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Warren was
wiping off the table when Keith walked up.

"Great burger, War, my man," Keith crudely
belched, rubbing his belly. "Say, what time do you get off
work?"

"Around nine-thirty," Warren said, grinning
at Keith who was wearing a cape and doing a terrible pantomime of a
vampire.

"War, why don't you stop by after you get off
and have a celebratory beer?" he said, baring his canines and
whispering so that no one else could hear him.

"That sounds good," Warren grinned, "I might
just do that."

"Good," Keith said in his poor imitation of a
vampire, "and bring along an extra quart of O positive."

"Sure, I'll stop by the blood bank and make a
withdrawal on my way over."

Pulling his cloak over his face, Keith made a
weird, sucking sound and went slinking across the diner toward the
door.

Warren stood chuckling as he watched Keith
wave his cape and slip out the door.

What a character, Warren laughed to himself
as he finished wiping the table.

Finally, it was closing time and Warren's
boss, Al was banishing the few remaining spooks and goblins from
the diner.

"Thanks for all your help tonight and happy
birthday," he grinned at Warren, handing him a twenty dollar
bill.

"What's this for?" Warren asked, taking the
twenty.

"Have a few on me," Mr. Davis winked, holding
the door open for Warren.

"Gee, thanks, Al," Warren grinned, stuffing
the twenty into his pants pocket.

Everyone seemed to know that it was his
birthday, Warren told himself, pulling his jacket on and stepping
out into the damp night air. But sometimes, it gave him the creeps.
Having a birthday on Halloween and all.

Pulling his collar up around his neck, he
heard the door behind him close and the lock snap shut as he peered
up the moonlit street.

Thankfully, it was only a couple of blocks to
Keith's and then only a couple more to his house, he thought
trudging along the street.

Why had his car chosen this night of all
nights to go tits up, he wondered?" Well, tomorrow was Saturday and
he was off, so he would be able to check it out.

Eighteen. He was finally eighteen. It had
always seemed strange to have a birthday on Halloween, but even
stranger was the fact that he and his mother shared birthdays.

He wondered what his mother had planned for
them this year. She always had had some kind of party or something
for their birthdays as far back as he could remember. And this one
being his eighteenth, it would probably be a doozy.

He was lucky to have such a great mom, he
told himself as he shuffled along the deserted street.

It had only been the two of them for the last
five years since his father died. They weren't rich, but there was
the insurance money and his mom made sure that he didn't go lacking
for anything. Though, it was kind of strange, he thought, every
time they needed money, it just seemed to magically appear, like
winning some kind of contest, or another insurance rebate, or a
refund on taxes, or something. It was kind of spooky, but he wasn't
going to complain about it.

Yeah, as moms went, he couldn't have asked
for a better one, he thought to himself. But at the moment, the
thing first and foremost in his mind was the beer waiting for him
at Keith's as he picked up his pace.

A few moments later he was turning down Adams
Lane and he could see the light on in Keith's room, a couple of
houses down.

Laughing to himself, he recalled Keith's
charade at the diner.

Then, suddenly, out of nowhere, a big, white
wolf materialized in front of him blocking his way to Keith's
house.

What in the hell was a wolf doing in the
city, he asked himself? As he stood gawking at the wolf, he felt
the hairs on the back of his neck stand up on end?

"I hope it isn't hungry," he muttered to
himself as he waited to see what the wolf would do.

As he stood waiting, he could see that it was
an old wolf; an old female wolf with short white hair and big,
floppy tits hanging down under her belly.

He didn't know what to do. The wolf just sat
there staring at him. It was almost as if she was daring him to
come any closer.

Well, at least she didn't seemed interested
in him as a meal, he thought. But, he decided not to press his luck
and started to back away from her.

As he started to back away from her, he heard
a soft, chilling snarl from behind him sending a shiver of fright
tickling up his spine.

Slowly turning his head, he saw another wolf
standing in the middle of the sidewalk between him and the
diner.

Now he was getting more than a little
nervous. He was trapped between the two of them, he frantically
thought.

Slowly turning, he saw that the second wolf
was much younger than the other one. Strangely, he saw that she was
a female too, with puffy little tits peeking out through the thick,
red hair under her belly.

As he stood there quaking in his boots, she
made no move toward him, but she had her lips curled and her fangs
bared menacingly.

He now had only one real path of escape; he
couldn't retreat and he couldn't turn down the street to Keith's
house; the only way out was to cross the street and head for his
house.

Maybe he could go on down the street to the
next corner, turn there and circle back up to Keith's house the
long way round, he thought as he cautiously started down the street
walking backwards so he could keep an eye on the wolves. Walking
along backwards, he saw that neither of the wolves moved until he
was several yards down the street. Then another tingle of fright
shot through his brain as both wolves began to pad along after him.
Turning around so he could run if he had to, he pulled his jacket
up around his neck even tighter. This wasn't funny, he thought as
he felt the cool night air tighten around his throat. But even in
the coolness of the night, he could feel sweat begin to trickle
down his forehead.

Striding along nervously, he kept glancing
back over his shoulder at the wolves to see if they were gaining on
him.

Then, he caught another movement out of the
corner of his eye over to the side. There was something moving
along parallel with him across the street. Turning, he saw that
there was another wolf across the street. Now there were three
wolves tailing him! This was insane! Crazy!

Turning his attention to the new wolf, he saw
that it was another female with curly light-brown fur and a big,
full set of tits swaying underneath her belly. She was pacing him,
watching him and keeping even with him as she slowly plodded
along.

Suddenly, he had the strangest feeling that
he was being herded by the three wolves.

But where? And why? The tickle of fright he
had first felt was quickly growing into full-fledged terror as
sweat poured off his forehead.

Was he going to be dinner for the three
hungry-looking wolves?

Wanting to get off the street and escape from
the trio of wolves, Warren quickened his pace as he approached the
next street. Now, his intended trip down to Keith's house was just
a distant memory. His main goal now was just to get home to get
away from the wolves, he thought as he stopped at the corner and
anxiously looked down the side street.

The street was deserted too, he saw as he
wondered what to do. Another quick look over his shoulder revealed
that the wolves had stopped too. They were all sitting on their
haunches, seeming to be waiting for him to make the next move.

Watching over his shoulder, Warren took a
tentative step down the side street.

He knew immediately that he had made a
mistake as another wolf suddenly stepped out from the bushes onto
the sidewalk about half way down the block.

Fear now constricted his throat and another
shiver of fright tightened his scrotum as he watched the old, gray
wolf with short gray hair and big, floppy tits lazily plop down in
the middle of the sidewalk blocking his way. Sitting there,
watching him with her fiery, red eyes, she bared her teeth just
like the little red wolf had done earlier.

The moonlight glistened wetly on her big,
bared fangs driving all thought of going to Keith's from his
fevered mind.

Warren felt a panicky flush of nausea as his
balls tightened up around his limp prick when he realized that the
wolves now had him surrounded.

What did they want with him? Was he really
going to be their next meal?

Although they had made no overt motion in
that direction, there was something else eerily odd about it. They
were all females. Maybe they were driving him down the street to
where the leader of the pack was waiting to slay him, dismember him
and share him with his minions.

Then all of them would all descend upon him
and gorge themselves on his remains. Suddenly, he wondered what his
mother would do when she saw his blood-drenched bones scattered
across their lawn?

Still, none of them made any move toward him
as they stared at him with an air of seemingly bored
impatience.

As he stood there trying to decide what to
do, the little red wolf slowly got up and took a step toward him,
snarling as she came. It was almost as if she were telling him that
it was time to move on.

But where?

Not wanting to risk an attack from the
skinny, little wolf with the long, red hair, he turned and started
walking down the street toward his house. A quick glance over at
the big, brown wolf across the street and he saw that she was still
keeping in step with him as he shuffled along. He didn't have to
look at the others to know that they were following him, too but he
couldn't resist the impulse. Sure enough, there they were measuring
their pace to match his and keeping exactly the same distance
behind him.

Finally, he could see his house bathed in the
eerie blue-white luminescence of the full moon. Now it was only a
block away.

Anxiously glancing down the side street as he
started to cross it, he saw that it was empty. Slowing for a second
as he looked, he heard another quiet snarl from behind him. The
little red wolf must have sensed his hesitation and was telling him
to keep going.

They just seemed to be directing him toward
his house. Making sure that he didn't tarry or stop off anywhere
along the way.

Suddenly, from somewhere near his house, he
heard a low, plaintive howl.

As another spasm of fear shot up his spine,
he realized there was another wolf. Another wolf hiding in the
bushes and waiting for him.

Slowing down, he peered toward his house just
as a big wolf with dark brown fur loped out of the darkness.

Stopping in the middle his lawn, the wolf
plopped down on its haunches as sat there watching him. It was as
if it was waiting for him.

"Holy shit," he grunted, "I'm dead meat
now."

Then the other wolves began to howl and yap
as they excitedly began to draw closer to him.

The whole thing was getting more and more
serious…and crazy, he told himself as the pack of wolves began to
roil around him.

Could this really be happening, he asked
himself as he listened to the canine chorus around him? It was
Halloween after all.

Now he didn't know what to do. Should he keep
going toward his house and risk being mauled by the other wolf? Or
should he challenge the wolves encircling him and try to outrun
them back to Keith's?

The gleam of moonlight sparkled on the
little, red wolf's fangs convincing him that it would be foolish to
try and outrun the four wolves. He really didn't have a choice, he
had to keep heading toward his house. Maybe, he could make a dash
for the door when he was closer. Slowly easing his hand down into
his pants pocket, he found his keys and nervously sorted through
them until he found his house key. Separating it from the other
keys as he walked along, he waited for his chance to escape.

Now he was at the head of the walk leading up
to his house. He could now see that the new wolf was a female, too
as she sat watching him take a tentative step up the walk. Fearing
that she would attack him, he was surprised when she made no move
toward him as he fearfully stumbled toward his house.

Inching by her, he ran the last few feet and
finally stumbled up the steps to the porch.

Hurrying across the porch, he suddenly felt
dizzy and as he reached out for the doorknob, he found himself
falling.

That was the last thing he remembered as a
jolt of pain that shot up from his knees and everything went black.
Then he found himself floating in a sea of darkness.

Slowly, the fog in his brain began to clear
and he found himself lying on his back staring up at the big, blue
moon. Where was he, he wondered as he saw that he was ringed by a
circle of trees surrounding him?

Looking around in a daze, he saw that he was
lying in a clearing. It was then that he saw the fire and the big,
iron caldron. Slowly, he struggled to his feet and stumbled over to
the fire. Looking down into the big pot hanging over the fire, he
could see that whatever it was that was cooking in the pot was
bubbling sending little wisps of steam into the air. Whatever it
was, it smelled strong. So strong, in fact, that he was getting
dizzy just from the fumes wafting up out of the kettle. Then he saw
a sheep tied to a tree at the edge of the clearing. What in the
Hell, he groaned.

Staggering back away from the fire, he shook
his head, trying to clear the cobwebs out of it.

Standing in the center of the clearing, he
heard singing in the distance. It sounded like women singing and it
was getting louder as they came closer to the clearing.

It was then that he realized that he was
naked.

The women were very close now as Warren tried
to make out what they were singing. Whatever it was, it was in a
language that he had never heard before.

But what was he doing running around in the
woods naked? The question was too taxing for him in the state of
mind he was in.

One by one, they came flitting out of the
trees and into the clearing. There were four of them, dancing and
pirouetting about like ballet dancers as they twirled around him
and the bonfire. They were wearing long, diaphanous gowns that
billowed out exotically in the bright moonlight revealing the
silhouettes of their naked bodies underneath. Each gown matched the
color of the women's hair; white, gray, brown and red. Strange, but
those particular colors stirred a memory inside his head, but he
couldn't recall what it was. It was just as weird as the fact that
Warren knew the women. He knew them, but somehow he couldn't recall
their names or remember how he knew them. He just knew that he
recognized them as they floated around clearing singing their
ghostly chorus. They danced closer and closer to him until they
were spinning around him, laughing and holding hands. Faster and
faster, they swirled until Warren found himself being lifted up off
the ground by the turbulence they formed. It was as if they had
willed him to float. Singing, they danced around him for a few more
moments before they abruptly stopped and he came tumbling down to
the ground.

In a flash, the women were on him, holding
his arms pinned against his body. While he might have been able to
fight his way out of their hold, he wasn't afraid of them for some
odd reason. In fact, he had a strange feeling of expectation as he
watched the woman with the white hair step back away from him and
walk over to the big, simmering kettle. Magically, a silver chalice
appeared in her hand and she dipped it into the steaming
concoction. Lifting the dripping cup out of the brew, she slowly
retraced her steps back to Warren holding the cup out in front of
her.

Warren felt his hair being grasp and his head
being tilted back by one of the women as the woman in white brought
the cup to his lips and poured the hot, sweet mixture into his
mouth.

He had no choice but to swallow.

As he did, he could feel the warm sting of
the fiery liquor as it flowed down his esophagus and into his
stomach. As it poured into his empty stomach, he could feel its
intoxicating potency making his head spin.

Stepping back from him, the lady in white
dropped the cup and picked up a stick.

Leaning down, she quickly drew a pentagram in
the dirt as Warren looked on with drunken fascination. Wasn't that
the sign of devil worship, he thought to himself before he was
suddenly whisked to one of the points of the pentagram? As he
numbly watched, the smiling women each stepped onto a different
point of the pentagram. Groggily, he watched as each of the women
lifted their clenched fists and slowly opened them. Staring down
into their upturned palms he saw two, tiny, silver rings glistening
brightly in each palm.

Then, he felt his own clenched fist rising
toward the center of the pentagram. It was lifting of its own
volition and he couldn't stop it. As it reached waist height, he
watched his fingers unclench until his hand was fully open.

What was happening to him, he asked himself
as he watched them, one by one, take his hand and slip one of the
rings onto his ring finger. Once all four rings were on his ring
finger, the women, all at the same time, slipped the other ring
onto their own ring fingers. It was like some kind of crazy kind of
wedding ceremony, he dizzily thought.

As he stood there trying to comprehend what
was happening, the white-haired woman stepped up and tenderly
kissed him on the lips. Warren was taken by surprise and before he
could move, each of the women, in turn, stepped up and gave him a
soft, lingering kiss on the lips.

He was still in a state of drugged confusion,
but he couldn't stop his body from reacting as he felt his cock
begin to swell and harden. Groggily, he suddenly realized that it
was jutting out stiff and hard.

Embarrassed that he was having an erection in
front of the women, he waited to see what would happen next.

Then, he felt the rings encircling his finger
began to burn into his flesh. As he looked down, he saw the rings
melting together to form one, shining silver band encircling his
finger. Amazed, he looked up to find that the women had dropped
their gowns and now stood before him naked.

His mouth fell open and eyes bugged out as he
gawked at their exposed bodies glowing in the radiating glow of the
moon.

They didn't move for a few seconds. Then they
moved in around him, pressing their naked bodies against him,
kissing and touching him all over. Touching his swollen manhood,
caressing it and fondling his dangling balls...

That was when he found himself waking up on
the porch.

God, what a dream, he thought as he lay there
trying to get his wits about him. Then he remembered the
wolves.

At least they hadn't devoured him, he thought
to himself as he felt the life returning to his arms and legs. But,
I've got to get in the house so that they can't get me, he thought
to himself as he rolled over and pushed up onto his hands and
knees. A frantic look into the yard showed that all the wolves were
still sitting there watching him.

He started to stand up, but found that he
couldn't. There was something wrong with his back. It was so stiff,
he couldn't make it up to his feet. Fearing that he had broken
something, he moved his arms. They seemed to work fine, but there
was something different about them. Looking down at them, he was
shocked to see that they were covered with thick, gray hair.

What in the fuck, he groaned to himself?
Then, he bent around and looked down at his legs. Oh, my God, he
wasn't standing on his knees. He was standing on his all fours. He
was covered with hair and he was standing on his all fours.
Suddenly, he realized that he was staring down a long, hairy snout
with a big, black nose at the end of it.

HE WAS A FUCKING WOLF, TOO!

Shaking his head, he closed his eyes and
tried to shake away the unbelievable sight, but when opened them
again, he saw that he was still a wolf.

How could this be happening? How could he be
a wolf? As he stood on the porch trying to sort out his incredulous
transformation, he heard the other wolves begin to yip and bark at
him.

Looking out, he saw that the big, dark-brown
wolf was loping up the street by herself.

Instantly, Warren felt a rush of energy and
strength wash through him. He wanted to run; run after her and
catch her; catch her and take her from behind; to take her and fill
her with his offsprings. In a heartbeat, he was down the steps and
running after her. He followed the beautiful brown wolf down the
street and into the woods. Dashing along behind her, he could smell
the rich, thick scent of her sex filling his nostrils as they
rushed headlong through the night. He had never felt so alive; so
strong and powerful! Nothing could stop him. Loping through the dew
covered grass after the other wolf, he heard the other wolves
baying behind him. Looking back over his shoulder, he saw that he
and the brown wolf had outdistanced the other four wolves. He could
hear the others baying and calling after him as he began to run
harder. Straining, running as fast as he could, he tried to catch
the wolf bitch that was luring him on, but, no matter how fast he
ran, she ran faster and he never gained a step on her.

At last, Warren saw the big, brown wolf run
into a clearing. The clearing looked just like the one in his
dream, he thought as he saw the same white sheep standing there as
if it was waiting for them. The sheep stared stupidly at the brown
wolf hurtling down on it, but made no move to escape. Finally, just
as she struck it, the sheep gave out a feeble little bleat and fell
to the ground. But it was too late as the brown wolf's fangs tore
open the sheep's throat sending hot, steaming blood spurting
everywhere.

As Warren came bounding into the clearing,
the brown wolf trotted a few steps away away from the gutted sheep
and dropped to her haunches. The hot stench of gore filled the air
as Warren found himself rushing over to the still-kicking,
softly-bleeting sheep.

Driving his snout into the gaping, spurting
hole that had once been the sheep's throat, he began tearing at the
flesh with his long, wicked teeth. Snapping and tearing at the
sheep, he finally felt the sheep's death rattle as it shuddered and
stopped moving. It was dead. He had killed it with his teeth.

Standing over the dead sheep, his muzzle
dripping with blood and gore, he looked over at the other wolf. The
wolf was smiling at him. He could somehow sense her pride.

How could a wolf smile, he asked himself as
the howling barks of the rest of the pack of wolves grew louder and
louder? He couldn't explain how he knew the wolf was smiling, but
he knew that the wolf was a female and it was smiling at him. He
just knew it.

Now the pack of snarling, snapping wolves was
on him. He just had time to turn and face them when the big, white
bitch barreled into him sending him rolling in the dirt. Her attack
had taken him by surprise and he hadn't been prepared for the
suddenness of it. As he lay on his back, paws flailing about
helplessly, she stood over him glaring down at him, growling. He
expected her to carry on her assault, but she suddenly bent down
and nuzzled his scrotum and the fleshy pouch that hid his wolf
cock. What was she doing, he asked himself dizzily. Then he smelled
it. The air reeked with the hot, ripe musk of her readiness. She
was in heat. Suddenly, he felt his wolf cock slither out of its
fleshy sleeve, jutting out hard and ready.

Giving his big, wolf cock one last lap, the
old, gray bitch whimpered and stepped off him, spinning her gaunt
rear end around to him. Scrambling up to his all fours, Warren
drove his nose up under her tail and inhaled deeply, savoring the
hot, pungency of her heat. She was ready and openly offering
herself to him.

A wolf's life isn't so bad, he growled to
himself as he reared up on his hind paws and wrapped his legs
around her skinny ribs. Instinctively, his hips started jerking
back and forth wildly as he searched for her wolf cunt with his
barbed wolf cock. Suddenly, he was inside of her; his big, hard
wolf cock sliding in and out of her. As he pounded his cock into
her, she made little yelping sounds and pushed herself back against
his merciless assault.

Suddenly, almost before he knew it, he felt
his wolf balls burst, sending out a gusher of hot wolf cum into the
old wolf's cunt. But still, his hips kept slashing back and forth
as his wolf prick emptied its precious load into her hot, tight
cunt.

Then as suddenly as it had begun, it was
over.

Turning and snarling at him, the white wolf
jumped out from under him, letting him drop back down onto his all
fours. Finished with him, the old, white bitch turned and quickly
joined the others as they devoured the still-warm carcass of the
sheep.

Turning, he gave the big, brown wolf a
lustful look and took a step in her direction. But just as he did,
the skinny wolf with the long red hair lifted her gore-covered
snout up out of a big, crimson wound in the sheep's stomach and
trotted over to him.

Her snout was drenched with blood and Warren
could smell its coppery reek as she licked him in the face. He
didn't know what to do as she quickly sidled up beside him and
stuck her nose down under his belly. All at once, Warren felt her
hot, raspy tongue on his wolf cock, licking and lapping it back to
hardness. As she worried his wolf cock with her tongue, he found
his nose shoved up against her hot, drooling wolf cunt. It was her
time, too, he quickly found out as his nostrils were filled with
the perfume of her heat. Flicking his long, wet tongue out, he
lapped at her oozing vagina, reveling in the taste of her
juices.

Then he was behind her; mounting her. Just as
before, his hips jerked back and forth wildly as he sought the hot,
clenching socket of her sex. Suddenly, he found it, impaling her on
his huge wolf penis. Driving it into her all the way to the hilt,
he heard her yelp out in pain, but he couldn't stop the frantic
jerking of his haunches as he pounded his wolf prick into her again
and again.

Panting and growling, he fucked the little
red bitch as hard as he could as he felt his wolf testicles
scrunching up and preparing to discharge a geyser of wolf jism into
the little red bitch. Then he was coming, sending spurt after spurt
of thick, hot wolf cum into the little wolf's hot, milking cunt.
His haunches lurched back and forth like a broken spring as he
filled her wolf vagina with his wolf seed. In no time, she was
filled to overflowing and the thick, hot semen spewed out onto the
ground between her back paws.

For several seconds, they stood locked
together until the little red bitch growled and jerked the drenched
sheath of her wolf pussy down and off Warren's wolf cock.

For the second time, he dropped back down
onto all four paws as the little, red bitch danced back over to
where the other wolves were loudly devouring the sheep's
carcass.

As Warren stood waiting, he somehow knew that
the big, wolf with curly brown hair and big, full tits swaying
underneath her belly would come to him. Watching her, he saw her
lift her head from the bloody trench she had torn in the sheep's
belly and turn toward him. Slowly plodding over to him with her
big, dangling tits flopping about wildly, she sidled up beside him.
As she did, he glanced over to the other brown wolf who was still
sitting on her haunches watching him. She was obviously the leader
of the pack. Strangely, she seemed to be telepathically ordering
the other wolves to have sex with him.

Abruptly, his attention was brought back to
the other wolf with the curly, brown hair as her hot, rough tongue
found his cock. Turning his head, he stuck his big, cold nose under
her tail and drank in the rich, thick fragrance of her submission.
She was ready, too. Strange that all the wolves had come into heat
on the very same night at the very same time he groaned as he
reared up and wrapped his hairy legs around her ribs. Just as
before, his hips began to lurch back and forth crazily as he sought
out the opening of her wolf cunt. This time, he found it on the
first try and he drove his big, hard wolf cock into her all the way
up to his hairy belly. She yelped out in pleasure and pain as he
began to hammer his cock into her mercilessly. But she took
everything he gave her and shoved herself back at him for more.
Back and forth, back and forth flew his hair-covered haunches as
his tail wagged wildly.

God, I love it, he growled to himself.

Then, he felt another gusher of cum spewing
up out of his balls as his cock began to jerk and twitch inside its
overheated prison, spitting out its potent load into the big, brown
wolf's cunt. Over and over again, it exploded inside the hot,
clenching sheath of her wolf cunt until his cum was dripping out of
her and running down the curly brown hair on her back legs.

Suddenly she growled and turned, snipping at
him as she pulled away from him, jerking his cum-drenched cock out
of her. Bending her body almost in double, she licked her cunt a
couple of times and then hurried back to where the others were
gorging themselves on the gutted body of the sheep.

This time he didn't wait, but trotted over
behind old, gray bitch with the short hair. Shoving his nose under
her long, skinny tail, he found she was indeed in heat just as he
expected. Lifting himself up on his back legs, he grabbed hold of
her with his front legs and began to poke at her with his dripping
cock. He was getting better at this, he told himself as his cock
went slithering in the old wolf's cunt on the first lunge.

But, he could feel his hips tiring as he
hammered himself into her. Hell, he told himself, this was his
fourth wolf of the night, so why shouldn't he be getting tired?

Grunting and panting with exertion, he kept
slamming his big wolf cock into her as she hunched herself back at
him without even lifting her snout out of the bloody wound she was
tearing at.

Finally, he felt it coming; welling up from
the deep recesses of his wolf balls; the last of his reserves
finally shooting out into her hot, tight cunt. As she felt the hot
cum spew out into her, she snarled quietly, but didn't move away
from him until she felt his cock give one final quiver.

Warren now found himself tiredly standing
behind the snarling, yapping bitches as they disgustingly tore at
the bloody remains of the unfortunate sheep. He had taken all of
them, all of them but the big leader. He had filled the rest of
them with his seed, but had he produced a progeny? Only time would
tell...

The big, full moon drenched the clearing with
its eerie light as Warren turned to see if the big, brown wolf was
still there. Maybe it was her turn now, he tiredly thought, as he
felt a spasm of excitement jolt through his still hard wolf
cock.

But she was gone. Where, he wondered as he
was suddenly blinded by a dazzling flash of light and felt himself
spinning, whirling through the blazing whiteness that seemed to
invade every pore of his body. Then he passed out for the second
time of the night…

 


~~~

Slowly, he found his senses returning as he
shook his head to clear it.

Where was he at this time, he wondered as he
found himself standing upright in center of a pitch-black room? The
room was as dark as the inside of a witch's hat, he grumbled to
himself.

Suddenly, there was another flash of light
accompanied by the pop and hiss of a match being lit. Warren
watched the flame flare up and then grow smaller as he heard and
saw several other matches blaze into life. All at once, sparkles of
light began to magically appear around the room. Then he realized
that there were candles being lit and as more light filled the
room, he saw that he was standing in the center of the living room
floor of his own house.

Turning to look at the ring of candles
encircling him, he tried to take a step but found that he couldn't
move his legs. Wondering what new affliction possessed him, he
slowly looked down at his legs and saw that he was standing in the
center of a large pentagram inscribed on the floor.

His legs were human legs once again and there
was nothing obviously wrong with them. But at the same time, he saw
that he was naked. And not only naked, but also he had a huge
erection with his penis pointing straight up at the ceiling.

What was happening to him now, he wondered as
he lifted his arms and examined them? There was no covering of fur
this time. They were his own arms. He was no longer a wolf. It was
then that he noticed the sparkling, silver ring on his ring finger
as it glistened and eerily sparkled in the glow of the candles.

As he gawked down at the ring, he felt the
strength flowing out of his arms as they lifelessly dropped down to
his sides; then he felt his strength flowing out of his chest as he
had difficulty breathing. Finally, the weakness spread down over
his belly to his legs. It seemed as if the pentagram was sucking
the life out of him. Every part of his body was seemed paralyzed
and useless, except his huge, twitching, jerking cock.

Suddenly, he felt himself giving way and
falling to the floor. As he lay on the floor gasping for breath, he
felt his arms, legs and head being mystically pulled toward the
points of the pentagram. He was powerless to stop them as they
crept outward until he found himself spread-eagled, fingers and
toes touching four of the five points of the pentagram and his head
pointing at the other one.

Now helpless, he found that he could breathe
easier when he heard sharp, clicking sounds outside the ring of
candles. It sounded like the claws of an animal, or a bunch of
animals ticking and scratching the hard surface of the floor. Was
he going crazy? This couldn't really be happening to him. He must
have hit his head harder than he had thought when he fell on the
porch.

Then he saw them. The four wolves came
slinking out from behind the candles and surrounded him. Slowly,
they moved around until each of them stood at a point of the
pentagram.

The air was filled with the sweet scent of
witch hazel as he anxiously watched the wolves.

As he watched them, he noticed that their
features were slowly mutating, morphing and taking on human shape.
Ever so slowly, their long, pointed snouts began to shrink and grow
rounder as the hair on their arms and legs began to disappear. As
their faces grew more and more human, their bodies began to
lengthen and fill with curves until at last, four women stood
looking down at him.

Warren was dumbfounded. It couldn't be. He
knew all four women. In his dream, he had fucked the four wolves.
Did this mean that he had fucked the four women? Just the thought
of such a thing sent a jolt of excitement through his cock as it
lurched and jerked once again.

Staring up at the ring of naked women, he saw
one was Wirka White, their next door neighbor. And one was Wanda
Cerise, his mother's friend and school teacher just like his
mother. The brown wolf with the curly hair had turned into Wendi
Brown, the knock-out school nurse that all the boys in school had
the hots for and the last one was Wilma Grayson, Warren's fourth
grade teacher.

He couldn't believe it.

He still couldn't move as the women slowly
knelt down beside him. Then, he felt their hands on him; soft and
warm, exploring his body, touching him and fondling him as their
fingers slowly crept down to his jutting prick and big balls. Then
he heard soft mewing sounds, more like the sound of wind rustling
through leaves than actual words; he could sense that they were
pleased with his body. If it was speech, it was in a language he
didn't understand; much like the words of the song they had sung
earlier.

Still the strange lethargy prevented him from
moving as he felt their hands fondling his ripened maleness while
it jutted up out of the pit of his belly like a shaft of steel.

The voices were growing more and more
animated as the hands touched and explored his jutting harpoon of
muscle and flesh.

Then he felt a faint breath of air waft over
his face. He sensed that something or someone else had just come
into the room. Listening, he heard the scratch of claws on the
floor and somehow knew that it was the lead wolf. The women
kneeling by him fell silent as their hands reluctantly moved away
from his twitching penis. He strained to hear any clue that would
explain who the wolf was and what was happening to him. His senses
were now super-sensitive and suddenly, he caught a whiff of
perfume.

The sweet fragrance filled his nostrils and
sent a chill racing down his spine. He knew that scent. It was very
familiar; in fact, all too familiar. At first, he couldn't admit
it. It couldn't be. But it had to be, he thought as his mind
feverishly tried to find an answer to what was happening to him. He
could only hope that he was wrong and wouldn't have to suffer the
mortification he felt.

But the musky sweetness of the perfume
floating in the air around him was unmistakable. And now it was so
strong, it seemed to sink into every pore of his body.

It was Witch's Brew, the dizzying fragrance
of his mother's favorite perfume. And she was the only woman he
knew of that wore it.

Was she the other wolf? If she was, that
meant that she had watched him fuck the other women …or wolves that
now circled him His head was spinning. He couldn't think straight.
She must have just now seen them playing with his cock, too.

How could he explain it to her? Indeed, how
could he explain it to her when he didn't even understand it
himself? What was happening to him?

"Damn, God, what is happening?" he muttered
under his breath.

But it was to no avail.

"Rise, sister witches and prepare for the
ceremony," he heard a voice say.

An icy chill slithered down his spine. There
was no mistaking her voice. It was his mother's voice reverberating
through his head as he tried to make sense of the macabre scene
swirling around him.

Witches? Had his mother said witches? Oh, my,
God! What kind of depravity was she involved in? Was she the one
behind tonight's unearthly happenings?

From his disadvantageous position,
spread-eagled out on the floor, he had no place to look except up,
but he could only see the other four women, not his mother.

All at once, the women scrambled to their
feet and went scurrying away behind the candles. Now all Warren
could do was stare up at the darkened ceiling.

Then, as quickly as they had left, they were
back, standing around him again. Looking up, all he could see was
legs; women's legs; long legs, short legs, slender legs, curvaceous
legs, some now bare and other covered by nylon. He found his head
swimming again as he let his eyes travel up one set of stocking
covered legs and saw that it was Wirka standing above him smiling
down as she rearranged her hose. He couldn't believe that she was
so sexy, standing there in her black fishnet hose. All Warren could
do was lie there gawking up at her. He still couldn't believe that
this was really happening to him. Or was it? Was it just another
dream his oversexed brain had conjured up?

Trying to turn his head, he spied a pair of
naked legs and let his eyes wander up the long, slender curves to
the almost boyish figure of his mother's young friend, Wanda. She
was smiling down at him, too. With her rich, red hair, she must
have been the little, red wolf that had snarled at him, he thought
as he drank in her mysterious beauty. With her slender body, tiny
delicate breasts, flat belly and mystical face, it was no wonder
that he found himself drawn to her. Suddenly, he felt his eyes
being drawn down to the tiny tuft of fiery red hair above her
almost childlike pussy as she slowly spread her legs apart. As his
eyes found the almost-hairless cleft between her long legs, he
couldn't stop his cock from lurching with excitement. He could only
imagine what it would feel like to fuck her as a human and not as a
wolf.

Finally, he was able to tear his eyes away
from Wanda's delectable little cunt and found himself staring up at
the school nurse, Wendi.

"Jesus Fucking Christ," he cursed under his
breath as his eyes caressed the soft curves of her perfectly
rounded legs.

All the guys in school wanted to get in her
pants, him included, he thought as he stared up at her. And she was
even prettier naked that he had imagined. He had never seen such
pretty breasts; big, round, droopy tits that hung down heavily,
wiggling with every tiny move she made. Then she saw him watching
her and sensually lifted the titans and let them fall back down to
her chest, sending them into convulsions of movement. Smiling down
at him, she laughed when she saw his cock twitch excitedly. He
couldn't help what his cock did as he watched the soft mountains of
flesh lurch from side to side.

Moving around the circle of legs, he found
the fourth pair of legs now enveloped inside a pair of sheer white
hose. As his eyes went up the legs, he found his fourth grade
teacher, Wilma grinning down at him. But the amazing thing was her
pussy. It was as bald as a baby's butt.

She had been Warren's first real crush and he
had, had many wet dreams about her. Now here she was, standing
above him, wearing only a white garter belt, white hose and a small
string of white pearls draped around her neck. Grinning down at
him, she leaned down slightly, making her big, floppy tits wriggle
sexily and chuckled softly when she saw his prick jerk once again.
She had to be at least in her fifties, but she still had what it
took to get him all hot and bothered.

From his position, he couldn't see his mother
who was at the top of the pentagram and just out of the circle of
light being cast by the candles. He could only wait and bask in the
sweet fragrance of her perfume as it filled the air around him.

As he inhaled deeply, reveling in the
mystical bouquet of his mother's perfume, he watched Wirka slowly
kneel down onto the floor beside him. Her white hair was glowing
dully in the soft candlelight as she slowly lifted a silver chalice
above her head. Warren watched her small, dangling tits wiggle
gently as she began to speak.

"I bring water to the wedding," she softly
intoned. "Water to cleanse the boy's soul. "Water, to anoint his
mighty pole."

While she chanted on, Warren couldn't help
but staring at her nakedness. Her belly had a little a sexy little
paunch, but otherwise she was quite a looker for her fifty plus
years. He would never have imagined it, but even in his ridiculous
predicament, he found himself wanting to fuck her.

"Water, to wake his desire."

"Water, to quench his thirst and not let him
tire."

"Water, to prepare him for his new wife."

Water, to nourish and strengthen him in his
new life."

New wife, new life, he thought to himself?
What in the hell was she talking about?

He watched on in confusion as the old woman
gently slid her hand under his neck and lifted his head up from the
floor.

What was she doing?

As if to answer his question, she brought the
chalice to his lips and tipped it up, letting a trickle of the
warm, sweet water trickle into his mouth.

Warren didn't resist and swallowed the fiery
liquid as she poured more into his mouth. The taste wasn't
unpleasant, he thought to himself as he swallowed again, but it
definitely wasn't like any water he'd ever drank before. This water
had a kick to it.

Then he felt warmness spread out from his
belly to fill his bloated manhood with desire. As the warmth inside
his cock grew, Wirka lifted the chalice to her own lips, tipped her
head back and took a long, deep drink from the chalice. Warren
could see that she didn't swallow the water and instead held it in
her mouth. Turning, setting the chalice down, she turned back, bent
down over his cock, slowly opened her mouth and let the
mouth-warmed fluid dribble down out of her mouth onto his throbbing
manhood.

As the fluid warmed his cock, Wirka suddenly
dipped her head and sucked his cock into her mouth.

"Fuck," Warren grunted as she gave his cock a
long, slurping suck before she just as quickly lifted her mouth up
off him.

"Spirit, to cock. Make his man-thing like a
bow," she whispered, bending down and sucking him back into her
mouth.

Slowly raising her head, sucking on him as
she did, she let his cock slither out of her mouth a second
time.

"Water, to make his juices flow," she softly
said, quickly dipping her head down and sucking him inside her
mouth for a third time.

Letting his liquor-drenched prick slink out
of her mouth again, she smiled at him.

"Fire, to heat the seeds he is about to spew,
" she sighed, lowering her mouth down on him again.

Another loud slurp and she spit his cock out
of her mouth.

"Earth to plant his seed in and make it
grow," she smiled, bobbing her head down and sucking him into her
mouth again before she slowly let it ease out of her mouth.

"Wind, to cool his brow and make him go and
go," she said.

Then she stopped for a moment and softly blew
a breath across his wet cock before she eased her mouth down on
him, magically sucking all eight inches of his cock into her mouth
and throat before she eased her mouth back up his twitching
peter.

Wickedly smiling down at him, she licked her
lips and slowly pushed back up onto her high heels, making room
Wanda who was slowly kneeling down beside him.

Warren could feel his cock twitching and
jerking with excitement as he watched Wanda Cerise go down on her
knees beside him.

As she did, he saw that she held a little
brass container with a tiny flame flickering on the candle floating
in it.

"I bring fire to the wedding," she said,
holding out the dish and looking around at the group.

"Fire to light the groom's soul," she
whispered.

"Fire to make his man-thing as hot as a
glowing coal."

Groom, he heard her say. There it was again.
The insinuation that there was going to be some kind of kinky
marriage. Had his mother betrothed him to one of the women, he
wondered? What kind of weird and crazy wedding were these mad women
planning?

"Fire to warm his manliness on this Halloween
night," she prattled on.

"Fire to fuel his greatness so that he may
fill her with his all his might."

Who was his new wife going to be, he asked
himself? The women were talking as if it were not them, but someone
else. Was there still another woman that he hadn't seen who would
be his eventual wife? Or would it be Wirka, Wanda, Wendi, or Wilma?
None of the women, or witches as they called themselves were
married, so conceivably it could be any of them. Which one, he
pondered as he felt his cock twitch again?

Wanda then brought the little urn down and
rested it on his belly. Dipping a finger into the urn, she then
moved it over to this twitching cock. Slowly, she ran her finger
down the thick, blood-vesseled shaft leaving a trail of the flame
warmed oil down his cock. She did this five times and then slowly
wrapped her hand around the shaft of his aching prick.

"Spirit, to make his man-thing uncoil," she
softly giggled as she ran her hand down his oil-slickened
penis.

"Water, to make it slick just like this oil,"
she said, quickly running her hand up and down his cock again.

Warren was having difficulty holding back the
impatience growing inside his balls as the soft warmness of her
hand tightly clasped his cock.

"Fire, to make his juices boil," she moaned,
roughly shucking her hand up and down him again.

"Earth, a place for him to bury his seed,"
she laughed softly, squeezing him tightly as she stroked her hand
up and down him still again.

"And Wind, to whisk away the rules they
foil," she finally said, rapidly running her hand up and down his
cock one last time.

Warren didn't know if the last little squeeze
she gave him was a part of the ritual or not, but it almost made
him send his juices spurting high into the air.
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 Warren's cock felt like it was going to
explode any second now as the room spun about crazily. The effects
of the water Wirka had given him, the sight of the naked
women, the babble they were talking had his head spinning, but
somehow, he managed to hold the churning tidal wave of jism
back.

Watching her scoot back away from him, he
wondered what was next.

Almost before he knew it, Wendi was bending
over him chanting her rhyme.

"Earth, I bring to the wedding," she slowly
said, shaking her head and letting her long, brown hair fall down
over her shoulders.

"Earth, I bring to the bedding," she went
on.

Fuck, he thought, as he stared up at her
beautiful breasts dangling down above his chest, maybe she will be
the bride. God, I could fuck her all night long.

"Earth, from mother earth to us all," she
softly said.

"Earth, to her son she will call."

What was she saying? The words didn't make
any sense to him. Mother to us all and her son she would call?
Gibberish.

When she finished, she slowly began drawing a
pentagram on his chest with the spit wetted mud she held in the
palm of her hand.

"Water...Fire...Earth...Wind...Spirit," she
droned, stabbing a sharp fingernail into him with every word.

Finishing the pentagram, she bent down and
tenderly kissed him on the lips.

"Welcome to our coven," she whispered so
softly no one else but him could have heard it, "I think you will
enjoy it."

Warren watched her move back away from him as
her big, beautiful tits wiggled and wobbled seductively. Wendi must
have the most gorgeous tits in the world, he thought. Then he
watched Wilma inch up next to him.

He felt the hackles on his neck rise as he
watched his old grade-school teacher begin her chant.

"I bring wind to the marriage."

"Wind, to blow this boy into manhood," she
said staring down into his eyes.

"Wind, to cool his fevered brow as you
would."

"Wind, to join these two in wedlock forever,"
she said.

"Wind, to curse anyone who this bond would
sever."

As the last word flew from her mouth, Warren
felt his body being bathed in a hot, scorching wind; wind so hot,
he felt like he was melting as he looked up into his old teacher's
eyes. She had her mouth slightly open and was smiling evilly as the
burning winds wracked his body. Crazy, he thought as fiery winds
swirled around his body but the candles weren't even
flickering.

As the winds whistled around him, blistering
his skin and tormenting his soul, he could hear those same cursed
words swirling around inside his head.

"Water...Fire...Earth...Wind...Spirit..."

What in the fuck was it all about? Was he
going crazy? Was this the insanity of manhood? Was he to be cursed
by this insatiable lust the rest of his life?

All at once, the winds ceased.

What now, he wondered as he watched the
circle of women surrounding him slowly rise to their feet.

Wirka, in her black fishnet hose bent down by
his left hand and Wanda, in all her naked beauty bent down by his
left foot. His eyes flicked over to Wendi as she bent down by his
right foot with her big, pendulous breasts bobbling about wildly
while Wilma in her garter belt and nylons leaned over at his right
hand.

All at once, they grabbed hold of his arms
and legs and quickly pulled him to his feet. Warren wasn't
surprised to find that he still had no control over his arms and
legs as the women turned him around to face his mother.

Staring at her in confusion and amazement, he
couldn't believe his eyes. He had never seen his mother dressed
like this before. Thank god, he thought, or he would have raped
her. At least, he thought it was his mother. Or maybe it was some
fiendish apparition dredged up to make him think it was his mother.
Never in a million years would he have believed she was capable of
what he saw.

She was incredibly beautiful. The most
ravishing woman on the face of the planet.

"How is my warlock?" she softly asked as he
stood before her shaking and quivering.

He found himself powerless to speak as his
knees trembled and threatened to collapse at any second. He still
couldn't believe his eyes.

She was standing before the big, wrought iron
chair that she had bought only last week. She had a wicked, sexy,
unmotherly smile playing at the corners of her lips as she looked
into his eyes with. She had to know how much trouble Warren was
having keeping his eyes on her face as she stared back at him
openly unashamed that she was standing in front of her son wearing
almost nothing. Warren finally couldn't help it. He had to drop his
eyes down to her big, white breasts that were majestically jutting
out of the soft, leather vest she had peeled open. Warren's mouth
dropped open in awe as he ogled her big, perfectly-round breasts
with their dusky, pink areolas. Her hands were encased in long,
black gloves that stretched almost all the way up to her elbows. As
he gawked on, she reached up and cupped her big, white breasts in
her gloved hands. The contrast between the soft, black leather and
the milky whiteness of her breast made them seem even larger,
paler, even more sensuous.

Openly bared to him, they jutted out
majestically as he let his eyes feast on their exposed wonder. It
took every bit of control Warren could muster to hold back the
bubbling reservoir of cum churning deep inside his aching
testicles. His poor cock was twitching, jumping and bounding up and
down uncontrollably.

Embarrassed by his twitching cock, he still
couldn't keep his eyes off the crotch of her tight, black velvet
panties. He could only imagine the glory that lay they hidden
underneath the narrow band of tightly stretched cloth.

Around her tiny waist, she wore a sexy, black
garter belt that held her sheer, black nylons up. But, she was
never this tall, he told himself, staring down at her legs. Then he
saw the black pumps with the spike heels that she was wearing. The
heels had to be at least five inches tall.

"Wirka," his mother said, her voice flowing
from her mouth like warm honey, "you had better finish the ceremony
before my boy has a heart attack."

"Yes, dear Hazel, I think that might be the
best," she smiled, reaching out and fingering Warren's lurching
penis, "or this thing is going to go off and ruin everything."

All the women tittered as Warren's prick
jerked up and stood pointing straight to the ceiling, still on the
verge of eruption.

Who? Who was he going to marry? His head was
spinning with excitement as he waited to see who would step forth
to be his bride.

"Oh, my god," he choked out when his mother
slowly turned and eased up beside him, taking his hand in hers.

"You may begin, Wirka," she smiled, squeezing
his hand tightly.

HIS MOTHER! He was going to marry HIS MOTHER?
How could this be? What did this mean? Was this some kind of crazy
witch marriage? But then he remembered the rhymes that all the
women had recited. Every one of them had insinuated that sex was to
be a part of the marriage. Did that mean that he was going to get
to sleep with his mother? Sleep with her and make love to her? Fuck
her? FUCK HIS MOTHER? Or was it all some sick, twisted Halloween
joke?

His hand began to shake as he watched Wirka
step up in front of them with a book in her hand.

Quickly flipping the book open, she began to
read:

"Hazel Wicken, Queen of the coven, do you
come before us openly and without coercion on this Halloween. The
most joyful of nights?"

"Yes, Witch Wirka," his mother said, "I come
before you of my own free will and volition."

"Do you come to join as one with this man
with you? Join as one, spiritually and physically, forever and
ever?"

"Yes, I do," she softly said, as Warren felt
her squeeze his hand even tighter.

"Do you have the band that will bind his love
to you?"

"Yes, this is it," Hazel murmured, holding
out her hand, palm up with a tiny circlet of gold in it.

"You may place the ring upon his finger."

Warren's hand was shaking so badly, his
mother had difficulty sliding the ring onto his ring finger, but at
last she slipped it on, sliding it down his finger until it lay
next to the silver one that had coalesced from the four rings the
women had given him earlier. Looking down he saw the two rings, one
silver and one gold softly shimmering in the flickering glow of the
candles.

Then Wirka turned to Warren.

"Warren Wicken, newly a man and warlock," she
paused glancing down at Warren's prick that was jerking up and down
dangerously close to erupting once again, "do you come before us
openly and without coercion on this most joyful of nights?"

"Uh, un, esssss, uh, essssdo," was all he
could manage to mumble as he stood by his mother trembling.

He had never felt so excited.

HIS MOTHER! He was going to marry his
mother?

Sleep with her and make love to her? Fuck
her? Fuck his mother?

"Do you come to join as one with this woman
with you? Join as one, spiritually and physically, forever and
ever?"

"EssssssssIdo," he hissed, unable to make his
tongue correctly form the words. "EssssssssIdo."

"Do you have the band that will bind her love
to you?" Wirka asked him.

Oh, NO, he thought, he didn't have a ring.
Was this how it was to end? Defeated because he didn't have a ring
to place on her finger?

Then he felt something being forced into his
hand by one of the women. Looking down in his palm, he saw that it
was a tiny, gold ring exactly like the one his mother had just
slipped on his finger.

It was really going to happen, he told
himself as he raised the ring into the air.

"Essssssssdo," he blurted out.

"You may place the ring upon her finger,"
Wirka smiled at him.

Fumbling with his mother's hand, it seemed to
take forever to finally slip the ring onto her finger. But at last,
it was on.

"I therefore, pronounce you man and woman.
Witch and warlock. Husband and wife. And what Water, Fire, Earth,
Wind, and the Spirit has joined, let no mortal ever try to
part."

"You will now kiss your bride to seal the
covenant," Wirka told him, taking them by the shoulder, turning
them to face each other and gently forcing them together.

Slowly, almost magically, their lips touched.
Warren could feel the love and passion flowing out from his
mother's lips as he tenderly pressed his lips to hers. It was
almost as if their souls met and meshed into one as they
kissed.

Warren could feel his mother's soft, warm
breasts pressed against his chest as they kissed and kissed and
kissed.

Finally, they had to break for air. Stepping
back away from each other, they stood staring into each other's
eyes as they gasped for breath.

Then the other women swarmed around him.

"Time to kiss the groom," they giggled in
unison.

Warren's world received another jolt as Wirka
stepped up to him and wrapped her arms around him. Warren couldn't
believe it as he felt her hot, hungry lips on his. Then, he felt
another shock as her tongue forced its way into his mouth.

Warren was thunderstruck. Up until this very
moment, Warren had believed his neighbor to be an old maid, but now
she was frenching him and thrusting her groin against his cock as
they kissed. And right in in front of his mother. His wife. His
witch.

Thankfully she quickly broke away from him,
running her hand over his quivering cock as she moved away to make
room for the next witch.

Warren's hold on his passions was about to be
breached as Wanda slithered up and pressed herself against him.
Flattening her body against his, she reached around behind him,
clutched hold of the cheeks of his ass, pulling him against her
even tighter as she ground herself against him.

As her little tongue shot out and brushed
across his lips, he could feel her rubbing her hard, flat belly
against his rock hard cock. Fighting to keep from spewing out his
frothy seed all over her tummy, Warren felt her hot, probing tongue
stab into his mouth. He could feel her sharp fingernails digging
into his skin as she pulled him against her harder and harder while
her hot, probing tongue twisted and writhed around inside his
mouth. Then, just at the last second, she jumped back away from
him, laughing as she watched his cock jerking and bouncing on the
verge of eruption.

Gasping for breath and trying to quiet the
burning need inside his balls, he watched Wendi slink up to
him.

Warren could see that she sensed how close he
was to losing it as she leaned forward and delicately brushed her
lips over his. In his aroused state of passion, her kiss was even
more sensual and stimulating than the other two. But before he
could even respond, she quickly stepped back, watching his cock
wildly twitch and jerk.

Frantically looking around for Wilma, Warren
saw his mother sitting in the big, iron chair watching the whole
thing with a wicked smile on her lips. She seemed to be enjoying
the macabre melodrama as it played out before her.

Staring at his mother in a state of shock, he
hardly noticed Wilma step up to him.

Suddenly, Wilma took his head between her
hands and turned him away from his mother. Peering deep into his
eyes, she mashed her lips against his, digging her tongue into his
mouth. Kissing him passionately, she pressed her big, floppy
breasts against his chest for several seconds before she finally
released him and stepped away, clutching his shoulder and turning
him back around to face his mother.

Warren watched his mother's eyes drop down to
his aching, throbbing cock as it danced and frolicked in front of
her. His balls were filled with unspent cum and he wished he could
come to ease their pain, but he had to save it for her. Save the
cum that had been stirred and boiled by the sordid events of the
night. As many times as he had been on the verge of coming, the cum
now inside his balls must be primed with billions of his sperm,
each of them ready and eager to impregnate her and fill her with
his life's essence.

Warren watched on, still in a state of shock
as his mother slowly lifted one, long leg, hooked the heel of her
high heeled pump on the front edge of the chair. Then, with the
grace of a ballet dancer, she lifted her other leg, bending it at
the knee and hooked the other high-heeled shoe on the front of the
chair.

She now sat perched on the chair, with her
legs bent, knees only inches below her chin as she smiled back at
him.

Looking down, Warren could see the material
covering her womanhood was clinging to her sex, stretched tightly
over the hidden treasure underneath it.

The women tittered around behind him, pushing
him, nudging him closer and closer to the chair where his mother
sat. All at once, their hands were on his shoulders, pushing him
down to his knees in front of her.

He was so overwhelmed, he couldn't speak as
he felt himself being pushed closer and closer to her.

"What's wrong, Warren, honey, has a pussy got
your tongue," he heard his mother ask.

It was then that Warren saw the knife in her
hand.

What in the fuck was she going to do with the
damned knife he wondered? He felt panic slowly swelling up from his
bowels as his mother held the knife in her gloved hand. Smiling
mischievously, she looked down at his throbbing, twitching prick.
Then he felt a hand on his cock, holding it steady as his mother
slowly moved the knife down toward it. He was in a real panic
now.

He didn't know what his mother was capable of
now. Everything he thought he knew about her had been destroyed on
this weird, crazy Halloween night.

The whole thing was spinning dangerously out
of control. He didn't know what else his mother was capable of, he
thought, feverishly wishing his cock wasn't sticking out so exposed
and vulnerable.

"Such a lovely cock," his mother murmured,
running the flat of the blade over his cock head.



The panic coursing through his body finally
found its way down to his cock and he watched as it slowly began to
wilt.

"Oh, what is wrong?" he heard his mother
taunt, "Is he afraid of my little knife?"

Warren couldn't speak as she delicately eased
the knife blade down underneath his wilting manhood.

"Doesn't he know that a mother," she icily
smiled, slowly lifting his flaccid penis with the blade of the
knife, "would never do anything to hurt her little baby's beautiful
cock."

Warren felt a wave of relief wash over him as
sweat began to trickle down his temples.

"But, I might feed him to my hungry, little
pussy," she laughed.

Warren swallowed, trying to keep the lump in
his throat from escaping.

"I liked him better when he was big and
hard," she went on. "Maybe if I showed him my pussy, he would get
big again."

Warren could already feel the blood pulsating
back into his cock as he watched his mother ease the knife out from
under it.

"Do you think he would like to see my little
pussy?" she loudly whispered, running the burmished gold blade of
the knife down and under the waistband of her black panties where
it arced up over her exquisite hip.

"Uh-huh," Warren gulped as he watched her
jerk the knife up, severing the waistband in two.

His mouth fell open as he watched her
carefully slip the blade under the other side of the waistband and
quickly jerk it up again splitting the other strap of velvet
covered elastic. Warren couldn't move. He could only stand on his
knees staring down at the crotch of the panties as she slowly
peeled the triangle of black velvet down away from the oozing,
pink-lipped slit between her legs.

"Mother," he gasped, feeling the strength
flowing out of his legs again.

"Does my Warlock like my pussy?" she mocked,
slowly spreading her knees wider apart.

Suddenly Warren felt himself leaning toward
the waiting treasure as the women held onto him to try and keep him
from falling. The macabre scene was like one from some old English
movie where the serfs had to bow before their ruler, he thought as
he stared at the glistening gash between his mother's legs. As he
openly gawked at her secrecy, he saw her slowly lift her gloved
hand and leisurely run a long, black finger up the weeping
slit.

"Would you like to taste the juices from
whence you once came?" he heard his mother ask.

There was a medley of voices from all around
him agreeing that he should partake of his mother's sweet
nectar.

Were they all crazy? Or was he the insane
one? He could never have dreamt anything so maniacal in a million
years. It had to be a dream. Otherwise how else could this be
happening? But, even as he tried to rationalize it, he felt himself
being gently pushed down toward the wet, glistening gash.

"Taste his mother's nectar," the women began
to chant as they gently, but forcefully pushed him closer and
closer to the forbidden cleft of flesh between his mother's
legs.

"Let the son taste his mother's sweet nectar,
taste his mother's nectar, taste his mother's nectar, taste her
sweet nectar," they chanted as his lips drew ever closer to the
mystical opening from whence he had once been expelled.

Now he could smell the rich fragrance of her
ripeness as his nose hovered above the fleshy gash. The aroma of
her estrous filled his nostrils sending tingles of electricity
sparking through his rejuvenated cock, which was now jutting out
hard and at the ready again.

"I would say the warlock's scepter is ready
for its baptism," Wirka said as she reached down, curled her
fingers around warren's penis, squeezed and began to twist her hand
up and down his throbbing manhood.

Then he felt a hand on his balls. It was
Wirka again, squeezing and fondling them as she worked her other
hand up and down his cock. Then another hand, whose, he didn't know
ran down over his buttocks until it found the sensitive pucker of
his asshole.

Oh, God, he inwardly groaned. Now they were
all trying to bring on his eruption.

His lips came closer and closer to the hot,
seething crypt between his mother's outstretched legs.

The heavy, rich scent of her readiness was
everywhere, filling his nostrils with its ripe pungency as he
opened his mouth. The air was so thick with her ripeness, he could
taste it as he flicked his tongue out. At last his tongue touched
the hot, wetness of her sex. His mother's sex!

A million volts of electricity must have shot
through his tongue as it brushed the soft flesh surrounding her
gushing womanhood.

Flicking and lapping the fragile lips with
his tongue, Warren immediately attacked the fleshy wound.

Just as his tongue grazed the smooth
softness, he felt the fingers caressing him turn to the hot lap of
four tongues. As he lashed his tongue up and down the deep, wet
furrow of his mother's seething cunt, he could hear the other women
panting and breathing heavily as they swarmed around him.

Searching above the fleshy opening for her
clitoris, he quickly found it with his tongue. As he raked his
tongue across it, he felt his mother shudder, her whole body
stiffening. He could hear his mother's breathing growing more
labored as he began to tease the pea-sized extrusion of flesh.

Slowly, as he sucked and nibbled on her
clitoris, he felt her sliding down off the chair. But she was
moving with a deliberate slowness, making sure that his busy tongue
wasn't dislodged from her clitoris as she did.

Within moments, Warren found himself down on
his hands and knees before his mother; his mouth buried down in the
furry nest nestled at the bottom of her belly while his upturned
ass was being ravaged by the four witches encircling him.

Warren couldn't believe that he was eating
his mother in front of the other four women, but he was as he felt
the hot, lapping tongues of the women all over his stiff cock and
dangling balls. And there was even a slithery, wet tongue
insistently tormenting his wrinkled prune of an asshole.

But as exciting as the assault on his nether
regions was, his attention was immediately brought back to his
mother' clitoris as it slowly began to grow and push into his
mouth. When he had first found it with his tongue, it had only been
the size of a small, round pea, but already it had grown to the
size of a big, plump cherry as he hungrily sucked on it. Now it was
lengthening and curving upward into his mouth as he hungrily pulled
on it with his lips. Growing longer and fatter, it was jutting out
hard and stiff, like a penis; a little boy's penis sticking out two
inches long, but still growing. It just kept on growing and growing
as he felt the warm softness of his mother's hands grasping his
head, holding it still as she began to slowly rock her hips back
and forth.

Warren was bewildered. How could her clitoris
get so big? Did all women's clitoris do this when you sucked on
them? His tenure as a lover of women was lacking in that his only
experience in this field consisted of a round of sixty-nine with
Amy Forest, one hot, sultry afternoon. And her clit hadn't swollen
up, in fact, it had retreated back into its fleshy, little cave
when she came. But now his mother's clitoris was filling his mouth
with its soft, smoothness as she gently fucked his face. Maybe it
was what happened with older women, not eighteen year olds.

Now totally concentrating on the jutting
column of slippery flesh raping his mouth, he barely noticed the
wet, sinuous tongues swirling around his cock and balls. Her clit
had finally seemed to stop growing as he pulled on it with wonder
and excitement. It had to be at least six inches long and as big
around as a man's penis as she rolled her hips driving her clit
sliding it in and out of his mouth more and more frantically. She
was gasping for breath as she held onto his hair and worked her
bloated clit into his mouth faster and faster.

Warren, his mouth filled with her polished
smoothness didn't know what to think. He had never heard of a
woman's clitoris doing this, but then again, but he had never
fucked a wolf before tonight either. Marveling in the pulsating
warm nub of hard, hot flesh, he sucked on it, teasing and
tormenting it with his tongue. But as weird and aberrant it was, it
was the height of sensuality to be sucking on his mother's
penis-like clitoris. Feeling a sudden need to have it all inside
his mouth, he suddenly shoved his mouth down the thick, pulsating
barrel of flesh, driving it all the way down his throat. Swallowing
and squeezing it with his throat muscles, he could feel the soft,
crinkly curls of his mother's pubic hair tickling his lips and nose
as he ran his tongue back and forth the underside of the hard,
hotness that now filled his mouth.

He could hear his mother grunting as she kept
pushing and pulling his head into her sending her giant clitoris
knifing in and out of his mouth and throat furiously. Sucking on
the slippery barb of flesh as hard as he could, he suddenly felt
the room growing hotter. The warm, rasping tongues that had been
lapping at his genitals now felt like tongues of flames licking at
his balls and penis. Sweat was pouring off him, down his back, down
his arms, down his face, down to his chin where it mixed with the
river of pussy juice that was now pouring out of his mother's cunt.
He could feel the wetness running down his throat and onto his
chest as the air around him grew hellishly hot.

Warren could feel the muscles in his mother's
stomach tightening, growing harder and harder as she slammed
herself into his mouth. The ungodly growth jutting out from above
her cunt was growing even thicker as it pistoned in and out of his
mouth faster and faster.

Now the flames were all around him turning
the room into an inferno. He could smell the strong reek of sulfur
and brimstone intermingled with the heavy, pungent smell of his
mother's sex as the conflagration made the air almost
unbreathable.

His mother was groaning and growling in some
tongue that he had never heard before as she fucked his face harder
and harder.

Then an ear-splitting scream tore through the
room as his mother slammed herself into his mouth and held herself
plastered against his face. Warren couldn't breathe as he felt the
room begin to shake and quake. The windows were rattling, furniture
was jumping around, and things were falling to the floor as his
mother screamed out her satisfaction. Warren found himself
skittering all over the floor as it heaved and shook underneath
him.

Now the fires were consuming him as he felt
himself growing weak from the heat and lack of air. But he kept on
sucking on the beastly abomination in his mouth.

Then, just as he lost consciousness, he felt
the monstrous growth filling his mouth begin to deflate like a
pricked balloon.

 


~~~

Now he found himself in the dark once again.
Slowly twirling and spinning in a soft, warm cocoon of darkness
that was like a balm to his blistered and peeling skin...

As he felt consciousness returning, he was
aware of a wondrous feeling exuding from his penis. It was like a
million soft, warm butterflies were caressing it.

Opening his eyes, he found himself staring
into his mother's smoky, blue eyes.

He could feel her soft, warm skin against his
as he lay atop her with the head of his cock nestled just inside
the hot, tightness of her opening of her vagina.

HE WAS FUCKING HIS MOTHER!

Even as his mind was overwhelmed with the
heinousness of the event, he felt himself being sucked inside the
hot, clinging softness of her vagina. It was like dying and going
to heaven as his giant plunger slithered deeper and deeper down
into the hot, sucking hole. It was as if his whole essence and
being were now concentrated inside the swollen cylinder of his cock
as it dove deeper and deeper. Finally, the great bulbous head of
his cock slammed into his mother's cervix. Now he was totally
immersed inside the bubbling, boiling caldron of his creation.

There was no way he could hold back the
damned river of cum and it came spurting, spewing out like water
from a fire hose; a river, a flood of cum spilled out into her from
his erupting cock. Exploding inside her with the force of a bomb
detonating, his cock kicked and spurted its lethal load into her as
he found himself imprisoned inside the tight, squeezing depths of
her cunt. As his lurching penis spewed out its toxic venom into the
clutching sheath of her vagina, he could feel the strength of her
cunt muscles as they wrapped themselves around him tighter and
tighter.

Unable and unwilling to stop, he found
himself being sucked down into the hot, cum drenched channel of her
cunt. Suddenly, he found himself swimming in the thick, viscid
syrup that he had ejected out into his mother's overflowing vagina.
Swimming and searching, he sought the mother egg; searching to
impregnate it; to impregnate it and recreate himself inside her
womb. Faster and faster, he flicked his long, whip-like tail as he
sloshed through the toxic concoction that now filled his mother's
pussy.

Then he saw it or rather sensed it. His
mother's egg sending out its alluring call to him. The throbbing,
pulsating egg was calling to him; luring him to attack its smooth,
shimmering hull and fill it with his potency. Feeling the awesome
power flowing from inside the egg, he swam closer and closer. At
last, he touched it as his long, phallic shaped head nudged up
against the smooth, slippery surface of his mother's ovum. He was
overcome with the pure eroticism of it. The core of his mother's
own femininity now lay before him, awaiting impalement; awaiting
its crucifixion; awaiting to be destroyed so that it could bring
forth new life…together as one!

Now it was up to him; he had to penetrate the
one last barrier and invade his mother's inner sanctity.

Lashing his long tail back and forth,
straining against the tough, elastic shell, he pressed his
sharply-pointed head against the slippery husk of her egg. Pushing
as hard as he could, he felt the surface of the egg slowly begin to
sag and bend inward as he strained harder and harder. Then,
suddenly, with a whoosh, he felt himself being sucked into the hot,
seething core of his mother's egg. His whole being was abruptly
immersed in the acidic, boiling goo filling the chamber as the
opening behind him instantly closed, trapping him inside his
mother's oven of creation.

The corrosive juices burned his skin as he
felt himself melting and blending with the bubbling, caustic juices
filling the egg.

Then there was a brilliant flash of light
inside his head and he became one with his mother. He had never
felt such pleasure as his body began to divide and divide again and
again. Then he began to grow. As he grew larger and larger inside
the confining walls he felt them begin to stretch. The walls
stretched and expanded until the covering burst and he began to
grow in the warm, wetness of his mother's womb. As each second
passed, he doubled in size until he could see his arms and legs
forming. Then, he was a fully formed baby, ready for birth, but
abruptly, his small, shrunken penis began to grow and swell up
until it was almost as large as he was. As he watched the bloated
monster swaying back and forth in front of him in the clear,
colorless juices of his mother's womb, he felt a tremor flutter
through the shimmering walls of his mother's womb. Then another
temblor rippled through her womb, but this one was much stronger.
Suddenly, he felt the muscles around him squeezing down on him;
squeezing down and forcing him down; down to the tight, clenching
channel of his mother's vagina. Every fiber of his body was being
touched, caressed by the strong, clutching muscles as they squeezed
down guiding him toward the tightly drawn opening before him.

Finally, with one final embrace from the
clenching muscles of his mother's vagina he felt his body being
propelled out through the tight, clutching opening of her vagina.
With a whoosh, he spewed out of her and plopped down onto the bed
making a loud, wet, slurping sound. Shocked by the sudden expulsion
from the warm, wet core of her womanhood, he stared up at the wet,
drooling opening from which he had just been expelled and watched
it miraculously shrinking back to normalcy. Within seconds, it had
shrunk back down to a beautiful, delicate slit of wet, pink
flesh.

As he lay there staring up at the wondrous
cleft from which he had come, he saw his mother slowly struggle up
to her hands and knees.

Then his mother was leaning down over him,
licking him, cleaning her juices from his body like a mother lion
licking the afterbirth from her newborn cub. Her soft, warm tongue
was all over him; flicking and lapping at his skin until it
tingled.

As he lay there in the fuzzy, post-birth fog,
he saw that there was something different about his mother, but he
was so groggy, he couldn't distinguish what it was as she crawled
around and over him.

All at once it came to him; her breasts. They
were bigger; bigger, rounder and fuller, wobbling heavily as if
they were full of milk. As he stared up at the wonderfully shaped
mammaries, she brought them over above his face and wiggled them
enticingly. As they wobbled and shook above his face, he saw a drop
of creamy, white milk ooze out of one big, puffy nipple.

Oh, my, God, he thought to himself, she had
milk in her breasts. His mother had milk in her breasts.

But why shouldn't she have milk, he drunkenly
thought as he watched his mother lower the dripping nipple down to
his mouth? She had just had a baby hadn't she? Hadn't she just
given birth to him? Now she had milk and was about to feed her
baby.

Warren watched the big, puffy nipple nearing
his mouth as a drop of the white liquid dripped down to his lips.
Flicking out his tongue, he licked from his lips just as his mother
forced the big, bloated nipple into his mouth. As she did, she
wrapped her hand around it the swollen circumference of her tit and
squeezed, sending a stream of the creamy mixture into his open
mouth. The stream of mother's milk splashed down onto his tongue
and slowly trickled down into his throat as he reveled in its
fascinating taste.

Suddenly, he was sucking on her breast;
sucking as he had never sucked before; causing a river of her
thick, rich milk to flow out into his mouth.

He couldn't get enough of the delightful
nectar as he sucked and sucked on at the gushing pap. He was
sucking so hard, a white froth formed around his mouth as his
mother watched him suckling on her breast. She smiled down at him
lovingly, keeping her breast at his lips until at last the flow
slowed to a dribble and then stopped. As the flow of milk stopped,
she quickly pulled back on the breast, popping the empty nipple
from his mouth. But as soon as it left his mouth, but she hurriedly
moved her other big, succulent nipple over to his lips. Hungrily,
he quickly emptied her other breast of its delightful treasure as
his mother patiently stood on her hands and knees with her breasts
dangling down over his face. But as all good things must come to an
end, at last the flow slowed to a dribble and then stopped.

As it did, his mother backed away from him,
dragging the big, rubbery nipple out of his mouth.

Slowly crawling down his body, she turned her
attention to the monstrous growth jutting up out of his groin.

Staring up, Warren now found the wondrous
gash of pink, wet, shimmering flesh poised above his face. It was
the most sensually beautiful thing in the world.

Then he felt his mother's tongue licking its
way up over his giant balls, sucking first one, then the other
inside her hot mouth. After rolling each orb around inside her
mouth, she spat them out and began lapping the juices from the
bloated shaft of his monstrous cock. As her tongue licked its way
higher and higher up the twitching shaft of his cock, he watched as
the oozing, dripping slit of her cunt dropped closer and closer to
his mouth.

He remembered the taste of her sweet
muskiness as the aroma of her estrous filled his nostrils once
again.

The gaping gash of woman flesh was dropping
closer and closer to his mouth as he felt her tongue twirling round
and round the swollen head of his cock.

Finally, the soft, smooth flesh touched his
lips and he immediately attacked it with his tongue as he flicked
and lapped at the delicate lips surrounding drooling pit.

Exploring the soft wonder of her pussy,
Warren felt his throbbing cock slowly being consumed by his
mother's gluttonous mouth.

Warren groaned out his pleasure into the
folds of flesh as he felt her warm, clinging lips slowly sink down
the thick, round shaft of his throbbing maleness as she slowly
sucked him into her mouth.

Reveling in the feel of her insistent lips
crawling down his cock, Warren searched for her clitoris. Then he
found it with his tongue. The ball of nerves, the size of a big,
plump cherry was jutting out of its fleshy cave begging for his
attention as he began flicking it with his tongue.

Teasing and tormenting the hard, little nub
with his tongue, he felt his mother's hot, sucking mouth consuming
more and more of his twitching prick.

Sucking and pulling on her clitoris, he felt
the bloated head of his cock nudge against the back of her mouth,
pause for a second and then slip into her throat as her soft,
clinging lips descended around the hairy base of his cock. He
couldn't believe it. His mother was deep-throating him. She had his
whole cock sucked up into her mouth and throat.

Marveling in the new mysteries of his mother,
he tried to keep his mind on tonguing the warm nub of hard, hot
flesh, but he could feel his mother's throat muscles tightening and
relaxing as she milked his cock with her mouth and throat. He could
feel the cum stored inside his big, hairy testicles begin to boil
and bubble as his mother slowly let his cock ease out of her
throat. He didn't know how long he would be able to hold it back as
he sucked and nipped at his mother's jutting clitoris. Sucking as
hard as he could, he furiously flicked his tongue back and forth
across the protruding marble as his mother's mouth retreated up the
swollen shaft of his cock until only the throbbing, bulging head of
his cock was imprisoned in the soft, hotness of her mouth.

Suddenly, she savagely attacked the head of
his cock, sucking and pulling on it as hard as she could while her
hips slowly began to work up and down. He sucked at the hot,
slippery stem of her clitoris as he basked in the pleasure welling
up from his cock.

He could feel his mother's hot breath blowing
down his cock as she hungrily devoured it. Her hips began to heave
up and down faster and faster. Then Warren thought he heard a
clamor of thunder outside.

But it couldn't be, he thought, because there
hadn't been a cloud in the sky when he was walking home.

Tightening his mouth down around his mother's
clitoris, he heard it again except this time it was louder and
right over the house. Suddenly, the room was filled with heat and
light as flash of lightning flared just outside the bedroom where
they were locked in incestuous combat.

Then, all at once the bed began to shake and
rattle.

As the storm raged around them, his mother
was sucking on his cock so hard, it felt like she was going to suck
its head off. Harder and harder, she pulled on him as the bed
wobbled and creaked in agony.

Was he imagining it, or was the whole house
shaking on its very foundation? It was crazy, he thought as he
fought to hold back the damned up explosion growing inside his
balls. Thunder was crashing, lightning was flashing, the house was
shaking on its foundation, but the only thing that mattered was
filling his mother's mouth with his cum.

He couldn't hold it back any more as he felt
his cock lurch and his cum came exploding out of his balls. With
the force of a fire hose, the gusher of burning hot cream shot out
of his cock and gushed into her mouth, immediately filling it to
overflowing. There was so much of his hot, sticky cream, it spilled
out of her mouth and began to run down the shaft of his cock.

Warren could only writhe in exquisite
pleasure as his mother greedily gobbled on his spewing scepter
while it jerked and emptied itself into her mouth. He could hear
her slurping loudly as she just went on sucking and milking his
cock with her mouth, coaxing it to give up every last drop of the
frothy semen flowing into her mouth.

Warren could only grovel in the their
wickedness as he felt his peter being sucked dry by his mother
while he stared up at her tight, round ass heaving up and down
above his face as she ground her clitoris down on his mouth.

He could feel more cum oozing down his
bloated monster as his mother's lips tightly clenched it between
them. She was sucking on him so hard, Warren felt like she was
going to suck his balls inside out as the bed lurched and rocked so
wildly, it was threatening to throw them to the floor.

At last, he felt his cock lurch one final
time, spewing one final gush of his hot, thick cum into her mouth
just as she jerked her head up off him letting his cock flop back
down to his belly.

Suddenly, her ass began to shake and quiver
as she threw back her head and screamed. As the primal scream
escaped from her lips, the need to join her in the howl became
almost overpowering, but he couldn't even breathe as she thrust
herself down onto his mouth.

As the spine-tingling howl reverberated
through the room Warren could hear the thunder as the lightning
outside reaching a crescendo while it beat down on the house. Now
the whole house was dancing and rolling on its foundation as she
ground her cunt into his face.

"Aieeeeeooooowwwwllllllllll," she howled at
the top of her voice as Warren wrapped his hands around her waist
and held on.

Suddenly a river of juice poured out of her
drenching his mouth and chin in its hot, sticky heat.

"Yes! Yes! Yes!" she hissed as she fucked his
face with her clitoris.

Warren could feel her hot juices covering his
face as he kept on sucking and pulling on the tiny barb of
flesh.

Then, as suddenly as it had begun, it stopped
as his mother collapsed down onto him.

An almost ghostly silence filled the house as
they lay gasping for air.

Finally, after five or six minutes, his
mother slowly rolled off him and turned around to snuggle up
against him.

They didn't say a word as they lay next to
each other basking in the soft, afterglow of the consummation of
their incestuous marriage.

As he lay there wondering what would happen
now that he and his mother were lovers, he once again felt his
mother's hand on his shrunken penis.

He could feel her gently squeezing it and
fondling it as she snuggled up closer to him. Then he felt her
soft, warm lips gently nuzzling his ear as her fingers worked their
magic on his waking penis. Sliding his arm around her shoulders, he
pulled her closer to him as he felt his manhood begin to stir and
reawaken.

Still, they didn't speak while she gently
fondled his penis. Slowly, a strange feeling of warmth spread over
his penis as his mother gently pulled on it.

Warren watched on in amazed wonder as his
cock began to grow longer and longer; eight'inches, ten inches,
then a foot, but it kept growing as she pulled and tugged at it.
But amazingly, as it grew longer, it didn't harden. Like some
primeval snake, it soon stretched out at least two feet long. At
last, his mother stopped pulling on it and gently laid it down
across his belly. Thick and soft, it lay there for a moment and
then with the slowly slithering undulation of a snake, it began to
sinuously slink over toward his mother. Warren could only watch on
in bewilderment as it slithered over frilly white garter belt and
headed down between her legs. As the big, round head of his cock
moved down over the curls of soft, brown hair surrounding his
mother's cunt, she slowly spread her legs apart for it. He could
feel the soft tickle of the hair on the sensitive cleft below his
cock-head as it snaked its way down between his mother's
outstretched legs. He could feel the heat emanating from his
mother's vagina as his cock-snake thrust its head down into the
soft fleshy portal. Then, he felt his cock begin to force its way
into the hot, sucking warmth of her dripping lair.

'Unhhhhhhhhhh," his mother sighed as his cock
slithered deeper and deeper inside the warmness of her vagina.

At last, after burying itself eight inches
inside the wonderful hot tightness of her cunt, his serpent slowly
stopped forcing itself deeper. He sensed the presence inside his
mother's wonderful cunt. It was the new one they had just created.
He could feel it pulsating and throbbing with energy as it slowly
grew. He had never felt such love for anything. Not even his
mother. Somehow, he willed his snake-cock to coil around the
growing infant. He would protect the innocent baby with his cock
while it slept. Protect it from what he didn't know, but he had to
protect it from something.

Suddenly, Warren couldn't keep his eyes open
as he drifted off into sleep...

 


~~~

"I swear that it was thundering and
lightning," George grumbled, staring out the window.

"Oh, I think you just had a bad dream," Irma
mumbled as she rolled over and pulled the covers back up under her
chin.

"Damn it, Irma, it wasn't any dream. I heard
it and saw the lightning."

"Well, is it thundering and lightning now?"
she sarcastically asked.

"No, but it was."

"Oh, close the blinds and come back to bed so
I can get some sleep."

"There has always been weird things happening
over at 1666 Klaven," he mumbled.

"The only thing weird was that midnight snack
you had before you came to bed," she muttered, "now come back to
bed."

"I still say that something weird happened
across the street tonight."

Begrudgingly pulling the blinds shut, George
took one last peek over at the house across the street before he
reluctantly padded back to bed...
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It was Halloween…and Wayne's birthday!

The voice, but not really a voice, more like
a tickling sensation flowed through Wayne's brain like a current of
electricity as he stepped in through the front door and closed it
behind him.

"Finally…Finally, you're home!" it told him,
flowing through his mind like a taste of honey.

Where had the sound or whatever it was come
from, he wondered? The voice, for the lack of a better term,
sounded familiar. Comforting, warm, and loving. And definitely
female.

But what he saw made him cringe back against
the door in fear.

There in the middle of the living room floor,
slowly swaying back and forth was a giant cobra. Its beautifully
marked hood was flared and it was staring at him with a hypnotic
glare. It seemed to be waiting for him as its glittering eyes
followed him, glowing with evil malevolence But somehow the evil
didn't seem to be directed at him. In fact, he sensed a feeling of
protective love flowing from the snake to him.

Then, what at first had been fear began to
morph into a sense of warmth and loving. Still the presence of such
a deadly serpent in his home wasn't something he encountered every
day and he remained cautiously suspicious.

"What? Who?" he asked, directing the question
in the general direction of the undulating snake.

"You don't know?" the sensation of a voice
replied.

"Know what? What? What do you want?"

"Join me! Use the power and join me!" came
the sensation of sound tickling through his brain.

"Power? What power?"

"Can't you feel it?" it asked.

Then he felt a strange, unfamiliar sensation
clutch at him. One he had never felt before.

"Join me. Use the power! I'm waiting for
you!" came the voice purring through his brain, emptying it of all
other thoughts.

"How?"

"Envision yourself as a cobra, like me."

This is crazy, he thought to himself. But
she, yes she. Whatever it was, it was definitely a she and she
seemed confident that it would work. What the hell, he crazily
thought, why not, it's worth a try.

As he pictured the image of the swaying snake
in his mind, he felt a sudden jolt of pain knife through his body,
blocking out everything else but the blinding agony that gripped
him. Grimacing, he closed his eyes and fearfully waited.

"It hurts," he grunted, his eyes clenched
shut as his body was consumed by the agonizing pain.

His whole body felt like it was being
squeezed by a giant vice. Whatever it was, it was squeezing his
body tighter and tighter until it felt it was going to compress his
body down to nothing. He couldn't breathe. He felt like he was
falling down inside himself.

"It won't last long much longer," the voice
soothingly counseled him.

Then suddenly the pain began to lessen and
within seconds it was entirely gone.

Now, his skin felt like shrink wrap. And that
shrink wrap had been shrunk down around his body, constricting it
and cramming it into a skin ten times too small.

Slowly, he opened his eyes and looked down.
He couldn't believe it. He was a snake! He had somehow been
transformed into a cobra much like the one swaying in the middle of
the room.

Vacillating from side to side, unused to his
unfamiliar muscles, he once again stared into the twinkling, ebony
eyes of the other cobra. Slowly, sensuously, the serpent began to
slither toward him. He could feel the danger in the air, but he was
hypnotized by the erotic dance of the other snake. Sexual
excitement snapped and sizzled around them as they drew closer and
closer. Then he realized it. It was his mother inside the other
snake's body. His mother, Wanda. She was the serpent moving toward
him in a weaving, sinuous dance.

"At last," the voice boomed inside his
head.

Not knowing what else to do, he waited and
watched as his mother's sinuous snake body slowly wrapped itself
around him, intertwining herself around him in an erotic dance of
love. The amorous intimacy of the moment was overwhelming him and
he felt like he was drowning in the passion that was flowing
between them. Although he had loved his mother in a perverted,
sexual way as far back as he could remember, he had been able to
control those twisted urges and had never acted on his sick,
depraved cravings. But now, she was coming to him and he could let
himself give in to her alluring captivation even if she was inside
the body of a serpent.

Still trying to master his newly developed
muscles, he clumsily answered her intimate undulations by wrapping
himself around her serpentine body as it curved and coiled around
him.

Suddenly, their viperous noses touched in a
serpent-like kiss. Slowly, sensually, his mother's forked tongue
flicked out. He watched the darting, flicking tongue explore his
face as he eased out his own tongue and caressed her beautiful
snakelike face. Sparks of passion were dancing all around the room
like fireflies in a summer night as they kissed and intimately
explored each other's serpentine bodies.

Suddenly, they seemed to become one as
somehow they touched in just the right way and their bodies joined
in an unholy union of incestuous copulation. Their bodies were
wrapped together so tightly he could barely breathe as they writhed
on the floor locked together in a wicked exhibition of snakelike
lust. They were mother and son bent on inflicting the most
unimaginable pleasure on each other as they twisted and thrashed
about wildly.

Suddenly, his head was filled with the
lustful screaming of his mother's voice.

"I LOVE YOU, I LOVE YOU, I LOVE YOU," it
shrieked.

He tried to speak back and tell her he loved
her, too, but he could produce no sound other than an evil-sounding
hiss. No voice came out. But somehow, he knew that she heard his
thoughts as both of them continued to flail about on the floor,
still joined and wrapped around each other in passionate
combat.

Wayne was almost there. He could feel his
seed-filled sperm bubbling and rising to the surface. He knew it
would only be moments before he spilled his load of venomous sperm
down into his mother.

Suddenly, the room was shaken with a
deafening crash accompanied by a blinding flash of light. This was
immediately followed by a swirling blast of wind that swept them up
into the air in a whirling tornado. Clinging together in fear,
still wrapped together in their unholy union, they were pummeled by
the fierce winds, tossed this way and that way until they were torn
apart. Clutching at the air, Wayne tried to find his mother, but
suddenly he felt himself falling.

Luckily, he had landed on something soft.

Temporarily blinded by the brightness of the
light, it took several moments for him to regain his sight. There
was an eerie radiance filling the room. It was a soft, glow light
that seemed to emanate from everywhere with no real source. Eerie,
he told himself as he lay gasping for air and trying to figure out
what had happened to them.

When he was finally able to gather his wits
about him, he found himself lying in his mother's bed and she was
lying next to him. But this time she was no snake. She was now in
human form. She was a woman. A beautiful woman. A stunningly
beautiful, naked woman.

Then, looking down at himself, he saw that he
was naked, too. He was naked and sporting a gigantic erection that
glistened wetly in the ghostly light.

"Come to me," his mother murmured, reaching
out for him and spreading her beautiful legs for him. "Come make
love to me and give me your potent, pure seed."

Unable to believe what was happening, Wayne
stared down at her in stunned silence. Her breasts, beautiful
beyond belief, were heaving up and down as she too fought to catch
her breath. Then unable to keep from acting on his sick, twisted
cravings any longer, he leaned down over her aiming the giant
malignancy jutting out of his groin down at the weeping gash
between her long, shapely legs. It was the moment he had waited for
his whole life. This was the reason for his existence.

Then his mother reached down and took hold of
the evil thing. Looking down between them, he watched her fit its
bloated head down between the fat, gorged lips encircling her
sex.

"Now," she purred up at him.

With a loud grunt, he thrust his hips forward
and impaled her on his monstrous cock.

"Oh, God," she gasped as his cock ripped into
her cunt all the way up to its thick, hairy hilt. "So big."

He was inside her. He was fucking his mother!
But was it really his mother. Maybe it was someone else. Maybe it
was a witch! But he didn't care. What an awesome birthday present
he giddily thought. He didn't know why this was happening and he
didn't care. He was going to enjoy every ecstatic moment of it.

Thanking the gods for their gift to him, he
began working his hips back and forth, fucking his mother at a
furious pace.

His mother was a tigress, scratching and
clawing at him, leaving bloody furrows on his back and arms as she
frantically urged him on. But Wayne needed no urging. He was
already hammering his big cock into her drooling pussy as hard as a
man could.

Reveling in the feel of his mother's hot,
clutching hole sucking and grabbing at his pistoning prick, Wayne
could already feel the lake of cum in his dangling balls begin to
boil and bubble. It felt like there was a gallon of fiery gunk
inside his balls and they were about to burst as they heavily
flopped back and forth under his cock.

Suddenly his mother threw her legs up into
the air and drove her heels down onto his bouncing butt goading him
to fuck her harder. She was totally out of control as she cried out
with animal growls and snarls. She was no longer his mother, she
was a bitch in heat and nothing else mattered to her except her own
gratification.

Now they weren't just mother and son anymore.
They weren't man and woman. They were penis and vagina fused
together by the unholy heat of their incestuous copulation. They
were cock and pussy, peter and cunt totally immersed in the act of
self-gratification as they groaned and moaned, fucking their way
toward the Promised Land.

Although they had only been fucking for a few
moments, Wayne was no longer able to hold back the fiery load of
semen inside his slashing balls.

A spasm of unbelievable pleasure sizzled
through his cock as he felt it give a mighty lurch and spew out a
gusher of super-hot cream deep inside his mother's hot, clutching
cunt.

"Goddammmmmcommmminnnngggg," he cursed as he
felt his mother arch her back almost to the point of snapping and
savagely hunching her pussy up at him.

"Commminnnggggtoooooo," she gasped as her
whole body went stiff as a board and she began to shake and shudder
her way through the mind-twisting orgasm that was devastating her
cunt with its unholy fire.

Wanting to bury himself deeper inside her
convulsing cunt, Wayne rammed his hands under her beautiful butt
and jerked her up against him. Grinding his groin against hers, he
could feel his cock bucking and spurting down inside her spasming
cunt, releasing gush after gush of steaming cum into it.

Wayne was ecstatic. He had never felt
anything so awesome. It was like the head of his cock had been
blown off by the first fiery eruption and now cum was pouring out
of the hole. It was like his whole body was melting and pouring out
into her through the gaping hole left by the first explosion.

Suddenly, he felt himself losing
consciousness. The last thing he remembered were the faint sobs
coming from his mother as she writhed underneath him...

 


~~~

Wayne didn't know how long he had been out
when he found himself slowly floating toward consciousness. Still
fuzzyheaded from the mind-numbing eruption, he slowly opened his
eyes and looked around the room. He was still in his mother's bed
and the eerie light still filled the room. But his mother was
nowhere to be seen.

Where was she, he feverishly wondered? He
felt so alone with her gone. He had only been with her one time,
but now he missed her so badly. He wanted to tell her how wonderful
it had been and how much he loved her.

But where was she? Had it all been just a
crazy, sick dream? He didn't think so, but now, now he had to find
her so he could tell her how much he loved her.

Struggling out of bed, he nearly fell. He
found that his knees were still weak from the mind-altering orgasm
he had experienced with his mother. He had to steady himself by
holding onto the headboard of the bed for several moments.

"Mom, where are you?" he whispered into the
empty darkness.

There was no answer.

Finally the strength returned to his legs and
he hurried out of the room. Rushing down the hallway, he looked
down over the railing and saw his beautiful mother lying on the
couch. A rush of unbridled happiness washed over him filling him
with joy.

Glancing around the room, he saw it was now
filled with burning candles and his mother looked so beautiful, so
exposed, so vulnerable lying there bathed in their flickering
glow.

"Mother," he gushed, starting down the stairs
two at and time hoping he wouldn't fall and break his neck as he
rushed toward her.

"Wayne, you're awake," she beamed up at him
as he tore down the stairs with his big, fat cock flouncing about
wildly.

 

"Oh, God, Mother, I love you so much," he
gushed as he rushed across the room toward her.

"I love you, too, Dear," she murmured as he
stopped in front of her and stood looking at her like a lovesick
calf.

Dropping to his knees by the couch, he stared
at her big, beautiful breasts. He didn't think he had ever seen
breasts as beautiful as hers. They were perfect in his eyes.

Glancing down to her tummy, he saw she was
wearing a frilly, white garter belt, sheer, white hose, lacy, black
panties and high-heeled pumps. She was so fucking beautiful, he
wanted to fuck her again right on the spot. Then he saw that she
was holding an empty gold cup in her hand. She had obviously had a
drink as she lay looking up at him with a strange, dazed look on
her face.

"God, Mother, that, that was so god-damned
awesome," he groaned out, leaning down and kissing her on her
pouty, red lips.

The taste of wine lingered on her lips and
tongue as he gently eased his tongue into her mouth. As he kissed
her, his hands found her mountainous breasts. Lovingly fondling the
soft, pliant flesh, he quickly found her berry-sized nipples and
began to tweak and pluck at them. She moaned her approval into his
mouth and thrust her breast up against his busy fingers. Soon the
kiss had grown into a fiery, open-mouthed kiss of fire and
passion.

Breathing hard, Wayne finally broke their
kiss. He couldn't believe it. Could this really be happening, he
dizzily wonder as he saw his mother was looking up at him with love
pouring from her lust-filled eyes.

"Mother, why? How?" he asked her, not wanting
to break the mood, but needing to know what had brought it all
about.

"Wayne," she started out, "you are eighteen
years old today. As you have seen, I have powers that until now I
have kept hidden from you, my son. And as my son, you are a
warlock. You have also inherited my powers. You will be entering
the coven now and I will teach you how to use those powers," she
told him, reaching up and gently running the tips of her fingers
through the short hairs covering his temples. "Also, we must keep
the blood of the coven pure and clean. And as Queen-Mother-Witch of
the coven, I must be especially sure that any essence entering my
body is pure and clean. Who else could provide me with that pure,
clean essence? No one but my loving son? So from this day forward,
I will only accept essence from you, my son. We will still be
mother and son, but we will also be lovers."

"You mean, mean, like husband and wife?" he
breathlessly asked her.

"Yes," she lovingly smiled up at him, "like
husband and wife, forever and ever. And to sanctify that covenant,
the coven will gather tomorrow night for the ceremony to join us in
occult matrimony."

"Jeez," he sputtered. "This is all just too
fucking much to believe. You and me, forever! I'm the luckiest guy
in the world to have a woman like you for a mother."

"Well, I'm pretty pleased with what I get out
of the deal, too," she laughed softly making her breasts quiver and
jiggle, looking down at his cock that was showing signs of renewed
arousal.

Wayne suddenly had an overpowering urge to
touch his mother's sex. To touch it, taste it, and return to the
source of his being.

"Mother, I want to taste you…" he whispered,
lifting his hands from her heaving breasts.

His mother didn't say a word. She just
reached down, hooked her thumbs down under the stretchy waistband
of her frilly, black panties and began to push them down off her
hips. As she pushed her panties down, she lifted her long, lovely
legs, bending them at the knees, pressing them against her
flattened breasts. Finally, she eased the panties off over one of
her shiny, black pumps and left them dangling from the ankle of her
other leg while she stretched her legs back out on the couch. Then,
lifting one leg up, she hooked the back of her ankle on the top of
the couch and spread her other leg out to bare the wet, weeping
wound of pink flesh between them. Then, as Wayne watched on in
expectant anticipation, she slowly ran her hand down over her tummy
and gently fingered the fleshy hood back away from her swollen,
jutting clit.

"Touch me here, my Darling…" she softly cooed
as Wayne stared down at her big, meaty cunt while she teased the
tip of her clit with her finger. Seeing that the thick, fat lips of
his mother's pussy were glistening wetly, he guessed that his
mother was just as aroused as he was by what was transpiring
between them.

Finally, she moved her hand away from herself
and leaned back against the couch.

Wayne leaned forward and started gently
kissing down onto her breasts. With his lips and tongue, he toyed
and played with her jutting nipples, twirling his tongue around and
round the giant areolas that splayed out from the jutting nubs
until they were bathed in bubbly spit. And while he played with her
mountainous breasts, he eased one hand down to the soft, wetness
between her legs. Fingering the seeping softness, he eased two
fingers down into the hot, clutching slit and found it swimming in
her juices. Pushing down into the clutching warmth, he slid his
finger into her all the way up to the last knuckles and heard a
soft moan escaped out from her lips.

As Wayne licked and lapped at his mother's
big, hardened nipples he slowly worked his juice-slathered fingers
in and out of her weeping pussy while his cock hardened and began
to lift its big, purple head up out from between his thighs. Wayne
had always been a breast man and his mother's breasts fascinated
him. They were big, almost perfectly round with large darkened
areolas that were nearly three inches across and it seemed to Wayne
that they were always hard and swollen, tenting whatever it was she
chose to cover them with.

Finally, moving his lips away from her
spit-covered nipples, he pushed his face nose down into her
cleavage between her gorgeous tits, inhaling deeply as he reveled
in the taunting fragrance of her perfume.

Kissing down out of the cleavage between her
big tits, he slowly kissing his way down over her flat tummy.,
pausing for a moment to dip his tongue down into the indentation of
her belly button. Twirling his tongue round and round in the little
dip, he teased it for a few moments then slowly kissed his way down
toward his mother's secret place. Staring at the fleshy wound with
adoration and reverence, he eased his fingers out of it and forced
his hands down under her beautiful, round buttocks. Clutching the
cheeks in his hands, he gently squeezed and kneaded the soft,
pliant flesh while he continued to stare down at her oozing pussy.
He couldn't believe he had come out of it. How could a baby's body
be squeezed out of something so small, so fragile-looking? His
mother's arousal was evident, as the big, pink lips edging her quim
were dark and obviously gorged with blood making them fat and heavy
looking. And up above the ruffled slit, her clit was poking its
round little head out of its hood begging for his attention. Then
the pungent fragrance of her estrous welled up to fill his nostrils
as he inhaled deeply to savor the musky smell of her sex.

Leaning down, Wayne slowly ran his tongue
over the soft, yielding flesh. Licking and kissing all over the
soft folds, he bathed it in his spit before moving his tongue up to
her jutting clit. Slowly twirling his tongue around her clit,
teasing and taunting it, he eventually began to leisurely lick and
lap at the bulging little knob of slippery flesh as she mewed out
her approval. Feeling his mother's response to his tongue, he would
occasionally lick away from her clit to run his lapping tongue down
the juice-filled furrow of her pussy. Then, with sticky strings of
her sweet juices clinging to his tongue, he would leisurely lick
his way back up to her clit.

Lifting her hands up, she wrapped them around
the back of his head and gently forced his lips down onto her cunt.
Leading and guiding his tongue to just the right spot, she groaned
and murmured out her satisfaction. Wayne couldn't believe the words
that were flowing out from between her beautiful, red lips as she
humped her pussy up into his mouth.

Suddenly, Wayne found himself standing on his
all fours in the woods outside their house. Looking down, he saw
that his arms and legs were covered in thick, gray hair. And his
hands and feet had changed into paws as he gawked down over her
hairy snout. What happened, he dizzily pondered. Then he found
himself wanting to howl. The urge to do so was overwhelming he
couldn't stop himself from throwing his head back and letting go a
long, loud howl into the dark.

Then he saw her. Another wolf was standing
across the clearing staring at him. But it wasn't a wolf, he told
himself. Somehow, with some inborn primal instinct, he knew that it
was his mother as they stood staring at each other for several long
seconds. Then, out of the blue, she turned and went bounding into
the woods leaving Wayne standing alone, staring at the spot where
she had disappeared into the trees.

Springing into action, Wayne tore out after
her, leaping and springing over bushes and fallen logs on his
newly-acquired legs. As he loped along, he saw her. She was still
running along in leaps and bounds ahead of him, but now there was
something different. He could smell her. Smell her estrous
lingering in the air behind her as she ran along. She was in heat!
His mother was in heat it was up to him to satisfy that need.

Running harder, he was gaining on her as his
lupine penis stiffened and hardened down inside its fleshy sheath.
Then suddenly his mother went dashing into another clearing where
she slid to a stop facing him. As he came dashing into the
clearing, he was met with a loud snarl while he tried to stop and
keep from crashing into his mother.

Somehow he was able to come to a sliding stop
a few feet away from her. Now her smell was everywhere. Thick,
pungent, ripe with the need welling up from the fleshy slit between
her haunches. Then she quickly swung around to face away from him,
presenting herself to him, flaunting her ripe, inflamed sex to him.
He had to take her. He had no other choice. He couldn't let another
male fill her with its seed. She was his and he wouldn't let that
happen as he lunged at her with a snapping snarl.

Mounting her, clutching her between his paws,
he thrust his haunches forward. His cock, now hard and stiff stuck
out of its fleshy sheath as he quickly found her sex with his
maleness. Driving deep inside her, he felt her wolf-cunt clamp down
around him, sucking, milking pulling on him as he hammered into her
as hard and deep as he could.

The passion of the moment was too much for
Wayne and he only lasted for a few, quick thrusts before his penis
erupted. Twitching and bucking, his cock spewed out its load of
wolf-semen deep inside his mother's convulsing cunt as she lunged
back at him taking him balls deep inside of her. But then, it was
over almost before it had begun as his mother let out another
threatening growl and jerked away from him. As Wayne's cock came
slithering out of his mother's cum-filled cunt, Wayne felt himself
falling and falling and falling…

 


~~~

What happened, Wayne groggily asked himself
as he slowly woke? Where was he? Where was his mother? Slowly
opening his eyes, he saw that it was dark. He was lying alone in
his bed in his darkened bedroom. And he was no longer a wolf. His
head was spinning.

Suddenly the door came crashing open and
Wayne saw a woman standing in the doorway. Gawking at her in
stunned amazement, he saw that she was naked! Naked, holding a
long, black candle in each hand as she smiled at him. And her tits
were huge as the flickering light of the candles danced and
cavorted off them. Wayne had never seen tits the size and bulk of
the monstrous mountains jutting out of her chest.

"What the—" Wayne gasped, unable to take his
eyes off her mammoth breasts as she took a step toward him and two
men stepped up beside her. What the fuck was happening? What were
these people doing in his bedroom? He didn't know them from Adam
and didn't recall ever seeing them before.

The woman was wearing some kind of black,
ritual mask that covered the upper half of her face with holes for
her to look out of, while the men had on black, felt hoods like
hangmen used to wear back in medieval times. And other than the
hoods, they too were naked with their big, thick cocks hanging down
between their muscular legs flopping every which way as they
moved.

As Wayne lay watching them, the woman handled
a candle to each of the men and came stepping up to the bed.

"Come—" she ordered him, holding out her
hands to help him up.

Wayne still couldn't get over the size of her
breasts as he took hold of her hands and pulled himself up onto his
feet beside the bed. The moment he was standing, the woman quickly
moved around behind him and suddenly everything went dark as she
pulled a hood down over his head. What was she doing? He started to
lift his arms up to push the hood off, but before he could move he
felt his arms being pinned to his sides by a pair of muscular
hands.

Then he heard more shuffling, like bare feet
on the floor and whispers. Feminine whispers as he felt fingers on
his chest. "His shirt," "his pants," "his cock—" he heard the
whispers say as he heard a loud ripping sound and felt a cool
breeze brush across his bare chest when his shirt was ripped
off.

Then he felt fingers on the front of his
pants as the waistband suddenly went slack and he heard the rasp of
his zipper being jerked down its track.

More whispers and he felt the waistband being
pushed down his hips as a cool breath of air brushed across his
peter when his pants cleared it.

"Oh-","It's beautiful—","So big—" came the
whispers as he felt fingers brushing across it while his pants were
being forced down his legs.

Wayne was in shock. One moment he had been a
wolf fucking his mother, the next moment lying alone in his bed and
then surrounded by a group of people, apparently mostly women who
were oohing and aweing over his penis as it hung down between his
thighs slowly filling with blood and growing hard.

Then he felt fingers wrapping around his
ankles and lifting his feet up out of his pants and shorts. Now he
was naked, except for the hood that encased his head.

What were they going to do to him? He
abruptly felt helpless and exposed. He was at their mercy as he
felt himself being pushed toward the door.

Fingers were digging into his arms, holding
him, guiding him while other fingers, smaller and softer were
touching his cock, caressing it, fondling it as he blindly shuffled
down the hallway toward the stairs. Then the floor fell out from
under his feet as he stumbled down the first step. Only the firm,
forceful grip on the hands on his arms kept him from falling as he
tentatively blundered down the stairs.

At last, he stepped out onto the flat, even
floor at the bottom of the stairs. Where were they taking him? What
were they going to do to him? He could feel panic beginning to
creep in around the edges of his psyche. Naked, surrounded by a
group of equally-naked men and women who seemed fascinated with his
cock that was now sticking out in front of him, dangerously exposed
and vulnerable.

At last they stopped as a hush fell over the
room. Then Wayne felt a warm breath brush across the head of his
penis as a pair of soft, wet lips enveloped it. Someone was giving
him a blow job! Who? Was it his mother, he feverishly wondered as
the lips sank further down the shaft of his cock and began to
gently suck. A spasm of electric excitement sparked through his
cock making it twitch and jerk as he felt his big balls being
cupped in the palm of a soft, warm hand. It only took a few moments
of this to bring his cock to full erection as it jutted up from the
pit of his belly hard, stiff, and primed.

Then the lips were gone, leaving his cock
bobbing up and down as long strands of spit hung down from it.

All at once, the hood was jerked off his head
and he found himself standing in front of long, altar-looking
affair draped in black velvet. But what was on the altar was enough
to make his heart skip and flutter down inside his chest.

It was his MOTHER! His mother standing on her
hands and knees on the altar. There were black, velvet cuffs
wrapped around her wrists and ankles attached to small silver
chains which were holding her fastened to the altar. She was naked
and a layer of oil covering her skin was glistening brightly in the
flickering glow of the ring of long, black candles encircling the
altar. Her big tits were dangling down under her, softly swaying
and bumping against one another as she breathed and her beautiful
butt was uplifted into the air. Gawking at her with undisguised
lust and avarice, Wayne saw that her thick-lipped pussy was exposed
and wetly glistening in the glow of the candles as it peeked out
from under the crack of her bewitching derriere.

"My son…you have come to me…" he heard her
whisper as he looked back up at her face and saw that she was
smiling at him. "You have come to consecrate our covenant…"

"Yesssss—" Wayne hissed

"He has come to consecrate the covenant—" he
heard the two men chant who still stood beside him holding onto his
arms.

"I am waiting," he heard his mother murmur,
thrusting her delectable ass higher into the air and rolling her
hips making her ass slowly roll and bob. "Take me, my son…I submit
to you and offer you everything. Anything. It is yours to take. You
can have me anyway you wish…" she whispered, provocatively rolling
her hips, spreading her legs wider apart to bare herself to his
leering eyes.

Wayne was in a trance. He didn't know what
she wanted him to do. Everything? Anything? You can have me anyway
you wish, he murmured to himself as he stared down at the tiny,
starred opening between the round, firm cheeks of her exquisite
ass. Anything? He'd never had a woman there. Is that what she
meant?

Then the men holding his arms took a step up
the stairs leading to the altar pulling Wayne with them. Suddenly,
the woman with the gigantic tits appeared in front of him holding a
golden chalice.

"I anoint thee to ease thy journey…" she
softly murmured, holding the chalice above his jutting penis,
tilting it and letting a trickle of warm, soothing oil drip down
onto the blue-veined shaft of his cock. Then she wrapped her fisted
hand around his cock and slowly stroked it, spreading the warm,
slippery oil all over it.

It was over in a moment and Wayne felt
himself being pulled up another of the six steps leading up to the
altar and his waiting mother.

Now the candles were casting out their
flickering glow on his penis as it brightly glistened just like his
mother's skin.

"In her ass…in her ass…in her ass…" he heard
the men and women begin to chant as he was forced to take another
step up the stairs.

The men holding him stopped, releasing their
hold on his arms.

"Go—take her—take the Queen—take your mother,
the Queen—" they both intoned in unison.

Wayne didn't know if he could. The
excitement, the adrenaline rush had left his legs weak and
trembling as he lifted his foot and slowly stepped up onto the
fourth step. Only two more to go, he told himself as he stood
staring at his mother's ass while it waved in the air in front of
him.

Gathering himself, he took another step. Now
there was only one step left. One step to the top of the altar
where his mother stood on her hands and knees waiting for him.

His heart was thundering down inside his
chest. Either the room had suddenly fell silent or the roar in his
ears was so loud it blocked everything else out because he could
hear a thing. His hands were clammy. His cock was so hard it ached
as he slowly lifted his foot and eased it down on the top of the
altar.

"You have come…at last you have come to your
mother…" he heard his mother whisper as she rolled her hips and
thrust her ass back at him. "Take me…"

Standing behind her, staring down at her
up-thrust ass, Wayne stepped up, shuffling his feet up beside her
knees as he leaned down and crouched over her.

"Yessssssss—" she hissed, curling her hips
up, offering herself to him.

Curling one hand around her oil-slickened
waist, Wayne grasped hold of his slippery cock and slowly bent it
down until its evil, barbed tip was pressed against the puckered
opening of his mother's anus.

Suddenly, his hearing came back as he heard
the other witches and warlocks chanting, "In her ass…in her ass…in
her ass…"

"Do it—" his mother grunted, leaning, pushing
back against the head of his cock as it rested against her furrowed
asshole.

Holding onto his cock to keep it from
bending, Wayne leaned into her and felt the tight stricture begin
to give way as his cock head gradually stretched it open. Staring
down at his cock, Wayne watched as the big, bloated head sank
deeper into the resisting sphincter. Straining, forcing it into her
asshole, Wayne saw the head disappear inside her ass as she let out
a loud scream, lunging forward, trying to escape the knot of pain
that had suddenly blossomed down inside her ass. But Wayne lunged
with her, keeping his cock buried down inside her ass and even
sinking deeper into the tight muck of her ass.

"Oh-Goddddd—" Wanda gasped, her body writhing
and twisting as Wayne held himself buried down inside her ass.
"Wait—a minute—" she cried out.

Wayne stopped. He could feel the constricted
tightness of his mother's asshole clenched around the shaft of his
penis as he impatiently waited. Slowly, almost imperceptibly, he
felt the ring of muscles begin to relent, relaxing their strangling
hold on his penis as his mother began to lean back and slowly
absorb his jutting maleness down inside her ass.

"Slowly—" she winced, sucking in a breath of
air as Wayne gently pulled her back on his manly scepter.

Slowly, inch by inch, Wayne's oversized cock
forced its way inside her ass until all eight inches were buried
inside her. He'd done it. He couldn't believe she had taken all of
him, but there it was, he told himself as he saw the curly nest of
pubic hairs encircling the base of his cock resting up against the
soft, giving cheeks of her ass.

"In her ass…in her ass… in her ass…" chanted
the ring of witches and warlocks as they stood watching the
incestuous act of blasphemy taking place right in front of their
eyes. Mother and son, witch and warlock locked together as one.

Holding himself thrust deep inside his
mother's ass, Wayne leaned down over her oily back and gave her a
tender kiss on the nape of her neck as he eased his hands down
under her clutching hold of her big, sagging breasts.

"Mother…" Wayne whispered, gently nipping his
mother's ear as his fingers found her big, bloated nipples and
began to pinch and pluck at them.

"Fuck me—fuck my ass—" she murmured, leaning
against him, pushing back, grinding her ass against his hairy
belly. "Fuck your mother's ass—"

Pushing back up, letting go of her breasts,
Wayne let his hands slide up her sides until they were grasping her
around the waist. Then he began to fuck his mother's ass!

Easing back down the tightly-clasping channel
of her rectum, he grunted and drove back inside her. Then he began
to rock back and forth atop her, driving into her ass balls deep on
every lunging thrust. Clamping her hips between his thighs, holding
onto her waist, balancing on the balls of his feet, he crouched
over her driving into her hard and deep as she took him asking for
no quarter.

He was fucking his mother! Fucking his mother
in the ass! Unbelievable!

As he fucked her with deep, driving strokes,
she was rocking back and forth with him, moving in cadence with him
as her breath came in little panting gasps.

"So fucking big—" she groaned out, rocking in
unison with him.

Wayne could feel his fingers sliding on his
mother's oil-slickened skin as he pumped into her ass with
lust-driven determination. He could feel the jism in his balls
reaching the boiling point. His head was spinning. The room was
spinning.

This was the culmination of years of
suppressed frustration. He was fucking his mother. Fucking her in
the ass!

Suddenly the enormity of it all was just too
much as he felt his prick explode down deep inside his mother's
bowels.

"Oh-God-So Hottttt—" Wanda gasped, digging
her knees and hands down against the altar and lunging back at
Wayne to take him deeper inside her ass. As she did Wayne felt the
sphincter clamp down around his spurting, spewing cock threatening
to snip it in two. She was having an orgasm, Wayne giddily thought
as he felt his mother's asshole tightening and relaxing around his
twitching cock while it emptied out its creamy load of boiling-hot
jism into her ass. He had never experienced anything so intense, so
exhilarating. He was coming in his mother's ass while she orgasmed!
How much better could it get than that?

It was over so quickly. Too quickly. He was
finished. He had no more left to give her as he felt his cock
softening and wilting down inside the confines of her ass. It had
been the most exciting thing to happen to him in the short eighteen
years of his young life as he felt his mother's cum-filled rectum
squeezing down around him, forcing him back out of her. Then, like
spitting out a watermelon seed, his mother's hot ass ejected him
out through her shrinking asshole.

"Fuck—" Wayne cursed, wishing it could go on
forever…

Still straddling his mother's calves, Wayne
dropped to his knees behind her up-thrust buttocks and watched his
creamy gift to her slowly seeping out of her narrowing anus.

Then his mother twisted her body, turning,
pulling her legs out from under him and rolling over onto her butt.
Now her legs were laying alongside his, her inner calves brushing
against his outer calves as she reached down to his
rapidly-shrinking penis.

Cupping his limp, dangling maleness in her
hand, she gave it a soft squeeze and began to speak in a soft,
hushed tone.

"Soft and limp, drained of its pure, potent
essence, grow hard and stiff to remain until I refrain," she
whispered. And as she did, Wayne felt a surge of energy jolt
through his cock as it immediately began to stiffen and grow. What
had she done? How could she make him hard again by just uttering a
few words? Maybe she really was a witch after all, he giddily
thought as he watched his cock lifting its big, purple head up out
from between his thighs.

"How? Wayne mumbled while his cock continued
to respond to the spell.

"Witchcraft, my son," she smiled at him,
holding out her arms. Then as if by magic, the black, velvet cuffs
unfurled from around her wrists and fell onto the altar below. So,
Wayne told himself, she hadn't been restrained at all before. With
her powers, she could have escaped the cuffs anytime she wished, he
smiled back at her, seeing that his penis was fully recharged and
stiff.

"Will you teach me witchcraft, Mother?" he
asked her, reaching out, cupping one of her breasts in the palm of
his hand and giving it a soft squeeze.

"If you wish to learn…" she murmured, fisting
her hand around his stiff, erect penis and slowly stroking her hand
up and down his cock.

"I do…" he told her, pinching one of her big,
plump nipples between his finger and thumb and roughly twisting
it.

"Then I will teach you…" she told him as
Wayne mysteriously found himself being lifted up onto his feet by
some strange overpowering force. It was like his body was trapped
in some kind of force field as he stood in front of his mother
while she pushed up onto her knees. Then his mother reached out to
him, once again taking his manliness in her warm, soft hands.

"Suck him…suck him off…suck the boy off…" he
heard the others softly chant as he slowly ran his eyes around the
room. As he did, he was amazed to find naked bodies lying all
around the room. The witches and warlocks had all paired off and
were engaged in all sorts of sexual acts. But now, they had all
paused, looking at him and his mother as if they were waiting on
something else to happen.

Just then, Wayne felt his penis being
enveloped in moist warmth as he looked down to see that his mother
had it in her mouth.

It was crazy—an orgy, a bacchanalia, he
smugly thought and he and his mother seemed to be in the center of
it all. Wayne couldn't believe his mother was giving him a blow job
right in front of the whole crowd as she slowly worked her soft,
clinging lips up and down the spit-slathered shaft of his jutting
penis while she stroked her fisted hand up and down it just below
her lips. But what they were doing didn't seem to matter to the
rest of the coven as they were all busily fucking, sucking or
licking cunt.

His mother's mouth was so warm and wet as she
sucked on him while she milked one hand up and down his cock while
at the same time she curled her hand around his hip and pulled.
Wayne could already feel the cum down inside his balls beginning to
simmer as he curled his hand around behind his mother's head and
grabbed hold of a fistful of her long, blond hair. Then he began to
rock his hips back and forth with more vigor as he pulled his
mother onto his thrusting cock. Grunting softly, he pumped into her
mouth feeling the head of his penis thud up against the opening of
his mother's throat on every thrust. Pulling harder, rocking his
hips with more force, he felt the head of his dick pop down into
her throat.

Expecting her to gag and pull back he was
amazed when instead, she rocked her head forward and took him into
her mouth and throat all the way up to his big, dangling balls as
they slapped up against her chin. He had never been fully
deep-throated like this. No one had ever been able to take all
eight inches. Several girls had tried, but none had succeeded. But
now his mother was doing it. Was it witchcraft, too?

Whatever it was, he didn't care as long as
she did it to him. His cock was now totally primed and ready to
erupt as his rocked his hips back and forth, holding onto her head,
driving into her balls deep on every deep, driving stroke.

Suddenly his mother let go of his cock,
spread her hands out on his hips, pushing him back at the same time
she jerked her head back and let his primed cock flop out of her
mouth.

"In my mouth—" she whispered, opening her
mouth as wide as she could and sticking her little pink tongue
out.

She wanted him to come in her mouth. Grabbing
hold of his cock, he bent it down and aimed the big, purple head at
her open mouth. Just the thought of filling her mouth with a load
of his hot jism and watching her swallow it down was enough to send
Wayne skittering over the edge as his cock lurched in his hand and
a giant gush of creamy, white cum shot out and landed on his
mother's cheek just below her eye. She didn't even blink as Wayne
pushed his cock lower and felt another spasm of pleasure jolt
through it as another giant gob of creamy-white jism shot out and
splatted onto the corner of his mother's lips. She was holding her
mouth open, waiting for Wayne to find the target when his peter
jerked and a third gush of hot, creamy cum spurted out of the head
of his dick and landed smack dab on her tongue. Waiting for her to
swallow his milky offering, held the big gob of cum on her tongue
until he added another big wad onto it.

Then, keeping her mouth open and making a
show of it, she slowly swallowed and let Wayne's gelatinous
donation trickle down her throat. Wayne had seen women in porn
movies swallow cum, but never with the sensuous deliberation his
mother had exhibited. Or was it the fact that it was his mother…and
his cum?

She made it look like she savored every last
drop as she slowly ran the tip of her little pink tongue around her
lips to lick away any stray drops that might have escaped.

Then suddenly the strength dissolved out of
his knees and he felt himself slowly melting down onto the altar.
But before his knees touched, there was a brilliant, blinding flash
of light and Wayne found himself falling. Falling into the darkness
that surrounded him. Falling and falling and falling until at last
he landed on something soft and yielding and felt his hard, stiff
penis enveloped in moist warmth..

After all that happened to him on this wild
and crazy Halloween, Wayne couldn't wait to open his eyes. Slowly,
he eased his eyes open and found himself lying face to face with
his beautiful mother. He was on top of her and had his cock buried
down inside her warm, clinging, clutching, wondrous pussy.

"Mother…" he softly whispered as he felt her
loving tenderness surrounding him.

"My son…" she whispered back, her soft, full
lips finding his while their bodies touched from head to toe. Wayne
had never felt anything like it. It was like being enfolded in a
cocoon of soft, clinging flesh. Her arms encircled his neck, her
legs were uplifted, thighs clamped around her hips and waist, her
hot, wet pussy clasping his thrusting penis deep inside her belly.
They were ONE! Wayne no longer existed. He was one with his mother
as he felt his mind flowing into hers. He could feel her love for
him. He could feel his own penis thrusting inside himself. He could
feel his muscled chest grinding against his big, soft breasts.

Then suddenly, he felt his loins erupt as a
tidal wave of pure, sweet pleasure washed over him drowning him its
all-consuming decadence. Then he found himself swimming. Swimming
through the clinging, sticky amniotic fluids filling his mother's
womb. His body had mutated. He no longer had arms and legs and
didn't need them. All he needed was the long, slender tail
stretching out behind him, lashing the fluids and propelling him
toward the throbbing, pulsing ovum that was drawing him to it.
Nothing else mattered to him. He had to reach the ovum and assault
it. Assault it, penetrate it and fill it with his manly
potency.

Lashing his tail as hard as he could, he
charged the egg and sank his barbed head down into the clinging
softness. As he did, he found himself being sucked inside the
throbbing, pulsing ovum. As the clinging warmth enveloped him, he
began to divide in two, and then divide again, and again as he felt
his essence being sucked out of him into the new thing that was
growing inside him…
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"A ghost town? On Halloween? Why?" David
muttered, watching his mother's big boobs lurch and bang against
one another under her tee shirt as she went about preparing
lunch.

"Where's your sense of adventure?" Brenda
giggled, wiping mayonnaise on one of the neatly trimmed pieces of
wheat toast. "Just the two of us, wandering around in a town that's
supposed to be haunted. And on the very day that ghosts and goblins
are supposed to be out and about. Doesn't that get your juices
flowing?"

Juices flowing, he fussed to himself. Just
being around her got his juices flowing. And the way she ran around
half-naked most of the time made things hard on an
eighteen-year-old boy. Made things hard on him in more ways than
one. His mom was hot! Super-freaky hot, he thought, watching her
slap several slices of ham onto the mayonnaised toast.

Five foot six or seven, reddish-gold,
shoulder-length hair, a cute-pixyish face, tits to kill for,
hour-glass figure, svelte, curving hips and legs that went on
forever and ever and ever. He couldn't help himself. Even if she
was his mother.

Speaking of legs, he groaned watching hers as
she turned and strutted back to the counter to retrieve the salt
and pepper. Legs that had been paid for with countless hours on her
step-climber. He had sat many times watching her working out on the
thing. She must have been climbing to the heavens, he morbidly
thought. Climbing up to thank the gods for the gorgeous treasures
dangling down from her chest. If he had a penny for every minute he
had ogled her pert, perfect ass work as the muscles in it clenched
and relaxed while she climbed higher and higher, he'd be a frigging
millionaire.

Even now, running around in a pair of short
shorts and tennies, the muscles in her finely sculpted legs were
beautiful. All the guys at school were always making smart remarks
about her and he'd already had several fights defending her honor.
But that was his secret, and even though he made the boys take back
their lewd remarks about her, it came as no surprise to him that he
felt the same fucking way about her...

"So where is this ghost town you?" he asked
still gawking at her bobbling tits as she piled on tomatoes,
lettuce, onions, and pickles onto the sandwich.

"It's about fifteen miles from here," she
smiled, slapping another piece of toast on top of the vegetables.
"It's an old mining town called Black Falls Springs. There's a
little filling station and motel about five miles from the ghost
town and I've already booked us a room for Halloween night. Why,
you weren't planning on going trick or treating were you?"

"You know I'm too old for that crap," he
muttered, taking the sandwich from her as she handed it to him.

"I know," she laughed, reaching out and
pinching his chin between her finger and thumb. "I was just joking.
I think we'll have a grand time. I'll make us a picnic lunch, take
along some wine and we can explore all day and have a nice, cozy
picnic supper at dusk. Then we can skedaddle back to the motel so
that all the ghosts and goblins won't get us..."

He and his mother had been living together,
alone since his father had passed some seven years ago so spending
the night alone in a motel room with his mother didn't seem odd to
David. Just the timing and location was a little bothersome…

~~~

Driving up to the motel, David was still
having second thoughts about the whole thing. The motel looked
rather ramshackle and rundown. It somehow reminded him of that
movie...what was the name of it? Psycho! Yeah, Psycho, that was the
name of it! And that sent chills racing up and down his spine.

The motel apparently hadn't been painted in
years, and what paint there was, was peeling off in big, flaky
chunks. Then when he saw the manager, he grew even more skeptical
about the whole thing. The old man had to be in his sixties or
seventies, skin and bones with a big, bald head and there was
something about him that gave David the willies. His weathered,
wrinkled face had a distinctly deceptive look about it as he showed
them to their room. And why was he showing them to their room,
David asked himself? There were only four rooms and David didn't
see any other cars, so he imagined they were the only occupants.
But the way the old cretin was eyeing his mother, David knew why he
was lingering around. He could almost feel the man's eyes
undressing his mother every chance that he got...not that David
could blame him for that.

Brenda's tight hiking shorts clung to her
butt like a second skin, barely concealing its rounded perfection
as she swished it from side to side. And as usual, her big,
pendulous breasts jiggled and bobbled freely under the thin
material of her tee. It was quite evident that they weren't
restrained by a brassiere. And if there was any doubt about that,
her big, puffy nipples tenting the thin material quickly dispersed
that theory and the old man's leering eyes searched them out every
chance he got.

It was going to be a long day, he thought to
himself. He knew that he wouldn't be able to keep his eyes off her
breasts as they freely frolicked around under her tee all day long
as they explored the ghost town.

It was midafternoon by the time they finally
made it out to the ghost town. The road to the town was little more
than a couple of ruts cutting through the desert sand than a road.
Wouldn't want to have a flat or get stranded out here, he thought
to himself, looking around at the barren landscape. Then, to add to
the creepy feeling he already had, he saw a small graveyard at the
edge of the ghost town. All of the tombstones, what few there were,
looked like they had been there for centuries. There were only
about ten or fifteen of them.

"I want to check this out before we leave,"
she told him, with a mischievous smile.

Yeah, why not, he asked himself? Why not
taunt the spirits? Maybe they could dredge up a few, good ghosts in
the process!

Parking in front of one of the dilapidated
shacks, David turned the engine off.

"Looks pretty toasty out there," he remarked,
slowly pushing the door open, and stepping out into the fiery heat.
"Yep, mighty toasty..."

"You'll get used to it," she laughed, pushing
her door open and stepping out into the blast furnace-like heat.
"Just find a shade and you'll be fine."

"Whatever you say," he grinned, knowing that
her tee shirt would be clinging to her big, bobbling breasts within
moments. It would be like having his own wet tee shirt contest, he
loathsomely thought.

She shook her head, making her short,
blondish-red hair bounce as she started toward one of the shacks.
Then she stopped and pointed to a old, dilapidated sign that had
"The Springs" scrawled across it.

"Look, the springs," she smiled, pointing at
the sign. "Probably where the town got its name. Maybe we can check
it out before we leave…"

"Yeah—" David snorted, leaning against the
big, blue SUV watching her beautiful ass swish and sway from side
to side as she turned, went stepping up onto the ramshackle porch
and peered in through one of the cobweb-coated window panes.

"Be careful," he told her. "That porch
doesn't look safe..."

"I will, and if feels nice and firm," she
snickered back, raising up onto her tiptoes to look in.

Nice and firm, he snorted to himself. Sounds
like she's describing my cock...or maybe her cute, little ass!

As she peered into the shack, the material of
her khaki shorts was tightly stretched over her round ass. As he
admired it, he could even see the panty lines of her thong
panties.

"Aren't you going to go exploring?" she
asked, dropping down off her toes and turning toward him.

As she did, her large, heavy breasts lurched
from side to side, and he ran his eyes over their jutting
swell.

"Uh, yeah, I guess so," he grinned, knowing
that she had seen him gawking at her big tits.

Looking down at her bobbling breasts, a
slight frown creased her forehead. Turning away from him, she hid
the objects of his attention from his hungry eyes.

Pushing off the car, David slowly strolled up
the street, which was overgrown with weeds and brambles. There was
a slight breeze bending the weeds toward him, but there was always
a breeze blowing in the desert. A hot, dry one.

But just then, out of nowhere, a giant dust
devil came swirling around one of the buildings heading straight
for him. Dashing toward the building to take cover, he ducked his
head and covered it with his arms. Feeling the sting of flying sand
on his arms and face, he suddenly heard a loud crash. That was
close, he told himself, but he couldn't see what it was that had
fallen with his eyes closed. Then, suddenly, as fast as it had
appeared, the freakish dust devil was gone, leaving him foolishly
standing in the middle of the street with his arms and hands over
his head. It was almost as if the thing had aimed itself straight
at him, he thought, feeling a sense of uneasiness tickle up his
spine.

"Did you see that?" he called to his mother
who stood looking at him.

"Yeah! That sign almost hit you," she said,
pointing down to an old, weathered board lying on the ancient steps
leading up onto the porch of the building he had futilely tried to
reach.

"So that was what all the noise was about,"
he muttered, reaching down and picking the board up.

Wiping the years of dust off it, he studied
it and saw that there were a few indistinct letters on it. Although
barely discernible, he could make out one of the words.

It read "David's"! David's something! But he
couldn't make out anymore. Odd, he thought to himself! Nearly
getting conked in the head by a sign that had his name on it. Kind
of like getting shot with the bullet that had your name on it.

Feeling even more uneasy, he pitched the sign
down and suspiciously looked around. But there didn't seem to be
anything out of the ordinary. It was almost like the town was a
living thing…and now it was ignoring him.

Keeping his eyes darting around from side to
side, he slowly stepped up the stairs to the porch of the shack
where the sign had hung. Wondering what David's profession had
been, he looked down and studied the boards. He finally decided
that they looked solid enough so he stepped out onto them. He could
hear the old boards groaning and creaking as he slowly crept over
to the doorway leading into the shack and peered inside. The door
was askew, hanging by one hinge and the room was bare except for
one old, battered rocking chair sitting by a rickety little table
almost directly in the center of the room. In the middle of the
rickety table, there sat an old, empty whiskey bottle and a small
shot glass.

Taking a step inside, he turned and studied
the walls of the room. There were several circles and rectangles of
lightened wallpaper where pictures had obviously hung sometime in
the distant past. But there was nothing to indicate what David had
done for a living...

As he stood studying the empty walls, he
heard a creaking sound coming from somewhere behind him. Was his
mother playing a trick on him and sneaking up on him to scare him,
he wondered. Well, he would show her and scare her first, he
laughed to himself, slowly turning to look. What he saw sent goose
bumps the size of goose eggs popping up on his neck and arms. The
rocking chair in the middle of the room was lazily rocking back and
forth. It was just as if some ghostly spirit was sitting in it and
rocking back and forth as David stood gawking at the swaying
chair.

"What the fuck!" he muttered out loud,
backing toward the door.

Stopping in the doorway, he saw the chair
stop rocking for a moment. Then, just as if someone had pushed up
out of it, it began to rock again. But this time it rocked only a
couple of swings before it stopped. Someone or something had let go
of it and stepped away from it, he told himself.

Staring at it for several moments, trying to
figure what was happening, he felt something brush by him. An icy
cold gust of air washed over him as the chair began to rock back
and forth again.

Gawking at the rocking chair, he backed
across the porch and started down the steps. As he did, he tripped
over something and went sprawling backwards to land on his butt in
the street.

As his ass crashed onto the street, he gave
out a loud grunt and felt a twinge of pain in his ankle.

Getting to his feet, he brushed himself off,
wondering what he had tripped over. Just then he heard his mother
call to him.

"Are you okay?" she asked, hurrying down the
street toward him. As she ran, her big tits looked like a couple of
bowling balls wildly flouncing around under her shirt.

"Yeah, I guess," he muttered, turning his
attention from the shack to watch her big tits flounder all over
the place.

As she came puffing up to where he stood, he
shifted his weight to his other ankle and felt a little tickle of
pain shoot through it.

"Maybe I sprained my ankle a little," he
winced, seeing that his earlier prediction about her tits had
indeed come true.

As she stood in front of him breathing hard,
he could see that her tee shirt was now wetly plastered to her big,
heaving breasts. And her big, erect nipples were jutting out
against the thin material.

"I told you that it was hot," he snickered,
making an obvious glance down at her tits.

"Now stop that," she chided him, reaching out
and slipping her shoulder under his arm. "Come on and we'll go up
to the spring and soak your ankle in the cold water. That might
stop the swelling."

"Okay," he grumbled, hobbling along beside
her as they made their way up the overgrown path leading up to the
springs. Feeling her soft warm body rubbing against his and
watching the bobble of her big tits, David felt something else
begin to swell and harden down inside his jeans.

At least the sign said that it was the way to
the springs, he fearfully told himself. What if someone, or
something had turned the sign to lure them away from the
town...lure them away from the town and...and...and what?

As they shuffled along, David could stop the
sick, twisted thoughts coursing through his head as his mother's
big tits brushed against his side. He had something else he would
like to soak. Not to take away the swelling though. Not until he
had filled his mother's pussy with his seed, he sickly wished. He
didn't know what was wrong with him, but he couldn't get her out of
his mind. Everything about the day had been sexually charged. The
way his mother was running around without a bra had kept David hard
and primed almost from the time they had left. And all the strange
things that had been happening to them after they had gotten to the
ghost town. He almost felt like something or someone was watching
them. Like his mind was being invaded by something evil and
foreboding. Something that wouldn’t let him think about
anything…but his mother. Think about nothing but her...her and
sex!

The sun was dipping lower and lower in the
clear, blue sky as they hobbled up to the small, dark pool. It
appeared that someone else had the same idea sometime in the
distant pass as there was a big, flat rock hanging over the pool at
the perfect height for soaking one's feet in the cooling waters. As
David stood, resting most of his weight on his good foot, his
mother bent down and slipped his shoe and sock off his lamed foot.
Plopping down onto the rock, he dipped his injured appendage down
into the water as his mother quickly slipped his other shoe and
sock off. Spinning on his butt, he lowered his other foot down into
the cold water and turned to watch his mother's big tits flop and
jiggle as she bent down to take off her own shoes and socks.

Her hand on his shoulder, she inched around
behind him and sat down beside him. Dipping her tiny feet down into
the water, she slowly swirled them around in the cool, clear water
as the sun dipped even lower in the desert sky.

"That feel better?" she asked, intimately
resting her hand on his thigh.

"Much," he told her, covering her smaller
hand with his. "This is nice..."

"Yes, it is," she murmured, giving his thigh
a gentle squeeze, unaware of the effect such intimacy was having on
him. "It's all so...so...I don't know...it just makes me feel so
happy being here with you..."

"Yeah," he said, wondering if he should tell
her about the rocking chair.

Not wanting to ruin the intimacy of the
moment, he decided against it and gave her hand another gentle
squeeze.

"Whooosh!" he choked out as suddenly he felt
the air knocked from his lungs when something slammed into his back
knocking him halfway across the pool!

Arms and legs flailing wildly, he splashed
into the pool sending water flying everywhere!

"What the fuck!" he sputtered, floundering to
his feet, spitting water and jerking around and looking toward his
mother only to see her come splashing into the water beside
him.

"What th..." she spat out, staggering to her
feet beside him.

"What happened?" he groggily asked, his eyes
scanning around the pool.

"I don't know," she muttered, shaking her
arms and hands, flinging water everywhere.

"God," David groaned, staring down at her
breasts.

It was as if she wasn't even wearing a shirt
as the thin material clung to the bobbling giants, highlighting
every tiny nuance of their magnificence.

"What?" she gasped out, turning to see that
he was gawking down at her jutting breasts.

Seeing the shirt wetly clinging to them and
her big nipples puffing out against it, she crossed her arms to
hide them from his leering stare.

Finally, with a water-flinging shake of his
head, he brought his eyes up to hers.

"Someone...or something shoved us into the
pool..." he declared, goose bumps popping up on his arms from the
panic and cold.

"But there's no one here..." she whispered,
her eyes darting about in panic. "There's no one here!"

"I know..." he said, shivering, holding his
arms clasp around himself to try and warm himself.

"I think maybe we ought to leave," she said,
almost under her breath.

"I think that would be an excellent idea..."
he whispered back, taking her hand and leading her across the pool
to the rocky edge.

Forgetting about the pain in his ankle, he
clambered out and turned to help her struggle out of the pool.
Despite their dire predicament, he still couldn't keep his eyes off
the lurching mountains of flesh under her tee shirt. It was all he
could do to keep from reaching out and grabbing hold of them, but
he somehow overcame the temptation.

His ankle, now numbed by fear and the cold,
gave him no problem as they grabbed up their shoes and socks before
splashing down to the waiting SUV.

"We'll get the seats wet," his mother
complained as they stumbled up to the automobile.

"It'll dry," he muttered, digging the keys
out of his drenched jeans and jerking open the door.

They both slid into the SUV as David quickly
fitted the key into the ignition and gave it a quick turn.

Nothing! The only noise
was the jingle of the keys on the key chain! Then Silence!
Thundering, deafening Silence!

"What th..." he sputtered, giving the key
another quick turn only to be once again greeted with more
silence!

A third, fourth, and fifth try brought the
same results as they turned and stared at each other with panic
written all over their faces.

"Now fucking what?" he asked, the question
hanging in the air like a sentence of death as he turned and ran
his eyes over the ghost town in the gathering dusk.

He almost expected to see a horde of rotting,
decaying corpses slowly emerge from the town and come trooping
toward them as he darted his eyes from side to side.

He could hear his mother's teeth chattering
as she looked at him with a look bordering on hysteria! Her eyes
were pleading with him to do something! Do something to get them
out of the threatening plight they found themselves embroiled
in!

"What are we going to do?" she whispered, her
lower lip quivering from fear and the cold.

"I think the first thing is to build a fire
and dry our clothes," he told her, his own teeth beginning to
chatter from the cold. "The desert nights can get awfully
cold."

"Okay," she agreed. "There's a couple of
blankets in the back. We can wrap them around us while our clothes
are drying. We can have the picnic lunch I made and try to come up
with a plan to get out of here."

"Now that's a plan," he told her, giving her
a misleading grin as he threw open the glove box and dug around for
the book of matches they kept there. "You go start a fire and I'll
have a look under the hood and see if there's anything obvious. But
I can't promise anything. I ain't no mechanic…"

"Sounds like a plan," she shivered, taking
the matches from him and throwing her door open.

His mind, momentarily distracted from her,
David stumbled out of the car and threw open the hood. He didn't
know jack shit about cars and he wouldn't know an alternator from a
battery as he poked around, looking for any obvious loose wires or
anything else that looked out of place. After several moments of
jiggling wires and poking around, he couldn't find anything, so he
slammed the hood shut. Slipping back inside the car, he gave the
key several more tries before giving up, leaving the keys dangling
from the ignition.

Heading toward the shack he had seen his
mother disappear into, he stepped inside to find her leaning down
over a little pile of sticks, striking a match.

"How's it going?" he asked her, dropping down
to his haunches beside her.

"Not good," she muttered. "It's like
something blows out the matches as soon as I get them lit. There's
only three left. How did it go with the car?"

"Nothing," he muttered, watching her strike
another match only to see it flicker out the moment it burst into
flame. "This is going to hell in a hand basket...and quick!"

"I'm sorry," she apologized, sniffing back a
tear. "I thought this would be such a fun day..."

"No crying," he told her, wrapping his arm
around her and giving her a quick hug. "All this isn't your
fault."

Taking another match, she struck it against
the book as they both watched it sputter to life only to be snuffed
out almost immediately. Almost as if someone had blown it
out...

"Last one," she said, handing the last match
to him. "You try it."

"If you say so," he said, taking it from
her.

Striking it against the striker, he saw it
flare into life. But then, before he could drop it down to the
kindling, it sputtered out, leaving a single tendril of light gray
smoke curling up from it.

"Now what?" he asked, flicking the dead match
down at the little pile of wood.

"We've got to get out of these wet clothes,"
she whimpered, her lower lips quivering from the cold as she fought
to keep her teeth from chattering. "You know how cold it gets out
here in the desert at night."

"Yeah..." he said. "So what's the plan?"

"You stand watch while I slip out of mine?"
she told him, looking around uneasily. "I'm almost afraid to let
you out of my sight. It feels like there's something evil lurking
around here, watching us, just waiting to get one of us
alone..."

"So I'm not the only one that feels that
way..." he muttered, running his eyes over the darkening town one
more time.

"Okay," he told her, having a panicky feeling
that she might just be right. "Go ahead and let me know when you're
done..."

"No peeking," she said, making a half-hearted
attempt to lighten the mood.

"Okay," he shivered as she stepped away from
him toward the car.

David stood looking toward the quiet ghost
town as the shadows lengthened in the growing dusk. This was a hell
of a mess they'd gotten themselves into, he thought, his eyes
searching for anything that might be out of the ordinary...

Then, he heard a sound behind him. Spinning
around, he sought out what had made the sound.

His mother stood looking at him with a frown
on her face as she held onto her panties. Her big, beautiful tits
jutted out at him in all their naked glory as he gawked at them in
reverent awe.

The dying rays of the sun lit her skin a
glistening red as David stared at her in stunned shock.

"I dropped the blanket," she muttered,
turning her back to him and reaching down for the blanket. "You
said you wouldn't peek..."

David felt a fiery jolt of electricity fry
through his cock causing it to immediately swell and grow as the
image of her body was now indelibly seared into his brain.

"Sorry," he muttered, turning back around to
face away from her. "I heard something and thought maybe something
had gotten you…"

It took every last ounce of his will power to
keep from rushing over and sweeping her into his arms! But he
somehow managed to do that, but couldn't stop his cock from growing
harder and harder.

"Okay," she finally said.

David turned to find her standing by the car
huddled in the blanket, the front door open as she spread out her
clothes to dry.

"It's your turn," she told him. "Feels better
to get out of those wet clothes..."

David's eyes explored the curves of her body
under her tightly-grasped blanket as he hurried over beside the
SUV.

"You going to stand guard for me?" he
nervously laughed.

"I guess so," she said, her voice quavering
from the cold and fear. "But I don't know what I'd do if something
came after us. I'm not much of a fighter."

As quickly as he could, he stripped down and
wrapped the blanket around him. She was right, he felt much better
with his wet clothes off, but now he had to be careful. Knowing
that she was naked under her cover, he also knew he had a raging
hard-on. '

"I'm done," he said, making another scan of
the empty streets, searching for something, anything out of the
ordinary that might explain what was happening to them.

But just as before, the darkened town slept
peacefully in the darkening Halloween night...

"Let's eat! And maybe we can think of
something to get us out of this mess while we're at it," she told
him, striding over to the SUV and pulling the back door open.

"We could walk out," he suggested, watching
her start to drag out the picnic basket. "Why don't we, uh, we eat
in the car? It sounds so much safer..."

"Yeah, eating in the SUV is an excellent
idea, but walking out at night, in the dark? We still don't know
what, if anything is out there just waiting for us to make another
move like we made up at the pool. We can't let our guard down," she
muttered, shoving the basket back inside the SUV and climbing into
it with her hand fisted around the blanket to hold it around
her.

David crawled in after her and slammed the
rear door shut, then sat down by the basket.

"This is going to be awkward," she said,
flipping open the basket with her free hand, then jerking the
blanket tighter and tying a knot in it to keep it held closed.

David sat, his cover draped over his
shoulders and pulled together to hide his obvious state of arousal
from his mother. David was having a guilt trip knowing that it was
so wrong to feel the way he did about her. But it wasn't his fault
damn it. Why did she have to be so pretty? But that wasn't going to
be a problem much longer, he told himself, because soon he wouldn't
be able to see her as it grew darker and darker. Why couldn't there
at least be a full moon, or even a partial one, he wishfully
thought. Anything to shed some light on their situation, he told
himself, looking around to see if he could find the moon.

"What do you think it was this afternoon?" he
asked her, slowly chewing on his chicken-salad sandwich.

"I've been thinking...maybe it was just the
rock shifting?" she feebly suggested, not really believing that was
what had happened.

"I don't think so! It felt like someone, or
something hit me in the back! Hard!" he snorted, taking another sip
of the Merlot his mother had brought along.

"What else could it have been?" she
desperately asked, her voice quaking in the darkening night.

"I don't know," he muttered, taking another
look around the town as night now almost totally obscured it. "But
it's kind of scary knowing that something might be roaming around
out there with a hard-on, oops, sorry, I, uh, that has, uh, has got
it out for us..."

"Yes, yes, it is..." she murmured, ignoring
his crudeness as she inched closer to him.

Finishing the "picnic", they stuffed
everything back in the basket and finished the bottle of wine and
opened up a second one as they peered out into the darkness.
Looking for anything-any hint that something was out of
order...they sat looking, sipping on the wine and waiting...waiting
for what, they didn't know, but they could sense something was
going to happen. They just didn't know what…

"It's getting colder," David complained,
wrapping his blanket around him tighter.

"Yes, it is," she mumbled, snuggling up
against him, pulling her blanket around her body tighter too.

"Maybe...maybe if we, we wrapped both
blankets around us, it would give us a double layer of blanket, and
we could share body heat. Maybe we could stay warmer that way..."
he timidly suggested.

"I...I don't know...that, uh, that sounds so,
oh, I don't know anymore! I'm so cold I can't think straight! And
I'm scared! I don't know what to think or do anymore!" she
complained, her voice quavering in the dark.

Regretfully, even if she did agree, David
knew that he wouldn't be able to see her in the pitch blackness of
the SUV. But, he would be able to touch her…touch her, hold her and
feel her warm body pressed against his.

"It would be better than freezing to death,"
he suggested.

"Oh, I guess," she shivered, "I so cold! But
it just feels wrong! Feels like something that a mother and her son
shouldn't doing, regardless of the circumstances..."

"Yeah, but when you're freezing to death," he
mumbled, making it up as he went along, "you do whatever you have
to, to survive. Don't you think? Besides, who'll ever know?"

"I, I guess," she shivered.

Neither of them moved for the longest time.
Then finally, Brenda slowly unwrapped her blanket from around
herself.

Peeling his blanket back, David slowly laid
down beside his mother and draped his blanket over her and then
felt her blanket drop on top of his blanket.

"That is better," she murmured, snuggling up
next to him, pressing her warm body against his.

Electricity sparked from every tiny spot
where their bodies touched. David wanted to take her in his arms
and hold her. Hold her and protect her from whatever was lurking
out in the dark, but he didn't dare. He knew if he did, he would do
something stupid, and besides she would find out about his raging
hard on!

The alcohol, the false sense of security, all
the exercise and the warmth created underneath the double layer of
blanket lulled David into a restless, uneasy drowsiness. He was
still on key, aroused, frustrated and unable to sleep as he lay in
that fuzzy half-awake, half asleep state.

Abruptly, there was a loud noise outside
startling David back to consciousness. He didn't know what had made
the noise, but he suddenly found himself fully awake…and still
lying next to his mother. His naked mother. Glancing down at the
luminous dial of his watch, he saw that it was two o'clock in the
morning. His mother was lying on her back and he was lying on his
side beside her. Somehow, his arm had gotten draped across her and
now rested just below the swell of her flattened breasts. His wrist
was brushing against the curved under slope one of the mountains
every time she breathed. Just the realization that his hand was
that close to her naked breast sent a sizzling spark of excitement
down to his limp prick and it began to swell and grow once again.
And that was when he realized that something was touching his
prick. And the way she was lying, he knew that it must be her hand
or her wrist pressed against it. He couldn't really be sure what
was touching him because it was so dark and he couldn't see through
the blankets covering them. He couldn't see a frigging thing.

He could feel the slow, regular rise and fall
of his mother's chest under his arm as he lay listening for the
noise. He didn't move for several long, frustrating minutes and
there were no more noises.

Could he cope a feel, he asked himself? Could
he hold her breast in his hand? She was asleep and would never
know. But what if she caught him? He could say he was asleep and
didn't know what he was doing.
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After several long moments, he decided to see
just how much he could get away with. Slowly, David inched his
fingers up onto the rounded underside of his mother's big, reposing
breast. Moving his fingers at a snail's pace, he warily moved
higher and higher as his cock grew exponentially harder. At last,
hours later it seemed, he finally had his hand cupped around his
mother's breast and he could feel its big, puffy nipple brushing
against his top finger.

Why was her nipple so hard? Or was it just it
his imagination, he feverishly asked himself? Maybe it was just be
a figment of his fevered imagination.

It was then he felt her stir ever so
slightly. No relinquishing the ground he'd gained, he kept his hand
cupped around her breast as he felt whatever it was pressed against
his cock move. Holding his breath, afraid to move, David felt giddy
with excitement. As he nervously waited, he felt the warm softness
pressed against his cock slowly curl around its swollen, stiff
shaft.

His heart almost exploded inside his chest.
Trembling with excitement, he felt the slightest suggestion of a
squeeze on his pulsating prick. What was she doing? Was his mother
still asleep? Asleep and dreaming? Or was it him that was dreaming?
Or...or was she awake? He was shocked into paralysis, unable to
move...afraid to wake her if she was still sleeping! Afraid he
would scare her away if she wasn't!

Finally, as the hold on his cock slowly grew
tighter, David grew bolder.

Taking in a slow, deep, shuddering breath, he
ever so slowly inched his hand down the curved slope of her breast
and onto the soft, smooth skin just below it. As he did, he thought
he could detect a slight quickening of her breathing…and her
fingers seemed to tighten their grasp on his cock ever so slightly.
Growing bolder by the moment, he slowly moved his trembling fingers
down over the silky smoothness of her tight belly to the slight
indentation of her belly button. Pausing a second there, he felt
another faint squeeze on his cock. As his fingers crawled lower,
grazing over the peach fuzz fineness of the downy hairs covering
his mother's soft underbelly, they finally touched top edge of the
tangle of tiny, soft curls that covered her mons.

David was light-headed with excitement! His
mother hadn't tried to stop him! And her hold on his cock had only
gotten tighter.

As he moved ever closer to the forbidden
secrecy that lay hidden down between her legs, he felt her leg
nudge against his. She had spread her legs apart for him! It was
only a couple of inches between them, but to David it felt like she
had thrown them wide apart, opening herself to his probing fingers,
inviting him down to the wet, seeping softness between them. All
the while this was going on, the perceived grip on his manhood grew
tighter and tighter. Fighting to breathe, David hesitantly edged
his fingers lower, their tips finally brushing across the little
pleat of flesh running down toward her pussy. The excitement and
passion of the moment was almost too much to bear as he struggled
to hold back the eruption gathering down inside his big balls.

As his fingertips tickled lower, touching the
exposed tip of her clit, David heard a soft murmur escape from his
mother's lips. Then he felt a warm breath brush over his face.
Boldly, as he gently fingered her clit, he leaned toward her,
trying to find her lips with his. Then, as his lips touched her
cheek, he felt her hot breath on his lips the moment before they
touched. At almost the same moment they kissed, his fingers found
her other lips.

David's heart was fluttering, threatening to
explode or quit altogether as he kissed the soft fullness of her
slightly parted lips and felt the warm, wet tip of her tongue stir
across his lips. The roar inside David's head was deafening. As she
explored his lips with the tip of her tongue, he played his fingers
over the clinging wetness of her pussy lips, touching, searching,
probing. Then his mother's tongue found its way into his mouth!

It was as if they were playing with a stick
of dynamite. The lit fuse was growing shorter and shorter. And
while neither of them wanted to snuff it out, they both knew what
would happen if they didn't. But this still didn't stop them as
they both let the lit fuse burn closer and closer, sensing that an
explosion of passion would engulf them when the fuse finally
touched.

Their tongues were intertwined, twisting and
touching as electricity sparked between them while David
inquisitively explored the sticky wetness of her wet, clinging
pussy lips that clung together seemingly trying to hide the secrecy
concealed beneath them. While their tongues entwined in a wicked,
sensuous dance of lust, they darted first into one mouth and then
the other as they probed the warm mystery of the other's mouth. As
they did, David insistently probed the sticky lips down below,
fingering them, pushing down in between them and finally felt them
stickily part. As his fingers explored the clinging wetness between
her vaginal lips, her tongue dove into his mouth and her fingers
were roughly squeezing on his jutting maleness.

As they hungrily kissed with open-mouthed
abandonment, David finally felt the tips of his fingers find the
slippery, warm opening of her pussy. Gently easing a single finger
down into the clutching tightness, he felt her hand begin to slowly
twist up and down the shaft of his rock-hard peter. Softly
murmuring into his mouth, she turned to face him, thrusting her
big, warm breasts against his chest. Still sliding his finger in
and out of the clinging heat of her cunt, he felt her leg lift and
drape itself over his hip, opening her pussy to even deeper probes
by his inquisitive finger. The fiery passion of their kiss grew
hotter and hotter as David added a second and then a third finger
to the probing attack on her pussy while he played his thumb back
and forth across the jut of her swollen clit. David could sense his
mother's impatience as her fingers clutched harder and harder.
David didn't know how much more he could take as the excitement
bubbling inside his fevered brain was rapidly building toward a
fiery conclusion.

Realizing that if he didn't do something, it
would only be moments before he would shooting out his load out
onto her belly, he jerked his fingers out of her hot, clinging
cunt.

"What?" she mumbled as David roughly grasped
hold of her around her waist and forced her over onto her back. As
he did, he rolled over her leg and dropped down between her
outstretched legs. As he did, she somehow maintained her hold on
his cock and still clutched it in her hand. Now that he lay atop
her, down between her widespread legs, he felt his mother bend his
rigid maleness down, aiming it, guiding it down to the
juice-slathered slit awaiting him. Feeling the head of his cock
brush against the warm, wet flesh, David dug his toes down into the
carpeted floorboard and inched upward, letting his penis penetrate
the warm moistness between his mother's legs. He had never felt
anything like it. The passion, the emotion, the clinging softness
of her warm, wet flesh enveloping him, her breasts brushing against
his chest, the touch of their bodies in such an intimate way sent
sparks arcing through his frenzied brain as he pushed deeper into
the clutching socket of his mother's womanhood. He felt more and
more out of control as the fiery burn in his balls grew hotter and
hotter. At last, their bellies touched, their curly pubic hairs
intertwining as their bodies ground against one another. He was
inside her! Totally and completely immersed in her hot,
juice-filled cunt. Then he felt her clutch herself down around his
buried manhood and he lost all control.

"Oh, God," he gasped into her mouth as his
cock exploded and sent out a giant gusher of hot clinging cum into
her hungry, sucking cunt.

"Oh, Baby...baby...baby..." she murmured out,
their lips parting as she pulled him to her, his cock continuing to
spew out its venomous jism into her clenched cunt.

"Sorry—sorry--sorry," he openly wept, tears
streaking down his cheeks running down onto hers as she kissed them
away. He didn't know if his sorrow was for finishing so quickly, or
for murdering the innocence that had once existed between them.

"No...no...don't cry," she told him, lovingly
squeezing herself down around his twitching, jerking, spurting
penis.

David felt like such a baby. He hadn't been
able to hold it back. He had lost it just thinking about having his
prick buried inside her. He hadn't even been able to man up and
bring her pleasure, too. He felt like such a giant failure as his
cock finally stopped firing off inside her.

"Not a man," he muttered out through his
tear-stained lips as he started to back his cock out of her.

"No! No! No, don't take it out," she
gurgled.

Then he felt her dig her fingernails down
into his waist, holding him, not letting him move. He felt her legs
rub against his hips followed by the warmth of the soles of her
feet settling down on his butt. Arching herself up at him, rubbing
her big tits against his chest, she pressed her hot feet down
against his butt, forcing his softening cock to remain buried down
inside her. As he lay atop her, groveling in his own shame and
failure, her hands lifted and wrapped themselves around the back of
his head. Pulling him down, she covered his lips with her open
mouth as her hot pussy frantically pulled and clutched at his dying
cock. Her tongue dove inside his mouth, touching, probing in a deep
sensuous kiss while she ground her body against his. As they
kissed, her hands moved all over his body, coaxing, urging him on.
At last, he felt his cock stop its shameful retreat as a trickle of
energy sparked through it and it began to harden once again.
Feeling a hint of regeneration, his mother stepped up her attack on
his cock, clutching and clenching her pussy down around it
frantically as her toes dug down into his butt forcing him deeper
inside her.

"Yesssss…" she hissed, breaking their kiss
and digging her long, sharp fingernails into his ass.

David slowly began to work his hips back and
forth being careful not to draw back too far as his dick grew
harder and harder. Finally, after several long, intimate moments
shared between him and his mother, his penis was fully recharged
and he began to pound it into her with wild abandon. Using her
heels and toes, she controlled the pace of their fucking, digging
her toes in to force him in. Now David was a man again, his big
prick driving in and out of her cum-filled hole, churning the gooey
mess into a frothy white foam that was slowly oozing out around his
pistoning peter. His mother was gasping and groaning, throwing
herself up against him taking him to the limit on every thrusting
lunge.

David could feel her straining up against
him, the muscles in her belly and the ones surrounding his cock
tightening, clenching, squeezing. Her breath was coming in gasping
pants now as she drove him to fuck her harder and harder.

Then all at once, her whole body stiffened
and she gave out a long, soft, shuddering groan. Her tiny toes were
digging down into his ass shoving him down against her, driving his
cock deeper inside her belly and holding it imprisoned in the
tight, spasming core of her pussy as she rode out the storm that
washed over her. Head thrown back, back arched, pelvis thrust up
against him, she shivered and shook her way through her orgasm.
David wished he could see her face, but everything was hidden in
the pitch darkness.

At last, her body began to soften. The
insistent push of her feet eased up and her back unbowed back down
onto the floorboard of the SUV as she gave out a soft gurgle.

"See," she softly whispered, gently clutching
her pussy down around his embedded prick. "You're still a man...my
man!"

"God, Mother..." he gasped, jerking his ass
up and beginning to pound away at her hot, sucking cunt once
again.

There was no holding back this time. It was
his turn again. His turn to fill the semen-filled chamber between
her legs...fill it with his fiery essence once again. His ass was
bouncing up and down wildly as she dug her little toes down into
it, goading him to fuck her even faster. Their bodies, now
slickened with sweat, rubbed together obscenely as he heaved up and
down above her. Closer and closer he came to the fiery eruption
that was building down inside of his flopping balls. Then the SUV
began to lurch and thump as they fucked with wild, unrestrained
passion.

All at once, he felt her cunt lock down
around his pistoning cock as she began to gurgle and grunt. Her
dainty feet dug down into his bounding ass forcing him deeper and
deeper into her spasming cunt.

Suddenly, like a cannon going off, his cock
bucked and shot out a gigantic wad of thick, potent semen into her
imploding pussy. As his cock spewed out its lethal load, her cunt
worked frantically, sucking and clutching at him, seemingly trying
to pull out every last sperm out of his aching balls. Their
tumultuous climax seemed to last forever, but at last it ended as
they lay gasping for breath.

It was then, through the fog of his ecstatic
daze, David realized the SUV was still rocking back and forth.

"What th..." he grunted, feeling his cock
immediately shriveling and wilting as it came slithering out his
mother's overflowing cunt.

"I...I don't know!" his mother panted as
David rolled off her and quickly pulled her into his arms.

What could it be, he frantically wondered?
What could be powerful enough to rock the SUV?

Then the rocking quickly shifted to a side to
side motion, now jostling them with it as it lurched from side to
side while they clung to each other for dear life.

Grabbing up the tire iron he had dug out
earlier, he waited.

Then they heard something clawing at the back
door of the SUV! Grating, screeching sounds of claws or fingernails
filled the air as something flailed away at the back of the
SUV!

Then, suddenly it stopped. A deathly silence
fell over the car. Not a single sound could be heard above the
thundering pounding of their hearts.

The darkness wrapped itself around them as if
it were trying to shield them from whatever it was outside.
Trembling with fear, they held each other as if their closeness
would protect them from it. Seconds turned into minutes as the
deafening silence enveloped them. Still nothing, David groggily
thought. The euphoric high of their lovemaking followed by the
panic filled aftermath had poured gallons of adrenaline into his
blood stream and now, he was coming down. He felt exhausted, too
tired to keep his eyes open. Whatever it was, it would just have to
wait to feast on his bones. He was just too tired…
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David awoke with a sense of foreboding. The
terror of the night was now a foggy memory as he recalled what had
preceded it. As unbelievable as it was, he had made love to his
mother! It all seemed like a dream. But it had been real and the
fiery passion of their lovemaking somehow made everything else seem
inconsequential. He still found it hard to believe, but he had made
love to his beautiful mother. And now, she was still lying next to
him—naked—her warm body pressed against him as she slept. Feeling
the warmth of her smooth skin pressed against his sent an immediate
message down to his already half-hard cock. Not moving, he lay
still, letting his cock quickly swell into ripe readiness. Lying on
his side, his prick pressed up against her thigh, he reached down
and gently lifted her leg. As he did, he heard her murmur softly.
Draping her long leg over his hip, he felt his cock head nudge up
against the slippery smoothness of her meaty cunt lips. Inching up,
he ever so slowly eased his cock up into the warm wetness that
awaited him there.

As he pushed his cock deeper into the hot
mush of her pussy, he heard her gurgle out through parted lips. As
she turned her face toward him, he saw her eyes flutter open and
her lips part as if she was about to speak. But he instantly
covered her lips with his. As he drove his peter deeper and deeper
into her moist warmness, he eased his tongue inside her mouth,
running it over the smoothness of her perfect teeth. Forcing
himself deeper into her pussy, he found her tongue with his.
Touching and caressing the sinuous softness with his tongue, he
felt it respond and twirl around his. This response from her sent a
jolt of electricity ripping through his cock, making it jump and
twitch down deep inside the clutching heat of her vagina.

As they lovingly kissed, David cupped her
perfect breast in the palm of his hand, fondling it with worshipful
adoration. With their arms trapped between them, David sought out
her hand. Ever so gently, he tickled his fingertips across her
upturned palm as she reached over and curled her other hand around
to the back of his head, pulling his mouth against hers. The ardor
of their passion had already clouded the windows of the SUV making
it impossible to see in or out as he began to slowly, methodically
slide his big cock in and out of her juicy pussy while they
hungrily devoured each other's lips.

God, what a way to bring in the day, he
giddily thought. Now all thoughts of last night's terror were
driven from his brain by the primal urges that filled it. He could
feel her soft murmurs bubbling into his mouth as they fucked and
kissed. But their passion was quickly outgrowing the gentleness of
their lovemaking and David felt a need to bring it to a higher
level. Finally, he broke their fiery kiss and gently backed his
throbbing peter out of the hot, juicy channel of her seeping cunt.
Reaching down, he tenderly lifted her leg and laid it back down
onto the carpeted floorboard of the SUV. Releasing his hold on her
hand and breast, he struggled to his hands and knees beside her.
With the two blankets draped over them, their bodies hidden from
view, David felt his mother's legs part as she readied herself for
him once again. Then he was between her legs with her hand on his
penis leading it down to the seeping core of her femininity as she
draped her other hand around the back of his neck. He felt her
forcing his love-stiffened prick down, guiding it down to the
juice-slathered opening of her vagina once again.

"Mother..." he gasped, easing his cock down
into her as she lifted her knees into the air, brushing the sides
of his hips as he began to pump into her.

Even with the haunting memory of the night
before lingering around the edges of their minds, they were the
only two that mattered now. Mother and son, lovers, now forever
entangled in an incestuous web of their own making. A web that
would spawn lies and deception, if they were to escape from
whatever lurked outside in growing light.

Then as he began to pound his cock into her
pussy at a feverish pace, he felt the SUV begin to rock and shake
once again. Fearfully, he jerked his hips to a halt as a panicky
feeling washed over him making him break out in a sweat. But this
time, he realized it was them causing the automobile to move. Their
abandoned fucking was so frenzied, it was rocking the SUV!

Then, as he resumed his attack on his
mother's hot cunt, he felt her legs lift into the air, tilting her
pussy upward and opening herself to him totally. Her soft thighs
rubbed against his hips as his ass flew back and forth at a
maddening pace. He was fucking her without mercy. Giving her
everything he had on every savage, plunging thrust, but she took it
all without reservation.

In the growing light, he could see her eyes
now and saw that they were glazed over with lust. Her beautiful
face was locked into a grimace as she fucked back at him. Their
bodies smashed together over and over again. Nothing could stop
them now. Nothing could stop their incestuous coupling until it was
over and they had consummated their wicked depravity once again.
Faster and faster they went, her legs scraping back and forth along
his sides and hips as they lurched back and forth. Driven on by her
wanton surrender, David pounded himself into her with brutal
disregard for her. He was man! She was woman! She was his woman!
His woman to do with as he saw fit. She was his to despoil any way
he chose, he pervertedly thought as he continued the furious
onslaught on her vulnerable pussy!

Slowing momentarily, he slipped his arms
under the crook of her knees and thrust them upward, lifting her
long legs up, crushing the fronts of her thighs against her tits
and tilting her pussy up higher, exposing it to even deeper
penetrations. Pressing her thighs down against her quivering
breasts, he sprung back to the attack, ruthlessly ripping his cock
in and out of her. Their bodies slapped together with raucous,
obscene sounds as her hot juices were splattered all over
everything. His belly and thighs, her thighs, the floorboard were
literally dripping with the stuff as it mixed with the sheen of
sweat that covered him. The soft curls of her pubic hair was
slathered with the stuff, wetly matting them down onto her
trembling belly. Her curled toes pointing at the roof of the SUV
slashed back and forth beside his head, her calves bouncing against
his shoulders on every pounding lunge.

But finally, no mere mortal could endure such
a frenzied attack. David felt her hot cunt lock down around his
cock as she began to grunt and groan out her orgasm. Her whole body
shook in a convulsive fit of orgasmic delight.

Seeing her consumed by her climatic seizure,
David lost control and an eruption of Krakatoan magnitude exploded
down deep inside his balls as they were consumed in a fiery blast
so hot, it melted them. As they did, they went spurting out into
her in great, flaming gobs. Great gooey, thick gushes of cum spewed
out into her, filling her to the point of overflowing in moments.
But even as the venomous goop oozed out around the thick, pulsating
shaft of his prick, it continued to pump more and more into her. It
seemed as if it would never stop.

But at last, with a final twitch, it oozed
out the final drops and immediately began to shrink and retreat
down the cum-filled, softening channel of her overflowing cunt.

Fighting to catch his breath, David slowly
backed his cock out of her, hearing it wetly slurp as it did.
Silence, broken only by the pounding of their hearts and their
gasps, filled the SUV.

Had they created a child on this day, he
sickly wondered. A child born out of their incestuous wedlock. A
child that could never know its real father? How could they have
been so selfish?

Finally, when their breathing had returned to
some semblance on normalcy and their heartbeat had slowed down to a
manageable pace, they heard it!

It was a faint, but insistent tapping on the
fogged back window of the SUV! Then the voice!

"Help me! Help me! Please, help me!" they
heard a child's voice plead. "You can't leave me here!"

They stared at each other in panic. Who was
it? What was it? Was it the same thing that had horrified them last
night? But it couldn't be! It was a child! Or was it a monster
mimicking a child's voice?

But David had, had enough. Grabbing up the
tire iron, he threw off the blankets and struggled down to the back
door.

"NO! NO, Baby, don't," Brenda pleaded,
clutching at his arm, trying to stop him. "You don't know what's
out there!"

"It better be ready for a fight," he
declared, throwing open the door and stumbling out into the chill
of the early desert morning.

But there was nothing! No child! No monster!
Just empty silence in the growing light!

"Nothing out here," he muttered, sweeping his
eyes around from side to side. "Nothing!"

"But…but there's got to be something!
Something made that sound," his mother complained, wrapping the
blanket around her and struggling out of the SUV while Dave stood
defiantly clutching the iron in his hand, jerking his head from
side to side.

"Nothing! There's nothing out here," he
repeated himself as his mother joined the search.

Shivering in the early-morning cold, they
both looked around for several long seconds.

"Let's get out of here," David finally said,
turning back to the SUV.

It was then that he saw the bloody handprints
on the back door.

"Jeez! LOOK AT THAT!" he muttered, pointing
at the stains.

"What the fu..." his mother gasped, staring
at the dried blood smeared all around the back door handle.

The bloody handprints were tiny! Like the
handprints of a child! The handprints were smeared, but there was
no doubting that they had been made by a child. It was almost as if
the child had been playing in the blood! Playing in it and making
bizarre, sick swirls and whorls...like a child would make if it was
playing with finger paint!

"This place is too fucking crazy," he
mumbled, jerking his head around again, studying the silent ghost
town, looking for an explanation for the blood.

Finding none, he quickly climbed back into
the SUV and crawled up to unlock the front doors. Backing out once
again with his big cock lifelessly flopping about, he grabbed his
mother's hand and they both hurried around to the front of the
car.

As they did, they saw that a thin trail of
blood ran up the side of the SUV to another bigger splash of blood
around the front door handles...and more little, tiny, bloody hand
prints!

Throwing open the doors, they both dove
inside to where their clothes lay spread out to dry on the front
seat and slammed the doors shut.

Slamming their fists down on the door locks,
they grabbed for their clothes.

"They're dry," he muttered, lifting his pants
and shirt, finding them both dry to the touch.

"So are mine," Brenda mumbled. "How?"

"I don't know, but put 'em on and let's get
the hell out of here," he muttered.

"But the SUV won't start," she told him,
struggling into her shorts and frantically pulling them up her
legs. "Remember—"

"Yeah, that's right! I forgot," he grumbled,
pulling on his pants and wishfully looking down at the car keys
dangling down from the ignition.

Quickly pulling on his tee shirt, he grabbed
at the keys. One last try, he frantically told himself, then, if it
still didn't work, they would walk out. Twisting the key, he was
startled when he heard the engine give out a loud cough as it
suddenly jumped to life, purring smoothly in the early morning
calm.

"What the fu..." David sputtered, staring
down at the gauges, all of which were reading normal.

"Don't ask," his mother cried, "Let's just go
before something else bizarre happens!"

They both looked about fearfully as David
gunned the car back down the street leading out of town. But then,
as they sped by the graveyard, they saw a little girl standing in
the graveyard waving at them as they roared past. She didn't look
much more than six or seven year old. Her long, pale hair was
softly wafting in the morning breeze and she was wearing a short,
summery dress.

"Did you see that?" David gasped slamming his
foot down on the brake.

"Yeah. What's a little girl doing out here in
the desert all by herself?" Brenda asked, grabbing onto the
dashboard to keep from being thrown into the windscreen as the car
came to a grinding, dirt-flinging stop.

Turning to look over his shoulder to where
the little girl had stood. David was dumbfounded to see that she
had disappeared into the thin, rarified desert air. Then David
jerked the car into reverse. Spinning the tires, throwing rocks and
gravel everywhere, he backed up the car.

"What the fuck!" he muttered slamming his
foot onto the brake again.

It was then they noticed the two uncovered
graves that hadn't been there the day before. And beside them,
there were another three graves, one of which had freshly dug earth
covering it.

Looking over at the tombstone atop the newly
covered grave, he saw it read:

Harvey Wright

Came to us in the night,

Put up a good fight,

Before he died of fright!

- Oct 31, 2013

Then he swept his eyes over to the headstone
of the grave beside it. It read:

Emile Jacobs

A terrible father,

Killing him was no bother.

What he did could go no farther,

For what he did to his daughter.

- Oct 31, 1998

The next grave was obviously the grave of a
child with a headstone so small, it was hard to read:

Becky Jacobs

Death was a blessing,

Of that there is no guessing.

Such pain no child should endure,

Specially one so young and pure.

- Oct 31, 1998

Then a shiver of fear tickled up his spine as
he read the inscription on the first headstone above the first
empty grave! It simply read:

Brenda Tyler

- Oct 31 2013

And the other read:

David Tyler

- Oct 31, 2013

Just then, they heard it again...

It was a faint, but insistent tapping on the
back window of the SUV!

"Help me! Help me! Please, help me!" they
heard the childish voice beg. "You can't leave me here!"

"AW SHIT!" David cursed, slamming the
accelerator to the floor.

Looking into the rear view mirror as they
sped away, David saw nothing but a billowing cloud of dust and dirt
being flung into the air when they went fishtailing their way out
of the town!
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Driving up in front of the motel, they came
to a screeching stop. Leaving the engine running, they dove out of
the car and hurried toward their room.

Just as they did, the little old man who ran
the place, appeared out of nowhere.

"Thought maybe the ghosts had gotten you
folks," he morbidly cackled, undressing Brenda with leering, watery
eyes. "They seem to do that a lot around here, especially around
Halloween..."

As he did, Brenda looked down and began
stuffing the bottom of her tee shirttail in her shorts as a bright
blush covered her face.

"Car wouldn't start!" David muttered,
stepping over to their room and jerking the door open.

"Seems to be running fine, now!" the man
sarcastically remarked, beads of sweat breaking out on his bald
head.

"Yeah, it does, doesn't it," David
caustically shot back, following his mother into the room as the
old man's eyes glued themselves to her swishing ass.

"Good looking woman," David heard the man
mutter as he slammed the door shut in the man's face.

"That guy gives me the creeps," David
muttered as they hurried around the room gathering up their
belongings and stuffing them into their luggage.

Just then, there came a faint, but insistent
tapping on the door...

"Help me! Help me! Please, help me!" the
childish voice demanded. "You can't leave me here...I didn't do
anything wrong!"

Looking at each other in a fit of panic, they
slowly backed away from it, staring at it, not knowing what to
expect.

Finally, as the tapping continued, David
tiptoed back over to it and peered out the peephole. Expecting to
find the little old man, he saw no one. But the moment he looked
out through the peephole, the tapping stopped.

Reaching down, he jerked the door open and
stepped outside. Turning his head from side to side, he searched to
see who had been doing the knocking, but he saw no one, not even
the little, old man who had now mysteriously disappeared. Stepping
back, he reached down for the doorknob to close the door. He
grabbed it and started to close the door. What the hell is that, he
asked himself as he felt something warm and sticky on the knob.
Looking down, he gasped and staggered backwards.

Blood! The doorknob was covered in blood.
Wet, fresh, blood was dripping off the knob making a big, gory
puddle on the concrete below it. And there were bloody handprints
all around the doorknob. Little child handprints! Then he saw the
tiny, bloody foot prints. Someone, something had stepped in the
blood as they left, leaving behind a trail of tiny, little foot
prints. Foot prints the size a small child would make!

Reeling back into the room, David slammed the
door shut and turned to his mother.

"Mom," he sarcastically muttered, spreading
out his blood-covered hand to show her. "Why don't we come back up
here next Halloween..."

"I'm sorry..." she muttered, hurrying even
faster.

"This is all just getting a little too
crazy," he said, wiping his bloody hand off on the bed sheet,
grabbing up the suitcases and starting for the door. "Let's get out
of here, before something else happens!"

"Let's go," she muttered, rushing over to the
door.

Not knowing what to expect, David eased the
door open and peeked outside.

"I paid in advance," his mother whispered,
peering around his shoulder. "We don't have to stop by the office!
Just leave the key in the door and let's go!"

"I don't see anything," he told her, grabbing
her hand and stepping out, trying to keep from stepping in the
bloody puddle in front of the door.

They rushed over to the car and jumped
inside!

Speeding across the desert, they seemed to be
the only car on the road as the miles quickly sped by.

At last, they pulled into their garage.
Poking at the garage door opener, David heard the door rattle down
behind them.

"We made it," he said, giving out a shaky
laugh.

"It looks like it," his mother smiled,
reaching over and resting her hand on his thigh as she gave it an
intimate squeeze. "Was it all worth it?"

"God, yes," he groaned, reaching over and
pulling her to him as he planted a wet kiss on her beautiful lips.
"Every second of it..."

"I'm glad," she murmured.

Then, leaning back, he pushed open his door
and stepped out. Carrying their bags, they walked through the
kitchen and into the living room. Dropping their bags to the floor,
they melted into each other's arms, kissing and locking in a tender
embrace.
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Then as they kissed, there came a faint, but
insistent tapping on the front door...

"Help me! Help me! Please, help me!" the
tiny, childlike voice pleaded. "You can't leave me, now!"

"I've had enough of this," David growled,
rushing toward the front door.

Jerking it open, he was stunned to see the
little girl from the ghost town standing there looking up at him
with her big, soulful eyes. The front of her little summer dress
was drenched in blood and she was holding a big, blood-covered
knife in one of her fists.

Gawking at her in stunned shock, David saw
that she also had what appeared to be a man's bloody penis and
testicles clenched tightly in her other blood-covered hand.

"What is it," Brenda whimpered, stepping up
beside David and peering down at the little girl.

"Oh, My, God," Brenda gasped, clutching at
her heaving chest.

Suddenly, the little girl stuck out the
bloodstained hand containing the man's cock and balls.

"For you," she said with a beatific smile on
her little, cherubic face as she shoved the man's privates at
Brenda. "The motel manager won't be needing these anymore! He was a
bad man and did bad things. I had to punish him."

"Oh, My, God!" Brenda gasped, stumbling
backwards.

David watched on in horror and fear. Then he
saw the little girl look down at his crotch.

"And you are such a bad, little boy, too, for
doing what you did to your mother!" the girl snarled, her face
contorting into a grotesque mask of hatred. "You must be punished,
too!"

Just then she lunged at David, thrusting the
bloody knife out and aiming it at his crotch—

 


The End
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