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The Haunted Mirror
By Klrxo

The autumn air was crisp, smelling of dried leaves and wood
smoke, as the neighborhood transformed mto a neon-lit
gauntlet of plastic skeletons and fake cobwebs.

Dante walked a few paces behind his family, feeling the
awkwardness of his age. At eighteen, he was the odd man out;
while his little sister was bouncing around n a ghttery fairy
costume, clutching a plastic pumpkin, Dante was just in a
hoodie and jeans.

He was too old for the thrill of the doorbell and the sugar rush,
acting more as a reluctant chaperone with his parents than a
participant.

Walking beside his father, Dante’s attention kept shding toward
his mother, Zoey. She’d always drawn stares, but tonight it was
different—she was dressed like something out of a cheap
fantasy, all tight black fabric and dangerous curves.

Her tits looked huge, practically spilling from the top of her
costume, heavy and full and begging to be touched. Every time
she breathed, the material stretched taut across her chest like 1t
was about to give up and split.

He watched the thick roll of her hips as she walked, the way
her fat ass swayed and bounced with each step, a hypnotic
rhythm that made his mouth go dry.

Men on porches weren’t even pretending not to look—they
were staring outright, hungry. And Dante felt it too, that low

burn 1n his stomach, that filthy ache. She didn’t look like
anybody’s mom. She looked like a walking wet dream.



As they rounded the corner of the oldest street in the district,
the atmosphere shifted. Looming over the manicured lawns
was a decaying Victorian monstrosity.

The house was a jagged silhouette against the moonhght, its
windows boarded up with rotting grey wood and its porch
sagging like a tired lip. It was the kind of place local legends
were made of—dark, oppressive, and utterly forbidden.

Dante stopped in his tracks, staring up at the looming structure.
A spark of mischief hit him. He stepped closer to Zoey, leaning
1n.

"Mom, look at that place," he whispered. "['ve wanted to get
mside that house since I was a kid. We should sneak m. Just
for a bit. I mean, it's Halloween night—what better time to
actually explore a haunted house?"

Z.0ey looked up at the Victorian ruins, a playful, daring glint
appearing in her eyes. She shifted her weight, her thick thighs
rubbing together under her clothes, and a slow smile spread
across her lips. She had been feeling restless lately, a craving for
something exciting and out of the ordinary.

“I'm game,” she said excitedly. “Let's explore.”

"I don't know about this, Zoey," her husband interjected,
frowning as he looked at the unstable porch. "T'hat place 1s a
death trap. It's boarded up for a reason.”

But Zoey wasn’t listening. Her husband’s voice was just a
mutffled hum beneath the sudden roar mn her own veins. Her
eyes locked on Dante’s, on the raw, stupid dare shining there,
and something hot and reckless uncoiled in her gut.

"Oh, stop being such a killjoy," Zoey teased, turning to her
husband with a mischievous grin. "Dante 1s practically a man,
and I'm feeling a bit adventurous tonight. It's Halloween."



She reached out, her fingers grazing the rough fabric of Dante's
hoodie sleeve before giving his bicep a firm, almost possessive
squeeze. As she leaned 1n, the heavy swell of her tits pressed
flush against his shoulder—a solid, warm weight that made him

flinch.

She turned to her daughter, kissing the top of the little girl's

head. "You and Daddy go ahead and hit the next three houses.
Get all the king-sized bars you can find. Dante and I are gonna
go explore for a few minutes, and we'll catch up with you at the

end of the block."

His father started to protest, but Zoey gave him a firm, playful
look that silenced him. With a wink at Dante, she stepped
toward the overgrown hedge, her heavy ass swaying
provocatively as she led the way toward the dark, forbidden
entrance of the house.

They wandered around the side of the old structure, where the
overgrown weeds clawed at their ankles. They found a rear
porch that had partially collapsed, leaving a jagged gap in the
wooden siding and a cellar door that hung precariously by a
single, rusted hinge.

“Looks like a way 1n,” Dante stated, and with a grunt of effort,
he shoved the door open, the wood groaning in protest as it
swung wide to reveal a dark, damp maw.

“Caretul, honey... watch for rusty nails,” his mother warned.

As they stepped nside, the air grew heavy and stale, smelling of
mildew and ancient dust. The interior was a labyrinth of
shadows, with thick, grey cobwebs draping from the ceiling like
rotting curtains.



Every floorboard creaked under their weight, the sound
echoing through the hollow shell of the house.

"Wow... 1t 1s pretty creepy 1n here," Dante whispered, careful as
it every syllable might rouse a ghost from restless slumber.

"T'here 1s no way this place 1s not haunted," his mom blurted,
gigeles escaping her mouth like she was a teenage girl again.

She reached for her son in the dark, fingers digging nto his
arm. Her body crushed mto his side, the full, heavy swell of her
tits mashed against his bicep, so soft he could feel them give
way, molding to the shape of his arm.

Every frantic breath she took pressed them deeper—a thick,
warm pillow of flesh that made his throat go dry. Through the
cheap fabric of her costume and his hoodie, he felt the hard,
rubbery nubs of her nipples dig into him. Whether 1t was the
cold or something else making them so erect, he didn’t know—

but he did wonder.

"Do you hear that?" Zoey whispered, her voice trembling
slightly. She squeezed his arm harder, pushing her chest deeper
mto his side, her breath hot against his neck.

"It's just the wind, Mom," Dante murmured, though his heart
was racing—not from fear, but from the electric tension of being
alone with her m this forbidden place, having that luscious
MILF body crushed against his.

They wandered deeper into the house, passing through a
kitchen where rusted pots still hung from the ceiling and a
dining room filled with shrouded furniture.

Eventually, they found a grand, sweeping staircase. They
climbed slowly, the wood moaning under Zoey's thick hips,
until they reached the second floor.



“Whoever owns this place should just charge admission at the
door without changing a thing,” Zoey stated. “It's the perfect-
haunted house.”

“Should we keep gomg?” Dante asked, his voice a low thrum in
the stale air.

“Why, 1s someone getting scared,” his mom teased, her voice a
husky purr as she turned and pressed her entire body against
him 1 a sudden, full-frontal hug.

“No, I'm not scared,” Dante sighed, the lie catching i his
throat. It wasn’t fear that made him shaky; 1t was the obscene
weight of her tits smashing flat against his chest, two huge, soft
pillows of flesh that swallowed him in deep, perfumed cleavage.

Her cheap costume did nothing to hide the hard nubs of her
nipples digging into him through his hoodie. The scent of her—
sweet perfume mixed with her natural mom-musk—flooded his
senses, thick and dizzying.

She held him so tightly he could feel the frantic hammering of
her heart slamming against his ribs, beating 1n a filthy,
synchronized rhythm with his own.

“Let's keep going,” Zoey said, breaking the embrace and
grasping his hand.

At the end of the hallway was a master bedroom. The door
creaked open to reveal a room frozen i time. Dust motes
danced 1n the shvers of moonlight filtering through the boarded
windows.

In the center of the room, next to a massive four-post bed,
stood a towering, beautifully ornate mirror with a gilded frame
carved 1nto mntricate vines and roses.



“Wow, that mirror 1s absolutely beautiful,” the mother gasped.
“Yeah, in a creepy way,” Dante added.

As they stepped toward it, the atmosphere in the room
suddenly shifted. The oppressive chill vanished, replaced by a
sudden, mexplicable warmth. They stopped 1n front of the
glass, expecting to see their own dusty reflections.

Instead, they both gasped.

The mirror didn't show the decaying room they were standing
m. It showed the bedroom as 1t had been decades ago—
opulent, vibrant, and bathed n a golden glow. And mn the
reflection, they saw themselves. But they weren't standing apart.

In the mirror's world, their reflections were locked 1 a
passionate, hungry embrace. Zoey's reflection had her leg
hitched high around Dante's waist, her tits smashed against his
chest, her mouth sloppy and wet on his in a passionate kiss.

Dante’s reflection had one hand fisted in her hair, the other
digging hard into the meat of her ass, grinding her cunt against
the stff bulge 1 his jeans.

They weren't just kissing; they were ravaging each other
mouths—all tongue and teeth and hungry, filthy noises. His hips
moved aganst hers 1n a raw, unmistakable rhythm, like he was
already buried deep nside her.

Dante and Zoey stared at the glass, frozen in shock. They
looked at each other, then back at the mirror, watching their
reflections continue to moan and grind against each other mn a
taboo, erotic dance.

"Mom... do you see that?" Dante whispered, his voice cracking.

Z.oey’s mouth hung slack. A low, ragged sound tore from her
throat—half gasp, half moan. Her tits rose and fell with each



heavy breath, the cheap fabric of her top stretched taut across
swollen nipples that suddenly ached for touch.

“I... I see 1t," she whispered, voice thick and trembling.
“I knew 1t,” the teen sighed. “I knew this place was haunted.”

As they watched, the reflection shifted. It wasn't just displaying;
it was reacting. Dante realized that as he imagined his hand
sliding down to squeeze his mom's thick, plush ass, the mirror-
Dante did exactly that.

Z.0oey noticed 1t too. A flush crept up her neck and across her
cheeks. She closed her eyes for a second, imagining the feeling
of her son's strong hands stripping her bare. When she opened
them, the mirror-Dante was already grabbing the hem of her
top, yanking 1t upward and tossing 1t aside.

The bra was next. The reflection of 1it, a flimsy scrap of lace and
underwire, was tossed aside by the mirror-Dante’s impatient
hand. And there they were: her massive, heavy tits swinging free
mto the open air of that other room, full and pale with wide,
dusky areolas that had tightened into hard, eager peaks.

The real Zoey’s breath hitched, sharp and shaky. Her own
hand—without thought, without permission—drifted down from
her side, palm pressing hard against the damp denim between
her legs, fingers curling to rub at the swollen heat already
building there.

"It's our thoughts," Zoey whispered, her voice trembling with a
mixture of fear and arousal. "Dante, 1t's showing us what we...
what we want."

The taboo nature of the revelation acted like gasoline on a fire.
Now that they knew their secret fantasies were controlling the
glass, they both leaned 1n, their imaginations racing to push the
scene further.



In the mirror, clothes were torn away 1n a frenzy of desperate
hands. The mirrored Dante ripped his jeans down his thighs,
his cock—a thick, vemed shaft already leaking at the tip—
springing free.

The mirrored Zoey hooked her thumbs into the waistband of
her panties, peeling the damp fabric down to show the bare,
glistening shit beneath. She took his hand, guiding him urgently
toward the waiting expanse of the canopy bed.

Dante’s breath caught in his throat as the fantasy seized him—a
raw, electric impulse that bypassed all thought. In his mind, he
saw his hands grip her hips, turning her over with a force that
was almost violent.

Her tits—heavy, tull, and pale—smashed flat against the dusty
mattress, the nipples hardening into tight peaks agamnst the
rough fabric.

Her ass rose up, immense and round, pale flesh trembling as
he spread her cheeks apart to reveal the slick, pink furl of her
asshole and the glistening wet slit just below, already swollen
and begging to be filled. In the glass, his reflection did 1t all—
every filthy detail exactly as he’d pictured.

"Oh god," Zoey moaned, the sound ripped from her throat as
her knees buckled.

She pictured that thick, veined cock splitting her open—the
brutal stretch of 1t, the way her shick, rippling cunt would
struggle to take all of him.

The mirror answered without delay. The mirrored Dante
seized her hips, his fingers digging brutally into the soft give of
her flesh, and slammed his entire length nto her sopping
depths with one savage, teenage thrust.



The visual was brutally exphcit, a raw and vulgar display of
fucking. They watched their reflections rut like animals. The
mirror-Dante was hammering mto her, his thick cock plunging
balls-deep mto her sopping cunt with a wet, meaty slap that
echoed 1n the dead air of the room, his heavy sack smacking
against her fat chit with every brutal thrust.

The mirror-Zoey was screaming, her back bowed, her huge,
heavy mom-tits jiggling and slapping agamnst her chest with the
force of his pounding.

Dante and Zoey stood paralyzed 1n the real world, their bodies
pressed close together, watching the most forbidden parts of
their minds play out i high defimition.

Dante's hand found the curve of Zoey's hip, squeezing firmly,
while Zoey leaned her head against his shoulder, her breath hot
and ragged.

"Make me cum," Zoey whimpered, her eyes locked on the
image of the mirror-Dante pounding her like an animal. "Make
me soak your cock.”

Dante imagined it exactly as she’d begged: a brutal, piston-like
rhythm, his cock driving into her like a battering ram against a
castle gate.

He pictured his thick, veined shaft ravaging her cunt—stretching
her, splitting her open—making the swollen head of his dick
slam against her cervix, pounding that tender, forbidden ring
until she came completely apart.

The sound was electric—the wet, slapping rhythm of their
bodies, her choked, broken screams echoing off the dusty walls
and high ceilings of the old house, a sound raw enough to wake

the dead.



“Take my cum, mom,” the real Dante whispered, his voice a
raw scrape against her ear as his fingers dug mto the soft flesh

of her hip.

In the glass, his reflection’s body went ngid. A choked, animal
grunt tore from mirror-Dante’s throat as his cock pulsed
violently mside her, jetting thick white ropes deep into her
clenching cunt—each spurt painting her inner walls, claiming
her, filling her until 1t dribbled out around his still-throbbing
shaft.

The walk back to the meeting pomnt was a blur of electric
tension. Dante and Zoey walked 1 a heavy, charged silence,
their skin still humming from the 1images they had witnessed in
the mirror.

Every time their shoulders brushed or their hands accidentally
grazed, a spark of raw lust shot through them, reminding them
that the mirror hadn't just shown a fantasy—it had awakened a
starving hunger.

When they finally caught up to the rest of the family, Dante’s
father looked up, a mix of annoyance and curiosity on his face.
He looked at his wife, noticing immediately that her cheeks
were a deep, vivid crimson and her breathing was still shghtly
shallow, her chest heaving under her blouse.

"Well?" his father asked, crossing his arms. "What was so damn
mteresting mn that dusty old heap? Did you find any ghosts, or
just a lot of spider webs?"

Z.0ey blinked, her eyes darting to Dante as a fresh wave of
wetness slicked her panties. The phantom sensation of that
thick, veined cock pounding into her cunt—stretching her,
sphtting her open—made her thighs clench mvoluntarily.



A shaky, breathy laugh escaped her lips, the sound dripping
with unspoken filth.

"We... we saw some things," she murmured, her voice husky
and raw like she'd just been throat-fucked. "T’hings we definitely
didn't expect to see."

Dante nodded quickly, his gaze locking onto his mother's.
"Yeah," he added, his voice low and raspy. "It was... eye-
opening."

As therr eyes met, the world around them seemed to vanish. In
that brief, intense look, they recognized it—a mutual, predatory
hunger. The mirror had played out their deepest, most taboo
desires, but the visual simulation had left them both aching.

They weren't just aroused; they were desperate. The fantasy
had been a catalyst, and now they both craved the physical
reality of 1t—the feel of skin on skin, the scent of sweat, and the
act of finally breaking the ultimate taboo 1n the flesh.

Z.oey turned back to her husband, her expression urgent,

almost frantic. She couldn't stand another minute of pretending
to be the dutiful wife and mother while her clit was pulsing and
her mind was filled with images of her son's cock filling her up.

"Honey," Zoey said, her voice trembling shightly. "Could you...
could you just finish taking her trick-or-treating? I think Dante
and I need to rush home. We forgot something... something
important.”

Her husband looked confused, glancing between his wife's
flushed face and his son's intense expression. "Now? We're
right in the middle of the neighborhood. What could possibly
be so urgent that you can't wait an hour?"

"It's important!" Zoey msisted, her hand mstinctively reaching
out to grab Dante's.



Without waiting for a further answer, Zoey laced her fingers
tightly through Dante's. The contact was like a match to
gasoline. She didn't just hold his hand; she gripped 1t with a
needy strength, pulling him close to her side.

"Welll see you at home!" she called out over her shoulder.

The father stood frozen, his mouth shightly agape, watching in
dumbstruck bewilderment as his wife and son turned and
practically fled from him.

They didn't just walk—they broke into a near-run, hands
clasped tight like horny teenagers escaping a curfew. To any
neighbor sipping coffee on their porch, they might have looked
like two people late for a bus. But Dante and Zoey moved with
the single-minded urgency of addicts racing toward a fix.

Every second of separation was agony—a physical ache n their
groins, a throbbing need that made their skin feel too tight.
They couldn't wait to get behind closed doors, to tear at each
other's clothes, to finally fuck like the mirror showed them—
hard, sweaty, and raw, until the fantasy wasn't just something
they'd seen, but something they'd experienced.

The front door barely slammed behind them before Zoey
pounced. She had no time for second thoughts or guilt; her
entire body was vibrating with a wild, animal urgency.

In a blur of movement, she shoved Dante against the nearest
wall, her luscious, supercharged tits pressing so hard mto his
chest that the breath whooshed from his lungs.

Her hands were everywhere at once, clawing at his hoodie,
fumbling for skin, yanking the fabric up and over his head mn a
single, desperate rip.



“Mom, oh fuck,” Dante gasped, the sound hot and broken as
she pressed her wide hips against him, lining her pelvis right up
with the thick outline of his cock.

None of it was gentle, none of it slow—the second his shirt was
off, Zoey attacked his mouth with hers. She kissed him like she
was starving, fierce and wet and messy, her long, maternal
tongue shoving past his lips to taste every inch of his mouth.

He could taste her lipstick and her spit, smell the mtoxicating
blend of her perfume and aroused pussy. Every inch of her
body was screaming for him, and every molecule in his body
screamed back.

Somewhere m the chaos, she pulled him down the hallway,
never breaking contact, her thick ass jiggling as 1t leading the
way, extra-heavy tonight after being starved for attention for so
damn long.

Upstairs, she shoved him hard onto her marital bed, the impact
making the mattress whine i protest. She went feral, wild
blonde hair in her eyes as she straddled his hips, grabbing with
both hands to yank her own top up and off.

Her double-H cup bra wasn’t built for the violence of her
need—she wrenched 1t off and tossed 1t aside, leaving her
colossal, sweat-glistening breasts to bounce free, so massive and
heavy they slapped down onto her son's bare chest like two
giant slabs of warm, maternal meat.

“I want you so bad,” she snarled, then grabbed the back of
Dante’s head and mashed his face deep between her tits.

The flesh was overwhelming, two sweltering, creamy slabs
pmning his face, her nipples swollen and dark and rubber-hard,



slapping against his cheeks, lips, and nose with every frantic
bounce of her hips.

The smell of her was everywhere, thick and dizzying: warm
skin, sweet sweat, and the feral, forbidden tang of mom-musk.

“Suck them,” she gasped, voice shredded and wild. “Oh god,
Dante, suck my tits while I fuck you!”

She rammed one gigantic nipple directly into his mouth,
forcing him to open up and take it, and the taste was pure
heaven: salty, living skin, every nerve ending in his mouth and
tongue lighting up at once.

He latched on and sucked like an animal, no finesse, just pure,
desperate, teenage mstinct. Her tit flesh was colossal and
impossibly soft, yielding around his entire face as he sucked
and gnawed, his lips sliding over the pebbled crown of her
areola as he suctioned her teat deeper.

Z.0oey howled—a broken animal cry—and reached down, yanking
the fly of his jeans open so hard the button shot across the bed.

She didn’t hesitate. With the jeans bunched at his knees and
his underwear twisted around his thighs, she grabbed the base
of his cock and dragged 1t out, her hand dwarfed by how thick
and hard he was.

The mother’s eyes went wide, pupils blown. She stared at the
veined, leaking shaft like 1t was the world’s greatest secret, an
impossible prize she’d spent her whole life denying herself.

“So fucking thick,” she panted. “Oh, fuck, you’re perfect.
You're gonna split me open.”



She planted her knees wide astride his legs, all that plush,
maternal meat quivering with every ragged breath, her thighs
shaking. The juicy, swollen lips of her shaved cunt hovered
directly above the angry purple head of his cock, her grape-
sized clit peeking out shyly from beneath 1its protective hood.

“Holy shit, Mom,” Dante gasped, his voice cracking as he
stared down the deep, sweat-slicked valley of her chest.

Her tits—heavy, pendulous udders—dangled just above him as
he watched, mesmerized, as the swollen, dripping lips of her
cunt ground against the throbbing head of his cock, smearing
his shaft with her wetness.

There was no teasing, no games—not after the mirror had It
such a fire in her. She wanted him inside, wanted him bucking
up under her like a stallion, wanted every hidden, forbidden
mch of her son shoved up to the root in her soaking-wet,
starving pussy.

She lined him up, and drove herself down, grinding the tip
through her dripping sht. The mushroom head parted her
lower lips, spreading them wide, painting the velvet pink flesh
with clear, glassy pre-cum.

The sensation was pure electricity, nerve endings firing so hard
she saw stars. Zoey sank down until she bottomed out 1n one
bone-jarring plunge, swallowing every inch of his penile meat in
a single, merciless drop.

Dante let out a choked snarl, the sound muffled by the
smothering wall of tit-flesh she stuffed around his head. Inside
her, his cock was locked 1n a velvet vice, suffocated on all sides
by the relentless, pulsing grip of her corrugated walls.



Z.0ey’s cunt was a mechanical wonder: the mner ring of muscle
clamping down, milking the shaft. Hot, slippery secretions and
tiny rippling contractions drew his steely pipe deeper and
deeper until his balls slammed wetly against her thick ass.

Z.oey started to ride. Not just up and down, but in wild, artful
figure-eights, her hips a gyroscopic engine of hunger. She
bounced, slammed, and swiveled, her fat ass rising and falling
with a wet, splattering sound each time her cheeks slapped
down against his thighs.

Her silky legs flexed and trembled under the strain; her pussy
muscles went taut and hquid at the same time, squeezing and
pulling as she milked and soaked his cock with every filthy trick
her body had ever learned.

And her tits never stopped moving. Fach time she slammed
down, the massive spheres heaved and bounced, jiggling crazily,
the nipples swatting across his cheeks and lips.

Z.0ey bent low again so he could suck, mashing her milkers
agaimnst his face until he was drowning in the warm, salty taste of

her skin.

“Harder,” she moaned, her voice a cracked, desperate purr.
“Bite them, baby. Bite Mommy’s nipples while you fuck her!”

Dante obeyed, teeth and tongue lashing at her big nipples as he
met her bounces with frantic thrusts of his own. The bedframe
shrieked with every impact of pelvis on pelvis, drowned out by
the obscene, wet percussion of her pussy swallowing him over
and over.

His cock looked almost too thick for her, the wide rim of the
plum-sized head stretching her out brutally, but Zoey only
wanted more. The pamn and stretch made her crazy with



power—it was everything she’d wanted since her first hungry
glance in the mirror.

She set a new rhythm, ramming herself down harder, dragging
her pussy off the shaft of his cock until just the tip bulged at her
opening, then slamming back down so hard her mnsides made a
wet, squelching sound.

She rolled her wide birthing hips in slow, grinding orbits, using
every millimeter of his shaft and glans to batter her g-spot and
her clit at once, stimulating nerve endings her husband had
never touched,

Fach time she bounced, her tits swung up and crashed down,
slapping Dante’s jaw and chest, pinning him under the weight
of maternal flesh. She looked down, saw her boy’s face
smeared with spit and breast, saw his eyes glassy and wild with
hunger, and she lost her mind.

“Fuck, fuck, you’re gonna make Mommy cum, Dante,” she
babbled, not caring about the words, just the raw, shuddering
need to chase the high. “Oh god, I can feel it—you’re sphtting
me open, you're wrecking me, you’re gonna make your mom
cream all over your cock!”

She seized his hair in her hand, shoving her nipple even deeper
between his lips, forcing him to bite down as she ground her
jutting clit agamst the root of his shaft.

“CUMMING!” she snarled. “FUCK-FUCK-FUCK!!”

Her orgasm hit like a grenade, detonating a shockwave through
her core. Her pussy tightened and jerked around his cock,
milking 1t in savage, wet pulses, her whole body locking up as
her clit exploded under the grinding pressure of his pelvis.



She screamed a perfect Halloween scream, high and wild, her
entire body going rigid as she painted his cock and balls with a
gush of slick, creamy juice.

The taste of her tit, the scent of her cunt, the feeling of her
body thrashing on top of him—it ripped through Dante like a
tidal wave. He bucked up mto her, his cock jerking and
swelling mside the vice of her pussy.

Z.oey felt the exact moment he lost control. She leaned her
body forward, smashing both tits around his head as she
slammed herself down one last ime. The head of his cock
ground directly against her cervix, filling her so deep 1t felt like
he was punching into the bottom of her womb.

“Fill Mommy’s pussy,” she snarled, digging her nails into his

scalp and forcing him to suck harder. “Give 1t to me. GIVE
MOMMY YOUR CUM!”

He exploded, cock flexing so hard it felt like 1t would tear in
two. His purple glans ballooned as thick blasts of cum jetted
out of him, rocketing up into Zoey’s hungry, rippling cunt.

She could feel every pulse, every thick rope painting her
msides, the vivid, forbidden sensation of her boy’s seed
claiming her womb. It overflowed around his shaft, slicking her
thighs, dripping onto his balls and down onto the sheets below.

The room was filled with the sound of both their panting, the
obscene, animal gasps punctuated only by the last wet, gurgling
contractions of Zoey’s cunt milking the final drops from his
cock.

She collapsed on top of him, breasts flattening across his face,
sweat and tit-flesh mingling until there was no air, just the
suffocating, perfect weight of her.



Z.0oey wrapped her arms tight around his head, shivering, her
pussy still clamped down on his still-hard cock.

“God, baby,” she moaned, her voice weak, “that was exactly
what I needed... so much better than the mirror... so much
better than I ever dreamed.”

Dante just groaned, lips locked around her fat nipple, suckling
gently while his hands roamed the slick, quivering mass of her
ass and thighs, dizzy and delirious with the reality of what
they’d just done.

Z.oey shd off him slowly, the spent, glistening shaft popping
from her ravaged pussy with a wet, obscene smack. Their
bodies were painted with evidence—the thick, mixed fluids of a
taboo lust finally unleashed, splattered across skin, bed, and the
ruined fragments of her costume.

She pulled him close again, cradling his head against her tit ike
he was still a boy, but different now, something elemental
changed between them.

“My God, look at how hard you still are,” she whispered as her
hand drifted back down to his cock, softly stroking the still-
leaking tip, greedy already for another round, unable to get

enough of the taste, the feel, the power of being so completely
full and fucked.

Next time, she thought, her cunt already quivering at the 1dea,
she’d let him take control. Let him bend her over and fuck her
like the animal they’d seen in the mirror. It was all open now.
No fear, no shame. Just hunger. Just famuly.

But for now, all Zoey wanted was to lie naked, bathed 1n sweat
and cum, and press every inch of her body to her son’s, feeling
the last shudders of his pleasure as he suckled at her tit,



draining her, worshipping her, loving her in the one way she’d
always secretly wanted.

There would never be enough—not for either of them.

What Zoey and her son didn't know was that the mysterious
mirror was part of a secret history, written into the bones of the
town. From the beginning, the Victorian house had been a
locus of depravity, 1ts walls steeped 1 a funk of sex and sweat,
its mirrors reflecting not the world as 1t was but the world as it
wanted to be—a fever dream of taboo, maternal flesh and
teenage hunger.

Every family that had ever occupied the place, every deeply
married, big-titted mother and her barely legal son, had fallen
victim to the spell; they weren’t just residents, they were raw
material, grist for the mirror’s endless appetite.

The mirror was the trigger. For more than a century, mothers
and sons had stood 1n front of that ornate glass, staring i
mounting, animal shock as their innermost perversions
blossomed into living, writhing pornography before their eyes.

There had been no resisting it. Each time 1t started, 1t escalated;
layered and intense, the forbidden fever burned hotter and
filthier until surrender was not only mevitable, 1t was a fucking
relief.

The first time had been the original owners—a newlywed
couple and their infant son, the mother huge and curvaceous
even 1n the Mennonite dress of the era, her milk-heavy breasts
practically spilling out of their desperate wrappings, her hips
wide enough to break a man.



Her timid boy had grown up mn that house shadowed by her
presence, obsessed by the rhythm of her ass, the crush of those
obscene, maternal mounds every time she bent to serve dinner.

By the time he was eighteen, the air in the house was a thick fog
of pheromones, every stair and bannister smeared with the
scent of her estrous cycles.

One stormy night, they stood before the mirror and saw
themselves smashing taboos, her milky-white breasts squashed
around his head as he drove his long, skinny dick up through
the shck, hungry tube that had birthed him.

The twin globes of the mother's ass jiggled with every violent
thrust, nails clawing down his back as her wails echoing against
the paneled walls.

They lost themselves in the spell, and by the next morning, the
mother was pregnant with her own son’s progeny. The husband
never knew; he simply marveled at how much the baby

resembled his “older brother.”

It happened again, and again, and again. Every generation, the
spell repeated 1tself, sparking a wildfire of depravity that left a
trail of lush-bodied mothers and horny-dicked sons.

Even guests were at risk; a neighbor or a party mvitee would
stray upstairs, and the mirror would seize them, locking them
m a fever-dream of mcest, monstrous tits, and thick teenage
meat.

They would return to the rest of the party dazed, breathing
hard through sweaty, glazed faces, the aroma of sex thick on
thewr skin and their brains fogged with a hunger they could
never confess aloud.



The results flowed outward. Decades later, a shocking
percentage of the town’s population could trace their
parentage—or some secret, shadow lineage—to the wild fuckings
that had happened because of the mirror's mfluence.

It was a genealogy of sin: entire family lines defined less by last
names and more by the gaudy contours of their mother’s hips,
the hungry glint in her son’s eyes, the way their bodies locked
together and bucked as 1f the urge to mate was the only law that
mattered.

The mirror had created a community of wet-mouthed perverts
who craved, above all, the taste and heat of their own family
members.

It was cyclical, mechanical. A new family would move 1n,
bringing with them a mother built like a fertility goddess, tits the
size of honeydew melons, thighs like twin pillars, her body an
open mvitation to sin.

The son would hit 18 and suddenly every noise she made,
every sigh and giggle and bounce of her hips, would 1gnite a
wildfire behind his eyes.

The hunger built and built, a loaded, silent gun. Then, a night
would come—the autumn wind shrieking outside, the house
shuddering with the force of a storm—and they would find
themselves drawn to the mirror, hypnotized by the golden
flicker of candlehight and shimmering dust motes.

They would stare, hands shaking, as the mirror stripped away
every pretense and showed them exactly what they wanted.

The first touch was always accidental—a hand on the hip, a
breast pressed too close, a thumb grazing the hot, swollen lips
of a hungry cunt. In the glass, that one gesture became a frenzy:



the boy would tear at his mother’s clothes, exposing the
primordial weight of her colossal, ripe tits and the slick, pink
slit quivering between her thighs.

His cock would spring free, thick and veined and leaking pre-
cum 1 decadent, hungry trickles. She would moan, every
maternal mstinct twisted mto a need to swallow and milk her
own son, her ass jiggling and rippling as he buried himself balls-
deep n her forbidden cunt.

They fucked with a violence that bordered on the supernatural,
pounding mto each other so hard the beds would break and

the walls would crack, their noises raw and obscene enough to
be heard halfway down the block.

The mirror didn’t just show them; it amplified, painting every
slapping collision and every gush of cum 1 high-definition,
layering smell and sound and heat until it was more real than

life.

Sometimes the fucking was desperate and back-alley, mother’s
legs looped around her son's waist as he rammed her against
the wall, his hands digging brutally into the meat of her thighs
and tits, sweat pouring off them 1 salty rivers.

Sometimes it was slow and worshipful: the son laying his
mother down, burying his face in her sloppy, milk-heavy
cleavage, devouring her big nipples while she wrapped
trembling fingers around his shaft, stroking him with worshipful
awe before guiding him inside her.

No matter the choreography, the end was always the same. At
the moment of climax, the son would convulse, jJamming
himself as deep as possible, flooding her twitching cunt with
shocks of hot, genetic cream, pamnting her mnsides white.



She’d orgasm so hard she’d scream herself hoarse, her pussy
gushing so violently it soaked the sheets and splattered against
the antique wood.

When it was over, they’d collapse together in a dazed, post-
coital heap, sweat and cum mingling as they clung to each
other, their bodies trembling and their minds annihilated by
the perversity of what they had done.

Every fucked-out, happy family leaving the house carried a
payload of mcestuous DNA straight into the town’s
bloodstream.

And so 1t went, every few years: a new mother, a new son, a
new generation caught in the gears of the haunted mirror’s
spell. It was mewvitable, mathematical.

The legacy was visible everywhere. The main street: dominated
by tight-waisted, big-hipped moms shopping for groceries, their
breasts so massive they could hardly find bras to fit them; sons
two steps behind, eyes locked greedily on their mother’s ass,
already half hard just from the memory of what they had seen
or done in the house.

The school district: riddled with 18-year-old boys who had
tasted their mother’s cunt before they’d tasted a girl their own
age. The PTA: a battleground of MILFs, every one of them
with the same genetic heritage—the same absurd, jiggling rack,
the same shameless, hungry look 1n their blue-rimmed eyes,
the same haunted craving to get filled up with thick, teenage
cock until their knees gave out.

If anyone noticed the truth, they kept 1t quiet. Maybe because
they didn’t want to admit it, or maybe because once you’d seen



your own ultimate taboo made real, it didn’t seem so wrong
anymore.

In the end, every family was the same: daughters with wide,
child-bearing hips and breasts so big they begged to be sucked,
sons built for rutting, and mothers engineered by nature and
the mirror to be perfect, msatiable fuck machines.

The pattern was simple, inevitable, cosmic. The mirror would
call to them. The mother would come, radiant and restless, her
tits begging to be touched, her pussy already leaking just from
the primal, unspoken bond with her son.

The boy, barely legal but fully loaded, would step forward, and
the mirror would stoke his lust until he was trembling, shoving
down his jeans to release a veined, angry cock that pulsed and

throbbed with the need to be buried in maternal flesh.

Their eyes would meet n the glass, and then the world would
end—not in death, but m the savage, endless crescendo of
fucking, a symphony of moans, slaps, and wet, meaty collisions.

That was the truth of the mirror, the heartbeat beneath the
cobwebs and rotting wood. It didn’t just haunt people; it bred
them, over and over, re-writing the town 1n 1ts own 1mage.

And Dante and Zoey were just the latest in an unbroken chain
of hunger and taboo, a new mother and son pairing on the
verge of being devoured by the mirror’s need.

THE END






