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Chapter 1

Batu raised his spear high overhead and launched a fearsome war cry. Many of his men returned his shout. From his vantage point on the hill, perched atop his woolly mammoth, he gazed across the plains far below that would one day, thirty-thousand years from now, be called North Texas. Men, women, and children fled for their lives, searched for safety, trying to save themselves and those they loved. The smell of blood filled the air, and he breathed deep. He laughed at the carnage, the slaughter and fear. He was responsible for most of it. He had sent his party of warriors down the hill, sweeping away with knife and arrow and spear all those who stood before them. Broken and mutilated bodies lay strewn. Thatch structures burned. The wounded screamed and wept and cursed him.

Knots of fighters still battled. Batu’s troops massacred the injured or claimed them as slaves. Other soldiers gathered stock animals, household goods, grain, and salted meats. This village had fought back, like the others, but no one withstood a Batu raiding party.

Batu had assumed command early, earlier than any warrior from his tribe ever had. His tribe adored him, but his tribe did not know his terrible secret. He bested all in combat, his chestnut skin unblemished by scars even now, many, many battles later.

Sunlight gleamed across his blood-streaked body as he swung a leg over and slipped deftly to the crimson-soaked earth. He approached a fallen enemy. The man had tried to flee rather than fight and his shocked and distraught wife had followed. Batu’s raiding party brought the man down with an arrow through his leg. He lay wounded in the red mud. His pretty, black-haired wife tried to comfort him despite his attempt to leave her behind.

Batu closed his eyes and turned his focus inward. His breathing slowed as he summoned his secret power. When he was ready, he offered the woman a hand.

“Come away with me,” he said, his voice filled with subtle vibrations, a strange humming the wife struggled to resist. “This coward deserves to lose you.”

“He’s my husband,” she whimpered.

“Spare my life,” the husband croaked. “Let me live. I’ll give her to you.”

Batu laughed.

“She is not yours to give away. You could have fought and died like a man. You abandoned your woman and ran. You are lower than the snakes on the earth. You own nothing, not even your own life. I own it all. She is already mine. I will show you.”

Batu stepped closer, drawing back his loincloth, exposing his large penis, already partially swollen from the dominance he now exerted. The woman stared at it and then glanced at her husband. She returned her gaze to the thick hanging cock.

“Go ahead,” Batu said, encouraging her. “I see your curiosity. Touch me.”

The faint trilling woven into his voice manipulated her emotions. Batu eased his fingers into the woman’s long hair, drawing her face closer to his swelling cock. She knew what to do. Instinct and a natural attraction to the victor compelled her. She lifted the heavy phallus on fingertips and slipped the head into her mouth. Her husband groaned in frustration and angst, tormented by the sight. She sucked hard, pulling on this new meat, causing the shaft to swell thicker, veins to rise. Her husband growled at her, cursing her, cursing his fate.

Batu smirked at the husband while the wife pleased his inches. She soon had him rock hard. The wounded husband saw everything.

One of Batu’s lieutenants approached, unmoved by the sight of his leader receiving oral sex on the battlefield. He’d seen Batu do this many times. Batu performed this ritual on every battlefield. Back home a harem of captured wives awaited the fiercest warrior of the Clan Golia.

“Take her,” he told his soldier. “She is mine now. Bathe her. Prepare her.”

“What of this one?” the soldier asked, kicking the man on the ground.

“His wounds are not fatal,” Batu said. “Let him see his former woman serve me. Let him see me put children in her.”

“To what station shall I name him?” the lieutenant asked.

“Name him babson. Chain him in the whore tent for now. Make of him a slave to be used by the men that prefer such things.”

The husband whimpered as understanding dawned. He saw his future and began to cry. The lieutenant laughed, a cruel sound.

“As you wish, Lord Batu.”

The husband could not pull his eyes away from his wife eagerly sucking Batu’s large cock. The warrior pushed her away before she brought him to orgasm. The lieutenant took her by the arm, helped her stand, called for other men to come collect the husband. Batu left them, slipping free from his loincloth, striding onto the battlefield, fully erect, watching the carnage unfold around him. He feared neither spear nor arrow. He stepped over the dead and dying. Horrified victims saw his approach and recoiled from this bloody, fearsome sight. Batu raised his war spear and cried another victory shout. His men returned the scream.

“Your ruler is a monster,” the husband groaned.

“Batu does not rule,” the lieutenant chuckled, binding the man’s wrists. “Our Mafa rules. She is our queen. Batu fights, conquers, and fights again. His lust for battle is equaled only by his lust for flesh, as your lovely bride will soon learn. Batu has many, many children. Your wife will give him more. Batu’s line will live through the ages. For now, he will keep you in his tent to witness your woman’s complete submission. Are you grateful to be alive? Understand that soon your gratitude will fade. You may crave death.”

The lieutenant helped the man stand.

“What will become of me?” he asked. “What did Batu mean, I am to be babson? What does he mean when he says I will be a slave to men that prefer such things?”

The lieutenant laughed again.

“Babson is our word for whore. Batu rewards his fighters well but not all want women as bounty. Some desire men they can take like a woman. We will make you into such a woman. You will be fucked by those men. It will hurt at first, but I know the kind of man you are. Soon you will come to love it. You will crave submission, eagerly offering your ass. You will grow stiff in anticipation. You will spit seed each time you are taken. I’ve seen your type of cowardice before. I know what becomes of men like you.”

The husband’s eyes were wide with fear.

“Many of us take slaves,” the lieutenant continued. “Most live. Do as you’re told and avoid the knife. Stray, and you will suffer a slow and horrible death.”

The husband stumbled as his legs turned weak. He gazed across the battlefield where Batu walked unhurried, enjoying the pain and death around him. The warrior supreme lifted his spear and hurled the weapon with deadly accuracy, killing two men with one throw. The husband whimpered. He’d known those men. Batu placed a foot against the bodies and yanked the spear free, his large erection swaying from his efforts. He dipped fingers in the blood and smeared symbols across his chest. He laughed again.

“Batu conquers,” the husband muttered. “That’s what you said.”

“That’s right.”

“What happens when there are no villages left to conquer? What will you do when Batu turns his bloodlust on you?”

The lieutenant shrugged.

“There are always more villages,” he said. “But if Batu turns on us, we die.”


Chapter 2

The Golian High Priestess, Chatata, stood before a small cave. A large bonfire burned nearby. The many faces of her gathered tribe stared back at her, afraid. She raised her arms, displaying the varied plumage which adorned her: painted bunting, mourning doves, flycatchers, and many more, and pointed at the cave mouth.

“I have sanctified this final resting place,” she called out.

“We bear witness,” the tribe intoned in response.

“Bring the Beast.”

“We bear witness,” the tribe intoned again.

Men with long wooden poles attached to Batu’s neck brought the former champion forward. He stood naked and shackled in gold at wrists and ankles. Firelight gleamed from his chiseled frame, highlighting the coiled muscles beneath the skin. He casually tested his chains, but the precious metal resisted his power.

“Batu Tin’Gala,” the priestess proclaimed. “We now know the dire secret of your many victories. You have been found guilty of Dalatun, possession by evil spirit. Because all efforts to name and exorcise the demon have failed, you are sentenced to Braca, The Seal of Doom.”

“Better you should kill me,” Batu snarled.

“We have tried,” Chatata countered. “We cannot. Our knives and arrows cannot penetrate your demon skin.”

Batu laughed, human, at first, then booming and diabolical.

“Stupid woman!” he roared. “I was among you for years!”

Chatata waved a hand.

“Place the criminal in his tomb.”

The men with long poles forced the warrior supreme towards the cave. Huge piles of rock waited above the entrance, held in place by wooden stakes. Men with large mallets stood by, ready to smash the stakes and release an avalanche to seal the demon inside forever. Batu pulled hard on the chains which bound him.

“I cannot break these golden chains,” the demon seethed. “That is true. Their purity thwarts me. But your Batu can, given time. His strength is my strength.”

Chatata moved closer.

“Demon!” the High Priestess called. She lifted a small emerald between thumb and forefinger. “I give you one last refuge. Leave our beloved Batu and enter this gem. You can dangle from my neck and be part of this world or we will seal you away forever.”

Batu laughed, harsh and cruel.

“Forever,” Batu sneered. “We do not see time the same, Priestess. The little cave you’ve prepared cannot hold me. My vision stretches over the horizon. I see you in the shape of your heir, dangling around my neck.”

Chatata waved the polemen forward. They shoved Batu towards the cave. The warrior spied the stone sarcophagus prepared for him and He saw the various glyphs and arcane symbols were carved into the sides and lid. At last, he understood his imprisonment would be inside a small, sealed coffin. He struggled. The polemen forced him forward.

Too fast for the men to react, he threw himself at the stakes which held the piled rock, dragging the polemen with him. He sank teeth into the wood and pulled, yanking the first stake from the ground, loosening the rock it held. He lunged at the next and did the same before the polemen got him under control. The remaining stakes began to lean, now supporting more weight than they could handle. Batu ran into the cave, hauling several polemen with him, as the accumulated rock began to slide. An instant later the entire slope gave way. A massive avalanche surged around and over the cave mouth. Chatata and many of the others leapt to safety, but not all made it.

When the sliding rock stopped and the dust settled, the tribe examined the carnage. Batu and the cave opening were gone, buried beneath tons of scree and boulders. The tribe searched for survivors but found none. Two polemen were missing. The High Priestess pushed rock and rubble around, searching for something small in the dirt.

“Priestess,” one tribesman said. “What do you seek?”

She waved vaguely at the massive fan of debris.

“My emerald. I dropped it when we jumped to safety and now it is lost under all this. I enchanted the gem, and it should not be left for another to find.”

“There is no way to search the debris,” the tribesman said. “You must abandon your quest.”

Chatata rose from the ground. She studied the massive pile of rock.

“Our beloved Batu deserved a better end,” she said. “The gods are cruel. Let his final resting place be shunned. Place a stella carved with a warning. The tribe soon moves to follow the herd south. We must never return to this place.”

The High Priestess turned her back. Dread ate at her. Batu was never placed in the sarcophagus, never properly sealed away.

Someday the cave will be open again, she thought. Let us hope we are all long dead when that day arrives.

She led her people away.


Chapter 3

Alex Monroe peeked around the bathroom corner to watch his wife, Kay, take a shower. Her head was topped with a mound of suds, and he took advantage of her eyes squeezed shut. She would disapprove of his voyeurism if she caught him. Last night they enjoyed a wonderful dinner at their favorite restaurant and then a long walk around the bay. He attempted to initiate sex with a hug from behind and soft kisses on her nape, but she’d shrugged him away, nervously scanning the people around them.

“It’s so obvious what you’re trying to do,” she’d said. “Everyone knows you’re trying to have sex with me. It’s embarrassing.”

“You’re my beautiful wife,” he’d playfully countered. “I’m supposed to try to have sex with you. All these husbands and boyfriends are trying to have sex with their women. It’s what couples in love do.”

“I don’t like public displays of affection. They feel so dirty. That stuff is only for the bedroom. People act like they think everyone wants to see it. We don’t.”

“I do.”

“Well, I don’t.”

Alex had dropped the subject and their walk around the bay had continued. He’d tried for sex again when they got home but the conversation had killed any amorous mood she’d had. They’d watched a movie and gone to bed.

Now she was in the shower and Alex ogled his hot wife. He rubbed the front of his pants while he watched.

What a waste, he thought. Those tits. That ass. That pretty face. I would fuck her every day if she’d let me.

They had a trip to the mall planned tomorrow, to buy new clothes for their upcoming hiking trip. Alex looked forward to watching Kay try things on. The purchasing of new outfits was the only time she let him stare.


Chapter 4

Alex tilted his head to avoid the low ceiling inside the tent and lifted his hips, trying to bring his penis closer to Kay’s face. The small space made his movements awkward. She swatted his dick away.

“Darn it, Alex,” she complained. “I don’t want your penis in my mouth. It’s unnatural. Penises are designed to go in vaginas. That’s all. Please stop trying.”

“It is natural,” Alex said. “Everyone is doing it. Most women enjoy orally pleasing their husband. Tina does it for Bill all the time. He says she loves doing it.”

“Then maybe you should have married Tina. I don’t like it. Show me in the Bible where it tells wives to do that. All I read is God telling us to produce children. Sex is to make babies.”

Kay kicked her sleeping bag off her legs.

“Where are you going?” Alex asked.

“I need to pee. Hand me the flashlight, please.”

“Do you want me to come with you?”

“No. I’ll be fine.”

Alex handed his bride the flashlight and flopped backward on his sleeping bag. Maybe backpacking for one’s honeymoon was not such a great idea. They’d been unable to take one when first married and now it felt like the point was lost. Kay opened the front of the tent and stepped through. Alex watched her go, an ache in his heart. His gaze followed the curves of her hips, the round firmness of her ass.

The body of a sex goddess, he thought. The sex drive of a nun.

Kay clicked on the light and headed out under the canopy of trees.

He wants oral sex so often, she thought. Maybe I should give him that. If I did that to him, he would do that to me.

Kay forced those thoughts from her mind. Imagining such things always frightened her. She worked her way along the hillside, listening closely to nocturnal sounds, alert for any danger. She loved hiking but nighttime in the wilderness always made her nervous. Yesterday she’d discovered a convenient place to handle her toilet business and she headed there now, a yellow beam of light illuminating the way. Alex had tried to come with her when they’d first started backpacking together but she’d asserted herself as a strong and independent woman who needed no handholding for a simple bathroom break. She entered a clearing and paused to turn her gaze skyward. The roof of stars thrilled her.

The snap of a twig brought her head around.

Kay swung the beam in that direction. She carried bear spray and slipped that into her hand now. The light revealed no reason for the broken twig, but she decided to avoid that direction and swung wide, heading for her spot from a different route. She climbed over some boulders and fallen logs. She jumped from a boulder to the piled gravel and felt the ground give way, slowly, at first, but growing larger and faster. She felt herself begin to slide down the embankment and grabbed at a branch.  The branch snapped and she was carried along, knee-deep in scree. A second branch offered a chance to pull herself from the growing avalanche and she took it, dragging herself sideways to freedom. The cascade of rock continued without her, carrying much of the slope with it.

“That was close,” she muttered. “Could have been much worse.”

Kay stomped her feet to shed dirt and dust and then aimed the beam up the hillside. The circle of light landed on a small stone marker, now askew, bearing strange carved glyphs. The rockfall had also exposed the mouth of a cave.

“That will make a much safer bathroom,” she mused.

She scanned around and then cut across the loose slope, arriving at the cave. She aimed the beam inside but expected to find nothing. The hidden cave had been buried, cut off from the outside world. She approached cautiously anyway, ready for any additional shifting in the earth. 

She warily entered the cavern.

The floor of the tunnel was flat and dusty, the walls dry. She aimed the light deeper and began to explore. The air smelled old. She noticed an odd shape on the floor ahead. The edge of her beam soon fell upon a rectangular box carved of stone. The sides were covered with the same type of glyphs found on the stone marker outside. A stone lid lay nearby.

“Are you a coffin?” she wondered out loud.

Her heart raced. She understood this was a significant archeological find.

“I must remember how I got here,” she murmured. “The university will want to investigate. This is a big deal.”

She took a step deeper into the cave and illuminated desiccated human feet, blackened by age, ankles bound by dusty chains.

“Oh my gosh!”

She flashed the light up the body, discovered this nude form was male. Withered and ancient, the man’s skin was waxy, mummified in this arid environment. Dusty chains also circled his wrists. The peaceful position of his body said he’d laid down to die, crossing his arms over his chest.

“Were you imprisoned here?” she wondered. “Or did a rockslide seal you in? Why are you manacled? Was that casket meant for you? Why aren’t you in it? That’s creepy. Did you somehow free yourself from that coffin only to discover the cave entrance had been buried in rubble?”

She knew she talked to herself to hide her fear. Thrilled, yet scared, she forced her feet to carry her deeper into the cave. She soon discovered two more human skeletons. Unlike the first, these were nothing but bare bones and lacked shackles. She noticed a curious pattern on a femur and knelt to examine, realizing that she studied human teeth marks. The second skeleton showed similar markings.

“Oh, my God,” she whined. She glanced back at the first man again. “You ate them. You all got trapped in here together, and you ate them. You stripped their bones clean. Who were you?”

She left them and returned to the first body. She considered moving the cadaver to further investigate but the shriveled penis, still long and thick in death, made her too uncomfortable. The thing rested between his emaciated thighs like a weapon, a cudgel used in combat. She forced herself to look away.

She scrutinized his sunken face and then aimed her beam at the manacles, small links coated in fine girt. She studied the chains that bound his wrists. There was no means to unlock his shackles.

“You must have been a bad boy in life,” she said. “They placed you in these chains with no intention of ever setting you free.”

Curiosity got the better of her, despite her awareness nothing should be disturbed, and she lifted the chains to feel their weight. Her hands rubbed the dust away and brilliant gold shined back at her.

“What?”

She rubbed a palm down the length of chain. Solid gold gleamed in the light.

“Oh, my lord,” she mumbled. “Oh, my goodness. If that’s real gold, I’m rich. Shit. What do I do?”

Her actions jostled the cadaver’s hands, and the light caught a flash of green. She aimed the beam farther down the tunnel, locating the roughhewn end. She stepped back from the body and her bouncing beam caught a glimmer of green in the dirt. She plucked a thumbnail-sized emerald from the cavern floor. She wiped the dusty, faceted surface but the grit clung. Without thinking, she popped the gem into her mouth, eager to clean the beauty, and rolled it around.

Electricity buzzed inside her skull. Green light filled her cranium. Her skin tingled. Her head swooned. She staggered and braced herself against the rocky wall. She spat the precious stone onto a palm.

“What’s happening?”

She closed her eyes, but the internal emerald radiance remained. She opened her eyes and discovered she now saw the bones within her hand, the bones within the dead bodies on the floor. She gasped, truly terrified at last. She sent her gaze around the cavern, noticing for the first time the many glyphs carved into the walls, hidden by layers of dust.

“Alex!” she cried. “I need you!”

She ran.


Chapter 5

“This is solid gold,” Alex said, digging a fingernail into the shiny surface.

“I know.”

“Holy shit, Kay.”

“I know! I also found this.”

Kay withdrew the small emerald from her pocket and showed Alex. Their flashlights sent multiple green beams reflecting around the cave.

“That’s an emerald,” Alex stated.

“Stop telling me things I already know,” Kay complained. “Tell me what you think we should do.”

Alex chewed a lip.

“We both know we should report this,” he said. “That’s the conflict, right? There are human bodies involved so the cops must be told. If this is an ancient burial site, and it looks to me like it is, then the university should be informed. We’ve already disturbed far too much.”

“I agree with all that.”

“But, holy hell, Kay, look at all this gold. That big flawless emerald is worth a small fortune. The thing must be over five carats. Way over. Think of our bills. We could be debt free. We could easily buy a house.”

“All we need to do is rob this grave.”

Alex made a face.

“It’s an ethics question,” he admitted. “What would Father Jenson say? You know we’ll face him at church on Sunday. Are you prepared for that? Can you look him in the eye and hide your guilt? Can we enter the confessional and not mention we’re tomb raiders? I don’t know.”

Kay moved closer, gazing up into her husband’s eyes.

“Normally I’d say alert the authorities,” she said. “But to hell with that. I say we keep the gold and gem.”

“That’s surprising.”

“I’m surprised too. But I want it. I want the money, sure, but I also find myself wanting to do the wrong thing.”

“That’s really surprising.”

“You want to call the cops? Let them take all this away? You know someone else will steal what we found. No way all this ends up in a museum.”

“Those are good points but what unintended consequences will we unleash if we steal these riches?”

“I don’t care about unintended consequences. We’ll have the money to handle them. We’ll have the money to handle anything.” Kay’s eyes grew large. “Think how exciting it will be to do something so bad. If someone finds out and comes after us, we slit their throat.”

Alex recoiled, aghast.

“Relax, Honey,” she said. “I’m only joking.”

“I’ve never heard you say anything like that, joking or not.”

“This is a new me. It’s time to do things differently.”

“I’m surprised the lure of money is so strong. You’ve always been a do-the-right-thing kind of woman.”

“People change.”

“I don’t know, Kay. I think I might feel too guilty. I’m already picturing the good Father giving me that look he always does. I don’t know if I’d be able to live with what we’ve done. Those men all died here.”

“Maybe I can convince you,” she said.

“Maybe, but I doubt it. Let me hear your argument.”

“No,” she chuckled, tapping the front of his pants. “Maybe I can convince you.”

Kay slowly sank to her knees.

Alex stepped back, startled. Kay fumbled at his zipper, unfamiliar with how to quickly gain access to a man’s dick. She pulled his limp penis into the open air.

“What the heck, Kay? You’ve never done anything like this.”

“Shush. Live a little. This is what you want, right? You’re always pestering me for oral sex. I’m going to give you a blowjob. Enjoy it.”

Alex watched, amazed, as Kay opened her mouth and slipped his penis in. He coughed as the intense pleasure slammed him. He reached for her head, to hold her in place, but then thought better of it. No need to make her angry by disrespecting her. Alex watched his bride clumsily suck his penis and thanked God for her change of heart. He grew erect quickly. Kay seemed to enjoy the effect she had on him, chuckling with delight.

“You know,” she said, pausing. “I’ve only done this one other time, years ago, and I hated it. The guy was a jerk and kind of coerced me. He ruined blowjobs for me. I never got the chance to learn how good a throbbing penis resting on my tongue feels.”

Alex heard her words and his excitement soared.

“Unngh!” he groaned, ejaculating onto the dusty cave floor.

“Oops!” Kay giggled. “That was easy. I guess I did it right?”

Alex staggered against the cave wall.

“You did amazing, Honey.”

“So, we can keep the gold and emerald. Should we hide the cave entrance?”

“Whatever you want.”

Alex tried to catch his breath while Kay got to her feet. She brushed dirt from her pants and wiped her mouth. She moved to the mummified body and grabbed a shriveled wrist. She bent the bones until they broke, then tore the skin to remove the hands, allowing her to slip the chains off.

Alex recoiled in horror.

She next did the same to the feet, triumphantly lifting the chains.

“Jesus, Kay.”

“There’s was no lock to pick,” she said. “They put those on him forever.”

Alex had brought his backpack with him. Kay loaded the manacles inside. She slipped the gem in her pocket.

“That feels like around thirty pounds,” she said, hefting the pack. “How much is thirty pounds of gold worth?”

“I don’t know,” Alex mumbled, uneasy. “Maybe a million dollars? Maybe a little less. The longer we hold on to it, the more valuable it will become.”

“Aren’t you relieved?” Kay laughed. “Here’s our retirement. Here’s our path out of debt. This is a gift from God.”

“We’re tomb raiders, Kay. I believe God has nothing to do with this. I feel a weird presence in here, like we’re being watched. I know we’re inside a cave and there’s nobody here but us, but I can’t shake the feeling.”

“You’re just nervous. I explored every inch of this place before I went back to get you. We’re safe. You carry the pack. It’s too heavy for me now.”

Alex slipped his arms through the straps and hoisted the pack onto his back.

“We can cut off links and sell them one at a time,” he said. “That will help avoid suspicion. Maybe we can find a jewelry store owner willing to help us.”

“I’ll convince him,” Kay joked. “Now that I see how easy it was to convince you. I can use the power of a blowjob to make any man do what I say.”

Alex fixed a hard stare at his wife.

“I’m kidding, Honey,” she laughed.


Chapter 6

Kay pushed the covers down her body. She was sweating but the bedroom was cool. Alex slept next to her, oblivious. A dream had awakened the woman, but she struggled to remember it now. She remembered emotions. Her stiff nipples ached. Her mound felt warm. She cupped her vulva in one hand, shocked by the sensitivity. How had she never noticed before how fantastic that felt? She pushed a finger inside and smothered a gasp. The penetration was amazing. She felt guilty and dirty, but the pleasure stunned her. She wondered if she could clench her vagina around her digit, so she tried. Success was an explosion of fantastic sensations. She cupped a heavy breast with her free hand and teased the nipple, rolling the swollen nub under her thumb. A finger grazed her clitoris and she almost gasped out loud. Why would she neglect such an amazing sensation?

Something is wrong with me, she thought. Why have I avoided the pleasures of my own body? Everything feels new, like I’m touching myself for the first time.

She glanced at Alex, sleeping soundly, wondering if she should wake him for sex. She eased the covers away from his hips, revealing his penis, partially swollen in his slumber. She studied his appendage, marveling at the shape, like a spear or a missile. Something about his member called to something buried deep in her. She remembered the withered penis from the cave. That man had been bigger than Alex, even in death. The thought thrilled the suburban housewife.

Imagine what Batu looked like alive.

Kay drew small circles around her clit. Where did that name come from? She pictured the man’s cock hard and gasped softly when a crystal-clear image sprang to mind. She’d seen it erect and full of throbbing life, which was impossible, yet the memory was there in her mind. She moaned quietly when she recalled how good that hard cock had felt slowly impaling her. She pushed a finger in as she played the memory. She was soaked, her finger slick, and the powerful sensations almost overwhelmed. She stared at Alex’s penis, but her mind was on the man in the cave.

He was so much bigger. More manly. Potent and dangerous. Why does his size thrill me? Why do thoughts of his big cock make me wet?

She rubbed her clit and tried to picture that man alive. An image came to mind, a brown skinned warrior, chiseled from rock, long thick cock hanging down. Her mouth watered at the thought.

I would make that cock stand up, she thought, teasing her clitoris. I would suck on it, play with it. I’d make the man hard and then ride him.

Her cunt contracted around her finger. Her climax sprung from deep down, surprising her with the suddenness and the ferocity. She clamped her jaw to remain silent as her body went rigid. Impossibly, she felt that dusky cock inside her, a fat and solid pole forcing her wide, expanding her pussy from the inside. Such unclean thoughts humiliated her yet turned her on.

Why am I fantasizing about sex? She wondered.

She struggled to control herself, careful not to shake the bed and wake Alex. She stared at her husband’s penis and longed for another man, a bigger man. She longed for Batu. Her love for Alex was undiminished, but there was no denying her desires.


Chapter 7

Alex walked through The Home Depot in search of his wife. Row after row counted off, his head on a swivel. At last, he found her. She spoke to a large black gentleman wearing an orange vest, an employee. Alex took a step towards her and then stopped. Kay bent over to pluck something from a lower shelf, giving the large black man a generous view down the front of her shirt. Surely, she was aware.

Is she flirting with him?

Alex held back to observe. Kay laughed at what the man said, stood too close, made constant eye contact.

Yup. Flirting.

Alex thoughtfully rubbed his chin.

Do I confront her? She’s more interested in sex these days. She’s often the aggressor. Do I want to mess that up?

He watched his wife touch the man’s shoulder.

On the other hand, he admitted. I’m struggling to keep up.

Alex had purchased a vibrating dildo and she’d taken right to it, using it that night and every night since. Thrilled by her new attitude, he’d introduced her to porn. They’d sampled several types while lying in bed, using the erotica to fuel their own lusts. She’d become a fiend for the stuff. Over the next few nights, he’d learned which scenes she liked best. He realized there was an actor that always turned her on. He returned to the adult store and purchased a vibrator made from a cast of the man’s penis. Intimidating, and he hoped not too humiliating, but this was the all-new Kay, and he wanted to encourage her. When he’d shown her the new sex toy and explained what she’d be feeling, who it was modeled after, she melted, turning into a sexual lioness.

At the end of the row, the big black employee pulled out his phone. Kay gave the man her number and he entered it.

Alex staggered backward, rocked.

“Why would she do that?” he muttered.

Alex moved closer, hiding behind a stack of lumber, trying to hear their conversation. The big man placed a hand on Kay’s shoulder. She bashfully dropped her gaze. Alex circled the large stack of wood and came up behind them.

“Do you want to see it?” the man asked.

“I’m here with my husband.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“He’s probably looking for me right now. I’m curious, of course. What woman wouldn’t be? But you’re on the clock and we’re standing in the middle of a big store. There are people all around us.”

“Yeah,” the man agreed. “But I’m asking if you want to see it.”

“Yes. There. You happy now?”

The man laughed.

“Yeah, I’m happy now.”

The man returned to work. Alex retreated and came around the far end of the row. pretended to only find her now. She smiled brightly, genuinely happy to see her husband. Alex detected not a shred of guilt.

“Who was that man?”

“Just a salesclerk,” she replied. “He helped me pick out a new faucet for our bathroom. Then we just started chatting. He’s hot, right? Don’t you think so? He’s really handsome. Great body.”

“I did not notice that about him.”

“Lord, I did. The conversation turned kind of sexual. He’s aggressive. I eventually asked how big his thing was.”

“Kay!”

“What?”

“You can’t ask men questions like that.”

“Why not? I’m curious. I wanted to know. Asking a direct question seemed best. What’s the problem?”

“You’re married, that’s the problem.”

“How so?”

“Married women do not ask such questions.”

“Why not? Married women ask themselves that question about every attractive man we meet.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“I never would have guessed that about you. Not before our backpacking trip. That hike changed you.”

“We have all the money we need now, Baby. We’re free to act how we please.”

Alex looked around for the offending employee.

“Are you thinking about fighting him?” Kay asked.

“What? No. Why?”

“Because he put moves on your woman. Isn’t that what men do? Fight over pussy? Defend their woman?”

“I’m sure that man had encouragement.”

“He did.”

Alex shook his head.

“All of your answers surprise me now.”

“At least I’m no longer boring.”

Alex put his arm around his wife. They began to walk to the hardware section.

“What was his answer?” Alex asked, after a while.

“His answer to what?”

“When you asked how big his thing was. What did he say? I’m sure he bragged.”

“He did. He said he’s about nine inches long when he’s hard. Almost seven inches around. I said I have no idea what any of that means. He offered to show me after I got it hard.”

“How?”

“By fucking me with it.”

“Jesus. Aggressive is right. Where did he go?”

“To the employee restroom.”

“Figures. Chickens out just like every guy. All talk.”

Kay’s phone buzzed and she checked the message. She laughed, delighted.

“He wasn’t lying,” she said.

“What do you mean?”

Kay turned her phone so Alex could see the picture on the screen. The man had taken a selfie from knees to chest, his pants pushed down, orange vest opened wide. His large black and veiny erection curved upward.

“Jesus Christ,” Alex mumbled. “What the hell did you tell him? Why did he send you this? Why did you even give him your number?”

“He called me sexy. I laughed at him and called him a player. He insisted I was hot, so I told him to prove it.”

“You knew he was going to send that picture?”

“He said he would.”

Kay brought the phone close, studying the photograph.

“He is big,” she said. “I’ve never seen a black one. They look dangerous. Powerful. Like they have an enhanced ability to impregnate. Big cocks are for sex.”

“Great.”

Kay laughed.

“I like that I turn him on. I’m wondering if I turn other men on too.”

“Of course you do. You’re an attractive woman.”

“Words are easy,” she retorted, laughing, holding the phone to Alex’s face again. “This is proof.”

She pulled the phone down to study the photograph.

“Stop looking at his dick.”

“Why?” she asked.

“Because you’re married to me.”

“You and I watch porn together. Are you aware I’m looking at their dicks? Are you aware I’m imaging fucking their dicks? What’s the difference between me seeing them and me seeing him?”

“This guy is real. You’ve spoken to him. You know where he works.”

“You don’t trust me.”

“No, it’s not that. I do.”

She looked at the picture again.

“If you trusted me, you wouldn’t care that I liked this picture,” she said. “You would care about the things I want for me and not just the things you want for me.”

“Delete that picture.”

“No. Why should I? Should I go home and delete all the porn on our computers?”

“Do you want to fuck him?” Alex asked, voice rising. “Because it sure sounds like you want to fuck him.”

She paused a moment.

“No,” she said, and Alex breathed a sigh of relief. “But I do want to fuck that dick.”

“Goddamn it, Kay.”

“What is the problem? I’m dropping truth bombs. We need to be better at telling each other the truth. Remember that dildo you bought me? The one modeled after my favorite porn star? Remember how hot I get using that toy? I may not have been fucking the man, but I was definitely fucking his big dick. It’s the same thing here. I’m only talking about his big black cock. Not the man himself. You need to relax.”

“Where did all this come from, Kay? You’re like a different person.”

“You always push me for more sex. You always want to try new things. You practically beg me for blowjobs. Now I want to do all these things and you’re dragging your feet, afraid of my new sexuality. Just fucking relax already. It’s fun. It feels good. It’s just sex. I could fuck that man in the bathroom, and it would do nothing to harm our marriage. It would just be wild and spontaneous fun.”

Alex studied his wife, wondering how this could be the same woman. She had a point about his desire for her to be more sexually adventurous. Why did the change in her worry him?

“Do you want to fuck him? For real?”

“Be careful what you ask, Alex. You may not like the answer.”

“I’m serious. Do you want to fuck him?”

Kay faced her husband, her expression solemn.

“Yes. I want to experience that big, gorgeous black dick.”

“Does that mean I get to fuck some girl with big, gorgeous tits?”

Kay laughed.

“If that’s what your heart desires, Baby, go for it. Fair is fair.”

Alex laughed too.

“All right,” he chuckled. “Good to know. I’ll file that away for later.”

“Sweet,” Kay said, slipping her phone into a pocket. “Wait here. I need to visit the bathroom.”

“Okay.”

Alex watched her walk away, marveling at the recent changes in her.

“I should take advantage of the changes,” he muttered.

Kay reached the end of the long row and turned right, vanishing from his sight. Alex turned his attention to the power tools nearby, wondering if any blades needed replacing back home. He wandered slowly down the aisle, waiting for Kay’s return. When she did not, he went looking for her, once again checking one long row at a time. He was almost at the end of the store when he saw her emerge from an alcove which led to the bathrooms. She was smiling broadly.

“You were in there a long time,” he joked.

“It was hard to make him cum,” she replied.

Alex’s jaw almost hit the floor.

“What?” he rasped. “What the fuck do you mean?”

“Don’t worry, I didn’t fuck him. I only jerked him off.”

“Wha— What are you saying?” Alex stammered. “What happened?”

“He dragged me into the men’s room and pushed me into a stall. It was just me and him in there. He tried to fuck me, but I told him you wouldn’t like it, so I jerked him off instead to keep you happy.”

“To keep me happy?” Alex hissed. “Are you insane?”

Kay laughed.

“I guess I am a little. You have no idea how hard it was to resist him. I didn’t even blow the man. That’s okay, right? We agreed I could fuck him, and you could fuck some bimbo, right?”

“I was joking!”

“Oh. Oops. Then it’s a good thing I didn’t fuck him.”

The bathroom door behind Kay opened, and the large black man emerged. The men locked eyes. Alex fixed a scathing look of disapproval on the bigger man, who chuckled as he walked by. Kay watched him go.

“His name is Mason,” she said. “He shoots cum like a garden hose. He soaked the wall and the floor and the toilet. His shit got everywhere. I’d think he was finished but then he’d keep blasting, pumping out more. It was awesome. I needed a dozen paper towels to wipe my hands.”

Alex took a deep breath.

“I will concede how our previous conversation might have led to confusion,” he said. “But just so we’re clear, I did not trade sex with a bimbo for sex with you and him.”

“You did. We have an agreement.”

“No, we don’t.”

“We do, Alex, and I’ve already acted on it. I held his big cock in my hand. We can’t undo that. Let’s just move forward with this, Honey. I don’t want to give up the progress we made. You said I could, so I did. You can too. What about Sandy from work? Wouldn’t you like to bend her over your desk?”

“Jesus, Kay. You misunderstood.”

“I don’t think so. Relax, I’m not going to follow him home and fuck him right now.”

Alex shook his hands and walked in a small circle. He decided to drop the subject. He’d made his point. Further disagreement would only sound like losing. His heart hammered beneath his ribcage, and he needed to take some time and calm down. They wandered the store discussing various home-improvement projects and he steadied himself. After a while, questions arose.

“Was anyone in the bathroom with you?” he asked.

“No. I opened the door and called his name, and he grabbed me and pulled me inside. He was already hard, waiting for me.”

“How did he know you’d show?”

“Confidence. I suspect this job has brought him plenty of sexually frustrated housewives. A big handsome man like him must be swimming in pussy.”

“Did you kiss?”

“No. I wasn’t interested in that.”

“You were interested in his dick.”

“That’s right. You should have seen it. My God. It’s beautiful. The dark skin gives it an exotic look, like something forbidden, something taboo.”

Alex shook his head slowly. The words from her mouth baffled him.

“He came a lot?”

“Mason gushes sperm,” she said. “Long ropes of ivory cream shot out and splashed everywhere. He cums like a fountain. Of course, I imagined him doing that while buried in me, like every woman would, and my legs went weak. He’d pump a gallon in there. He told me to suck it and I said no. He told me to bend over so her could fuck me, but I said no again. I didn’t have that much time. He made me promise that next time we’re together he’ll get to fuck me. I agreed and then he let himself ejaculate. What an amazing sight.”

“You promised him a fuck?”

“I did. I was trying to make him orgasm. I had to get back to you.”

Alex turned sullen. In his mind he replayed Kay’s comment about Mason cumming inside her and the thought burned like acid. Kay openly admitted she wanted that. Alex tasted bitter bile. He appreciated her honesty, but the truth stung.

She held his hand as they walked. Many minutes later he remembered that was the same hand Mason had cum all over.


Chapter 8

“Why are we doing this?” Alex asked. “This part of town is dangerous.”

“Because I’m craving a little danger,” Kay said.

Alex drove the car slowly, on high alert, eyes darting side to side. Only a few streetlights worked in this part of town, and deep shadows offered the stealthy criminal many places to hide. Shapes moved in the darkness.

“I think we’re being followed,” Alex said.

“Good.”

“Good? How is that good? What if I can’t protect you?”

“I can protect myself.”

“You suddenly know how to fight? Have you been taking karate classes I know nothing about?”

“Park the car, Baby. Let’s get out and walk.”

“That’s crazy. I see men lurking.”

“Good. I miss violence.”

“What?”

“Never mind. Pull over. Let’s say hello.”

Alex fretted but gave in. He pulled along the curb. Kay opened her door and stood on the sidewalk. She opened her long coat, revealing the tight black miniskirt and deep V-neck top she wore.

“Jesus, Kay,” Alex complained. “Get back in the car. You are inviting every man from miles around to accost you.”

“Is that the message my outfit sends?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

Kay tossed her coat inside and shut the car door.

“It’s warm out,” she said. “Let’s take a stroll.”

“Kay! Come back.”

Kay walked away, headed down the sidewalk towards a seedy bar. Neon beer signs, the few that worked, flickered in the windows. Alex hurried to secure the car and then chased his wife.

Inside, the small room was dark and smoky. A television hanging in one corner showed a silent baseball game, but nobody watched. Nobody cared. Men sat around nursing their drinks and contemplating where their worthless lives had gone wrong. Kay approached the bar and leaned on her elbows, allowing her top to show generous cleavage. The bartender noticed. Others did too.

“I’d like a shot of Jack Daniels, please,” she said.

Alex nervously took a spot next to her.

“One drink,” he said. “Then, we go.”

The bartender placed a tumbler of golden-brown liquid before Kay.

“Five dollars,” the scraggly man said.

Kay looked at her husband. Alex pulled out a debit card.

“Open a tab,” Kay said. “We’ll leave soon but one drink is not enough. I need to decompress after that week.”

“Did something happen at work?”

“Yes. Work happened at work. I don’t know how people live like that. Where’s the challenge? Where’s the conquest?”

“Conquest?”

“You know what I mean,” she said.

The bartender walked away with Alex’s card.

“I don’t like this place,” Alex muttered.

“Hi,” a gravelly voice said.

The man was thirtyish, unshaven, unbathed, dressed in denim jeans and jacket. He placed his hand on Kay’s wrist.

“You come in here looking like that,” the man said. “You are asking for it.”

“I’m asking for what?” Kay laughed.

The man grabbed the front of his crotch.

“You’re looking for some dick. I’ve got a truck with a camper. How much do you charge?”

“If I like you,” Kay said. “It’s free. But I don’t like you. So, you get nothing.”

The man tightened his fingers around her wrist.

“Now you’ve pissed me off,” he growled. “Let’s go.”

“Hey, asshole,” Alex said. “Leave my wife alone.”

“Wife?” he snorted. “Why you allow your woman to dress like this?”

“My wife dresses herself. I don’t control her. Back off.”

The large hunting knife appeared in the man’s hand from nowhere.

“Or what?” the man snapped.

“Come on, Kay. We’re leaving,” Alex said.

“No,” the man threatened. “You’re staying. At least, she is.”

“Yes,” Kay agreed. “I’ll stay. Let’s stay, Honey. Better yet. Let’s go see his truck with the camper.”

Kay gulped her drink and let the man lead her away from the bar towards the front door. The man grinned, which revealed a missing tooth, and took her elbow, leading her out of the bar. Alex quickly followed.

The parking lot behind the bar had overflowing dumpsters and abandoned cars. Knifeman led Kay to an old Ford one-fifty fitted with a camper slightly too big. He opened the door and shoved Kay inside. He closed the door before Alex got there, locking Kay’s husband outside. Alex pounded on the door with a fist.

“Let me in right now!” he shouted.

He circled around to a small rectangular window. The screen had been ripped away in an attempted break-in. The curtains inside were missing. Alex saw Kay grab the Knifeman’s crotch and back herself against a small table.

“Let me see your cock,” she hissed. “Are you going to fuck me with it? Are you going to fuck me real good?”

The man laughed. He sheathed his big knife and unbuckled his pants. He wore no underwear. He shoved his pants lower, revealing a thick scrub of pubic hair and an erect but undersized penis.

“I’ll fuck your goddamn brains out,” he snarled.

Kay lifted her ass onto the table and opened her legs. Outside, Alex stared, frozen. Kay made no move to get away. Her legs went wide, and her skirt rode high, uncovering pretty black panties. She hooked a finger and pulled them aside, exposing her vagina to the man’s approaching penis.

“Is this what you want?” she asked, showing the man her freshly trimmed pussy.

He did not answer. He licked his lips and maneuvered his hips closer, bringing his penis in line with her slit. He shuffled closer.

Kay waited until the tip of his penis brushed her moist labia. Then she snatched the big knife from its sheath and held it against the man’s erection.

“How about now?” Kay laughed. “You still want to fuck me now?”

The man froze. The knife’s razor edge rested against the thin skin and blue veins of his stiff cock.

“Easy,” he stammered, terrified.

Kay pressed slightly. A tiny drop of crimson welled.

“Hit yourself in the face,” Kay said.

“What?”

“Hit yourself in the face. Hard. Do it, or I cut off this pathetic appendage.”

“Let’s go!” Alex yelled. “Get out of there!”

“Not yet,” Kay yelled back. “This piece of shit thought he could force me. Now he’s learning a valuable lesson. Do it. Hit yourself.”

“You’re crazy,” the man stuttered.

“You have no idea,” Kay said. “Do it. I won’t keep waiting.”

The man made a fist and punched himself in the mouth.

“Jesus, Kay,” Alex called. “Let’s get out of here.”

Kay looked at Alex through the small window. “We will,” she said. “Soon.” She turned to Knifeman. “How many women have you forced into your camper?”

“I don’t know.”

“Never mind,” Kay said. “I don’t care about the actual number. I have a better question. Have you done this before or am I the first? Be honest or be a eunuch.”

“I’ve done it before,” the man nervously admitted. “A bunch of times.”

“Were they dressed slutty like me?”

“No. Some ran out of gas and came in to use the phone. Others, flat tires. Some lost. Many roads down here are missing their street signs.”

“You’re a bigger piece of shit than I imagined,” Kay said.

“I am,” the frightened man admitted.

“What I’m wearing had nothing to do with you choosing me.”

“No,” he said. “I got a thing going with Gary, the bartender. We split the take. Sometimes, if they order something while they wait for the tow truck or whatever, he spikes their drink.”

“You rob these women, and you force yourself on them?”

“Yes.”

“Hit yourself in the face again. Harder this time.”

The man hesitated. Kay pressed the knife edge. The man gasped and whined and made a fist. He threw a punch, smashed his cheek.

“Harder,” Kay ordered.

Alex watched, amazed. The man hit himself again.

“Kay,” he said. “What are you doing?”

“Harder.”

Another punch.

“Harder. I’m not fucking around. I will slice your dick off. Give yourself a nosebleed.”

The man pulled back and swung, nailing himself on the snout. Blood flowed.

“Keep going you fucking prick,” Kay ordered.

Alex watched as the man beat himself. Kay’s face was twisted with rage and delight. He found it difficult to look at her. She wore an expression he’d never seen before.

In the end, Kay drew the knife away and swung her fist hard, catching the man on the jaw and spinning him. He toppled. She sat on his chest and pummeled his face until the man stopped moving. She wiped bloody knuckles on his shirt and kept the knife. She unlocked the camper door, stepping outside.

“Now the bartender,” she told a stunned Alex.


Chapter 9

On the freeway again, Alex checked his rearview mirror.

“You almost killed them,” he said, changing lanes.

“So?”

“I’d rather you did not go to jail.”

“You did nothing to stop me.”

That was true. Alex drove in silence, replaying the scene from the bar. The patrons had scattered as the beating had started. Kay was ferocious. The bartender admitted to the scheme he ran with Knifeman and petite little Kay had pounded him unconscious. Alex grabbed his debit card, the register receipt, and the security DVD from the backroom. There was no denying the charge for the whiskey, but police would have no proof she’d beaten those men. Alex found himself watching her, fascinated. She’d fought like a seasoned warrior. She knew how to set her legs, where to place her feet, how to rotate her hips and shoulders. She looked like an athlete as she’d assaulted the man.

Kay sat the hunting knife on the dashboard and lowered her head to her husband’s lap. She deftly unzipped his pants, freeing his cock. She slipped him into her mouth and sent a hand between her legs, masturbating as Alex drove and she sucked. He grew hard quickly.

“Did you like watching me beat the shit out of those assholes?” she asked.

“Yes,” he softly admitted. “You looked amazing. When did you learn to fight?”

“Thousands of years ago,” Kay joked.

“I was shocked by your rage.”

“Those bastards deserved every hit and kick I landed. How long have they been preying on others, especially women? How many have they abused? They’ll think twice before doing it again. I told them I would come back. I promised their next beating would be worse.”

Kay wrapped her hot mouth around his hard penis.

“A worse beating would mean you’ve killed them,” Alex said after a while.

“That’s right.”

“You’ll kill them?”

“I will. They deserve it.”

Alex shuddered. The menace in her eyes was frightening but her passion was strangely arousing.

“Did it turn you on to see me like that?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Turned me on too. Pull over, Baby. I need to fuck.”

Alex saw a city park ahead and left the road, driving to the end of the parking lot. Kay was on him instantly, tugging her panties aside and straddling her husband’s hips, tilting his seat all the way back. She guided his erection into her steaming cunt. Both groaned. She began to ride him, hard. Alex held the steering wheel. Kay opened her top to free her tits and Alex sucked and licked all over, biting her stiff nipples. Kay moaned with animal passion, lost to lust.

Recent events fueled a violent lovemaking. The windows steamed rapidly. Kay pounded her husband below, slamming her cunt down around his meat. She screamed her climax loudly, causing a nearby dog to bark into the night.


Chapter 10

Alex scanned the pub to make sure no one would hear him.

“She scares the shit out of me now, Bill,” he said. “Yet this new version of her also turns me on. She’s wild. She’s passionate. She’s utterly unpredictable. She has a violent streak that’s only getting worse, yet spontaneously wants the hottest sex imaginable. We fuck in restaurant bathrooms. We fuck out in the open under the stars. We slip away to fuck at parties. I catch her in the bathroom touching herself, staring in the mirror like she’s unfamiliar with her own body, like she only just became aware of it and is fascinated by it.”

Bill ate a French fry. The clamor of the pub prevented others from hearing their conversation, but Bill wouldn’t have cared if they did. Alex’s best friend for decades, these two men had been through a lot together. Bill rubbed the grease from the fry on his jeans before speaking.

“When did all this start?”

Alex looked around again before answering. He decided not to mention the gold chains and the emerald.

“After our last hiking trip. We found a cave with strange writing carved into the walls. It looked ancient. She’s been different since then and it’s growing stronger.”

“I don’t know, Alex. What she’s doing sounds hot. You’re getting wild sex with a gorgeous woman. You always complained Kay was too distant, too asexual. Seems like your prayers have been answered.”

Alex sipped his beer.

“I suppose you’re right,” he admitted. “I should enjoy it. If she changed back to the other version of her, I’d be sad.”

“Fuck her brains out, my man. Enjoy. Get a ticket for public indecency. Live a little. This was what you wanted, remember?”

Alex stared down into his drink.

“There was something else,” he said. “Something embarrassing. I wasn’t going to tell you but now that we’re here talking, I think I will.”

“I’m listening.”

Alex leaned closer.

“It’s not just towards me,” he said. “She jerked a dude off in the Home Depot bathroom.”

Bill’s face lit up.

“What?” he exclaimed. “Seriously? Haha, that’s crazy. That’s awesome.”

“She’s out of control.”

“Who was the guy?”

“An employee. Mason. Big black guy. He flirted with Kay, and she loved it. She took things too far.”

“She jacked off a black guy? That’s hot. I’d fucking love it if Tina jacked some dude in a bathroom.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“I totally would. Imagine how turned-on Tina would need to be to do that. I bet you guys fucked like animals after her stunt. Am I right?”

“Yes.”

“I knew it. Tina always tells me about the hot guys she sees. I encourage her to share her thoughts. I like knowing which men get to her but best of all, when I let her do it, when I let her talk about them, she gets so horny, I get laid. I know she’s not going to run off with some dopey stranger. We’re tight. Our marriage is solid. But the world is filled with attractive men and women. We feel it’s best to be honest with each other.”

“Kay said something like that.”

“She’s right. Why pretend otherwise? That’s just insecurity. I tell Tina about hot babes, and she tells me about hot dudes. We’re cool.”

“She ever do anything with any of the men she points out?”

Bill leaned back in his chair.

“Maybe.”

“Maybe?” Alex asked, shocked. “She ever jerk some dude in a bathroom?”

“I’m not free to discuss my wife’s activities. That’s between her and me.”

“Sorry.”

“No, it’s cool. I understand your curiosity. Listen, if Kay is evolving into something more passionate and wilder, I say run with it. Life is short. She jerked some dude but then fucked your brains out. That is a win-win.”

Alex ate one of Bill’s French fries.

“There’s more,” he said.

“I’m listening.”

“She says she wants to fuck other men,” Alex confessed.

“That’s a tough one.”

“I’m torn up inside. She says she’d only be using their dicks to get off, but it still terrifies me.”

“You’re afraid some hot dude will successfully fuck her away from you. She’ll leave you for his cock.”

“I guess I am.”

Bill shook his head.

“Never happens, Alex. Women don’t work like that. Women don’t think with their pussies like we think with our dicks. Kay loves you.”

“You think I should let her?”

“I think you should. At least consider it. Maybe there are steps you can take that will make it less frightening. What if you were there too? What if it’s a threesome instead of just her going off with some guy? That way you can see how she is with him. You can see for yourself if it’s mere sex. I bet watching her turns you on.”

“I can tell you have secrets you’ve never shared with me, secrets about Tina. There’s no way you can know all this without some first-hand experience.”

“My lips are sealed, my friend. Let’s order another round.”


Chapter 11

Alex held the steering wheel with sweaty hands. Doubts assailed him. Kay had her window down, wind blowing her long hair around. She smiled and laughed, joyful.

“You don’t need to be that goddamn happy,” Alex joked.

“Why not? You’re driving me to meet Mason. Any wife would be thrilled. Every wife would be thrilled.”

They’d discussed every detail, talking long into the night. On Bill’s advice, Alex had relented. They’d try it one time and see how they felt. Kay was thrilled. The threesome sounded exotic. They’d watched porn together and seen two men with one woman and she’d always envied the woman and all the attention she received. She wanted that for herself. When Alex suggested that was a way she could enjoy Mason without Alex feeling excluded, she jumped at the idea. She had Alex call the hotel and reserve the room while she texted Mason with the arrangements.

“Shouldn’t Mason pay for the room?” Alex had asked. “He’s getting the pussy.”

“It feels kinkier if you pay,” Kay said.

“It’s humiliating. I’m paying for him to fuck my wife.”

“Yeah. That’s hot. That’s kinky.”

Alex checked his rearview mirror and changed lanes. He saw the hotel sign ahead in the distance. His mouth went dry.

“What if I change my mind?” he asked. “I’m getting cold feet.”

Kay lowered her head to his lap, freeing his penis and engulfing several inches. Alex gasped at the hot wet mouth surrounding him. Whatever fears he had faded. He hated that he was so easily manipulated but said nothing, allowing Kay to continue.

Mason was seated in the lobby. They met him and all three approached the registration desk together. Kay slipped her arms around both men and every person they passed understood what was about to happen. This was a white husband and wife at a hotel with a huge black man. The reason why was obvious. Kay enjoyed the looks they got. Alex did not. Mason grinned like a happy fool.

With keycards in hand, they aimed for the elevators. Kay did not wait for the doors to close. Alex watched his pretty wife squat before Mason and free his cock, a dark chocolate tube topped with a large head. Kay slipped that head into her mouth and rolled it around. When the elevator stopped at another floor and two more people boarded, Alex stood to block their view of his wife. Kay held Mason in her mouth, savoring the feel of a throbbing cock resting on her tongue. The elevator stopped a few floors higher, and the couple exited. The woman took one last look at Mason’s cock in Kay’s mouth. She grinned knowingly.

The elevator continued.

Their room was nicely appointed but none of them noticed. Kay had begun to remove clothing out in the hall. She was nude by the time the door closed. Alex threw the deadbolt and turned around. Mason stood with arms folded across his massive chest, admiring this gorgeous naked woman. Alex had no idea what to do.

“Come on, boys,” Kay taunted. “Get naked. As much as I’m enjoying your eyes on me, I don’t want to be the only one.”

Mason eagerly began removing clothes. Alex hesitated and then, realizing it was strip or leave, joined in, stripping to his underwear. Husband and wife watched the big black man unbuckle his pants. Mason stood tall and kicked his jeans away. His tree-trunk thighs stretched his stark white boxer briefs, the outline of his thick beefy cannon obvious.

“Maybe we should have a few drinks first?” Alex suggested.

“No need,” Kay said. “Everything I want to drink is already right in front of me.”

Mason laughed, a deep rumbling in his chest.

“You are fire, woman, you know that? There ain’t nobody like you.”

Kay grinned and Alex saw a flash of wickedness in her eyes.

“You have no idea how true that is,” she said.

Kay stepped forward and rubbed a palm over the raised lump in Mason’s briefs. She squeezed when she reached the large head. Alex remembered the photo in Kay’s phone and knew exactly what those boxers hid. He tried to speak but his dry lips stuck.

“I need a drink,” he managed.

He moved to the minibar and opened a small bottle labeled screwdriver. He drank. He turned to suggest, again, that perhaps a little libation was in order, and discovered Kay and Mason locked in a powerful kiss. Her head was all the way back and he towered over her petite frame. Kay hooked her red fingernail in the man’s waistband and tugged. The hefty black cock flopped out.

“I remember you,” Kay teased.

Alex grabbed another screwdriver, popped the lid, and drank. The tart liquid warmed his belly. Mason stepped out of his underwear, now as naked as Kay. Alex saw Mason’s intimidating reflection in the sliding glass doors and took a deep breath. He turned. Neither the reflection in the glass nor the picture in her phone did this towering ebony giant justice.

“Did you play professional football?” Alex asked.

“Rugby. Flanker. Brutal.”

“Let’s move to the bed,” Kay said. “Alex, finish undressing, Baby. Threesome.”

She took Mason’s huge hand and led him away. Alex finished the second screwdriver and sat the bottle aside. He grabbed a third. He watched Mason as he passed, mesmerized by that long, black, slowly swinging cock. The thing was a club and Kay craved it.

She’s fucking the penis, Alex reminded himself. Not the man.

Mason effortlessly scooped Kay into his arms and carried her to the large bed. Alex followed behind, marveling at the man’s raw physical strength. Mason tossed Kay as if she were weightless and she burst out laughing, flying to bounce on the soft mattress.

“Alex, Honey,” Kay murmured. “Join us. Get out of those clothes.”

“Grab a condom out of my pants pocket while you’re at it,” Mason said.

Kay sat up quickly.

“You’re not going to wear a condom,” she said.

“You sure about that?” he asked. “You saw how much I shot. You and your husband looking to have a sweet little black baby?”

Alex shook his head.

“No,” Kay said. “We aren’t. But one does not trap a beast like the one you have behind a wall of latex. I want your cock in me. I want to feel you in me. I want nothing to come between us. When I feel you moving in me, I want your skin gliding across mine. Your cock is a lion and lions roam free.”

Mason laughed.

“My cock is a lion?”

“Yes. It’s magnificent. I have little experience with dicks and zero with black dicks. Yours is the only one I’ve ever seen. It’s so different. I mean the basic shape is the same, but all that dark skin and big black balls add intrigue and an element of taboo. It looks dangerous, threatening, a little scary, but in a good way, like a haunted house or a roller coaster ride.”

Mason laughed again.

“You are the most interesting woman I’ve ever met,” he said. “Tell me more about my scary black dick.”

Kay scurried to the edge of the bed, leaning her face close to Mason’s penis. She studied the dark hanging pipe. She ran a finger lightly around the crown of the head.

“It’s so thick,” she said, curling her fingers gently around the shaft. “Like, all the time. It dangles there like a sleeping menace. Alex’s penis shrinks and grows a lot. There’s a big difference between hard and soft. Yours stays big all the time and then grows even bigger when it gets hard. I love it.”

“You love my cock?”

“I do. I love it.”

Alex drained his third screwdriver. His chest felt tight and drawing a full breath proved difficult, but watching Kay adore that big black cock was doing things to him, arousing things to him. His heartbeat felt erratic. His whole body tingled with a tightness, a tension, he couldn’t name. He’d begun to undress but that seemed forgotten now. The threesome they had planned felt more natural as a twosome. He was mesmerized watching Kay and her fascination with dark meat.

“Do you want me to suck on it?” she asked the big man.

“I do.”

“Why do men love that so much? Does a mouth feel better than a vagina?”

Alex and Mason shook their heads.

“Nothing feels better than a vagina,” Mason said. “A mouth feels fantastic but there’s more to it. I love to watch my cock worked over by a pretty face. It’s hot to see the woman try to please me, sucking and licking like my dick is candy. I can’t speak for Alex, but it seems to me women love sucking my big black dick.”

“Mental stimulation as well as physical.”

“Exactly.”

Kay pondered that for a moment, then slid off the bed, aiming her eyes up to meet his gaze. She moved her mouth closer to his meat.

“Here’s my face next to your cock,” she taunted. “Does that excite you? Am I pretty? Do you like to see your dick so close to my mouth?”

Mason began to swell. Veins rose along the length. The head flared. The weight of the blood rushing in drew his shaft several inches down his leg and Kay watched, captivated.

“How delightful to have something heavy hanging between your legs. Men love their dicks. I bet possessing a penis feels amazing.”

“Especially a big one like that,” Alex said.

“What about you?” Mason asked Kay. “How does sucking cock make you feel?”

Kay laughed.

“I started sex late,” she explained. “Like, really late. Like only recently. All my girlfriends started early. They would tell me things that sounded too disgusting to be true. I didn’t much like sex. The idea of putting a penis in my mouth sickened me. But then something happened. Something changed and I don’t know what.”

Kay kissed the large dark head tenderly.

“Now I see it as me winning,” she continued. “I conquer you, meaning men, when I make you trust me enough to put it in my mouth. I conquer men when I fuck them. I have all the power. I can control you like a puppet. Men are so easy to subdue. So much easier than almost killing them.”

Mason laughed. Alex looked troubled. Mason had made no move to get Kay started and Alex admired the man’s confidence and self-control. Kay did too. Alex watched his wife lie on the bed and roll onto her back. She shuffled forward, hanging her head upside down off the edge. She wiggled until her mouth was directly under that hanging chocolate shank. Mason chuckled.

“Bring it to me,” Kay said. “Lower your cock into my mouth.”

Mason bent his knees. Alex moved to the minibar again, opening another screwdriver. He drank as the dark helmet entered Kay’s open mouth. Her lips softly slithered over the crown to form a seal around the shaft. Alex discovered he couldn’t breathe. Kay sucked gently, her cheeks contracting around the head, showing Alex the outline through the thin skin.

“That’s good, Baby,” Mason muttered. “Real good.”

Alex reached for a chair. The vodka made him dizzy. Or maybe it wasn’t the vodka at all, he mused. Maybe it was the intensity of the sight before him. Kay’s eyes were open and gazing at the large dark testicles hanging over her face. Her hands slid across the rippled abs above. She pushed the cock out of her mouth long enough to tell Mason to sink lower and when he did, she spread his butt cheeks and tongued his puckered asshole. She pushed in the tip of her tongue and the man groaned deeply.

“See?” she muttered. “I love conquering men.”

After a moment she moved her mouth to his nuts, opening wide and allowing them to drop in, one and then the other. She sucked firmly, drawing her mouth away and pulling the wrinkled skin taut. Alex watched her stir those big balls inside her mouth.

Soon she returned to the dangling head, once more enveloping the man in hot flesh. He leaned over her body, kissing her breasts and nipples while she bobbed on his cock. Mason lingered a moment and then continued down her ribs and belly until his head moved between her thighs. The big man crawled forward, joining Kay on the bed, dragging her body into a sixty-nine position. Alex gasped at the size difference between his wife and her black lover. He was a giant hunkering over a kitten. Kay could take less than half his cock, her cheeks bulging. He held her body and rolled over, giving her head more room. She held his black meat with both hands and worked her mouth up and down.

Alex marveled at the recent changes in her. Nothing displayed that difference better than how she sucked this cock. His wife was a fiend, thirsty for the sperm trapped in those big black balls. Kay was a different woman, and Alex found himself growing aroused at her display. Maybe it was the alcohol, he reasoned. He heard Mason slurping at his wife’s juicy cunt, followed by Kay’s soft moans and groans. The sights and sounds were finally getting through to him, and excitement grew.

Alex pushed his underwear lower, freeing his expanding penis. He held his drink in one hand and began to jack off with the other. Kay caught sight of her husband and stopped sucking.

“This twosome is the threesome you want?” she asked.

Alex nodded slightly.

“All right.”

Kay lowered her mouth to Mason’s shiny black cock, licking all around the head, putting on a show for her voyeuristic husband. She sucked hard on the head and pulled her mouth away, causing a loud pop. She lifted the heavy balls in one hand, weighed them, and grinned. Alex moaned.

Kay gracefully swung her legs around and sat on Mason’s hips. His hard cock landed upright between her butt cheeks. Alex gasped as Kay leaned over to kiss the handsome black man, lifting her ass to do it. Mason’s cock slipped lower, the head coming to rest against Kay’s swollen labia. Neither of them made a move to slip the man inside so Alex swallowed the last of his drink and stepped closer. He placed a thumb under the tip of that big black cock and pressed. Kay gasped, turning to catch sight of her husband over her shoulder. Their eyes met. Alex eased his thumb forward, feeling the hot and semi-rigid meat beneath. Kay’s labia spread, then spread wider as the head began to open her, then wider still as the large black helmet began to penetrate. Kay moaned at the sensation of Mason entering her body.

“Baby,” Kay whimpered. “Baby, that’s good. Put him in me, Love. Push that black cock into your wife.”

Alex pressed firmly while holding Kay’s ass in place. Her labia expanded further, hugging the fat head as they slowly enveloped the man. Alex pushed Kay’s hips down and her cunt began to engulf this exotic new cock. Alex tossed the bottle aside and grabbed Mason with one hand, shocked by how stiff and hot the man was. With his free hand he pressed his wife’s hips lower, pushing her pussy down onto that dark pillar of veiny meat. Kay exhaled a long groan. Mason did too. Alex’s eyes were wide as he watched this man slowly fill his loving wife.

“That’s so sexy, Honey,” Kay muttered. “Give me more. Give Mason my pussy. Give Mason your pussy.”

Alex used both hands to push Kay’s hips lower, impaling his wife. Mason’s balls rose as he penetrated. Alex pressed Kay lower until her pussy had taken almost every inch. Alex felt the man reach a barrier deep inside. He pushed harder but Kay groaned.

“That’s all,” she panted. “I can’t take any more. He feels huge.”

Mason chuckled. He rested his big hands on Kay’s butt and began to slowly thrust from below. Alex stumbled backward, blown away by the sight. Kay kissed Mason and then lifted enough to feed the man her tits.

Alex dropped into a nearby chair.

Kay and Mason began to fuck. The big man helped guide Kay up and down his pole and Kay kept her breasts in the man’s mouth. Alex watched and lightly stroked his penis, amazed by what he saw, conflicted, tormented, yet aroused. His heart had no idea what to do with what his eyes showed him. He felt guilty for feeling turned on, but there was no denying the raw sexuality of what he faced. Kay rode Mason slowly at first but passion built. Soon they fucked wildly, gasping, moaning as the waves of pleasure overwhelmed them.

“Does it look good?” Kay moaned. “Does that big black cock look good in me?”

Alex cleared his throat and licked his lips.

“It does, Love. He looks amazing in there.”

“I feel stuffed,” she mumbled. “Stuffed with cock.”

Alex watched her hips rise and fall.

“Oh, my God, Baby,” she whimpered. “I’m going to cum. He’s going to make me cum already. I can’t believe it.”

Alex stroked faster. He couldn’t believe it either. Intercourse had never produced an orgasm in Kay, but Mason was about to get her there.

Kay threw back her head and opened her mouth. A long low wail arose, starting quiet but building as her pleasure climbed. Her expression was pure disbelief. Then her climax spiked and she went rigid. Her mouth clamped shut, her eyes closed. After several seconds of tense silence Kay howled, throwing her head back.

“Aaaaa!” she screamed. “Fuck! Unngh! No, wait. Nnnugh! Fuck! Aaaaa!”

Alex released his dick. Another stroke and he’d ejaculate. Kay climaxing atop that thick pillar of black dick was too much. He’d never seen his wife like this, even when masturbating to porn in their bedroom. Kay lost herself, upright, writhing, straddling Mason so her weight drove him even deeper as she lost control. She rocked her hips, grinding her cunt down around the man. She growled and snarled and dug her fingernails into his chest. Mason kept her up there, watching her cum like a slut.

When the right moment arrived, he scooped her in his arms and spun her onto her back. He bent one leg forward, spreading her wider, and sawed his thick cock in her sopping cunt. Alex began stroking again, aware Mason now chased an orgasm of his own. He remembered his wife had described Mason’s climax as buckets of sperm, and he knew this time that gush of semen would be injected into her pussy. He knew, and the thought drove him crazy.

“Cum inside me,” Kay begged. “Shoot everything in there. I want it.”

Alex stroked faster, feeling his semen rise. Kay turned to watch her husband. 

“I feel him throbbing, Baby,” she said. “He’s so hard. His dick pulsates.”

Alex was trying to time his climax with Mason, but this was all too much. His eyes were riveted to that plunging black dick and with Kay’s words ringing in his ears, he thrust his hips forward and fired the first batch. Kay moaned loudly, watching her man shoot, thrilled she’d gotten him so excited he could no longer hold back. She orgasmed again, wailing as she rubbed her clit and Mason pumped his cock.

The giant black man clamped his jaw. Every muscle on his body tensed. He exhaled loudly and shoved his cock all the way in, holding it deep as it spat and spewed. He inundated her womb with steaming sperm. Kay clawed at the man, eager for every drop, and Mason shot her full, forcing out one blast after another. Kay went limp. Mason collapsed on top of her, still pumping hot jizz into her body. Alex, dizzy and euphoric, tried to focus. His gaze landed on Mason’s buried cock and Kay’s hole stretched around his girth. Large black balls rose and fell until, empty at last, they began to descend, pulling the wrinkled sack towards the bed. 

Mason tried to roll off her, but she quickly grabbed him.

“No,” she murmured. “Stay. Don’t go. Leave your black cock in me. You’re so big. You feel good in there. Just let me enjoy this. I’m packed with dick.”

“I came too fast,” Mason chuckled. “I always last much longer. You turned me on too much, got me too hot.”

She lifted her head to find her husband, smiling at the wilted, dripping penis still in his hand.

“I had that effect on everyone,” she said.

She dropped her head and wiggled her butt. Mason’s slippery cock wormed another inch deeper.

“Just leave it in there forever,” she joked. “My pussy has never been so happy.”

“Am I the biggest you’ve had?”

Kay scoffed.

“I’ve had two men, Mason. My husband, and you. Clearly, you’re the biggest.”

“You’ve only had sex with two men?”

“That’s right.”

Mason kissed the back of her hand.

“You’re a natural,” he said. “Next time I’ll make you deep throat me.”

“What’s that?”

Mason laughed.

“It’s when the woman takes every inch down her throat. You keep going until your nose is pressed against my stomach.”

“Not possible. You’re making that up.”

Mason shook his head.

“It’s true. I’ll show you how. We’ll need lots of time so it can’t be a quickie. Once you master that I’ll fuck your ass. Anybody ever fuck your ass?”

“Of course not. Assholes aren’t for sex.”

“Every hole is for sex, Baby. You’ll learn. I’ll teach you. Better for you to learn on a big cock like mine. After that you’ll be able to handle any cock you meet.”

“There is no way your cock will fit up my ass.”

“It will. It will hurt a little at first, but you’ll quickly learn to love it. You’ll grow to crave it. I’ll get you addicted to my big black cock.”

“Do you have other housewives addicted to your big black cock, Mason?” she asked. “I bet you do.”

“Yes, I do. That job has proved to be a gold mine. I took that position to get away from women. I have a problem with women. I want to fuck them all. I figured the customers were men and the employees were men, so I’d be safe. Wrong.”

Kay raised her head, waved her husband closer. They kissed.

“Amazing, right?” she asked.

“I’m speechless,” Alex said.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah. Mostly. It was a lot more than I expected.”

“I bet you can’t wait to fuck me,” she teased. “I thought we came here for a threesome, but it turned out to be only a twosome.”

“Probably better that way. I can’t compete with Mason. He would have pulled your attention from me anyway. I’m glad I got to watch. You are sexy.”

“You think so? That’s sweet.”

Mason shifted his hips and Kay softly moaned.

“He feels so good in there, Baby,” she said. “He’s so thick he almost hurts, but I like it. I love it.”

“Okay, lovebirds,” Mason rumbled. “I got to go. You have my number, woman. Call or text when you’re ready for more.”

Kay made a pouty face. Mason held her hips firmly and slowly extricated his spongy cock. Alex gawked at her gaping hole. White liquid filled her, leaked at the bottom. Her labia began to gradually close.

“I feel well fucked,” Kay sighed. “Delightfully sore. Deliciously tender.”

Mason began to dress. The married couple watched him until he was ready.

“Call me,” he said, and exited the suite.

Kay flopped onto her back.

“Holy Christ!” she exclaimed. “If my ancestors could only see me now.”

“Your what?”

“Never mind. Come here. I think I have one more hard cum in me. Be a sweetheart and use your tongue on my raw pussy.”

“You want me to go down on you?”

“Please?”

“He just fucked you. You’re swimming in jizz.”

“Actually, his jizz is swimming in me. But so what? Ignore that. Just kiss and lick the way you do. I’d love it. You’re so good at eating my cunt. Do it for me now, please? Make me cum one last time. Make my night perfect.”

Kay opened her legs. Alex’s eyes drifted down to her pink slit. Her blushing vulva was swollen and raw and a tiny trickle of milk oozed. Kay didn’t wait for Alex to decide. She placed her hand on his head and nudged his face lower. Instincts took over and Alex opened his mouth, slipping her entire mound in. His tongue split her labia and wiggled inside. She moaned from the intense pleasure and Alex moaned with her.

Everything he touched electrified her. With that kind of reaction, he was soon eating her lustfully. He slithered on the bed on his belly, and she wrapped her legs around his head. He grabbed his cock and began to jerk off, licking and sucking her used cunt as he drove her towards an epic orgasm. She murmured encouraging words, describing how good his tongue felt and how much she loved getting fucked, and Alex lost himself in pleasing her. The sounds she made brought him almost fully erect. He stroked faster when he heard her voice rise, faster still when she approached climax.

Her massive orgasm hit at last. She screamed before covering her mouth with both hands. Her body writhed. Alex jerked his meat faster and then his body convulsed as his penis spat out semen. Her tight cunt clamped around his wiggling tongue. He marveled at how long her climax lasted, pleased with himself and the pleasure he’d given her.

Finally, she spread her arms and legs wide, stretched with gleeful delight.

“Oh, Baby,” she cooed. “What an amazing night. I can’t believe you came again too. We have discovered something we both love. You love watching me get fucked and I love being watched.”


Chapter 12

Father Jenson greeted his parishioners at the door just like every Sunday. He shakes hands as they shuffle into church, then circles around to the backdoor and makes his way to the ambo to deliver his sermon. He’s an older man, tall, with a gray bushy beard. Kay and Alex shook his hand and entered.

“I never noticed how sexy he is,” Kay said.

“Don’t even think it,” Alex retorted.

“Think what?”

“About fucking the sexy older priest.”

They found an open pew and sat. Kay was restless, fidgeting during the oration. Alex paid attention. The sermon was about resisting sin and Alex found it timely. After, the couple bumped into old friends they’d not seen in a long time. After a while, Kay excused herself to use the restroom. Alex continued speaking with their friends for almost an hour, then suddenly realized Kay had been gone all that time. He and his old friends swapped phone numbers, promised to stay in touch, and then Alex excused himself to go search for his woman. He jogged through the common areas and then headed deeper, entering the administrative sections of the old building. Reverend Mother Reynolds was working alone in the office when he opened the door.

“Hello,” he quipped. “Have you seen Kay?”

“Ever? Yes.”

“No. I’m sorry, Sister. I mean since the service concluded.”

“Alex,” the older nun said, rising from behind the large desk. “I am an abbess. You may call me Reverend Mother or Mother Superior, but Sister is inappropriate.”

“You’re right, Reverend Mother. I apologize.”

“Thank you. I saw the Father walking with Kay through the gardens behind the church. Kay looked troubled. I hope all is well?”

“We’re great,” Alex said. “Thank you. I’ll go find her.”

“I think not.”

Alex stopped abruptly.

“If Kay and Father Jenson separated themselves from us for some privacy, then that privacy we must respect. You were married in this church, Alex. You’ve both attended since you were children. Kay has her own relationship with Father Jenson. Grant them their time alone.”

Alex chewed a lip.

That is not the Kay you know, he thought.

“You may wait in that chair,” Reverend Mother said, pointing. “Or in the nave. If I see them first, I’ll direct Kay to you.”

“I’ll wait in the nave. Thank you.”

Alex left her office, strolling the long corridor, gazing at the elaborate art and opulent signs of wealth, noticing, for the first time, all the nudity, slightly veiled or otherwise. Tendrils of anxiety tickled his spine.

What did Kay need to discuss? he wondered. Worse, would she try to seduce Father Jenson? Previously the thought was unthinkable but lately with her, I don’t know.

Alex wandered into the nave through the narthex, dipping fingertips in the holy water and making the sign of the cross. He walked aimlessly, eventually taking a seat in the first pew. He gazed up at the tabernacle beyond the altar and tried to remain calm.

Time passed.

Finally, Father Jenson entered and walked towards the younger man, walked with purpose, Alex noted. They shook hands and the Father gestured for them to sit.

The Father hesitated for only a second.

“I’ll come right out with it,” he said. “There is something amiss with Kay. I have no desire to alarm you but tell me, has she changed recently? Does she do things now you’ve never seen her do?”

“Yes, Father. Often.”

The older man rubbed his beard.

“What does that mean?” Alex asked. “What are you thinking?”

Father Jenson sat up straight.

“Understand, Alex, I do not speak these words lightly. I know what I’m about to say will seem preposterous. Many would believe me mentally ill for even thinking such things possible. But I know the truth.”

“Tell me.”

The Father made sure they were alone.

“I believe a spirit has entered Kay,” he began. “A malevolent spirit, ancient, and now enjoys living a life through her. This spirit guides her, plants desires, influences her thoughts, puts some thoughts in her head as if they were her own. She is unaware of the creature inhabiting her body and mind.”

Alex felt his heart sink. Many things Kay had said and done recently made sense now. He wanted to argue but his heart told him the Father was right.

“What do I do? How do I get the creature out of her?”

“Tell me when you first noticed the changes.”

“After our backpacking trip. We found a cave.”

Father Janson raised his hand. 

“Wait,” he said. “We must proceed carefully. Tell me everything, omitting no detail, however small. The Church trains specialists to perform the ritual of exorcism, but the criteria are stringent. I am one such man. I’ve already determined from my talk with her that we do not deal with mental illness. I will inform the Holy See of my attempt. A proper ritual can take as long as a year. Kay’s case is extraordinary. I detected the shift in her right away because I’ve known her since birth. I baptized her in this building.”

“Attempt? You mean you might fail?”

“Yes. This is always a danger.”

“What happens then?”

“In this case, Kay would retain the Beast. Her behavior would grow increasingly erratic. The spirit is predisposed to sex and violence. She would become more sexual, more violent.”

“What do you need from me?”

“Patience. Fortitude. Courage. You must be present at the ritual to act as the anchor for her in this life. She awaits us. I’ve placed her in a confessional. Spirits are vain creatures and this one most likely believes we remained fooled by his duplicity. We must act swiftly.”


Chapter 13

“Shouldn’t she be tied?” Alex asked. “In the movies they’re always tied down.”

“The movies do not show true exorcisms,” the Reverend Mother said. “How could they? The solemn ritual has been kept secret for millennia.”

The four walls of this small windowless room were covered in ancient glyphs. A large crucifix adorned one wall. Unbroken Latin ran around the baseboards and the crown molding.

Kay stood on the balls of her feet inside a pentagram. A small diamond sat on the floor. Gold chains bound her wrists; her arms had been drawn upward to the peak of a four-sided pyramid oak frame overhead. The large star was circled with an inch high ridge of salt. She looked terrified.

“I’m trusting you,” she told Alex.

“They know what they’re doing,” Alex reassured her. “I’m with you all the way.”

Father Jenson stood in a corner and read from an ancient book, his voice a low and hypnotic murmur. Glyphs had also been written on his face and forearms. His garment, an alb of pure white, was tied around the waist with a golden sash. Jenson moved behind Kay and raised his hand Heavenward. His voice rose and Kay stiffened.

“What’s he doing?” she asked, unable to twist far enough to see.

“Just reading,” Alex said.

“It hurts. His words burn my back.”

“He’s just reading, Baby.”

“Do not interrupt Father Jenson,” the Reverend Mother said. “The archbishop must maintain his concentration.”

“Archbishop?” Alex said. “I thought Father Jenson was just a priest.”

“For this congregation yes. But he is Vatican trained. Be silent.”

Kay writhed, struggling to be free, but her wrists bound in gold kept her hanging in place. She shifted her weight from foot to foot.

“Alex,” she said, her voice alluring, vibrating with enticing tones woven in. “I’ve changed my mind. Let me down.”

“We promised to complete the ritual, Kay. I’ll let you down after.”

“But I’ve changed my mind.”

“I’m sorry, Love. Father Jenson said you’d protest. I’m supposed to ignore you.”

“Let me down!”

Her raspy voice was deep and booming. Reverend Mother took a step back, startled. Alex froze. Kay acted embarrassed.

“Sorry,” she giggled, girlish voice returned. “I lost my temper for a moment. I’m okay now. You can let me down.”

Alex shook his head.

“I know something’s going on,” he said. “The voice that just came out of you confirmed we are doing the right thing.”

Kay smiled.

“I will drink your blood,” she said sweetly. “From a cup of bone, made from Father Jenson’s skull. You like watching me fuck. How would you like to see that?”

Alex stepped away, horrified.

“Here’s something you don’t know,” Kay continued. “Your wife is a direct descendant of the high priestess bitch who sealed me away. I brought Kay to that cave. I felt her close, walking through the woods, and I drew her to me. She has the blood of High Priestess Chatata flowing through her veins, and I had to have her. I will never return her to you. My revenge tastes sweet.”

“Yet these thin chains bind you,” Father Jenson said. “You boast of power yet in this moment have none. We will extricate your spirit and force you into that diamond. I will seal you away for another thousand years. You are powerless.”

“Powerless?” Kay scoffed. “You believe me powerless?”

“Indeed,” the old man said.

“Let me show you power,” she chuckled.

Kay closed her eyes and turned her attention inward. Her breathing slowed. Her skin flushed rosy. A slight rumbling shook the church.

“You believe you know,” Kay said, eyes closed. “You believe you understand. Your church is an infant compared to me. I was here when this world was boiling and soft. I was here when this world was covered in ice. You and your kind have caught but a glimpse of the truth yet deem yourselves experts. Watch what I can do, and despair.”

When she was ready, Kay opened her eyes and fixed the Reverend Mother with a hard stare. The older woman could not look away.

“Remove your clothing,” Kay said, her voice filled with subtle vibrations, a strange humming the Reverend Mother struggled to resist. “You know you are beautiful beneath your habit,” Kay continued. “Show us. Show us the gorgeous body you keep hidden but wish others could see. Show us your pride. I know you struggle each night as you touch yourself. I know how you spend each day in prayer, fighting the temptations that assail you. Fight them no more. Be who you truly are. Show us the lovely form God gave you.”

The Reverend Mother was breathing fast, chest rising and falling. Kay’s hypnotic words had ignited a fire in her.

“I see the woman you truly are,” Kay continued. “I see your heart’s desire. Seize it. Show us. Reveal yourself to us.”

The Reverend Mother hesitated for a moment, fighting the spell Kay cast. Her body trembled. Then something broke inside her. She reached for her veil, lifting the stiff fabric from her head, and set it aside. Her hands moved to the bandeau across her forehead.

“Reverend Mother,” Father Jenson called out. “Remember yourself. Remember your vows. Stop this instant.”

She did not stop. With her eyes locked on Kay, the Reverend Mother slowly removed one article of clothing at a time. Father Jenson stopped his reading to approach his colleague. He sat the ancient book on the floor.

“Gail,” he ordered. “You must return to yourself. Do not listen to this demon. Fight. You must fight. Do not be seduced by evil.”

The Reverend Mother removed the coif and guimpe, then lifted the blouse over her head, exposing exquisite, succulent, never been touched breasts. Stiff nipples sat high on full orbs. She reached for the long crucifix swinging around her neck, but Kay stopped her.

“Leave it,” the hypnotic voice said. “I like it on you.”

The Reverend Mother drew down the side zipper and stepped from her long, pleated skirt. Several layers of underskirts followed until the Mother stood naked before them. Alex ran his eyes over her sexy, luscious body.

“I had no idea,” Alex breathed. “You are beautiful, Reverend Mother.”

Father Jenson looked at the floor in shame.

“You must stop this,” the Father said. “You must.”

Kay laughed.

“To whom do you speak, Father?” she asked. “To Gail? To me? Or to yourself, and the lust which fills your heart? Look upon this beauty. You’ve often wondered what her robes hid. You’ve seen hints of her shape beneath, moments when her habit has pulled tightly across her body. I know your heart. I see your lust in your eyes. Look at her and have your questions answered.”

Kay’s voice could not be refused. All eyes turned to Gail. The woman basked in their attention, lifting her arms over her head. She slid her feet farther apart, exposing her bushy cunt. Father Jenson lifted his gaze and drank in the sight of Gail displayed gloriously nude before him.

“Your turn, Father,” Kay purred, the hypnotic voice at full power. “You have a secret, but I know it. Let us abandon lies. Let us reveal the truth. I see into you, Father. I see your life before the Vow. I see your wild salacious ways. Remove your clothes. Show us what you keep hidden.”

Alex watched, distraught, as the older man began to shed his clothes. No one could withstand the power of Kay’s spellbinding voice. Father Jenson discarded his underwear and stood tall, a large cock hanging in a gentle arch from his hips.

“A shame to hide something so beautiful,” Kay teased. “Gail, kneel before the archbishop and place that fat cock in your mouth.”

The Reverend Mother whimpered, tormented, yet eager. Wanting, yet conflicted. Kay played upon the desires her victims truly held, using their own desires to fuel her commands. The Reverend Mother’s breasts wobbled as she moved to stand before her colleague and sink to her knees. Jenson’s penis slapped her on the chin. She lifted the long tube, which already rose with desire, and opened her mouth.

“Your first cock?” Kay asked, full well knowing the truth.

“Yes,” the Reverend Mother moaned.

“But you’ve thought about them, haven’t you? You think about them a lot.”

“Yes,” Gail admitted.

“Taste your first,” Kay said.

Gail, the Reverend Mother, opened her mouth and leaned closer. The swollen and veiny tube slipped between her lips. She pulled him too deep and choked but did not care. She tried again, succeeding this time, and closed her lips around Father Jenson’s dick. The older man groaned; his fantasies realized.

Kay chuckled at her demonic handiwork. All eyes watched the Reverend Mother use her unskilled hands and mouth on the first penis she’d ever touched. The Father grew stiff quickly, despite his shame. His hands drifted up to her head and he began to fuck her mouth. Gail moaned with complete submission. Jenson steered her head, guiding her underneath to attack his fat and hairy balls and the Reverend Mother did so with lusty abandon, decades of desire boiling to the surface. Jenson twisted her head to engulf his prick again and the Reverend Mother sucked hard, raising thick veins along the shaft. Gail worshipped the throbbing piece of meat before her, clumsily stroking with both hands, slobbering all over the shaft and head. Father Jenson was lost to pleasure.

“Your turn,” Kay said, and both understood what she meant.

The Reverend Mother stood, and Father Jenson knelt. He was no stranger to pussy, enjoying his share before donning the cloth, and quickly shoved his face into her hairy crotch. He grabbed her smooth ass with both hands and tilted his head to penetrate her cunt with his strong tongue. Gail almost collapsed. She grabbed his shoulders to brace herself, moaning and gasping as the first tongue to ever enter her tortured sensitive flesh. She screamed when she orgasmed, then she sobbed. Kay directed them into a sixty-nine position on the floor and watched with delight as the two holy persons ravaged each other, unleashing years of trapped want.

Kay aimed her voice at Alex.

“Take me down,” she said. “I cannot break these chains of gold. Take me down to enjoy the Father’s big cock too.”

“You’re still my wife,” Alex complained.

“I should deny myself something so delicious?”

“It’s wrong.”

Kay laughed.

“All right,” she said, changing the pitch of her voice. “I release you both.”

Father Jenson gasped. The Reverend Mother continued to suck his cock for several heartbeats. She moaned in frustration and shame. The archbishop shook his head as if an insect buzzed in his ear, pulling his face out of her crotch.

“Get behind me, Lucifer!” he cried.

“Lucifer?” Kay scoffed. “Your God did not make me. I am no demon, formed by God’s hands. I told you; I was already old when your God created Lucifer. I was old before the mountains rose. I blended with tribes, following man from the frozen steppes of Mongolia to the new land, eons before the ice melted. Your silly new religion has no power over me.”

Gail, the Reverend Mother, grabbed the hard cock in her face and stuffed it back into her mouth. Father Jenson groaned.

“You are all just animals,” Kay chuckled. “Lust always wins.”

Gail pushed the older priest onto his back. She moved swiftly over him, holding his erection upright. She searched for her opening and pushed him in before settling her weight on the man, driving his big cock deep like a spear. She moaned at the invasion and began to pump her hips up and down.

“Give in, old man,” Kay said. “I have seen the look in your eyes on Sundays. I know you desire me. Fuck the poor Reverend Mother and I will get down from here and grant you my pussy too.”

The good Father’s will collapsed. Gail’s tight pussy milked his thick inches, squeezing as she glided up and down, and he had no way to resist her. Jenson gave in. His hands rose to the spectacular tits wobbling in his face and he joined her thrusts with thrusts of his own, pumping that big shank in and out. Kay and Alex watched the holy persons degenerate into base animals.

“Take me down,” Kay ordered.

Alex backed away.

“No.”

“I can compel you.”

“You’ll need to. You’re my wife. I cannot hand you to that man. I’ve known him since I was a kid. So have you. My parents brought me to his church, this church.”

Kay laughed.

“Silly boy. Your mother brought you to this church because she was fucking the good Father. Jenson strayed often with the pretty members of his flock. That big cock owned him until he grew old enough to learn control.”

Alex turned to watch them fuck.

“If that penis has been inside my mother,” Alex said, voice trembling. “Then I have yet another reason why it should never go inside you.”

“Will you let me starve to death? Kay needs food and water and sleep. Will you leave me hanging until death? The exorcism failed. Take me down. Release me, husband. I promise to leave Father Jenson alone.”

Alex pondered for a moment and then gave a nod. He moved to the oak frame and pressed a button, allowing the gold chains to go slack. Kay slipped her wrists free. She kissed her husband lightly and approached the mating pair, stripping clothes.

“You promised to leave Jenson alone,” Alex said.

Kay smiled sweetly, moved close to Gail, offered the older woman her pussy. Gail dipped her head to lick Kay’s cunt while Jenson fucked the Reverend Mother from below.

“I did promise,” Kay said. “But I said nothing of the good Mother.”

Kay allowed Gail to lick for a time and then pushed her off the Father. Kay spun the woman around and slipped into a sixty-nine position, burying her pretty face in the older woman’s pussy. Father Jenson crawled on his knees to take the Reverend Mother from behind.

Alex slumped against the wall. Kay feasted on pussy but stayed true to her promise, avoiding the Father’s plunging cock. Alex noticed Kay’s discarded clothing nearby and absentmindedly began to straighten and fold them.

Something fell from Kay’s pocket, clattering to the floor.

Alex lifted the shiny green emerald from the cave.

Why would Kay continue to keep this valuable gem on her person and not the safety deposit box they’d procured? All their cash was stored there. Why not this gem?

Memories of that day flooded in. He thought about all the changes since, some good, many bad. He saw Kay licking Gail’s pussy all around Father Jenson’s fat cock, and a sudden upwell of angst and futility overwhelmed him.

She has the blood of High Priestess Chatata flowing through her veins, the demon had stated. I will never return her to you.

Alex sat the emerald on the tile floor and removed his shoe. In a fit of frustrated fear and rage, he brought the heel down on the gem. The pretty green stone shattered with a pop.

Kay screamed.

Wind whipped around the small room. Stinging salt flew. Discarded clothing joined the small tornado, dancing higher. Kay tumbled to the ground unconscious, but Father Jenson and the Reverand Mother continued to fuck, their lust for each other far too strong to stop. Alex covered his head with an arm and crawled to his fallen wife, gathering her in his arms, protecting her. Kay soon opened terrified eyes, saw her man wrapped around her, and hugged him fiercely.

“What’s happening?” she shouted.

“I smashed the emerald,” Alex yelled.

Kay grabbed her husband’s face. Understanding flooded in. Memories of all she’d done since she first placed that gem in her mouth bombarded her mind. She began to cry.

“I’m so sorry, Honey,” she cried. “That thing was in me, in my mind. I could not stop myself. I must get out of here.”

“What about them?” Alex asked, gesturing at the Mother and Father.

They watched Jenson fuck Gail.

“They have their own shit to work out,” Kay said. “I want to go home.”

Alex slid her clothing to her.

“Get dressed,” he said, over the dying wind. “Let’s get out of here.”


Chapter 14

Kay slept on and off for two days. When she’d wake, she ate ravenously. Alex had freed her from the spirit, but the creature had fed on her energy for months, like a vampire, leaving her exhausted. She remembered every act she’d committed, and shame crushed her. She could not look Alex in the eye. Eventually he decided to get her out of the house and back on her feet.

He made a reservation at their favorite restaurant for that night and was pleased to see the effort she made to look good. The hostess escorted them to their table and the waiter soon appeared. They ordered and the waiter left with the menus.

“We should check on the Reverend Mother and Father Jenson,” she said. “It’s been days. We left in a hurry.”

“They seemed pleased,” Alex suggested. “They continued fucking even after I killed the spirit.”

“Killed?”

“Yes. When I smashed the emerald.”

Kay looked at her hands resting on the linen tablecloth.

“You didn’t kill the spirit, Alex. I’m sure of it. That emerald was simply the being’s link to me. When I touched it in that cave, the connection was made. Smashing it only released the demon from me. Now it roams free. I’m worried the Beast entered the Reverend Mother or Father Jenson.”

“Oh. That’s why you want to check on them.”

“Yes.”

“I understand. We can go by the church tomorrow.”

Kay shook her head sadly.

“No, you go. I’m terrified the spirit will inhabit me again if I get close.”

“He said you’re a direct descendant of the high priestess that entombed him. He said he’d never give you up.”

“He had no idea you’d smash the gem.”

“I bet he’s furious with me. Won’t I be in danger? Won’t he possess me?”

“No. I shared my mind with him, and I think I understand the creature. He could have taken you over anytime but didn’t. He usually possesses dangerous male types, warriors. He loves conquer men and women. I was his first female body. You’re safe.”

“Because I’m not a stud.”

“Kind of, yeah. But that’s a good thing.”

“Right. I’ll go tomorrow.”

The waiter returned with the drinks, informing them their meal would soon follow. He walked away and Kay excused herself to wash her hands. Alex waited for their food, scanning the restaurant. He watched the strangers seated around him, saw them enjoying their dinner, living their lives, blissfully unaware of the world outside their own. They might suspect that a world existed beyond the one they knew, but they didn’t know it, not like he and Kay did. His mind wandered over recent events, amazed that they’d survived. With danger behind them, the money safely stored in their deposit box brought relief. He chuckled. Their life going forward would be so much easier.

Time passed and Kay did not return. Alex sipped his wine until the glass was empty. Finally, he left the table to search for her. He called her name in the ladies’ restroom but received no answer. He called her phone but heard it ring back at their table. He ignored the Employees Only sign and tried the door that led to the kitchen.

He found his wife behind the bakery racks.

Kay crouched before a half-circle of young men, each with their zipper down and penis out. She sucked five cocks simultaneously, joyfully alternating from one to the next. One young man noticed him and invited him to join their group.

“She’s blowing all of us,” he laughed. “She already finished off Jeremy and Tyler and George. This is awesome. Come get some.”

Kay looked up to see who had entered the kitchen and met her husband’s gaze.

“I’m sorry, Alex,” she muttered. “I can’t stop myself.”

“You know this guy?” a young man asked.

“He’s my husband.”

The men laughed.

“No shit?” one man said, forcing her head down. “I guess he already knows how good you are then.”

Kay stuffed the young dick in her mouth.

“Kay,” Alex said. “Stop this. Come back to the table with me.”

“You go back, Baby,” she said. “I’ll join you in a few minutes. Let me finish these guys off. I got them hard. I can’t leave them like that.”

Alex turned and strode from the room. His heart hammered. He sat, understanding now why the waiter had been delayed. Kay soon returned, adjusting her clothing, wiping her mouth. The other patrons suspected nothing. She took her seat, avoiding eye contact. Their waiter, and one of the men she’d sucked, arrived carrying plates of food. He served them and mentioned the meal was on the house. He departed. Kay began to eat.

“Are we going to talk about what happened?” Alex asked.

“You’ve seen me suck cock before.”

“Yes, while you were possessed by an evil spirit.”

She leaned back in her chair.

“The demon took up residence in my head, but he didn’t kick me out. I saw everything. I felt everything. I heard and tasted everything. But he didn’t place desires in me. The desires were always present. The demon may be gone but the desires he set free remain. The demon merely made me face them. Now that he’s gone, I realize I was so against sex because I was afraid of how much I wanted it. My parents taught me that good girls don’t do those things, but I wanted those things so desperately. Now that I’ve had them, I can’t stop. I can’t go back to how things were. I’m sorry.”

“You’re saying I should expect more of that?”

Kay took a bite of steak.

“Yes, a lot more. Is that a problem?”

“Wouldn’t any husband say yes?”

“Most would, yeah, but I’ve seen you masturbate to a big black cock stuffing my pussy, so I think there’s a chance your answer might be no. Be honest. You prefer this version of me. I know you do.”

Alex stared at his food. There was no denying the rush of excitement he felt when he found his wife down on her knees servicing a gang of young men. It was raw, hardcore sex and it thrilled him. He searched his feelings and realized it wasn’t all those cocks in her mouth that bothered him. It was the fear of losing her to another man. In truth, he loved being married to a woman capable of surprising him like that, doing things like that. She was right. He did prefer her this way.

“I admit it was hot as hell,” he said. “But I can’t just step aside and let you fuck whomever you wish.”

“Why not?” Kay asked. “We are well down that road without ill effect. Why go backwards? I just spent days in bed figuring all this out, figuring out what was going on in my head and my heart. Now I know. I want more, but I want you as my husband too. I hope and believe that sex is not the only thing that binds us. I believe you have room for my dalliances.”

“Dalliances.”

Kay giggled.

“Yeah. Flirtations. Romances. Liaisons. I remain your loving wife, but nothing compares to the excitement of a new lover, nothing compares to a new cock.”

“Especially if it’s big.”

“That’s a wonderful bonus, not a requirement, although big ones certainly highlight the lecherousness of the moment. They amplify the sexuality of the event. I’ll never turn one away. I don’t care who it is attached to.”

Alex felt the weight of her words. End the marriage or accept she will take on new lovers. The thought strangely aroused him. He remembered Mason’s thick cock forcing her hole wide.

“Are you picturing me getting fucked?”

“Yes,” he admitted, shaking his head. “Mason, damn it.”

She smiled.

“I knew you would.”

“Kay, my true fear is losing you to one of these men I step aside and allow you to enjoy. How stupid will I feel if one of them steals you from me?”

Kay’s face softened. She lifted his chin with gentle fingertips.

“Really stupid,” she teased.

Alex laughed.


Chapter 15

Alex parked and approached the church warily. The gardener clipped bushes, the window washer waved and said hello. Everything seemed normal. He wondered if he should have called first but since the purpose of his visit was to determine if all was well, giving Father Jenson advanced notice seemed unwise.

The church door was propped open, as always, and Alex worked his way through the nave to the back offices. The Reverend Mother was not at her desk. Alex continued, reaching the Father’s office. The door was closed so he placed an ear against the mahogany. Soft moans reached him through the wood. A knock would only make them hide their actions. To get the truth, he needed to surprise them. He quietly tested the knob and found the door unlocked. He quickly opened the door and stepped inside, closing the door behind him.

His mind was not prepared for what his eyes saw.

Bill, his oldest and best friend, sat in a chair near Father Jenson’s desk. Tina, Bill’s wife, and Kay’s best friend, lay on her back across the good Father’s desk, her skirt pushed up, panties gone, top pushed up, luscious breasts exposed. Her legs rested on Jenson’s shoulders. The Father held the front of his smock in his mouth so he could see his long, fat cock sawing in and out of the pretty wife.

All heads turned as Alex burst into the room.

Stunned, Alex stared at Tina’s tits. He’d wondered about them for years, each time the two couples got together for something, fantasizing about how good he was sure they looked, and was shocked to discover they were prettier than he’d imagined.

“What do you want?” Father Jenson demanded.

Tina made no move to hide her nakedness. Alex continued to stare.

“To make sure you were all right,” he said. “Kay and I worried about you and the Reverend Mother. I’m glad you’re okay.”

Alex met the Father’s eyes. He saw something there, something extra. He knew instantly: the evil spirit had found a new home.

“I’m sure you’re wondering what the fuck is going on,” Bill interjected, rising from his chair. “But this is not as bad as it looks. Last week when Tina confessed her sins to the Father, he assigned her an interesting penance.”

“I tore a hole into her confessional with my bare hands,” Jenson rasped. “I stuck my big cock through. The slut attacked me, like I knew she would. I told her that to make amends with God she’d need to fuck me every day.”

Alex studied his friend’s faces. They had no idea of the change which had come over Father Jenson. Bill and Tina were oblivious to the possession. They honestly believed this contrition was real.

“Oh boy,” Alex said. “Bill, that is not an approved atonement, and that man is not what he seems.”

Bill turned to study the Father.

“We don’t mind,” Tina said from the desk. “We’re happy to pay the price. You should join us. I caught you looking at me, Alex. I always catch you looking at me. I know you want me and that’s all right. Bill loves watching me get fucked. Come put your cock in my mouth. I’ll suck you off while Father Jenson fucks me.”

Tina spread her arms wide, offering herself and pushing items off Father Jenson’s desk. She hung her head upside down off the edge and opened her mouth, inviting Alex. The Father tightened his grip on her thighs and began to work his cock in and out again.

“I told you,” Bill said. “When you told me about Kay, I told you what to do. I told you to encourage your wife to fuck other men. I told you that because it’s what I would have done with Tina.”

Tina reached for Alex.

“Go ahead,” Bill said. “I know you want her. I see you check her out every time we get together. Do you think my wife is hot?”

“Yes,” Alex admitted.

“Then let her suck your cock.”

Alex hesitated. Tina stretched her hand to him, and he stepped closer to take it. She tugged him closer still. Alex’s glanced at Father Jenson’s. The demon was clearly inhabiting the old man’s body. Tina’s scrabbled at Alex’s zipper and then dropped his penis into her upside-down mouth. She looked delighted. Alex gasped.

What the fuck is wrong with me? he wondered. Now I’m partners with the monster. He fucks Tina at one end, while I fuck her at the other.

“That looks so hot,” Bill mumbled. “Crazy hot. How do you like it, Alex? She’s talented, right?”

Alex struggled to form words. Tina easily slid the length of his growing erection into her mouth, sliding him all the way back to tickle her tonsils. His hips began to move of their own accord. His swelling cock slid between her tight lips and across her writhing tongue. He groaned.

“She’s milking me.”

“That’s my girl,” Bill boasted. “She can teach Kay how to do that.”

Jenson and Alex locked eyes.

“Yes, Alex,” Father Jenson croaked. “Bring Kay around. We can fuck her too.”

Tina was doing things to Alex’s dick that made his legs weak. He thrust his hips. He looked at Tina, amazed to see his stiff inches pumping her pretty face. Her eyes sparkled.

“Father Jenson,” Alex growled. “Stay the fuck away from Kay.”

The Father laughed.

“Maybe I will. This position in the church supplies me with an endless stream of women burdened by guilt. I offer them a way out.”

“By fucking you?”

“Yes!” the old man hissed.

The hiss turned into laughter. He held Tina’s legs and began to slam his cock home. She closed her eyes, savoring the sensation of a cock that thick and hard pounding her cunt.

“Don’t stop, Father,” she mumbled around the dick in her mouth. “Make me cum.”

Alex was amazed. Her cries of pleasure vibrated his dick and thrilled him to the core. He’d always desired Tina. To see her like this drove him wild. Father Jenson pounded that small, lovely cunt until Tina shrieked and her body went rigid. Without thinking, Alex gave into the rush of excitement, blasting his load straight down her throat. She gulped as she orgasmed, sucking as hard as she could while thrashing between the two men. Father Jenson delayed his climax until the others had finished, wanting the stage to himself, and then thrust several times before pushing his big dick all the way in and exploding. Jenson locked eyes with Alex as he came, and the message was clear: this is what I will do to your woman too. He bellowed as he flooded the petite woman on his desk.

Alex stayed rooted until his penis began to wilt. Tina sucked extra hard as Alex stepped away, pulling the last drops of semen up the shaft and into her mouth. Alex staggered backward and Bill offered a steadying hand.

“She’s amazing, ain’t she?” Bill asked.

“Unbelievable.”

Father Jenson backed away, releasing Tina’s legs and withdrawing his long cock. Bill left Alex to kneel between her thighs and plant his mouth over her dripping cunt. Tina gasped and moaned, running her fingers through her man’s hair. This was obviously something Bill did often.

“You must share Father Jenson with Kay,” Tina purred. “The old man can fuck.”


Chapter 16

The doorbell rang and Alex went to answer. On his porch stood a serious and broad-shouldered man, dressed in a state trooper uniform. Next to him was a stunning woman, tall and slender, her waist-length jet-black hair adorned with feathers and chips of turquoise.

“Can I help you?” Alex asked.

“Are you Alexander Monroe?” the police officer asked.

“I am.”

“Hi,” the native woman said. “I’m Nancy Songbird. I’m with the Penateka tribe. Your license plate was seen on a trail cam near the site of a grave desecration. Were you hiking several months ago near Amarillo?”

“I was. We were. My wife and me. We started there but hit Oklahoma and parts of New Mexico too. We were out there a while. We never saw any graves.”

“How about caves?” she asked. “Did you enter any caves? Find anything valuable? Take anything you found with you?”

“No, ma’am. That would be wrong. If we found a grave, we’d contact the closest police station.”

She studied Alex’s face.

“We can place you at the scene,” the cop said.

“Can you? You can place our car at the trail head because that’s where the cameras are, but can you place us at the grave site? What scene? Was someone murdered?”

“The grave is older than that,” Nancy said.

“Oh. How old?”

“Ancient,” Nancy said.

“So, you’re talking archaeology. I thought this was something current.”

“Why do I get the feeling you’re not being honest with us?” the cop interrupted.

“Let’s not get confrontational,” Nancy said, drawing a business card from her breast pocket. “This is my contact information. Call me if you remember anything from that trip, anything at all.”

“Will do,” Alex said. “What happened? What’s missing?”

“That’s none of your—” the officer began before Nancy cut him off.

“One of the bodies we found had strange markings on wrists and ankles. We tested and discovered he’d been shackled in pure gold. That gold has vanished.”

“Gold shackles? Wow. Yeah, I can see why you’d want those back.”

Nancy leaned closer.

“There were carvings inside the cave, Mr. Monroe. Warnings about the man buried there. The ancient language said in life he was possessed by an evil spirit, so the people of that time sealed him away. I’d hate to think he was loose in the world again.”

“I don’t believe in all that ghosts and spirits stuff,” Alex chuckled.

“That’s because you’ve not seen the things I’ve seen, Mr. Monroe. Good day.”

Alex watched them walk away thinking he and Kay would need to be careful how they spent all that money.

“Who was that?” Kay asked.

Alex turned. His wife approached dressed in a sheer pink teddy with fuzzy slippers. Lately all she wore was lingerie.

“You came to the door dressed like that?”

“Why not? I’m in my home.”

Alex explained his conversation with the cop and Nancy.

“They’ll interview pawn shops and jewelry stores,” Kay said. “They’ll find where we sold the chains and if that shop had cameras, they’ll know it was us.”

“The shop I chose is two hours away and doesn’t have cameras. I was careful. Also, the information I put on their forms is false. The only way they can trace anything back to us is if we do something stupid.”

Kay watched the police car pull away.

“That cop was cute,” she giggled.

“The woman was gorgeous. So?”

“Maybe we should have invited them in for sex.”

Alex shook his head.

“Honey,” he said. “I love your new sex drive. I marvel at how strong it is. But living a sheltered life has left you unaware of basic societal rules regarding the subject.”

“What did I do?”

“You can’t greet people dressed like that and you can’t just try to have sex with every man you see.”

“Why? Sex is awesome. He’ll want me when he sees me like this. His dick will get hard and then I can use it. It’s what we both want, so why not?”

“Stop watching so much porn. The plotlines from pornographic movies are nothing like how things work in the real world.”

“Well, maybe they should be.”

“Maybe they should, but they aren’t. You can’t just try to seduce cops or the mailman, and milkmen don’t even exist anymore.”

“We should take the money and run. Quit our jobs, travel the country, meet new people. Fuck them.”

Alex laughed.


Chapter 17

Alex carried his chair across the bedroom and placed it beside Bill’s.

“Excited?” he asked his best friend.

“Hugely,” Bill said. “Tina has never done this before.”

Tina and Kay sat cross-legged on the bed. Tina wore only white panties, bare breasted for all to see. Kay sat beside her, adorned in a pink see-through teddy, edged in feathers. Bill could not take his eyes off her.

“She used to be such a prude,” he whispered to Alex.

The bathroom door opened and Mason, naked, stepped into the bedroom. His heavy black cock swayed. The women had been talking excitedly but fell silent when Mason entered. The man was a giant in every way.

“Sweet Jesus,” Tina breathed. “You weren’t exaggerating.”

“I told you,” Kay said.

“I’ve never seen a black one in real life,” Tina confessed. “It’s beautiful. It’s big.”

Mason crossed his arms on his chest and allowed the women to stare all they wanted. A broad grin split his face.

“My life would be so different if I had a cock like that,” Bill told Alex. “Look at my wife. She’s almost drooling. She loves the goddamn thing. She has never looked at my penis like that.”

Tina left the bed and Kay followed. Now it was Mason’s turn to stare. He told the women to stop and then walked a slow circle around them, appraising every inch.

“Strip,” he ordered.

They shed what little clothing they wore.

“Kiss each other. I like girl on girl.”

Kay turned to Tina and brushed her hair back. She stepped closer and tilted her head. The women began a slow and intimate kiss, breasts mashed. Passion grew quickly. Tina palmed Kay’s larger breast and lifted, testing the weight. Her thumb circled the nipple.

“I’ve always wanted to get my hands on you,” she said. “I’m so glad you had a change of heart. What happened? You love sex now.”

Kay ran her hands over Tina’s breasts.

“I was possessed by a devil,” she joked. “He showed me the light.”

They both laughed. Tina turned to Mason.

“I’m hoping to get possessed by this devil right here.”

Kay lifted Mason’s cock in one hand, aiming it at Tina.

“Feel it,” she said. “Feel the warmth. Feel the blood pumping through it. The thing pulses and he’s not even hard. Wait until you feel this thing enter your body. You won’t believe it’s only a man, that a man could make you feel like that. He’ll make you glad you’re a woman and able to take such a cock.” She lifted her free hand to Mason’s chin. “Then you look up to see this handsome stud holding himself over you on arms of steel. You feel those rippled abs against your stomach, that iron club turning you inside out on each slow and tender thrust and you give yourself to him, letting go. He desires your pussy, and you give it to him gladly, grateful for his lust. This is the original cock, the cock all other men aspire to.”

Kay placed her hand on the back of Tina’s head and the woman understood, sinking to her knees. Kay lifted the black meat and tugged it closer, and Tina dutifully opened her mouth. Her eyes were fixed on the approaching dark spear. A droplet of white precum had oozed out the tip and Tina snaked her tongue to lick it away.

“Bring that to me,” Kay said.

Tina rose and the two women locked in a passionate French kiss. The husbands watched, mesmerized. Kiss complete, Tina took her place on her knees again. Kay squeezed the shaft, drawing another dollop of precum.

“This one’s for you,” Kay said.

Tina tickled the tip of Mason’s cock with her tongue. She circled the droplet before swabbing it away, savoring the flavor of the man. Mason was slow to grow bigger, delighting in what these women could do with a soft cock. Kay cupped his balls and brought them forward and Tina turned her attention to them, slapping her tongue against the wrinkled skin and licking a wide swath. Mason gasped when she sucked a large testicle into her mouth.

“That’s fucking sexy,” Kay murmured.

Bill squirmed in his seat. He’d seen Tina play with several men but never a cock this long and thick, and never one dark like this. His erection filled his boxers. Tina was obviously enthralled by this new lover and the contrast of their skins. Bill watched his pretty wife with a mixture of lust and angst. She’d never been so fascinated. He felt threatened and jealous at the same time he felt more aroused than ever.

“How can you stand it?” Bill asked Alex, voice low and strained. “My wife is in love with his dick. Was Kay like that?”

“Worse,” Alex admitted. “Wait until Mason starts to fuck your woman. You’ve never seen anything like it. His cock will consume her. She’ll be lost to it. Kay tried to play it cool but gave up. He forced everything from her mind except sex and the cock impaling her.”

Tina ducked under to suck Mason’s balls from below and then spread his butt cheeks to tongue his asshole. The big man gasped loudly and moved his feet farther apart. Tina dug deeper and then licked from balls to head, sucking away another drop of milky precum. She sucked hard on the tip, denting her cheeks and stretching his dick.

“I can’t wait anymore,” Kay announced, and knelt beside Tina to plant her lips against the shaft.

The women took turns sliding up and down his spongy dick, meeting at the head to kiss before one returned to his balls and the other engulfed the head. Mason was swelling slowly, arching out from his hips now like a swarthy tusk.

“All right with you if I jack off while we watch?” Bill asked.

“I’d prefer it,” Alex said. “I’m sitting here with a cramped hardon wondering what I can do about it. Let’s get comfortable too.”

The husbands stood and stripped. The women chuckled.

“Too hard to sit still, Baby?” Kay asked. “You guys need to jerk off?”

Bill and Alex took their seats again, each with an erection rising from their laps. They stroked themselves slowly as they watched their women. Kay slid her mouth over the end of Mason’s cock and forced herself to take all she could. Tina turned her attention to the man’s big hanging balls and sucked as much scrotum into her mouth as possible. Mason groaned. Kay tried for more and gagged but kept going, swallowing another inch. She held him in there, working the shaft with throat muscles.

“Goddamn,” Mason muttered.

Kay suddenly withdrew, gasping for air, sliding her mouth off that long dick. She wiped her lips and stood.

“Let’s move this to my bed,” Kay said.

“Our bed,” Alex corrected.

“Good idea,” Tina said. “I’ve never wanted to fuck a cock so much in all my life. Look at this thing. We’ve made him so hard.”

Kay giggled.

“You’re my honored guest,” she said. “You go first.”

“Don’t I have a say in this?” Mason chuckled. “I’m the dude with the dick.”

Kay shushed him.

“No. You’ve got two hot babes about to fuck your brains out. Just enjoy all the attention. We’ll handle the details.”

Kay walked Mason backward toward the bed. Alex felt a twinge of jealousy as the big black man got comfortable on the bed where Alex and Kay slept every night, watched movies, and made love. Mason dropped onto his back and the heavy black club slapped his stomach. The women crawled over him like ants on sugar. They took positions on either side and Kay held the erection straight up. They began licking from sparse pubic hair to large, flared head, lapping up each drop of precum as it oozed. Four hands stroked the solid pillar of meat and caressed the big dark balls. Mason let them play. After a while he lifted Kay’s hips easily and brought her pussy down over his mouth. She moved into a proper sixty-nine but shared Mason’s cock with Tina.

“Is Tina on birth control?” Alex asked Bill.

“No. Why?”

“Mason shoots a lot of cum. A lot.”

“Is Kay on birth control?”

“No, but she should be. This is all new to us.”

“You seem like seasoned professionals. I had no idea. Kay was always so prudish. I never saw this coming.”

“No one did. Once we opened that door, there was no holding her back.”

Kay moaned loudly and both men turned to watch. Mason had lifted the petite woman higher to force more cock into her throat. Tina slathered the man’s balls.

“Enough,” Mason rumbled. “This boy needs to fuck.”

He grabbed Tina by the back of the neck and pulled her up the bed. He dragged Kay on top, face to face with Tina, and moved around behind both. The women looked at each other with giddy eyes, anticipating penetration.

“Me or you?” Tina murmured. “Who will he fuck first?”

Mason pressed on Kay’s back, mashing the women together. He took his cock in hand and aimed between their legs. The ladies kissed and then Tina gasped into Kay’s mouth. Mason’s cock split her labia and sank several inches. Tina groaned deeply, feeling that thick pole invade. He gave her a few seconds to wet his dick and then withdrew, lifting the head and sliding half his cock into Kay. Alex watched his wife arch her back. Mason took turns inside each woman, fucking their tight holes as they made out. Finally, his cock soaked, he withdrew from Tina and placed the large head against Kay’s sphincter.

“No,” Kay muttered, squirming. “No one has ever—”

“I don’t give a shit what other men have not done,” Mason rumbled. “I only care about what I’m going to do. If your man ain’t fucked your ass yet, that’s on him. I’m claiming it right now. Tina, slide down there and lick that little pussy to distract her while I take that ass.”

Bill looked at Alex.

Tina hurried to obey, shuffling under Kay, kissing breasts, stomach, belly button, quickly arriving at Kay’s clit. Alex released his penis, unable to handle any additional stimulation. Mason leaned over Kay and held her neck in his teeth. Tina began to lick and suck Kay’s clitoris. Kay moaned softly and Mason pressed the large black head against her puckered ring. The tip slipped in.

“Oh my god,” Kay gasped.

Mason kept constant pressure and Kay began to open. She teased her nipples as Mason eased another inch through the tight ring.

“Relax,” he mumbled. “Let me in. You’ll love it.”

Kay exhaled and relaxed her sphincter. Mason’s cock crawled several inches up her ass. The sensations were astonishing. This was a whole new kind of penetration. 

Mason rose to one knee for a better angle and Tina orally attacked Kay’s pussy. Alex watched his wife writhe between the two lovers, watched as Mason gradually pushed veiny black inch after veiny black inch up his wife’s rectum. Kay’s body was rigid, but she made no move to get away, overwhelmed with the pleasure assaulting her mind. Tina devoured that cunt and Mason held those hips, slowly pushing more and more cock in. When only his hanging balls remained outside Kay’s body, Tina turned her attention to them, licking and sucking before diving again on Kay’s pussy. Mason began to pump his dick, holding Kay’s butt cheeks open so he could see his black cock going in and out.

“I’m gonna—!” Kay gasped. “I’m gonna CUM!”

The woman shrieked as an earth-shattering orgasm slammed her. Mason fucked her ass with strong thrusts and Tina attacked the woman’s clit with ferocity, spiking the climax and sending Kay into the stratosphere. Mason continued his deep strokes until Kay was a whimpering mess. He slowly withdrew and eased Kay to the bed. He flipped Tina onto her stomach and pinned her with a broad hand.

“Your turn,” he rumbled.

Tina lifted her ass off the bed, offering her butthole freely. Mason steered his cock downward and planted the head atop Tina’s tight ring.

“Do it,” Tina hissed.

Alex looked at Bill. They both turned to see Mason penetrate Tina’s small round ass. She groaned but pushed back at the big black man. Mason fed her an inch at a time and then began to saw back and forth. Tina buried her face in the blankets and groaned, a constant stream of gasps and moans flowing from her throat. She reached under to tease her clit.

“Bill,” she groaned. “Come around where I can see you. I want to watch you jerk off to me getting fucked in the ass. My first black cock, Baby.”

Bill left his seat to approach the side of the bed. He crouched so Tina could see his hand sliding up and down.

“That’s fucking hot, Billy Baby. You know I love to see you do that. Kiss me. Kiss me while this gorgeous black man fucks my ass.”

Bill crawled on the bed and kissed his wife.  He swung his hips around so she could see him jerking off up close.

“I’m going to cum,” she growled, her eyes fixed on her masturbating husband. “Shoot that load, Billy. Blow your load. Let me see it.”

Bill groaned and bucked his hips. Sperm shot from his stiff penis and Tina clenched body wide and orgasmed, rubbing her clit as Mason fucked her ass and she watched her husband shoot.

“Don’t cum yet,” Kay whispered to Mason.

Alex watched his wife slip out of bed to start a bath. Mason continued to stroke deep until, finally, Tina’s orgasm ended. Kay returned and led Mason and Tina to the bathroom.

Bill dropped to lie on the carpeted floor.

Alex paced, hard dick wobbling with each step.

“He fucked her ass,” Alex whined. “Mason took her ass. I’ve never done that. Did you see how Kay loved it?

“I did. Tina loves getting her ass fucked but she’s never given that gift to me. Mason has that on both of us.”

“It was cruel of her to make you jerk off. I know Kay is waiting for me to fuck her, once Mason leaves.”

“Lucky you. Tina enjoys tormenting me but, if I’m honest, I love it too.”

“Let’s go spy on them.”

The husbands crept to the bathroom doorway and peered in. The bathtub was large, sunken in the floor, and Mason sat in a pool of rich bubbles, the white suds a stark contrast to his dark skin. His back was against the wall, his brawny arms around each of the pretty wives. Wet breasts gleamed. All three joked and laughed.

“Did you notice the sea serpent?” Bill asked Alex.

“The what?”

Alex moved his gaze from his lovely wife to the pool of foam. Several inches of black cock poked above the water, topped by a large helmet head. Each woman had a hand under the surface, gently stroking the man.

“What should we do?” Bill asked.

Alex watched his wife, scarcely believing this was the same woman from only months ago. She was transformed, free, lusty, and full of life. She was joyful and playful, sexy, and confident. Her hand came up from the water to swirl around the large black head before vanishing under the surface again. She noticed her husband staring at her and threw him a mischievous grin, coy and flirtatious.

“Go back to the bedroom,” he said. “Wait. Mason hasn’t cum yet. This could go on all night.”

The husbands remained, rooted to the spot, watching their wives.

“They look amazing,” Bill said. “Look at their petite bodies, snow white, against his huge dark form. He’s like a sex fiend risen from Hell to steal our women.”

Alex laughed cynically.

“You’ve met a sex fiend,” he said. “He looked nothing like that black giant.”

“What? Who? Who did I meet?”

“Father Jenson.”

“What are you talking about?”

“You think that old man was capable of fucking like that without some help?”

“I figured he was a natural stud. Are you saying Father Jenson is possessed?”

“Kay and I freed an evil spirit,” Alex continued, watching his wife French kiss Mason, a huge dark hand rising from the water to caress her breast. “We were greedy and selfish, but I’d do it again.”

“What are you saying, Alex?”

Alex faced Bill.

“Jenson was possessed when he fucked Tina. He probably still is. Kay and I unknowingly released a demon that had been sealed away. First it possessed her, making her do all manner of sexual things, then, after I smashed the talisman that connected him to Kay, and he was free to roam, he took over Jenson. We watched the Father fuck the Reverend Mother, Gail. After that, he moved on to you guys.”

Bill’s mouth hung open.

“Are you serious?”

“I am. I know I sound crazy but believe me. There’s at least one demon roaming free. I bet there are more. A lot more. You believe in demons?”

“Of course. Doesn’t everyone?”

“I didn’t before. I do now.”

Mason rose from the water, foam running down his body. The ladies had kept him fully erect, and the husbands marveled at his sudsy cock. His balls looked huge.

“Bill,” Tina called. “Grab that fluffy towel and come dry my lover. It’s time Kay and I took him back to bed.”

Bill swallowed hard. He had a moment where he thought he might refuse but Tina had asked, and he never denied his wife anything. He grabbed the towel from the rack. Mason stepped out of the tub, chuckling at Bill’s dilemma. The big man lifted his arms to his sides, presenting his body to Bill. The man approached tentatively, wrapping his hands in the thick towel. He started with the muscular arms and moved to the chest and down to the stomach, soothing away a million droplets of water. He dried each leg, circling the strong thighs, avoiding the large, black, throbbing shaft in his face. Tina watched, amused.

“Look at it, Billy,” she said. “Isn’t it beautiful? That beast is going in me.”

Bill groaned, at last dropping his gaze to the veiny penis.

“Don’t even think about putting me in your mouth,” Mason warned, laughing.

Bill made a disgusted face.

“Of course not,” he snapped.

“You would if I asked you to,” Tina giggled. “Everyone knows it.”

Alex and Kay locked eyes. An understanding passed between them. Tina and Bill had their ways, but they were not Kay and Alexs’s ways. Kay would never treat her husband the way Tina treated hers.

“Please don’t ask me to do that,” Bill pleaded.

“You don’t like that idea, Bill?” Kay asked, moving towards Mason.

“No.”

Kay knelt, her pretty face inches from the stiff black meat. She kissed the shaft.

“I do,” she said. “I love this gorgeous piece of meat in my mouth.”

Kay opened wide and slid her lips down the shaft. She sealed them around the girthy tube and gently sucked. Tina joined Kay and the women once more treated Mason to the pleasure of two mouths at the same time. He rested his hands on their heads and closed his eyes. Alex and Bill stepped away to watch. The women drove Mason crazy until he throbbed so hard his expression looked pained.

“You ladies are killing me,” he groaned.

Tina stepped in front of the man and bent at the waist, grabbing her ankles. She looked at the man over her shoulder. Kay moved her mouth from Mason’s cock to Tina’s pussy and coated the labia with slick saliva. She tugged Mason forward, rubbing the big head up and down. Kay pulled Mason into Tina, and all three moaned. Kay made sure they were sliding together well and then ducked under to suck Mason’s balls, batting them around with her tongue while the big man fucked the petite wife. He held Tina by her hair and powered his big cock deep. Tina was gasping and moaning when a sudden orgasm struck her, causing her body to clench. Mason ignored her climax, pounding her tight cunt and inching closer to an orgasm of his own.

“Who gets it?” he growled. “Which wife takes my load?”

Alex and Bill looked at each other.

“The risk is too high,” Bill said. “No birth control. Can you imagine if Mason got your wife pregnant?”

A burst of heat lit Alex on fire.

“Give it to Kay,” he said.

Kay groaned with delight.

“I was hoping you’d say that.”

Mason withdrew from Tina and Kay assumed the same position. The black man placed the head of his cock at her entrance, but Tina stopped them. She shuffled under so she could suckle Kay’s swinging breasts. Mason pressed forward and Alex watched those dark inches vanish. Kay’s labia stretched wide to encircle the black shaft.

Mason quickly hit on a smooth, strong stroke, pushing all the way in until Kay’s body could accept no more, and then dragging his cock almost all the way out again. Tina licked and sucked. Kay braced herself against her new friend’s shoulders.

All three hit a rhythm. After a while, Tina wanted more and slid down to Kay’s clit, sucking and licking while she masturbated. Tina orgasmed first but Kay was close behind. Mason tried to delay his climax as long as possible, but Tina slid even farther under the couple and swabbed his swinging balls. That was too much, and he began to spurt a massive load. Kay rocked her hips, coaxing him, milking him for all he could give. He shot his final spurt at last and then remained still, savoring the sensations flooding his body and mind.

“You came so much,” Kay muttered.

“You ladies worked me for so long. My shit was locked down.”

He started to pull his hips away, but Kay stopped him.

“Leave it in me,” she said. “You feel so good in there. My pussy is full of dick. I love that. Let me feel you shrink until you slip out. I’M pleased I made you cum.”

Mason laughed.

“Girl, I’ve never cum so hard in my life.”

Soon Mason’s cock flopped from Kay’s pussy. Sperm dribbled and Tina quickly planted her mouth and sucked more sperm out. Kay gasped and went rigid. Tina sucked Kay’s clit, probing with an eager tongue, and Mason helped Kay remain standing.

“That feels so fucking good,” Kay exhaled.

“Cum for me,” Tina giggled.

Mason walked around in front and Kay braced herself on his thick thighs. He lifted his deflated log to her mouth, and she gently sucked him in, nursing on him while Tina ate her semen-filled cunt. Soon she tensed and groaned, cumming hard. Alex watched his wife collapse into Tina’s arms. The women began making out.

“That’s all for me,” Mason announced. “I got an early shift tomorrow. Gentlemen, have a good night. Ladies, I’ll see you again soon.”

The big man dressed and left the room. Kay and Tina jumped onto the big bed, squealing like little girls.

“I can’t believe we just did that!” Tina screamed. “That was amazing.”

Alex approached the bed and grabbed Kay by the ankle. He gave his wife no opportunity to speak, pulling her leg wide and dropping, planting his face in her lap and his mouth on her leaking pussy. Lust consumed him. His penis was rock hard. A fire raged in his chest and demanded attention. He shoved Kay’s thigh apart and lapped at her labia before sliding his tongue into the slit and two inches into her body. Kay was electrified, arching her back, all laughter silenced. Alex was ravenous, devouring his wife’s unfaithful cunt.

“That is so hot,” Tina mumbled, stunned.

She opened her legs and looked at Bill. He understood. The women rolled slowly onto their backs as their husbands ate their cheating cunts with fervor. Kay enjoyed her husband’s attack for a while and then spun around into a sixty-nine. She stuffed his dick in all the way to the balls, working the shaft with her throat. Alex groaned and blasted quickly, pumping out semen that Kay eagerly swallowed. He ate her as he shot. Cum rocketed from his penis, hours of sexual tension finally released. He didn’t care that his orgasm was rushed. Kay soon moaned loudly. Alex doubled his assault and Kay wailed as she came yet again.

When she finished, he crawled up the bed to lay beside her, noticing that Tina and Bill watched him closely.

“What?” he asked.

“You just ate the pussy Mason came in,” Tina said.

“So?”

“So, I think that’s about the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Bill chuckled.

“I never thought you’d do it too,” he said.

“Bill,” Alex said. “You have cock-sucking in your future, and soon. You might as well admit it. Tina is kinkier than you and she is going to want to see you do that. Perhaps she will spare you Mason’s cock, but I know you’ll suck your first dick before long. After that, I bet you suck dick all the time.”

Tina laughed and hugged her husband.

“Don’t look so worried, Dear,” she said. “I’m sure you’ll enjoy it.”


Chapter 18

Father Jenson circled the altar where the young and pretty girl lay tied, assessing the knots. Satisfied her bindings were secure, he began to unbutton the front of her dress, exposing her lacy black bra.

“Inappropriate, given your age,” he chuckled, his voice filled with a strange vibration the girl could not resist.

“You told me to always wear it when I come to church,” she said.

“Did I? I’d forgotten.”

“Like, three years ago, Father. You insisted on a black lace bra and no panties. That’s what you said.”

Father Jenson continued the trail of buttons, passing over the girl’s belly button and then lower abs. He spread the dress apart after the last button, admiring the smooth bald vulva.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, the mere sound of his voice caused the young woman to tremble.

“I am beautiful?”

“You are exquisite, my dear. Delicious.”

She shivered. Everything he said turned her wet.

“My boobs are too small.”

“No. They are perfect. Did you steal your mother’s diamond like I asked?”

“Yes. It’s in my bra.”

Father Jenson gave her a wicked smile.

“Clever.”

“I was worried you were growing tired of me. Boys get bored.”

Father Jenson reached for the front clasp of the bra.

“Never. You are a rare beauty, Mila. I will never tire of you.”

Mila smiled. She pulled on her ankle and wrist restraints, enjoyed the helplessness of tight rope. She watched the old man’s hands as he opened the clasp and drew the two bra halves away, laying bare her flawless milky white skin, exposing the puffy and lightly pink nipples atop her budding mounds. A small unset diamond rested against her flesh.

“The beauty of youth,” he muttered, smiling.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“I mean youth possesses its own form of beauty. In addition to perfect bodies ready for breeding, there is an air of possibilities, a seductive potential for anything. The future is bright and unformed.”

Mila did not fully understand the man’s words but returned his smile anyway. The Father’s eyes on her naked body always brought the girl a rush of excitement. She’d first hinted at sex years ago, in the confessional, but he’d artfully avoided her flirtations. Lately, he’d become aggressive, and she welcomed it. She’d finally convinced him to expose his cock and she’d been surprised. He was far bigger than any of the boys she played with at school and just the sight of his thick hanging meat made her weak. She’d reached for him, and he’d allowed her touch, teaching her how to use her mouth to give him pleasure. He’d taught her many things recently.

He ran a gentle finger between her labia, testing, and she shivered with lust. He slipped the finger in his mouth, tasting her wetness. She gasped.

“Your voice gets me so excited,” she stammered. “You do things none of the guys from school do. You make me feel sexy, like a real woman.”

Father Jenson pinched the diamond from her flesh and held the gem for her to see. He brought the stone to her lips.

“Kiss it,” he said.

Mila did as she’d been told. Father Jenson moved to the end of the church’s altar and gazed up between the girl’s thighs, smooth skin leading to a bare slit. He leaned closer, sliding his hands up her legs, and tenderly licked her mound. He wiggled his tongue between her labia and probed her insides. He dragged his tongue across her clit, and she groaned.

“Are you going to fuck me, Father?” she said. “I want you to fuck me. I love your cock. I love the way it feels in me.”

Father Jenson stepped away from the raised altar. He opened his ceremonial robe and shrugged it to the floor. Naked underneath, he lifted his soft cock and displayed it for Mila. He moved to her head and stood over her, lowering his hanging meat to her waiting mouth. She sucked eagerly. He grew stiff and lifted over her, then lowered his wrinkled balls to open mouth. She tongued those with enthusiasm too.

When he was hard and throbbing, he held the diamond at her lips.

“Hold this in your mouth,” he said.

“Why?”

“Because I’m going to possess you and a talisman makes it easier.”

She did not understand but wanted to please him. She opened her mouth and extended her tongue. Father Jenson positioned the precious stone reverently.

“Close your mouth.”

The beautiful young woman did. Father Jenson left her side to move between her thighs. Mila lifted her head to see the approaching cock. Sex was a fairly recent discovery for her, and she loved it. She loved everything about it. She especially liked penises and the effect she had on them. It was so easy to make a dick hard and the boys at school were always eager to show her what she’d caused. She loved the way they looked. Father Jenson’s was special. Shaped like all the others but much bigger. It gave her a thrill she couldn’t quite name. It just seemed more masculine, and she liked that. She stared at it now as it slowly advanced. She nervously rolled the diamond around inside her mouth.

Father Jenson held the girl’s thigh and brought his hefty spear closer. Mila jumped when the tip brushed her labia. The good Father moved his hips until he separated her pussy lips, then eased his weight forward, pushing his cock into the girl. Her groan of penetration delighted his heart. He watched her bald pussy part and flower, tight lips shoved open by his girth. The girl squirmed as she was slowly filled, her tunnel drenched with anticipation. She played with the diamond, utterly unsuspecting. He fed more cock and then more again and her back arched as she pulled on her restraints. She moaned loudly; jaw clenched. He pushed his last inches into her body and then leaned over the girl, meeting her eyes.

He mentally drew back the veil and allowed her to see the spirit possessing Father Jenson. Her eyes went wide in shock. He knew the gem in her mouth had started to tingle and vibrate and she would soon spit it out. He prevented that by sending part of his spirit into the girl, sharing her mind like he had so many others through the ages. Mila understood at last. Father Jenson was not Father Jenson. The beast brought awareness with it, and she saw his plan for her, saw how he would use her youth and beauty to move through this world, conquering many.

She welcomed the demon. Her body was already electrified, and the pleasures continued to soar. The cock filling her was like nothing else she’d experienced. She craved more. The demon shoved deeper.

Mila cried out in orgasm. The Father began to pump his hips, working his fat cock in and out. She strained her bonds. Not to free herself but to grab his ass and pull him even deeper. He started slowly but soon thrust hard and fast.

Mila orgasmed again, wailing in pleasure, tossing her head. The old man pumped faster and faster and Mila swooned, overcome with wild waves of pleasure smashing into her, dimly aware that Father Jenson was bellowing like an animal and ejaculating a deluge of hot semen. She tried to thrust her hips at the man, offering herself completely. She orgasmed again but her mind was swirling too much to recognize it. The man fired his last ejaculation and collapsed, sweaty and breathing hard. She was thrilled she could do this to a grown man. He rested until his shrinking cock slid out.

Mila felt the new being in her, sharing her mind, sharing her body. She knew she was now strong enough to snap the ropes that bound her. She twisted arms and legs and stood, free, rivulets of sperm streaking her inner thighs. She looked down on the man she used to be and smiled. Father Jenson seemed to return to himself and scan all around, understanding landing like a hammer. He buried his face in his hands.

“What have I done?” he muttered. He jerked his head up to gaze at naked Mila. “Sweet child,” he said. “You must dress. You must cover your body.”

Mila laughed and Jenson heard both voices intertwined.

“I don’t think so, old man,” Mila said, sweeping her young arm in an arc before her. “The world awaits.”

End.
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