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A full Harvest
Moon hung over the dark street and there was a cold wind blustering
in from the north as I plodded along. The spooky, quiet street was
eerily empty for a Halloween night. Pulling the collar of my jacket
up around my neck tighter, I decided to call it a night. Then I
spotted a house with the porch light on. It was the Higgins’s
house, two doors down from my house. That was odd. It was just a
little after ten and the Higgins’s lights were usually off by this
time at night.

Should I, I wondered? Holding my paper bag
open, I looked down at the candy inside. Wasn’t much of a haul. A
little more couldn’t hurt.

Now I’m eighteen and too old to be trick or
treating in the first place, but not having anything else to do,
I’d got a little black and white make up and did my face up as a
skeleton. Wasn’t much of a costume, but what the hell, I was just
in it for the candy. And they were neighbors anyway. Shuffling up
the walk, I saw that there was a big orange Jack-o’-lantern sitting
in the window staring back at me. It had a big, toothy grin carved
into its face and it looked like it was mocking me. Then as I
stepped up the stairs, the Jack-o’-lantern winked at me. It did. I
swear.

Huh? What was going on? Then I saw that
something had caused the candle lighting it to flicker, making it
appear to wink. That was all…I think.

Watching it out of the corner of my eye to
make sure it didn’t do anything else weird, I crept up onto the
porch and quietly knocked on the door.

The Higgins, both in their sixties were
retired school teachers. They didn’t get out and about much that I
knew of. It seemed Mr. Higgins was always out in his garage
puttering around on some wood-working project or other while Mrs.
Higgins was in the kitchen baking. I hadn’t actually seen her
baking anything, but she always had cookies for the neighborhood
kids and she would bring some kind of baked goods to the
neighborhood charity events that went on now and then.

As I stood there waiting, I wondered if it
would be Mrs. Higgins who answered the door? I remember having a
crush on her back when I was in the fourth grade. And then, of
course, there was the day I got to see up under her dress. See her
panties. I still remember it like it was yesterday. Seeing up under
a woman’s dress, seeing her panties had made quite an impression on
my poor, developing ten-year-old brain. Maybe that was what changed
me into the pervert I am today. Who knows?

We’d just come back in from recess and we
were supposed to be reading while Mrs. Higgins was sitting behind
her desk grading papers. I sat off to the side of her desk and I
was always trying to sneak a peek up her dress when she wasn’t
looking. I was scrunched down in my desk, pretending to be reading
but really peeking over the top of my book, watching her, my eyes
glued on the hem of her dress. Then she swung around in her chair
and reached for some more papers. As she swung back around, her
legs parted just enough and there they were. Her lacy, pink
panties! Yeah, I know, it wasn’t much. But to a ten-year-old boy,
it was a bunch.

But that was eons ago…but now that I think
back on it, it was only eight years ago.

They were certainly taking their time
answering the door as I looked up and down the dark street. It was
kind of spooky that their light was the only one on on both side of
the street. Maybe they’d just forgotten to turn it off. Shrugging,
I turned around and was just starting to step down off the porch
when the door slowly crept open and Mrs. Higgins peeked out through
the crack.

“Uh, trick or treat,” I muttered, wishing I
hadn’t disturbed them now.

“Jimmy? Little Jimmy from down the
street?”

“Uh, yeah, it’s me. Not much of a costume, is
it?” I mumbled, holding my bag out.

“No, I’m afraid it isn’t,” Mrs. Higgins
laughed, opening the door a little wider. It was then that I saw
she was wearing a housecoat as she stuck her head out through the
crack and peered up and down the street. Then she smiled, pulled
the door open wider and took a step back. “Aren’t you a little old
for trick or treat?” she softly chuckled.

“Yeah, I guess so…sorry I bothered you,” I
mumbled, ducking my head and turning to leave.

“Wait. Don’t go. Why don’t you come in and
have a little apple cider with me? It’s a little more grown up, if
you know what I mean.”

She wanted me to come in and have some apple
cider with her? I was taken by surprise by her sudden offer.

Should I? Why not? What could it hurt?

“Uh, okay,” I stammered, stepping, tripping
on the threshold and stumbling into the house. As I did, Mrs.
Higgins reached out to catch me and keep me from falling. And to
this day, I don’t know if it was planned or an accident, but one of
her pudgy hands landed smack dab in the middle of my crotch.

As I righted myself, I heard her giggle out
an, “Oops,” as she pulled her hands back and quietly pushed the
door closed behind me. “Looks like all the little spooks and
goblins have gone home for the night,” she laughed, her hefty bosom
heaving up and down inside her little lace-embroidered house coat.
Then she reached over and flipped off the porch light. “Looks like
it’s just us, now,” she smiled, turning and starting for the
kitchen. “Follow me…”

“Uh, where’s Mr. Higgins?” I asked when I
didn’t see him.

“Oh, Harvey had a little too much apple
cider,” she chuckled. “I think he passed out…” she tipsily
giggled.

Passed out? Why would she tell me that? Her
husband was passed out and she was inviting me in for some apple
cider? This was beginning to sound a little odd. That fact that her
husband had passed out wasn’t something you would want to share
with a stranger. Was it?

“So, tell me, Jimmy, are you still in
school?” she asked me as we stepped into the kitchen and I saw the
bottle of apple cider sitting on the table along with a couple of
tea cups. The label on the bottle read Julian Hard Cider-Cherry
Bomb and the bottle was almost empty.

“Uh, yes, Ma’am, senior, this year,” I
sheepishly muttered, suddenly feeling a little out of my league for
some reason.

“My, my, a senior…” she smiled, picking up
the bottle, leaning over slightly and tipping it up over one of the
cups. “I remember when you were just a little tyke in my fourth
grade class…” she chuckled as one of the front flaps of her
housecoat flipped open slightly and I caught myself staring down at
a big, pale white breast, “but you’re all grown up now,” she
smiled, winking at me.

I gulped.

She didn’t seem to notice her exposed breast
as she moved the bottle over to the other cup and filled it,
emptying the bottle as she did.

But I certainly did—

Then she held the bottle up to the light.
“Oh, dear me, I think it’s empty,” she softly laughed making the
flap on her housecoat fall back in place.

“Have a sip…it’s really quite good cider,”
she told me. “I’ll get another bottle. It looks like Harvey and I
finished this one,” she tipsily giggled, holding her hand over her
mouth.

Then, as she clopped across the linoleum
floor, I realized she was wearing high heels. High heels?
Housecoat? Mrs. Higgins had always worn her grayish white hair
cropped short as far back as I could remember. I could see the
black earrings dangling from her ears jiggling and joggling as she
stepped across the room. And she had a black satin choker wrapped
around her chubby neck. She was wearing a dark red lipstick, her
cheeks were sporting a hint of rouge and the faint blue eye-shadow
made her blue eyes seem somehow bigger, bluer. Had she and Harvey
been doing the hanky panky? But if they had, why had their porch
light been on? Strange. Maybe even a little spooky?

“This is really quite a coincidence,” she
told me as she stepped back across the kitchen holding the new
bottle of cider. Then she smiled and set it down on the table
between us.

“Uh, coincidence?” I asked, slowly sitting
down across from her as she eased down into her chair. I took a sip
of cider. It was good. It had cherries in it. And a little kick,
too.

“Yes. I thought I heard a sound outside and I
turned on the porch light to check and see what it was,” she
laughed, “and all of a sudden there you were knocking on my
door.”

“Really? Uh, I thought your light was on for
Halloween. Sorry,” I mumbled, now feeling more than a little
foolish.

“No. Don’t apologize, darling,” she smiled,
lifting her tea cup up and with her pinkie finger extended out and
taking a little sip of her cider. “Call it destiny…fate…or
whatever. Maybe it was just meant to happen.”

I didn’t know what she was talking about but
the cider was good, the house was warm and it was cold outside.
This wasn’t a bad place to be on a cold, dark Halloween night.

We started talking. It was really weird. I
usually felt a little flustered and bashful around women,
especially older women, but there was just something about Mrs.
Higgins that made me feel comfortable. Or was it the cider? I
didn’t really know but before I knew it, I had a happy little buzz
going on and mysteriously, there were three Julian Hard Cherry Bomb
Cider bottles sitting on the table between us. The little clock
over the refrigerator said it was eleven-thirty. Where had the time
gone? Two of the bottles were empty and the third one had only a
couple of inches of cider left in it. We’d finished two bottles of
cider between us?

“…unfinished business,” I heard Mrs. Higgins
say, bringing me out of my reverie.

What had she said? Unfinished business?

“Uh, sorry, uh, I didn’t catch that,” I
tipsily mumbled, noticing that the buttons running down the front
of her housecoat were now unbuttoned. When had that happened? Had I
blacked out? Or maybe I’d passed out. Just like old Harvey had
done. It was bizarre…

“I said that Harvey had left a little
unfinished business before he passed out,” she laughed, making her
bosom heave as the opening down the front of her housecoat
threatened to fall open.

“I don’t understand, uh, Mrs. Higgins.
Unfinished business?” I dumbly muttered.

“Evelyn, Jimmy boy. Why don’t you call me
Evelyn? Mrs. Higgins sounds so formal and stuffy, don’t you think?”
she smiled, her chubby fingers on the lacy collar of her housecoat,
fiddling with it, flipping it open and closed, fanning herself with
it.

“Uh, okay, uh, Evelyn,” I mumbled. It felt
odd calling her by her first name. Really odd. She had been Mrs.
Higgins to me, all the way back to the fourth grade.

“My, goodness,” she exclaimed, picking up the
bottle and looking at it. “I do believe that we’re going to need
another bottle,” she giggled, setting it down and slowly pushing up
onto her high heels.

“Oh, dear me,” she giggled again, wobbling,
tottering on her high heels.

Seeing that she seemed unstable on the spike
heels and being the gallant, debonair hero I was, I fumbled up onto
my feet and reached out to catch her to make sure she didn’t
fall.

Destiny…fate…or whatever, or maybe I did it
on purpose, I don’t know, but I suddenly found my hands full of
warm, soft, squishy breast-flesh. I don’t know how it happened, but
as Mrs. Higgins, uh, Evelyn tottered, her housecoat fell open and
as I reached for her, my hands slid down inside it. And
mysteriously, her hand found its way down to the front of my pants,
thudding against my cock.

Both of us stopped moving. We just stood
there looking at each other with a surprised look on our faces. Me,
my hands shoved down inside her housecoat full of tit and her with
one hand on my shoulders balancing herself, the other shoved
against the fly of my pants.

“Oops,” I coughed, letting go of her tits and
taking a step back. “Sorry…” I muttered, my cheeks flaming into a
bright, incandescent red.

“Me, too…” she coyly smiled.

But as destiny, or fate, or whatever its name
was would have it, as I pulled my arms back, I brushed the front of
Mrs. Higgins’s, uh, Evelyn's housecoat open wider and I found
myself staring down at the strip of pale white skin and black silk
between the edges of her housecoat.

“Oh, my,” Mrs. Higgins, Evelyn, snorted,
grabbing hold of a chair to steady herself. “I think maybe I’ve had
a wee bit too much cider,” she giggled, but made no effort to close
the opening as I stood gawking down at it. Now I could make out
that she was wearing a lacy, black corset affair stretched around
her somewhat chubby tummy. And there down between the two long,
black garters stretching down from the corset to the tops of her
black fishnet stockings, down between her legs, down at the bottom
of her rotund belly was a bald, hairless mons with a pair of fat,
fleshy lips dangling down from it. Her pussy. Her shaven, hairless
pussy. Mrs. Higgins, Evelyn shaved her fucking pussy. Who would
have believed it? I certainly wouldn’t have ever guessed that.

“Do you feel warm, Jimmy?” she asked me,
smiling, still holding onto the chair with one hand while she toyed
with the edge of her house coat with her other hand.

“Uh, yeah, a little,” I mumbled, suddenly
feeling more than a little warm as I also felt a stirring down
inside my pants and sweat popping out on my forehead.

“Why don’t you take your jacket off and make
yourself at home?” she smiled.

I did, draping it across the back of my
chair.

“Would you mind if I took my house coat off?”
she asked me, still smiling, fanning herself with the collar and
holding onto the other edge with her other hand.

“No, no, I wouldn’t mind. I wouldn’t mind at
all,” I stammered, ogling her with expectant anticipation. “I
wouldn’t mind at all, Mrs. Higgins…Evelyn. Make yourself
comfortable.”

“Good…I will,” she giggled, spreading the
house coat open, holding her arms back and letting it slither down
off her shoulders.

Yes, it did seem that Mrs. Hig…Evelyn and
Harvey had been playing Halloween games before poor old Harvey had
passed out. And apparently Mrs. H…Evelyn was the business she had
mentioned that he had left unfinished.

I couldn’t believe this was happening. But
then again, it was Halloween after all and some weird things had
been known to happen on All Hallows' Eve. Strange, scary
things—

But this wasn’t all that scary, I told
myself.

“As I told you, Mr. Higgins, Harvey passed
out before he finished the business he’d started,” she smiled,
folding her housecoat and draping it across the back of her
chair.

Then rolling her chubby hips, she slowly,
seductively slithered around the table to where I stood ogling
her.

“Would you like to finish what he started,
Jimmy, boy?” she purred, curling one hand around behind the back of
my head, pulling me toward her as she planted a big wet kiss right
on my lips. As she did, I could feel her other hand groping the
front of my pants, feeling me up, searching around for my cock.

I didn’t get a chance to answer her as her
lips were crushed against mine, blocking off any attempt to tell
her that I would be more than happy to take up the challenge. To
take up where poor, old Harvey left off.

While she fumbled searching for my firming
cock, I slipped my arm around her and grabbed hold of a handful of
soft, pliant ass cheek with one hand while I cupped my other hand
around one of the big, melon-sized udders hanging down over the top
of her black, lace cupless bustier corset.

As I pinched and pulled at a big, hardening
nipple, groping and fondling her abundant ass, I suddenly found my
mouth full of tongue. Wow, you certainly couldn’t tell this book by
its cover, I told myself. Sweet old Mrs. Higgins was a real
handful…and mouthful, too it seemed.

Then a soft gasp fluttered out into my mouth
as her fingers found my peter and felt up and down, measuring it
through my pants.

Breaking the kiss, she leaned back away from
me and looked down at the bulge of my penis jutting out against my
pants.

“My goodness, Jimmy, boy, are you carrying a
baseball bat around in your pocket?” she giggled, groping and
feeling my cock through my pants.

“No, Ma’am,” I grinned, curling my hips,
thrusting my cock against her groping hand. “That’s J.T. He’s my
pet trouser snake.”

“He feels like a really big one,” she
chuckled, giving me another squeeze and then stepping back. “Why
don’t you take off those pants of yours and let me pet your trouser
snake?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I smirked.

Now I don’t like to boast, but I’m pretty
well endowed for a white guy. A couple of my black buds have me
beat, but none of my white boy buds.

This was turning out to be just about the
craziest Halloween ever. I would never guessed anything like this
happening in a thousand years. Smiling to myself, I reached down
unsnapped my pants. Mrs. Higgins, my fourth grade teacher…and me?
It had taken me eight years to consummate that childhood crush, but
it appeared it was going to happen. Fucking unbelievable!

“You know,” I grinned spreading my pants
open. “I had a crush on you back when I was in the fourth
grade…”

“Oh, really? I never knew,” she smiled, “or
maybe I would have invited you over earlier…when Harvey wasn’t
around.”

“I wish you had,” I frowned, letting my pants
go sliding down my legs.

“I think your pet trouser snake is larger
than Harvey’s,” she suggested, looking down at my shorts, openly
ogling the big bulge tenting the front of them as I slowly pushed
my shorts down off my hips.

“Really,” I smirked as my big dick flopped
out into the open.

“Oh, my, goodness, yessss,” she giggled
reaching for it as it stuck out in front of me, its big purple head
still drooping down toward the floor. Bending down, pushing my
shorts and pants down around my ankles, I felt Evelyn's chubby hand
curl around my cock and squeeze.

“It isn’t poisonous, is it?” Evelyn giggled,
slowly stroking her hand up and down it as I stumbled out of my
pants and shorts. “Your trouser snake…”

“No, Ma’am, it’s the non-poisonous variety,
but it has been known to spit,” I grinned.

“Does it take a lot to make it spit?” she
asked me, tightening her grip, squeezing harder, working her hand
up and down faster.

“That depends on how excited he gets,” I told
her, curling my hand back around one of her pale, white breasts,
gently tweaking, teasing the stiff, swollen nub protruding out of
the darkened circle capping it.

“I bet I can make him spit,” she laughed,
thrusting her breast against my hand. “Let’s go see…”

“Lead the way,” I chuckled.

Smiling, Evelyn let go of my prick and
grabbed hold of my hand. Then she started tugging me across the
kitchen and down the hallway leading toward the back of the
house.

Weaving her down the hallway, tottering on
her high heels, she stopped in front of a door.

Giggling softly, she placed her finger
against her lips and shushed me with a loud, giggly,
“Shhhhhhhhhhh—”

Then she reached down and twisted the
doorknob. As she slowly pushed the door open, I saw Harvey. He was
sprawled out across the bed as naked as a jaybird. He was snoring.
His penis was flaccidly draped across his thigh, softly twitching
and jiggling in rhythm with the slow, steady rise and fall of his
chest as he peacefully slept. And there, on the nightstand by the
bed were two more empty Julian Hard Cider-Cherry Bomb
bottles and two glasses. It was no wonder old Harvey had passed
out. And they were both empty. Evelyn could really hold her booze,
I tipsily laughed to myself…or maybe old Harvey had drank most of
it himself and that was why he was the one laying on the bed passed
out, not Evelyn.

But that was poor Harvey’s problem, not
mine.

My problem was making sure I took care of his
unfinished business before I ended up in the same condition…

Then Evelyn looked over at me and grinned
inching backwards pulling the door closed behind her. Her spike
heel caught on a board and she tripped. I grabbed for her and once
again found myself with an armful of soft, warm woman. Our lips
touched again. We softly kissed, her hand finding my now
fully-erect manhood.

“Can I have my treat now?” Evelyn whispered
when our lips parted.

“Yes, Ma’am, you certainly can…” I muttered,
hooking my arm around her chubby waist as we teetered and tottered
down the hallway to a second bedroom. Apparently, the Higgins
didn’t share the same bedroom, I told myself as we stumbled into
the other one. As we floundered over to the bed, I could see that
this bedroom had been decorated by a woman. Everything was in
shades of pink and white. Hardly what a man would choose. Well, a
straight guy anyway. Then I reached down and quickly shucked my tee
shirt up over my head and pitched it on the bed.

As I eagerly watched on, she placed a knee on
her bed and pushed up onto the pink satin bedspread. As she stood
on her hands and knees, poised on the edge of the bed, I curled my
arms around her thighs and stopped her. “I never got my treat
either,” I told her, leaning down and placing a soft kiss on one of
the pale, plump cheeks of her abundant ass.

“What are you doing back there, Jimmy, boy?”
she murmured, leaning down, resting her shoulders and head on the
bed, but keeping her big, round butt thrust up in the air. Then she
waggled her ass from side to side in my face. “You aren’t being a
naughty, little boy, are you, Jimmy?” she laughed.

“Oh, no, Ma’am,” I snickered, giving her
other round, rotund ass cheek a kiss.

“Good,” she laughed, “because I would hate to
have to give little Jimmy a paddling for being a naughty, little
boy,” she told me.

“What would Mrs. Higgins do, if little Jimmy
gave her a paddling for doing all those naughty things to poor, old
Harvey and making him pass out?”

“But he wanted me to do those things to him,”
she countered, waggling her ass again.

“Just what did you do to that poor man to
make him pass out like that, Mrs. Higgins?” I boldly asked her,
slowly trailing my finger down the crack of her ass, across the
little clenched pucker of her anus.

“You promise you won’t tell anyone?” she
whispered like it was a big secret and someone might hear her.

“I promise I won’t tell anyone…if you show me
what you did to him,” I whispered back, grinning, brushing the tip
of my finger up and down across her asshole.

“Well…” she snorted, rolling over onto her
back and sitting up in the middle of the bed. “You’ll have to crawl
up here and roll over onto your back, first,” she explained to
me.

“Like this?” I chuckled, crawling up beside
her and flipping over onto my back.

“Yes, like that,” she smiled, reaching down
and lifting my cock up off my belly.

“What did you do to him then?”

“He wanted me to do all sorts of vile, nasty
things to him,” she frowned.

“What sort of vile, nasty things, Mrs.
Higgins, uh, Evelyn?”

“He wanted me to put his, his, his penis in
my mouth…and suck on it,” she told me. “And since he is my husband,
after all, what choice did I have?”

“None, I guess. So what did you do?”

“I put his penis in my mouth and sucked on
it,” she said, easing her tongue out, wetting her lips.

“Show me how...you did it,” I grinned,
reaching out, cupping the back of her head in my hand and gently
forcing her head down.

“Like this,” she softly purred, opening her
mouth and sinking her dark red lips down over the head of my prick.
Then she began to softly suck. There was something so exciting, so
provoking watching my fourth grade teacher sucking on my cock after
all these years. I remember fantasizing about something like this
back then, never, ever imagining that such a thing could actually
happen. But now it was, as I watched her head bobbing up and down,
her lips sliding up and down my cock.

“Uh, then did Harvey pass out?” I mumbled
already feeling the burn heating up down inside my cock.

“Unh-unh,” Evelyn mumbled out around my
cock.

Letting go of the back of her head, I watched
her raise back up as my spit-slathered penis slithered out from
between her lips.

“Did Harvey make you suck him off?” I asked
her, watched her lick her tongue around her dark red lips.

She looked at me and slowly shook her head up
and down.

“Did he come in your mouth?”

Once again her head bobbed up and down.

“And did he pass out then?”

“Yes, Jimmy, that’s when he passed out—” she
fussed. “Leaving his poor, neglected wife out to dry. Leaving her
to fend for herself. So here we are, Jimmy, boy. If Harvey had
finished his business, I would be in bed asleep and you would be in
your bed, but…Harvey didn’t finish his business and so here we
are…”

“So here we are,” I leered, rolling over,
pushing upon my knees. “So here we are…”

Then I reached out and took hold of her by
the shoulders. She smiled at me as I gently pushed her down onto
her back.

“I propose that we conclude that unfinished
business that Harvey failed to finish…and then decide where to
proceed after that,” I told her, reaching down between her portly
legs and slowly pushing them apart. “Do you concur?”

“Yes, Jimmy, I do concur…” she purred,
reaching out, running her fingers through my hair as I eased down
onto my belly between her legs.

Spreading my hands out on the inside of her
thighs, I pushed them wider apart. Then I leaned down and slowly
licked the flat of my tongue up the length of her fleshy lips.
Finishing the trip up the lush valley, I dug my thumbs into the
plump mounds on both sides of her pussy and spread the thick,
gorged lips apart to bare the wet, pink flesh between them. She
smelled so fucking hot, so ripe, so ready for the taking as I
licked up my tongue up the slippery crease between the lips.
Inching my hands higher, I gently peeled the little fleshy hood
back away from her big, pink clit. She had a big one. A big, pink
pearl peeking out at me, begging me to lick it, suck it, do all
sorts of nasty, vile things to it. Flicking my tongue across it, I
felt Mrs. Higgins flinch.

“Yessss, Jimmy, like that,” she whispered,
rolling her hips, rocking them up and down, pressing her clit
against my lapping tongue. “Finish the business, honey.”

“Um-huh—” I mumbled, pursing my lips around
her clit and sucking it further out from its hiding place. Then I
began to lick it, flicking my tongue back and forth across it as
Evelyn wiggled and squirmed. Then her chubby thighs began to
squeeze against my cheeks as I felt her fingernails dig down into
my shoulders outside her uplifted thighs. The sides of her
high-heeled pumps were pressed against my skin, digging into my
ribcage as her hips worked up and down painting my lips and chin
with her warm, sticky overflow.

Dear, sweet old Mrs. Higgins was one more hot
old broad. Who would have thunk it?

She was panting now, her thighs squeezing
tighter against my cheeks. Her skin was so amazingly soft and
smooth against my cheeks. Reaching out around her thighs, I crawled
my hands up the bed by her arms until I found the round overhanging
swell of her breasts as they lay on her extended arms. Her nipples
were stiff and hard, pointing up at the ceiling as I latched onto
them with my pinching, pulling fingers. They grew stiffer, harder
as I pulled and plucked them while I lashed my tongue back and
forth across her clit. The muscles under the layer of fat in her
belly were tensing, straining. She was making little grunting
sounds. I could sense that I was about to finish the business that
her husband, Harvey had begun but neglected to complete.

“Yes-yes-yes-yes—” Evelyn was hissing, her
big butt pattering up and down on the bed. My lips, cheeks and chin
were dripping with her overflow as it leaked out of the fleshy slit
at the bottom of her pussy. The smell of her was everywhere, so
thick, so pungent, I could barely breathe. “Oh, God, yes, Jimmy,
yes, more, more—” she growled out, rolling her shoulders, her head
tossing from side to side.

Her legs were squeezing me so hard, I was
afraid my head might pop. I could feel the muscles in them shaking,
quivering with the strain.

“Oh-Fuck-Jimmy—” she suddenly groaned as I
felt a gush of hot, sticky juice flood out onto my chin. Her spine
arched up off the bed and her hands found the back of my head,
pushing, shoving my face down into the warm, slippery flesh between
her legs. She was coming…all over my face as her hips began to buck
and shake. I couldn’t move. I was trapped in the scissor lock of
her legs. There was nothing I could do but lick…and I did, fast and
furious.

I don’t know how long Mrs. Higgins’s came. It
seemed quite a while before I felt the muscles in her thighs
finally begin to relax. Then her legs slowly crept away from my
slippery, juice-slathered cheeks. I could breather again—

“That was intense…” she softly murmured, her
legs falling out to the side, trapping my arms under them. I gently
pulled back, trying to extricate them from under her legs.

Looking down at her pussy, I could see that
it was still softly squeezing open and closed, contracting and
dilating as a creamy, little stream of juice dribbled out of
it.

“Sorry,” she grunted, lifting her legs off
the bed and letting me pull my arms out from under them.

Finally, my childhood fantasy was about to be
realized. I was going to fuck Mrs. Higgins. The lovely,
inaccessible Mrs. Higgins of my dreams. All those times I’d beat
off fantasizing about her and her unattainable pussy, and now I was
going to have a piece of the real thing. Savoring the moment,
relishing the anticipation of ending what had begun eight years ago
as an unrequited love for this woman lying on the bed below me.

Pushing up onto my knees, I paused to
treasure the moment. To lock it away in my memory banks so I could
take it out and play it over in my mind whenever I wanted.

Her short, cropped white hair, the twinkling
blue of her eyes, the red of her lips, I wanted to remember it all.
The sagging roundness of her big tits hanging down out of the black
lace corset wrapped around the swell of her tummy, the stretchy
black garters stretching down on each side of the vivid pink of her
pussy, her chubby legs encased in the black fishnet nylons, her
sexy, black patent spiked high heels, yes, I wanted to remember it
all and what had happened on this wild and crazy Halloween
Night…

“What?” she smiled up at me, reaching out,
brushing her fingers down the stiff impatience sticking up out of
my hairy groin.

“Just thinking how lovely you are,” I
grinned, leaning down over her, “how lucky I am.”

 

“I would say I was the lucky one,” she
whispered, gently pushing my cock down between her legs, fitting
its pointy head down into the weeping slit, “the lucky one to have
this,” she purred as I slowly plunged down into the clinging warmth
of Mrs. Higgins’s tight, clutching pussy.

“Mmmmm…” I heard her murmur out as I sank
deeper and deeper inside her. I was finally doing it. I was fucking
Mrs. Higgins! Burying myself down inside the warm, slippery flesh
between her chubby legs. Then I felt those legs gently clamp around
my waist as Evelyn wrapped herself around me, enveloping me in her
arms and legs. I felt a sudden stab of guilt at taking something
that didn’t belong to me. Taking another man’s wife. Poor old
Harvey’s wife.
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“Well, well, well, what do we have here?” I
heard Harvey say from somewhere behind me.

An evil, black snake of fear went slithering
up my spine and out into my reeling brain where it coiled up to
strike. “Evelyn, why didn’t you tell me that we had a guest?”

Evelyn went stiff under me, her chunky legs
uncurling from around my waist, dropping to the bed, her arms
dropping from around my neck.

“Harvey—you’re awake—” she complained, feebly
pushing at my chest with her hands. “I thought you were
asleep.”

I had been betrayed. I was balls deep in it
now, literally and figuratively as I slowly backed out from between
Evelyn's legs, pulling my wilting penis back out of her as I
did.

“Obviously,” Harvey chuckled. “Were you
planning on keeping him all to yourself?”

What the fuck was he talking about? Keeping
me to herself? This was going from crazy to bizarre as I rolled
over onto my butt to look at Harvey.

“I thought you passed out,” Evelyn said,
looking over at me and shrugging her shoulders.

A second snake of fear went slithering up my
spine as I saw Harvey standing at the foot of the bed with a gun in
his hand. A pistol. And he was pointing it at me. The dark, round
muzzle looked like it was a foot wide. Big enough for a cannon
ball.

I began to shake. What the fuck had I gotten
myself into this time? Was he going to shoot me? I’d be shitting in
my pants if I’d had any pants on. But I didn’t—

“I guess that you ought to know…” Evelyn said
as she pushed back against the headboard and sat up.

Even in these dire circumstances, I couldn’t
help but admire the way her big tits heaved and rolled as they hung
down over the top of the black corset. The sharp contrast between
the pale pink of her breasts and the black of the corset made her
tits seem almost iridescently white.

“…Harvey is also fond of young boys,” Evelyn
smiled, looking over at me and laying her hand on my thigh just
below my wilting cock.

Harvey? Fond of young boys? A pedophile?
Young boys? How young, I wondered.

The leering look on Harvey’s face told me.
Unfortunately, it seemed that I fell into that group.

“I see that he has a nice, large one,” Harvey
chuckled eyeing my softening penis as it wilted from the shock.
“Just the way you like them, huh?”

“Yes, darling, just the way I like them,”
Evelyn laughed.

“Perhaps we could play a little game of Choo
Choo Train,” he smiled, slowly lowering the gun down beside his
hip. As I followed the gun down with my eyes, I saw that Harvey’s
previously limp, lifeless penis was showing signs of life as it was
slowly firming up, lifting up out from between his legs.

“Maybe he doesn’t know how to play Choo Choo
Train, Harvey,” Evelyn smiled, fingering my limp prick.

“Choo Choo Train?” I dumbly muttered,
wondering what sort of sick, twisted game that was.

“Well, you see, darling,” Evelyn said, to me,
“I get to play the part of the engineer and the locomotive,” she
laughed. “You get to play the part of the stoker and the tender.
You do know what a tender is, don’t you?”

“Uh, not really. I don’t think so,” I
mumbled.

“The tender is the car in the train that
carries the coal,” she explained. “And the stoker is the man who
works on the tender, putting the coal from the tender into the
firebox of the locomotive,” she winked.

“Oh,” I muttered. I didn’t know what the fuck
she was talking about. Locomotives? Tenders? Stokers?
Fireboxes?

“You know the train car that carries the
coal,” she snickered, flicking my cock with her finger, “that you
put in the locomotive’s fire box,” she snickered, reaching down,
brushing her fingers down over her pussy.

“Oh—” I think that I was getting it. My dick,
the coal, her pussy, the firebox? Sounded rather crazy. I guess
that Meant I was going to get to fuck her, but what about
Harvey?

“And Harvey gets to play the part of the
conductor and the caboose,” she smiled as if she had read my
mind.

“Conductor? Caboose?” I mumbled, looking over
at the leering Harvey.

“The conductor…in the caboose…bringing up the
rear, so to speak,” she laughed, making her big tits jiggle and
bounce.

Caboose? Up the rear? So was Harvey going to
fuck her in the ass while I was fucking her pussy? That sounded
really kinky.

But wait. That didn’t make any sense. If she
was the locomotive and he was the caboose that meant that the
caboose would be behind the locomotive. But if I was the tender, I
would be behind the locomotive and the caboose would be behind me.
I think I was beginning to get it…and I didn’t like what I was
hearing. I was the tender, in between the locomotive and the
caboose. And Harvey had this thing for boys. I think I was the one
who was going to get it up the rear.

“So, do you want to play Choo Choo Train?”
Harvey snickered, waving the gun in my face.

“Do I have a choice?” I muttered.

“No, not really,” Harvey smiled.

“Well, in that case, I guess so,” I
mumbled.

“In that case, I won’t be needing this then?”
he asked me, waving the gun around again.

“I guess not…” I told him.

The Higgins seemed to be a pretty weird
couple. Perhaps a little demented. And me getting shot would
certainly put a crimp in my Halloween spirit. So I would just go
along with their little game. It couldn’t be all that bad…could
it?

“Good, it’s so much better that way,” he
grinned, slowly easing the cocked hammer back down. “It’s so messy
with the gun…and then there’s all the work digging a grave out in
the backyard,” he laughed, setting the gun down on the
nightstand.

Messy? Grave in the backyard? Were there
bodies buried in the Higgins’s backyard? Now it was getting
scary.

Harvey must have seen the look of horror on
my face.

“I was joking,” he chuckled.

“Oh…” I muttered.

Was he?

Then he reached down and flicked open the
drawer of the nightstand and dug his hand down inside it.

I didn’t get to see what he pulled out of the
drawer as Evelyn gave me a push and I found myself laying on my
back looking up at the ceiling. But only for a moment as Evelyn
heaved her leg over my face and I suddenly found myself staring up
into her hairless, pink-lipped cunt.

“You can have a little snack while Harvey
loads the coal and primes the stoker,” she softly cackled, dropping
her pussy down onto my lips.

Loads the coal? Primes the stoker. I was the
stoker…wasn’t I? This whole thing was getting crazier by the
minute. I would just have to wait and see what she meant as I
flicked out my tongue and began lapping and probing the slippery
folds of flesh, trying to find her clit.

I didn’t have to wait long because just as
the tip of my tongue brushed across the protruding tip of her clit
I felt Harvey's hands on my knees pushing them apart. I started to
resist, then I remembered the gun on the nightstand. I relaxed and
Harvey roughly shoved my legs apart. The bed lurched and I felt
fingers on my cock, fingers lifting it up off my belly, curling
around it. It was still limp and uncooperative as it hung down from
the fingers. Then I felt a warm breath of air brush down it just
before Harvey's lips closed down around it.

Crap—

Harvey was sucking on my cock! A man was
sucking on my cock! But as repulsed and disgusted by it as I was,
it felt good. Then his tongue was on that tender, sensitive spot
just below the head of my penis. He was a man. He knew just where
to touch me to bring me the most pleasure. And to my stunned
amazement, I felt my cock begin to respond. He was good at it.
Really good. Obviously, this wasn’t his first trip down this road.
I could feel my cock firming up, stiffening in Harvey's warm,
sucking mouth. As much as I was turned off by it, I was more turned
on by it. It was crazy

Then Harvey's lips lifted off my cock. Then
there were fingers on my balls, lifting them out from between my
legs, lips on them, kissing them, Harvey's thick sinuous tongue
snaking around them. All at once, they were inside his mouth, his
gentle, softly-sucking mouth as he rolled them around inside it. I
felt them ooze back out between his lips as a cool breath brushed
across them.

Suddenly Harvey's hands were curled around
the backs of my knees, pushing, shoving them up in the air.

“Lift your legs up higher, honey,” I heard
Evelyn softly coo.

Grunting, I did what she told me and felt her
slip her arms around behind my legs. If I thought it was crazy
before, this was insane.

Evelyn was sitting on my chest, leaning back,
her arms extended back, hooked around the backs of my legs, holding
them up. As she did, it tilted my ass up off the bed and exposed it
to Harvey's licking, snaking tongue as he spread my cheeks apart
and found the sensitive, vulnerable pucker of my clenched
asshole.

“Fuck—” I grunted as I felt his stiff,
probing tongue poking at my anus. But as repulsed as I was by it, I
felt my stiffening prick twitch with excitement.

Harvey? My asshole? Harvey's tongue? I know
it was crazy. But I couldn’t help but feel excited by it. Then his
lips were gone, replaced by his fingers touching me, probing me,
spreading something cool and slippery all over and around my
puckered anus. Lubricant?

Harvey was lubing my asshole. Lubing it up so
he could fuck it. Harvey was going to fuck my ass! It was the
weirdest sensation. Knowing that I was going to get fucked…in the
ass…by another man.

A part of my wanted to push them away and run
from them. But there was another part of me that wondered what it
would feel like.

As Harvey continued to spread the goo around
my asshole, I realized it was getting numb. What was the stuff? It
was definitely more than a lube. It was like some kind of
desensitizing gel.

All of a sudden, Evelyn's arms slipped out
from behind my legs and they dropped to the bed. With another
grunt, Evelyn heaved her leg back over my head and I could see the
ceiling again.

“Get up and get on board,” she giggled,
waggling her fat ass back and forth. “The choo choo is about to
leave the station.”

This was it, I told myself. I was being
caught up in the insanity of it all as I struggled up onto my hands
and knees behind Evelyn's big fat ass. Did she want me to put my
cock in her ass, too, I giddily wondered?

As I moved closer, crouching down over her
broad back, I felt fingers on my cock. Then I felt the fingers
lifting it up between Evelyn's legs. They were Evelyn's fingers and
they were pushing my cock up into the hot, slippery socket of her
pussy. Then, as I felt her pussy clamp down around the head of my
penis, Harvey popped my ass with his open hand. Hard.

Instinctively, I lurched forward to avoid
another blow and drove all eight inches of my prick down into
Evelyn's carnivorous cunt.

Before I could move, I felt hands on my hips,
holding onto me, keeping me from moving. Then there was something
hard and round pressing against my slippery asshole. The pressure
was building. I could feel my virgin asshole stretching to accept
the thing pressing against it. Strangely, there was only a pinch of
pain as the head of Harvey's penis squeezed inside me. He was
inside me. Harvey was fucking my ass. It was crazy! I couldn’t
believe it as he pushed in deeper and deeper.

“All aboard—“ Harvey chortled out.

As Harvey pushed in, Evelyn eased forward,
letting my stiff, hard cock slither back down the tight, slippery
channel of her pussy until only the head remained inside her. Then
with a soft little grunt, she pushed back against me taking me back
inside her. It was a crazy feeling as the soft, pillowy cheeks of
Evelyn's ass bumped up against my belly at the same moment Harvey's
plump belly smacked up against my ass. He was in. All the way in.
Buried up to his balls inside my ass. It was the weirdest feeling.
I was being violated. Another man was inside my body. Now I had
some inkling how a woman must feel. Another person inside my
body.

I could feel Harvey's fingers digging into my
hip, holding me as he began to rock back and forth behind me
driving all the way into my ass on every driving stroke. I thought
it would hurt, but it didn’t. It must be the stuff he rubbed on my
asshole. All I really felt was a feeling of pressure sliding in and
out of my widely-stretched asshole. And the head of his dick was
rubbing back and forth across my prostate. It felt kind of good.
And while this was going on, Evelyn was rocking back and forth in
front of me, taking me up to the hilt inside her hot, slippery cunt
every time she humped back on me.

Even crazier, it reminded me of the wheels of
one of those old steam locomotives back in the day, going round and
round, the pistons working back and forth, huffing and puffing like
Harvey and Evelyn. I could feel my balls tightening, squeezing up
against my cock and Harvey's cock seemed to be swelling up inside
me, stretching me wider, his big balls swinging, flopping, slapping
up against mine as he hammered into me.

“God, what a tight one—” Harvey panted over
the slap of his belly smacking into my ass. I could even hear the
wet splat of Evelyn's hot, sticky cunt slapping against my hairy
groin as she worked back and forth faster. I couldn’t believe it. I
was about to blow. Getting reamed in the ass and about to dump my
load into Evelyn's greedy cunt.

Harvey's fingers were clutching me tighter
and tighter, his cock sliding in and out of my ass faster and
faster.

“Gonna come-gonna come—” he huffed out,
savagely jerking me back on his pistoning penis. Then he slammed
into me so hard, I nearly knocked Evelyn off her knees.

“Fuck,” I heard Evelyn squeak out as her cunt
clamped down around my cock, squeezing it, milking it as she
came.

Then my ass was suddenly flooded with a
sticky warmth spreading out from the head of Harvey's penis. I
could feel every contraction working through his cock as it pumped
its load of hot, creamy cum into my virgin ass. I’d never felt
anything like it. It was crazy. It was good. I ejaculated. My loins
were afire with the intensity of my orgasm. It was one of the best
ones I’d ever had. My balls were melting and spurting out into
Evelyn's pussy in great, gooey gobs while Harvey filled my bowels
with his frothy essence. His fingers dug in and jerked me back onto
his prick every time it bucked and spurted out another gelatinous
gush of jism into my ass. There was so much, it could feel the
gooey cream oozing out around his cock and running down the back of
my thighs.

Then suddenly, his cock stopped firing off
inside me. He was done. Finished. I’d taken all he had…up my ass.
And I was through too.

“God, what an ass—” Harvey grunted, giving me
a soft slap on my butt as he began to back away from me, easing his
softening penis out of my ass as he did. Then I felt him slither
out of my abused asshole. I could feel my anus shrinking,
collapsing back down on itself as Evelyn fell forward and my
wilting dick flopped out of her.

It was over. My first ménage a trois. My
first anal. I’d survived it. Hell, I’d enjoyed it. And it was kind
of apparent the Higgins had too.

I had to use the bathroom—
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When I came back out of the bathroom, Harvey
and Evelyn were asleep in each other’s arms. Harvey was softly
snoring and even in her sleep, Evelyn had her chubby hand wrapped
around her husband’s limp, lifeless cock.

It had been one hell of a Halloween, I told
myself as I got dressed. Then I looked back in on the Higgins one
last time. They were still asleep, so I pulled the covers back over
them and quietly went slinking out of the house. As I stepped down
off the porch, I looked back at the house. And there in the window
sat the Jack-o’-lantern smiling at me. And then it winked again. I
swear it did. It was creepy. Keeping my eye on it, I slowly back
down the walk until I was in the street and then booked it for home
as fast as my legs would carry me.

I still have fond memories of that night and
many others I spent in the company of Evelyn and Harvey Higgins
before I departed for college. In fact, we became close friends and
I still drop by to reflect back on that night with them every time
I come back to my parents for a visit…

 


The End
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