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Chapter One - Oh, I Go By
Several Different Names




 


Wade Clements spent a lot
of time out back in the old shed his father had converted into a
workshop. Especially, since he had discovered his father’s
stockpile of porno magazines. Today was no exception as he sat on a
workbench with his pants pulled down around his knees, his cock in
his hand as he slowly stroked his eighteen-year-old prod. He was
leafing through one of magazines entitled ‘Neighbors”, Volume III.’
He found it the most exciting all the magazines his father owned
since it depicted all sorts of sex between boys about his own age
and women between forty and fifty. For some reason, he found older
women more sexually attractive than younger women and girls. And
specifically, this one segment in this magazine because the woman
in the pictures looked very much like his neighbor, Norma
Clemons.

“Damn, I’d trade my left
nut for a piece of pussy like this,” he groaned as he stroked his
big, thick cock.

“Well, I am ready to
deal...” he heard a voice say.

The book went flying to
floor as he scrambled up, jerking his pants back up to hide his
jutting penis.

“What th—” he blurted out
as his eyes swept around the shed looking for the source of the
voice.

“Me. Out here. In the
tree.”

“Huh?” he grunted looking
out the open window to find a huge, black raven sitting in the tree
by the shed.

“By the way, nice dick you
have there,” the voice went on. “What is it, a eight or
nine-incher? And nice and thick, too. Just the way the women like
them.”

“Who? Who are
you?”

“Who do you
think?”

“You’re a bird. A fucking
raven. How can you be talking?”

“Guess again.”

“I, uh, I, naw, it couldn’t
be.”

“Could be. I go by several
different names,” the gravelly voice said.

“You…you aren’t the, the,
Devil are you?”

“The Devil. Satan. Lucifer.
Beelzebub. the Prince of darkness. Old scratch. I go by them all,
but you can call me Luce.”

“Is this some kind of
joke?”

“Not on my part. How about
you. You aren’t trying to trick me are you? I don’t like to be
tricked. I can make it pretty nasty for you if I think you called
me down here for nothing.”

“I, uh, I didn’t, uh,
didn’t know that I called you.”

“Well, I distinctly heard
you say that you would trade your left nut for a piece of pussy.
Didn’t I?”

“Uh, yeah, I guess so,”
Wade mumbled, feeling the hair on the back of his neck stand on
end.

“Then you’re ready to do
some trading, I presume.”

“Uh, I don’t know. What do
you mean?”

“Well, for the first thing,
I don’t need any more left testicles. I’ve got closets and closets
full of them and frankly, I’m just not dealing in nuts
anymore.”

“What do you mean?” Wade
repeated himself.

“I’m looking for something
a little more substantial if you know what I mean.”

“Huh?”

“I need souls. Not
balls.”

“Oh. Oh. Oh, I don’t know
about that...” Wade mumbled, feeling his balls cringe up around the
base of his dick as the Raven’s face seemed to turn into a sneering
caricature of Jack Nicholson.

“Let’s see,” the abrasive
voice went on, “what kind of deal can I make you that might entice
you?”

“I don’t
know...”

“It would have to do with
pussy, I assume.”

“Yeah, I guess, but I don’t
think I want to trade with you...”

“Oh, come on, now, let’s
talk. How do you know you don’t want to deal until you have heard
what I have to offer?”

“Huh!”

Wade couldn’t believe that
this was really happening. He was sitting in his father’s workroom
carrying on a conversation with a fucking bird. Was he crazy? First
of all, birds couldn’t talk. And even if they could, this was just
dumb.

“Dumb?”

“What?”

“Did I hear the term,
dumb?” The bird asked him.

Shit, the bird must have
read his mind, he feverishly thought.

“That wasn’t
nice.”

How did it know? Oh, shit,
maybe it was real.

“You bet your fucking ass
it’s real.

What in the hell had he
gotten himself into?

“That is a very apropos
statement,” the raven cackled.

A shock ran down Wade’s
spine as he realized the bird seemed to be reading his
thoughts.

“Back to our deal,” the
big, black fowl croaked, fluttering over to the windowsill and
landing on it.

Wade sat looking into the
icy, black eyes of the bird as it eyed him up and down for several
seconds.

“Okay. How about this,” it
finally clucked. “I will give you a magic phrase that will allow
you to fuck any woman in the world. Anytime. Anywhere. All you have
to do is say the words and she’ll become putty in your hands...or
more appropriate…pussy on your cock…”

“Wow,” Wade blurted out,
imagining what he could do with such a weapon. No woman on earth
would be safe from him and his cock.

“You can really do
that?”

“Of course. Why would I
offer it, if I couldn’t?”

But, but I would have to
give you my soul. Right?”

“Something like
that.”

“I don’t know. Eternity in
hell is an awful long time.”

“Hey, what if you end up
there anyway? Then you would have gotten it for free,” the raven
chortled. “You would have put one over on the devil
himself.”

“Yeah, but I’d still be in
hell. Some deal.”

“But look at all the free
pussy you would have had.”

Wade was tempted, but after
a few moments of thought, he decided that the payment was just too
stiff.

“I don’t think
so.”

“Okay. I can deal. How
about this? You only have to spend a year in hell for every time
you use it. How about that? Use the word ten times…you spend ten
years in hell…a hundred times…a hundred years…once…one year and so
on.”

Wade sat staring at the
bird as he thought it over.

“I don’t know. A hundred
years is a long time to spend in hell,” he finally said.

“Hey, how do you know what
hell is really like anyway. You can’t believe all those stories
you’ve heard. Look at the source. Preachers. Right?”

“Uh, yeah, uh, I guess so.
So what?”

“Hey, if hell wasn’t a bad
place to go, they would be out of a job and have to go to work for
a living, wouldn’t they? And you know what a lazy lot they are. Get
paid to give a couple of dumb talks a week. What a
deal.”

“Yeah, I guess so,
but...”

“But, what?”

“What if I changed my
mind?”

“Simple. Don’t use the
word. Don’t pay. How can you lose?”

“I don’t know,” Wade
mumbled, trying to sort through all the thoughts swirling around
inside his brain. “I just don’t know.”

“You got one minute before
I am out of here. I got other deals to make. So hurry up and
decide. You aren’t the only boy in the world who wants to fuck his
neighbor.”

“Huh? How did you know
that? Oh, yeah, that’s right, you can read my mind.”

“Well? What is it going to
be?”

“I guess okay.” he
muttered.

“Hey, if I don’t use it, I
don’t go to hell. But if I want to, at least I’ll have it. Nothing
says I have to use it. Right?

“That’s right...” The Raven
snickered, flapping its wings and hopping up and down.

“Huh...”

“So it’s a deal
then?”

“I, uh, I, uh, I guess,”
Wade sputtered.

Just then the raven jerked
a scroll of paper out from under its wing and shoved it at Wade.
Then it pulled out a wing feather and handed it to Wade. “Sign
right there—“ it squawked, pointing its wing to the bottom of the
page.

“Okay,” Wade mumbled,
taking the feather and signing the document.

As soon as he finished, the
raven grabbed up the paper, rolled it back up and stuck it back
under his wing.

“Okay. Here is the phrase:
‘Moloch. Moloch. Moloch. Make her obey.”

“That’s it. That is all
there is to it? ‘Moloch. Moloch. Moloch. Make her obey.”

“Whoa! Are you trying to
use it on me? It won’t work. Only works on women.”

“No, I wasn’t trying to use
it on you, you frigging crow. I just wanted to make sure that I had
it right. That’s all.”

“Okay. That one will be on
the house. But for every time you use it from now on. One year.
Remember?

“Okay. Okay.”

“Now, when you want to turn
it off, you say: Moloch. Moloch. Moloch. Stop and make it go
away.”

“Uh, okay.”

“Anything else, cause I
gotta be running along. Uh, I mean flying off,” the raven
snickered, “There’s some guy named Romney who’s talking about the
presidency.”

“Uh, I guess not,” Wade
mumbled as he watched the black bird hop down the windowsill and
prepare to take off.

“I’ll check back with you
later to see how things are going. So if you have any questions,
I’ll answer them then.”

Then with a flap of its
long, black wings, the bird swooped into the air and was
gone.

Wade sat shaking his head
in disbelief as he tried to figure out what had just happened. Had
it really happened? Or was it just a figment of his overactive
libido?

There was one big problem.
It would cost him a year in hell to find out if it had happened or
not.

“Damn,” he said out loud.
“He sure put one over on me.”

But if it was true, no
woman on earth would be safe. He could fuck any of them. Any woman
alive. Wow. It was scary to even think about it.

Bending down, he picked up
the magazine that had fallen to the floor when the Devil had
frightened him. He stared down at the picture of the woman who
reminded him of his neighbor. And then he saw the feather. The big,
black feather lying onto the ground by where the magazine had
been.

“I think I am about to
spend a year in hell,” he groaned, closing the book and slipping it
back into its hiding place.

Snapping his pants, Wade
pulled up the zipper and walked over to the door.

Strolling across the lawn
to the back door of his house, he realized that he still had a hard
on. Well, if the devil was right, he would soon be using it on his
dear, sweet, unsuspecting neighbor. If it worked.

Stepping around the hedge
dividing the two yards, he heard his mother in the kitchen washing
dishes.

Tiptoeing over to the
kitchen door, he looked in. There she was, standing at the kitchen
sink with her back to him her arms moving up and down as she dried
a plate.

Stepping into the kitchen,
he stood watching her for several seconds.

His mother? Was he crazy?
Or just sick? Well, it was one way to find out wasn’t it? Hell, if
it worked on her, it would work on any woman, wouldn’t it? But he
was afraid. Afraid to try out his newly-gained power. Afraid to try
it and find out it didn’t work. And at the same time, afraid to try
it and find out it did work.

She was wearing a light,
summer dress and had an apron around her waist. Her long, blond
hair was tied up in a bun and perched on top of her head to keep it
off her neck in the hot, summer heat. In the warm stillness of the
room, he could see light sparkling on the sheen of perspiration on
her neck as she slowly dried the plate. She seemed to be totally
oblivious to him as she stared out the open window into the back
yard.

Taking a deep breath, Wade
quickly cleared his throat.

“Moloch. Moloch. Moloch.
Make her obey,” he growled, his voice breaking with
anticipation.

As he spoke, his mother
suddenly stopped moving. Then, with her back still to him, she
slowly sat down the plate and the dishtowel down on the counter by
the sink.

As he fearfully watched on,
she reached around behind her back and untied the apron
strings.

She still hadn’t given any
indication that she even knew he was in the room as she
methodically folded the apron and laid it on the counter. Then, she
ever so slowly turned around and faced him.

As she did, he saw that she
had a funny, almost mischievous look in her eyes as she stared back
at him. Then she smiled at him and started unbuttoning the top
button of her dress.

Was it just the heat? Maybe
she was just going to unbutton the top button.

But no. It
wasn’t.

He couldn’t believe it as
she slowly flicked open another and another button until her dress
was unbuttoned all the way down to her waist.

Wade followed her hands
with his eyes as button after button came undone. Now he could see
her plain, white brassiere through the opening in her dress as she
unblushingly stared back at him. Then with a smirking smile on her
pretty lips, she reached up and leisurely slid her fingers under
one shoulder of her dress and pushed it down her arm.

As she repeated the process
on the other shoulder, Wade openly gawked at the unadorned, no
nonsense brassiere that held her substantial bosom restrained
inside it.

It was really working, he
told himself as he watched her nonchalantly reach behind her back.
As he waited breathlessly, he suddenly saw the brassiere go slack
and then fall down off her big, beautiful breasts as she brought
her arms down.

There they were. Her tits!
Big, wondrous breasts. Big, round globes of quivering, white flesh,
drooping down from her chest.

As he openly gaped at the
pendulous marvels, she reached up to one and slowly ran her finger
around the circle of dark, pebbled flesh capping its tip. His mouth
dropped open in amazement as she flicked the hard, protruding
nipple jutting out of the center of the circle of darkened skin. It
looked as big around as a stack of quarters, Wade thought as he
tried to swallow the bale of cotton he suddenly found in his
mouth.

“Well. Do you like them?”
he heard his mother ask.

“Uh, God, Uh, YES! They’re
gorgeous,” he blurted out.

“I’m glad that you like
them,” she smiled as she reached up to the knot of hair sitting
atop her head.

Suddenly, almost magically,
the knot of hair unraveled and came spilling down around her
angelic face like a golden waterfall. It spilled down over her
shoulders and stopped with the bottom of her golden curls just
touching the top of her breasts.

Wade was speechless as he
watched his mother unfasten the dainty, little belt wrapped around
her waist and let it drop to the floor.

He was in shock as she
started to slowly push her dress down over her wide, tapering
hips.

Then from outside, Wade
heard a car on the gravelly driveway in front of the
house.

Tearing his eyes away from
his mother, he jerked around and looked at the clock hanging on the
wall by the refrigerator. It was five fifteen.

“Fuck!” he blurted out as
his mother continued to slowly ease her dress down her hips
completely ignoring the sound of the car.

“Moloch. Moloch. Moloch.
Stop and make it go away,” he groaned, cursing his stupidity in not
thinking about the time.

He hadn’t had the phrase an
hour yet and he had already screwed up. One fucking year in hell
and for what? Well, at least he had got to see his mother’s
gorgeous tits.

“What! What is going...”
his mother sputtered, looking down at her naked breasts and then
back at Wade and then back down to her breasts.

“What is happening?” she
groaned, jerking her dress back up and trying to cover her big,
wiggling, jiggling breasts from his eyes.

“Dad’s home.” Wade stupidly
said, wishing he hadn’t been so stupid.

“What? What?” she
muttered.

“Run into the bathroom.
Hurry, he’ll be here any second,” Wade blurted out, pointing at the
door of the bathroom. “Hurry.”

“Oh, my, God,” she gasped,
lurching across the room and into the bathroom.

Just as the door to the
bathroom slammed shut, Wade heard his father step onto the
porch.

“Hi, son.” Wade heard his
father say as he came shuffling into the kitchen.

“Uh, hi, Dad,” Wade said,
unable to stop the blush that spread out over his face.

“Where’s your mom?” he
asked, looking over at the sink.

“Uh, I think she’s in the
bathroom,” he muttered, turning and starting out of the
kitchen.

“Is anything wrong?” he
heard his father ask as he started through the door.

“Uh, I don’t, uh, I don’t
think so,” he mumbled. “I’m just going up to my room. Tell mom to
holler when supper is ready.”

God, that was close, he
wheezed as he closed the door behind him. He’d nearly gotten
caught. He would have to be a lot more careful the next
time.

What was he saying? Was he
prepared to pay another year in hell to finish what he had started?
Of course he was. Why did he even ask such a stupid
question?

Damn, she had pretty
breasts, he thought to himself as images of his mother’s breasts
danced through his head. So big. So droopy. So sexy.

Just then, there was a low
tap on his door.

“Wade. Wade are you in
there?” He heard his mother whisper.

“Yes.”

“Can I come in for a
minute?”

“Sure,” he whispered back,
panic clutching at him as he wondered what she would do and
say.

He watched the door open
and his mother quickly slip inside his room.

“God, I am so sorry,” she
wheezed. “I want to apologize to you,” she said softly, her face
red with embarrassment. “I don’t know what in the world possessed
me to do that. Something just came over me and I couldn’t stop
myself.”

“That’s okay,” he mumbled,
not knowing what else to say.

“I am so ashamed of myself
I could die,” she went on. “Can you ever forgive me?”

“Mother, don’t worry about
it,” he mumbled, feeling terrible for what he had done to her, “It
is just between you and me. I won’t ever tell anyone.”

A strange, quizzical look
flitted across her face as she stared back at him. Then it was
gone.

“I’m so sorry,” she said.
“It won’t ever happen again.”

“It’s okay, Mom.
Really.”

“Well, supper will be ready
in about ten minutes,” she said, shaking her head and slipping back
out of his room.

Wade listened to her
footsteps as she walked down the hallway away from his
room.

“I wouldn’t bet on it not
happening again, Mother,” he laughed to himself.

The next morning, Wade woke
to the jangling ring of his alarm clock. Reaching over, he flicked
it off. Rolling over, he pulled the covers up under his chin and
waited. He knew that when he didn’t show up at the breakfast table,
his mother would soon be up to check on him.

Sure enough, five minutes
later, he heard her light tap on his door.

“Wade. Wade are you
awake?”

“Yeah, Mom. I’m
awake.”

“You’d better hurry or
you’ll be late for school.” he heard her say through the
door.

“I’m not going to school,
Mom,” he said. “I have a real bad belly ache.”

“Oh?”

Then the door slowly opened
and she stuck her head inside.

“I’ll get you some Alka
Seltzer,” she told him. “Maybe that will make you feel better.
Okay?”

“Thanks, Mom,” he lied to
her, wishing he didn’t have to start his day off with a shot of
antacid.

But that would be a small
price to pay for the prize he was after, he laughed to himself as
he watched her close the door and leave.

She was back before he knew
it. Handing him the glass of bubbly fizz, she waited, watching to
make sure he drank it.

“That was a good boy,” she
smiled at him as he handed her the empty glass. “I am going to go
finish your father’s breakfast and then I’ll be back to check on
you. Okay?”

“Sure, Mom,” he said,
faking a grimace, “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” she
smiled back at him, lovingly running her hand across his brow. “At
least you don’t have a fever.”

He watched her leave before
he threw the covers back and grabbed his thick, throbbing
cock.

“You didn’t check the right
place, Mom,” he chucked as he slowly stroked his cock while he
waited for her to return.

It seemed like hours passed
before he heard his father’s car start up outside in the driveway.
Then he heard the gravel pop and rustle under its tires as it
slowly backed down the driveway. Finally, with an asthmatic wheeze,
it groaned and started up the street. It took several moments for
the sound of its engine fade away into the distance.

At last, he
thought.

Then he listened for his
mother’s footsteps.

At last, he heard her
coming down the hall. Then he heard her stop by his door and it
came swinging open.

“How are you doing...OH, MY
God,” she gasped as she saw him lying in bed slowly running in his
hand up and down his hard on.

“Moloch. Moloch. Moloch.
Make her obey,” he laughed as she stood in the doorway gawking at
him.

It was like flicking a
switch inside of her head.

One moment her mouth was
hanging open in dumfounded bewilderment and then it slowly closed
into a leering grin as she slowly leaned against the doorframe and
watched him stroke his big, stiff cock.

“Oh,” she finally smirked,
reaching up and starting to unbutton her dress, “what a lovely
cock.”

Wade didn’t say a word. He
just lay there slowly running his hand up and down his cock as his
mother’s fingers flicked button after button open. But this time,
she didn’t stop until the last button was unbuttoned. Grinning, she
quickly popped the belt open and peeled her dress back over her
shoulders, letting it drop to the floor.

Wade quickly saw that she
wore a brassiere almost identical to the one she had worn the day
before, but this one did have a tiny edging of lace around the top.
Was this her concession to frivolity, he wondered as she reached
behind her and unfastened it. As she did, it went slack and
slithered down her arms, dropping to the floor in front of her. Her
big, pendant breasts jiggled beautifully as she dropped her hands
down to the waistband of her plain, nondescript, white cotton
panties. They were even more plain and ordinary than the brassiere
she had worn before.

She sure didn’t have a
flair for exotic underwear Wade thought to himself as she began to
push her panties down off her hips. But his eyes flew down to the Y
of her belly and legs, waiting for her pussy to come into
view.

As she leisurely slipped
the plain panties down, Wade suddenly found himself staring at the
veritable forest of soft, golden curls that covered her smooth,
sloping underbelly. As she pushed her panties down the rounded
swell of her hips, they suddenly went slithering down to the
floor.

Laughing softly, she
stepped out of the panties. Smiling lasciviously, she hooked the
panties on the toe of her shoe and kicked them toward
him.

Wade laughed as he watched
the panties fly across the room and land in a puddle on the foot of
his bed.

“Well, what do you think of
your dear, old Mom now?” she asked him, arcing her legs, pushing up
onto her toes and slowly pirouetting around in a circle.

“Gorgeous. Fucking
gorgeous,” he praised as he let his eyes explore territory that had
once been forbidden but now stood before him, open and invitingly
available.

While she wasn’t a beauty
queen, she was a good-looking woman, he thought as his eyes drank
in her nakedness. Hardly an ounce of flab anywhere. And she was his
mother! And seeing her standing there naked, made her seem like the
sexiest woman in the world. His mother, naked, standing before him,
asking him how he liked her. What more could he ask for?

“Would you like for me to
do that for you?” she asked him slinking toward his bed with the
grace and demeanor of a bitch cat in heat and on the
prowl.

“Sure,” Wade grinned,
watching her big droopy tits bobble and bounce as she stepped
toward him.

Without a moment’s
hesitation, she crawled up on the bed and slipped up between his
outstretched legs. Curling up between them, she gently pushed his
hand away from his upraised manhood. Wade felt his heartbeat
quicken as she wrapped her soft hand around the thick column of
rock-hard meat jutting up out of his groin.

“Oh, it is soooo hard,” she
softly hissed, squeezing it and slowly running her hand up and down
the entire length of the swollen shaft.

“And so fucking big,” she
cooed, squeezing and twisting her hand around it just below its
gargantuan head.

Wade couldn’t believe that
the woman curled up between his legs was the woman he had called
his mother all these years. Not his plain Jane mother. Not the same
woman who he had never even heard use a curse word. Was this the
real her? Was she really like this? Or was it the Devil’s magic
that was making her so, so wicked?

She didn’t give him a
chance to ponder the question as she quickly bent his cock toward
her.

He watched on in stunned
silence as she slowly opened her mouth and sucked the head of his
cock inside it. He could feel his seed-rich cum begin to seethe and
bubble inside his balls as he felt the wet heat of her mouth slowly
consume more and more of his prick.

Her long, blond hair
tickled his thighs as he watched his mother’s lips descending
farther and farther down the bloated shaft of his cock. She was
sucking and pulling on his pud so hard, it felt like she had shoved
their old, beat-up vacuum cleaner down on his cock. She already had
half of his big, thick sausage inside her mouth but she showed no
signs of stopping as her head dipped lower and lower. As her lips
moved down, he felt her hand release its hold on his cock and trail
down to his balls.

Lifting his balls, she
began to squeeze and pull on them.

Inside them, he could feel
his cum boiling and bubbling, preparing itself for an eruption the
likes of which the world had never witnessed. He just hoped that it
didn’t blow the back of her head off when it came shooting out of
his tormented prick.

Throwing his head back, he
closed his eyes and tried to control the eminent explosion that he
felt growing inside his balls. Fighting to hold back the surging
power building inside his testicles, he felt the bed shake and
shudder as the bed springs groaned in protest. Wondering what his
mother was up to, he started to open his eyes just as the fragrance
of his mother’s overheated womanhood filled his
nostrils.

There it was; the
beautiful, pink, gaping hole of his mother’s big, meaty cunt
hovering directly above his face. Only inches from his mouth. As he
stared up at the wondrous sight, he felt his mother’s mouth lazily
suck its way upward until he felt his cock slip out of her
mouth.

“Is that what you’ve been
wanting all these years?” she asked him, leisurely rolling her hips
and circling her wet, juicy pussy above his face.

“Yes,” he hissed, staring
up at the fleshy piece of heaven just above his face.

“Does it look like you
thought it would?” she asked him, nipping and nibbling at his
throbbing cockhead as it bobbed around under her.

“GOD! It’s beautiful,” he
groaned, staring up into the fleshy gash from which he had emerged
so long ago. Impossible, he thought, that he had been created,
nurtured, and carried inside its secret darkness.

“Can you see how wet it
is?” she murmured, running her tongue around the head of his
prick.

“Yessssss,” he wheezed,
staring at the glistening wetness of her cunt slowly circling above
his face.

“That is how wet you make
me.”

Then he saw the ring of
muscles encircling her pussy tense for just a moment as a big,
gummy drop of juice slowly oozed out of the tight, little hole.
Watching the drop, hypnotized by it he watched it slowly drip
downward toward his lips. Slowly dropping down, it lazily dripped
down toward his lips, trailing a strand of juice behind it linking
it to her weeping cunt. Then it touched his lips and he quickly
flicked his tongue out and lapped it up. Delicious. The hot, tart
taste of a woman in heat. His mother. His mother in heat. His
mother in heat for him.

Suddenly, he found the
aroma of her readiness suffocating him. Filling his nostrils and
mind with his need for her. He had to have her. But first, he would
feast on the fleshy wound...

Reaching up, he wrapped his
arms around her waist and roughly pulled her weeping pussy down
toward his lips. As the pungent, soft, slippery flesh touched his
lips, he shoved his face up into the sopping wetness. Groaning with
the joy of it all, he filled his nose and brain with her sweet,
cloying scent as he worshipped at the shrine of her womanhood. The
rich, earthy smell of her cunt filled his brain with lust and
desire. Now he knew how primitive man must have felt. The need to
impregnate her with his poisonous seed was overpowering. To push
his flesh inside her and let it spew forth its noxious burden
inside the hot, sucking depths of her secrecy. He could think of
nothing else. Even as she tried to draw out his bubbling essence
with her mouth, he couldn’t allow that to happen. He had to fill
her empty womb with his man-seed. He could only be satisfied by
filling her overripe readiness with his own seed.

“Awwwsshhheeeiiitttt,” he
growled out, grunting and twisting her body around.

“Mmmwwhhhaammmpppppfffff,”
she grumbled out around his thick cock.

“Fuck you! Have to fuck
you,” he gasped, jerking his hips back up and away from her
gobbling mouth.

Scrambling around, he
quickly straddled her. Looking down at his big, hard cock bobbing
above her drooling cunt, he watched her reach up and take hold of
it. Pushing the spit-drenched weapon down to the waiting gash
between her legs, she feverishly fitted purple mushroom cap of his
prick down into the slippery wetness of her cunt.

“In. In. Push it in,” she
panted as she let go of it and dug her nails into his
ass.

“Fuckkkkkkkkkk!” he
blathered out as he shoved his cock into her with all his
might.

The sound of their bodies
slapping together sounded like a clap of thunder as their bodies
melted together into scorching marriage of incestuous
consummation.

“Ahhh Godddd,” she
screeched out as she milked him with her cunt, trying to bring
forth the boiling treasure of his big, hard balls.

“Christttttt,” he groaned
out through gritted teeth, jerking his hips back and drawing his
weapon backwards preparing to stab it back into her
again.

With a growl of conquest,
he drove himself back down into her tight, clenching wetness
again.

As he did, she threw her
legs up and brought her heels crashing down onto his ass driving
him even deeper into the forbidden depths of her cunt.

Like a man possessed, he
began to hammer his cock in and out of her as she clawed and kicked
at him.

“Fuck, Fuck, FUCk, FUCK!”
he jabbered as his hips flew up and down, sending his loaded weapon
knifing in and out of her clinging secrecy.

Then, all at once, she
screamed out her elation as her body began to quiver and jerk
underneath him. He could feel the sharp points of her long, pink
fingernails pierce the skin of his ass as she pulled him down into
her deeper and deeper. The tight, clutching muscles of her pussy
sucked on his cock harder and harder as he fought to hold back the
tidal wave of cum that boiled and bubbled inside his
testicles.

But it was useless to fight
it.

A fireball of white-hot
pain burst inside his aching balls, sending out a gusher of cum so
hot it blistered the insides of his prick as it gushed through
it.

Then he was coming inside
her. Coming inside his mother. Filling her with his superheated
semen. Replacing himself with himself inside the hot depths of her
fertile core.

It felt like a bomb going
off inside his cock every time it jerked and spewed out gusher
after gusher of his thick, malignant cum into her until at last, he
could come no more...
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Chapter Two – The Return
of Scratch




 


Wade was waiting for his
mother to call him down to supper. Maybe he should have turned the
spell off, he thought to himself. What if his father, Walter caught
on to what was going on between them?

Just then, he heard a faint
knocking. What was that, he asked himself? As he listened, the
knocking became louder and the intervals between knocks grew
shorter and shorter. Rolling out of bed, he sneaked over to his
door and peeked out.

There was no one in the
hallway and the knocking seemed to be coming from his parent’s
bedroom. Slowly tiptoeing down the hallway, he made his way down to
the door of their bedroom. Pressing his ear to the door, he
listened.

He could hear the faint
sound of his mother’s voice calling out.

“Yes, Walter, yes,
harder...”

Then it dawned on him what
the knocking was.

It was the headboard of
their bed banging against the wall. They were fucking!

So the spell was all
encompassing, he laughed to himself. It didn’t only apply to him.
Under the influence of the spell, it appeared that his mother would
take on all comers. And his father was now the lucky recipient of
the spell’s potency.

Sensing that supper, if
there even going to be a supper, would be very, very late, he
stepped back away from the door and headed down stairs to make
himself a snack to tide him over.

Around nine o’clock, about
twenty minutes after the knocking had finally stopped, there was a
light tapping on his door.

“Wade, Honey, supper’s
ready,” he heard his mother giggle through the door.

Quickly stepping over to
the door, Wade jerked it open.

His mother was standing in
the hall with her frumpy old house coat draped over her shoulders.
It was unbuttoned, hanging open and baring all of her worldly
charms to Wade’s leering eyes.

“Moloch! “Moloch! Moloch!
Make it go away,” he exclaimed.

Again, just as before, it
was like a switch being flicked inside her brain as his mother’s
eyes flared open and darted down to her exposed body.

“Oh, for Christ’s sake,”
she fussed, grabbing hold of her robe and jerking it shut. “I’m
sorry—again—I just don’t know what’s gotten into me lately. I’ve
been feeling so strange all day long. It’s like I was someone else
or something...”

“That’s okay, Mom, I
understand,” Wade sympathized.

“I’m glad someone does,
because I sure the hell don’t,” she muttered. “Supper’s
ready...”

The next morning, Wade was
up with the chickens. Dressing quickly, he grabbed a sweet roll and
headed out the door for school.

After his successful trial
run with his mom, Wade had decided that he would stop by and see
Norma on his way home from school.

The day crawled by, but at
last the bell rang and school was over for the day...

Stepping up to Norma’s
front door, Wade tentatively knocked and waited.

He only had to wait a few
seconds before the door swung open and he found himself face to
face with his pretty neighbor, Norma.

“Why hello, Wade,” Norma
purred, batting her big, brown eyes at him. “Do come
in...”

Bowled over by the warm
reception, Wade stepped inside and Norma closed the door behind
him. Looking around, Wade was surprised by the furnishings of the
house. He felt like he had somehow been transported back to
medieval times. It was like stepping into a castle. All the
furniture was made of some type of heavy wood and painted black.
Even the paintings on the walls were depictions of scenes of
medieval times. And there were purple drapes hanging
everywhere.

“So what do I owe for the
pleasure of your company on this fine summer day as if I didn’t
know?” he heard Norma giggle.

Turning his attention from
the house back to Norma, he saw that she was smiling at him with a
hot, steamy look in her sultry eyes.

“Uh, I, uh, I just thought
I’d stop by and see if your yard needed mowing, or if there was
anything else you needed done,” he sheepishly grinned.

As he spoke, he let his
eyes wander down the long, flowing black gown she was wearing.
Strange apparel for so late in the day, he thought as the
shimmering, black satin caressed her body like a glove, emphasizing
and highlighting every charming curve.

“Well, I do have one thing
that I could use your help with,” she purred, slowly running her
fingers down over the curve of her hip. “But first I was just about
to have a drink. Could I fix you one, too?”

“Uh, yeah, sure, that would
be cool,” he murmured, watching her turn and step across the room
toward the large, ornate bar in the corner of the room.

As she walked, Wade watched
the sway of her hips under the gown and wondered what, if anything
she was wearing under the gown. He had always thought she was just
about the sexiest woman in the neighborhood, besides his mom, of
course. And seeing her dressed like she was did nothing to dispel
that. Then it dawned on Wade, as he heard the ping of her high
heels on the floor. She was wearing high heels under the
gown!

What was going on, he
wondered as he decided to join her at the bar? A gown and high
heels, he lecherously thought as he slowly padded across the room
toward where she stood pouring liquor into two glasses.

Should he spring the spell
on her now, or wait, he wondered as he stepped up beside
her?

Just then, Norma turned and
pushed his drink down to him.

“Why not now?” she asked
him, smiling and taking a sip on her drink while she eyed him over
the rim of the glass.

“Huh?” Wade muttered,
staring at her.

“Don’t you have something
that you want to say to me?” she asked, still smiling and watching
him like a cat eyeing a mouse.

“What, uh, what do you
mean?” he stammered, feeling the hairs on the back of his neck
stand up. Could she read his mind, too? Could she read his mind
just as the raven had done out in the shed yesterday, he fearfully
wondered...

“Oh, don’t worry about old
Scratch,” she laughed softly. “He’s out trying to talk some other
sucker out of his soul...”

“Huh?” Wade mumbled,
feeling like a piece of meat on a skewer.

“He told me all about it.
About how you traded your soul for pussy,” she smiled, tilting her
head back and tossing the rest of her drink down. “And he told me
about your fantasy about me, too. So, I assume that you came over
to try out your spell on me... Right?”

“Uh, uh, yeah, uh, I guess
so...” he choked out, watching her as she toyed with the little,
red ribbon at the neck of her gown.

“Well... let’s not cheat
old Scratch out of his year,” she murmured, tugging on the ribbon.
“Say it!”

“Uh, uh, Moloch! Moloch!
Moloch! Make her obey,” he mumbled, watching her as the gown went
sliding down off her shoulders.

What he saw when the gown
went sliding down sent a spark of excitement racing down to his
cock. Norma had apparently been anticipating his visit as she was
wearing a frilly, black corset, black fishnet hose, and knee high,
black leather boots with at least five-inch, spike
heels.

Like a deer caught in a
car’s headlights, Wade stood gawking at her.

“Well...” she smiled,
reaching up and cupping her droopy breasts as they hung down over
the top edge of her corset. “Do you like?”

“Damn... you’re fucking
gorgeous,” he finally muttered, dropping his eyes down to her
exposed pussy.

“So I take it you
approve...” she smiled, easing one of her breasts back down onto
the corset and slowly running her hand down to her
pussy.

“Oh, yeah... yeah, I
approve,” Wade exclaimed, watching her finger her big, marble-sized
clit as it jutted out of its fleshy hood.

It was then that he spied
her tail! It was a long, red, leathery looking thing with an
arrow-shaped tip on its end as it dangled down between her long,
curvy legs.

“You—You’re the—“ he
gasped, looking up to see that two tiny horns had suddenly appeared
jutting up through her reddish-brown hair.

“No. No, I’m just his
wife,” she laughed softly, swishing her tail for emphasis. “Old
Scratch has just bestowed some special powers on me... would you
like to have a sample of some of them?”

“You sure, you’re sure he
doesn’t mind? I don’t want to get into trouble with him...” Wade
muttered, wiping at the sweat that had popped out on his forehead.
For some reason, the room suddenly seemed abnormally warm.
Hellishly warm!

“Don’t you worry your
pretty, little head about that. He knows all about it,” she
giggled, stepping over to where Wade stood gawking at her.
“Speaking of head, would you like some?”

“Uh, yeah, uh, sure...”
Wade mumbled, watching her slowly sink to her knees in front of
him.

“Well, first, let’s see
what you’re bringing to the table,” she grinned up at him, reaching
out and unfastening his pants. “I wouldn’t want to get short
changed.”

Wade nervously downed the
rest of his drink and plopped the empty glass down on the bar as
Norma slowly spread his pants open. Then, he felt her fingers dig
down under the waistband of his shorts as he stared down at her in
stunned amazement.

Without hesitation, Norma
quickly tugged his shorts down, freeing his big, eight-inch penis
that was already reaching the final stages of erection.

“Oh, goody, a nice, big
one,” she giggled, tugging his short down until they were wrapped
around his knees. Then Wade watched his cock twitch and bob as she
slowly tickled her long, red fingernails down its swollen
shaft.

“Glad you like it,” he
grinned, moving his hips forward and gently thrusting his cock
toward her perfectly painted, dark red lips. “Is it as big as
Scratch’s, uh, Mr. Lucifer’s?”

“Lord, no,” she laughed.
“But then again, old Scratch is a remarkable individual with very
special attributes and talents...”

“Oh,” he disappointedly
mumbled.

“Now I’ll bet these babies
are just overflowing with syrup, aren’t they?” she giggled, cupping
his big, hairy balls in her hot, little hand.

“They sure are...” he told
her, wondering actually how much they had left over from his
mother’s countless withdrawals the day before.

“Oh, so you tried out your
spell on your mother,” Norma grinned up at him, wrapping her fist
around his jutting cock and slowly twisting it up and down it. “How
did she like it?”

“Uh, uh, she, she really
liked it,” he told her, a bright red blush spreading across his
cheeks.

“I’ll bet she did,” Norma
laughed, slowly leaning forward toward his cock. Wade waited
impatiently as she lazily opened her mouth and eased her full, red
lips down over the purple head of his peter.

“Ummmmm...” Wade murmured
as he felt her gently sucking and twirling her hot, little tongue
around the head of his prick.

As she began to rock back
and forth, letting her perfect, red lips slide up and down the pink
shaft of his prick, Wade watched her long, red tail as it lazily
swished from side to side in the air behind her. It somehow
reminded him of a cat’s tail as it twitched back and forth while
she sucked on his cock.

As Wade worked his hips
back and forth, Norma cupped the cheeks of his ass in her hands and
dug her long, sharp fingernails down into his skin. Clutching his
ass in her hands, she pushed and pulled on him, controlling his
tempo as he fucked her mouth.

Then, all of a sudden, she
jerked back and let his twitching cock flop out of her
mouth.

“You want to come in my
mouth, don’t you?” she asked him, suggestively running her tongue
over her full, red lips. “Come in my mouth and fill it up with your
gooey, hot cum?”

“Yeah—yeah—yeah—“ Wade
exclaimed, thrusting his hips forward and trying to find her mouth
with his cock once again.

“Did your mother let you
come in her mouth?” Norma asked with a mischievous smile playing
across her pretty lips.

“Yeah—yeah—yeah—“ Wade
grunted, reaching out and grabbing hold of two fistfuls of long,
her head with both hands.

“Did she like it?” Norma
asked, slowly twirling her tongue around the bloated head of his
penis.

“Loved it... said it was
the sweetest cum she’d ever tasted,” Wade snorted down at her,
holding her head and trying to force the tapered head of his cock
into her mouth.

Suddenly, her mouth opened
and his cock went sliding into its moist warmth. Wade could feel
her sharp teeth nipping at his cock as he held her head and worked
his cock in and out of her mouth. He felt the suction increase as
she loudly slurped on his cock while her lips slurped up and down
its thick, pink shaft. Wade could already feel that old, familiar
burn down in his balls as she hungrily sucked on his
peter.

“Gonna—gonna—almost—gonna
come—“ Wade grunted out, working hips back and forth faster as she
sucked even harder.

Then, all of a sudden, she
jerked him forward and he felt his cockhead go plunging into her
throat. As it did, he let go and felt his cock lurch, spurting out
a giant gob of creamy cum directly into her throat. Then as a
second gush of cum came spewing out of his cock, he heard her
gurgle and felt her swallow as the muscles in her throat
constricted around his embedded cock.

As his cock continued to
spew out its load of cream into her throat, Norma dug her nails
into his ass and pushed him back until the head of his peter was
back inside her mouth. Wade felt his knees wobble as the strength
rushed out of them and the vigor of his ejections begin to weaken.
Then finally, it was over. He was empty! She had completely drained
him with her hot, sucking mouth. Trying to keep from dropping to
his knees, he watched her lean back and let his drained peter
slither out from between her dark red lips.

“Did you like that?” she
asked, digging her nails into his ass and pulling herself up onto
her spike heels.

“Fantastic...” he grinned
at her as she slowly ran her little, pink tongue over her full, red
lips, licking away the last stray drop of cum that had trickled out
of the head of his prick when it had slithered out of her
mouth.

“Your mother was right,”
she smiled, winking at him. “That was a quite tasty
snack...”

“Perhaps I could return the
favor?” he grinned at her.

“I thought you’d never
ask,” she purred. “But first, why don’t you take off your clothes
and make yourself comfortable.”

Wade bent down and quickly
complied with her directions, pushing his pants down and off. As he
did, Norma swished over toward the big, black chair that rested
against the wall under a picture of a nude reclining on a couch. As
he looked closer, he saw that the nude woman in the picture was
Norma.

“Nice picture,” Wade
snickered, stepping out of his pants.

“Old Scratch painted it,”
she smiled, turning and sitting down in the chair under the
picture.

“Quite the artist,” Wade
smirked, watching her slowly lift her legs, spread them apart and
drape them over the arms of the chair. As she sat with her long
legs spread wide apart, her pussy was exposed and
defenseless.

“Your banquet awaits,” she
cooed, running her hand down to her totally exposed pussy and
fingering open the big, meaty lips that hid the hole between
them.

“It looks delicious,” Wade
grinned, quickly stepping over and dropping to his knees in front
of her.

“I’ve had no complaints on
my banquets in the past,” she purred as Wade watched a tiny trickle
of juice ooze out of the tiny slit and drip down onto the seat of
the chair.

Leaning down, Wade took a
long, deep sniff. The fermented pungency of her ripeness filled his
nostrils and sent a pheromone-laced message down to his
cock.

Damn, he thought, I love
the smell of pussy. The smell of hot, ripe pussy just waiting to be
fucked. And this one definitely fits in that category. Running his
hands down over her inner thighs, he marveled in the smooth
softness of her skin. Then, pushing her legs even wider apart, he
leaned down and found her jutting clit with his lips.

“Ummmmmmm...” she murmured,
gently thrusting her pussy up against his mouth as he sucked her
clit out of its fleshy sheath and began to scrape his rough tongue
back and forth across it.

She had her head thrown
back and her eyes clenched shut as he attacked her clit with a
fevered vengeance. While he did, she plucked and tweaked her big,
puffy nipples with her long, red-tipped fingers.

Wade could hear her making
soft, little cooing sounds as she hunched herself back against his
hungry mouth. With the back of her knees resting on the arm of the
chair, her knee-high boots were dangling down beside the chair.
They were jiggling and Wade could hear them softly bumping against
the chair in rhythm with her thrusts.

Wade continued to torment
and tease her cunt and clit with his mouth and lips as his tongue
slashed back and forth at a furious pace. He could tell that it was
having telling effect as he could feel the tendons in her thighs
beginning to tighten and contract while her long legs quivered with
the exertion as she strained for her finish.

“Yes... yes... yes...” she
softly hissed, grinding herself against him as he licked and lapped
away at her jutting clit.

Then, all at once, he felt
her jerk as a long, tortured groan escaped her lips. Her whole body
stiffened and a river of juice began came pouring out of her pussy,
coating his chin and the chair under her with a thick coating of
the slippery goo.

Her boots were jiggling up
and down wildly banging against the chair and her little ass was
pattering up and down on the chair sending drops of the hot juice
splattering everywhere as she clutched and clawed at her
breasts.

After a few seconds, it was
over for her. She sat gasping for breath as Wade looked up and saw
that her face and breasts were covered with a glistening sheen of
sweat. Looking into her eyes, he saw that they were widely dilated
and she was gazing back at him with a distant, dazed
look.

“That was awesome...” she
finally whispered, gently pushing him back out from between her
legs. “Just awesome...”

“Glad you enjoyed it,” Wade
smirked, wiping the back of his hand across his lips to wipe away
the gooey coating covering them.

Pushing up to his feet, he
watched as Norma lifted her legs off the arms of the chairs and
dropped her high heels back onto the floor where they landed with a
loud clop. Then she pushed up to her feet and slowly slunk around
to the side of the chair. Like a cat preparing to sharpen its
claws, she leaned down over the chair and placed her hands on the
far arm of the chair. Holding onto the chair with her hands, she
lifted her knee up to the near arm and lazily crawled up onto
it.

Wade watched as she now
straddled the chair, clutching the arms with her hands and her
knees resting on the other arm. Her droopy tits were dangling down
under her as she turned and gave him a quirky, little
smile.

“This give you any ideas?”
she giggled, waggling her cute, round ass and waving her long, red
tail in the air.

“Uh, yeah, but...” he
muttered, looking down between his legs at his limp dick. “There’s
just this one little problem...”

“Oh, yeah, I forgot,” she
snickered. “Here, I’ll fix that. Moloch! Moloch! Moloch! Make him
obey.”

The moment she spoke the
words, Wade felt a rush of energy flow through his body as his big
cock immediately sprang to attention.

“Wow,” he grunted, staring
down at his rock-hard penis as it proudly jutted straight up into
the air.

“There it’s all better
now,” she grinned.

“Yeah, I guess so! I don’t
think it’s ever been this hard.” He grinned back at her, wrapping
his hand around the thick shaft of his peter.

“Good! Now find someplace
to put it,” she snickered, wiggling her ass again.

Wade was around behind her
in a heartbeat.

Being careful not to fall
off the chair arms, she carefully spread her legs wider apart to
bare the pink gash of wet flesh that was peeking out at him from
just below the crack of her beautiful, round ass. Stepping closer,
he curled one hand around the base of her long, red tail and lifted
the bloated head of his cock up to the goo-smeared slit. Slowly
rubbing the head of his cock up and down between the fleshy, pink
lips of her pussy, he coated it with a film of her slippery, hot,
cunt juice.

Once it was sufficiently
lubed with juice, he moved its tapered tip up to the little,
oozing, upside down opening of her vagina and fitted it down into
it. Then, letting go of his cock, he curled his other hand around
the base of her tail and slowly pulled her back onto his stiff,
jutting peter at the same time he inched his hips forward and
pushed into her.

“Damn, it’s so fucking
tight,” Wade grunted as his penis plunged deeper and deeper into
the tight clutch of her cunt.

“Old Scratch saw to that,”
she giggled, pushing back against his insistent violation of her
pussy. “He likes his pussy nice and tight...”

“Maybe I could get him to
pay Mom a visit,” Wade snickered as his belly nudged up against the
soft, pliant cheeks of her ass.

“Old Scratch is always
ready to deal. Just name your terms...” she laughed, grinding her
ass back against him. “But you can ask him yourself because he’s
supposed to be here in a little bit.”

“Huh? What, what about us?
You’re sure he won’t get mad if he catches me fucking
you?”

“Why? He’s got all the
pussy he could ever want and he doesn’t mind if I get a little cock
on the side. Besides, he gave you the spell didn’t he? So how could
I resist you?”

“Yeah, I suppose so, but
now I have to spend another year in Hell,” Wade
complained.

“Oh, I’m not worth it?” she
pouted, poking out her lower lip and frowning at him as she looked
back over her shoulder.

“No—no—no, you’re more than
worth it, but a year in Hell seems like such a long time,” Wade
fussed.

“Oh, I don’t know about
that,” she laughed over her shoulder. “You haven’t been there. I
have, and it’s not all it’s made out to be. Maybe you could talk
old Scratch into giving you a little tour one of these days.
Besides God is such a fuddy duddy, you probably wouldn’t enjoy
heaven all that much anyway. But for now, cut the jabbering and
start the fucking!”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Wade snorted,
jerking his ass back and then slamming his cock back up into her
hot, juicy cunt.

Wade’s ass began to fly
back and forth as he fucked her. The force of his blows were such
that Norma was having difficulty balancing and holding onto the
chair as Wade hammered away at her. Rocking back and forth on her
knees, she was taking him up to the hilt on every battering lunge.
The strong ring of muscles encircling the opening of her vagina was
tightly clinging to his big, pistoning cock as it slid in and out
of her over and over again. And as they did, Wade could feel
himself slipping closer and closer to another eruptive
finish.

“So fucking tight... making
me come,” Wade gasped as the fireball down inside his flopping
balls grew hotter and hotter. “Here it comes...”

Wade’s peter gave a mighty
lurch and spurted out a great gob of cum into Norma’s ravenous
cunny as she thrust herself back at him taking all eight inches of
his cock into her pussy. Then as his peter continued to fizzle and
twitch, Wade heard a low, gravelly voice coming from somewhere
behind him.

“Well, well, well, what
have we here?” the voice asked.

A spasm of fear tickled up
his spine as he recognized the voice from the day before.
Recognizing the voice as the voice of the raven, Wade jerked back,
pulling his cum-coated peter back out of Norma’s cum-filled cunt as
it continued to jerk and spurt, coating Norma’s pretty as with a
thick coating of spent cum. Then he fearfully turned expecting to
see the raven glaring at him.

It wasn’t the
raven!

“Scratch, Darling, welcome
home...” he heard Norma murmur as he stood staring at his neighbor,
Harvey Lucifer.

“I see you started the
party without me,” Harvey grinned, slowly unbuttoning his
shirt.

“Yes, we did, but I saved a
party favor for you, my Sweet...” Norma purred, pushing back and
dropping down onto her high heels.

“Well, I brought you a
present, too,” Harvey grinned, peeling his shirt back over his
shoulders to reveal his hairy chest.

“Oh, goody, goody, can I
see it?” Norma giggled, making her pendulous breasts jiggle and
bob.

“Why don’t you come over
here and unwrap it, my Love,” Harvey said in his low, baritone
voice.

Wade listened to the ping
of Norma’s spike heels as she strutted around him and over to where
Harvey stood leering at her. As Wade stood watching, Norma kneeled
down in front of Harvey. Then, he saw that Harvey’s skin begin to
take on a reddish tint. And then he saw a pair of horns push up
through Harvey’s lush black hair at the same time Harvey’s ears
began to grow and elongate into points. Suddenly, Wade thought he
could detect a faint, but distinct odor of brimstone in the
air.

Norma’s fingers made quick
work of Harvey’s belt and the button holding his pants together.
Then, like a giggly school girl on her birthday, Norma slowly
spread his pants open. As she did, Harvey’s gigantic cock sprang
into view.

Wade couldn’t believe his
eyes. The monster jutting up out of Harvey’s hairy groin had to be
at least a foot long and as big around as his wrist. It was huge as
it jutted up into the air, twitching and pulsating with evil
potency.

“Oh, such a pretty
present,” Norma cooed, worshipfully caressing the vile malignancy
with her fingers.

How could he ever get that
thing in Norma’s tight, little snatch, Wade lewdly wondered,
recalling how tight her pussy had felt on his own much smaller
peter.

As Norma pushed Harvey’s
pants down his hairy legs, Wade saw that Scratch’s legs were
covered with long, bristly hairs and they were shaped more like
goat legs than human legs. Then, when Harvey stepped out of his
pants, Wade saw that he didn’t have feet. Rather he saw the Harvey
had cloven hooves. Marveling at that fact, Wade saw that Scratch
also had a long, red tail. It was at least three-feet long and was
considerably thicker than Norma’s feminine, little tail. Then Wade
watched as Harvey’s long, red tail come snaking out from behind
Harvey and wrapped itself around Norma’s tiny waist.

“Come, my Dear...
literally,” she laughed, taking his hand and leading him over
toward the chair she and Wade had used earlier. As they walked,
Wade could hear the ping of her stiletto heels intermingling with
the clop of Harvey’s hooves while their long, red tails twitched
and slashed the air behind them then curled around each
other.

As Norma stood watching
Harvey with an expectant smile on her face, Harvey turned and sat
down in the chair, making sure that he didn’t sit on his long, red
tail that was hanging down between his legs now. As he sat in the
chair, Harvey’s evil, red penis arced up out of his groin with its
huge, bloated head brushing against the bottom of his hairy,
muscular pecs.

Glancing down at his own
penis, Wade was surprised to see that it was still hard and stiff
and showing no signs of surrender. Running his hand down to it,
Wade began to slowly stroke it as he watched Norma lift her foot up
and place it beside Harvey’s hip. Then she reached out and grabbed
hold of the top of the back of the chair. As Wade watched on, she
gave out a soft, little grunt and lifted her other foot up and set
it down beside Harvey’s other hip. Straddling him, she pushed her
furry, little pussy into Harvey’s face and ground it against his
mouth.

Wade heard Harvey take in a
deep sniff of air.

“Oh, how I’ve missed the
smell of your sweet, hot cunt...” Harvey muttered out into her
pussy.

“Then maybe you ought to
stay home more instead of flying around all over the place making
deals,” she smirked, humping her pussy against his
mouth.

“Uh-huh,” Harvey
grunted.

After a few moments, Wade
saw Norma lean back and her hand appeared down between her legs as
she reached for Harvey’s enormous, jutting organ. Wade still
couldn’t believe that the monster would fit inside her tiny snatch
as he watched her bend her knees and slowly lower her pussy down
toward the beast’s massive, red head.

“Wade was marveling at the
tightness of my little pussy,” she giggled as the fat, gorged lips
of her pussy settled down around the tapered head of Harvey’s
bloated cockhead.

“Did you tell him that I
like my pussy nice and tight?” Harvey snickered as Norma continued
to drop her hips and force herself down on the jutting
giant.

“I certainly did... and he
said he wanted you to work your magic on his mom’s
pussy...”

“Is that right, boy?”
Harvey asked as Wade watched the head of Harvey’s massive penis
finally disappear up inside Norma’s hungry snatch.

“Yes... yes, Sir,” Wade
mumbled, wishing he hadn’t said anything about his mother’s
pussy.

“Well, when we’re done
here,” Harvey grinned as his long, red tail came snaking out from
behind his back and wrapped itself back around Norma’s tiny waist.
“You bring her over here and we’ll see what we can do about
that...”

“Uh, okay, uh, yes, Sir, I,
I’ll do that,” Wade gulped seeing that unbelievably, almost half of
Harvey’s gigantic penis had already disappeared up into Norma’s
cunt. “Uh, how much would that cost me?” he timidly
asked.

“On the house for taking
care of Norma while I was away,” Scratch grinned.

Glancing down at Scratch’s
huge, red balls, Wade wondered how many gallons of devil cum they
held. Hanging down below his cock in their fleshy sac, they looked
like two big, red croquet balls. And the skin of Harvey’s scrotum
was stretched so tightly, it looked like it might split at any
second.

“Ummmmmm...” Norma murmured
when at last, the lips of her pussy settled down around the curly
pubic hair-covering the base of Scratch’s giant cock.

Un-fucking-believable, Wade
told himself as he stared down below Norma’s beautiful ass to where
their two bodies were joined.

“How? How can it be
possible?” he mumbled, stumbling over to the chair where Norma sat
in Harvey’s lap with his giant prick buried up inside her
belly.

“Magic, my boy, Devil
magic,” Harvey snickered, running the tip of his long, red tail
over the perfect, smooth skin of Norma’s hot looking
ass.

Then, with another soft,
little grunt, Norma began to push up off her boots, letting
Scratch’s monstrous cock slowly ooze back out of her pussy. As she
did, Wade could see that the massive shaft of Harvey’s penis was
glistening wetly with an abundant coating of her hot
juices.

He still couldn’t believe
that anything so large could fit up in Norma’s tiny, hot pussy. She
reminded him of a stripper in a strip club working on the pole,
except this pole was made of red flesh and it was sliding inside
her.

Wade stood watching,
mesmerized by the scene as Norma slowly worked her pussy up and
down on the massive slab of cock-meat while Scratch fumbled and
pawed at her jiggling breasts.

Wade couldn’t take his eyes
off her beautiful ass as it rose and fell in front of
him.

Then Wade saw Scratch’s
long, red tail uncurl itself from around Norma’s waist. Watching
the evil looking thing, he saw it slowly curl itself around Norma’s
tail. Then the two tails lifted into the air, intertwining and
wrapping themselves around each other in a sinuous, erotic dance.
Like two copulating snakes, the tails twisted and turned, the
arrow-shaped tips touching and fondling each other as Norma’s
perfect, little ass continued to bob up and down.

Glancing back down at
Scratch’s balls, Wade saw that they were now glistening wetly,
covered with a thick coating of Norma’s juices as Norma continued
to slide her pussy up and down the shaft of Scratch’s
cock.

Then Norma turned and
looked over her shoulder at Wade.

“Why don’t you run and get
your mother while I take care of old Scratch...” she giggled
working her pussy up and down Scratch’s enormous peter.

“Uh, yeah, uh, sure. I’ll
be right back,” he grinned, turning and starting for the
door.

“You might want to put some
clothes on first,” she laughed.

“Oh, yeah, I forgot,” Wade
snorted...

Watching them as they
fucked, Wade quickly dressed and went tearing out of the house.
Bounding across their front yard, around the hedge and across his
back yard, Wade rushed up to the back door and flung it
open.

As he did, his mother let
out a loud shriek and spun around to face him.

“Wade, you scared me to
death,” she gasped, clutching at her chest.

“Moloch! Moloch! Moloch!
Make her obey!” Wade blurted out.

His mother, who had been
standing at the sink washing dishes, tossed the washrag back into
the sink and lifted her hands up to the buttons running down the
front of her blouse.

“Wait. Wait. We’re going
over to the Lucifer’s,” Wade panted, still out of breath from his
dash across the yards.

“Why?” she asked, groping
at his cock through his pants. “I want to fuck...”

“Come—come and you’ll
see...” he snickered, grabbing her hand and dragging her across the
kitchen.

“Yeah, want to come,” she
giggled as Wade threw the door open and went charging back across
the yards with his mother in tow.

Tearing up to the Lucifer’s
door, Wade didn’t even bother to knock as he shoved it open and
hauled his mother inside.

“Oh, My...” his mother
gasped when she looked over and saw Norma bouncing up and down on
Scratch’s monstrous penis.

Then a lusty smile spread
across her face as her hands flew back up to the buttons on her
blouse. Her fingers frantically flew down the front of her blouse
popping open button after button until her blouse billowed open.
Shrugging her shoulders, she let it go floating to the floor as her
fingers shot to the clasp of her plain, white brassiere. As the
brassiere sprang open, her big, pendulous tits flopped out into the
open while her hand dropped down to her skirt.

“My, my... Jane,” Scratch
appreciatively said as Jane shoved her skirt down over the rounded
swell of her hips while Norma continued to bounce up and down on
his giant cock. “Such lovely pretties...”

“Yeah—yeah, Momma’s titties
are really nice, aren’t they?” Wade snickered, shoving his pants
down his legs and letting his rock-hard cock spring back out into
the open.

Then Jane slipped her
thumbs down under the elastic waistband of her plain, white panties
and quickly shoved them down her long legs. Stepping out of her
panties, Jane spread her legs and ran her fingers through the lush
growth of golden curls covering the V of her softly sloped
belly.

Then as Wade watched on,
his mother scurried over to where Norma and Scratch were
fucking.

Kneeling down on her knees
in front of the chair, Jane reached out and reverently ran her
fingertips over Scratch’s giant balls.

“So big... balls so big
must hold gallons of cum,” she appreciatively murmured, slipping
her hands under them and lifting the juice-coated giants. “So
heavy...”

“Norma... Norma, my dear,
uh, could you excuse me for a while,” Scratch muttered as Jane
continued to fawn over his balls. “Why don’t you take care of Wade
while I take care of his mother’s pussy and then we can
resume...”

“Oh, all right, if you say
so...” Norma complained, pushing up and dragging her pussy off his
jutting prick.

Stepping down off the
chair, being careful not to step on Jane who was still on her knees
in front of it, Norma slipped around beside the chair, leaned down
and grabbed hold of the chair arm.

“Come on over here, Wade,”
she grinned, holding onto the chair and spreading her legs apart.
“Come on over here and keep her warm for Scratch while he fixes
your mom’s pussy for you.”

Wade watched his mother
sitting on the floor adoringly staring up at Scratch’s towering
cock as Wade slipped up behind Norma.

“Come Dear, come to
Scratch,” Wade heard Scratch say as Harvey stood up and reached
down to Jane.

“What are you going to do
to my little pussy?” Jane coyly asked, running her fingers over the
swollen, juice-smeared lips of her pussy as her other hand tried to
curl around Scratch’s massive penis.

“Wade said that he wished
it were tighter, like Norma’s,” Scratch smiled at her as he wrapped
his hands around her tiny waist. “So we’re going to tighten the old
cock-socket up a few notches.”

“Oh,” Jane grinned,
reaching for Scratch’s giant, red cock as it jutted up into the air
in front of him. “And how are you going to do that?”

“You’ll see. Moloch!
Moloch! Moloch! Make her fly!” Scratch growled out. Then Jane
magically began to lift up into the air.

Lifting higher and higher
into the air, Jane kept rising until her pussy was even with
Scratch’s face. Then she kicked out her legs and wrapped them
around his neck. With the backs of her thighs resting on Scratch’s
shoulders, she grabbed hold of his long, black hair and shoved his
face into her pussy.

“Eat it...” Jane panted,
thrusting her pussy against his lips.

Scratch opened his mouth
and a long, forked tongue came slithering out.

Still humping away at
Norma’s hot cunt, Wade watched Scratch’s tongue steal around over
his mother’s belly for a few seconds before it found his mother’s
jutting clit.

Jane threw her head back
and hunched her pussy against Scratch’s mouth as his evil looking
tongue teased and tickled her clit.

Then to his amazement, Wade
saw Scratch’s long, red tail slowly transform into big, red cock. A
three-foot long thick, red cock. As it did, Scratch swished it back
and forth a few times and then eased it up between his legs. The
snake-like cock sinuously moved up to the crack of Jane’s ass and
onto Jane’s little puckered asshole that was exposed and
defenseless.

Wade heard his mother
murmur as the nasty looking thing found the opening of her asshole
and slowly began to slide up inside her ass.

“Oh, my goodness...” Jane
murmured, reaching back and running her fingers over it as the evil
creature slipped deeper and deeper up into the tight stricture of
her ass.

Wade couldn’t believe it
when only moments later, half of the tail had vanished up inside
his mother’s ass. How could she do that he giddily
wondered?

Then, all of a sudden, his
mother’s legs shot straight out and she began the wildly hump
herself against Scratch’s mouth. Clutching his hair, she jerked his
head back and forth as juice gushed out of her pussy, ran down his
chin and dropped onto his hairy chest, covering it and matting down
the bristly curls.

Her body shook and shivered
for a full thirty seconds before her legs finally dropped and her
calves slapped up against Scratch’s hairy back.

Wade continued to pound
away at Norma’s tight, hot pussy as they both watched Jane
mysteriously lift back up into the air. Then she began to slowly
settle down toward Scratch’s evil, towering cock. As she did,
Scratch grabbed hold of her ankles and spread her legs apart. At
last, her pussy lips encircled the giant, red head of Scratch’s
cock.

“Now we’re going to do a
little renovation on your hot, little cock-socket,” Scratch leered
at her as she continued to drop lower and lower and more and more
of his monstrous penis disappeared up inside her pussy. “Moloch!
Moloch! Moloch! Make her pussy tighter!” Scratch
growled.

“Oh, my...” Jane tittered,
looking down and watching her fat, bloated pussy lips crawl down
the shaft of Scratch’s penis.

Wade stood behind Norma
with his hands clutching her hips as he pumped away at her hot,
tight pussy while he watched Scratch’s giant penis slowly
disappearing up into his mother’s pussy.

“Tighter—“ Scratch
snickered, straining to force his cock in deeper.

“Oh, me...” Jane murmured,
kicking her long legs out and wrapping them around Scratch’s waist
as she dropped lower and lower down the shaft of his red
peter.

“Tighter,” Scratch cackled
as at last, her thick, corpulent pussy lips were encircling the
hairy base of his giant cock and her tight, little asshole was
wrapped around the hairless base of his long, red tail.

Damn, Wade lewdly thought.
How the fuck did she do that? She’s got all three feet of his
fucking tail shoved up her ass! Just then, when Wade didn’t think
it could get any crazier, his mother began to bounce up and down on
Scratch’s cock and tail. Some magical force was making her jerk up
and down in the air, making her fuck the devil’s cock and tail at
the same time.

As she flounced up and down
on Scratch’s peter and tail, her big tits, her arms and her legs
were flailing up and down wildly, scraping her big, swollen nipples
across his hairy chest. She looked like a marionette gone wild.
Wade could see that she had a big, happy smile on her lips, but her
eyes had a lost, dazed look to them as she bounded up and down
faster and faster.

Her head was thrown back
and her long, blond hair had come undone to stream down her back in
long, sweaty strands.

“Gotta come—gotta
come—gotta come to make it permanent—“ Scratch panted, grabbing
hold of the cheeks of her ass and jerking her up and down even
faster.

“I’m gonna—I’m gonna—gonna
come, too...” Jane wheezed, flinging herself up and down
faster.

Then Wade saw Scratch
clench his ass and lunge up into Jane’s cunt. His mother began to
grunt and groan as she thrust herself down on Scratch’s enormous
penis. Then a couple of seconds later, Wade saw gooey, white goop
begin to gush out around the shaft of Scratch’s buried cock. As it
did, it poured down onto his giant balls then dripped down onto the
hardwood floor to make a big, gummy puddle between Scratch’s
hooves.

“There now...” Scratch
leered over at Wade. “She’s nice and tight... even better’n
new.”

“Uh, thank you,” Wade
grinned, easing his juice-smeared cock out of Norma’s
pussy.

“Well now. Why don’t you
take your mom and run along home. Take her home and try out your
new toy... and be thankful that I did it for free. The usual fee
for such services is ten years...”

“Thank you,” Wade told him
again, grinning from ear to ear as he watched his mother slowly
push up off Scratch’s colossal cock.

As she did, Wade was
astonished to see Scratch’s massive penis was still just as hard as
before. In fact, the only difference in it was that it was coated
with a thick film of gooey, white cream, just like the long, red
cock that was slowly emerging from his mother’s asshole. How could
that happen, he wondered? Could he shoot cum out of his tail, too?
Probably, there wasn’t much that old Scratch couldn’t
do...

At last, Scratch’s gigantic
penis came slithering out Jane’s pussy at the same time his long,
red tail popped out of her widely stretched asshole.

“Thank you, Mr. Lucifer,”
Jane tittered, hurrying over to the pile of her clothes.

Wade watched his mother as
she frantically began to throw her clothes on.

“Hurry, Wade, hurry,” she
muttered, grinning over at him. “Get dressed so we can go home and
fuck! Hurry. I need some more cock...”

His mother was hauling him
along behind her as she rushed across the lawns and up to the back
door of their house.

“Hurry—hurry—“ she gushed,
throwing open the door and dashing into the kitchen.

In less time that it takes
to tell, her dress was lying on the floor in a muddled mess and she
was clawing at Wade’s pants, trying to get at his cock. Wade saw
that she hadn’t even taken the time to put her bra and panties back
on so everything was ready to go as she finally freed his hard,
jutting penis.

He had never seen a woman
so impatient and eager to have a cock shoved into her
pussy.

“Hurry—hurry—“ she grunted,
giving him a hard shove and knocking him down onto his
back.

Before Wade could move, his
mother was straddling him with her little, hairy pussy descending
down toward his jutting prick.

“Stick it in—stick it in—“
she implored him as the meaty lips of her pussy settled down around
the tapered head of his cock.

Grabbing hold of her waist,
just above the flare of her hips, he tried to force her down onto
his cock, but it wouldn’t go in as both of them frantically thrust
against each other.

“It’s too fucking tight...”
Wade complained, straining to push his cock up into her tight, hot
pussy.

“Keep trying,” Jane
grunted, pushing her pussy down against the head of his big
cock.

Then all at once, with a
loud, wet slurp, his cock penetrated the strangling tightness of
the opening of her cunt and went knifing up into it. They both had
been straining so hard, their bodies crashed together with a loud,
wet slap as Wade’s cock slashed into her all the way up to its
hairy hilt.

“Yeah—yeah—it’s in—it’s
in—“ she gushed as her ass began to bound up and down. As she
frantically fucked him, her big tits were flopping up and down so
wildly, they were alternately slapping up against her chin and then
down onto her belly.

Wade couldn’t believe how
tight her cunt was as it tightly clutched at his pistoning
peter.

“So fucking tight,” Wade
grunted as his mother continued to bounce up and down on his big,
jutting penis.

Then all of a sudden, there
was a loud crash as the back door flew open and smacked against the
wall.

“What in the fuck!” Wade
heard his father snarl.

His mother didn’t miss a
beat, even with the appearance of his father as she continued to
bounce up and down on his cock.

Wade didn’t know what to
do, so he just lay there looking up at his dumbstruck father who
was gawking down at them in stunned silence.

“Well, don’t just stand
there, Walter,” Wade heard his mother fuss as she continued to jerk
her pussy up and down on his cock. “Get out your damned cock and
stick it in my ass...”

Wade couldn’t believe what
he’d just heard his mother say. The spell was making her a crazy
woman. A crazy, horny woman who obviously couldn’t get enough
cock!

“What? What did you say?”
Walter gasped, staring at her in open-mouthed wonder.

“You heard me,” Jane
panted, working her pussy up and down Wade’s prick at a fevered
pace. “Pull out that damned cock of yours and fuck me in the ass
with it!”

Wade saw his father’s hands
fly down to his fly and frantically jerk the zipper down. Then he
saw his father’s hand dig down into his pants and emerge seconds
later wrapped around his father’s big, stiff penis. As he continued
to watch his father, Wade saw him spit out a big gob of spit into
his hand and quickly spread it around over the head of his
cock.

Then as his father
straddled their legs and moved up behind Jane, Wade felt his
mother’s pussy grind to a halt.

“Ummmmmmm...” he heard his
mother murmur and then seconds later, he felt his father’s big,
hairy balls brush up against his balls.

Then his mother’s ass began
to frantically work back and forth as she humped herself back on
the pricks buried in her pussy and ass.

Just then, Wade heard a
gravelly cough come from the open window by the back door. Looking
over, he saw the big, black raven sitting on the windowsill smiling
at him. Smiling back at the raven, he watched it wink at him and
then with a flap of its wings, it disappeared into the gathering
dusk...

 


The End
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