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Fucking the Hottest Witch Ever

By J.M. Christopher

 


The wheels spun in and out of the car as it
careened through the grave yard, sending up moss and loose sod into
the air, over the faded, cracked and fallen head stones. The wheels
spinning on the inside of the car were much quieter, but causing no
less damage.

Those wheels were in Evan’s head. He sat in
the passenger seat while Ryan navigated the car through the ancient
grave yard, maneuvering through trees and around monuments
attempting to cause as little damage to the car while causing as
much havoc to the grounds as possible. Rena, Ryan’s new girlfriend,
sat in the back silently. She sat strangely still, she seemed to
not be affected by the car’s sudden whips to the right and left, or
the ups and downs as it plowed through the dark resting place of
the long dead.

Evan held onto the Oh Shit bar as the
car lurched left and right, throwing him in his seat in the
opposite directions. Ryan yanked the wheel and pulled the shifter
this way and that, a maniacal grin plastered to his face.

When Evan could manage it, he would swing his
head back and catch a glimpse of Rena, puzzled at how well she
managed the violence of the car, but mostly because at the angle
she sat, he could nearly see up her short skirt. On several past
quick glances, he could swear she wore no panties. But the light
was not good as the sun had long ago set, and shadows over milky
thighs could play tricks on a young man’s mind.

Tearing up the roads at night in Ryan’s beat
up car was a normal event for both Ryan and Evan. And over the past
three nights, Rena had become a willing participant. But lately
Evan couldn’t help thinking that Ryan was taking it too far. Last
night, Ryan pulled into Fairview cemetery on the other side of town
and they destroyed the grounds. The night before that Ryan left the
road without warning and plowed through a wrought iron fence, his
tires digging up the loose sod of Gridley’s Acres, the oldest
graveyard in the county. And tonight the same thing. And Rena was
here again, riding in the back quietly.

It was odd how she just showed up as Ryan’s
girlfriend. Three nights ago, when Ryan pulled up in the driveway
at Evan’s home to pick him up, Rena was just there. Ryan introduced
her and said not much more about it. She was his girlfriend, and
that was that. Evan didn’t know how they met, or where. But as far
as Ryan claiming her as his Girlfriend, Evan couldn’t blame him.
She was hot, with curves that would challenge the most pious of
men, and an angelic face that could have graced any renaissance
painting. But as far as personality, that was a different story.
She was quiet and very reserved. Her demeanor did not match her
smoking hot looks. In fact, except for her looks, she really wasn’t
Ryan’s type.

Evan said nothing about how he felt about the
damage they were doing. He went along like he always did. But as he
looked around at the carnage they were creating, he felt sick to
his stomach. He loved this old graveyard. He used to take walks
through here with his dad when he was younger. They used to love to
read the old headstones finding some with dates from the 1700s. His
dad used to tell him the history of some of the more prominent
family names they would find, and the history of the town. They
found markers with their own family name in this very cemetery, for
his ancestors had been some of the towns’ founders.

“Ryan, we should head out,” Evan said, his
voice jerky and small over the scream of the engine and the
violence of the car. “We’ve been in here too long. The cops are
gonna come soon.”

Ryan, looked at him for what seemed like way
too long, with that same shit eating grin on his face, the car
careening through stone and wooden headstones, pulverizing them and
sending the dust and stone chips into the windshield and in through
the open windows, pelting Evan in the face.

“What’s the matter, Evan?” Ryan asked.
“You’re not pussing out on me, are you?” His words were slow and
deliberate. He didn’t sound like Ryan at all, Evan thought. Rena
giggled in the back seat. Ryan stole a quick look. She wore the
same shitty grin on her face. And definitely no panties.

“It’s just… we’ve been tearing this place up
for a long time now. Someone is bound to have seen us or heard us.
It’s just a matter of time before the cops come.” Evan said, trying
to sound practical.

Ryan stared at him longer, driving straight
though the grounds without watching ahead, plowing through small
trees and monuments, sending them flying.

Evan glanced at Ryan; saw him still staring
at him. Then looked forward as the car careened forward, gripping
that Oh Shit bar with white knuckles, then looked back at
Ryan, who still just stared at him.

Branches of old trees flinging into the
window, scratching them both in the face, Ryan ignored them and
still his eyes burrowed into Evan’s frightened face. Rena pulled
herself forward and leaned over the seat, whispered in Ryan’s ear.
Evan couldn’t hear what she said, and was distracted anyway by her
tits, nearly released from her low buttoned blouse by the miracles
of gravity and momentum.

“Okay, Evan,” Ryan finally said, his evil
looking smile falling from his face. “There’s just something I want
to show you.” Rena sat back down in the back seat, then Ryan turned
his attention back to the guidance of the car, and he slammed the
brakes on. The car skidded through the soft mossy earth, and
finally coming to a stop just feet from an aged and scarred white
stone grave marker that glowed in the cars headlights.

Evan pulled himself back straight in the seat
as dust and debris settled in the car. He looked out through the
windshield and saw the marker looming before the car, then looked
over at Ryan, who sat motionless, eyes glued to the headstone.

His face was dark, his hair greasy and
stringy, and he had dark circles under his eyes; something Evan had
noticed before when Ryan had picked him up in his driveway. He
remembered thinking then that it looked as if Ryan hadn’t bathed in
days, which was unlike him. In fact, the past few days altogether
had been unlike Ryan.

Evan wiped dirt from his face and arms. “Here
it is.” Evan heard Ryan say quietly.

Evan looked at him, then back through the
windshield at the marker. “Why are we looking at this?” Evan
asked.

“Read it.” Ryan grunted. Evan went to get out
of the car. Ryan grabbed him by the arm. “A relative of yours, I
believe.”

Evan peered forward, squinting through the
dust still floating through the glare of the high beams. Then it
became clear; the writing on the marker; Clara Standford
1690-1708. Standford was Evans last name. Whoever was resting
in the grave below Ryan’s car was ancient kin to him.

Evan looked puzzled as he turned back to
Ryan, who was grinning at him again. Then he looked behind him and
saw Rena, grinning as well, a look of satisfaction on her sweet
face.

Evan got out of the car and approached the
headstone. The ground was soft and squishy under his feet. He heard
the radio click on and Cashmere by Led Zeplin started blaring from
the cars speakers. Then Ryan opened the door and stepped out of the
car. Soon he was at Evan’s side.

“I’ve never seen this one before,” Evan said
to his friend. “She must be one of my first family members that
settled here. How did you find it?”

“You were with me. We just drove up on it,
and here it is.” Ryan replied with a hint of smart ass in his
tone.

“But… You said you wanted to show me
something before we stopped. How did you know it was here?”

Suddenly Rena was there between them. Evan
never saw or felt her walk up to them. She was just there.
“Actually,” she said, “It was me who wanted to show it to you.”

Evan looked even more puzzled. “Then, how did
YOU know it was here?” he asked her.

Rena flashed a huge smile full of teeth at
Evan. “Well, I didn’t for sure. But we’ve already looked at the
only other two places it could have been, so I had a good idea we’d
find it back here.”

“OK, you’ve both lost me. Why were you
looking for this grave? Why are we here?” Evan asked, still looking
very confused like he was on the outside of some inside joke.

Ryan, smiled and threw his hand up over
Rena’s head, palm out like waiting for a high five. “Why do we go
anywhere, Bro?” he said. “To party!”

Evan just stared at Ryan’s hand. Then he
looked down on Rena, who was considerably shorter than the two of
them. She just smiled up at him again.

He felt incredibly uncomfortable. If he
hadn’t known Ryan for so long he would have felt like he was being
set up for something at his expense. But Ryan and he had been
friends all their life. They’d done so much together, including
getting into trouble. And Ryan was always there to cover his back.
He trusted no one more than Ryan. He reached up and slapped Ryan’s
hand. “Alright, I’m in.”

Ryan pulled a flask out of his pocket,
unscrewed the lid and tilted it back into his mouth. Then he handed
it to Evan. “Drink up, Bro!”

“No!” Rena shouted. “No alcohol! He must
remain pure.” She threw her hand up and blocked the hand off of the
flask from Ryan to Evan.

Both of the boys stopped, startled by the
sudden outburst. Then Ryan shrugged his shoulders and tilted the
flask back over his lips.

“Pure for what?” Evan asked.

Rena twisted her mouth in a look of trying to
decide a way to explain herself. Then she just smiled and took
Evan’s hand. “Pure for me” she said, then led him forward to the
headstone.

Evan watched as she walked before him, the
back of her bare legs glowing in the cars headlights. Her short
tight skirt rocking on her heart shaped ass with each step. He
noticed she was barefoot, something he hadn’t realized before since
she was already in the car when they picked him up.

They reached the marker and she kneeled
before it. Evan looked behind him and saw Ryan as he sat back on
the car’s hood, swigging again from his flask. The uncomfortable
feeling returned stronger than ever. He couldn’t help but feel like
this whole night out had been planned, and Evan a part of the plan,
but not included in the planning stages.

Rena ran her fingers over the carved stone
marker, tracing the letters in Clara’s name with her long nail. He
thought he could hear Rena mumbling under her breath, but could not
make out any discernible words. Then she turned back to him and
stood.

“Rena, seriously, how did you...” Evan
started.

Then she kissed him, placing both hands on
each side of his head and pulling his mouth to hers. Her tongue
probed inside his mouth, and her nails dug lightly into his scalp.
Evan tried to turn his head, certain that Ryan would be approaching
in anger. But a quick look before her nails in his scalp forced his
attention back to her showed that Ryan just sat on the hood,
watching.

Evan couldn’t help but be drawn in. If Ryan
was okay with this, he certainly was. He wrapped his arms around
Rena and pulled her in tighter, and she seemed to eagerly comply.
Evan kissed her back, his own fingers tangling into her soft dark
hair.

Then he felt her hands fumbling with his
jeans. She quickly had his belt unclasped and his zipper down, her
hand expertly finding his growing hardness. This was fast, he
thought, and farther than he expected this to go.

He broke off the kiss and turned to look over
at Ryan again. Surely he could not be okay with this. But again he
found Ryan looking completely uninterested. He was playing air
guitar along with the music. And Evan could swear, though it was
dark, that he saw Ryan wink at him.

Rena pulled Evan’s face back to hers as she
continued to stroke him against her skirt. Then Evan realized there
were no limits here. He reached down and pulled her skirt up over
her hips. He knew from his earlier glimpses that he would not find
any panties on underneath, and his hands slid over her smooth
ass.

She raised her leg up to wrap it around his,
and he took advantage
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