
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		

		

		

		A Demon in My Bed

		

	
		Copyright 2022 Candice Christian

		

	
		Published by Candice Christian at Smashwords

		Smashwords Edition License Notes

		This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to Smashwords.com or your favorite retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

		Adult 18+

		

		

		

		Table of Contents

		

		
			Title
		

		
			Copyright
		

		
			Table of Contents
		

		
			Acknowledgements
		

		
			Chapter One
		

		
			Chapter Two
		

		
			Chapter Three
		

		
			Chapter Four
		

		
			Chapter Five
		

		
			Epilogue
		

		
			About Candice Christian
		

		
			Other books by Candice Christian
		

		
			Connect with Candice Christian
		

		

		

		

		Acknowledgements

		

	
		Proserpina

		

		

		

		Chapter One

		

	
		My mom died when I was sixteen. She was involved in a horrendous front end collision. Some twit, who was celebrating her birthday, got pie-eyed drunk and entered the freeway in the wrong direction. She and dad were killed instantly.

		My dad was inconsolable. For over a year he cried his heart out every moment that he could. He only managed to function at work and tending to my needs. Actually, at sixteen, I didn't need much tending to.

		My dad is an attorney, and he wasn't home much. When I came home from school, our housekeeper had prepared a delicious dinner for both of us. dad would often come home so late that he had to dump the dinner. Sometimes I was sound asleep before he came home.

		Then, when I was nearly seventeen and a junior in high school, things changed drastically. I had no idea that my Father needed so much sex. I never thought about men craving sex at all. I thought it was a woman thing. She began to bring women home and they would disappear into his bedroom. The women were all voluptuous, sexy, lesbian types. I was so envious of my father that I would lock myself in my bedroom and finger myself to orgasm.

		One time I heard a noise in the kitchen, so I peeked out. His trick du jour was there, naked as a newborn. She was getting a drink of water. Her body was magnificent. Her curves had curves, and her shaved pussy was cloven by the deepest fold I’d ever seen. I thought I would faint, and I retreated quickly to my bedroom.

		If you haven't figured it out yet, I'm a lesbian.

		By the time I was preparing to leave for college I was eighteen and I could swear that dad had serviced at least two or three hundred female lovers. She came home one beautiful spring day with some gal. She wasn't bad looking, but she was far from the babes he usually brought home.

		She was no taller than 5'2", and she was a wee bit overweight. Nonetheless, I was as much attracted to her as the others. After all, she had a vagina. I guess it's a hormone thing, a raging hormone thing. I was still a virgin, who desired to get laid in the worst way. Any vagina would do.

		"Lauren," dad said tersely, and very business-like, "I want you to meet Crystal Wolfe, one of my clients. We're going to get married next week, the day after your high school graduation. The ceremony will take place at the courthouse, and immediately after the vows, we're going on a short honeymoon. Crystal will be moving in with us when we return."

		He made the announcement in a monotone voice, as if he were reading a judge's decision in a courtroom. There was no happiness in his voice. In fact, there was no emotion in his voice. She sounded like a robot in a hypnotic state. I wondered if this wasn't going to be a wedding of convenience. If it was, I couldn't figure out what my Father had to gain.

		I was flabbergasted. All I could think of was that I could not survive living with another female in the house. I was glad I was going off to college in the fall. To make matters worse, Crystal gave me a big hug. She pulled me to her so tightly our pussies rubbed together giving me an unexpected jolt..

		When she finally released me, she said, "Lauren I have no family at all. I'd be honored if you would be my maid of honor."

		What could I say? "Of course, I will. The honor is mine," I said, stuttering like a shy kid.

		So dad got married, and Crystal moved in. Things returned to the new normal, my Father still put in a lot of hours at the office, but Crystal worked nine to five. As a result we were often alone in the house together. My female hormones were raging overtime, and I counted the days until I'd be off to The University of Cincinnati.

		I often had the foolish thought that Crystal was trying to seduce me. As soon as she got home she’d strip to her panties and bra, and made a Ketel One and soda for herself, sat in an easy chair, and read her newspaper. The crotch of her panties would ride up between her pussy lips, and I caught a glimpse of black pubic hair. I never could see more than that.

		When dad called to say that he was on the way home, Crystal would put on leggings and a tank top; no socks or shoes. She greeted him that way, partly dressed.

		I truly believed that the idea that my stepmother was trying to seduce me was generated in my wild and overactive imagination.

		I was wrong.

		She ‘was’ trying to seduce me, as I came to find out, and why not? I was fully grown at 5'7". I exercised a lot, mainly to relieve my sexual tension, and I had a body most women would die for. I had no reason to believe that Crystal had ever seen me naked, but who knew? She might have spied on me. If she did see me, she knew I had a dark untrimmed, bushy pussy. If she happened to see me completely nude, then she knew I had great boobs.

		After dad and Crystal married, coupled with my paranoia about her trying to seduce me I began having dream, weird ones, almost night mares. The dreams were always of this strange woman whose face I couldn’t really see. At first she use to talk to me about the oddest subject. Like extracting information from a female spy.

		***

		The strange woman was sitting in a room, right across from me casually telling me her story:

		“Then I used the succubus Frig an ancient procedure,” she began. “Taking some mandrake root, I skinned and carved it into the shape of an ass plug, it caused an intense burning sensation and often intolerable discomfort upon insertion. The effect builds up to the maximum within about the first two to five minutes and lasts about thirty minutes or so. It worked quite well because her asshole was raw and sore from the bodily elimination response to the laxatives I had given her earlier.”

		“I then inserted a glass bottle up her ass it,” she continued. “I flushed her ass with alcohol. Then reinserted a fresh plug. I also inserted a thin glass rod into her vagina, I proceeded to slam her cunt with another mandrake root, I skinned and carved it into the shape of penis. By the way, the mandrake plug also works wonders on vaginas.” She added.

		She continued:

		“While the spy bitch was tied down to a table, in agony from the ass plug and vaginal insertion, I slowly and methodically started to pull out her pubic hair and used alcohol to wash away the blood. I made sure to replace the mandrake ass plug every half hour or so, all this while slowly tickling her feet."

		“After she gave up the information, I no longer needed her, so I sat on her face and she started to choke on my cunt lips and the copious quantities of my juices, I had a flight to catch anyway to Berlin.” She noted. “So I immediately ground my sex over her mouth and nose, and orgasmed before she actually smothered to death..” the dream ended and never learned the fate of the female spy.

		Waking from that dream left me confused and wary. For some reason I felt Crystal was responsible for the dream. I knew is was crazy but as I never had dreams of that sort before, it was the first thing that made sense to me.

		***

		Several months after my eighteenth birthday and two weeks before I was due to leave for college, my dad had to go on a business trip to Chicago. He was leaving on a Sunday evening and would not be back until Thursday afternoon. I panicked. I'd be alone with Crystal all that time. I was afraid of my own feelings about her, and I tried to convince myself that her attempt to seduce me was all a result of my sexual fantasies and had no factual basis.

		It was summer and I had a part time job at Skyline Chili, which would end the following weekend. The Sunday my Father left; I didn't come home until 9 PM. I found Crystal waiting for me. She was fully, but casually, dressed.

		"Wash up and put on something sexy," she said to me. "Your dad and I didn't celebrate your eighteenth birthday properly. I'm taking you for a girls' night out."

		The night life in Northern Kentucky around Newport Levee stretched out until the wee hours of the morning, but still I wondered where she could possibly take me so late. I changed into a pair of tight gray yoga pants, a black tee shirt, and Sketchers. When Crystal saw me, she said, "Perfect."

		"Where are you taking me that I'm perfectly dressed?" I asked.

		"It's a surprise. You'll see." She drove us across the river to Over the Rhine and now my hormones were attacking my pussy in triple time. I could only wonder if tonight was the night I would lose my virginity, and lose it to my stepmother, no less. I had obsessed so long about making love with her that I couldn't believe it might happen. I decided to stop wishing for the impossible and just enjoy the adventure.

		It was late on a work night, and Crystal had no trouble finding street parking. She took my hand and led me into a bar called, `Sexy Sadie’s.'

		Stupidly, I blurted out, "Crystal, this is a lesbian bar."

		She laughed, put her arm around my shoulder, and kissed me on my mouth. I felt her tongue prying open my lips. Her kiss was passionate, but somehow it made me shiver.

		"Of course it is. I know that you're gay. Do you want to be a virgin forever? I thought we might both get some action here tonight."

		I was so stunned that I didn't think straight. Without conscious thought I blurted out, "Sure, I want to lose my virginity, but I want you to take it."

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		After I revealed my truth, I wanted to die, but Crystal engulfed me in her arms. "I know," she said, "and I will, but let's have a little fun first. I'll buy you a drink? What would you like?"

		I had never tried hard liquor before, but I had sipped some beer, and I asked for a Mich Ultra. It was the first beer that came to mind. Crystal returned with two bottles of beer. She handed me one and bent down to kiss me again. This time I was prepared. I wanted it and welcomed it. We kissed with plenty of tongue, and this time I shivered even more. I couldn't figure out why I would feel so cold, but I didn't dwell on it. I was going to get laid tonight, and maybe every night until my dad came home. My heart pumped too fast just thinking about it.

		I hadn't realized what a sex magnet Crystal was. I never considered her to be particularly good looking, and certainly she was no babe. Notwithstanding what I believed; attractive young women kept approaching her wanting to buy her a drink.

		She smiled sweetly at them, and said, "Thanks, but I'm booked for the night with this gorgeous femme."

		To a woman they all responded, "Lucky her."

		How come none of them said, "Lucky you?" My ego was deflated.

		When we had consumed three bottles of beer, Crystal asked, "Are you ready to kiss your virginity goodbye?"

		I smiled at her and nodded. When she smiled back at me she seemed so much more striking to me, and infinitely better built; voluptuous, in fact. I told myself that I had drunk too much beer and I was hallucinating. I don't remember any of the drive home. I dozed the whole time. When we got home, I felt really tired from the short and fitful nap.

		"Take a shower," Crystal said. "Pay attention to your pussy and your ass. I have designs on those parts. Then jump into your bed and wait for me. I'll shower in the master bath."

		"Aren't we going to shower together?" I asked.

		"Sure, but not tonight. It's late and I want to get right to it. I need to break you in properly. We can shower together after we finish making love or in the morning."

		I was not about to argue and I ran into my bedroom. I showered quickly and dried myself even quicker. When I lay down on my bed, my naked body was still slightly damp. I didn't much care. The moment I hit the bed, an urge to sleep overwhelmed me, and I dozed off. I had the most delicious, wishful dream. It began so realistically with the strange woman this time there was no real conversation.

		I was lying naked in bed. The very beautiful stranger, whom I did not recognize, took my hand, and led me out my bedroom door. When I went through the door, I was nowhere near home. I was in some sort of cave. It was very hot, but I was compelled to keep following the stranger. Eventually, we entered a chamber ringed some kind of shelf or handrail. The chamber was dimly lit. The floor was covered from wall to wall with two king mattresses and pillows. The stranger laid me down on the pillows and began to make very rough love to me. She licked me and fingered me, but always stopped before I could cum. Her action became more physical, I felt as if we were in some kind of contest. That idea came to me when she unceremoniously yanked me to my feet then threw me onto the soft layer of pillows causing my body to bounce on impact and my ass and breast to jiggle..

		It seemed we had struggled for a long time because I believed she was trying to bring me to the threshold of orgasm quickly, and often, enjoying not allowing me to finish. The rough skin of knees knee slid over my collarbones and onto my dark-pink nipples, grinding the pebbles between the hard knee and my ribs, a gasp forcing my lips apart.

		I blinked up at her pale back, her reddish-blonde hair sticking to her skin, as the soles of her feet framed my freckled cheeks, and her rounded cheeks rest against my pointed chin. She disappeared from view a moment, and strong arms slip between my legs, lifting them, tucking the backs of my thighs under the tropical heat of her armpits. Her back reappeared, with my feet and knees framing it, making a V-shaped shadow in my hair-filtered view. My legs give a little jump, muscles standing out for just a second as the stranger’s hands smacked against my cheeks before I relaxed pinioned under her.

		The brief respite was short lived, as tepid air wisped over my vaginal opening as the stranger’s thumbs peel my shaved lips open, my half-hooded clit peeking out as her tongue tingled over it, tracing its way over my urethra and around my entrance. My belly muscles rolled, a gasp hitching my chest as a small pink flame flared to life between my legs. Her palms kneaded my cheeks, spreading unnecessarily. The woman must have loved drama, though, and two fingertips from each hand poked my ridged anal ring, pulling it into an astonished "O", my lips and eyes widening to match it. A thread of hair fell into my mouth. The stranger’s face drops, my muscles trembling again as the warm fleshy spear of her tongue impaled my yawning asshole and swirled deeply inside me.

		Her tongue bored in my bottom, scouring my walls. The hair-filtered light dimmed as my eyes half-closed -surrendering to her fetishes and potential orgasms? This was my only reality at the moment. Wiry muscles through my arms and legs twitch and twinge with each deeper swirl, the stranger’s tongue drilling deeper into my faintly-coppery depths and my chest flinch, abrading my pebbled nipples under her knees.

		I was stuck - middle of the bed doubled over like a matchbook! The stranger completely ignored my velvet folds, taking a 'darker' path, or maybe the 'low road', to another certain excruciating aborted orgasm.

		Seconds passed - the stranger’s tongue flickered deep in my dark depths, fanning that little flame in my pink depths to bright life.

		A twinge crept through my belly muscles, squirming my hips against the stranger’s invading fingers and flitting tongue as that pink flame grew, warming my folds. Her tongue tip scooped, gliding against my back wall, her lips suckling against the backs of her fingers and the ridges of my anal ring, as her tongue retreated with its liquid copper load. A quiet slurrrrp of saliva and my ass-juices echoed off the walls, followed by a loud gulping swallow, before her lips brushed my anal ring, and her tongue poured back into my spread asshole.

		Shallow pants passed through my pale lips, washing over the stranger’s curvier pale cheeks and up her lower back, my rib muscles burning with effort as she shifted her knees, dragging the rough skin of her knees across my pebbled nipples, rolling them over my small, soft mounds. A quiet "Ow-ooohhhh," slipped from me as she pulled her knees back together, kneading my breasts.

		Her tongue now poured back into my asshole; my sphincter trembled a complaint. the stranger’s fingers curled, her nails scratching at the velvety skin lining my stretched pucker, soothing-hot saliva pouring down her tongue as it massaged its way in. The pink burning flame, beneath my still-spread lower lips, roared to a blaze as a new sheen of perspiration glistened on my body in the chamber lights, my hips rocking rhythmically with the stranger’s anal tongue-torture.

		Even with a lot of the stranger’s weight on my chest, deep, heavy pants huffed past my lips, lifting my sweat- and saliva-damped hair from my face - just for a moment - before the limp, dark hair slapped back in place like a slamming door.

		My hips rolled. Wiry muscles slithered under my pale skin, trembling against each other in a confused contest. The pink blaze ate its way to my heart, and exploded into my brain, consuming everything in a blinding flash. My rectal opening and walls trembled against the stranger’s fingers and tongue. Everything seized.

		A hard squirt of my juices splashed against the stranger’s neck and collarbones. Gravity pulled them in little rivers down her breasts to her nipples, droplets pattering on my still-rolling belly.

		"Have you learned how to make love to a woman?" she asked. “Were you paying attention?”

		"Yes," I answered, "but I need to cum. I need desperately to cum."

		"You will, my love," the woman said, "but first you must do everything to me that I have done to you."

		I fucked her, and she told me to start out by sitting on her face.

		***

		“Awww, does your pussy hurt," the stranger’s voice from between my legs drifted over the room, "let me kiss it and make it better," she mocked.

		I was preparing to avail myself of the offered orgasm when the stranger’s surprised me and reversed our position. Her fingers cupped my left thigh and ankle, shoving it over the hand rail that ringed the chamber – then did the same with the right leg, leaving me spread on the middle of the bed, cheeks on the pillows. My hands shot out, fingers trying to extricate my feet from the railing instead I nearly folded myself in half.

		The bed thumped as the strange woman dropped to her knees, her long, pierced tongue slathering over my pussy lips. Sliding down to the bottom, her tongue curled, poking into my hole.

		My head hung, my hips squirming as the stranger’s tongue slithered past my entrance and flickered through my folds. Pink lines buzzed pain across my swaying breasts. My lips part, a quiet "ooohhh" dribbling from them as the stranger’s lips massaged my slit and her tongue dug deeply in my warming depths.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		"Nnnhh – no. Fu-fu-" my hips had been rocking, now my breasts joined them as my breath caught in my throat. My hair swished, sticking in the light sheen of perspiration dotting my body, as I shook my head. "Fu-uck f," I spat.

		Her jaw worked in a steady rhythm, letting my dancing hips set the pace – I was almost twerking against the railing as the stranger’s tongue traced little symbols and letters inside me anxious for an orgasm. She curled her tongue against my front wall, using her tongue piercing to trace three letters: C U M. I shivered, goosebumps breaking out, a deep moan poured from my lips.

		Her jaw was working, throat shifting as she swallowed the mix of my juices and her own saliva, the bottom of my slit shifting and shivering as her tongue traced torment inside me.

		Then I began to convulse, my muscles leaping out all over, my curved cheeks sliding off the railing as my head lolled back, a guttural growling orgasm seizing me.

		The chamber lights dominate my view as I looked up, chest heaving, her tongue continued torturing me, teasing my insides.

		"Nnhhhoooooo," I whined, squeezing my eyes shut and shaking my head.

		She shrugged at my pleas, her tongue boring in my depths a few more times – her hands slipped between my legs, thumbs parting my slick slit, her tongue slithered from my entrance. It curled up the pink fleshy valley, then cupped my clit. I jolted as if I was being electrocuted. She dragged her silver tongue piercing around my hard little nerve-nub, seemingly sending me into a seizure: muscles firing and warring against each other. Harsh pants poured from my parted lips.

		I was super-sensitive after an orgasm like that – even more than usual, and the stranger’s tongue was still working my clit?? There's no way I was taking much of that."

		I spasm, my body seizing again. Juices splashed across the stranger’s breasts, beading on her fleshy mounds.

		"I-i-i-i-" I tried to vocalize, but my chest tightened with ragged gasps. her tongue slipped from under my clit, releasing me from the torturous tongue-lock. My weary muscles called a truce, leaving me shivering and trying to refill my lungs. "I can-" huff "-keep" pant "-going." I brashly taunted her.

		Undaunted, her fingers curled over my arms, allowing her to stand between my legs. Dark eyes surveyed the "damage" she's done, the shivering, sweaty heap of my body trapped against the railing and refusing to give up. Her fingers wrapped around my hair, pulling my head back, and dropping her saliva and juice-slicked lips over mine, pierced tongue invading my mouth and sparring with mine, pinning it for a few seconds.

		As she broke the kiss, a little glistening thread of saliva linked our lips, stretched, and broke. As she stepped back, her hands squeezed and twisted my nipples, brightening the pink line and freshening the electric buzz of pain. The haunted me in the nightmare.

		After my climax, it took me forever to catch my breath, but then she asked me to eat her pussy and bring her to a climax with my tongue. I did, but she disappointed me. She came so fast that I had little time to enjoy it. Nevertheless I swallowed all her juices that she had to offer.

		***

		Her left arm slid over the back of my head, holding my cheek against her ribs – her right hand slipped between my slick slit, her middle fingers poking at my asshole, battering their way inside my darkness. Her forefinger poked at my quivering muscle, spreading it over the knuckles until it was buried deep, too. My feet kicked and scraped and stomped in useless protest, rumbling the bed, and she wrenched on my head to quiet me down as her pinky finger buried itself in my depths – finally, the stranger’s thumb slipped along her palm, fingers curling inside my asshole, my tight trembling anal ring fighting for a moment before her fist plunged wrist-deep inside me.

		She struggled to keep control of me because of my frantic wriggling. Her arm slipped from around my head, and the I hooked my feet behind hers; my left arm pulsed as I wrapped it around the back of her neck, wrenching her head against my side. I rolled backward, my thigh sliding against her thigh, hooking it, as two of my fingers curled between her pussy lips in a lasciviously sexual way!

		Her fist pumped into my asshole, two more of my fingers digging into the stranger’s entrance, muscles tensing on both of us as she struggled to break my grip, and I battled to hold on.

		My fingers dug and spread, stretching her entrance – her thumb slid along her palm as she pumped my asshole viciously to distract me from finishing my own fist attempt – and it worked, for the one moment she needed. Her thighs kicked, shoving my splayed fingers from her quivering entrance and rolling her shoulder up, breaking my hold on her.

		Her fist still buried in my asshole, she punched my insides, her left hand clamping around the left side of my hair. She picked me up by my hair and asshole, slipping her left arm back around my neck. This time, she didn't hesitate – her right arm flexed, muscles standing out as she hoisted my hips by my fisted asshole and flipped me, her left arm curling in front of her, mashing my face against her belly my head between her sweaty thighs. She held me upside-down facing her for a few seconds, turning toward the middle of the bed.

		She moved forward, her fist pushing forward and down, her left arm guiding my head between her legs, as she dropped to her knees and slammed me flat on my back. The bed groaned, the springs in the mattresses made a rolling peal of thunder as we landed, her knees framing my dazed face. My breasts rolled across my ribs, her left hand cupped my left thigh, hooking it up and out, lifting my hips off the pillows by my hooked thigh and fisted asshole. My right leg hung, the sole of my foot grazing the mattress, thigh twitching as her forearm flexed, twisting, and pumping her fist in my asshole.

		My hips rocked in time with her fist, the gentle roll of my hips and breasts the only movement from my lifeless body. My glistening slit trembled, a little spurt of juice soaked the stranger’s wrist, running down toward my stretched anal ring.

		She surveyed the bed, a malicious smile disgracing her lips, as her fist pump-pump-pumped my asshole. Little streams of sweat cross the crevasses, following the seam of skin from the rolling breasts to the rising ribs as my breath caught. The drops trailed over my flowery tattoo and made little dark spots on the pillows.

		A spit of juice wet her wrist, pooling against my asshole, and streaming over the cleft of my cheeks, tracing my spine on their way to join their sweaty partners in dotting the pillows.

		She pulled her still-clenched fist against the inside of my asshole. My feet kicked the air as my sphincter struggled with the stretch.

		"Owwwwhhh!!" I complained, the stranger’s fist popped from my asshole, my trembling chasm left even wider than the Grand Canyon. She dropped my thigh, a little thump rumbled through the mattress as it landed. She kneeled next to my face, to see if I wanted to continue. She could read my mind it seemed.

		We laid side by side fondling each other, and she asked me if I would like to spend eternity with her in this very place. Without hesitating I said, "Yes. I want to make love with you like this forever."

		***

		The dream ended, and I awoke. I was naked, and alone in bed. Bright sunshine was lighting my bedroom. I heard Crystal in the kitchen. Still naked I went in to see what she was doing. I had every intention of berating her for not waking me up. I also wanted to beg her to have sex with me this morning. The dream had left me very much aroused from the memory.

		She was as naked as I was, and she was brewing coffee. At last, I got to see pussy. She had an outer, that is her pubic bone stuck out over her vulva more than most women’s. I had seen that uniqueness in my purloined female pornography collection and that physicality seemed to be made for tribadism because of the dominant pubic bone. I imagined it was quite shock to any woman the first time they rubbed pussies with her. I vowed to make sure I would experience that also.

		Crystal turned to greet me. She was smiling at me, and her smile made me feel faint. She looked very different somehow. I could tell it was Crystal, but she looked more like her younger sister.

		She had grown in stature and matched my height. Her body was solid and athletic. Her face was very youthful. She didn't look any older than I. She told me not to be afraid, and she ran to me and embraced me. Our naked bodies dry humped each other. She was holding me tightly against her ‘outer’ pubic bone. The whole kitchen was spinning around me. If she had let go, I might have fallen to the floor.

		I was confused, puzzled, and disoriented; at the change I was witnessing. I started to faint, but Crystal held me up. She began to kiss me with an open mouth, and my body began to burn. At the same time, I was shivering with cold and fear.

		"Did you have fun last night?" she asked me. "You're a fantastic lover. It was a pleasure to be your teacher."

		"Did we have sex last night?" I stupidly asked because I truly didn't remember it.

		"Of course we did. If you don't remember, I must be a lousy lover."

		I started to cry.

		"What's wrong?" Crystal asked.

		"I must have had too much to drink. I don't remember anything about last night except a weird dream I had. Please Crystal let's make love this morning."

		"Sorry Lauren, I'm running late, and I have to get to work. You do too. We'll make love again tonight. Now go get dressed, while I finish preparing breakfast."

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		Somehow I was frightened to death. I had learned to love Crystal, but the changes in her that I was witnessing, were scaring me. I ran to my bathroom, where I went through my morning routine. Then I got dressed and returned to the kitchen. Crystal was fully clothed, and I had to hold on to a kitchen chair. She looked exactly as she had the day my Father brought her home. The young woman I had seen minutes before I got dressed, no longer existed. Crystal left for work right after breakfast. She kissed me goodbye, and I shivered more than the other times.

		I didn't have to be at my part-time job until 1 PM, so I had plenty of time to think. If I saw Crystal differently at various times, maybe other people did too. My Father, who had brought home the most beautiful babes in Metro Area, married Crystal, who was nothing special. What did she see in her?

		The gay women in the bar fawned all over her, and not me. Did they see her differently also? I grew even more frightened. Who ‘was’ Crystal Wolfe? She was not anyone I knew. In spite of all that, I wanted to make love with her exactly as I had with the woman in my dream.

		That night Crystal did not disappoint me, but unlike the night before, I was aware of everything that was happening to me. Uncanny as it may seem, my stepmother was young and beautiful again. I was finally having sex, or making love, whichever, and I sighed endlessly with the pleasure I was experiencing, and with the realization that I was no longer a virgin.

		***

		"Now, where was I?" Crystal asked ruefully. "Oh, yes! I was going to check if our new little sweetie here enjoys vaginal manipulation."

		Crystal put her thumbs on my labia and pulled, peeling apart the sweet lips that hid my pink valley.

		I knew I was spread open, and I shivered when I heard, "Oh, looky there. She did enjoy herself. I see a moist pussy. Not as wet as I would like, but I'm sure I can change that."

		Crystal leaned forward, moving her hands to my plump yet firm buttocks and lightly stroked my clit with her tongue. I jumped and struggled to no avail. I was in her velvet trap, and I was going to be tasted. I cried out in shock, but Crystal ignored my mock protests and helped herself to my young pussy.

		Crystal, drove me wild! The woman tickled my clit with the very tip of her tongue. I had never been eaten out from behind before, or by a female, and I was surprised on how horny I became. My whole backside was exposed and available to Crystal, and the woman teased me until my slit was burning.

		When I felt Crystal's busy tongue at my rectum, I flailed helplessly, my arms and legs swimming in mid-air. The woman just laughed as she stretched my ass cheeks wider and returned to lightly lapping all round my O-ring.

		"Mmm," Crystal murmured. She pulled her face away from my butt. She looked closely at it. "Your butt hole is so tasty." She felt me try to squeeze my butt together. "Silly, girl," she laughed. "Silly, silly, girl," and she buried her tongue up my hole.

		I gasped, and once again began my futile struggling, I was hoping Crystal would begin tenderly rather than like my nightmare. She was going to try and make me cum. I had never had anyone tongue my butt hole. It felt so good! But I knew I shouldn't like it. It had to be evil to like it. Did liking it make me a whore?

		A butt hole tonguing loving whore? I was so confused and trapped. Crystal just kept licking and challenging my asshole to respond that I finally relaxed and let her have her way and send me over the crest.

		I felt my brown, tight spot twitch all around Crystal’s tongue. Crystal giggled her approval and dug deeper up my butt. When I was limp and literally hanging, Crystal returned her tongue to my box. She spread my pussy wide and stuck her warm, wet tongue into my unexplored cunt.

		Crystal found my pussy sweet, tight, and amazingly hot. And it was sloppy wet. She chuckled while her tongue dug deeper and rotated up into my pinkness. Crystal was so enjoying her before dinner box snack, that she draped her right arm over my buttocks and with her left hand held my twat open, and slowly and hungrily tongued deep inside me only to juice me up with a few well-placed tongue taps to my captive's clit.

		"Look at you cum," Crystal observed as she stopped her tonguing, and watched me gush and twitch and moan. "Mmm..." and she drilled her tongue up my cunt.

		I just moaned and forgot I should be fussing and fighting against the woman eating me out. I felt my pussy squelch hot juice onto Crystal’s tongue and felt as my eager diner lapped it up greedily.

		I groaned in despair. My slit was on fire. My butt hole felt lonely and desperate for Crystal’s tongue to return to make it happy. I wanted to have a huge orgasm. I needed one. I wanted to beg for it.

		Crystal stopped and patted my right butt cheek. "You know, Lauren?" There was a primitive grunt from me. "I believe your cunt can pop for me. I mean really pop. But I need to open you properly for that. I want to watch you cum for me."

		I was weak with desire. When I felt her reach under my thighs, and hold my legs open and up, I moaned with anticipation. My pussy and crack were now very wide and naked. I felt Crystal’s eyes on me, and my pussy burned with urgent need. I knew my stepmother would enjoy my female valley and I could do nothing to stop her. But I knew, shamefully, I didn't want to stop her.

		"Oh, Lauren you’re beautiful. Pink, moist, hot, hot, hot," and Crystal began to tongue fuck my young canyon.

		In the end, Crystal helped herself to my snatch and asshole until I was begging to be allowed to cum. Crystal obliged me by carefully, barely touching my clit with her pointy tongue. She gave my pussy a big, loud kiss and I squirted excitedly.

		Again, and again, and again, and as loud as she could Crystal kissed my spread open twat. When I was trembling and spewing juice all down onto the carpet and Crystal's tongue, Crystal flicked my love bud lightly, and watched in complete fascination as my pussy exploded in climax.

		***

		Whatever Crystal did to me, I did to her. Her brand of love led me through oral and anal sex and much more. When she tongued my ass, my whole body burned. I felt like I might erupt into flames. I found the agony and the ecstasy to be overwhelmingly erotic.

		We rimmed each other, and Crystal promised to give me a golden shower when we were done and were bathing together. We fucked each other by putting nipples to pussy and tribbing our pussies in the missionary position. As I expected, she was phenomenal at tribbing There was nothing we didn't try.

		The real wonder of my sexual awakening was how many times I came. I repeatedly had orgasms, which grew stronger every time. The amount of girl goo I released became more abundant with each orgasm. If I came ten times, then Crystal came at least twenty times. I was too lost in bliss to realize how unnatural that was. We must have been bewitched.

		Finally we were sated. Crystal wrapped herself around me and we took turns dry humping each other’s asses. I didn't understand much at that moment, but for sure, I knew I was no longer on the earth. But even this unearthly place had a state of the art bathroom. With shower and whirlpool bath the size of a hot tub. Crystal led me by the hand into the luxurious nickel and glass structure and turned on the whirlpool in the tub. It was the perfect temperature.

		First she took me to the hot tub and then, she positioned me so the hardest water jet was shooting so hard right onto my pulsing clit, I started to pull away at first, but she held me tight right there, It felt so amazing, then when I felt her fingers slipping into my pussy and asshole, I’d never felt so great, and relaxed, so my body started to shake and quiver and I had the best orgasm ever, really, I almost passed out in Crystal’s arms, after that.

		When finally I was able to get out and walk into the shower to shower off, I was so weak I could hardly stand up, so Crystal helped me wash off in the shower, she lathered up the washcloth so much and started bathing me and her at the same time in the shower, that felt so good too, especially when she washed all over my butt and pussy area, slipping her fingers inside me a few times, and then handed me the wash cloth.

		She wanted me to wash her for a change, so I did, and her breasts were so soft and smooth, she was beautiful, she held my hand down to her pussy and said, “This needs to be washed now.”

		Oh Wow, her pussy looked amazing, and felt so smooth too, I washed her all under her butt, her ass crack and around her sopping wet slick pussy, that was such a turn on. I slipped a finger into her pussy, OMG, I never thought I would be doing this.

		She moaned a little and said, “Oh yes keep doing that.”

		I was still so turned on and wet between the legs since that amazing orgasm I just had in the hot tub, so I held her and fingered her, as she reached over and was fingering me when all of a sudden she moaned and jerked her body and screamed a little and her pussy erupted a load of her liquid right into my hand and on my feet and legs.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		That was wild, I’d never touched another girls pussy before that day and had never seen girl cum in person before, that was so cool. But just when I thought it was over, she stood there in front of my face and let go of this hot gusher of a pee stream, all over my feet and legs and my hand, she held my hand in the stream so I could feel it.

		I cupped my hand over her pussy, as she finished peeing, that was unbelievable, her pee was so hot as it shot out of her engorged pussy lips. Wow! I had always been curious and kind of excited whenever I saw or even heard girls peeing, ever since I was really young

		"I love you," she finally said. "I have loved you since you were four years old."

		"How can that be?" I asked. "We didn't meet until I was seventeen"

		"One afternoon I was in your Father's office. We were conferring about business matters. We didn't realize how late it was, and that his office had closed for the day. Your mother came into his office with her three year old little girl. You and she had come to take your Father to dinner. It was her birthday. She invited me to join you, and I declined."

		"But how could you fall in love with a three year old girl?" I asked. "You're not a pedophile."

		"I didn't," she said smiling at me. "I fell in love with your soul, which is several millennia old. I knew then and there that I wanted to spend the rest of eternity with you, but I had to wait until you were a full grown woman, capable of making your own decisions. Making love to you tonight was the culmination of all my dreams."

		"But how could you know that I'd be a lesbian?" I asked.

		"I made sure of it," she said. "I also made sure that you would remain a virgin for me."

		Now my blood ran cold, colder than ever before. I was scared to death.

		We lay side by side fondling each other, and Crystal asked me if I would like to spend eternity with her in her real home. She described it, and it was exactly as it had been in my dream. I now wondered if it was a dream. Without hesitating I answered as I had the first time, "Yes, I want to make love with you forever."

		Crystal actually started to cry, but she produced no tears. Suddenly, she sat up in bed, and said sternly, "Look at me carefully. I want you to see the real me, and I'll give you one more chance to say no to me.

		"I won't change my mind," I said, "no matter what."

		"Look at me," she repeated, and her eyes pierced my very soul.

		Her eyes were all I could see, and as I stared at them they turned into a fiery red furnace. They seemed to be ablaze. Before I could get over that shock, her eyes shrunk into slits. Then her skin began to darken, but she didn't get as dark as an African’s. Her color was a beautiful mocha. Her ears grew and they became pointed like Mr. Spock of Star Trek. Her light brown hair turned jet black, and two tiny horns protruded from both sides.

		Finally she stood up. What I saw should have sent me reeling, but by this time nothing shocked me. I remember thinking that I must be dreaming again. Crystal was huge. She nearly reached the ceiling. Her sex was much bushier than it had been moments ago, and instead of feet, she had cloven hooves. Her clit was quite prominent and glistening and it was huge. She knew how frightened I was so she took my hand and smiled at me.

		She started to speak, and a stream of fire flew out of her mouth. I screamed and cringed.

		"Do you know who I am?" she asked me in the quietest, sweetest tone I had ever heard. I believe she was trying to allay my fears.

		"Yes, I think so," I muttered.

		"My real name is Proserpina. Please call me Nox. I'm so lucky to have found you."

		Once again she kissed me, and I felt like my body was freezing over, and burning up at the same time.

		"I have one more thing to tell you," she said, "and then I'll ask you again if you want to spend eternity with me. I won't force you, and you are old enough to make your own decisions. That having been said, I pray that you will say yes."

		I mumbled something inanely. I don't remember what I told her. I was too frightened to say more.

		"Contrary to common belief, I am not evil," she began. "I am not a fallen angel at all. Although I don't do evil, nor do I promote evil, I have been appointed to punish evil doers. Please know that I will never harm you, even if on some occasion we might anger each other. Now, one last time, do you want to spend eternity with me?"

		"Tell me first, what you expect of me."

		"You needn't worry," Crystal (Nox) said. There is so much evil in the world, you can be my assistant, and help me round up evil souls."

		"I know you tried to repulse me by showing me the way you really look, but you can't possibly succeed. I love you too much. I say, yes, a thousand times, yes. I want to spend eternity with you. No matter how you look, you're beautiful to me."

		Crystal hugged me tighter, and I had to beg her not to crush me. This time my body heated up and I thought I was burning up again. I kept going from freezing to death, to burning up.

		"Are you ready to go with me, right now?" she asked.

		I nodded.

		"I shall rename you. You are no longer Lauren, you are ‘Rescue’, because you spared my lonely soul," she said smiling at me.

		"But what shall we do about my Father?" I asked in concern.

		"Your Father will not miss you. He now believes that you died in the car accident that killed your mother, and he has already forgotten that we were ever married. All evidence of your existence has already disappeared. As far as he is concerned, I'm his ditzy client. Trust me; he will marry a babe in the near future."

		"Then let's go home," I said. "I can't wait to grunt and groan with you on your comfortable pillows. But first…"

		I took Nox’s hand and we walked back to my bedroom. We were still quite naked, and I was feeling more confident since we had our talk. I encircled Nox in my arms and stared lustily into her eyes.

		"Mmmm you see that baby? You see that cum dripping from my pussy? I'm so ready for you Nox, I need to trib you now," I moaned.

		I couldn't wait any longer; I needed to feel Nox against myself, intimately joined like we were meant to be. I took my position. Straddling her hips, I lowered myself until just the edge of my lips touched hers. I kept just that little contact as I rocked back and forth. We were so aroused and lubricated that I slid over her like it was nothing, frictionless and easy. But I could feel the heat coming off of her fattened lips and the pressure building insanely in my own.

		I dropped lower into a squat until every fold of my sex made contact with hers . I leaned forward and moved my hips back and forth and in circles, massaging her tender pussy with my hot, hard clit and pubic bone. Then I leaned back so that our labia pressed together and the bottom of my ass cheeks rested on hers. In this position I bounced up and down, slapping our cunts together and loving the feeling of her smooth buttocks against mine. I watched the stranger’s tits rocking back and forth as we humped, nipples standing up dark pink and firm.

		Nox whimpered and moaned as I tribbed her. She rocked her hips as much as she could despite my weight keeping her pinned to the bed. She looked so sweet lying on the bed, ready for my pussy to cream all over hers. I longed to force her into orgasm, trapped between my thighs, pussy throbbing as she screamed out my name. I threw my head back as the fantasy sent jolts through my body. My head was cloudy with desire and thoughts of Nox submitting to my sexual needs.

		I dominated her sweet cunt with my heated sex, thrusting forcefully and marking her as mine. My clit bumped up against hers, pushing back the clitoral hood and invading her tender nub's hiding spot. Our nerve-packed clits created an explosion of sensation as they fought against each other. My clit was harder and more engorged than ever before, throbbing painfully as I attacked her with it. Looking down I saw the thick purple head invading her sensitive pink nub.

		Nox wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me in for a kiss. I gripped her lovely face and kissed her plump lips, keeping our sexes connected as best as I could. My tits pushed up against hers and I groaned as her firm nipples teased mine. I pushed our tits together as we kissed, loving the sensation of Nox’s smooth skin on my heated flesh.

		Within minutes of kissing and tribbing Nox I felt an orgasm on the horizon again. I humped Nox harder, repeatedly slamming against her pussy and ass, but held out on my climax. Our slick folds rubbed together continuously, creating tenacious strings of cum. I could hardly keep myself aligned with her because of the slippery, copious wetness that threatened to make me slide off. Not to mention that since I was clean shaven, my cunt provided very little friction.

		The sensation of my smooth sex taunted us, driving us toward orgasm but not giving us enough friction to tip over the edge. She kept me in a state of raging lust and intense, frustrating pleasure. I stayed on course though, planting my toes firmly into the mattress and consistently grinding, churning our shared cum into cream.

		"Oh baby you're making me so hot and hard. Can you feel my cum all over you? You feel my hard clit in there? You feel it baby? Ohhhh yeah you do?" I whined as Nox nodded in the affirmative.

		I chuckled because she could barely choke out a yes. My lover was so enraptured that her pretty mouth couldn't speak. She fucking turned me on so much. I humped her harder to reward her for being my willing, submissive sex pet this time.

		

		

		

		Epilogue

		

	
		Nox and I fucked on the bed, overcome with an animal lust. I felt I was a beast claiming its mate in the wild; Nox was my feminine, docile other half. I thrust against her with all my speed and force, forcing our vulvas together in a passionate partnership.

		My pussy signaled my climax with a hard throb and I knew this time I was too far gone to stop it. I looked at Nox to ensure she was on the same page. Her ragged breathing, flushed cheeks, bouncing tits, desperate moaning and hands wrapped around my neck told me she was.

		When we were both trembling and spewing juices all down onto the bedsheet through the furrow of Nox’s ass cheeks, I flicked my love bud lightly over Nox’s throbbing clitoris and watched in complete fascination as my pussy exploded in climax all over her pussy.

		My extreme arousal must have given me my confidence, because now following our Earth shattering climax, I was again apprehensive and shaking with fear. I didn't care that I was beauty and she was the beast. I loved the beast and I didn't care what she looked like. I took Nox's hand, and I entered into eternity.

		END
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