Simone growled, holding onto the evil thing to make sure it didn’t miss its target when he pushed into her.


  Grunting, Malik eased his hips forward. But it wouldn’t fit. It was too big.


  “You’re too fucking big…” Simone fussed, straining, pushing herself back against his jutting penis trying to force it inside her.


  Malik strained harder and Simone felt the opening of her pussy slowly stretching open, dilating to accommodate the size of the massive slab of meat the boy was trying to push into her.


  “Oh—Goddddd—” Simone gasped as all at once the head of the boy’s penis squeezed inside the widely-stretched opening of her aching cunt. But when it did, Malik was straining so hard, the rest of the giant organ went slithering down into the tight clutch of her pussy with a soft, wet squish.


  “So fucking big—” Simone groaned as Malik ground himself against her forcing his giant penis even deeper inside her.


  “Isn’t this what you wanted?” Malik grunted, gritting his teeth, hunching himself against her harder.


  “Yes—yes—fuck me—fuck me—pleaseeee fuck me—” Simone blathered, kicking her legs up in the air and clamping them around his Malik’s narrow, muscled waist.


  Staring down into her grimaced face, Malik jerked his ass back and slammed his giant cock back into her as deep as it would go again. As he did, their bodies slapped together with a loud, wet THOCK. Jerking his hips back again, Malik felt the soft, warm soles of Simone’s tiny feet slap against his ass just as he sent his cock plowing back into the clinging tightness of her cunt.


  “Fuck me! Fuck me, nigger!” Simone shrieked, clawing at him and pounding her heels into his ass.


  “Like this, bitch…” Malik growled as his muscled, black ass began to rock back and forth driving the huge, black penis in and out of the slippery, drooling slit of her pussy.


  “Yes—Oh, God, Yesssssss…” Simone hissed out, rolling and twisting, thrashing around under him as she strained to get even more of the massive organ inside her insatiable cunt.


  Malik couldn’t ever recall fucking a hotter, wetter cunt as he tirelessly humped away at the writhing woman. His belly and balls were already covered with the slippery goo gushing out around his pistoning cock as the wild woman greedily took everything he had to offer and begged for more.


  Beating the floor with her fisted hands, Simone groveled under the boy as he fucked her with pile-driving ferocity. She had never been fucked with such violence, such vehemence but she was loving every second of it. Whatever it was fueling the urgent need down inside her pussy was also sensitizing her aching, throbbing clit. And it was so swollen, it was sticking out of its fleshy sheath, scraping along the top of the boy’s huge peter as it slammed in and out of her pussy.


  Simone felt herself inching closer and closer to release. She could feel the gathering maelstrom swelling inside her loins, filling her womb with its growing pressure as the boy pumped his black peter in and out of her faster and faster.


  Malik’s ebony skin was glistening brightly in the morning sunlight as sweat poured down off him covering both of them with a sheen of the salty brine. His loud grunting huffs and puffs were even masking the sick sounds of their bodies slapping together as he fucked her harder and harder. But he knew that he couldn’t keep up the feverish pace much longer. Had he finally met his match, he tiredly wondered as the woman continued to pound her heels into his bounding ass to urge him on.


  No woman had ever been able to withstand more than ten minutes of his massive peter. But he had been fucking this wild woman for half an hour and she was still going strong. And she was a white bitch, he frantically thought. No white bitch had been able to hold out more than five minutes.


  “Harder—harder—gonna come—harder—” Simone groaned out, humping herself back against his pounding attack as Malik felt her pussy tightening it strangling hold on his pistoning penis.


  About damned time, Malik wearily told himself, shifting his ass up into the last and final gear it possessed. Malik’s black ass was a black blur as it slashed back and forth above her with vehement fury.


  “Aieeeeeee…” Simone suddenly screamed as her back arched up off the floor, her hands locked around his waist, her legs stiffening as her whole body began to shake with violent convulsions.


  “Fuck! Fuck! Fuckkkkkk—” Malik bellowed out, thrusting into her as hard and deep as he could. His big, black cock erupted, spurting out thick, white gushes of superhot, sperm-filled semen down inside Simone’s spasming, accepting cunt.


  Simone could feel every twitch of Malik’s massive weapon and every scalding gush of his potent nigger-cum as it poured out into her.


  “Aiiieeeessheeitt—” Malik groaned out as his big, black balls began to ache and cramp while they pumped out more and more of their creamy load into her ravenous cunt.


  On and on it went for both of them as they were both consumed by the fiery passion of their orgasms. Simone didn’t know if it was the size of the boy’s oversized cock or just what was causing it, but the orgasm she was suffering through was even more intense and forceful than the one she had with Ashton earlier. It was unbelievable that pleasure so addictive, so concentrated could exist. She didn’t want it to ever end…


  “No…no…please…” she moaned out at last as she finally felt the pleasure begin to weaken and die down inside her. “I don’t want it to stop…”


  “Ain’t got no more…” Malik tiredly groaned.


  With their sweaty bodies plastered together, Simone and Malik lay gasping for air as the last tickles of pleasure shivered through their locked genitals. Looking up into the boy’s handsome, black face, she could feel his huge peter slowly softening and shrinking down inside the cum-drenched depths of her womb.


  Oh, God, what if, she hysterically wondered? What if they had? What if she was pregnant by both of them? She’d heard of such a thing happening, she fearfully thought. It would serve her right, she shamefully thought as the black boy gave out a soft snort and slowly backed his cum-slathered peter back out of her gooey cunt.


  “Lady, you’re a damned fine fuck,” Malik whispered, giving her a toothy, white grin, then planted a big, wet kiss right on her pink lips.


  “Get off…” Simone muttered, pushing at him, scooting back away from him. Gracelessly, she rolled over onto her belly and pushed up onto her hands and knees in front of him.


  “Fine ass, too…” Malik snickered, reaching out and running her black fingers down Simone’s lily-white ass. “For a honky—” he laughed.


  “Get your hands off it,” Simone angrily retorted, feeling her big, dangling tits tugging and pulling at her chest as she fumbled up onto her feet. As she did, she saw Malik’s sparkling brown eyes drop down to them as they stuck out through the opening of her house robe. In a ludicrous gesture of modesty, Simone angrily jerked her house robe together and tied the belt.


  “Nice tits…” Malik snickered, looking back up to her face.


  “Just a minute—” Simone snorted, stomping over to the table where her purse lay. Stabbing her hand down inside it, she pulled out her billfold and spread it open. Then she quickly pulled out five crisp, green bills.


  Walking back over to where Malik sat watching her, she grabbed hold of the boy’s hand and pulled it up into the air. Then, with slow deliberation, she licked her fingers and counted out each bill as she laid them in his upturned, pink palm.


  “You don’t have to pay me, Lady,” Malik smirked, giving her another toothy grin. “Hell, I should pay you, cause that was just about…no, not just about…that was the absolute, finest fuck I’ve ever had…”


  “You can leave now,” Simone angrily muttered, turning on her heel and hurrying across the room to the stairs.
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  Chapter Two


  Ashton couldn’t explain the overpowering need to apologize to Jayla for his mother firing her. Maybe it was his fault, he sheepishly thought as he crawled out of his Porsche Carrera GT and brushed the wrinkles out of his short pants. If he hadn’t always been trying to get in Jayla’s panties, his mother probably wouldn’t have done what she did. He felt bad about leaving the house without saying anything to his mother. Especially after what had happened between them yesterday. But it was like something was blocking everything else out. He had to apologize to Jayla before he could do anything else.


  Looking around the neighborhood, he saw that his car stood out like a sore thumb. But what the hell, his car stood out like a sore thumb wherever he parked it. And besides he would only be inside for a few minutes, he told himself, flicking the security remote and locking the car. He was just going to apologize to Jayla for his childish behavior that had ended up getting her fired. Then once that was done, he was going to rush back to his mother and apologize to her for what he had done to her. He was such a dolt—


  Looking around, Ashton saw the house Jayla lived stood out just like his car. The house had a new coat of paint on it while all the other house around it were rickety and in some state of disrepair. Most of the other housed had weeds growing around them while the lawn in front of Jayla’s house was meticulously manicured. Odd, he thought slowly stepping up the walk toward the house. Stopping in front of the door, he took one last quick look around, raised his fist and gave the door a loud rap.


  Glancing around nervously, he waited. Then all of a sudden the door swung open and he was greeted by a rather plump, attractive, older black woman. Must by Jayla’s mother, he thought to himself as he could see a striking resemblance in the two women.


  “Can I help you?” the woman asked him with a friendly smile on her full, pink lips.


  “Uh, I, uh, is Jayla home? I like to speak to her, if she is…” Ashton muttered, strangely intimidated by the older black woman.


  “No, she’s at work…you must be Ashton,” Pemba smiled, stepping back, motioning for Ashton to step inside. “I’ve been wanting to meet you.”


  “Uh, I don’t want to be a bother,” Ashton mumbled, timidly stepping inside. “I just wanted to apologize for what happened the other day.”


  “No bother,” Pemba smiled to herself, slowly closing the door behind him. “You mean to apologize for Jayla getting fired?”


  Yes, she sarcastically told herself. Now you want to apologize. But I had to use a little voodoo to get you to realize that, didn’t I?


  But regardless of the anger she felt toward the boy, she could definitely see what Jayla saw in him. Rich, handsome, seemingly polite. And obviously well-endowed, she smiled to herself glancing down at the outline of Ashton’s cock bulging out against his pants.


  Did she just look at my cock, Ashton anxiously wondered? It looked like she had just checked him out.


  “I’m Pemba, Jayla’s mom,” Pemba smiled, her perfect white teeth sparkling in the morning sunlight as she held her plump, black hand out to him.


  “Uh, Ashton,” Ashton mumbled, shaking her hand. “But I guess you already knew that.”


  “Yeah,” Pemba softly laughed making her huge bosom lurch and shake as they shook hands.


  Jayla was a teenage girl and Ashton was a boy, after all. Boys his age usually had only one thing on their minds, and unfortunately Jayla had one of those things down between her legs. So what could you expect?


  “Make yourself comfortable,” Pemba smiled, motioning at the couch. “I’ll pour us a glass of wine.”


  “I don’t want to be a bother,” Ashton fretted wanting to leave as fast as he could and get back to his mother.


  “It’s no bother,” Pemba told him, heading for the kitchen. “I’ll be right back.”


  Well, she spitefully thought to herself, this might be more fun than I thought as she ponderously waddled out into the kitchen.


  It had taken a voodoo spell to lure the boy into her trap and she wasn’t letting him leave until he’d tasted a little dark meat. Her dark meat, she chuckled. Unknown to Simone and Ashton Snowcroft, they had already had a sample of Pemba’s dark voodoo and now Ashton’s was going to get another helping.


  Ashton’s eyes dropped to watch the roll of Pemba’s oversized ass as she swished it from side to side for emphasis.


  Just as Pemba had surmised earlier, Ashton’s teenage mind was mired in thoughts of sex and he was running over her anatomical qualities as he sat waiting. Little too much ass for me, Ashton told himself. But he’d heard that black men liked women with fat asses. If that were the case, unlike Jayla and her sweet little ass, her mother would probably drive most black men crazy with her fat ass and big tits, he smirked.


  Once inside the kitchen, Pemba stepped over to the pantry that contained all her magic concoctions. Pinching her chubby chin between her finger and thumb, she studied the vials as she thought.


  Finally, she reached out and picked out a vial that held a pink liquid. Twisting the cap off, she sniffed it and then lifted it up to her fat, pink lips. Tilting her head back, she let some of the potion trickle out into her mouth. Smiling, she screwed the lid back on and replaced the vial back in the pantry from where she had taken it. Within moments, she could feel her skin tightening and shrinking. Several seconds later, she looked at her reflection in the refrigerator and saw that she had lost around forty pounds and twenty years off her age. Her chubby legs had shrunk down to long, sweeping curves that would turn any man’s head, black or white. Her rotund belly was no longer rotund and had been replaced by a firm, flat one. Her previously-fat ass was now honky-perfect. Her ass cheeks were now small, round, and firm like a pair of those new-fangled seedless melons she always saw in the supermarket. And her chubby, forty-year-old face had tightened and firmed into the face she had worn as a twenty year old.


  The only thing, or things that hadn’t shrunk were her breasts. And on her thinner, more svelte frame they looked even bigger, more enticing as they swelled out against the tight restriction of her dress.


  White boys like their women with a little less meat on their bones she laughed to herself, running her hands down over her hips, smoothing out the wrinkles that had suddenly appeared when she shrank.


  Then she picked up a little skinny vial filled with a bright red liquid. Smiling mischievously, she twisted its cap off and tipped it over the two glasses she had set out earlier. Can’t hurt if I have a little encouragement myself, too, she told herself replacing the vial and filling the two glasses with red wine.


  “Well, Ashton, here we go,” Pemba smirked, straightening her dress, fluffing her hair a couple of time and picking up the tainted glasses of wine.


  “Hope I didn’t take too long,” she purred as she glided across the room toward him.


  “No—no—not at all,” Ashton mumbled, his chin dropping, his eyes flaring open as he gawked at her in amazement.


  What in the fuck was going on, he asked himself? This couldn’t be the same woman that had greeted him at the door. This woman was at least forty pounds lighter and ten or twenty years younger, he frantically thought. But she looked vaguely like the older woman. Did Jayla have an older sister? And older sister who had taken the place of her mother?


  “What’s wrong? You look surprised,” Pemba smiled, handing Ashton his glass of wine.


  “Uh, uh, you, you look different…” Ashton mumbled, still staring at her with a confused look on his face.


  “I thought I would make myself prettier…for you. I know how much you white boys like younger black women,” she said, a hint of sarcasm creeping into her voice.


  “Uh, I, I, uh, guess…but how, how did you do it?” he asked as Pemba eased down onto the couch beside him.


  “Voodoo,” Pemba softly whispered, laying her hand on his thigh. “Voodoo…dark voodoo…”


  “Voodoo?” Ashton muttered as a shiver of fear tickled down his spine. “Really?”


  He’d never really believed in voodoo. But if what he was seeing with his own two eyes was real, something had to have caused it.


  “Yes, really, but don’t worry that little head of yours. Just relax and enjoy it,” Pemba laughed, taking a sip on her wine.


  “Uh, okay,” Ashton mumbled, not knowing whether to run or do what she’d told him to do.


  “You can drink the wine,” Pemba chuckled. “I didn’t poison it…”


  “Huh…oh, yeah, the wine,” he stammered lifting his glass up to his lips. But what if she had poisoned it? Was she mad because his mother had fired Jayla? Was this way of getting back at his mother? God, I hope not, he told himself, tipping up his glass and taking a tentative sip on it.


  “Ummmmm, good…” Pemba murmured, suggestively running the tip of her little pink tongue over her full, pink lips.


  As the wine trickled down his throat, Ashton felt a sudden jolt of excitement fire off down in his cock, not unlike what he had felt yesterday before he had fucked his mother. It sparked through his cock which immediately sprang to attention down inside his short pants. What the fuck was in the wine, he deliriously wondered, feeling the similar, but milder sense of excitement that he had felt just before he had fucked his mother.


  “Wow!” he grunted, glancing down at the front of his pants and seeing that they were tented by his rock-hard penis.


  “What’s wrong?” Pemba asked him with wide-eyed innocence.


  “I—I feel funny,” Ashton muttered, seeing that her eyes had followed his down to his lap.


  “I think I see why,” she laughed, leaning forward and setting her half-empty glass on the coffee table.


  “Uh, sorry…don’t know what happened, uh, couldn’t help it,” Ashton grunted, his cheeks blossoming into a bright, cherry red. “Something in the wine…”


  “Here, let me help,” Pemba smiled, leaning over and reaching down to the button on the front of his short pants. “Looks like this might be your problem…”


  “Huh,” Ashton grunted, gawking down at his lap watching on in stunned silence as Pemba’s fingers quickly unbuttoned his pants and spread open his fly.


  “What are you doing?” Ashton groaned as she dug her fingers under the stretchy waistband of his shorts.


  “Give it some air,” Pemba giggled, stretching his waistband out and reaching down inside his shorts with her other hand. “Oh, yes, here’s the problem,” she chuckled, curling her fingers around his cock. “A nice, big one…especially for a honky cock.”


  Ashton was stunned. He didn’t know what to do as he gawked down at Pemba’s little black hand wrapped around his cock. All this was totally unexpected, he dizzily thought as Pemba slowly worked her hand up and down his throbbing, twitching penis.


  “Here, let’s get you out of these tight shorts so he can breathe,” Pemba murmured, letting go of his cock and digging her fingers under the waistband. Seeing what she intended, Ashton pushed up, lifting his ass up off the couch as Pemba slowly eased his pants and shorts out from under his ass and down his muscular legs.


  Ashton’s big, pink cock jutted up into the air, bobbing and jerking around as Pemba pulled his pants and shorts down over his knees and down off his calves. Ashton had already toed his loafers off so his clothes easily slipped off over his bare feet.


  “There—isn’t that better,” Pemba grinned, dropping his pants and shorts down on the coffee table.


  “Yes, Ma’am…” Ashton laughed nervously as Pemba reached over and took his half-empty glass out of his numb fingers and set it down beside his pants.


  “Don’t want you to be spilling any wine on my couch,” she grinned, reaching out and carefully pushing the coffee table out of her way


  Then as Ashton watched on anxiously, Pemba melted down onto her knees in front of him.


  Staring down at Pemba, Ashton studied her pretty face as she eased her hand under his penis and gently pulled it out toward her. Her creamy café au lait skin was so smooth, not a blemish or anything to mar its chocolate perfection. Her full, pouty lips were a soft pink color that gave them an even fuller appearance. Her dark brown eyes twinkled mischievously as she held his penis in the pink palm of one hand and extended out a long finger of her other hand.


  As Ashton watched on in a confused daze, Pemba tickled the tip of her dark fingernail over his cock, tracing one of the big, blue blood vessels that jutted out and curled around its thick, pink shaft.


  What the fuck was going on? Jayla’s mom? Voodoo? This was scary business. But he had no control over anything. Pemba must have put something in his drink, he anxiously thought. Or was it voodoo. Maybe she had a doll of me somewhere? Maybe she could make me do anything she wanted me to do.


  He could feel the blood throbbing through his cock as the sharp tip of Pemba’s long, dark fingernail scratched across the sensitive skin. Then she tickled the fingernail up the rounded bulge that ran the length of the underside of his big, hard penis. Stopping at the cleft where the big, round shaft met and joined with the flared head of his penis, she flicked her fingertip back and forth across the sensitive spot several times with an amused smile on her lips when she saw his cock twitch and tic with impatient eagerness.


  “Are you excited?” she whispered, batting her hot, brown eyes at him.


  “Yes—”Ashton muttered, hoping she would take his cock in her mouth.


  “Would you like for Pemba to give your cock a little kiss?” she purred, slowly stroking her fisted hand up and down his penis.


  “Yes—Yes—” Ashton hissed, lifting his ass off the couch and trying to find her lips with the head of his cock.


  “Oh, such a naughty boy,” Pemba laughed. “We hardly know each other and you want me to suck on your cock?”


  She had a point there, Ashton woozily thought. They’d only met minutes earlier and he was already trying to get her to suck on his cock. What a fucking prick he was. First he tried to get into Jayla’s panties and when that failed, now he was trying to get her mother to suck on his cock.


  “Are all white boys so cocky like that?” Pemba chuckled, pursing her lips and easing them down on the rounded, purple-capped head of his penis. As she did, Ashton felt her little tongue slowly twirl around the head of his cock while her soft, full lips settled lower and lower down around its tapered tip.


  She was going to do it. She was going to suck on his cock. Or was she just teasing him?


  At last her lips slipped down over the flared crown of his cockhead and closed down around the shaft. He could feel her sucking and licking the head of his cock as her full, pink lips sank lower and lower down the thick, pink shaft. Lower and lower they crept until Ashton felt the head of his peter bump against the opening of her throat. Expecting her to stop, Ashton was more than mildly surprised when she didn’t.


  He felt a soft gurgle escape out around the barrel of his penis as the tight stricture of the opening of her throat closed down around the head of his embedded penis.


  Oh, Fuck, she’s fucking deep throating me. Fucking crazy. He couldn’t believe it.


  Still she didn’t stop as her pink lips inched lower and lower. Finally, her lips were nestled down in the furry, little nest of pubic curls that surrounded the base of his cock as she looked up at him with her hot, brown eyes. Then Ashton felt her swallow. Once, twice, three times the muscles of her throat clutched at his buried cock as her chin rested against his big, dangling balls.


  Then, with another soft gurgle, she began to back her mouth and throat off his cock slowly inch by inch. As his cock emerged from her mouth, Ashton could see that it was covered with spit as little rivulets of her bubbly saliva slowly trickled down its shaft. With her big eyes locked on his, Pemba lifted her head, her pink lips lifting higher until only the purple head of his penis remained inside the moist warmth of her mouth. Sucking softly, she eased her fingers under the fleshy sac dangling down below his cock and lifted his balls up out from between his legs.


  “These things full of honky cum?” she whispered, just before she eased her lips back down onto his cock.


  Ashton could feel Pemba’s hot breath blowing down his cock as she continued to gently suck and twirl her tongue around it. He could also feel her soft fingertips squeezing, fondling, toying with his big balls, almost as if she were measuring them, trying to deduce how much cum they held. Then as he stared down in a rapturous daze, she pulled her mouth up off his cock, letting its glistening, spit-coated head slip out from between her lips. As he waited to see what she would do next, she eased her little pink tongue out and flicked it back and forth across the arrowed cleft just below the flared edge of his cockhead. Then continuing to flick her tongue back and forth, she slowly moved her way down the rounded bulge running along the rounded underside of his hard, twitching cock. When she reached the fleshy sac holding his ball, she stopped flicking her tongue and slowly opened her mouth.


  Lifting the fleshy, wrinkled sac with her fingers, she slowly, sensuously closed her full, pink lips down around one of his hidden balls.


  Ashton could feel her sharp teeth brushing against his ball as her tongue slowly twirled round and round while she gently sucked on it. Then her fingers slowly pushed on his other ball as her lips opened wider and she sucked both balls into her mouth. Ashton could feel the tip of her nose rubbing against his cock as she rolled his balls around inside her warm, moist mouth. Then a finger found its way down between the fleshy cheeks of his ass and found the sensitive pucker of his asshole. As the tip of her long, dark fingernail tickled around the fluted circle of skin, Ashton felt his asshole instinctively clench, cringing away from the anticipated invasion.


  As expected, he felt her fingertip find the center of his asshole and then he felt pressure on it as she gently pushed against the resistance of the sphincter.


  Ashton didn’t know what to do. Should he try to relax and let her stick her finger up his ass? Or resist and try to keep it out? He had never had a woman, or anyone else for that matter, do this to him. What if she did get her finger in his asshole? What would she find, he anxiously wondered? Would it hurt?


  But there was little to worry about as her finger only ventured inside his cringing asshole up to the first knuckle before she pulled it back out.


  On the one hand, he found her sticking her finger up his ass embarrassing and a little humiliating, while on the other hand, he found it strangely stimulating.


  The fleshy sac holding his balls came slowly slithering out of her mouth as she looked up at him with a lewd smile on her pouty lips. Then, holding onto his thighs, she pushed up to her feet. Still smiling down at him, she reached up to the buttons running down the front of her dress and began to slowly unbutton them one by one.


  Ashton’s gawking eyes followed Pemba’s black fingers as they slowly crawled down the front of her dress. As they did, the opening grew wider and more revealing more and more creamy black skin with each unbuttoned button. A black brassiere festooned with lace mesh came into view as Pemba’s fingers moved lower and lower while Ashton looked on in eager anticipation.


  As the last button parted, Pemba shrugged her shoulders. While the dress slipped down off her shoulders and went scurrying down her back to drop into a puddled heap at her feet, Ashton’s eyes were roving up and down her body drinking in all of its shapely splendor. Smiling, showing her perfect white teeth, Pemba slowly reached around behind her back.


  As Ashton breathlessly waited, Pemba unhooked the clasp on the bra and it suddenly sagged down letting Pemba’s mountainous breasts spring forward and tumble forth in all their naked splendor. Ashton couldn’t believe how big they were as his peering eyes locked onto them.


  The quivering mountains of flesh the color of milk chocolate were a sight to behold. Big and round, they heavily hung down from Pemba’s chest, jiggling and bobbling with each tiny movement she made.


  They were every bit as big as his mother’s spectacular boobs, if not bigger. Each of the chocolate splendors was tipped with a perfect, round cap of dark chocolate and a big chocolate nougat the size of his thumb jutted out of the darkened circle of pebbled flesh. They were gorgeous, he dizzily thought. But then he spied something else. Could it be? It was, he giddily saw. A big, creamy drop of white milk slowly oozed out of one of the chocolate-colored nipples and slowly ran down the rounded underside of the big udder leaving a faint, white trail of milk on the dark skin behind it.


  She was lactating, Ashton feverishly thought. Pemba had milk. He had neither seen nor heard any evidence of a child in the house, yet the black woman’s big breasts were obviously filled with milk.


  Then as Ashton sat ogling Pemba’s dangling Tetons, he saw her hands move down to her hips.


  Easing her thumbs down under the elastic waistband of her sheer, black panties, she leaned over to push them down her long, shapely legs. As she did, Ashton’s eyes were drawn back to her swinging, swaying breasts as the bumped and bounced off one another.


  As Pemba started to push her panties down off her hips, she could feel her big, heavy tits tugging at her chest while more creamy, white milk oozed out of their big, knobby nipples and dripped down onto the carpet below.


  Ashton’s eyes were busily flitting everywhere, trying to take in everything as Pemba stood back up and stepped out of the puddle of black lace at her feet. As she did, Ashton’s googled eyes lit on her shorn, hairless pussy. Smooth, dark brown skin, bald as a black baby’s butt without a hair to be seen. But only for a moment as Pemba’s giant tits hid it from view when she bent down and swept up her panties off the floor.


  “You look surprised,” Pemba chuckled, brushing her fingers across her bald pussy. “Some black women shave their cunts too.”


  Watching her, Ashton didn’t know what to say to that. He’d never thought about it before.


  Then Pemba lifted her lacy, black panties up to her nose. Smiling through them, she sniffed the crotch.


  “Smell,” she purred, holding the panties out under Ashton’s nose. Taking a sniff of the juice-dampened crotch of the silk panties, Ashton could smell Pemba’s excitement.


  “Black cunt smell any different than white pussy?” she laughed as the pungent scent of overheated pussy filled Ashton’s nostrils.


  “Uh, no,” Ashton grinned as Pemba tossed her pussy-scented panties down on the couch beside him.


  “Have you ever seen a black pussy before?” Pemba smugly smiled, standing in front of Ashton, her arms and long legs spread apart with her fisted hands defiantly resting on the points of her hips.


  “No, never…” Ashton timidly mumbled, staring at her pussy. Even up this close, he still saw that there wasn’t a single, curly black hair around it. Her beautiful, shorn, black pussy was as bald as a shiny, black eight ball. Not a single curly hair to be seen anywhere as two fleshy black lips jutted out of the hairless smoothness of her chocolate-colored pubis. The thick folds of flesh were wetly clinging to each other as the afternoon sun glinted off of the dewy drops of juice covering the silken treasure. But amazingly, at least to Ashton, he saw that the clitoris jutting out of the fleshy black hood above her pussy was a dark, dusky pink.


  Then, as Ashton gawked on in a euphoric daze, Pemba eased down onto the couch beside him


  “Come to Mommy…” she whispered, curling her hand around behind his head and pulling him down to her mountainous breast. “Mommy has milk for her li’l one.”


  Crazily, Ashton found himself wondering if her milk would taste like chocolate milk.


  Pressing down on the dark, pebbled skin, Ashton gently pursed his lips around the big, rubbery nipple jutting out of the dark circle and gently sucked. He was immediately rewarded with a mouthful of her sweet, rich milk. Quickly swallowing it down, he felt his fingers starting to tingle as he sucked out another mouthful. As the tingle spread up his arms and now his legs, Ashton slowed his sucking. What was happening to him, he fearfully wondered as his arms and legs began to ache.


  Then he realized that everything around him was getting bigger and bigger. Pemba’s already mountainous tit was swelling up larger and larger as he hungrily nursed on it…or was he getting smaller? Voodoo? More of Pemba’s dark voodoo, he frantically wondered? Whatever it was, Pemba’s milk seemed to be causing it, but he couldn’t stop sucking. He had to have more of her delectable sweet cream. Reaching out, he groped and pawed at Pemba’s dangling breast with his tiny hands. All at once, he felt himself being lifted up off the couch by Pemba. That wasn’t hard to do since he was now the size of an infant. But, as Pemba gently cradled him against her massive bosom, amazingly Ashton felt her soft, warm lips clamp down around the head of his penis. Letting the stiff, rubbery nipple slip out from between his little lips, Ashton looked over and saw that while the rest of his body had shrunk down to baby size, his big, eight-inch penis and his balls were the same size as they always had been as his cock proudly jutted up out of his immature, hairless groin and his big, hairy balls hung down below it. It had to be voodoo Ashton deliriously thought feeling Pemba’s soft, pink lips sucking and pulling on his penis. How could it get any crazier? Sucking on Pemba’s big, black tit, drinking her fabulous milk while she gave him a frigging blow job? And to think, a couple of hours ago he didn’t even know she existed. Opening his mouth wider, he sucked in more of the darkened tip and trapped the spewing nipple between his tongue and the roof of his mouth. Clutching and clasping her big black breast with his tiny pink fingers, he squeezed out more and more of the liquid treasure and hungrily swallowed it down. Thankfully, he’d stopped growing smaller or he’d be about the size of ant after all of Pemba’s milk he’d drank.


  Like a child suckling his mother’s breast, Ashton loudly slurped and sucked on the big pap as its creamy contents continued to spew and flow out into his mouth. And at the same time, he could feel his big balls tensing up around the bottom of his cock. He was going to come! He was going to fucking come in Pemba’s mouth. He had to warn her. He opened his mouth, letting Pemba’s plump, round nipple slip out from between his lips. But when he tried to speak, nothing came out but gibberish, baby talk.


  “Um-huh—” Pemba burbled out around his cock, still sucking while she clasped him against her soft, yielding breasts. She seemed to sense what he was trying to say, telling him it was okay. Okay to come in her mouth.


  It just felt too good. He couldn’t hold it back any longer. Locking his lips back around her big, spongy pap, Ashton felt his cock twitch as he began to suck again. He didn’t know what he expected, his cock gave a tiny twitch and a single, creamy spurt of jism squirted out into Pemba’s mouth. That was it. It was over. Almost before it began. Oh, it felt good, but not what he was expecting. But what was even more amazing was the fact his cock wasn’t wilting as Pemba let it slip out from between her lips.


  Suddenly, Ashton felt his fingers beginning to tingle again as Pemba leaned back and pulled her nipple out of his mouth. Ashton’s little mouth continued to suck as Pemba laid him back down on the couch. His arms and legs began to grow again, the bones aching as they stretched and lengthened. Within moments, Ashton was full grown again and found Pemba leaning down over him, her other milk-laden breast pressed against his lips. He was almost afraid to nurse on it. What if he shrank again? He didn’t want to be a baby again. He wanted to stay grown up.


  “It’s okay, baby, it won’t happen again,” Pemba reassured him.


  The moment she did, Ashton wrapped his hands around the big, black tit and began to nurse again.


  Pemba let Ashton nurse for several minutes before she finally pulled back, taking her breast away from him. Ashton’s lips were covered with a sheen of white cream and the corners of his mouth were covered with a frothy, white foam that the sucking movement his lips had churned up.


  Smiling down at him, Pemba clutched at the back of the couch, holding onto it as she slowly lifted a long, shapely leg up alongside him. Balancing on one foot, she placed her other pink-soled foot up on the couch beside Ashton’s hip. Then, clutching onto the couch tighter, she pushed up onto her feet, straddling him, smiling down at him.


  Suddenly Ashton found himself face to face with Pemba’s smooth, clean-shaven pussy as she stood on the couch straddling his legs. The ripe, rich smell of sweet, fermenting pussy filled his nostrils and sent its message of readiness to him.


  Then Pemba reached down and fingered the gorged lips of her pussy apart to bare the glistening pink flesh between them.


  “See, I’m just like your Mammy. All us women is the same. We’s all pink inside,” she chuckled peeling the dark hood back off her big, pink clit. Finding himself staring at her clit, Ashton saw that the big, pink marble sticking up out of its darkened sheath was swollen and inflamed.


  “Why don’t you be a good, little boy and give Pemba’s clit a little lick,” Pemba purred.


  Sticking out his tongue, Ashton gently flicked it across the distended nub of pink flesh extracting a soft murmur from Pemba as she leaned toward him and softly ground her pussy against his lips and chin. Poking and probing at the soft folds of dark flesh with his tongue, he licked his tongue up the pink slit between them. Licking his tongue up the soft, velvet-smooth valley between her unfurled pussy lips, Ashton could taste the pungent tartness of the clear goo oozing out of the slit at the base of her pussy.


  Licking his way back up the goo-filled vestibule, Ashton found the jutting nub of her clit again and began to lick and lap at it. As he did, he felt Pemba’s fingernails dig down into the back of his head. Using his head to steady herself as she softly swayed, she ground herself against his rough, flicking tongue. Murmuring softly, she worked her pussy and clit up and down over his lips and tongue as Ashton busily worried her with his tongue. Then Ashton reached up and dug his fingers down into the firm tightness of her clenched ass. Pulling her against him, he eagerly feasted on her pussy as she humped herself against him.


  Ashton could feel the tight, clenched muscles in her tight black ass growing harder and tighter until all at once, Pemba gave out a tortured groan and pulled back away from him.


  As she did, Pemba’s hands dropped down onto his shoulders. Holding onto him, Pemba bent her knees and lowered her pussy down toward Ashton’s big, pink cock as it jutted up into the air hard and ready. Bending her legs more, she reached down between them and grasped hold of his cock with one hand while she steadied herself by holding onto his shoulder with her other hand. Holding onto his cock, she held it pointing straight up as she slowly sank the wet, slippery opening of her cunt down on the barbed tip of his big, purple cockhead.


  As the dark, fleshy lips of her pussy descended down around the head of Ashton’s penis, Pemba let go of it and raised her hand back up to his shoulder. Then as her pussy sank lower and lower, consuming more and more of his jutting prick, Ashton reached out and grabbed hold of her big, dangling tits. Squeezing on the big, chocolate melons, he saw streams of creamy, white milk shoot out from both of the big, chocolate-colored nubs sticking out of their darkened tips. He could feel the warm milk trickling down his chest and belly as the dark, brown lips of Pemba’s pussy finally settled down around the hairy base of his cock.


  Grinding her hairless pussy against his hairy groin, Pemba slowly, one leg at a time, eased her foot back over the front edge of the couch and rested her weight on her bent knees. Then as Ashton continued to paw and grope her big, milk-laden tits Pemba pushed up and let his juice-coated penis back down the channel of her hot, clutching pussy. Continuing up until only the swollen head of his penis was still inside her, Pemba gave out a soft sigh and slowly sank back down gobbling up his penis in one swift gulp.


  “Biggest honky cock Pemba’s little pussy has ever fucked,” Pemba gurgled as she began to slowly rock up and down on Ashton’s big, thrusting cock. She was so wet and excited, her hot juice was leaking out around Ashton’s peter, running down it and puddling at its base where it dripped and ran down over his dangling balls. With her head thrown back, her long black corn-rowed hair streaming down her back, Pemba fucked him with slow, deliberate strokes. As she fucked him, her big, heavy tits heavily floundered up and down on her chest, making the big knobby nipples flick up and down, spraying his face and chest with her creamy white milk.


  Ashton didn’t know what was in the wine she had given him, but whatever it was, it had not only made him hard, it gave him a staying power he’d never had before. He felt like he could fuck all day and all night, too, if he needed to.


  Pemba’s smooth skin was glistening like a shiny chocolate bar as she continued to slide up and down on Ashton’s big fuck pole. Ashton could feel her hot cunt clutching at his embedded peter as the muscles around the opening of her cunt grew tighter and tighter.


  “Almost—almost there—yes—almost—” Pemba panted out, grunting and pumping her pussy up and down on him faster and faster.


  “Yeah—yeah—come—come on my honky cock—” Ashton snorted, curling his hips up and driving his rock-hard penis deeper into the tight clutch of her pussy on ever deep penetrating thrust.


  “Yes—Yes—goingto—ahhhhhhh…” Pemba groaned out as her body stiffened and she thrust herself down on his cock taking it up deep inside her as far as it would go.


  Holding himself thrust up inside the tight clutch of her pussy, Ashton could feel every tight, clutching spasm as it worked through her pussy. Thick, creamy streams of white milk squirted from her big, chocolate nipples as she groaned and strained against him. Ashton’s face and chest were covered with the sticky, white milk as more and more squirted out while Pemba came and came and came.


  Finally Pemba gave out a soft, choking gasp and her body stopped shaking as she slumped down against him.


  “Nice,” she whispered into his ear as she gave it a gentle nibble. “For a honky boy,” she softly laughed, licking the tip of her tongue around the lobe of his ear.


  Sitting in his lap, still impaled on the big, fleshy spear of cock-meat, she leaned back and batted her big, brown eyes at him.


  “Don’t you want to come?” she asked him in a soft, almost whispering murmur.


  “Yes,” he muttered, reaching out and sliding his hands under her armpits. Giving out a little grunt, he lifted her. As he did, his thick, juice-slathered penis came slithering out of her with a loud, vulgar slurp.


  “What? What do you want me to do,” she asked him scooting back, dropping her feet down on the floor and pushing up in front of him.


  “I’ll show you…” Ashton grinned, grabbing hold of her hand and pulling himself up. Keeping her hand in his, he pulled her down to the end of the couch. Then, letting go of her hand, he reached down and grabbed hold of the couch. With a louder grunt this time, he pushed on the couch and swung it out from the wall.


  Still grinning, Ashton took hold of Pemba by the waist and guided her over behind the couch. Moving around behind her, he placed a palm in the middle of her back and slowly forced her down over the back of the couch.


  “Like this…” Ashton smirked, reaching down between her legs and thrusting them apart to expose the wet, drooling slit of her pussy below her perfect, round ass.


  Then Pemba stood leaning down over the back of the couch resting her weight on her elbows with her bit tits dangling down under her waiting as Ashton stepped up behind her.


  “What’cha waiting for, honky boy,” Pemba giggled, shaking her black booty at him. Grinning, Ashton grabbed hold of her hip and held on as he lifted his cock up and fitted the juice-slickened head of his penis up to the goo-smeared opening of her pussy.


  Holding onto the couch to support herself, Pemba felt the hard, rubbery head of Ashton’s penis enter her from behind. Her pussy was so wet and slippery from the earlier fucking, Ashton’s cock slipped up into her like a hot butter knife cutting through butter, stopping only when his hairy belly slapped up against her ass.


  “Nothin—” Ashton snorted, jerking his ass back and the ripping his cock back up into her all the way to the hilt again.


  “Un-huh—” Pemba grunted as the force of the blow almost knocked the breath out of her. Then she felt the boy’s hands curl around her waist as his fingers dug down into her flesh. Suddenly, he began to pound his cock in and out of her exposed, vulnerable pussy as he jerked her back and forth on it.


  Pemba’s big, brown tits hung down below her swinging back and forth wildly spraying the couch with white droplets of milk as her big, chocolaty nipples were almost grazing the couch cushions.


  Panting from the effort, Ashton fucked her with wild abandon as she stood leaning down over the back of the couch enduring the assault on her flank. The fronts of her brown thighs were pressed against the back of the couch as Ashton pinned her against it with his hammering cock. Streams of her hot, milky pussy juice were leaking out around Ashton’s pistoning prick and slowly trickling down the soft creamy skin of her inner thighs. The sounds of Ashton’s belly slapping against her upturned ass echoed back off the walls making the sounds of their fucking sound even grosser.


  It didn’t take long for Ashton to bring Pemba back to fever pitch as he pumped his big dick in and out of her hot hole and she humped back at him like a bitch in heat. Her big, brown tits were still swinging wildly, their bottoms crashing up against the back of the couch and spraying milk all over it.


  Ashton was in a dither. He couldn’t decide which he liked the best. His mother’s hot, pink pussy or Pemba’s dark-meated pussy. They were both awesome. And whatever this dark voodoo stuff was, it made everything a hundred times better.


  But there was time to think about that later, he told himself as he felt the beautiful, black woman’s pussy squeezing down around his cock tighter and tighter.


  “Harder—white boy—harder—harder, and make a little half-nigger in Pemba’s old cunt—” Pemba growled out as she furiously milked at the big, pink cock ripping in and out of her pussy. “We’ll make your mom proud a you…”


  What in the hell was she babbling about, Ashton feverishly wondered? His mom? Half-nigger! Hell, the way his mom felt about blacks, she would cut off his dick and hang it around his neck if she knew he was fucking a black woman.


  But he’d worry about that later, too, because there were more pressing issues that had to be settled first. Mainly the gallons of cum that were bubbling and boiling down inside his flopping balls. He had to empty them and fill the hot, sucking hole between Pemba’s long legs. Fill it and end the gnawing ache that was eating away at his balls. His balls were so swollen and bloated as they painfully smacked against Pemba, he knew that they must be holding at least ten gallons of cum.


  Then all of a sudden, Pemba let out a loud, blood-curdling scream as her pussy locked down around Ashton’s cock and imprisoned it inside its hot, clutching, grasping depths of her convulsing cunt. Lunging back at Ashton, she took his cock as deep inside her as was humanly possible as she felt it lurch down inside her. Then she felt his seed begin to pump out into her, filling the emptiness down inside her pussy with his thick, warm cum.


  “Yes—Yes—Yes, give Pemba your sweet hot cream. Fill old Pemba’s hungry cunt with your honky juice…” Pemba groaned out, grinding her ass against his belly as his cock continued to empty its noxious load down into her hungry, sucking pussy.


  As Pemba’s pussy clutched and squeezed down around Ashton’s embedded cock, her big, brown nipples were squirting out more and more milk. So much so that there were two big, wet stains on the cushion below her dangling udders.


  The two of them remained locked together, their bodies contorting in spastic movement for the longest time before Ashton finally staggered backwards, jerking his wilting penis out of her cum-filled pussy. As it flopped out of her, it was followed by a stream of pearly white cum that poured out of her and splashed down on the carpet below.


  Trying to catch his breath, Ashton stood with his hands on his knees staring down at the big, slimy puddle between Pemba’s pink-soled feet wondering just how that much cum could have come from his balls.


  Pushing up off the back of the couch, Pemba looked down between her feet at the big, slimy puddle of expended semen and grinned.


  “Damn, that’s a lotta cum for a honky cock,” she laughed, reaching over and flicking Ashton’s limp, dangling cock. “Didn’t think you had it in you…”


  “Must be that voodoo stuff you was telling me about,” Ashton grinned. “Never ever came that much before. What did you put in my wine anyway?”


  “Just a little Love Potion Number Ten,” she grinned, giving his cum-soaked cock a gentle squeeze. “Worked pretty good didn’t it?”


  “Damned straight,” he snickered. “What would the chance be of getting hold of a little of that stuff?”


  “Well…” Pemba said, pausing to give his cock another squeeze as she gave him a coy smile, “you did such a fine job on my little, black pussy, maybe old Pemba will give you a little bit…just for emergencies, you know. Never can tell when yore Mammy might want a little more this big cock of yours.”


  “Huh? What? How’d you know, uh, how’d you know about my mom and me?” Ashton frowned, blushing.


  “Who? Who’d you think made it happen?” Pemba cackled, letting go of his cock just as a peal of thunder rumbled overhead.


  “Uh-oh,” Pemba snorted, turning and making a mad dash for the kitchen as Ashton watched her delightful, little ass jiggle and ripple.


  Seconds later she reappeared and hurried back across the room to where Ashton stood watching her giant tits flailing the air as she ran.


  “Here, take this,” she told him, shoving a little vial of red liquid at him just another boom of thunder shook the house. “But you need to leave. Now! And hurry before Malik gets home and catches us. He might not appreciate the fact that a white boy was messing around with his sweet, old mom. Oh, yeah, four drops, no more, no less…”


  Stumbling over to his clothes, Ashton made record time in getting dressed and shoving the precious vial into his pocket.


  “Thanks…thanks for everything,” Ashton grinned, leaning over and giving Pemba a little peck on the cheek.


  “Don’t mention it. Now get the hell out of here before Malik gets home. They always let him off when it storms and it sounds like we gotta a doozy coming right soon.”


  “Yes, Ma’am,” Ashton laughed, opening the door just as the first big, wet drops of rain began to splatter down on the sidewalk. Waving to Pemba, Ashton ducked, stepped out into the rain and made a mad dash for his Porsche hoping he wouldn’t get too wet and ruin the leather seats…
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  Chapter Three


  The rain was coming down harder as the wipers flicked back and forth on the front windshield of the old truck while Malik drove along listening to hip hop song on the radio. That had been some fine white pussy, he smiled to himself, patting his shirt pocket where the five crisp, new one hundred dollar bills now resided. And a fucking month’s wages to boot. Kinda lessens the sting of losing wages because of the storm. As usual, the boss had let everyone off as soon as it started thundering and lightening. Don’t want to get no one electrocuted, the boss had told them. Glad to be off on the one hand, Malik wouldn’t miss the money now after Simone Snowcroft’s generous donation. Yeah, she had been a fine piece of pussy.


  Just then, out of the corner of his eye, he caught a flash of red a couple of streets over. Turning his head, he saw that it was a red Porsche flashing down the street heading in the opposite direction. Everyone in town knew what Ashton Snowcroft’s car looked like on sight. There wasn’t another car in town that looked like it. In fact, Malik couldn’t recall ever seeing another car like it anywhere. But what was it doing over in his neighborhood, he wondered? Certainly weren’t no place for a rich, white kid like Ashton to be bumming around. Lessin’ he was looking to hook up with some dope or somethin’.


  Turning up his street, Malik let the old truck coast to a stop in front of his house. The din of the rain beating on the metal roof of the truck was deafening, and by the looks of things, it wasn’t going to be letting up anytime soon. Then, almost as a reply to his assumption, there was a flash of lightening and a loud rumble of thunder overhead in the dark sky. Yep, most likely gonna rain the rest of the afternoon, he told himself, pushing open the truck door and preparing to make a dash for the front door.


  Malik was drenched by the time he made it to the door and stepped inside. Quickly peeling off his sopping tee shirt, he leaned back out and hung it on the door knob to let the water drip off it. Toeing his tennies off, he set them by the front door, quickly stripped off his wet socks and dropped them on top of the tennies.


  Better take off them wet trousers, too, he told himself. Ma’ll be all over you if you go traipsing around her spic and span house dripping water all over her carpet. Bending over he pushed his pants down around his ankles and stepped out of them. Picking them up, he dropped them on top of his tennies and socks.


  Better get some dry clothes on fore Ma catches me, he grinned, groping himself through his shorts as he started tiptoeing toward his room. Just then, he spotted the two half-empty wine glasses sitting on the coffee table.


  Looks like his Ma had a visitor? Wonder who? Had one of her gentlemen friends come a calling, he smiled? Or maybe it was just old Sally from across the street. But no, it weren’t Sally, he laughed to himself. Sally wouldn’t left no wine in her glass.


  Stopping by the table, Malik reached down and picked up one of the half-empty wine glasses. Lifting it up to his nose, he sniffed it and finding nothing strange about the way it smelled, tipped his head back and finished the wine off in one quick gulp.


  Suddenly, to his shock and amazement, he felt a jolt of electric excitement rip through his cock as the sweet wine trickled down his throat.


  What the fuck, he asked himself? What the hell was in that wine? Looking down he saw that his cock was hard as a rock as it jutted out against his wet shorts. And its big, black head had pushed up under the elastic waistband of his jockey shorts exposing itself and three or four inches of the big, black shaft below it. Jerking his head around to make sure his mom hadn’t come into the room and seen him, he reached down and picked up the other glass. Quickly lifting it to his lips, he downed the second glass of wine before he set it back down on the table.


  Jeez, he thought to himself. I gotta have some pussy. Whatever was in that wine has made me hornier that a friggin’ three-dicked billy goat in heat. Malik didn’t know what to do. His cock was so hard it ached and he knew that if he didn’t get some pussy real quick something bad was gonna happen. Something real bad—


  Down in her bedroom, Pemba had heard someone come in the front door. It had to be Malik, she told herself, throwing on her old house coat over her naked body that was still in the process of morphing back to its old self as she watched the rain beating down on her neatly-kept lawn. After a few moments, it dawned on her that Malik would probably be soaked to the bone and would be dripping water all over her new carpet if he didn’t dry off before he came in


  Padding across her bedroom in her bare feet, she jerked down the towel she kept hanging on a hook on the back of her door. Opening her door, she stepped out into the little hallway that led from her bedroom to the kitchen.


  The only sound was the drum of the rain beating down on the roof as she quietly plodded across the kitchen. But then she was stopped dead in her tracks when she stepped up to the doorway leading out into the living room.


  Her chin dropped and her eyes flared wide. Oh, my God, she gasped, clutching the towel to her massive bosom when she saw Malik standing in the middle of the room wearing nothing but his drenched white jockey shorts. And his big, black penis was so hard and so damned big, it was sticking up out from under the waistband of his shorts. Damn, he’s almost as big as his Pa, she crudely thought, unable to take her eyes off the big, black cock jutting up out of her son’s Jockey shorts. Unfortunately, she could still feel the lingering effects of the love potion as an evil, wicked thought flickered through her fogged mind.


  Finally, she was able to take her eyes off the evil creature. As she did, she saw that Malik was staring back at her with a wild, crazed look in his eyes. Oh, no, she told herself as she glanced over and saw that the two wine glasses that had been half full, were now empty. He had drunk what was left of the love potion she had given to Ashton.


  “Here, cover that damned thing up,” Pemba angrily snorted, flinging the towel at her son.


  “Ma! What’s going on?” Malik muttered, catching the towel and making a half-hearted attempt to wrap it around his waist and cover his cock.


  “Why did you have to go and drink the wine, damn it?” she fussed as she saw Malik’s eyes dip down to the swell of her mountainous breasts.


  “Why? What was in it?” Malik asked, wondering what she was wearing under her house robe. Was she naked? Or was wearing panties? She definitely wasn’t wearing no bra that was for fucking sure the way her giant tits were floundering around.


  “Never you mind—” Pemba shot back at him, frantically wondering what she could do. One thing she did know though. There was no antidote for the love potion! The best she could hope for was to lock him in his room and let it wear off. But even then that would take at least a couple of hours…


  “Two glasses, mother?” Malik leered at her. “Did you have a gentleman caller? What was in the wine? I saw Ashton Snowcroft heading away from this direction. Was he your gentleman visitor? Are you stooping to white cock now?”


  “You shush your filthy mouth and remember just who the hell you’re talking to—I’m your mother! Not one of your slutty girl friends,” Pemba snarled back at him.


  “Can’t help it, Ma. Whatever it was that you put in that wine is making me feel awfully funny,” Malik mumbled. “But I think you already know that, don’t you?”


  “You stop talking that trash and get to your room. You ain’t too big for a spanking,” she threatened.


  “Promises—promises,” Malik snickered back, taking a step toward her.


  “What do you think you’re doing, Malik?” she anxiously asked him, retreating a step back.


  “I think I want to see what you’re wearing under that old house coat of yours,” he grinned at her. “Want to see what you wuz wearing for your gentleman caller.”


  “Stop! Stop right there! And get to your room before you do something you’ll regret. You ain’t seeing what’s under my house coat…” Pemba warned him.


  “Aw, come on, Ma. Let poor old Malik see what you wearing under there,” Malik sneered at her. “Let Malik see what you wuz wearin’ fer your gentleman friend.”


  “Stop it, Malik,” Pemba fussed putting out her hands to fend him off.


  Just then, at that most un-fortuitous of moments, the towel wrapped around Malik’s waist chose to unravel and go slithering down to the floor. As it did, Malik’s hands shot down to his shorts and frantically pushed them down his powerful, black legs. Once freed, Malik’s monstrous, black cock sprang out into the open, hard and jutting straight up into the air.


  “See! Old Malik ain’t ashamed to show his Ma what he’s got on under his shorts, cause he ain’t wearing nothing—” Malik sneered at her, curling his hips up and making his cock twitch and lurch up into the air.


  “Good, Lord!” Pemba gasped, unable to keep her eyes off the evil giant thrusting up out of her son’s hairy crotch. As Pemba stared down at the monster, she could see that its big, purplish-black head was covered with the thick, wet goo oozing out of the big hole in the center of it. There was so much of the spunky goo, it was running down the thick black shaft of his cock and onto his balls. Then a big, gooey gob of the gunk slowly dripped down off his balls and stretched down to the floor leaving a long, stringy strand of the stuff behind it.


  Pemba had never seen a more malevolent, foreboding cock in her whole life. It was the very personification of evil as it arrogantly thrust its dark, barbed head up into the air with no regard whatsoever for her dignity and self-esteem as a woman and a mother! And to think, she had unleashed the monster on poor, helpless Simone Snowcroft.


  Malik’s next move took her completely by surprise as his hands shot out and grabbed hold of her house coat. Before she could react, Malik jerked his hands apart and her robe went flying apart accompanied by a ripping sound and the pinging of buttons bouncing off the wall. Before she could catch it, her robe went slithering to the floor and Pemba stood before her son as naked as the day she’d come slithering out of her mother’s cunt.


  “Lord, all mighty!” Malik gasped as his eyes bugged out, his huge cock giving a mighty lurch while he lustily explored his mother’s naked body with his leering eyes while her arms and hands were flailing about wildly trying to cover herself.


  “STOP IT!” Pemba shrieked, one arm flung across her heaving breasts and her hand shoved down between her legs to hide her shaved, hairless pussy from her son’s gawking eyes.


  But there was just too much bare, chocolate-colored skin to hide it all as Malik continued to gawk at her with unbridled lust and yearning. It was like trying to stop a rolling freight train with her bare hands as Malik stumbled up beside her. Then before she could move, his hand was curled around her wrist, pulling her hand away from her smooth, shaven pussy.


  “Why you ain’t got no hair down here, Ma?” he sneered. “You shave it for your honky friend? Why you want some wimpy, white cock,” Malik grunted, flinging her hand aside, cupping his hand over her smooth, hairless mons and easing a long, black finger up inside the hot clutch of her pussy, “when you can have some of your son’s big, black cock?”


  “We can’t do that Malik, honey,” Pemba groaned, trying to push his hand away from her pussy, but Malik was just too strong for her.


  “Mom, you got the prettiest, biggest black booty I ever done seen,” he grinned reaching down with his other hand and grabbing hold of one of the fat cheeks of her black ass while he wiggled his finger around inside the hot muck of her tight, cum-filled pussy.


  “Please stop, Malik, honey. We can’t! We can’t, baby…” Pemba fussed still trying to dislodge his hand from her pussy. “That would be incest, baby.”


  The potion was just too strong and Malik was totally and completely out of control. Nothing was going to stop him.


  “What’s wrong, Ma…Malik’s big, black cock too big for your little, black cunt? Too big for him to stick it up in here?” he grunted, pushing his finger deeper up into her tight pussy and twirling it around inside her.


  There was a battle raging inside Pemba’s fevered mind. The last vestiges of the love potion were still working on her drugged brain, deadening her conscience and making resisting Malik’s incestuous invitation all that much harder. Without the potion, she could’ve easily fought the sick urges off, but with the potion on Malik’s side, it was growing more and more difficult to resist the temptation.


  “Come on, Ma, please, please give old Malik some of your sweet, black cunt,” he whispered then planted a big-lipped, wet kiss on her soft lips. “Malik needs it so bad…”


  “Oh, baby, baby, I wants it too…but it’s wrong, baby. Can’t you see that? Hell, I’d love to feel Malik’s beautiful black penis inside me. Inside me, moving inside me and making me feel so good. It’s so big, and so hard, and so black, I just knows it would feel so good. But Mommy can’t, baby…we just can’t—”


  “You can give it away to a honkie, but when it comes to your own kind, you can’t do it,” Malik raged slipping a second finger up into her and thrusting them deeper into the tight channel of her cunt.


  Struggling, Pemba continued the futile fight as she felt Malik’s other hand leave her ass and latch onto one of her wildly floundering breasts. Then Malik roughly squeezed her tit and Pemba felt a tingling prickle behind her nipple as a stream of creamy, white milk shot out from it.


  “What the fuck—” Malik grunted, jerking his juice-drenched fingers out of her pussy and stepping back away from her. “Milk? You got milk?”


  Pemba stood with both of her hands thrust down between her legs to hide herself from him. But as she did, her giant tits were jutting out, trapped and crushed between her arms.


  Malik couldn’t believe his eyes as he gawked down at his mother’s bare black tits and watched creamy white milk slowly oozing out of their big, black nipples.


  “How?” he muttered, reaching out and running the tip of a big, black finger through the stream of white milk that was running down the rounded underside of one of her big tits.


  “Potion…” Pemba mumbled watching her son lift his finger up to his mouth and lick the milk off it.


  “Milk!” Malik mumbled again, reaching for her again as he ogled her big, black tits.


  “No—no—wait—” Pemba whimpered, holding him at bay with her hands spread out on his muscular chest.


  “But, Mother…” Malik whined fighting harder.


  “Please stop, stop for just a minute—” Pemba told him, dropping her hands, stepping back away from him and turning toward the kitchen. There was no use fighting him. He was too strong. He would win. So, as the old saying goes, “If you can’t beat ‘em, join ‘em”, Pemba wretchedly told herself. Stepping toward the kitchen, Pemba could almost feel her son’s leering eyes on her fat ass as it quivered and rippled with every step she took. Every step she took toward perdition.


  She couldn’t make herself do it, but with the potion, it wouldn’t be her fault. It would be the potion’s fault. How could anyone fault her then? There was no challenging the power of the potion. No one could resist its fatal charm. And once it was imbibed, there was no antidote. And besides, who would know? It would be their dark, dirty little secret.


  “Come…” she said over her shoulder as she stopped in front of the little shelf that held all her potions. Picking up the same vial she had used with Ashton, she slowly, carefully measured out four drops of the magic elixir into one glass and two into the other one. Malik had already drank a whole glass, so he wouldn’t need a full dose, she told herself


  “What is that stuff?” Malik excitedly whispered into her ear as he stood behind her watching her carefully drip the red liquid down into the glasses.


  “Love potion…” Pemba resignedly told him replacing cap on the vial and setting it back on the shelf. Then almost as an afterthought, she picked up a second vial that contained an inky, black liquid. Might as well go to hell for a hundred dollars as to go to hell for a dollar, she resignedly told herself twisting the cap off the bottle.


  As she did, a tiny wisp of smoke curled up out of the neck of the bottle.


  “Wow, that looks like some potent stuff,” Malik grinned, staring at the little bottle as Pemba carefully measured out three drops into the glass with the two drops of red potion in it. “What is it? Aren’t you going to put some in both glasses?”


  “It’s endurance potion,” Pemba smiled, replacing the cap and putting it back on the shelf. “I don’t need none. It makes a boy, or a man, go on and on and on…”


  Then as Malik stood watching her with an eager smile on his big black lips, she picked up the half-empty bottle of wine.


  “Does all that stuff really work?” Malik warily asked.


  “What do you think?” Pemba said, brushing her fingers down his rock-hard cock as she tipped the bottle up and filled the glasses with wine.


  “Are all those bottles potions?” Malik asked her as she handed him his glass while he studied the rows of vials.


  “Yes! And don’t you be sneaking round and trying them, cause some of them’ll make you do things you don’t want to do,” she told him, gently tapping her glass against his.


  “To true love, Mom,” Malik smiled back at her, tapping his glass against hers.


  “Let us hope that it doesn’t consume us…” she whispered back, tipping up her glass and letting the wine trickle down her throat.


  Pemba felt the rush of warmth spread out from her throbbing clit as her mind was filled with the heat of her estrous. The sick, twisted need now filling her deranged mind drove aside all other feelings. Feelings of motherhood, love, affection were shoved aside and her mind was taken over by the overpowering urgency that now burned down inside her aching, throbbing cunt. She had to have cock! She had to have Malik’s cock! Malik’s giant, black cock.


  “Damn!” Malik grunted out as his rock-solid cock gave a mighty lurch and loudly slapped up against his belly. If his cock had been hard before, it was now a towering, black penis carved out of the finest ebony on earth as it jutted up into the air, flaunting its power and might, a monument to the maleness of African American men.


  “Come—Hurry—” Pemba panted, grabbing hold of the towering monstrosity and dragging him toward her bedroom by it.


  Grinning like a possum eating watermelon seeds, Malik stumbled along behind his frantic mother watching her fat, black booty ripple and jiggle as she shuffled along in front of him. He felt like he had this afternoon before he fucked that Snowcroft woman. So powerful, so strong, so potent. There were no feelings for his mother anymore. This woman wasn’t his mother. She was just woman! Woman with a hole between her legs for Malik to stick his cock into and fill with his potent seed.


  Pemba’s giant tits were floundering around wildly spraying milk everywhere as they raced toward her bedroom. Streams of creamy white milk were squirting out of her big, puffy nipples leaving a milky trail down the hallway behind them. There was so much of it, Malik was slipping and sliding on it as he staggered and stumbled along behind her laughing his fool head off.


  “Think you done sprung a leak, Ma,” Malik snorted as they reeled across Pemba’s bedroom toward her bed. “No, make that two leaks…”


  The voodoo potion had transformed Pemba and Malik from mother and son into a crazed, lust-filled man and woman. A man and woman whose only care was to placate the burning ache down inside their loins.


  Reaching her bed, Pemba flung herself on it and frantically rolled over onto her back. As she did, her chubby, black legs flew apart to expose the juicy, oozing pink slash of flesh between them. Throwing himself on top of her, up between his mother’s splayed-out legs, Malik shoved his hands down under them, hooking the backs of her knees over the crooks of his elbows. Then with a loud, animalistic grunt, he shoved her legs up in the air so far, her round, black knees were shoved down against her gravity-flattened tits.


  As his mother’s pink-soled feet flailed the air above his head, Malik scooted up until the swollen, black head of his penis was brushing against the fat, gorged lips of his mother’s drooling pussy. Leaning down over her, Malik felt his mother’s soft, warm fingers find the granite hardness of his twitching, jutting cock. Dragging the pointed tip of his peter down the goo-filled chasm between her meaty pussy lips, Pemba fitted it in the juice-slickened opening of her pussy.


  They would no longer be able to share that precious innocence common between a mother and her child, Pemba sorrowfully thought as she felt Malik lean into her and force the giant, black head of his dick down into her. That life was in the past now. But a new life stretched out before them. A life as secret lovers who could never share that secret with anyone else. No one else must know of their dark pact with the denizens of the underworld.


  Hooking the pink palms of his hands under his mother’s sloping shoulders, Malik jerked her down, curling his hips upward at the same instant, ramming the full ten inches of his peter down into the tight, clinging constriction that threatened to swallow him up. Then, just as his big, hairy balls slapped up against his mother’s fat ass, a dazzling flash of lightening lit up the room freezing everything in a still frame of incestuous coupling. Time stopped for that briefest of moments as Pemba and Malik lay locked together, their bodies intertwined, straining against each other until a deafening clap of thunder shook the house and they came back to life.


  “Mother—Mother—Mother—” Malik groaned out, jerking his tightly-clenched ass back and sending his big, black peter ripping back down into the clutching softness between her legs.


  “Malik—Malik—Malik, my son…” Pemba murmured, clawing at his ass, trying to keep him thrust down inside her aching, throbbing cunt.


  But the passion of the moment was too great for that. Malik began to jerk his ass back and forth at a furious pace as he fucked his mother with a savagery the gods rarely witnessed.


  With her thighs shoved against her tits, Pemba’s pink-soled feet slashed the air above her son’s head as he fucked her with wild abandon. Her giant tits were so big and heavy with milk, they were pulled down to the side and her big, black nipples were pointing out to the side squirting streams of white milk out onto the bed beside them.


  Staring up at her baby’s handsome, black face, Pemba saw that it was contorted and grimaced from the effort he was expending as he pummeled her with his giant, black serpent. In and out, in and out, the enormous black muscle invaded the channel of her clutching, clinging pussy. And she was reveling in every moment of it.


  Tears of the gods themselves splashed against the window panes as they mourned the death of the innocence that had once existed between Pemba and her son, Malik. The gods grieved at the degeneration they were witnessing. The desecration of one of mankind’s deepest bonds was being played out before their very eyes. It was almost sacrilege to even watch the rending of the covenant between the boy and his mother. A covenant so deep, so sacred few had the courage to defy it…


  Pemba could feel the backs of her thighs rubbing against Malik’s sweaty chest as he hammered away at her forgiving cunt. His dark skin was glistening like polished ebony as his black ass rose and fell with deliberate purpose.


  The rain beating down on the roof muffled the sound of Malik’s big, black balls as they slapped against his mother’s juice-smeared ass. The bed shook, creaking and groaning under the boy’s ravaging attack on his mother while lightning forked through the dark skies and thunder rumbled overhead. Grunting and huffing, Malik was oblivious to those sounds.


  Suddenly Pemba’s hips began to buck and jerk as her arms reached up between her thighs and went around her son’s neck. Pulling him down between her thighs, she found his sweaty shoulder with her mouth. Biting down, she cut off her scream of pleasure as the orgasm burst deep inside her spasming womb. It felt so good to have a man inside her again. A black man inside her, moving with her, filling her with hard, black meat. However, this wasn’t just any man. And it was not just any cock. This was her son. This was her son and his giant penis filling that emptiness. She was fucking her own son her mind screamed at her. Her own son! And that somehow made it even better—


  Malik was fighting for control and had to call on all his strength to hold back his eruption. He didn’t understand it. He could usually fuck all night and his mother had said the stuff she gave him would make him able to go on and on and on. But then, he had had never felt anything as amazing as his mother’s warm, silken cunt clutching and caressing the entire length of his pistoning cock while she came and came.


  Humping away at his mother’s hot, sucking hole, Malik leaned down between her thighs and brought his lips to hers in a deeply-passionate kiss. His tongue dove deep into her mouth as his peter continued to drive deep into the tight embrace of her cunt. He could feel her thighs rubbing against his slippery chest pressed against him by her heaving breasts. Bent almost in double, Pemba fought for every breath as her whole body seemed to heave with her labored breathing.


  Malik paused in his frantic attack on her clutching, grabbing pussy as he lifted his lips up from hers


  Looking down into his mother’s hot, twinkling eyes, Malik fought to keep back his tears of joy.


  “Does Mommy like baby’s big, black cock?” he whispered, thrusting up into her as deep and hard as he could.


  “Yes—Yes—Yes—Mommy loves baby’s beautiful black cock,” Pemba babbled, clutching and squeezing her pussy down around his embedded cock.


  “Does Mommy want baby to fuck her with his big, black cock?” Malik teased as he slowly eased his cock back down the tight, slippery channel of her pussy. “Does Mommy want baby to fuck her little, pink pussy with his big, black cock? Does Mommy want baby to make her come and come and come? Does Mommy want to squeeze her tight, little pussy down around baby’s dick and suck out all of baby’s cream?”


  “Yes—Yes—Yes—fuck Mommy—fuck Mommy hard and deep—hard and deep like only baby can,” Pemba blathered out, now lost in the delirious craze the potion had created inside her fevered brain. “Fuck Mommy—Fuck Mommy hard—Mommy needs to be fucked hard—Mommy wants baby to fuck her and fuck her and fuck her.


  The obscene, vulgar words spewing out of his mother’s mouth tripped Malik over that fine line that existed between sanity and insanity. He was now a madman bent on fucking her until one of them surrendered and conceded defeat. His face twisted in a contorted grimace, Malik pulled back slowly, hesitating for a tiny second, and then with a strangled gasp, he rapidly plunged back into her waiting softness.


  Pemba let out a shrill, shrieking scream as she felt another orgasm burst forth from between her legs. She, too, was now teetering on the brink of insanity as the mind-searing jolts of pleasure washed over her, drowning her in the addictive power they held.


  Malik was now a machine. A glistening, black fuck machine as his hips flashed up and down in a black blur. Over and over again he plunged deep into the hot, wet hole between her legs, spattering her juice over his balls and thighs. As his giant, black balls swung back and forth underneath his pistoning prick, they were making loud slapping sounds as they smacked up against the cheeks of his mother’s upturned butt.


  Must have taken too much of the potion, Pemba frantically thought as she felt yet another orgasm gathering down inside her battered womb. She had never come this hard before. She didn’t know how many more she could take before the synapses in her brain would be fried. Closing her eyes, Pemba ground her head back against the mattress as the fireworks started to going off inside her head one more time.


  Another one, Malik giddily thought. His mother’s whole body was convulsing and trembling as she fought her way through yet another orgasm. He could feel the silken sheath of her vagina squeezing down around his cock tighter and tighter as it contracted down around it.


  The backs of Pemba’s sweaty knees bounced against Malik’s slippery shoulders as the soft, round heels of her pink-soled feet pattered up and down on Malik’s muscled back. Her fingers, curled into claws, drove her long, sharp fingernails into his skin bringing blood but she couldn’t evoke any increase in the speed or the depth of Malik’s fucking because he was going full out, pounding his cock into her as hard and fast as was humanly possible. He had no more gears. He had used them all.


  Just then, Malik gasped “Mother, I love you,” as his cock lurched down deep inside the clutching core of her cunt and began to spew out a flood of thick, fiery semen into his mother. Squirt after squirt of it poured from him and into her, filling her to the point of overflowing in seconds. Malik could feel his mother’s body tense and tremble as she fought through yet another orgasm.


  Wave after wave of ecstatic pleasure took Pemba to another place. To a place where there was no right or wrong. To a place where pleasure ruled.


  Malik could feel the tendons in the back of her thighs turn into cords of steel. Her hot, tight cunt was holding his spurting, spewing cock prisoner deep within her belly as it continued to surge and fill her womb with its fiery potency.


  Finally, Malik collapsed onto his mother gasping for air. They were both drenched in their well-earned sweat.


  “Fucking fantastic—” Malik finally groaned, grunting as he eased back, slowly pulling his depleted penis out of her. As he did, Pemba’s legs dropped to the bed and they both looked down to see that his cum-covered cock was still just as hard as it had been when they started.


  Standing on his knees between his mother’s chubby legs, Malik gave her a big, toothy grin and grabbed hold of his cock to make sure that he wasn’t seeing things.


  “Wow,” he grunted, squeezing his cock as big, gooey gobs of spent semen trickled down it and over his big, black fingers. “That stuff really does work…”


  “Did you doubt your Mammy?” she smiled up at him, reaching out and wrapping her hand around his cock too.


  “Never again,” Malik chuckled as she gave his peter a rough squeeze.


  “I’d say he feels like he’s ready to go again,” she smiled. “What do you think?”


  “I’d say he’s ready to go again…” Malik snickered, leaning down over her with his goo-smeared penis sticking out under his belly, stiff and hard.


  Love and lust sparked between them as Pemba opened her arms and legs to her son. Dipping his hips, Malik effortlessly slid his cum-slickened penis into her oozing, goo-filled slit. Then his hips began to rock again.


  The storm outside was no match for the one inside as they fucked and fucked the afternoon away. As he pounded into his mother, the bed creaked and groaned. Luckily it was sturdily built or it would surely have broken down. The potions did their magic and Malik brought his mother to climax after climax.


  Just when Pemba thought Malik was done and would climax, he stopped. Pulling out of her, he rolled out of bed and picked her up. Pemba had no choice but to wrap her arms around Malik’s neck as he draped her chubby legs over his muscular arms and once again found the soft, warm moistness between her legs. Sliding his manhood back inside her, he began to move in and out of her again. Walking around the room, they kissed and fucked. Pemba held on tight and crushed her lips on his. Their tongues fought and warred as they twisted and probed while Pemba and Malik kissed.


  Stopping at the kitchen counter, Malik eased her fat butt down on it and took her there until she came again. Then he let her drop her feet to the floor and he lifted her into the air again and pushed her back against the refrigerator. Taking her once again, he brought her to another quick climax. Eventually they ended on the kitchen floor, rolling about as they fucked and fucked, knocking over chairs in their mindless pursuit of gratification.


  Pemba once again thought she had given her son too much potion and was almost relieved when he said he was going to come. She had lost track of the number of times she had climaxed and her poor pussy could hardly take any more abuse from Malik’s giant, black cock.


  The grimace on his handsome face signaled the imminent eruption as Pemba pulled him tight to her heaving breasts and kicked her legs up in the air. Clamping her chubby legs around his waist, Pemba felt a shudder shake his whole body as his cock gave a mighty jerk down inside her tightly clasped pussy. Then she felt the warmth spread out from the head of his penis filling her with her son’s potency as his cock continued to kick and jerk inside her.


  They had stepped over the bounds and entered into a place no mother and son had the right to enter. But even as her son lay atop her empting his seed into her, Pemba knew this was only the beginning of a long journey into the mystical, magical gratification of their incestuous desires…
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  Chapter Four


  Simone’s throat was parched. She had the beginnings of headache behind her eyes. How could she have done what she did? She still couldn’t believe she’d actually done it. First her son and then as if that wasn’t bad enough, some black boy off the street she didn’t even know. What in the hell was wrong with her? She had somehow turned into a fucking slut. Looking down at her watch, she saw that it was almost noon.


  Oh, God, what am I going to do, she asked herself, sitting on the edge of her bed, stooped over, holding her aching head in her hands. A glass of wine would certainly hit the spot she told herself as she tried to pull herself back together.


  She certainly felt like a slut, she told herself, wrapping her long, floor-length gown around her shoulders. What if Ashton was home? He could see right the transparent chiffon. What difference would that make, she tiredly asked herself? He already seen everything she had anyway. Just like that fucking nigger.


  Oh, God, why?


  Maybe it was the guilt that was causing her headache. She still didn’t know what had come over to make her act the way she had. It was almost like someone had cast a spell over her. A spell that made her act like a fucking whore, not prim and proper Simone Snowcroft, the Snow Queen of Porterville. But who would do such a thing to her? She hadn’t hurt anyone she knew of, she tiredly thought feeling her silky, thin gown billowing around her legs as she walked. Jayla? No, not Jayla—


  Quietly stepping down the flight of stairs leading down to the living room, she could feel her big tits heavily pulling at her chest. Looking down at them, she saw that she could see the big, dusky circles of pink capping them through the diaphanous thin material.


  Stepping down off the last step, she was surprised to see Ashton sitting on the couch apparently waiting for her. How did he know I was coming down?


  “Ashton, I didn’t know you were home,” she gasped, draping her arm across her breasts to hide them as she quickly turned to face away from him. “I’ll go change into something else,” she told him, starting to step back up the stairs.


  “Don’t go, Mom, you’re fine the way you are,” Ashton quietly said.


  “I’m certainly not,” she complained, stopping, turning and looking at him over her shoulder.


  “Mom, I think we need to talk,” Ashton said with a stern, purposeful look on his face.


  Oh, no, now what, she fearfully thought to herself, then she saw the two glasses of wine sitting on the coffee table in front of Ashton. He probably wants to resume our, our affair or whatever you called the sick, twisted thing that had transpired between them.


  “There’s nothing to talk about,” Simone mumbled, standing on the bottom step, waiting to hear what he had to say.


  Then she saw him stand up, pick up the two glasses of wine and start toward her.


  “What are you doing?” she asked, lifting her foot up onto the next step.


  “What does it matter, Mother, I’ve already seen…” he quietly said, stopping at the foot of the stairs and holding one of the glasses out to her.


  Why not take it? Wasn’t that what she had come downstairs to get? Like he said, he’d already seen—


  “Don’t look,” Simone warned him, turning partially, holding her gown closed with a fisted hand and reaching for the glass with the other.


  “I’m thirsty…” Simone mumbled, lifting her glass up to her lips.


  “Mother, the other day…” Ashton started again, but was interrupted when Simone lowered the glass away from her lips and gave him a forbidding look.


  “What we did was a horrid mistake. And we can never let it happen again. Ever!” she emphatically declared. “I don’t know what came over me. It, it was terrible…”


  “But, Mother…” Ashton started once again, but stopped to watch as his mother lifted her glass to her lips and finally took a swallow of the sparkling, red wine.


  As soon as the wine touched her tongue, Simone knew that something was wrong. She felt a rush of warmth spread out from her pussy. What was going on, she frantically asked herself? Had Ashton put something in her drink? Then the warmth spread out through her brain like a shockwave, softening the guilt and quieting her conscience at the same time. Whatever it was, it was a pleasant feeling not to have the nagging guilt gnawing at her brain, she thought.


  Ashton watched the frown on his mother’s pretty face slowly soften into a smile as she lifted the glass and took another, longer sip on the wine. It was working he told himself. He had put four drops in the wine just as Pemba had prescribed when she called him to tell him she’d made a mistake. Over the phone, she had explained that she had mistakenly given him love potion number six instead of ten. She had explained that potion six was more of a true love potion unlike ten which was more like a fuck potion. Six, she had told him was just as potent, but its affects were milder and longer lasting…much, much longer lasting.


  Just what he had wanted, he had told himself because he didn’t want this time to turn in raging fuckfest like it had the first time. He wanted it to be slow and loving this time. He wanted it to be something his mother would remember as love making and not just savage, mindless fucking of the first time.


  How could she be mad at Ashton, Simone asked herself as she looked down at his smiling face? Her baby. Then she suddenly realized that her breasts felt heavier. Heavier and full just as they had felt when she was nursing Ashton. But how could that be, she woozily asked herself? And the warmth that had started down between her legs was spreading out over her whole body.


  “Is it my imagination,” she asked him, reaching up and fanning herself with the edge of her gown, “or is it warm in here?”


  “Uh, yes, uh, it is a little warm in here,” Ashton grinned, watching her as she stepped down off the stairs, her wine glass in one hand, her other still clasping her gown, holding it shut.


  “I feel a little strange,” she smiled at him, starting toward the couch where he’d been sitting when she came downstairs. “You didn’t slip something into Mommy’s drink, did you?”


  “Who? Me?” Ashton teasingly asked, watching the seductive roll of her hips through the thin chiffon as she walked. “Where would I get anything like that?”


  “I don’t know,” she softly laughed, “but I feel good…good, but funny…”


  “Maybe it’s just the wine,” he grinned as they stopped in front of the couch.


  “Maybe…” she smiled, “but I think it’s getting warmer.


  Ashton could see a few drops of perspiration dotting her forehead and the cleft above her upper lip as she leaned down and set her glass on the coffee table.


  “That gown does look awfully hot,” Ashton suggestively said, glancing down at the V opening above her fisted hand.


  As he did, he could see the dark circles of her areolas through the sheer chiffon.


  Following his eyes down, looking at her breasts, Simone saw that she could still see the big dark circles capping them through the transparent gown. But for some weird reason, it didn’t bother her now like it had before. Besides, Ashton had already seen her breasts hadn’t he? So what difference would it make if he saw them again? None, she laughed to herself.


  “You can see my breasts through it, can’t you?” she smiled at him,


  “Uh, yeah, I guess I can,” he grinned, glancing down at them again. “Yeah, I definitely can…”


  “Then you wouldn’t mind if I took it off…would you?”


  “No. No, I wouldn’t mind at all,” Ashton told her. “In fact, I’ll help you, if you want me to.”


  “That would be nice of you,” she flirted back at him, turning her back to him, unclenching her fist and letting the gown spread open.


  “Sure thing,” Ashton volunteered, setting his glass on the coffee table beside hers and reaching up to her shoulders.


  Pinching the silky cloth, he slowly eased the clinging material down her shoulders, her arms and off over her small, delicate hands.


  Ashton hadn’t even had any wine yet and he was already hard as a rock.


  Lifting the gown away from her, Ashton saw his mother turn around to face him. Even though he had seen her naked before and had been ogling her thinly-veiled body for the past few minutes, it was still a shock to him. She was so fucking beautiful.


  “Mother…” he groaned, dropping to his knees in front of her, wrapping his arms around her hips, pulling her tummy against his cheek. She was a fucking goddess. He loved her more than life itself and he hadn’t even taken any on the potion. He was almost afraid to.


  Then, he saw his mother’s eyes dart down to the obvious lump jutting out against the front of his short pants.


  His mother stood looking down at him with a funny, lopsided grin on her red lips as he held onto her.


  Turning his face, Ashton buried his nose in the little nest of frosted curls covering his mother’s mons. She smelled so hot, so ripe as he breathed her scent in. Then her fingers were on his shoulders, clutching him, pulling him up. What did she want him to do? He would do anything. Anything she wanted.


  “What do you want me to do, Mother?” Ashton blubbered, struggling up onto his feet.


  “You haven’t had any of your wine,” Simone smiled, bending down, picking up his glass, handing it to him and then picking up hers. “To us…” she whispered, tapping her glass against his then lifting it up to her lips. Ashton followed her lead, but gulped his wine down in one thirsty gulp.


  Dear God, he gasped to himself as the potion went pouring down his throat. He was on fire. He had never known love before if this was love. He couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t think. All he could do was stare at the beautiful creature standing before him. She was the most beautiful woman in the world. No, the universe. No, she was just the most beautiful woman. Period. She was WOMAN! His woman. No other man would ever touch her. He swore. Setting down his glass, Ashton reached down to his pants. With trembling fingers, he unsnapped them and spread them open. As he did, he felt them go fluttering down his legs as his mother’s big, brown eyes looked down. She smiled watching Ashton quickly shuck his shorts down off his steely-hard penis as it jutted out, its evil tapered head pointing straight up at her pretty face. He’d never been this hard. Stepping out of his pants and shorts, he slowly stepped around behind her. Leaning down, he gently nibbled at her long, graceful neck as he ran his hands up under her large, sagging breasts. Lovingly cupping the dangling treasures in the palms of his hands, he gave them a soft squeeze. As he did, white trickles of precious mother’s milk bubbled forth from her stiff, jutting nipples and ran down the underside of her pale breasts coating his hands with its sticky warmth.


  “Suckle Mommy…” Simone whispered, reaching behind her, grabbing hold of Ashton’s jutting maleness and gently pulling him back around in front of her as they fell to the couch.


  Ashton openly stared down at his mother’s big, pale tits as they jutted out him. They were still leaking out two little trickles of milk that were running down her breasts, down her tummy and puddling in her belly button. Like a puppy at its water dish, Ashton leaned down and began to lap at the sweet elixir as more and more trickled down into her navel.


  “Does Mommy’s milk taste good,” she whispered, brushing her fingertips through his hair.


  “Um-huh,” Ashton mumbled, too busy lapping up milk to answer her any other way.


  When the little puddle of milk dissipated, Ashton slowly licked his way up one of the trickles and back up onto her flattened breast. Kissing up the rounded underside of the quivering globe of soft, pink flesh, he saw that the dark, round areola covered the entire tip of her breasts. And the big, pink nipple jutting out from the center of the darkened circle was overly swollen and hard.


  Simone couldn’t explain it. Was there really something in the drink? Something to make her feel this way? Or was it just her love for this boy? This man? This man-child who was now suckling on her breast? Her baby? What could it be? She had never heard of anything that would make her feel the way she was feeling. She had heard of Spanish fly, but she doubted the validity of its claims and besides it just worked as a genital irritant. It wouldn’t affect her mind this way. Tipping up her glass, she took another long, deep drink.


  The moment the wine spilled over her tongue, Simone felt another rush of warmth mushroom out of her throbbing pussy. The second rush only intensified the first one and made the longing inside her stronger. How could this be wrong, she asked herself? She felt so good, so warm, so happy.


  And sweet Ashton would never do anything to hurt her. She knew he wouldn’t. Finishing her wine, she leaned over and set her glass on the coffee table as Ashton lifted his lips off her milk-lathered nipple.


  He hadn’t needed any incentive to fuck his beautiful mother so he had only put two drops of the magic elixir in his drink.


  God, he couldn’t believe how much he loved the beautiful woman lying on the couch with him as he stared at her in open adoration.


  “I love you so much, Mother,” Ashton was able to choke out as he reached for her.


  The next either of them knew they were in each other’s arms, bodies pressed together and mouths locked in a deep, passionate kiss. Letting his hands stray down her back to the round swell of his mother’s ass, Ashton clutched at her and pulled her against his rock-hard penis.


  “Ashton, my Love…I need you so much,” Simone was finally able to whisper into his ear when their lips finally parted.


  “I love you, Mother! God, I love you so much…” Ashton groaned out. “I want you so bad…”


  “Yes, my Love,” she purred. “Yes, my baby. Mommy wants her baby back inside her…”


  “Mother—Mother—Mother…” Ashton groaned out, reaching down and sweeping her up in his arms.


  “Take me to my bed, my Love…” she whispered into his ear as she wrapped her arms around his neck and held on tight. “Take me to my bed and make love to me…”


  “Yesssss…” Ashton hissed carrying her across the living room toward the stairs as she nibbled and probed his ear with the tip of her hot, little tongue.


  Stumbling up the stairs, Ashton could feel his mother’s swollen, hard nipples rubbing against his chest, milk still trickling out of them, running down his belly, around his jutting cock and onto his balls.


  “I want this to be different,” she whispered into his ear. “I don’t want you to fuck me this time. I want you to make love to me…make love to me all afternoon long…will you make love to Mommy all afternoon?”


  “Yes, Mommy, yes.”


  Stopping by the bed, Ashton gently lowered his mother down onto it.


  “But first, baby is going to make Mommy’s feel good in another way,” Ashton told her, leaning over her and gently pushing her long legs apart.


  “What baby?” Simone asked, watching Ashton slowly crawl up between her outstretched legs. “Oh, baby, you don’t, don’t have to do that…”


  “Yes, yes, Mother I do,” Ashton smiled leaning down over her, brushing his lips through the little nest of curls above her wet, leaking pussy. “I want to make you feel good like that.”


  “You don’t have to,” Simone whispered as she lay looking up at him wishing he would, hoping he would.


  “Yes, I have to, I want to. I want to taste you. Taste your sweet juice…and lick your clit. Lick it and make it sing with happiness…lick it and make you come and come and come. Don’t you want that, Mother?”


  “Oh, Ashton, Yes, yes, I want that—” Simone gushed in surrender as Ashton slowly kissed his way up the creamy paleness of her inner thigh. This was so different for her, she deliriously thought. She had always liked to be eaten. But Reginald had detested doing it, so she had just given up on it. But now this. This from such an unlikely source. Her son! The thought of being eaten by her own son was so erotically stimulating, she felt her excitement bubbling out of her to coat the fleshy folds of her sex.


  Ashton paused for a moment. Staring down at her pussy, he could see that the thick, gorged lips were glistening wetly with a film of the creamy goo seeping out of her. The swirls of frosted curls above her pussy extended down the sides of the cleft. Staring down at it in frank and obvious adoration, Ashton brushed a soft butterfly kiss over her jutting clit.


  Sniffing, he inhaled the scent of her estrous through his nose. Then with the pungent fragrance of her sex filling his nostrils, he slowly kissed down the length of the delicate, pink-petaled rose that lay between her legs.


  Then Simone felt Ashton slide his hands under her thighs and grasp hold of them. Gently, he lifted them, pushing them back until he slowly forced her thighs down onto her flattened breasts.


  Simone could feel the juice oozing out of her pussy and slowly trickling down the crack of her ass, coating the pout of her tight, little asshole in the process.


  What was Ashton going to do? There? Was he going to touch her there? A For a brief moment, Simone felt a rush of embarrassment, but that only lasted for a moment before she felt Ashton’s mouth close down around her pussy.


  “Oh—mmmmmmm…” she murmured as she felt a spasm of electrifying excitement ripple through her exposed, vulnerable clit when Ashton’s tongue flicked across it. This was something she had fantasized about for the longest time. But not with Ashton! She had fantasized about a man eating her. Any man eating her and not complaining about it like Reginald had. Having a man eat her and relish doing it. But she certainly had never dreamed that the man would be her own son.


  “Ashton,” she gasped when she felt the tip of his tongue tickle across her hyper-sensitive clit again.


  Ashton lovingly licked his tongue up and down her wet slit, savoring the sweet, tart taste of his mother’s overflowing estrous. Tickling his tongue over the soft, gorged lips of her pussy, he then slowly, teasingly drew his juice-coated tongue back into his mouth for a moment. Then, with a soft, little grunt, he pushed her hips back further and eased his tongue back out.


  What was he doing, Simone frantically asked herself? No, no, he wouldn’t…no, he wouldn’t touch her there…not there, like that! But then even as she cringed away from his poking, probing tongue, she felt the tip of it brush across the sensitive ring of fluted flesh. Another spark of perverse excitement sparked through her clit as she winced back away from her son’s probing tongue.


  “Ashton—” Simone gurgled, not knowing what to do—what to say! It was extremely embarrassing to be touched there by a man. Even more so when that man was her son…but then again, it was an exciting turn on to have a man touch her there! To touch her there in her most private and personal of places. To touch her there on his own. Without reservation.


  “OhhhhhhGodddddd…” Simone groaned out as the combination of emotions and feelings coalesced down inside her womb and erupted into a boiling, roiling, churning explosion of pleasure so deep, so intense it took her breath away.


  “Oh—God—Yes—Yes—Yesssss—” she hissed, her body shaking and shuddering as she lay with her hips raised in the air and her son’s nose and mouth buried down in the crack of her ass.


  The sheer perversity of it all only added to her heightened sense of pleasure. He was licking her asshole, she deliriously thought. Her son was licking her asshole! Her anus!


  Unable to breathe, she could feel her son’s tongue swirling, twirling round and round the fluted flesh surrounding the opening of her asshole. The he stiffened his tongue and plunged in and out of her. Her mouth opened as she gasped for breath, trying desperately to draw oxygen into her lungs, but none came. Nothing happened except for the spasms of pleasure jolting through her whole pelvic cavity. “Ashton—Ashton—oh, Ashton—my baby—” she moaned.


  Simone flailed about for the longest time as Ashton continued to tongue her through her orgasm. Then he pulled back away to watch her anus as it continued to dilate and contract with each spasm of pleasure that sparkled through it.


  He’d done it, he giddily told himself. He’d brought her over the edge with his tongue and he had barely touched her big, swollen clit. But he wasn’t finished with it yet. He was going to make her come again, he swore to himself as he slowly opened his mouth. But this time, it came down on her swollen clit. Sucking the smooth, round marble between his lips, he tickled his rough tongue across it and felt his mother wince.


  Simone was stunned by the ferocity of his attack on her super-primed clit. His tongue felt like an electric sander as he flicked it back and forth across her hyper-sensitive clit. She could feel every muscle in her body tensing, tightening in preparation for another cataclysmic eruption of joy and pleasure.


  “Ashtonnnnn—” Simone gasped out. “I’m—oh, my God—I’m commminnnggg—aagainnnnn.”


  Simone’s hips shook and twitched as gushes of her hot juice spewed out of her pussy to coat Ashton’s chin with its sticky heat.


  Reds, yellows, oranges exploded inside her head like a Fourth of July fireworks. Waves of indescribable pleasure washed over her, drowning her in their overpowering intensity. The intensity of the pleasure expanded with each crushing wave until she could no longer think…nor did she want to…she only wanted to feel the pleasure that was sparking through the overloaded synapses in her brain.


  That was the last thing she remembered as she felt herself falling—falling—falling into the depths of a darkness so deep she didn’t think she would ever find her way out of it, nor did she want to…


  


  She didn’t know how long she had slept when she found herself groggily floating back to the surface of consciousness. As she awoke, she marveled at the warm flow of pleasure still streaming up from down below her waist. Slowly lifting her head up off the bed, she looked down to see what was causing it. It was Ashton, she giddily told herself. He was still busily but gently working on her tingling clit. Wanting to watch her son eating her, Simone reached over and pulled an overstuffed pillow under her head.


  “You’re awake…” Ashton mumbled, pausing to look up at her smile. She could see that his lips were wet with her overflow as a single glistening strand dripped down from his chin.


  “Yes…” she murmured, lying in a euphoric haze as she watched her son drop his mouth back down and once again begin the tender business of lapping at her pussy and clit.


  Ashton sucked on her clit hard, then soft, then hard again as he pulled it out of its fleshy sheath and in between his lips, gently nibbling at it with his sharp teeth. But she wasn’t worried that he would hurt her. Not her gentle, loving son.


  He didn’t know what it was but his mother’s clit seemed bigger than before as he worried the little polished knob with his tongue. The mixture of his spit and her juices ran down the crack of her ass, coating her asshole once again before it dripped down onto the bed to enlarge the growing stain below her butt.


  This would not be the last time, Simone declared to herself. The potion made her see through the societal mores and rules that man had made to rule himself. Those were rules for the others, not her and Ashton. She would make up her own laws and they would live by them. Not the ones set forth by the others. She knew what was best for them. Didn’t she?


  But for now, she wanted to return her son’s love for her. She wanted to give as she had received.


  “Wait…” Simone whispered, pushing up onto her elbows, looking down over her belly at him.


  “What? Am I doing it wrong? What do you want me to do? Just tell me, Mother and I’ll do whatever you want me to do…”


  “No, no, you weren’t doing it wrong. It was wonderful, my Love—wonderful.” She shushed him by placing a finger on his lips. “I want to…I want to make you feel good, too.”


  Then she pushed up onto her butt.


  “Come…come up here by me so I can suck on you,” she told him, patting the bed beside her. “I want to take your beautiful cock in my mouth and taste your sweet cream when it comes flowing out of you.”


  “Oh, God, Mom,” he moaned, raising up from between her legs, crawling over her leg and slowly scooting up on the bed beside her.


  His cock hadn’t weakened an iota as it still jutted out of his groin hard and stiff. With a soft chuckle, Simone gave him a gentle shove and rolled him over onto his back. Slowly, gracefully, like a cat, she uncoiled and pushed up onto her hands and knees.


  Without another word, Simone bent down over him, pushed his penis to the side and began to rain soft, flitting butterfly kisses down on his belly. With kisses and wet, little licks, she worked her way round and round his belly button. A perverse thrill sparked through her brain as she dipped the tip of her tongue down into the indentation where they had once been connected as mother and child. But after a few seconds, she moved her tongue up out of the cleft and let his hard, stiff cock spring back to cover his navel.


  Waiting with eager expectation, Ashton watched her grab hold of his cock with one hand as she slowly kissed around the thick base of his erection. Wanting to prolong his expectation and heighten his excitement, she avoided touching his cock with her lips until finally, she felt his hand on her head pushing her down to it. Sensing his impatience, she allowed him to guide her mouth to his cock. Bending his penis down onto his belly, she slowly engulfed his swollen, purple head with her soft, pink lips.


  “Oh, God, Mom,” Ashton moaned again as he gently forced her lips down the thick, pink shaft of his penis and his hips lifted off the bed.


  Simone’s head began to move up and down as her hand pumped up and down on the thick shaft of his cock.


  “Mother—Mother—”Ashton groaned out as he controlled the movement of her head and lips with his hands.


  Loud, wet slurping sounds escaped out around the wet, spit-covered shaft of his cock as her lips worked up and down on it. Within minutes Simone’s breath was coming in little gasps as she feverously worked on her son’s cock. She had to make him come. She suddenly felt an overpowering need to taste his cum. To taste his sweet cream. She needed it desperately as she hungrily sucked and pulled on Ashton’s primed peter.


  “Mother—Mother—I’m going to—Oh—God—Mother—” Ashton gasped trying to warn her of the impending eruption as his balls tightened up around the base of his cock.


  Then suddenly Ashton cursed.


  “Fuck—” he growled out, his hips lurching upward as his cock jerked and a thick, hot spume of cum spurted out into his mother’s sucking mouth.


  Ashton was euphoric. His mother was sucking out his come with her mouth. Sucking it out and swallowing it as if it was the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted.


  Simone swallowed and swallowed, but the cum kept spurting out into her greedy mouth until it began to bubble out around the thick shaft of Ashton’s pumping cock. Trickling down her lips, it ran down the shaft of her son’s penis, down over her fisted hand to pool around its hairy base.


  Ashton watched on in delirious silence as his mother sucked him dry.


  When she finally pulled away, Ashton could see that her soft, pink lips now had a coating of creamy, white cum covering them. A spasm of love tore through his heart as he watched his mother’s little, pink tongue appear and slowly lick away his gift to her. She had taken him in her mouth and willingly brought forth his seed-filled essence.


  Simone’s heart began to swell with love for the beautiful boy who lay below her. But this time it wasn’t the love a mother felt for her son. This was the love a woman felt for a man…the love a woman felt for her lover!


  The room was quiet. The only sound was that of Ashton’s heavy breathing as he fought to catch his breath.


  “Your penis…look, it’s still hard,” Simone breathlessly murmured, staring down at her son’s rock-hard cock as it lay on his belly softly ticking in time with his heartbeat.


  “Uh, yeah, uh, it’s still hard…for you…” he mumbled back.


  Then, lifting his leg, he swung it over her head and rolled over onto his belly. Pushing up to his knees, he gently forced his mother down onto her back. Smiling down at her, he eased down by her side and snuggled up against her.


  “I love you so much, Mother…” Ashton murmured, kissing her soft, vulnerable neck.


  “My, sweet Ashton, I love you, too…so very much,” she whispered.


  Ashton scooted down the bed until his face was resting against her soft, heavy breast. Giving the plaint flesh a tender, loving kiss, he reached down and gently grasped hold of her leg. Then as his mother watched, Ashton draped her leg across his hip. With her pussy now exposed, Ashton curled his hips up and brought the round, barbed head of his penis to the oozing slit of her cunt. Seeing what he intended to do, Simone reached down and took hold of his jutting manhood, fitting the rounded tip of its head into the juice-slickened opening of her vagina. Arching his back, Ashton curled his hips higher and slowly, lovingly pushed into the tight, hot clutch of his mother’s softness.


  “Ummmmmmmmmmm…” Simone sighed as she felt her son’s penis slide deeper and deeper into the core of her womanhood.


  Time stopped for Ashton as his thick, throbbing penis inched ever deeper into the fiery heat of his mother’s vagina. Never had he felt such pleasure, such love, such passion as he continued to thrust up into her.


  Finally, after what seemed like hours, he felt the tip of his penis nudge against the back of his mother’s vagina. Realizing that he had stopped breathing, he took in a slow, deep breath as his mother’s pussy shrank back away from the head of his cock, the channel lengthening and accepting him fully. Now his cock was totally immersed in the moist warmth of her pussy. Their groins were joined in incestuous accord, gently linked together as they thrust against one another.


  As they lay unmoving, Ashton could feel the soft smoothness of her ass pressed against his belly. Then he felt the rubbery hardness of her big, swollen nipple brush against his cheek. As he slowly turned toward it, it rubbed along his cheek, leaving a faint trail of her warm mother’s milk behind it. His mother was gently milking his cock with the muscles in her pussy as Ashton opened his mouth and sucked the big, purple pap between his lips. Tickling his tongue across the bloated nipple, Ashton could taste the sweet nectar that was oozing out of it.


  Giving the nipple a gentle squeeze with his lips, he felt a warm stream of her sugary milk squirt out of it. Opening his mouth wider, he sucked more of her warm, soft breast into his mouth. As he did, her milk began to flow, spewing out of the gushing nipple to fill his mouth with its cloying sweetness.


  Like a babe, Ashton nursed at his mother’s breast as they lay locked together in incestuous union.


  As he suckled her, Ashton slowly reached across her chest to her other flattened breast. Exploring the soft, smooth skin, he found her other nipple. It, too, was swollen and filled with milk as he fingered it, gently plucking and pulling on it. As he did, it began to leak and within seconds his fingers were covered with sticky, white milk. The longer he toyed with the engorged pap, the more it gave up its creamy contents until the liquid treasure was pouring out of the big, purple nub like water out of a leaky faucet.


  This was a boy’s infinite fantasy, Ashton dreamily thought. Suckling at his mother’s breast at the same time he was fucking her! How could it get any more perverse and exciting than that? Doing either would have been a dream come true, but both…at the same time! Un-fucking-believable.


  Time passed slowly as they lay locked together in idyllic harmony, their bodies obscenely intertwined in carnal wedlock.


  At last, the flow of milk began to dwindle until there was only an oozing trickle seeping out of her big, puffy nipple. Leaning back, Ashton sadly let the empty nozzle slip back out from between his froth-covered lips.


  “Did baby like Mommy’s milk?” Simone whispered, reaching over and running a fingertip across his foam-covered lips.


  “Mother’s milk is always good,” he grinned, running the tip of his tongue over his lips to lick away the last of the sweet elixir as he watched his mother lick the milk off her finger.


  “It felt so good to nurse you…again. It was just like when you were a baby,” she smiled at him. “Except for doing this…” she said, clutching her pussy down around his buried cock, “at the same time…”


  “Uh-huh,” he grinned, reaching down and grasping hold of the leg he had draped across his hip. Backing his big, juice-drenched cock back out of her pussy, Ashton laid her leg down on the bed and pushed up to his hands and knees beside her. Then, as she lay looking up at him with a happy, blissful smile on her lips, Ashley softly pushed her legs apart. Crawling over her leg, Ashton stood on his knees between her long, outstretched legs for several seconds as he gazed down at the weeping gash between them.


  “So beautiful…so soft…” he murmured, tenderly running his fingertips over the velvety pink folds of flesh. Then he dipped a finger down into the stream of juice that was slowly oozing out of the slit between her gorged pussy lips.


  Lifting his finger to his lips, he licked his finger clean and then leaned down over her. His evil, barbed penis jutted out below his belly so stiff and hard, its back was bowed arching it into a crescent as its big, purple head rubbed against his belly. His big balls, concealed inside their fleshy sac dangled down below his cock, jiggling softly as he crept up between his mother’s splayed-out legs.


  Smiling expectantly, Simone reached down and gently took hold of him. Pushing his penis down, she guided it down to the wet, slippery opening of her vagina as Ashton moved over her.


  “Mother, I love you so much…” Ashton groaned as he felt the head of his penis ease down into the hot, sucking socket once again.


  “Yes, my Love, and Mommy loves you, too,” Simone murmured, lifting her legs up off the bed and draping them over his calves.


  Ashton’s ass began to move, slowly at first as he began to fuck her. Soon, their bodies were moving together in sweet harmony, their bellies rubbing together, their groins softly slapping together. Ashton was straining and driving his cock down into her all the way up to its hairy hilt on every plunging thrust. As he did, his mother pushed up off her feet, thrusting up to meet him and take him deep inside her pussy every time.


  The bed softly shook and creaked under them as they fucked. The sounds of the bedsprings were joined by the loud, wet slap of their bodies when their groins smacked together over and over again. They were both making soft grunting sounds as they worked together like a well-oiled machine. A well-oiled, huffing, puffing fuck machine.


  The air in the room was heavy with the scent of their fucking. The fragrance of her estrous seemed to be everywhere, clinging to everything as Ashton splattered her hot juices all over the drenched bed sheets below them. There was so much of hot, smelly goo, Ashton almost expected to see it dripping down off the headboard of the bed.


  Looking down at his mother’s pretty face, Ashton saw that her eyes were clenched shut and her sweaty, frosted hair was plastered to her scalp. Milk still dribbled out of her big, knobby nipples and ran down her tits as they sloshed up and down in cadence with their rhythmic fucking.


  This was the mother he had always dreamed of. Soft, feminine, caring, she was almost the opposite of the hard, cold, uncaring woman he had known as his mother for lo these many years. And it wasn’t only the sex, he told himself. It was as if her whole persona and demeanor had changed. He would have to somehow convince her to remain this way and not return to being the snow queen of old.


  Suddenly, his mother’s hips began to lurch and shake as if she was having a seizure as she let out a loud, choking groan.


  “Oh, Ashton, oh, coming, coming, coming…” Simone babbled out, pulling him to her and trying to keep his big, hard cock thrust up inside her.


  Wanting her to ride out her orgasm on his cock, Ashton held himself thrust down inside her clutching, milking cunt as she came and came.


  The pungent scent of her sex grew stronger and stronger as more and more of her pungent juice poured out of her spasming pussy. The curly pubic hairs that encircled the base of Ashton’s cock were plastered to his pubis by her thick juices and his balls were glistening wetly with a coating of the thick, clinging goo.


  At last the spasms working through her pussy began to weaken and die as she melted back down onto the bed.


  “My baby…” Simone softly murmured, pulling her son down to her and giving him a long, deep, passionate kiss on the lips.


  “Mother…” Ashton softly muttered as he lifted his lips from hers and slowly eased his penis back down the slippery, clinging channel of her vagina.


  Leaning down over her, Ashton eased his hands, palm up, down under her back and curled them up around her shoulders. Then, pulling her down onto his jutting spear, he impaled her to the deepest depths of her pussy.


  “Unh—” grunted Ashton as he thrust up into her as the bedsprings creaked.


  “THWACK” went their bodies when the smacked together.


  “Unh—” Simone softly moaned followed by a short moment of silence.


  “Unh”-”creak”-THWACK”-”unh”___”Unh”-”creak”-THWACK”-”unh”___”Unh”-”creak”-THWACK”-”unh” went the vulgar melody of their fucking as they fucked the afternoon away just as Simone had wished for…


  


  
			Return to the Table of Contents
		


  




  Chapter Five


  


  The full moon shining in the sky overhead, flitting through the drifting clouds was eerily bright as the long, black Cadillac cruised up the street and finally slowed to a silent stop in front of Pemba’s neat little house. It seemed as if everything shifted into slow motion as the car door gradually swung open. The dome light inside the car flickered on, then off, and finally on again as the tall, dapper black man unfolded himself and stepped out into the humid night air. Even the insects who were usually out and about at this time of night stopped humming and buzzing as the man eased the door shut behind him. Slowly turning, the man surveyed the neighborhood and flicked the ashes off the hand-rolled cigar he held between his index finger and thumb. Lifting the cigar to his lips, he inhaled deeply and blew out a big puff of smoke out into the night air. Then, with the gravel crackling under the soles of his expensive shoes, he slowly made his way the walk leading up to Pemba’s house.


  The boards creaked and squeaked as the man regally stepped across the porch.


  “Who dat?” Pemba asked through the closed door, keeping her hand on the knob, lest whoever it was outside might try to enter without her permission.


  “It’s your old man, Chata, come back to visit yo sweet black ass,” the man chortled reaching down and twisting the knob only to find Pemba holding onto it on the other side.


  “What you doing sniffing around back here? Yore little cunt done go and leave you?” Pemba snarled through the door.


  “Why don’t you open this door and I’ll come in and we can talk about that,” Chata quietly said gently pushing on the door.


  “Aint nothing to talk about,” Pemba told him, gripping the knob tighter, determined that Chata wasn’t coming in her house. “You left me for that little slut. You made your bed…now sleep in it.”


  “But I’d much rather sleep in yours,” Chata chuckled, pushing harder.


  “You had your chance,” Pemba grunted, straining against the door.


  “Come on, sweetness, give your old Chata one moe chance,” Chata chuckled, pushing harder. “You know how fond of old King Kong you were.”


  King Kong, my ass, Pemba cursed. King Kong was the name she had given to Chata’s huge, ten inch penis back in the day when they were still husband and wife.


  “Well, you can inform your old pal, King Kong, he ain’t welcome round here no more and neither is you,” Pemba fussed, feeling the door being slowly forced open. Then she saw the spit-shined toe of Chata’s size sixteen shoe slide in between the door and the frame. “Shit—” she muttered, stepping back and watching the door swing open.


  “Well, hello there, dawling, you looking fine as ever,” Chata smirked, slowly walking his eyes up and down Pemba’s oversized body.


  “What store did you rob to get all those fine-looking clothes and that damned fine car sitting outside,” Pemba smarted back at him, glancing out at the fancy Cadillac sitting at the curb before she slammed the door shut as Chata sauntered into the house.


  “I got me a stable of girls who is really appreciative of old Chata and his foot-long King Kong,” Chata cackled, dropping down into Pemba’s favorite chair and crossing his legs.


  “Don’t flatter yourself,” Pemba muttered. “King Kong ain’t no foot long and never wuz.” She was on the verge of telling him that she didn’t need no King Kong while she had little Milek and his Mighty Joe Young. But she didn’t.


  Just then, Pemba caught a whiff of Chata’s cigar smoke. As she did she suddenly felt light headed. Her arms and legs were tingling. What was happening?


  “What’s wrong, Pemba, my dear, you don’t look so good,” Chata smirked, flicking his cigar, letting the ashes fall down into Pemba’s freshly-vacuumed carpet.


  “Don’t…” Pemba started to complain, but stopped, unable to bring herself to rebuke Chata for his crude act. Instead, she grabbed an ashtray and set it down on the arm of the chair for him.


  “Thank you,” Chata laughed, tapping his cigar into the ashtray before lifting it up to his lips and taking another deep drag. Then he blew out another big puffy of smoke that encircled Pemba’s head like a halo.


  Pemba felt funny. Like she couldn’t breathe. Then it came to her. The smoke. There was something in the smoke.


  “What’s wrong, dear? You feel funny?” Chata asked with a big, toothy smile, tapping his cigar into the ashtray again.


  “Yeah, I feel funny…” Pemba mumbled, her lips feeling strangely numb.


  “Maybe you would feel better if you took off your blouse, dawling,” Chata suggested, his eyes darting down to the swell of Pemba’s oversized bosom. “Maybe you could breathe easier…”


  “Yeah, maybe I could,” Pemba muttered, reaching up and starting to unbutton her blouse. What was she doing? Why was she taking off her blouse? She had this sudden urge to obey Chata. He was her husband after all. Well, ex-husband.


  Shrugging her shoulders, she let the blouse slide down her arms, catching it before it fell to the floor.


  “There now, isn’t that better?” Chata chuckled, admiring the frilly black brassiere that encased her big, black tits. “And while you’re at it, why not get rid of that stuffy old bra. It looks so tight and uncomfortable.”


  “Yeah, tight…uncomfortable,” she mumbled laying her blouse on the table beside her and reaching around behind her back. As she plucked at the catch on the back of her bra, Pemba realized that there was some kind of dark voodoo involved in all this. Then it came back to her. The only time her voodoo hadn’t worked was on Chata. He must have voodoo of his own. This knowledge sent a shiver of fear tickling up her spine. Now she knew that she was under his control and could make her do anything he wanted her to…unless she could get to her potions and concoct one to ward off his evil spell.


  All at once, the catch parted and her bra sprang down her arms letting her big, black tits spill out in the open for all to see.


  “My, my, Pemba, my dawling, I do believe you’ve grown since we parted ways,” Chata chuckled, lecherously eyeing her big tits as he tapped his cigar in the ashtray one more time.


  “Maybe…” Pemba mumbled, feeling strangely self-conscious, wanting to hide her breasts from her ex-husband’s leering stare. Lifting her arms, she folded them in front of her tits, blocking Chata’s view.


  “Oh, come, dawling, don’t be rude. Show old Chata those fine-looking melons of yours,” Chata smirked, blowing a smoke ring in her direction.


  Not wanting to, Pemba had no choice. His voodoo was just too strong as she slowly lowered her arms down to her sides. As she did, her tits quivered and jiggled slightly and she felt her nipples hardening with embarrassment.


  “Why are you doing this, Chata?” Pemba complained.


  “Why am I doing what, Pemba? All I did was suggest that you take off your blouse and brassiere. You’re the one who took them off,” Chata cackled.


  “Voodoo? Dark voodoo?” Pemba whispered.


  “Perhaps…” Chata smiled back at her. “And while you’re at it, why not take off that skirt. It is so unbecoming on you, dawling.”


  Pemba was seething, but again, she had no option as the overpowering urge to obey him made her reach down to the button on the waistband of her skirt. Plucking the button, she pushed it through its buttonhole and slowly ran the zipper down its track. Then, with a wriggle of her more than ample hips, she let the skirt go slithering down her chubby legs. Now she was down to her panties and high heels as she stepped out of her skirt. Bending down to retrieve the skirt, she felt her oversized udders lurch and tug at her chest as she swept up the skirt and tossed it onto the table along with all her other discarded clothing.


  Now she wished that she hadn’t let Milek spend the night over at Runako’s. He would have protected her from his father if he were home. But he wasn’t. And neither was Jayla, thank God. Lord knows what Chata would do to her if he got his hands on her. If Pemba went along with Chata and did what he wanted, maybe he would be long gone before Jayla got back from her date. Maybe…


  “The panties, too,” Chata brusquely ordered, blowing another smoke ring in her direction, eyeing her expectantly.


  “Chata—” Pemba complained, reaching down, snagging her thumbs under the waistband of her sheer, black panties and shoving them down her plump legs. Her big tits swayed and lurched, banging against one another as she bent down and picked up the wispy black panties and laid them on top of the pile of her clothes.


  “You still shave it,” Chata chortled, eyeing her smooth, bald mons. “Always did like a smooth one,” he laughed.


  “Well, you’ve seen what you came to see,” Pemba angrily retorted. “So why don’t you pack up your things and leave?”


  “What…and disappoint of King Kong?” Chata laughed, coldly.


  Pemba couldn’t stop herself as she glanced down at Chata’s crotch. And there it was bulging out against the front of Chata’s expensive silk pants.


  “Oh, would you like to see him again?” Chata remarked when he saw her eyes dart down to his crotch.


  “No—” Pemba snorted, but watched as Chata slowly reached down and pushed his belt back through its shiny silver buckle.


  “Don’t be rude, dawling, King Kong might be offended,” he smirked, unbuttoning his pants and slowly running the zipper down its track. “Knowing he was coming to visit you,” Chata went on, “the King asked for special compensation tonight. I conceded,” Chata laughed.


  “What you talking bout?” Pemba angrily snorted.


  Digging his hand down inside his fly, Chata jerked his half-hard cock out into the open. “I didn’t make him wear shorts tonight, Pemba, in your honor,” Chata cackled, holding his semi-soft penis in his black fist.


  As Pemba stared down at the vile, evil thing, she could see that it was filling with blood, slowly stiffening and lifting its big, black head up into the air.


  “Aren’t you going to say hello?” Chata guffawed, slowly stroking his fisted hand up and down the thick, black shaft of the monster.


  “No—” Pemba muttered, inexplicably unable to take her eyes off it as it continued to stiffen and grow.


  Just then, Pemba heard the front door knob rattle as someone turned it. The door came swinging open and in walked Jayla. Sweet, innocent little Jayla.


  “Mother—” Jayla gasped, grabbing at her breasts in shock. Then Jayla turned from her naked mother and looked at Chata sitting in the chair with his legs spread apart and his fist wrapped around his jutting, black penis. “Daddy—” she chirped, her jaw dropping and her big, brown eyes flaring as wide as saucer as she gawked down at her father’s huge black cock.


  Smiling, not seeming to be the least bit self-conscious, Chata took a quick drag off his cigar and blew a big puff of blue smoke in Jayla’s direction. As the smoke descended around her head, the look of shock slowly morphed into a look of amusement.


  “Daddy?” Jayla smiled, her eyes still locked on the huge black cock jutting up out of her father’s hairy crotch.


  “No, Chata, not her, she’s your daughter—” Pemba whined, trying to step in between Jayla and Chata but finding her legs suddenly paralyzed.


  “Jayla, my dear,” Chata smiled, “let me introduce you to my friend, King Kong. I don’t think you’ve met,” he chuckled, flicking his big, black cock from side to side.


  “King Kong?” Jayla laughed.


  “Yes, that’s what he calls his damned cock,” Pemba snarled, still trying to take a step, but not being able to move. “Don’t be fooled by him, dear, he just wants to get in your panties.”


  “Is that right, Daddy?” Jayla asked taking a tentative step toward Chata. “You want to get in my panties?”


  “Perhaps, if I had a look at them…” Chata suggested, running his eyes down her young, svelte body, “it would help me decide.”


  “Don’t do it, Jayla. He’s using voodoo on us. We have to do everything he tells us to do,” Pemba fussed.


  “But he wants to see them, Mommy,” Jayla smiled, reaching down to the hem of her short red skirt. “I have to show him.”


  “Damn you, Chata—” Pemba cursed, helplessly watching as Jayla slowly lifted up her skirt to reveal a minuscule pair of red thong panties.


  “Oh, my, thong panties, my favorite kind…other than none at all,” Chata snickered. “Why don’t you turn around, my dear, so old Chata can check out your hot, little booty?”


  “Chata—” Pemba feebly protested realizing that the battle had been lost and sensing that her only chance to get at her potions might be if he was preoccupied with Jayla and not worrying about her.


  Holding her little skirt bunched up around her waist, Jayla slowly turned around to face away from her father.


  “Oh, my, oh, my,” Chata exclaimed, ogling Jayla’s tight, little brown ass cheeks. The back of Jayla’s red thong panties was buried down in the crack of her ass leaving both of the perfect, round globes of flawless brown skin bare and exposed to her father’s leering eyes.


  “Perhaps, if I might borrow them for a moment or two,” Chata lewdly suggested, slowly working his fisted hand up and down the thick, black shaft of his now fully-erect penis while he longingly stared down at his daughter’s tight, little ass.


  “No, Jayla—” Pemba futilely complained.


  “But he wants to see them, Mommy…” Jayla smiled at Pemba, easing her thumbs down under the waistband of the tiny red panties and slowly pushing them down over her shapely hips. Provocatively slipping the panties down her long, willowy legs, Jayla stepped out of them and bent down to pick them up while Chata continued to openly gawk and stare at her tight, little buns.


  Then Jayla turned to hand her panties to her father. As she did, Chata’s eyes shot down to her bald, shaven little mons.


  “You shave yours, too. Nice,” Chata smirked, taking the silk panties from her and lifting them up to his nose. Sniffing deeply, Chata blissfully smiled.


  “You smell hot, my dawling,” Chata told her. “Are you?”


  “A little…” Jayla shyly answered, shrugging her shoulders, turning slightly.


  “NO, not her, Chata, she’s your fucking daughter—” Pemba loudly complained.


  “Precisely, dawling,” Chata laughed. “What about it, Jayla? Would you like to take old King Kong out for a little ride?”


  “Uh, I guess so…if Daddy wants me to,” Jayla shyly answered, stretching her arms down in front of her, clasping her hands together, twisting and timidly bowing her head.


  “I think old King Kong would like that,” Chata smirked, taking another drag off his cigar and blowing a smoke ring in Jayla’s direction. “But first, why don’t you show your Daddy those sweet little titties of yours? Like your Mammy’s doing.”


  “Okay, Daddy…” Jayla smiled, reaching up to the row of buttons running down the front of her little silk blouse.


  “Do you think you’ll have great big ones like your Mammy there when you get all grown up?” Chata asked her, taking another puff on his cigar and blowing more smoke in her direction.


  “I don’t know, Daddy, maybe,” she quietly said, her fingers quickly working down the front of her blouse. “Do you like big titties, Daddy? Cause mine aren’t so big.”


  “Chata just loves titties, honey,” Chata smirked, watching Jayla’s fingers working down the blouse. “Big ones, little ones, saggy ones, pert ones, like I bet yours are.”


  “They don’t sag too much, Daddy,” Jayla smiled, glancing over at Pemba’s sagging udders. “Not like Mommy’s. Sorry, Mommy,” Jayla apologized, slowly spreading her blouse apart and letting it slide down her arms.


  “That’s a pretty little brassiere you have on there, my dawling,” Chata smirked staring down at the frilly, lace-edged brassiere holding Jayla’s perky brown tits. “Did some boy buy it for you?”


  “No, Daddy, I bought it for myself,” Jayla blushed, the points of her cheeks darkening slightly.


  “You have good tastes, my dear,” he praised. “Maybe Chata will buy some nice things to wear the next time he comes a calling.”


  “That would be nice, Daddy,” she smiled, laying her blouse on top of the pile of Pemba’s castoff clothes.


  “No it wouldn’t,” Pemba fussed. “And there ain’t going to be any next time if I have anything to say about it.”


  “We’ll see,” Chata chuckled. “Maybe old Chata and King Kong can change your mind about that.”


  “Ain’t changing my mind,” Pemba emphatically declared.


  “The bra too, dear,” Chata reminded Jayla as she stood listening to the exchange between her mother and father.


  “Yes, Daddy…” Jayla softly said, snaking her arms back around behind her.


  A couple of moments later the bra sprang forward, falling down off her perfect, round breasts to reveal them to her father’s gazing eyes.


  “Beautiful, my dear,” Chata praised, ogling them with obvious appreciation. “Don’t you think so, Pemba?”


  “Yes, they are stunning, aren’t they,” Pemba enviously mumbled. “Mine were like that once. Before you knocked me up and I had two squalling babies pulling and tugging at them all the time.”


  “Yeah, I remember…” Chata snickered.


  “Now the skirt, my dear, while I saddle up old King Kong for you,” Chata laughed.


  “At least you have the decency to wear a fucking rubber,” Pemba grumbled.


  “Who said anything about wearing a fucking rubber? It ain’t raining,” Chata grunted, pushing up onto his expensive loafers, letting his pricey new pants slide down his muscular legs as he stood.


  “It’s so big, Daddy,” Jayla murmured, staring at the evil, black penis jutting out below her father’s chunky waist. “I’ve never seen one that big.”


  “That’s because you’ve been fucking around with boys, Jayla,” Chata smugly proclaimed. “This is a man-sized cock. A black-man-sized cock,” he chuckled, stepping out of his pants.


  Then as Chata stood watching her while he unbuttoned his silk shirt, Jayla let her short skirt go sliding down her long, willowy legs. Stopping after it went rustling down to the floor, she stood smiling at her father as he appreciatively ran his leering eyes up and down her naked body.


  “Damn, Jayla, you’ve turned into one more fine-looking woman,” he praised. “Any Pappy would be proud to have a daughter that looked like you. Yes, sir, I’m one more lucky son-of-a-bitch to have a daughter like you.”


  “Thank you, Daddy,” Jayla purred, leaning down, picking up her skirt as Chata shrugged his shirt back off his broad, black shoulders. Jayla’s perky tits were so perky and firm, they barely even jiggled when she stood back up and tossed the skirt on the growing pile of feminine apparel on the table.


  “I assume since you said you’ve seen cocks before you ain’t no virgin,” Chata remarked, toeing his shoes off.


  “No, Daddy, I ain’t no virgin…sorry,” she frowned.


  “Well, hell, can’t have everything I want now can I? Then it wouldn’t be fun no more,” he guffawed. Then walking between the two women, he reached out and gave Pemba a resounding slap on one of her big, fat ass cheeks. “You come watch,” he snickered to her as he curled his arm around Jayla’s narrow waist and guided her toward Pemba’s bedroom.


  “You gonna fuck her in my damned bed?” Pemba complained, finding that her legs worked again as she took a tentative step to follow them.


  “While you watch,” Chata guffawed, clutching one of Jayla’s little ass cheeks in his paw and giving it a squeeze. “You don’t mind if yore Mammy watches, do you, Jayla?” he snickered.


  “No, Daddy, if you want her to,” Jayla giggled, curling her fingers around Chata’s big, stiff prick as it stuck out in front of him, swinging back and forth, slashing the air as he walked.


  “It’s so hard, Daddy,” Jayla murmured, squeezing it.


  “You can make it soft for me,” Chata whispered, clutching her ass cheek again.


  “Okay…” she smiled, slowly twisting her fisted hand up and down as they walked along.


  Try as she might, Pemba couldn’t stop herself from following Chata and Jayla down the hallway toward her bedroom. Whatever had been in the cigar smoke was some mighty powerful voodoo. And Chata must have taken an antidote before he lit up because the voodoo was affecting her and Jayla, but not him. But now Pemba thought she could feel its hold on her weakening as Chata had forgotten and left the cigar smoldering in the ashtray back in the living room.


  She could understand Jayla’s fascination with Chata’s over-grown prick. She had felt the same way back when she was about Jayla’s age. In fact, Jayla was the walking, talking proof of that fascination.


  “Turn back the covers,” Chata instructed Jayla as they stopped in front of Pemba’s neatly made up bed. “We don’t want to get cum all over her pretty bedspread, now do we?”


  “No, Daddy, we don’t want to do that,” Jayla smiled, letting go of his prick and flipping the covers back.


  Then Chata lifted Jayla off her feet, flipping her onto the bed and rolling her over onto her back.


  “It’s been a long time since old King Kong’s had any teenage poon-tang,” Chata grinned, standing by the bed slowly stroking his hand up and down his thick, black cock. “Didn’t expect it would be yours either, Jayla.”


  “I ain’t never had one as big as old King Kong, Daddy. I don’t know if it’ll fit,” she anxiously murmured, looking at it, measuring it with her big, brown eyes.


  “Not to worry, Jayla, my dear,” Chata smirked, lifting his knee up onto the bed. “We’ll make it fit. Hell, old Pemba here took it back when she was about yore age, didn’t you, Pemba?” Chata leered over at Pemba who was standing the door watching.


  “Yeah, and I couldn’t walk for a week,” Pemba frowned.


  “Ah, it couldn’t been that bad,” Chata chuckled, crawling up on the bed. “I didn’t hear you complaining back then. In fact, you acted like you couldn’t get enough of it as I recall.”


  “I was young and foolish back then,” Pemba muttered. “Didn’t know no better.”


  “Yeah…” Chata snickered, turning his attention back to Jayla who was laying on her back with her long legs timidly clamped together. “Now let’s see that sweet little secret you got hiding down between those long, lovely legs of yours, Jayla,” Chata grinned, gently curling his thick, black fingers around Jayla’s ankles and slowly spreading her legs apart.


  “Ain’t it funny,” he laughed, fingering the lips aside to expose the glistening pink flesh between Jayla’s gorged lips, “how they’s all pink inside. Honky cunts and nigger cunts alike, they different on the outside, but they’s all the same inside. Pink—”


  “I never seen a honky pussy before, Daddy.”


  “Oh, my, such a nice tight one,” Chata softly exclaimed as he eased a long, thick finger down inside the tight clutch of Jayla’s pussy. Scooting up between her legs, Chata continued to probe the dark-lipped slit below Jayla’s smooth, shaven mons. Then as her father softly probed the slippery flesh between her legs, Jayla pushed up onto her elbows to watch.


  “I guess so,” Jayla mumbled, flinching as the tip of a chubby black finger brushed across her exposed clit.


  “Same thing with clits, too,” Chata told her, slowly brushing his finger back and forth across Jayla’s jutting clit. “They’s all different colors outside, but all clits are pink, too. Just like my tongue,” Chata smirked, leaning down over Jayla’s pussy and flicking out his big, pink tongue. Then he pursed his puffy, black lips around Jayla’s little, pink clit and sucked it further out of its dark hood.


  The bed shuddered as Jayla dropped down onto her back, spreading her legs wider apart, tilting her hips, offering her clit up to her father’s lashing tongue.


  “Oh, yeah, Daddy, like that…” she purred, rolling her hips, working her pussy up and down against Chata’s lapping tongue.


  “You like that do you?” Chata snickered. “So do I.”


  “Don’t stop, Daddy, that feels good,” Jayla complained, digging her fingernails into Chata’s scalp, pushing his bald head down, trying to get his tongue back on her clit.


  “You remember what I like, Pemba, dawling?” Chata smiled, pushing his black ass up in the air and wriggling it from side to side. “And no biting…or I swear that you’ll both regret it,” he warned, dropping his mouth back down on Jayla’s wet, slippery cunt.


  Yes, she remembered what he liked, Pemba scowled. He liked getting his asshole rimmed while she jacked him off. She’d done it many a time for him.


  “Yeah, I remember,” she complained, slowly padding across to the bed.


  “Well, get to it then,” Chata mumbled out onto Jayla’s clit as he lashed it with his big, pink tongue.


  Pemba felt the bed lurch and shudder under her as she climbed up on it and around behind Chata’s uplifted ass. Reaching out, she dug her fingers into the cheeks of Chata’s fat ass and slowly spread them apart to bare the furled pucker of his clenched asshole. Sticking out her tongue, she leaned down and probed the wrinkled opening as she dropped one hand down between Chata’s thighs and grabbed hold of his big, stiff prick.


  “Yeah, like that—” Chata muttered out into Jayla’s pussy as Pemba swirled the tip of her tongue round and round the pucker of his anus while she jerked her fisted hand up and down his cock. It was degrading enough to do it when they were alone, but doing it in front of Jayla made it all that much more humiliating. But he would pay for it, she swore. Dearly.


  She could feel the effects of the cigar smoke weakening bit by bit as she continued to rim Chata’s asshole while she jerked him off.


  Then she heard Jayla moaning and groaning.


  “Gonna come, Daddy, gonna come…” Jayla whimpered but Pemba could see none of it as she had her face buried down in the crack of Chata’s fat ass. Then she heard Jayla gasp as the bed began to jiggle and shake. Jayla was coming, Pemba sensed.


  “Enough—” Chata muttered, wriggling his ass, pushing on her shoulder as he clambered up between Jayla’s outstretched legs. “Put it in her,” Chata ordered, his ass bouncing up and down as he probed the slippery flesh between his daughter’s legs with the big, black head of his dick.


  “Fuck, can’t you do anything yourself,” Pemba cursed, grabbing hold of his huge black dick and bending it down to the slippery breach of Jayla’s tight, little cunt. Fitting the rounded tip of his cock in the fleshy, pink slit, she held onto his big, black penis as he began to push down into Jayla’s accepting pussy.


  “So fucking big—” Jayla complained through gritted teeth, lifting her legs off the bed, clamping her thighs around Chata’s thick waist and locking her ankles together over her father’s sweaty back.


  It was so wrong, but how could she blame Chata for what he was doing? Hadn’t she done the identical thing with Milek? But somehow that seemed different. She didn’t know how it was different, but it just was. Then Pemba found her hand trapped between Chata’s belly and Jayla’s mons as Chata kept pushing in more and more cock. Pulling her hand out from between them, she heard Jayla complaining.


  “Fuck, Daddy, you stretching my poor, little cunt all out of shape,” she fussed.


  “And you fucking love it—” Chata grunted, rolling his hips, grinding himself against her.


  “Yeah, Daddy, I do,” Jayla growled, slamming her heels into Chata’s fat, black ass. “Fuck me—”


  It was disgusting watching Chata and Jayla, but Pemba couldn’t stop staring. Then Chata pulled back and Pemba saw his huge black dick come sliding back out of Jayla’s tight little cunt. But now it was dripping wet, covered with his daughter’s slippery juices.


  Chata grunted, his hips lurching forward, his cock disappearing inside Jayla again as the bed lurched and Pemba watched.


  “Yeah, Daddy, fuck me good,” Jayla giggled, the muscles in her legs tightening as she pulled her father back down inside her.


  The effect of the cigar smoke had almost disappeared as Pemba quietly backed off the bed while it rocked back and forth under Jayla’s sweaty back. Maybe it was time to take action, she told herself. Strike while Chata was distracted. Grab a potion to put him under her control and then seek her revenge.


  Slowly, Pemba began backing away from the bed hoping that Chata wouldn’t notice she was gone until it was too late. She wouldn’t have to act fast because Chata was known for his staying power. And she had first-hand knowledge of that. She’d seen him last for a full hour on several occasions.


  Backing out through the door, Pemba went rushing down to the pantry where she kept her potions. Running her eyes down the rows of vials, she spotted the one she wanted and pulled it off the shelf. Smiling to herself, she held the vial with the dark purple fluid in it up to the light to examine it. Yes, it was just the right shade of purple, she laughed. She was only supposed to use a few drops, but she was going to give Chata the whole fucking vial. She just had to wait for the opportunity.


  Just then she heard a gasp—


  Oh, no, had Chata caught her?


  “Mom—” Milek snorted.


  What the fuck was he doing home? He was supposed to be over at Runako’s. Spinning around to face him, she saw he was gawking at her, his eyes flitting up and down her body. Then she remembered she was still naked. No wonder he was gawking at her.


  “Mom?” Milek grinned, his hands dropping down to the front of his pants.


  She didn’t have time for that now. Maybe later…after Chata was disposed of.


  “No, not now,” Pemba muttered, clutching the vial in her chubby hand as she headed back toward her bedroom.


  “Why not?” Milek wanted to know, looking slighted.


  “Your father is here,” Pemba told him, pushing around him.


  “You been fucking him?” Milek jealously asked and Pemba could hear the anger in his voice.


  “No, I ain’t been fucking him,” she snarled back at him. “He’s been too busy fucking your sister for that.”


  “Pa…Jayla?” Milek muttered, his jaw dropping.


  “Yeah, your fucking Daddy is fucking your Sister right now,” Pemba muttered.


  “Where?”


  “Down in my bedroom, damn it,” Pemba cursed, stepping down the hallway.


  “Really?”


  “No, I just made it up to see what you’d do,” she barked back at him. “Yes, really. Come look if you don’t believe me.”


  “Okay…” Milek mumbled.


  They both stepped up to the door at the same time.


  “Jeez—” Milek gulped as they stood watching Chata’s big, black ass methodically bounding up and down between Jayla’s long, cocoa-colored legs. Like polished ebony, Chata’s ass was glistening wetly under the sheen of perspiration covering it. Jayla still had her thighs clamped around Chata’s thick waist and her tiny, pink-soled feet were waving back and forth above Chata’s sweaty back as he hammered into her with fierce determination. Jayla’s long arms were stretched out around her legs, her claws bared and digging into Chata’s ass urging him on as he huffed and puffed atop her.


  “I gotta come—” they heard Chata wheeze out, his black ass picking up speed as it jerked back and forth. “Can’t hold it back—”


  “NO, don’t come, not yet, I ain’t done,” Jayla frantically wailed, her arms and legs pumping back and forth with him, urging, coaxing, trying to get him to move faster. “Hold it, Daddy, don’t come—not yet—” Jayla whimpered.


  “Can’t—gonna—Fuck—” Chata rumbled, his big, black ass lurching forward driving his cock into Jayla as deep as it would go. Then it began to jiggle and shake as the knot just above his scrunched up balls began to contract and tighten while he pumped Jayla tight little cunt full of cum.


  “I AIN’T DONE—” Jayla screamed, her fists slamming into Chata’s back as his big, black ass continued to tighten and relax over and over again. Then thick, creamy cum began to bubble out around the thick, black shaft of Chata’s embedded cock as he held it shoved down inside the cum-drenched depths of his daughter’s pussy.


  “Done…” Chata tiredly muttered as he collapsed down on top of Jayla.


  “You fucking asshole,” Jayla sobbed, pushing at him, shoving him off her as his big, stiff prick came wetly slithering out of her cum-slathered pussy. Then Jayla saw Milek standing in the doorway beside Pemba.


  “Milek, honey,” Jayla purred, a big smile spreading across her pink lips, “could you do your sister a great big favor?”


  “Uh, yeah, uh, I guess…what?” Milek dumbly asked.


  “Could you bring that big, black cock of yours over here and finish what your Daddy started?” she smiled, spreading her legs wider apart, brushing her fingers down the pink slit that was still oozing out Chata’s cum.


  “Ma?” Milek muttered, looking at Pemba.


  “Do it,” Pemba wearily muttered. “Finish her. No use her having to suffer cause Chata wasn’t man enough to finish the job.”


  “Yes, Ma’am—” Milek hissed, shoving his pants down his legs, hopping around on one foot trying to get them off as Jayla lay playing with herself as she watched him. While all this was transpiring, Chata was laying on his back beside Jayla, peacefully snoring.


  Smiling to herself, Pemba walked over to the bed and leaned down over her sleeping ex-husband. Sticking her fingers in his mouth, she pried it open and quickly emptied the contents of the vial into it.


  The moment the liquid splashed down onto his tongue, Chata’s big, brown eyes flew open as he gawked up at Pemba in horror.


  “What?” he sputtered, clutching at his throat. “What’d you do?”


  “Now it’s my turn to be the boss,” Pemba coldly told him looking down and seeing that even though he’d finished, his big, black dick was still hard and stiff. “How come you still hard? You use a potion?”


  “Yeah, wanted to give you a good time,” he mumbled. “Didn’t know Jayla would show up.”


  “Well, hell’s bells, be a shame to waste it…being it’s your last time to use it,” Pemba chuckled, lifting her knee up on the bed and crawling up on it.


  “What you mean?” Chata asked with a shaky voice.


  “After I’m finished with it,” she laughed, lifting her leg across his belly, straddling him, “I’m going to introduce you and old King Kong here to a gator friend of mine.”


  “What?” Chata gasped.


  “Don’t move,” Pemba cackled, watching his muscles all lock up. “Just lay back and enjoy it, cause it’s gonna be your last one,” she snickered, reaching down between her legs and lifting Chata’s cock off his belly. Then, holding his cock up under her, she lowered herself down on it. A blissful smile spread across her chubby face as Chata’s big, black dick went sliding up inside her.


  “Ah, yessss, this brings back some fond memories, doesn’t it, dear,” she smiled down at Chata as the big, chocolate-colored lips of her pussy settled down around the base of Chata’s big cock.


  “Um-huh,” Chata slurred, his muscles bulging out as he tried unsuccessfully to lift his arms off the bed.


  “Just relax, honey, ain’t nothing you can do to stop it, so enjoy it,” she cackled, pushing up and letting his cock squeeze back up the channel of her pussy. “So fucking big,” she laughed.


  The bed lurched, stopping her in mid-stroke. Letting herself settled back down on Chata’s big, black cock, she looked over just in time to see Milek crawling up between Jayla’s outstretched legs.


  “A nice big one,” Jayla cooed, reaching under Milek’s belly and grasping hold of his cock. “Not as big as Daddy’s, but big enough,” she giggled, bending his cock down between her legs and seating it in the little pink slit between her splayed out pussy lips. “Push—”


  “Yes, Ma’am,” Milek grunted, curling his hip and pushing down into the tight, clasping sheath of his sister’s pussy. “Nice and tight,” Milek exclaimed, as his big, black balls slapped up against his sister’s tight, little ass.


  “Ain’t had no complaints in that department,” Jayla murmured, clenching her muscles, squeezing her cunt down around Milek’s big cock.


  Shaking her head, Pemba leaned down over Chata letting her big tits rest on Chata’s chest as she began to rock up and down on his cock. Sweat was beginning to form on her brow, running down her cheeks, dripping off her chin and onto her tits as they jiggled and rippled, softly slapping against Chata’s chest. She’d always loved the way old King Kong felt sliding in and out of her…and she still did as her big booty bounced up and down above him rippling and heaving every time it splatted down on his belly. She could hear the vulgar slap of her big, wet pussy slapping down on Chata’s belly every time she slammed down on old King Kong. Chata’s big, brown eyes had a panicky look in them as he lay staring up at her his muscles bulging out while he futilely tried to lift his arms off the bed.


  “You gonna come for Pemba, too?” Pemba laughed, picking up the speed as the bed lurched back and forth wildly under the gyrations of the fornicating couples. “You got anything left in these things?” Pemba snickered, leaning back, running her hand down between Chata’s muscular legs and giving his balls a somewhat less than friendly squeeze. “Or did you shoot it all into your daughter’s tight, little cunt?”


  “Yeah, bitch, I gave it all to her,” Chata snarled, straining up against her. “I didn’t save a single fucking drop for your old cunt. I gave it all to Jayla.”


  “That’s okay cause Milek got plenty ‘nuff to go around, don’t you honey,” she smiled over at Milek, dropping Chata’s balls back down between his legs.


  “Yeah, Ma, always save a little back for you,” Milek panted frantically humping away at his sister.


  “I knew I could count on you, baby,” Pemba snickered as she began to rock up and down on Chata again.


  The obscene sound of their fucking bounced back off the walls of Pemba’s bedroom making it all seem somehow more gross and disgusting than it already was. Pemba could feel the pressure building up inside her and she knew she was about to finish. Working harder, she struggled for it. Her mountainous tits were heaving up and down wildly, slinging sweat everywhere. The bed was creaking and groaning loudly, threatening to collapse any second. The headboard had just about knocked a hole in the wall and it banged against it over and over again.


  All at once, Pemba gave out a gasping groan as she slammed down around Chata’s cock and began to shake and tremble.


  “Oh, yeah, oh, yeah—” she shrieked out, her long, sharp fingernails digging down into Chata’s chest, drawing blood as her spewing pussy pattered up and down on his belly.


  At last it was over.


  “You didn’t come?” she smirked down at Chata who lay under her scowling up at her. “Too bad cause it was your last chance,” she cackled, pushing up off him, lifting her hefty leg over his and rolling off the lurching bed.


  “Hurry up, Milek,” she urged her son. “I’m gonna need your help out in the swamp.”


  “You ain’t really gonna do this, are you?” Chata complained.


  “Yes, I’m really gonna do this,” Pemba fussed back, draping her housecoat over her shoulders and tying it.


  “I’ll leave and never come back,” Chata promised. “Promise…”


  “Yeah, you’re right about that,” Pemba laughed. “You’re leaving and you ain’t never coming back. Mr. Gator will see to that.”


  “Please, Pemba, for old time’s sake,” Chata begged.


  “You shoulda thought bout that when you ran off with that little cunt,” Pemba growled, jerking a blanket off the bed and pitching it on him. “Now get up and wrap that around you. Cover that thing up so nobody can see it,” she chuckled, shaking her head, seeing that Chata was still sporting a ten-inch erection.


  Like a zombie, Chata staggered up onto his feet and wrapped the blanket around himself. Then shoving his cock inside the blanket, he pulled it tight around him. “Please, Pemba, don’t do this.” He muttered, shivering.


  Turning around, she reached out and gave Milek a resounded slap on his bounding ass.


  “Hurry up,” she smirked.


  “Yeah, almost, almost,” he huffed as all of a sudden Jayla’s whole body went stiff and she began to shake and shiver.


  “Good job,” Pemba chuckled, watching Milek’s sweaty, black ass grind to a halt. “Now let’s get going.


  “But I ain’t finished,” Milek complained.


  “I’ll take care of that when we get back from the swamp,” she grinned.


  “Ma, you want me to come, too?” Jayla asked.


  “No, you stay here and clean up this mess. I ain’t gonna be sleeping in no bed filled with cum and cunt juice,” she laughed.


  “But you said…” Milek complained.


  “We’ll use your bed and you can sleep in it,” Pemba chuckled.


  “Okay,” Milek told her, not wanting to make his mother angry in the mood she was in. He didn’t want to become gator bait, too.


  Rifling through Chata’s fancy, new trousers, Pemba found the keys to the Caddie and tossed them to Milek. “Go warm up your new car.”


  Catching the keys in the air, Milek giggled, “I get to keep it?”


  “Unless you don’t want it,” Pemba grinned back at him. “A present from your father…”


  “Yipeee,” Milek laughed, starting for the door.


  “Put some clothes on first,” Pemba chuckled


  


  The swamp was eerily quiet as the long, black Caddie crept up in front of Pemba’s little shanty and shuddered to a stop. The full moon cast its shimmering reflection across the murky waters as Pemba crawled out of the car and held the door open for Chata.


  “Come on out, Chata. It’s dinner time for Mr. Gator,” she chuckled.


  “Please, Pemba, Please don’t do this,” he sobbed, staggering out into the humid night air. “I’ll do anything you say…


  “I know,” Pemba laughed, “the potion I gave you works like that.”


  “Here, give me my blanket, you don’t need it no more. Ain’t nobody here to see that fucking cock of yours…’cept me and the gators, and I done had my fill of it for the night anyway,” she told him.


  “Please—” Chata mumbled, handing her the blanket, huddling by the car shivering.


  Shining her flashlight out into the swamp, she focused it on a twisted, gnarly stump of what had once been a towering cypress tree.


  “There, that one will work fine,” she told Milek. “There’s some rope hanging there on my shack. Help your father out to that stump and tie him to it so he don’t try to get away.”


  “Come on, Pa…” Milek grinned, grabbing his father by the arm and tugging him out into the water.


  Pemba held the flashlight trained on them as they went splashing out into the water and loudly waded over to the stump. She could hear Chata sobbing and wailing as Milek went about securing him to the stump and came tromping back across the pond to where she stood holding the light pointed at Chata.


  Then she slowly swept the beam of the flashlight around the lagoon until she spotted two beady, red eyes floating on the surface of the pond slowly making their way toward the sobbing, begging Chata.


  “Dinner is served Mr. Gator,” she laughed, turning the flashlight back on Chata who was blubbering like a baby as he struggled to free himself from the ropes holding him tied to the stump. Then Pemba focused the beam of the flashlight right on Chata’s stiff, ten-inch erection.


  “Here, Mr. Gator, you can start with this for an appetizer,” she cackled as she and Milek looked on.


  The glowing red eyes moved closer and closer to the sobbing Chata until they were right in front of the cowering man. Then the water in front of Chata swirled and suddenly his penis disappeared in a splash of frothy red water.


  “OH MY GOD—” Chata screamed, floundering in the water, churning up a foamy red spume.


  Then there was another swirl in the water and suddenly it was quiet, the only sound the slapping of the waves ebbing up on the shore.


  The beam of the flashlight revealed the bottom of Chata’s torso floating on the water, rocking with the waves as it slowly sank under them while the upper half of his body was still held to the stump by the ropes. Chata’s head was drooped down, his chin resting on his blood-smeared chest, his sightless eyes staring down into the bloody red waters below.


  “Well, I guess he won’t be bothering us no more,” Pemba smiled, flicking off the flashlight and crawling back into the car with Milek.


  


  A year passed…


  There were three cars parked in the driveway of the Snowcroft mansion; Simone’s shadow gray matte Mercedes-Benz SL class convertible; Ashton’s guard red Porsche Carrera GT; and Milek’s black raven Cadillac Escalade/ESV.


  Upstairs, in the mansion, in the guest room that had recently been converted into a nursery, there were three bright, shiny new cribs. There was a little black baby asleep in the first crib and a little mulatto baby peacefully sleeping the next crib while across the room, Pemba was sitting in her rocking chair, slowly rocking back and forth holding another baby cradled against one of her big, black tits while it sucked out its dinner. Unlike the other two babies, this baby’s pale, pink skin, contrasted sharply with the dark, chocolate-brown of Pemba’s skin as it pawed and groped Pemba’s breast and sucked on the big, brown nozzle protruding out of its darkened tip. The baby was blissfully unaware that Pemba was not its mother. Its only concern was the sweet, white milk flowing out of the big, black udder.


  Meanwhile, down in Simone’s bedroom, there was more nursing going on, but on a larger scale. Simone was laying in the middle of her bed, buck naked with Milek lying next to her. Milek had his big, black hand wrapped around one of Simone’s lily-white teats, squeezing it, milking it while he suckled on the big, puffy nipple sticking out of the circle of pebbled flesh capping it. While Milek nursed, Simone’s fingers were busy fondling and caressing his big, limp penis.


  “I suppose I should go down and relieve Pemba before you suck me dry and I don’t have any milk left for the babies,” Simone mumbled, playfully pushing Milek’s shoulder, pushing him away from her big, white tit.


  “Them babies so damned lucky,” Milek complained, grabbing for Simone’s big, saggy tits as she rolled out of bed. “They get all the milk they want and I have to settle for left overs.”


  “You’re one to talk,” Simone chuckled, seeing that Milek’s black lips were covered with a frothy ring of white milk as he licked his big pink tongue around them to lick it away.


  “I’ll tell your mother to save some for you,” Simone laughed, slipping her long, sheer house robe on over her shoulders. “You seem to prefer chocolate milk anyway,” Simone snickered, slipping her feet into the high-heeled slippers sitting on the floor beside her bed.


  “Funny—” Milek smirked, rolling over on his back, shoving his arms under his head as he watched Simone clop across the room and out into the hallway.


  “Tell Ma I’m waiting…” Milek hollered out.


  “I will,” Simone hollered back as she went clacking down the hall.


  Across from Ashton’s door, Simone stopped. Leaning against the door, she pressed her ear against it and listened. She could faintly hear a faint tapping inside. Smiling, she reached down and quietly turned the doorknob. Pushing the door open a couple of inches, she peeked inside.


  Ashton was lying on his back in the middle of his bed and Jayla was sitting astride him, straddling him. Jayla was leaning down over him with her little black hands spread out on Ashton’s hairy chest while she humped her pussy up and down on Ashton’s big, pink dick. They must have been going at it for some time, Simone thought to herself, because Jayla’s long, slender back was covered with a film of glistening sweat. Wishing it was her atop Ashton, she quietly closed the door and continued on down the hallway.


  It was crazy. The five of them living together like this, she thought to herself. We need another boy…or man though, she laughed. She didn’t mind sharing Ashton with Pemba and Jayla, but if there was another guy in the mix, she would be able to spend more quality time with him. He was HER son after all, wasn’t he? I wonder, if Milek has any black friends who would like some free room and board…with benefits…or maybe Pemba could conjure up something with her voodoo…her Dark Voodoo…


  


  The End
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