A dark space between buildings. Outside. Carved in the pocket of a back alley. A dream in this forgotten world…


There appeared to be a person. Fiery red of hair. 


This dream scape was lucid.


Someone is getting assaulted.


Marjoram was perched in the sky. A view from the heavens!


It’s a woman!


She’s being mobbed by men.


As he tried to get a closer look, something triggered.


A realization of abuse provoked his state of thought, and fell to the ground!


He’s in the orphanage.


He’s in the hole.


The hooks.


The bucket.


Dirt wall.


Cold concrete.


Darkness...


---


--


-

///////////////


It is Sunday morning, Marjoram and Kim are in bed. The red panda lady rest on her side whilst  the squirrel boy slept further under the covers, head stuffed between her legs. Kim were worried at first about squashing his head between her thighs, so she put a pillow between her legs to provide some support. They were both sticky and crusty from all the cum they rubbed on each other, Marjoram praying all night towards his newly adopted mother’s pussy until sleep found him.


Dawn broke, and the cub woke first in flying panic! He roared and flailed hitting Kim’s legs as she woke to this sudden freak out of thrashing.


“Marjoram?!” Kim threw the covers off them and revealed a squirrel in terror! He screams! Confused and in despair! So the red panda lady brought his fighting body up to hers, leveled their crotches, and jammed his flaccid penis in her vaginal lips!


“Whaaao! Waaaa!” The cub automatically clung to her body and cried. His sobbing tearing through his heaving body, he continued to shriek.


“Son? My son?!” Once more Kim tried to get his attention. Stroking his cock with her pussy the best she could, roamed her paws over his cum crusted fur. “You’re okay! Calm down~”


Marjoram’s screeching subsided and was sat up with her in an embrace. Sobbing, he said. “I don’t want the hole...please don’t ch-choke me! Not the hole! Not the hole! Please-please leave me alone! No! Not the bucket of ice water! Leave my skin alone!”


Kim needed drastic measures. Falling back on the bed with him on top, she began to kiss him furiously. Taking note that he may be having a flash back of when he was at the orphanage.


Marjoram was compelled to lock lips, adopted mother using her paws to rock his buttox into her crotch. This seemed to lighten the load for his damaged soul, sobbing more silently now.


Kim did not want to be on top of him, though she could have easily done so, that would have made his struggle worse. So missionary it is for now.


“You are home. You’re safe in my pussy. Remember my pussy?” She got the hint that her words were getting through, as the alarmed cub kissed back with a rolling thrust.


“Mu...mum?” The squirrel boy breathed heavily. “Mom!” his arms clenched tight around her body. “I was scarred! It was dark! I-I thought I was sleeping in that hole again! I-!”


But Kim cut him off with tonguing his mouth in kisses and handling his bottom to force fuck her. She knows the best medicine.


For a while the red panda silenced her son and he cooed softly now as the boy found he could relax. Breath jagged here and there, but mostly calmed down now. The molestation helped. He truly appreciated being forced to have sex the moment he found himself in his past. It put his mind at ease feeling the lathering forces of mother’s taste buds roll around his mouth, coupled with her hands on his butt and making his boyhood thrust into her soft liquid like passage. 


The time spent was all curing of his ailments, tears dried up, heaving breath now settled, the scent of his sperm up close as they were covered in his dry gunk. Mom gave him extra saliva in the wet kisses and this further eased the burden of anguish. Kim did everything to help this poor boy, he didn’t seem to have the strength yet to fuck on his own, but that’s okay; She likes touching his fuzzy bottom and pressing him in. He will gather the will power later to be the biggest pervert she knows he is.


The squirrel boy pushed himself up with both arms, breaking their kisses with strings of saliva following, and looked at his new mother. “Th-thanks. I needed that.”


Kim took his right paw and pressed it into her left boob. “Stress reliever?” Red nipples glistening much as a polished ruby, perfectly cut into the nubs they were and offered fondolage. Marjoram gave it an ample squeeze. “I don’t know what happened to you at the orphanage, but it wasn’t right.” Shifting his palm, her nipple towered between his middle and ring finger with those digits making furrows in her stark fatty black breasts. “What were the things your caretaker did to you? Are you ready to tell me?”


The cub shook his head. “Mom? You’re sloppy ‘an pretty. I need to pray – your red hole? It makes me...happy.” As this was said, braced a wrist to his heart.


Kim gave a nod, Marjoram breathing easily. Pursed lips on the boy took the left nipple with a slight tug, teeth nibbling stoically, lathering spit and sucking it up. Kim’s moaning encouraged the little one; Wrapping arms around small noggin lapping at the red textural and bumpy, fleshy yet smooth nipples with his left over sperm. Tasty! It felt right holding this in his mouth. It was a good thing. 


Enjoying this small moment and letting the ooze of himself and this woman seep through his teeth, brought to bear his face to hers. Kim opened her mouth wide to allow this gentle boy to feed her. Tongue lolled out past the marbling of Kim’s canines and molars, hot breath escaping anticipation. So it was that the squirrel passed his offerings to his deity, slick white glops dripping down her throat swallowing, and with the both of them using their tongues as tools to wipe, clean, carry, and drown her maw in this boy’s oblation. Wringing her boob tightly in his clutch made the bulbous black fur spill between fingers, and also made his cum swallowing mother proud. The cub then lifted off his adoptive mother’s body and slunk between her open legs. 


There he put both his paws together with little brown and light black nose touching her clitoris. In his wishful state of thought, the red panda lady swooped her legs around his shoulders, and tucked him in comfortably.


They remained like this, Kim looking at the soft blue painted ceiling as his breath caught on her privates like little whispers. Sometimes one of her feet or legs would rub his back, a hip squirm, or tightened thighs around his cheeks.


The cub’s ears twitched whenever his mother gave a soft passing moan, succulent juice leaking from her precious fuck nest. The fine droplets smelled sweet, perhaps of cotton candy or gum, pressing his snoot into the soft flexible folds of red flesh he’s come to admire so much.


The red panda lady was being revered for her bits. Though all of this cub’s attention was entirely focused between her legs, those same eyes remained closed. An amazing feat as Marjoram is chronically attached to her vagina – which he worships in a serious sense. 


For some reason this tenacity to love her privates gets Kim’s clit so fucking wet!


And so to ease his burdens and lighten his load, mother shall sing and encourage. To reach down, play, and vocalize excitement to his swiveled ears and remind him of his ‘Holy’ position. Yes indeed, her deep red angelic relic being fingered made the slosh of sperm waft the boy’s nose, stimulated with jittering his tail. “Ooooh…” Masturbation, now wide swung legs outward for him to learn, experience, and drink.


He must be thirsty! “Marjoram…” Middle finger rubbing her clitoris while her index flexed her inner vaginal wall. Fingers moved flesh around and puffy vulva spreading for him. Kim knows Marjoram loves seeing her insides…


Even if the window to his soul is closed, and cannot see…


Kim had already made a decision; An ultimatum! To hover over the boy while he sleeps – fondling herself between her legs and touching her own body. To this end, she swore to always be sexual around him, even if he is not aware.

Her son needs that sort of environment to survive!


This child was very silent. Paws clasped shut. Eyes closed. Nose on her finger rubbing that red shiny button.


“Please, drink from me. You have to stay hydrated. I love you.”


Grace then followed, not eagerly, but out of respect did the boy press his muzzle to the masturbation, and add his tongue to the mix. It was so that this young lost soul rested to bare, drank from the river of life. No wanton, but necessity. 


“Yea-yea-yea-yeesss…” This adulterating grownup let her fluids flow, knowing they were to be slurped up from her soup of passion.


These were moments of doctorate, precision licks. Carelessly beating at the temple walls would not suffice. Gentle are the laps, meek of caresses, yet a foundation of tranquil savoring from the mote as the juice gushes sweet honey.


Quivering carnality! Kim lay her chest to open breathing, scrunching face, huffing what air she could! The boy testing the spots and muscles of her sensitive loins!


As the cub explored his craft, large thighs smooshed his head in the blasting pheromone furnace of hot sex! Marjoram clasped both paws together a bit ago, sniffing at the pooling water in the radiant flesh, ripples with every gasp and wade. Particles of pussy sweat, sperm, and everything meaningful filled his nostrils along fine droplets grabbing lightly the very tips of his lips. Droplets, some swirled opaque with their love, and even more translucent of her lust nest turned into splotches upon the chin, dipped in... 


And sipped.


Life is sweet, such as it is, just as it is as precious. None is allowed to escape, for it is all nourishment, made by the power of miracles. Divine rites are bestowed upon him as a disciple to ensure all this power does not seep elsewhere, but inside for him to become one with. Sugar, energy, tiny delectable electrodes, and immediate hydration kicked him more alive. More aware. More...in tune with this delicious sweet pooling water. 


Veins expanded to become warm. Shedding a shell unburdened to become free. It drove a heart blue of core, encased -- protected now, around a fire wall red with passion!


Needs and wants to consume it all right away drove the deceptively shallow brim of liquid past his muzzle, straight past that puffy mound of folds. Digging, digging deep into pussy to bury-dive himself alive into...


And guzzled.


A shrieking Kim clenched hold of his light brown hair with both paws and rolled her hips into his lathering, forcing his muzzle even further between the sloshes and gasps. The cub shoved in, musky sex gripping his face. The child lover pushed him inside further, squirting a fountain that dribbled like an open can of liquid orgasm coating thigh crevices, to sloshing soaked pooling covers.


It was getting too much! Kim pulled and pushed, and tightened her legs at the same time! Even then, this rambunctious little kiddo lurched ever onward, shaking his head, gobbling taste, swallowing everything that ever dared enter and lavish the tips of his lips.


All he must do to drink; Purse into a kiss in that red, red hole.


Though sweaty vaginal canal wound tightly around his gaping muzzle, between the teeth the succulent torrent gushes. Hence forth be known, dearest, dearest mother had a stream of purity, and baptismic holy water to make creation a spigot; To cleanse and wash his face. Closed worshiping eyes felt the nice sensation of liquid run over his lids and grab hairs along wistful anguish and clotted fur. Dousing, falling, draining purity flowing towards the pussy, to the jaw, and obligation drank all.


Marjoram kept pushing his will further, ignoring everything crazy this adoptive molester was carrying on about, trying to push his head out for some reason, but knows this is incorrect. She is very confused when crying “stop,” haha! She’s complaining that she is cumming too hard! Her thighs are very dark, hot, wet, supple with stickiness and froth. She is squeezing as tight as she can, probably out of reflex. It made the pressuring stream tighten as a result, sprung from a loose fountain to a faster down fall inside this yummy hole!


Every jaw movement, every gasp that could make an escape for drink, was made too. In this way, the small squirrel between her legs had a constant pucker and smacker, lip wager and chin gnawer. 


Kim...Kim was having a rough of it. He is far, FAR too good. No matter how much she cried and pleaded for him to stop, she even stooped so low as to begging for mercy. But he...kept digging and drinking! Trying to push him off! Please stop! Legs – Locked!! Trying to writhe these labored limbs to get him away! Yet he frenches her walls like each spot has an indulgence of beady sin; Strapping his tasters along the meat of a deep clean, going alongside the grooves, the nooks, the crannies, flipping every dense fold of flesh inside her pussy.


“Marj-joram! Pllleaaaase! S-stop!” Her thrashing brought her to a top point with open legs!

And that was when she saw it. As deep as he was buried, he was still praying. Eyes closed. Paws clasped shut together in thought. Just… nursing deep inside her pussy hole for cum. HER cum that he needs.


Collapsing with a crazy face, Kim came to the conclusion he was not even listening. This child is giving her the hardest orgasms of her life...again...and again...and again…


All she can do is allow herself to cry violently and curse, the pure emotional linguistics taken onto by moanful lows and tossing body; Legs threshed; Convulsing tummy aggressively tightening--fucking the boy’s mouth.


Holding onto her consciousness for dear life finally broke with eyes rolling back into her  pressurized skull; Blood pumping and coursing rapids in veins. Kim’s last shrieking gasp destroyed and choked to a pitiful silent wheeze. What flailing had there been, now is as dormant as floating still air,  seeing stars sparkle blue and purple, fading into black.


The bridge of the cub’s eyes were up against the urethra – the tiny hole within the folds mother was cumming out of. Stopped thrashing and cursing. She is cumming in her sleep, and this is a very great thing. As he continued to obsess over his mother’s pussy hole, he whispered how wet and delicious her love is with every gulp he drank. 


Because these legs no longer shown restraint, and became sloth, they were tossed open by a pair of small paws that had broken their trance.


He opened his eyes. Soaked in the red of her skin, and drenched himself in this fun and loving cum juice.


The boy got up and adjusted her legs and dragged her limp body, heaving Kim to the far end of the bed where he opened her legs further with the knees tucked upward.


“Your cum is all clear ‘an pretty.” Mother’s fountainious orgasm sprang a leak and was more of a deep dribble than a squirt, thanks to how wide her legs were pushed open.


Finding a nice sturdy box, with heavy = better in mind, placed it at the foot of the bed and stood upon it’s height, found mother’s passed out pussy lined up nicely! She needs a creampie! Her hole is crying for goodness sake! It needs love, it is waiting at the edge of the bed just for him to plunge right in! 

!!!


The cub stopped! “Wait...this isn’t right…” Bedded and aroused to a point of collapse, naked and blacked out. Legs spread as wide as she could take him, and he was about to just… just insert it inside like a barbarian! “Hold on mom! I gotta do something about this!”


With a hop did the squirrel cub land on his feet, and pad out the room, into the world of clutter and boxes of a hoarder.


Kim lay there, dribbling cum being made to soak her bed more, and more. Jaw was open and slack facing crooked at the wall, eyes had rolled forward, looking distant and palms above the head from being dragged upward with a slight curl in the fingers, lazing with no tension in the muscle into a bit of a drool.


And remained like this.


As with all soggy cottons, bedding, and curved metal springs, dark puddles scour their internals. Heavy forms and soggy ambrosia destabilises the mattress where it rests. 


Kim’s body faced upwards, right breast had rolled over her right side, her left breast nudging and making a cleft against the other before gravity eventually took it, and slowly spread them naturally into a dropped bounce. Knees as close to her ribs as they could, every bit of her thighs exposed. Wherever the water and stream forth the climax is going, down her crotch – but not before gathering into a fall before a serving to slurp from like a fine red soft chalice.

 
Cum flowed from Kim’s unconscious state, unable to close her legs, cannot clot her orgasm, nor is she able to wake up out of this total bliss.


Marjoram came in carrying a box full of synthetic flowers, fake jewelry, and funny looking coins, probably foreign or something. “Gotta decorate ya, make you look really pretty! Your hole is special! I also found a paint brush, I wanna brush it, like you brushed my hair. Except, you know, you had a comb, and this is not a comb! I think it might be hard combing these fun hairs!” Nuzzled Kim’s pubes with the tip of his nose and laughed. “You gave me a bath, food, and shelter – well...” stepped onto the box, placed what he had next to her body. “I know I’ve called it a strange. But you don’t have a strange. You have a love. Your love gave me water, protection, and a reason to live.” and threw himself as deep into the pooling sex he could go!


Nor is Kim able to battle the conquest of being forced upon.


It only took a couple of loud slaps, but he hilted inside to let his small fuzzy balls drain onward. “Uaaahh! S-so! Uh! I found some of these white flowers, I figured they’d look great around your love hole~”


Main brain turn on. Kim’s subconscious flickered at the seeping of his semen. A realization to breathing, it was probably the only thing she could do at the moment. Though might as she tried to move fingers or even eyes, she found…

That yes, she is indeed paralyzed.


“...So, then I found this funny ring! I figured It’d fit right on yur pinky toe!”


And that she could also hear him carrying on about decorating her body with baubles, treasures, and even something he called a dingle-hopper. 


As soaked as she was helpless, her body on the bed moved in ease; Up and down, boobs flowed, spread and fallen off upper ribs as the wall being stared at jiggled with her bouncing sight.


Jubulent little flowers looking inviting, they were a garden for her lawn, and pubes. Placed in care, though also falling off because a certain little cub keeps bumping them away. But that’s okay. Reached over and had found a peculiar coin; Silvery metallic, and round is the exterior, with a square interior made of what appears to be brass, and a smaller square hole in the center. Strange writing on the brass part, otherwise, Marjoram placed this in her right palm, and closed it shut.


Black furred legs were draped over with painted gold looking chains and charms, some of them wedged under the legs to wrap around knees and feet. That, and he was being… good? Even though Kim was entirely at his mercy, the boy was gentle, kind, and giving.


It reminded Kim of when she was semi-unconscious as a child herself. Wanted to ask who these all these people were, and…

This boy she at least knows. Kinda sorta. But, if it’s all the same, she is going to allow him to rewrite her past with his present. This time she won’t try to fight the cloud.


Soft brush bristles came to pass along her pubic bone, parting down the middle and swiping on either side. Feeling of being painted along with delicate strokes just above her exposed privates, Marjoram exclaimed, “I know theses orangy look’n hairs are also special. I don’t know why. I jus’ know they are. So! I’ma make’m look shiny by painting them with our cum! Mine gets a little gloppy, but if I mix it with yurs, it gets all softer a bit, and makes it really easy to brush! Isn't this fun? Your pussy is sooo cool! I love it sooo much.”


If he’s going to be like this, she might just stop trying to stay awake, stop resisting...let her eyes roll back up again, and…


Give up.


Marjoram finished glossing Kim’s fiery hued pubes with their cum. Went back to placing those flowers back and sighing in happiness as they finally stuck; He colored their sticky ejaculant all over her privates, seeing himself getting gobbled up in such beauty. This rapturing presence deserves all the care he can afford. 

Then, looked at his parent; Kim had a relaxed smile, one slight squinted eye, and a peaceful demeanor. 


Kim having surrendered entirely, the cub crawled up to her into a hug and kissed her lips, then whispered into her ear, “I have a hard time sleepin’. Sometimes you wake me up when you touch yourself in front of me. It’s...really cool. I like it.” He said pleased with Kim’s motives, often laying there silently with slightly opened peepers. Watching her move her body around seductively.

“I wake up to see you dance’n...and...I love it. I feel protected. ‘An I know you like havin’ sex with kids, so I wanna make you happy, too.”


The child made love, bumping the ever increasingly heavy mattress and hugging into rolling tits. Every time he felt his tailbone ready to push against his balls, he slammed in as deep as he could. Of course, every time he did so, he thanked her and snuggled into the crevice of her breasts.


It was thus, Marjoram nuzzled. Though alone by conscious state, The person below him he shared in spirit. The brazen feel across the body of this big woman fell between fingers, lifting up various pelt and grams of fur. Sniffs, and peeps. Along side all the pecks, he pressed onto the fat of such breasts.

“I don’t pay attention to your boobies enough, mom. I’m sorry.”


In the palms he gave deep squeezes to contort and spill around his fingers. Forehead closed the gap and lay on her right nipple, feeling the half-hard nub rub soft scritches.

“I am sorry.”


Took the left breast by the inner cleft, pressed.

Took the right breast by the inner cleft, and firmly stroked it, too.


The boy planted his face deep into the crevice, and closed both boobs upon his head.


Sperm spilled forth out from when he came with care. Feet upon the box, his love making was just as gentle, slow wet slaps accompanied nuzzles. Marjoram’s small length swollen, and kept moving, sputtering euphoric slushy acoustic spume along his tip, sliding the slippery foam inside.


“I’m sorry I’m doing this to you.”


In his adoptive mother who had resigned, found an image of himself. 


“Helpless...”


Kim’s body moved under him. Up, and down. Breasts flicked her nipples with every wave and caught the cub’s attention.


He lifted his body up off from the crevice. 

“You are me.”

Paws placed back upon the breast.

“You...I...you are getting hurt, by me.”

Shocks of movements rolled with his tit filled palms.

“Are you...able to stop me?”

He looked down.


Kim is always encouraging sexual behavior. And yet…still thinks enough to offer him a drink.


“Momma? Your fuck hole made a lota water. I’m worried.”


Pulled out, crossed his mother’s genitals to his eyes, and slurped the cum he’s been giving her.

The tongue tossed around in circles and zags, Marjoram used both his thumbs to open the inner labia so he could concentrate swirling the sticky stuff into glops in his cheeks.

It was messy. It was red and hot. It was goopy. It was SO pretty!

It was safety.

It was home deep in his heart!

The cub plunged into the abyss yet again! There is more and more cum all the time! When the light and dark chestnut colored squirrel digs to the left, spongy squeezings of their love he finds! To the right is even more hidden under the arousal of tussled lickings!

It is ALL still deep in there!


Alright…


Marjoram pulled back some and filled those lungs with air through the nose!

His muzzle slammed in and attacked her pussy! Kim’s breasts are slapping!


Both arms swung under the legs and hooked them forward, feet flailing as jobbleing jaw swung them ‘round and ‘round!


Got it! There was a sliver of semen that had been escaping! Boy! That load had gone deep! Good thing he was able to scoop it up in his mouth!


Now he can deliver this to his mother-

…

...But mother’s privates are so warm…

Marjoram fingered, and prodded some more.

Began petting the soft skin.


Well, the cub got horny again, and needed to stick it back inside.


Standing back on the box, A bouncing bed made as the squirrel fell atop Kim’s body!


Straight in did the child hilt! Clambered, hoisted himself up to Kim’s mouth, but with troubles reaching! He’s too short!

He wants to give his sex to her!

He knows she wants it!

Demands it!

But, Marjoram also wants to feed her! Damn it!!


Titties dirty with cum froth were grappled between arms and nearly swallowed his load accidentally! Attempts to keep his mouth shut failed nearly as wails from his newest orgasm blasted him to bucked knees! 


Marjoram opened his mouth and his precious seed is going to spill out!! 


Mom’s breasts!

Her nipples!

The cub charged forward with his head and slammed his face onto the right nipple and bit it tight!


Now able to hold all this fluid in his cheeks, the boy went ahead and allowed his balls to continue draining freely without pause.


Every pump jutted the adolescent's tail!

Every hilt he pressed to bite harder – or else his jaw will open and flood out the gift for his mother!!

Tiny shoulders scrunched in heaves until…


They relaxed.


Marjoram still held enough consciousness to keep a grip on his front teeth for grappling and holding on; He eased his tongue to the front to replace the nipple between the teeth, and freed himself from her boobs. Next, he slipped his penis out where it slid up to Kim’s navel as the cub had crawled forward.


Marjoram held Kim’s head in both paws.

 She is asleep. 

Again, the cub is reminded of himself.

Totally powerless to what happens, unable to stop anything, and that crying does no good.

But this time, he is the aggressor.


Once lips touched, tongue probe came next to make way. After oral penetration, Marjoram let their cum juices slide slowly.

He was careful. This cub manipulated and allowed her neck to bend upwards for drink. Took every precaution and folded a pillow to place her head on, remaining as such.


Then, proceeded to feed his mother.


Soft bristles of cheek fluff swelled down as the sperm was gently gifted away. There would be great pauses to allow what his mother had in her throat to slurp down.

It was pretty serious business. The boy kept a close eye on her neck and measured the amounts he was slipping in. Kim is subconsciously drinking, something he’s noticed, and counting on.


Whilst hands lay rested upon the side of mother’s face, he felt the need to stroke her round ears.


Petted and fed, until all the sperm was gone, and given with a deal of love.


“...Because I’m worried you need to hydrate, too!”


Then, sat cross legged on her belly, using both legs to wrap around her tits simultaneously.


“I don’t know what to do!” Marjoram threw his arms open in frustration.


“Why would somebody do that? Why do people be mean? I mean, I can do anything to you! But I don’t wanna…Why would I hurt you? Why would...anybody... hurt…”


The child regressed to folding his arms, and slapping his dick on the crevice of her tits.


“I wish I had answers. I wish I knew.”


He got tapped on his right shoulder.


Spun around.

“Who-? Mmph-?!


A kiss from a yellow bunny lady!!


“Do I know you?!”

This voluptuous bunny carries a lyre – a stringed instrument -- in her left arm. The sides are adorned with two silver statuettes of a woman with their breasts hanging outside the U shape rim, tiny sapphire gems embedded as the nipples.  Set her symbol down on the makeup desk next the door. Clambered over Kim’s legs to get closer to the child. 

Rainbow feather tassels, three foot long each looped to her nipples, dragging their blue and purple ends between Kim’s black fur legs, getting draped in cum. Loose nylon-net thong just as rainbow, dragged soon after and put her tongue in cub lips.


“Mmm! D-Does my mommy know you?!” 

This strange lady had fun and sloppy lips! They assured the squirrel that she is a safe person, but that no, mommy does not know.


Marjoram laughed!

“S-so! Mmm! You’re here to teach me things?”

The bunny lady laughs! Pushed him down so he was next to his unconscious mother.


“Cool feather dilly thingies by the way! Haha!”


The boy lay on his back, the ceiling a baby blue with this rando hovering over him. Reached out to play with the soft loops tied on her pink nipples, the fanned out red feathers starting here. As he felt and tugged towards the gradients into orange and yellow, the bunny slipped herself into his mouth once again.

Oh.

Okay.

So the answer is…

And mana is attracted to…

Elrihm’s lover is…

“Wait- Elrihm is real!?!” Marjoram burst out.


Mouth got swooped closed shut again. 

The boy’s leg’s became spread.

Whoa!

The galaxy is humongous!

“The universe has so many secrets!”


The yellow bunny stranger giggled and placed her spongy pussy lips on his flagging dick.  She won’t reveal him everything. Bits that flag, and mounds that gush all need to learn these skills naturally. Supernatural phenomena is no replacement for first hand knowledge. Rainbow lacy nylon thong looped around and clung his privates to hers. 


“I can be a pretty good whore, you think? My momma...she rescued me. I wanna be the best I can be! Will you please teach me?!”


Strange yellowness was sat up in thought. Paw placed on her chin, she wondered what kind of lessons she could impart…

Ah!


Marjoram saw epiphany light her eyes up! 

The boy giggled as his muzzle was guzzled! The kiss was deep and well placed! This one sponged the roof of his mouth a whole lot! Dipping into his tonsils too! Hawha! It flicks so fast left and right!


The boy happily held her head in both arms and made out!

Wow!

His momma is gonna be impressed!!


One more suck of the child’s eagerly learning tongue taught him the final bit of knowledge he needed to be a super tart!


This bunny woman sat up with a smirk on her face.


He never would have guessed whores brought civilization together!! Holy crap! There used to be a pornocracy way back when!

This strange woman’s kiss said for him to practice what he learned.


Marjoram went ahead and slipped his privates in this random bunny that began molesting him.


Sliding down fast he found a spot -not deep- using his member an area he searched, poked around with the head prodding a bit past the entrance…

Marjoram felt around. He wasn’t sure what he was looking for. Just that it’s not an area that is smooth- Ah! What have we here?! The tip of his cock met with an odd place!  Jerking hips touched again; Membranes of spots are small, soft and...

The boy ejaculated here and there!!

“NnnAhh!” Moaned the stranger!


He passed!

Congratulation pats on his noggin! He can find the G-spot now!

Pulled out.

They both embraced, the child cooing in the arms of this strange bunny wrapped around his lithe frame.


One platonic kiss on his prideful forehead, and she leaves-


“-W-wait!” 

Peddled back, about to equip her lyre, those long tassels reaching down spun a little and held the door frame. The base reason for her appearance is about to toll. He has to want this.


“Can you…” Marjoram sat up and hopped over the red panda’s thigh, on his back, put his head between his mom’s open legs.

“...erase all those memories of when I was “there”? Sometimes I freak out, and I worry mommy, uh, mom. I mean, well, she’s my mom to me, and nothing will ever change that. If...if you can help…”


The strange bunny lady gave him a knowing look.


“I know it’s dangerous! I don’t care if it messes me up, I have nothing to live for anyway. Except for her. You know this, I know this, my mom-” the seven year old cub craned upwards to sight see his rescuer’s wonderful and magical snatch! “-she’ll be better off havin’ a doll.”


This boy looked at her in a serious manner.

“Please.”


A sadness crossed this stranger, and she approached him.


Head rested upon the bed, and the body followed off after. It was so easy to grab this kid’s legs, lift them outside hers, and…

Just fuck him.


This woman’s paw let one leg dangle for a moment and grabbed his muzzle. Manipulating his head to look as hiiigh up as he could, poked his muzzle into his mother’s pussy.


Back to grabbing his leg, used this child’s muzzle to screw deeper into the red panda with every swing the bunny gave the boy.


Getting used like a whore is great!

Marjoram relaxes his arms, they loosely wobbled and flailed off the edge of the bed as he was taken.


A giggling fit took over as small cub legs spazed in quick bursts, pockets of laughing air getting blown out of his mother’s pussy – but he gets shoved back in! And laughs some more!


The stranger has taken his legs vertically up, and mashes both hers and Kim’s sweaty pussy holes with no mercy! Even though the child laughs his heart out, It masks songs of damaged goods.


Unfortunate soul is worse for ware.


At this rate, Clee Torres will wake up before Marjoram forgets everything.


The boy pulled himself out his mother and looked at the bunny. “I thought her name was Kim?!”


“Shhh…” And gave him a wink.

Small penis slipped out the bunny. Positioned the boy to sit on the box by the foot of the bed.


Stood upon her right, the left lifted on the bed railing. Guided his nose between the legs, to the depth of no return. 

Shot her hips down on his muzzle – down the eyes – down the cheek bones – down the ears - 

Marjoram’s whole head snapping inside, popped into a dark place, the entirety of his skull covered in groves getting a massage.

There was no air. But...holding still means his body uses less oxygen, so he can stay here for longer.


A little something he’s leaned while getting strangled.


The stranger that entered this house unannounced held the boy sitting up on the box solely in place, by forcing his head inside her vagina. Holding her own with a foot on the bed, she meant to fuck his brains out.


Either way the squirrel closed his eyes or kept them open, it was all the same. He found a zen. A peace. Powerful muscles contoured his cranium. Felt the last of his breath hold his lungs.

And let it happen.


The bunny watched; His paws placed appropriately in his lap, even though his head was gone. Posture straight and spine even.


He made it so easy to clear way for his neck.

Too easy.

This child...


Marjoram decided to leave his eyes open. Even though he could not see, he was not so blinded. Whole face wrapped in essentially a bag with no way to breath. But...time also slowed down. Chronic fragments freezing the present, tight lips wrung his neck up and down in a grip so soft, this became his favorite strangle ever!


At the neck his blood circulation was cut off – the mental state would be posed to sleep and then could be assaulted.


That was the plan.


But this child was still awake!


Marjoram was kissing~

through laps and wet hot facial hugs, he finds something fun inside this woman with his snoot!


Kind of hard, taught. Soft, too. Maybe like… a nose?

Kind of… a hole here, too.

Huh.


It almost worked.

Instead of releasing his ways, the child found her cervix!


That was not suppose to happen. He should have conked out already.


Just as soon, the world he had found himself in a moment ago, was lifted off away from his neck-- ears – cheek bones – eyes – and muzzle.


The bunny manhandled him around atop the box facing Kim. The stranger got up the bed, to lay those legs spread above Kim’s breasts. Marjoram stationed on the sturdy box once more, naturally slid himself inside mother, his place of sacred worship.


The the yellow pervert pressed her fatty white fluffy furred pussy to Marjoram’s nose to gobble up the boy’s face, and head again.


An easy smile while Marjoram helped himself to go back inside. This bunny lady’s hole is pretty and pink when it opens up! He want’s in again. Not just because her pussy has bigger, fluffier lips than his mom’s, (It is awesome!!) but if he doesn’t do this, he’ll be stuck in his past for the rest of his life.


As he dipped his nose in the bunny lady’s pussy, he coddled her thighs with cheeks as they were also sliding in as well now, hot forces gripping his brows and forehead as he nodded forward.


The stranger’s legs rose up as the cub entered her, snap-popping his head in. Marjoram came inside Kim almost instantly. Muffled screams of innermost pleasure dying into a happy quiet squeak.


Finally went limp.


This stranger pressed her hands to her chest. Good. She fucked his brains out.

The deed was done.


Knowing his melancholy heaviness, he was slid out.

And yet…


Spurning on a strange ritual, the yellow bunny lady closed both her palms, opening them again to produce a tiny clear vile of pure tyrian purple  harvested from sea snails in the right, and a bit of gold that fit on the tip of her finger nail on the left.


Vile was unlatched open, the shimmering gold plunged in, and descended to the bottom.


Crushed was the vile in the right hand and burned in a black and blue fire of the dead! The room lit up in shadows cascading around falling darkness.


As the palm was opened, warm breath of life flowed deep from the woman's lungs into the flame, flickering, blowing it out.


The vile was gone.


Only a perfectly round, smooth, solid pearlescent bead remained.


This was pressed into Marjoram’s pubic bone. As it did, it became malleable and squishy, maneuvering through the fur and skin, nudging it in with a finger. The bead would flatten as it resisted between skin and force, until punching though, disappearing.


Strange bunny lady held him up, releasing both three foot long nipple accessories; Removing the first one on her left chest, closest to her heart, loosened the loop and tied it to the cub’s nipple; Next, loosened the right loop and tied it to his right. They now belong to him.


Coddled him up in his mother’s arms, and parting him one word before grabbing her lyre, going back from whence she came. 

“Chosen.”

////////////////////////


A few hours later...


Kim didn’t want to disturb Marjoram’s prayer session, the silence a carefully crafted means of safety. 


Except for their moans.


Her kid has been screwing non-stop since she woke up a bit ago next to her bed table with a glass of water on it.


In fact, she has the strength to get up, and stop him. If she so desired.

But then she would feel really guilty if she did.


Kim took this as her punishment for all the sins, others she’s come to exchange the knowledge of adulthood with other children.


That, and the room was decorated with LED candles, battery powered and scattered in the room. A coin that somehow managed to unbury it’s self in her crap found it’s way into her palm. Glamour, light jewelry chains and glass diamond endowed broaches scattered her body, some painted gold or silver. Looked down and just laughed. The toes poking up were hers, and each one had something on them. Whether it be a ring or bling, the one that made her chuckle was a silver balloon had found it’s way and wrapped around with the toe claw breaking out the rubber.


He was also sleeping, and fucking her.


With that, she smiled and stroked his head between her chest and let him have his sleepy, creamy dreams.


When his body turned and tossed in the nap, he would do so nuzzling against the black fatty breasts. Kim held him there, and lightly pressed his little fuzzy sack. He was getting ready to blow. As he did, The small boy on her breathed and sighed, and was told in the form of whispers that he was a good cub.


How could she be mad at him?


His little muzzle poked out the top of her cleft, facing her. “’Aww…” Kim cooed, began kissing and slipping him tongue. 

!!!


As Kim went inside his mouth, she tasted his cum.

The cub has been periodically cleaning her pussy out when he finished inside. “Oh you spoil me too much…you have such nice sperm.”


Kim’s head was already on a folded pillow. Held his tiny balls in one hand, while the other roamed his bottom. The kisses needed to be as sloppy and deep as possible. Any other way would be the incorrect answer.


Despite having her legs spread like his personal whore, despite being forced to have unprotected sex, and despite it being possible she got pregnant, there is still one other thing keeping her from stopping him now.


Kim broke the kiss, took a sip from the glass of water on her table, and went back to slipping him deeper, raunchy cum tasting tongue.


Her son made sure she was very comfortable.


The red panda didn’t have look to know her belly-down was compromised entirely with this cub’s sperm. The matrices, the covers, it was all wet, and sticky.


Many of the fake floral pedals, tulips, and cloth roses were plastered onto her crotch using their sex juices as glue.


“Did you enjoy raping your mother?”

Kim...wants this to happen again.

Slipped him more tongue.

“If…”

Molesting this child, she rubbed his balls.

“...If you are awake…”

Large legs remained as open as this child intended for use.

“...please cum…please? I...you need to use me. It’s because I feel bad. If you...if you use me, maybe everything I’ve done…”


Marjoram’s arms wrapped in vigor her breasts and thrust his hips! “Hnnngh!” left hand wriggled right breast tightly, forcing the nipple erect. His right hand wore a leather glove, palming the left nipple and gripping the boob!


The boy forced her head back with his own kiss!


“Mmm!~ Ye! Gimme cum! d-oo me! Mmmmmph!!~”

Forcing her legs tighter and tighter, semen oozed out, Marjoram gripped his arms around Kim’s breasts closer and closer!


“Mom,” Her son stared at her. “Every kid you’ve had sex with has enjoyed your body.” Satisfaction. “Every kid you’ve had sex with, I’m having sex with, through you. All the boys, the girls...” Kim saw a strange look in his eyes…

“They don’t hate you, mom. They love you! They remember you! They want ya to finger their pussies, and rub their cocks! Hating yur sloppy fuck hole? That’s silly! You should go out and have sex with more kids!”


Kim gasped at his twisted soul! She knew this would happen!


“I can punish ya if you like though! What would you like?” Upon finishing his sentence he squeezed her breasts together, and felt herself get loaded with another batch of hot batter!


Stares willingly with such happiness as her private parts are dumped full of cum! This is his normal now...


“Oh!” The cub popped his cock out and sat on her belly. “I know what yur punishment can be! You can buy me a whore! Adults like their money, right? An’ think of it as giving to the community! An’  if I’m lucky, I’ll get a little brother or sister outt’a this deal!


He’s gone bloody crazy.

“Okay.” Kim blinked. “Would you like...an expensive whore? Or a lot of whores?”


“How many nickles ya got? And how many will discount if they use me?”


The flipping deep end.

“What are those on your nipples? Rainbow feather tassels?”


“Yeah, I guess?”


“You also covered little ‘ol me in bling I see?!”

“Yus!” Marjoram’s tail bobbed up and down. “Was gonna ‘jus fuck ya, but a special pussy needs special attention! I had a lotta fun while you slept! Took a few diggin’s and findin’s, took a few breaks in between.”


“Well, you took me for sure!”


Laughing, Marjoram agreed. “Is different than when you normally sleep and I stick it in!”

grabbed both his hands. “Were...pfft, were you raping me with this glove on your paw? Hahahaha!”

“Raping huh? ’Jus for a while! It’s filled with vaseline! I need it!!


Madness...


Got such a chuckle out of Kim! “Ha! Okay…okay.” Waved it off. Whatever madness this was, probably found some weird magazine in all her crap. 


“Wazthat anyway? I guess raping is another name for fucking, then? Like sex and bonking!”


“Sort of! Remember how I told you there are people out there that attack others? Sometimes they force sex on other people when they don’t want it.”


“And...that is raping?” He look ashamed. “I think I did something bad then.”


“Nonononono! It was not a bad thing that you raped me. It was not bad! It was good. I’m happy I have a son that loves me so much, he rapes me. I watch you worship my pussy every day. You care so much about what’s going on between my legs. Mar-mar-mar-marjoram, my boy. Won’t you please rape me again?”

Before he could answer, he was grabbed and laid on the bed on his back.

Kim straddled above while his left hand grabbed a boob, his gloved hand holding her thigh.

“Rape you ‘gain? I dunno…”

But Kim was troubled by the thought of not being forced upon by her son.


“I don’t want sex right now~” Said Kim. “I don’t want your cock inside my pussy, and I don’t want you to kiss me~”

“Uhm-” Marjoram stuttered.

“Mmm…” a light touch on his lips with hers. Pulled back. The boy’s flagging penis was encroached and prodded Kim’s clitoris, amounts of slick sperm gathering before dipping him in.

“Buh I don’t wanna rape...you-ah!~”

His lap was sat upon, and hilted in warm walls.

“You remember? You said you wanted me to do that attack thing on you? You said it makes you feel wanted? This is how I feel. I feel that you really want me. I feel...You wouldn't be doing that if you...truly didn’t care.” Leaned back down and held his head in both hands, planting another kiss. He looks at her with attention.

“Will you please remind me with your cock if I ever say ‘no?’

Laying there, Marjoram closed his eyes a moment.

Opened them. His left hand snaked around and grabbed her hand, it transformed into a pinky hold. “Okay. I pinky promise to always rape ya. But you gotta do the same to me! I wanna be wanted so badly that you rape me, to!”


A crying laugh! What the hell is she doing?!

Kim nodded and shook their pinkies. Palmed his shoulder, and worked his boner. “Then it’s a promise! I’ll try harder. I’m always afraid of breaking you. You are frail, you know this, right? If you would like me to be more rough, I can do that.”


“I would like that!”


“We’ll start now then!” Kim covered his small body and suffocated him with her titties. His little legs spread across upward and tossed in circles, bumping Kim’s sides with loose wiggles.

Starting today, Kim will be more hardcore. Marjoram’s privates are not to be left alone.

No more solo dancing, being afraid of waking the one who slumbers at night. It will be a duo from this point forward.

And Marjoram will get his whore.

----

---

--

-

-

/////////////////////


A dark space between buildings. Outside. Carved in the pocket of a back alley. A nightmare in this forgotten world…


Chains wriggled.

A snow leopard of fiery red hair upon a stomach, carries child with her.

One wrist clasped in looped metals to a rusted drain pipe.

The other wrist is grabbed.


“I think she needs more pills. I kinda like it when her body gets a little...you know? Cold?”

There is a line of guys.

Every single man this past year, is here tonight. Again...

Got flipped over. 

Getting used like meat.

Wrist pulled on the drainage pipe grates.

Legs spread.

Her jaw is lined with semen foam, hacking and coughing.

Flipped over again.

“Ah...Ah…” Hungry.

Got a dick in the mouth.

Ejaculation-

-And food.

Also inhaled, drowning the lungs.

Coughed out. Again...

Flipped on the side.

A cum dump.


Was about to give out a loud wail, but got a bag of cocaine shoved in her face.

BIG inhale.

Back to being limp again.


Sometimes she’ll get moments of clarity where she can maybe call for help.


The snow leopard has been here for Two Hundred Thirty Three days.


She’s already counted herself out. But maybe if her baby survives…


The crack rape baby in her womb is surviving on the cum of random men.


They made this her home. Nowhere to run.


A needle poked her arm!


Leg's lifted.


Pushed on the back.


Flipped over.


Violated in all three holes.


Drugged some more.


Spread Legs…


Flipped…


Screwed...


Drugged… 

---

--

-

//////////////////////////


Kim and Marjoram in a car, driving out this night. Seeing the light, the boy asked for a whore with a plight.


Motor stoppage in tires and rubber halt. Fluffy squirrel hath found an interest in sluts to a fault. These machinations of the mind opened vehicular door, ran out with feet crossing asphalt floor. Child spurned on by a higher authority, a harking Kim panicked as fleeing child sprinted with priority. Approached and opened forth a cop car – this .410 shotgun will be Marjoram’s armament of judicial superiority!!


Driven to madness’ pyre… 


Came barreling fro. Firearm in tow.


Marjoram came back. Seated himself with a buckle, seat belt snap.


“Marjoram...why… in the HELL did you grab that?!”


“I need it!”


...Madness…!


Kim hightailed it because…

Who on earth steals a fucking shotgun from a police cruiser?!


Not being followed…

But did run into a bad part of the city.

And stopped here.

“Marjoram! Why...what...what are you doing?!”


Didn't get her answer, her kid kicked the door open, and made a mad dash to some alley way!


Driven to madness’ pyre! Grabbed the barrel and opened fire! Fire! Fire! FIRE!!

Blam!

BLAM!
BLAM!
BLAM!
BLAM!
