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One

















It wasn't the best
of neighborhoods, though clearly it used to be, perhaps a century
ago. The narrow street was crowded with lovely brick Victorian era
homes, all with high, peaked roofs.  There was room in each small
front yard for a single tree, and someone, long ago, had placed on
precisely in the center of each. Those trees, mostly oaks, were now a
century old. So it could have been a very genteel community.

But it wasn't.
Many, even most of the houses had not been well-maintained. There had
been a rezoning, and many were now either occupied by small
businesses, or subdivided into rooming houses. But I had examined the
surrounding neighborhoods, and the way prices were moving, and I
thought the house was a bargain which could only appreciate as the
surrounding areas got more expensive.

Besides, it was,
apart from being a fixer-upper, perfect for my needs. It had a living
room, a kitchen, a dining room, a den and a library on the first
floor. I could convert the living room, in front, to an office for
visitors, and make the den my living room. As for the library, well,
I'd always had tons of books in need of storage. Now at least, they
could come out of their boxes.

It was also
terrifically priced, and close to downtown, so customers could find
me, those few who insisted on coming to see me. Most of my work was
done over the phone and by computer, or when I visited the work sites
and potential work sites before preparing architectural plans. You
see, I'm an architect who hates to work. I love architecture, mind
you, but don't consider that work. No, work was going into an office
and reporting to managers, and taking orders and criticism and
corrections.

I'd never been very
good at any of that. Never been good at putting up with fools,
either. I'd graduated high school at sixteen. By twenty one I already
had  my masters under my belt and was working for an upscale
architectural firm downtown. But I'd found my own esthetic
sensibilities given short shrift by the bean counters who cared only
about money, and after five years, with a little help from an
inheritance from my grandfather, I had decided to get out on my own.

I'd had more than
my share of difficulties hiring people to fix the place up. That had
surprised me given the connections I'd made over the previous five
years. Otherwise reliable workmen had quit early on me several times,
several even before starting, and none with adequate explanations.
I'd had to do some of the work myself. I was up to it, thankfully,
given me father's insistence on teaching me basic carpentry and home
care as a teenager. But I found it frustrating as it took me away
from more important things.

I am a firm
believer in specialization. I believed in spending my time on what I
do best and enjoy most, and leaving other tasks to those better
suited to them. I could drill holes, cut wood and hammer nails but it
wasn't what I liked, nor the most profitable use of my time.

“Through
here, and up those stairs,” I said, guiding the movers with my
bed.

They nodded. The
two men were carrying one of the upright pillars on a sling between
them as they moved into the house. The one in the rear looked up
doubtfully at the roof. “Creepy place,” he muttered as he
headed for the stairs.

Creepy? I frowned
and looked up at the lovely crown molding, very old and beautifully
carved, and the old brass chandelier hanging from the ceiling. There
was nothing creepy about it, to me. It had style. Wait till they saw
the bathroom, I thought with a grin.

The bed came in
multiple pieces. There was the large backboard, complete with shelf
and mirror, the two seven foot pillars which bordered it, then the
long wooden rails and foot-board, the box spring and then the
mattress. It took a number of trips, but one that was in place I
could start to unpack the boxes of clothes I had already brought over
myself. The pillars both had multiple drawers and shelves, and by the
time I had filled them the two dressers were in place so I could
continue.

I didn't consider
myself to be a clotheshorse, but I did believe in being prepared, and
in being comfortable. I had clothes for any occasion, in any number
of colors and styles. Then there were the boots. I had always liked
boots, and had almost two dozen pair. I had a dozen jackets for
various situations and temperatures, and of course, business suits,
though I hoped to not need those so much any more. After all, I was
the one setting the dress codes now!

I checked on the
men from time to time, helping place my exercise machine in the next
bedroom over, the one that was going to be a gym. I'd had all the
floors refinished, and while they weren't polished yet – I was
waiting until the move was done – I didn't want them scratched
up by having heavy equipment dragged across them.

The house had had
four bedrooms but I'd knocked down a wall to make the master bedroom
bigger, and to put in a walk-in closet. I had intended on adding an
en-suite, but once I had a look at the main bathroom up the hall I
knew I could never match it. It was truly an amazing room, especially
for its time.

The floor and walls
were covered in alternating shades of very small blue tiles. The tub
was actually in the floor, not raised, but sunken below floor level.
It was enormous, a good five feet wide and long, and easily three
feet deep. There was also a separate shower in the corner. Instead of
an enclosure, five foot high walls had been built out from either
side of the corner, partly enclosing it, leaving a space to walk
through. I'd replaced the old fashioned overhead shower-head with a
modern multi-head system, but otherwise had left it alone.

The four foot long
counter was of polished marble, and the mirror over it was
practically a work of art, with Victorian era wall sconces on either
side for lights. Not enough lights, in my opinion, and so I'd had
overhead pot lights installed, but the effect was gorgeous, and
unique. The toilet had one of the original overhead tanks, with a
lever to pull to flush, and a mahogany seat. It was not your typical
Victorian bathroom, and was surprisingly large.

What could I design
which would compare?

It took very little
time. The movers were impressively efficient in getting everything
offloaded, as if they were in a hurry to get away, and I didn't
question their rush, glad to finally close the door behind them and
be alone to finish up all the thousand and one little details. I
could also finally get out of the jeans and top I was wearing –
for the benefit of the movers, and put on a pair of comfortable
shorts and a tank top.

There was only so
much work I could have done to the electrical system within my
budget, and that didn't leave enough for central air. I'd had to
settle on upgrading the wiring sufficiently to put a small window box
in my bedroom, and another in what would be my office. The rest of
the house would just have to make do with whatever temperature was
outside, and right now that temperature was hot and humid.

That meant I was
going to sweat, but that didn't bother me, so long as no one was
around to watch. I pulled my dark brown hair up and back, clipping
the sides behind my head, then pulling the top back into a loose
tail. The tank top was old, short and threadbare, something I
wouldn't wear in public, but was fine for around the house, and the
short shorts were stretchy and comfortable for moving around and
doing a lot of bending and squatting. 


I had my bedroom
fixed up quickly, as well as the exercise room. The guest bedroom
could wait as I worked on the living room and kitchen.  I had simply
shoved the boxes of books into the library for later.

Turning on the TV
caused the the lights to go out in the room, and, cursing, I went
through the kitchen, picked up a flashlight and a box of fuses I'd
bought, then opened the basement door.

The basement was a
dubious proposition. It too was 'unique' in its own way. The
staircase was very steep and narrow, and the basement itself was long
and dark and, well, creepy. The walls were of mortared stones, not
cinder-block or cement. There were bare bulbs hanging along the main
aisle, and walls projecting out from the sides to divide the place
up. Into what, I had no idea. All they succeeded in doing was casting
shadows everywhere. The furnace was in one 'room', and the big oil
tank in another. The water heater was in a third, along with the
sinks and the washer and dryer someone had at some point arranged to
have installed.

They were at least
ten years old, maybe more, but they seemed to work – after  a
fashion. The washer leaked a little, and the dryer wasn't ventilated
as well as it ought to be. The electrical panel wasn't modern, but
I'd seen worse. It still took screw-in plug fuses, and I'd bought a
number of them in different voltages in order to be prepared.

The front of the
basement was full of boxes and assorted other things I'd had put down
here temporarily. I picked my way through the mess, and froze for a
moment at what I thought was movement in front of me. I aimed the
flash up that way but saw nothing. It could have been just the way my
shadow was moving with the bare bulb overhead, I thought, a bit
nervously. I'd found no signs of rodents or other infestations. In
fact the place seemed wonderfully free of even insects.

I moved forward
slowly, heart beating a little faster as I flashed the light into all
the shadowed corners. The furnace ticked softly as I passed it. It
was off, but the pilot light was, of course, still on. I heard the
soft creak of the house above. There were no windows down here, but
it was very warm and dry. I thought I caught another movement out of
the corner of my eye and swung around, but again there was nothing,
and I cursed softly at my own silly nervousness.

Being alone in a
big old house was going to take some getting used to, that was all.

I found the fuse
box and the fuse which had blown, then replaced it. I walked briskly
up the aisle, refusing to be deterred by moving shadows, and
purposefully walked carefully up the stairs rather than trotting as
I'd have preferred. At the top, I closed and locked the door
gratefully, then went back upstairs to finish off there.

I carried the
toilet paper holder into the bathroom and put it down next to the
toilet, then frowned at the upright seat. I was sure that had been
down. I put it down and left the room, then returned to the dining
room to finish setting up there.

The toilet seat,
though, was the first of the odd things which happened, all of them
small, inconsequential, and yet, as they kept happening, I began to
feel confused and uncertain. A dozen times I found things I'd put
down were not where I'd left them. Doors I'd left open were closed,
or vice versa. Windows I'd closed were open, and drapes I'd opened
were closed. It wasn't all at once, but spaced out over several
hours, and I wondered if I was simply far more tired than I had
thought.

Finding my dildo
sitting on my night table, though, was a shock. I'd put it away,
along with my vibrator, of course. Could I have been searching for
something in that drawer, taken it out to look, then forgotten to put
it back?! I didn't remember looking for anything in that drawer...

I picked up the
dildo, examining it. I felt a soft sense of heat as I wrapped my
fingers around its shaft. Size didn't matter, or so they said. It
mattered to me, though. The brain is the most important erogenous
zone, and I'd always been aroused by the concept of deep, thick
penetration. It was a failing of some sort, I thought, when I
bothered to analyze it. It wasn't that I was a particularly highly
sexed person, just that, when I did think about sex, about men, I
thought about big cocks.

So sue me!

And the dildo was
big. It was long, and it was thick, and it had a delicious texture to
it so I could feel every inch as it slid into me.

Me and Big Al, as I
had privately, and jokingly called the dildo, had enjoyed many fine
times together over the past few years. I put it back into the
drawer, now, shaking my head and heading back downstairs.

I was startled to
see the back door swinging open, and hurried to it. The house had a
small back yard overgrown with weeds and brush, and a separate garage
which gave into a narrow lane-way behind the yard. I peered out at
the yard doubtfully, then stepped out into the yard. The walls on
fences on either side of the yard were rotted and would soon have to
be replaced, I thought. I picked my way slowly through the weeds.

“Should have
brought a machete,” I muttered to myself, as I reached the
garage. 


I opened it and
stepped inside, then reached up and pulled on the light switch. The
garage was small, wood, and spare, but clean and seemed ready for
occupancy. I walked across it and reached down to unlock the big
garage door, then pulled it up, gasping as it shot up more quickly
than I'd expected.

An old woman
walking in the lane turned and gaped at me as the door suddenly
banged open.

“Oh uhm,
sorry,” I said. “Didn't meant to startle you.”

The woman scowled.
She looked ancient, and not particularly friendly.

“Who the hell
are you?”

“I uhm, my
name is Caitlin. I just moved in here,” I said, keeping my
voice neutral and not reacting to the hostility.

“You moved in
here?” the woman asked incredulously. “Are you crazy?”

“It seems
like a nice enough neighborhood,” I said in surprise.

The woman scowled
and shook her head, then looked past me at the house.

“The gray
ones live there,” she whispered.

“The who?”

“Ghosts,
woman! The dead!”

Crazzyyyyy, I
thought.

“Uhm, well,
as long as they don't bother me I won't bother them,” I said
with a tolerant smile.

The woman scowled
at me and hurried on.

I reached up to
pull the garage door back down, caught the handle, and tugged, but it
stuck hard. Muttering, I grabbed it with both hands, trying to pull
it down.

How he got so close
to me without my even seeing him was beyond me. Suddenly the man was
standing right before me. He was handsome and tall, lithe, with long
dark hair and dark eyes, wearing a dark  shirt and jeans. And he was
inches in front of me, looking at me with a very odd, curious gaze.

And there I was in
my midriff baring top, so thin my bra was visible through the thin
fabric, arms stretched overhead, in my short shorts. I yelped and
dropped my arms, backing into the garage.

“Caitlin is a
lovely name,” he said, “Irish, isn't it?”

I gaped at him for
a long moment, but when he made no attempt to move forward I felt my
sudden fear receding, and felt a sense of embarrassment at being
caught out like that, especially wearing so little. 


“Uhm, yes,”
I said.

“I'm ,”
he said, a slow, lazy smile appearing on his face. “New to the
neighborhood, are you?”

“Yes, I uhm,
just moved in today,” I said. “I was just putting things
away.”

He glanced past me
at the house. “Interesting house,” he said. “Has an
interesting history.”

“I-It does?”

“Indeed. This
entire neighborhood has an interesting history, in fact. Odd place,
odd goings on, odd people.”

He smiled
disarmingly.

“Well then
I'm sure I'll fit right in,” I said with false cheer.

Again he moved so
suddenly I was startled to find him right in front of me.

“Indeed,”
he said softly. “After all, it's quite the wild place. There
are predators.”

He slid his finger
along his own chest.

“And then
there are prey.”

And just like that
his finger was sliding ever so lightly down my chest, from just below
my throat, his finger rough and soft at the same time, sliding down
to a small bare spot right between my breasts, where the old tank top
had dipped low. It was a shockingly intimate touch, though he touched
neither of my breasts, and before I could slap his hand away he had
stepped back with a grin, and disappeared. I stared after him, moved
to the mouth of the garage, and peered down the narrow, hedge lined
lane, but he was already out of sight.

“Wow,”
I whispered. Two crazies in as many minutes.

I hung briefly from
the handle, before the door jerked free and came down. Then I turned
out the light and left, going back into the house and making sure it
was latched and locked firmly behind me.

I worked for
another couple of hours, then decided to call it a day. I stripped
off my sweaty clothes and tossed them into the hamper, then padded
naked into the bathroom for a shower. I undid my hair and shook it
out, letting it spill down past my shoulders, then turned on the
shower and watched the water gush out of four separate shower heads
with anticipation.

I stepped under the
water and sighed in delight as it struck my body and flowed around
me. There was no need to turn and turn to get wet under this shower!
Water poured down from above and behind me, and from the wall before
me. And a single pull on a lever stopped them all as I soaped up.

My slippery hands
moved over the warm flesh of my body, kneading my breasts casually,
sliding down my firm belly, pausing a bit in narcissistic pleasure as
I caressed my firm abdominal muscles. I could take no credit for my
breasts, really, for though they were a decent size and quite high
and firm that was nature's generosity. My own exercise had produced
the flat, strong belly and abdomen, though, not to mention – .

I slid my hands
back over my bottom. I did take pride in my body, though I was not
the kind of woman to show it off. I saw the women who were, in their
tight outfits, their low cut blouses, their high skirts, saw them
with disapproval and something like contempt. I guess I'm kind of
conservative, myself, and showing off my body did not get me the kind
of respect and attention I desired in life.

I insisted on being
thought of and treated with respect, as an equal, not some sort of
sex object.

Prey? I snorted as
I remembered the man's word. As if! Did he think himself some sort of
ladies man who was going to seduce the meek little woman? He was in
for a surprise! I was cynical and independent, and not the type be
falling for smart mouthed bad-boys.

He was handsome, of
course, with a lean body. And as I thought of him I let my hand slide
down between my legs, still soaping myself, let my fingers trace up
the narrow opening of my sex.

I'd had laser hair
removal for my legs as my eighteenth birthday present from my mother.
After a number of visits, I'd developed sufficient trust in the girl
who did it to have the treatment extended, at my own cost, upwards,
to, as the brochure called it, my bikini line. Silly to have any hair
in this day and age, lingerie and bathing suits being what they were.
And I found the hairless look much cleaner.

Now as my fingers
rubbed softly against myself I felt the rise of sensation from there,
felt the quickening of interest and sense of spiraling excitement.
Alone in my own house, at last. No family, no roommates, no neighbors
in the next apartment. I had always had to repress my sexual
reactions. It... it isn't the kind of thing I had ever really felt
comfortable talking with people about, with my friends. I  wasn't
sure if I reacted more strongly than other women, or if I was simply
more vocal, but I'd had to be very careful over the years since I'd
hit adolescence.

You see, when the
heat came over me, not always, but when it got really bad, I just
kind of … lost it. I could be very vocal, embarrassingly so.

And now I didn't
have to worry.

I turned the water
on and rinsed off, then turned it off again, my heat rising. I wasn't
sure why I was feeling this sudden intense arousal, but didn't put a
lot of thought into it either. I padded naked across the floor, water
trickling down the length of my body. That didn't bother me for some
reason. I felt fixated on something, and walked out of the bathroom
and into my bedroom, going straight for the night table. I opened the
drawer and pulled out the dildo, staring at it hotly, then turned and
walked back to the bathroom.

This room. There
was something about the old bathroom and its tiles and mirror. I went
to the mirror and stared at myself, arching, posing, then reached for
the the cabinet and pulled open a drawer. I took out a bottle of baby
oil and then, as if entranced, squirted it over my body, covering my
chest with it. My breaths quickened rapidly, and I let my hands
squeeze my breast, and mash them together around the baby oil oozing
and trickling down my body.

It felt so...
goood! I mean, my breasts had always been sensitive, of course, but
my hands felt so wonderful now! And it was almost like... almost like
they weren't my hands at all, as if a stranger's hands were kneading
and caressing my breasts! And of course, that redoubled the
sensations. I could feel the tightness in my chest as I watched my
hands in the mirror, almost as if they weren't my hands, as if they
were someone else's hands, watched and felt them kneading my breasts.

I stared, my
breaths quickening, my chest rising and falling with a fluttering
eagerness as my hands stroked across the surface of my breasts, as my
fingers caught rigid nipples between them, and rolled them between
thumbs and forefingers. They felt like a stranger's fingers, harder,
rougher somehow, and I whimpered helplessly as they pinched and then
plucked and stretched out my aching, throbbing nipples.

One hand slid
slowly down my slick, soft body, down my trembling belly and flat,
smooth abdomen until it cupped my sex and squeezed lightly. I felt
two fingers easing in, rubbing softly across my clit. I moaned and
rolled my head back, my eyes pulling free of the sight of myself so
that I could pretend even more easily that it was someone else
caressing me, someone else with their hands massaging and stroking my
overheated flesh.

I had done that for
years, of course, but never before had my imagination been so vivid.
Never before had the feel of my own hands felt so – foreign! I
felt a sweltering heat settle over my mind as my hips rolled and
ground against my stroking, caressing fingers.

I stumbled, off
balance, then reached for the dildo. I stared at it, as if it were
the most wonderful thing I'd ever seen, brought it to my mouth and
moaned softly as I let the head rub back and forth across my lips.
I'd never done that before, but now it felt so exotic, so erotic, so
sensual as I let it caress my lips, as I parted them and mouthed the
head. My breasts still throbbed, almost with an after echo of the
hands upon me. I almost imagined I could still feel them there,
though lightly.

I fed the dildo
slowly into my mouth, moaning sensuously as it spread my lips wide,
as it moved smoothly over my teeth and along my tongue. I sucked
lightly, rolling my head, and let myself imagine it was real.

I don't remember
sinking to my knees, but I found myself upon them, staring at the
cock... I mean, the dildo... rapturously as I pumped it slowly in and
out of my mouth. My hips ground slowly against nothing, but my clit
throbbed with growing pressure as I fed the dildo deeper into my
mouth. My head pulled up and back and I pushed it forward, gurgling
only slightly as it pushed into my throat.

I knelt, sitting on
my buttocks, knees spread, back arched, head back as I slid the dildo
deep into my throat. I should have gagged more. Deep throating was
something I could do, but had not exactly mastered. I had to be
pretty hot to force myself to it. But I was desperately hot just
then. I didn't understand why, but I wasn't thinking about why. I
didn't care about why.

There was something
below me. I didn't remember what it was. Was it the toilet brush, or,
or the toilet paper holder or... or some sort of... I didn't care. I
didn't think. I felt the pressure against my sex and began to grind
myself against it, still sucking on the dildo, still pushing it deep,
rolling my head in sensual fever as I stared at my own fingers
disappearing into my mouth, fingers which held the very base of that
huge cock... I mean dildo.

My hips worked
faster, and whatever it was, it was soft, sensual, smooth, almost
like skin, but hard underneath. I couldn't breath, and after a moment
I realized it was because of the dildo. I slowly drew it back and
out, gasping, light-headed by the time it came free. I swayed weakly,
almost fell, but gripped the edge of the counter to steady myself.

I stared down at
the floor, then at my groin. There was nothing there to rub against.
But then... then what had I been rubbing against? I was bewildered
for a moment, but couldn't dwell on it. I needed the dildo inside me,
needed to be penetrated – hard – deep.

I climbed up,
clutching the edge of the counter, then eagerly turned my back to it,
my head twisting around as far as it could.  I put the flat base
against the edge of the marble counter and bent forward and pushed
back.

I groaned at the
feel of the pressure against the hot, quivering mouth of my sex, and
as I bent my breasts hung below me, feeling immensely heavy, swollen,
sore, aching, the nipples tingling and burning, wanting to be
touched.

I backed myself
onto the dildo, crying out softly as  it pushed slowly into me, and I
moaned and gasped aloud, my right hand thrust between my legs,
fingering my clit. I could hear soft little gasps and cries of
pleasure, but didn't really identify them as mine as I forced myself
back harder, taking the dildo up deeper into my throbbing belly.

I felt …
dazed, as my hands moved over my body. And again, it was almost as if
they weren't my hands at all, and that was so arousing, so exciting,
because I felt their touch as though they were the touch of another
person. My clit was throbbing powerfully, though I wasn't even
touching it! And the dildo ached as I sank back on it, but ached in a
delicious fashion which set the sexual fever burning even hotter
inside me.

My nipples ached
suddenly, not all at once, but repeatedly, throbbing and swelling and
burning as if small mouths were attached to them. They flared with
sensations!. My rubbery legs could no longer support me, and I felt
myself sinking to my knees, then collapsing slowly forward onto my
chest and shoulders. My knees remained bent, my bottom raised up.
Shuddering, chest heaving, I reached beneath me, thrust my hands in
under my abdomen, up between my legs,gripping the dildo, shuddering
as I pumped it in and out, in and out, harder, faster, deeper.

Panting, gasping, I
rose on all fours, then backed against the counter, and the base of
the dildo caught there somehow, on the door... or... I didn't really
question it. I didn't think. I whimpered in delight, releasing it,
dropping one hand to my breast beneath me, thrusting the other arm
down below my belly so my fingers could rise and caress my clit.

I rocked back
against the dildo. It was deep now, painfully deep, achingly deep.
And I loved it! I rolled my hips and drove myself back and forth on
it until it was almost as if the dildo was moving and not I. I
grunted and gasped and moaned as the sweltering heat swirled and
churned inside me, my mind overcome by the waves of sensations which
kept sweeping over me. It was intoxicating, and my mind swam as my
eyes grew glassy.

I yelped and gasped
again and again as the cock thrust into me, hard and fast and deep,
taking me, using me, fucking me like I was an animal! My breaths came
in ragged, impassioned gasps as I was pounded by the mighty cock
of... of whoever. I didn't care. I was on the edge of a monster
orgasm, and my mind was feverish with hunger.

The dildo thrust
into me so hard, so deep I screamed, driven forward, right off my
knees to land momentarily on my belly, gasping. Then my legs flung
themselves out as if of their own accord and I rolled, flipped onto
my back, suddenly conscious at last, that this was just not right,
not normal.

But I didn't really
care. The intensity of the sexual fever was so great, it was like a
firestorm inside me. I sprawled back on the cool tiled floor, my
overheated body writhing and twisting in sexual hunger. I arched my
back, crying out softly, repeatedly, reaching down for the dildo. I
rarely pushed it so deep, but now it was almost buried within me, and
I ached inside.

My hips bucked and
rolled and my head pulled back on the floor as I stared up at the
ceiling. I felt another little ripple of concern, of uneasiness, but
it was swept away in the heat. My nipples sparkled and my breasts
swelled with heat. Raw wild sensations rolled up from my clit with
every beat of my heart, as if a strong tongue was licking at it. I
felt the tautness of my abdominal muscles as my hips thrust up
violently, felt the ache and strain of pressure as convulsions
wracked my body.

I cried out,
loudly, arching back, my spine bowing painfully, my arms thrusting up
and back behind me. And then, somehow, they were caught there, even
as my knees were splayed and forced up and back locked down by
nothing. Nothing held me, nothing … I could see, or sense, and
yet I felt locked down, I felt bound in some way, or perhaps
pretended I was.

Another rippling
sense of uneasiness swept over me and was burned away by the raging
torrent of heat flowing through my body. Again I cried out, hips
undulating. My breasts burned and throbbed, and I cried out at sharp
little stabbing pains to the nipples. But those little pains, little
intense pins and needles sensations were mere counterpoints to the
lush intensity of the raw pleasure burning into me.

I screamed. I
didn't realize it at first. I didn't know it was me. I wondered who
was screaming, and then realized it was me. As I said, I could get
embarrassingly vocal during sex, even during masturbation, but I'd
never outright screamed before. Then again, I could now, and get away
with it. No one was to hear. And the fever swept over me, making me
scream again as my hips bucked and writhed and my wrists and ankles
pulled against something unseen which held me tightly.

The orgasm was like
a raging storm of sensations tearing through my body, shattering my
mind as I screamed again and again. The heat was unbearable, as I
arched and twisted and writhed in sobbing, gasping, dazed
incomprehension. My legs dropped to the floor, jerking spastically,
my wet, bare buttocks slapped against the tiled floor again and again
as my head rolled and my back arched. And as they slapped the dildo
was jarred inside me, as if it moved, as if it jerked in and out, or
pumped...

It felt as though
mouths were on my nipples, sucking, chewing, small hands kneading my
breasts. My knees were raised, my thighs spread painfully wide. I
felt another hot mouth at my sex, and what felt like … well,
I'd never felt it but... felt like a tongue circling and dipping into
the wrinkled opening of my bottom!

It was all
impossible, a wild, dark feverish hallucination of sensations amid
the stormwave of pleasure. I screamed again, arching and twisting,
writhing as paroxysms of pleasure tore through my mind and body. 


And then I woke up.




























Chapter
Two

















I woke naked and
wet and covered in baby oil, laying on my bathroom floor. I groaned
dazedly, confusedly at first, then a hazy memory of the wild pleasure
which had thrilled my body appeared to me. 


“Oh my God!”
I groaned.

Wow!

My breasts felt hot
and swollen and heavy as I slowly pushed myself up right into a
sitting position. I had an ache deep inside me and my bleary eyes
dropped down to stare between my legs.

The lips of my sex
were almost but not quite closed. I could see the base of the dildo
inside me – fully inside me! I had never done that before, nor
even close. A full foot!? I moaned helplessly and lay back with a
gasp. Every muscle in my body ached, as if I'd run a marathon. My
chest ached. My throat was sore, I think from screaming. I gently
spread the lips of my sex and worked my fingers into my pussy,
grasping the base of the dildo, then, groaning, gasping, I managed to
draw it slowly forth from my body.

I was... concerned,
confused yes. Like I said, I had intense reactions when I really got
off, so much that when I was still living at home I'd looked into
buying a gag so I could come without worrying about everyone in the
house hearing it. But I'd never actually screamed out loud like that,
not so loud my throat hurt! And … how the fuck had I wound up
on the floor like that? Well, that wasn't so bad. But losing
consciousness!? That was a shock!

The memory of the
sensations which had gripped me was a bit hazy at that point, but I
knew they had been intense, much more so than  I could ever recall
feeling before. And I had no idea why that would be. Yes, being alone
in my own place gave me a sense of freedom I hadn't had before, or at
least, had rarely had before, but that wasn't enough to account for
my going off like a fucking nympho who'd been starved of sex for a
year!

I had to soap up
again to get rid of the baby oil, and every time my soapy hands slid
over my breasts, or between my legs, I flinched and shuddered, having
to resist the yearning, the temptation to continue to touch myself,
to caress and knead my breasts. I did, thought, uneasy, wary. I then
had to clean the floor, where I'd apparently writhed and twisted and
spread oil all about. That sort of cooled and calmed me down, and as
the memory faded a bit I felt more bemused than anxious. Wow. Talk
about a wild masturbation session! 


The memory of that
pleasure remained inside me, though, as almost an echo, and a part of
me felt a longing for it. I mean, wow. Who wouldn't want to feel that
again!?

My nipples were
still hard, and flicking my fingers across them even lightly made me
gasp at the rush of sensation. Wild!

I dried myself, and
went to my room, and there, my hands hesitated over my nightie. Why
wear a nightie, some part of me told myself. You're alone in the
house, finally, and there's no danger of anyone showing up. It's hot.
Why not go au naturelle. A touch of my stiff nipples made them ache,
and I shrugged, telling myself I was just feeling horny because,
well, it had been a while since I'd had a man.

And it had. No
doubt that was why Macaulay had had an effect. I was young and horny
and feeling neglected. And dildos, even big ones, just weren't the
same as a real life man.

I went downstairs,
feeling oddly kinky in just my skin, and continued to put things
away, in a lackadaisical fashion. I wasn't purposeful. It was just
that every time I wanted to do something I found something missing or
out of place, so had to go fetch it. As I moved about, though, I was
exceedingly aware of my body, of my breasts wobbling, of my pussy
throbbing, of my stiff nipples as the air crossed them.

I normally wasn't
this horny, but I didn't really question it. It wasn't like it was a
bad thing, after all.  


I got a snack, and
sat on the sofa, watching TV. I sat comfortably, with my feet up on
the coffee table, but then, my feet began to spread, until the
tendons in my thighs ached, until my feet were on the edge of the
sofa on either side of me, far apart. My fingers stroked my pussy
lightly, almost absently as I flicked channels. There was no porn on,
and I regretted it, even though I really hated porn, for the most
part. 


I was restless;
horny and restless. Maybe I needed to go and get my dildo and
masturbate again.

 That was probably
it. That would calm me down.

I have no idea why
I went down into the basement. My dildo certainly wasn't there. I was
looking for something, and found myself naked, bare feet padding
across the rough stone floor in the dimly lit basement, wondering
what it was I was looking for. I found myself pressed against a box,
and maneuvered myself so that the corner was between my legs and I
could gently grind myself against it. I didn't do it on purpose,
exactly, but, well, maybe subconsciously.

It was a sharp
edge, though cardboard, and it kind of hurt, but the ache only roused
me more, and I felt my chest growing tight as I ground against it,
again wondering what I was looking for, trying to remember why I had
come down here.

I shook my head,
feeling a bit strange, a bit light-headed again, and thought to go
back upstairs, but instead I walked deeper into the basement. In a
dark corner was an old sawhorse and I pressed myself against the
edge, grinding myself against it. Then I moved forward as if in a
dream and raised my leg high, sliding it over the sawhorse,
straddling it.

I gasped as I sat
atop it, feeling the narrow edge of wood against the soft, moist heat
of my sex. A rising pressure in my skull made me groan as I gripped
the sawhorse before me, and then raised my feet up and back, crossing
my ankles behind me as I ground myself against it in a slow, panting,
moaning haze of heat. My nipples were swollen and burning, and I
gasped and moaned as the heat swirled and churned within me.

My hands slid up
and back through my hair as I arched my back, and then seemed to
become tangled in it. I writhed and groaned and my hips ground in
slow, aching motions against the hard wood. My hands reached
overhead. The ceiling was low, and there were electrical cords there.
I grabbed them unthinkingly, pulling, twisting on them as my hips
ground against the wood.

The orgasm hammered
me like an explosion, and I screamed, as I had before, bucking and
grinding and twisting and arching as the torrent of sensations flowed
through me. It blasted me like a scalding wave, and left me dazed and
barely conscious, moaning and swaying, yet hanging in place. Somehow
my wrists had become trapped in the wires and I sat straddling the
sawhorse, dazed, eyes glassy, twitching and moaning.

I drew my legs up
and back further, my ankles pressing against the back legs of the
sawhorse, and something there allowed me to prop them up – or
trapped them. I didn't know, didn't understand. I moaned dazedly, and
felt a dark fantasy swirl through my mind. I was a prisoner in a
dungeon somewhere, held by evil men who were torturing me. The dark
ache in my groin was deliberate, and I was trapped, tied on the
sawhorse to punish me.

Punish me for being
a whore.

It didn't seem as
though I had been sitting straddling the sawhorse for very long, but
my pussy was really starting to ache from the pressure. The ache only
seemed to add to the strange dark twisted heat within me, though. I
imagined them pinching and plucking at my nipples, and they burned
and throbbed and ached. I imagined them bringing out flogs, and
lashing my body, front and back. My breasts and chest ached and
burned and my back flared as I twisted and writhed.

My hips ground in
and out ceaselessly, grinding my pussy against the wood as I moaned
and gasped and reeled in feverish need and hunger.  Sharp, snapping
flares of stinging sensation rippled across my breasts and back at
intervals, and I cried out at each, intoxicated by the fiery heat
enveloping me, my pussy literally so wet the wood was soaking beneath
me.

The skin of my
chest and back felt raw and sore, but I hardly cared as another
orgasm tore through me, hammering against my consciousness like the
roar of a freight train.

And somehow, in the
midst of my fever dream, I slid off the sawhorse, and found myself on
all fours on the stone floor, backing myself against a rough old
wooden roof support beam. I backed against it, feeling a sharp little
lump in just the right place, rolling my hips up and down as my
thighs thrust out on either side of it.

I shuddered and
moaned, my upper body dropping lower as I slid to my elbows. The heat
inside me was incredible, and I sank lower, pressing my overheated
breasts into the floor. Another orgasm smashed into me, and again I
cried out in dazed delight, bleary and feverish as I jammed my aching
sex back against the post again and again, and it felt through a hazy
cauldron of sensations, as though the bump had grown and was now a
cock, penetrating me, thrusting deep.

I shuddered and
moaned and rolled my hips as it fucked me, as something fucked me, or
I fucked something. I didn't know, didn't care. I was an animal, a
creature of wild sex and pleasure. My lips were drawn back as I
rolled my hips up and back, raised my bottom high, spread my knees,
and let myself be mounted, be used. I grunted, glassy eyed, again and
again and again as it thrust into me, as it fucked me, grunted and
jerked as if hands were on my hips, pulling me back to meet each
fresh thrust of that monster sized cock.

My sex lips groaned
as they were stretched so wide, and my inside hurt as something thick
punched into my belly. But another orgasm washed it all away in a
blinding crescendo of sensations that had the basement echoing with
the sound of passionate screams which I recognized only vaguely as my
own.

* * *

I climbed wearily
up the stairs, body sore, muscles aching. My pussy, in particular,
felt raw, the skin bruised and abraded. The skin on my chest and back
felt hot and tender, as if I had a sunburn or something, and my
muscles were incredibly sore. But my mind felt clearer than it had
for a while.

I glanced at the
clock and stopped in surprise. I had been sure that clock had been
working earlier when I'd put it in place, but now it clearly wasn't.
After all, I' d come downstairs from my shower at just after eight.
Then I'd watched TV and done a few other things for perhaps an hour.
After that, things got foggy, but I couldn't have been in the
basement for more than an hour at most.

The clock said it
was two in the morning!

And it was.
Checking other clocks and then finally, in disbelief, the TV, found
that somehow, five hours or so had passed since I'd gone down into
the basement. I didn't understand how that was possible, but I
couldn't seem to deny it any longer.

Maybe I'd blacked
out, I thought uncertainly. But if so – when? While sitting
astride the sawhorse? I'd have fallen off! While kneeling, backed up
against the roof post? That seemed improbable, at best. But then,
almost everything about this evening seemed improbable. Was I turning
into some sort of sex maniac? Was there something in the air, here?!

I put on a pair of
loose pajamas, suddenly somewhat nervous for some reason. I checked
the locks on the doors and then went upstairs to bed. 


I usually slept
nude, but tonight, I wore the pajamas as I pulled the sheets over
myself. I let myself relax in the dark. What had happened to get
concerned about, after all? A couple of massive orgasms? Other women
should be so lucky! But orgasms that made me black out? That wasn't
unheard of, but it was not something I'd ever experienced personally.

I had been a late
bloomer, sexually speaking. It had all struck me, when I was a
teenager, as icky, embarrassing, and demeaning. And teenage boys,
let's face it, were pretty crude about it all so that having sex with
them was generally not the most romantic of experiences. I'd been
more bookish than most, resenting the thought I was supposed to be
some sort of wet dream sex object to ignorant, fumble-fingered boys.

I'd not surrendered
my virginity until after high school. And even then it had been more
to get it over with, and to confirm my belief that sex was not going
to be any big, important deal in my life, than any sort of romantic
or excited experiment. It hadn't even been deliberate, really, but
spur of the moment.

I'd been at the
local swimming hole with others I knew, including a guy named Jimmy,
who was cute, had a nice body, but was kind of arrogant. I let my
mind drift back to see us walking through the tall grass. There was
me, in my bikini, but with cutoffs on, though not buttoned, Jimmy,
Michael, and Annie, and we'd wandered through the woods and brush and
grass which was between the swimming hole and our neighborhood 
chatting idly.

It was a warm
summer day, and Jimmy and I had become parted from the others, who
had stayed behind for whatever reason – perhaps to make out.
Jimmy's arm had slid around my waist, and I had tolerated it. He'd
stolen little pecks, little kisses, giggling, and since both of us
had been drinking I giggled too. Why not? It was all kind of
harmless.

I felt myself
sinking into sleep as I remembered us finding the old car, rusted,
decades old, huge, far larger than modern cars. Michael and Paul got
into the front seat, and, giggling, Jimmy and I climbed into the
back. I felt a vague notion that Michael and Paul shouldn't be there,
that they hadn't been there, but it faded as dreams had a wont to do.

I was in the back
seat with Jimmy, and he was kissing me, and I was kissing back, and
that was right and natural and exciting as his hand moved over my
breast and began to knead it gently, then with more confidence. I
felt our lips moving together, our tongues moving together, felt the
heat growing inside me as he tugged down my bra cup and bent to suck
on my nipple.

Mark and Paul were
staring at us from the front seat, staring at me, grinning, leering,
but I didn't care. And then Mark was in the back seat, having climbed
in and sat on my opposite side. I felt a strange mental twinge at
that. Michael shouldn't be there... but it faded as his hand eagerly
fumbled with my bare breast while Jimmy sucked on the other.

I groaned as my
hair was pulled up and back, and then Jimmy's lips were on mine. My
legs were spread apart by unseen hands, and I writhed and bucked as a
hand slid between them. I didn't want things going that far, or
thought I didn't. I tried to twist free, but hands held my arms out
to either side. Hands held my legs up and out to either side. Hands
moved over my body, pinched my nipples, then pushed down into the
front of my cuttoffs.

I felt a shock of
realization as hands tugged on my shorts, but thought I tried to
resist there was little I could do as they were yanked under my butt,
along with my bikini bottoms, and pulled down my legs and off. I
tried to close my legs but strong hands spread them wide open as
Jimmy's mouth continued to crush mine as if feeding at it. Heat and
excitement rippled through my body as my breasts ached, as I felt
fingers at my sex, penetrating me, stroking across my clit.

I moaned and cried
out as the fingers pushed deep.

“Suck me,
baby,” Jimmy gasped. “Suck my cock.”

And I I nodded,
dazed. Yes, that was the thing to do! I'd suck his cock, and then he
wouldn't want to fuck me, wouldn't be able to fuck me. I could do
that.

My arms were still
drawn up and out over the back of the seat, though I was slumped down
somewhat. He straddled my body, his naked cock right before my mouth
as he pushed it in. I moaned and sucked on it as it pushed deep,
rolling my eyes up his body, up high above to where he looked down at
me. I still felt hands at my breasts, mouths on my nipples, felt
fingers pumping in and out of me as he began to pump his cock.

Then I shifted, as
if floating, staring down at myself, surrounded by the three of them.
Jimmy was straddling me, the other two on my sides, groping and
fondling my naked body. I gurgled as Jimmy gripped my hair, held it
tight, then thrust his cock into me to the balls. I watched myself as
his cock drove deep into my throat, watched my eyes bulge, then go
glassy with pleasure as he pumped in and out.

Michael and Paul
lifted my ankles up and back, spreading them achingly wide, and I
found myself back in my body, staring at Jimmy's groin as his cock
pumped smoothly and evenly in my mouth, in my throat. I couldn't
breath, and my head pounded, but fire sizzled along my nervous system
and so I didn't care.

Then someone
entered me. I felt a shock as what was unmistakeably a cock
penetrated me, spread my sex lips apart, and then pushed deep into my
belly. My vision flickered again, and again I was outside the car,
bending in, staring, watching as Michael leaned into me, behind
Jimmy, driving his cock into my pussy, leering, grinning, laughing in
delight as he fucked me, as he used me, his strong young hips moving
in and out, in and out as my feet waved in the air before Jimmy.

Jimmy eased back,
pulled his cock free of my throat, of my mouth, and then came,
spraying his seed into my face, a torrent, a flood, soaking me so I
sputtered and gasped, feeling it in my mouth and against my nose and
forehead, cheeks and hair, and all the while my body jerked again and
again as Michael fucked me, as his hips slammed against my upraised
buttocks. Or was it Mark now?

I woke suddenly,
gasping, sitting up, blinking, eyes wide in the dark. I was wet, and
in more ways than one. My hands fumbled at the lamp and turned it on,
and I gasped as I looked down at myself. My top was soaked. My hair
was soaked. My face was soaked. I sat there, baffled, shocked, not
understanding, the memory of that wild erotic dream still uppermost
in my mind. It was as if I was covered in Jimmy's come!

Then I realized it
was the cup of milk I'd left on the shelf, the little headboard shelf
above me. Somehow it had been knocked over and spilled over my head
and chest. I cursed softly, heart still pounding, but now feeling a
sense of relief at the explanation. I put the cup back on the shelf
and climbed out of bed. I peeled the dripping pajama tops off and
padded down the hall to the bathroom. 


My hair was soaked
in it, and there was nothing for it but to take a quick shower. My
groin was heavy, hot, my breasts swollen, but I resisted the hunger
inside me and showered quickly, then toweled off and went back to the
bedroom. I had to change the sheets, but fortunately, the mattress
hadn't gotten wet.

It was half past
five. That was earlier than I normally rose, especially given I
hadn't gotten to bed much more than three hours earlier, but I didn't
feel like getting back into bed.

I could still
remember the dream, which surprised me. Most dreams faded quickly on
waking. But that one had been so vivid! I put on a pair of cream
linen trousers and a loose white shirt. Was I pretending to be a
virgin or something? Reacting to the filthy dream of my imagined gang
bang? Who knows. They were comfortable,loose, and modest. Even so, my
nipples were hard for the longest time, poking against the thin
cotton top.

I ate a light
breakfast and continued putting things away, determinedly not
thinking about my odd erotic fixations of late. There was a lot of
work to do and I set my mind on that and nothing else, ignoring the
lingering heat which kept creeping up through my subconsciousness.
You see, it was almost like the pleasure had been so intense that it
had left an imprint on me, and, like an addict, I wanted more.

But I was the
mistress of my own desires, and I was determined to remain so. I
would do the work which needed to be done, and pleasure, of whatever
sort, could damned well wait!

I didn't bother to
dress up. I wore a pair of loose sweatpants and a baby-T as I washed,
moved, arranged, and unpacked more of my things. And since I would be
sweating, and since no one was there, I didn't wear anything
underneath. It wasn't like I had huge breasts, after all, and the
baby-t, having been washed innumerable times was sufficiently tight
across my chest to keep away discomfort.

However, in light
of the events of the previous night, well, and that morning, it was
impossible not to be aware of my own sexuality, of a sense, a
feeling, if you will, of sensuality as I moved about. I knew I was
attractive, and that had always caused me some pride, though I fought
not to show it or even feel it. But I had never before really felt a
sense of almost, well, appreciation, of arousal for my own body, as
if I were someone else observing me while I moved about, and finding
the sight of me pleasing to the eye.

I imagined myself
posing for unseen eyes as I moved, imagined them watching me as I
bent over, or as I reached up high, stretching for a higher shelf,
imagined them licking their lips admiringly, wanting me, hungering
for me. My breasts felt swollen, my nipples hard, even though I was
consciously shying away from any sort of sexual thoughts or images.

I determined to
work harder.

It was another hot
day outside, and thus, inside. I didn't bother to turn on the air
conditioning in the office or my bedroom for I was in and out too
often and not sitting in any one spot regardless. My sweatpants were
loose and low on my hips, often sliding down to the point where, had
anyone been watching, my back cleft would have been visible. And that
aroused me for some reason, though I couldn't imagine why.

No one was watching
me, after all, or so I told myself. And yet, somewhat oddly, I did
sort of feel as though I were being watched. I turned my head any
number of times, looking around as if I felt eyes upon me. And
strange sounds caused me to look around, or go into different rooms a
number of times looking for the source.

I opened the back
door, leaving the screen door closed, hoping to get a little more air
in the house. I was sweating copiously, feeling flushed, hair
tangled. I was aching, and tired, and there was no way I should have
felt the least bit aroused. But I did. I shook my head in
exasperation, resolving to ignore it. Partly that was because as
incredible as those orgasms had been they, well, I was a little
nervous about them, worried, anxious. I didn't want to get knocked
out again!

If that happened
often I was going to have to see a doctor, and the idea of having a
conversation like that was just too embarrassing to contemplate.

A knocking at the
rear door brought my head around, and I turned and padded shoeless
into the kitchen, hesitating, my stomach lurching a bit when I saw
Macaulay at the door. 


“Hot day,
Mrs,” he said cheerfully.

“Miss,”
I said automatically. “I mean, Ms.”

He scratched his
cheek and smiled “How about I just call you  Caitlin?”

I shrugged, coming
to the screen and flipping the catch up. He smiled and opened the
door, leaning in, his hand coming up under my right breast to cup and
knead it gently.

“Lovely,”
he said, tugging the baby-T up to bare my breasts.

He cupped them
both, lifting and squeezing them together as I stood there smiling,
then he pressed me against the door frame, kissing me. His left hand
slid down through the loose waistband of my sweatpants, moving
smoothly to cover my sex, rubbing and squeezing lightly as I felt a
dark heat forming in my middle. His tongue pushed past my lips and
his fingers stroked against my clit as a wild animal heat flared to
life and I began to roll my hips, undulating in sensual need and
hunger.

The breaths came
faster and became more ragged, and I moaned and grabbed his wrist
through the thin sweatpants, pushing it up harder against myself as I
–

I blinked and
staggered a bit, gasping, disoriented.

“Are you all
right?” he asked.

I stared at him,
mouth wide, gasping for breath. He was still on the other side of the
locked screen door. I was still fully clothed. But the heat, the wild
animal lust was still roiling through me as I fought to control my
breathing.

“Open the
door, Caitlin,” he said, sounding concerned.

Opening the door
was the LAST thing I wanted to do! Letting him inside and..

The dream had been
so... so vivid! I'd never had a dream like it before, not waking, not
so... suddenly.

“If you faint
I'll have to break your screen,” he warned.

“I-I'm not...
not going to faint,” I gulped, giving a little lurch forward
and gripping the door frame for support.

“You look
flushed,” he said.

“I-I just
need water,” I said.

I lifted off the
catch. It was silly to keep it on. I was feeling a bit light-headed.
Suppose I did faint...

His body felt so
warm against me as he took my arm. I felt the heat of his touch move
up my arm and into my chest, and my nipples tightened and ached. I
wanted to jerk back, but that would have seemed strange.

He helped me over
to the sink but I pulled away, opening the fridge instead, pulling
out a bottle of water. My sweating fingers fumbled at the cap, and he
took it from me, twisting it with ease, handing me the open bottle as
I upended it, chugging water, swallowing again and again.

“You're
sweating rather badly. You have to be careful how hard you work in
this heat. These old house get very hot,” he said.

“Yes,”
I panted.

His hands cupped my
breasts from behind, and I groaned in pleasure. I felt him peeling
the tight baby-t up, and raised my arms high. The water spilled down
from the bottle, pouring over my head, and down my naked torso,
rivulets arcing around my bare breasts as he pressed himself into me
again from behind. Again, his hand slid down the front of my
sweatpants, and I shuddered, my bottom grinding back hard against him
as raw sensation burned within me.

I felt his
hardness, big thick, pressing in between my buttocks through the thin
fabric of the sweatpants as his fingers eased apart the lips of my
sex. A single finger pushed up through the hot, moist folds of my
sex, and I cried out, jamming myself onto it as heat flashed through
me like a wildfire.

Again I staggered,
blinking, light-headed, confused.

“You all
right? Maybe you better sit down,” he said, taking my arm
again.

I was still
clothed, but I had spilled some water down the front of my baby-t. As
if in a haze I stumbled aside, with his help, and sat down on the
kitchen chair he pulled out.

“Put your
head between your legs,” he said, pressing down on my head.

I almost giggled,
thinking of crude thoughts as I let myself be bent so far over. He
moved to the sink and I heard the water running. Then he returned and
a wet, cold cloth was on the back of my neck. I gasped and started to
jerk up but his hand on my head kept me firmly bent over.

“If I tell
you the old woman was not crazy, will you think me crazy as well?”
he asked.

I didn't understand
his meaning.

“About the
gray ones.”

I groaned and
mentally shook my head.

“Of course,
there's no such thing,” he said, with a smile in his voice.
“But theoretically you might consider that all myths and
legends have an origin. They are taken from something.”

“Drunken
hallucinations,”  I said.

“Accusing the
Irish of such a thing!” he said as if scandalized.

I pushed aside his
hand and sat upright, feeling a little less dazed.  


Macaulay was
wearing jeans which were entirely too tight, and which looked
entirely too good on him. They looked so good I felt a temptation to
pull my head off to the left and lean forward to see what the back of
him looked like. I didn't, of course, and just thinking of it, just
feeling the urge, made me blush. In fact, even being in front of him,
given how incredibly vivid and real those … dreams...
hallucinations... fantasies... whatever they had been well...

“You look
flushed again,” he said.

“No, no, I'm
fine,” I said hurriedly.

I stood up suddenly
as if to assert myself, and felt light-headed again. He caught my
arms as I reeled, and I found myself staring at him from inches away.


I couldn't really
stop myself from kissing him.

But this wasn't
another fever dream. Instead he smiled and pushed me back,
straightening his arms. Then he lifted me – easily – just
by the arms, and dropped me onto the edge of the table.

“Now about
those gray ones,” he said, as if nothing had happened.

I blinked a bit
dazedly. And I felt somewhat insulted. I'd just kissed the guy and
he'd pushed me away, and now he was talking about fairy tales!

“Let us
suggest that there are things in this world that we don't entirely
understand,” he said “Let's suggest that there are places
in this world which they find more attractive than others. And let's
pretend one of them is this particular geographic area. Are you with
me so far, Caitlin?”

I nodded a bit
confused, and found myself fascinated with his lips. They were very
full, very sensuous. I leaned towards him but he pushed me back
upright.

“Sex, as you
know, is the origin of life,” he said. “And so quite
beyond its physical importance there is an emotional, a
psychological, and even a metaphysical flavor to it. Have you ever
seen those medical images taken of people when they were aroused,
when they were having sex? Have you ever seen how the colors flow and
change?”

“I don't know
what you're talking about, but you have really nice lips,” I
said.

He smiled, and they
looked even nicer.

“A human who
is aroused,” he said, “Give off a different aura than one
who is not. And there are.. things, which feed off such auras, and
whose auras can affect and influence a human aura.”

“Fuck me!”
I sighed, staring up dreamily at him.

He scowled and
looked to my left. “Stop that!” he snapped.

I wondered who he
was talking to.

“Let's go for
a walk,” he said.

He helped me off
the table, and put his arm around me, leading me to the back door. I
was happy to follow, my hand sliding down onto his ass. It was a
really nice ass! It was firm and tight, and my fingers loved
caressing and kneading it as we went through the door. We walked
across the yard and out through a small gate next to the garage.

It was only when we
were about fifty feet down the lane that the lust and desire which
had gripped me began to ease, and the strange dreamy state of
befuddlement began to lift.

I became aware that
I was walking down the lane in bare feet, wearing a very damp baby-T
with no bra, and a pair of sweatpants which clung loosely to my hips
– low on my hips.

Oh. And that my
hands was on Macaulay's ass.

I jerked it back as
if burned and jerked to a stop with an embarrassed stare around
myself.

It wasn't like
coming out of a dream. It wasn't like suddenly I was alert and
wondering where I was. I remembered everything. I just... I wasn't
understanding things.

He guided me under
a tree with low hanging branches to shelter me from the sun and I
leaned against a fence.

“What is
going on!?” I asked forlornly.

“It's your
house,” he said. “It's, well, occupied.”

I stared at him,
bewildered.

“By the gray
ones.”

I sighed and shook
my head.

“By ghosts,”
he said.

“Ghosts?”

He nodded.

“Uh huh.”

I edged sideways
and he smiled.

“Ghosts is
the term from your lexicon which is most applicable. Like most things
from cultural myths it has its basis in reality. No, the beings in
your house are not going to go “boo” to you, and are not
some sort of evil creatures set on destroying the living. They are,
however, beings who were once, and no longer are, alive, as we think
of life.”

“Okay,”
I said with obvious doubt.

“You've been
feeling very... sexual, haven't you? You've been feeling far more
arousal than you ever have before”

I flushed and
instinctively started to deny it, but, well, was brought up short by
the thought of – how the hell did he know that?! Well, okay,
apart from the fact I'd asked him to fuck me and grabbed his ass. But
maybe I was drunk. Maybe I did that sort of thing all the time!

“You've been
losing track of time.”

I looked at him
warily.

“Having
erotic fantasies.”

“Everyone has
erotic fantasies,” I countered.

The gray ones are
absolute masters of glamor,” he said. “Do you know what
glamor is? It's not blonde actresses from Hollywood. Glamor is making
you think something is real when it isn't, or, making you not see
something which is there. They're both basically the same thing. You
see what they want you to see. And, if they're powerful, you feel
what they want you to feel. And since the gray ones like nothing
better than to feed off the energy of human auras, and especially
humans who are highly arousal, you feel highly aroused.”

I nodded my head
and smiled.

“You believe
me?”

“No, I think
you're nuts,” I said. “But you're a cute nuts. Have you
ever been in a mental ward?”

He tasked
impatiently.

“You want me
to believe some ghosts are making me horny so they can feed off my
aura?” I asked with a laugh. 


“That's part
of it. Another part is that like children, they enjoy playing with
toys. You're a new toy for them. And so they're playing with you,
enjoying your reactions.”

“That's the
most insane thing anyone's ever said to me,” I said dryly.

“Really?”

“Yes!”

“Why are you
standing there naked then?”

I stared at him in
confusion. I wasn't – .

I was! I gaped down
at my naked body. My clothes were laying in a pool at my feet, and I
squealed and jerked my arms in to cover myself.

“No, this
isn't a dream,” he said, folding his arms across his chest in
some amusement. “This is quite real.”

I gaped at him,
dropping low, kind of squatting to cover my chest with my knees. It
wasn't like the fever dreams of intense arousal. I felt..
embarrassed, confused, and yes, well, a little aroused. But that was
kind of a leftover thing. And I was naked.

“I... you...”

He reached down,
gripped my arm, and jerked me upright.

“Stand up.
You're not really naked.”

And I wasn't.
Suddenly my clothes were back on as if they'd never left me!

“I made you
think you were naked. It's not terribly difficult.”

I backed against
the fence, then turned and ran down the lane and in through my gate,
shutting it behind me, and not stopping until I was in the house and
both the screen and inside door were closed and locked. It was a kind
of panic flight thing, and clearly I wasn't thinking, except that
something really freaky was going on and I needed to get away from
the guy doing it.

Because I was now
back in the house where he said the ghosts lived.




























Chapter
Three

















I felt a flush run
up my body, felt my breasts throb, felt a hot pulse of need between
my legs. 


I tried to reject
them. Nothing Macaulay had said could be true. The man was insane.
And how he had managed to convince me I was naked was, well... I had
no idea.

But I was hot, and
I peeled off my clothes, gasping for breath. It would be cooler in
the basement, so I opened the door and padded down the wooden stairs,
not bothering to turn on the light. I groaned in relief as the cooler
air hit my flesh. I was soaked in sweat, and my nipples tingled as
cool air wafted across them. 


I stubbed my toe on
something and gasped in pain, realizing then that the lights were
off. The only light came from the stairs, and I turned towards them,
then saw the chain overhead. I reached for it, and tugged, and the
bare bulb overhead came on.

Hands slid around
my waist, warm soft hands. They moved slowly up my chest and covered
my breasts as soft lips moved down along the nape of my neck. I
should have felt shocked, frightened, but I didn't. I moaned and lay
my head back against his chest as he massaged my breasts. His teeth
bit lightly into the soft flesh of my neck as his fingers plucked
lightly at my nipples. 


He turned me around
and I saw a black man before me. I don't mean an African with dark
skin. I don't mean a man with negroid features. I mean an incredibly
handsome man, almost girlishly beautiful, yet in a very masculine
way,  who was hairless, and nude, and far, far blacker than any
African I had ever heard tell of. He also had two small horns
sprouting from his forehead. 


He had a powerful
physique that seemed to glow in the light as if it were oiled, with
well-defined pectoral muscles, thick arms with powerful hands and a
very large cock dangling between his legs.

He was ridiculously
black. It wasn't the black of skin pigmentation. It was the black of
no light, of the absence of anything approaching light. And I
shuddered as my breasts pillowed out against his smooth, warm,
hairless, muscular chest and his hands cupped my buttocks. He was far
taller than I, and lifted me up effortlessly, my legs sliding around
his hips as he kissed me.

His lips were full,
soft, sensuous, and threatened to devour me. I felt as if my life
itself was draining out through my mouth into his, as though he were
swallowing me. But I didn't care. I kissed him passionately,
hungrily, eagerly. My eyes were alight with heat, with hunger, with
awe, with joy. I reveled in his presence. I was giddy at being
touched by him.

He put me down and
I immediately sank to my knees, then turned away from him, settling
onto all fours. I could hardly breath with the tight eagerness in my
chest as I spread my knees and raised my bottom high and invitingly.
I shuddered, trembling continuously as he sank behind me, as I felt
his hard softness stroking up and down against my wet opening.

Frantic, I dropped
my front low, onto my elbows, then lower still, so I could reach back
with trembling hands, my fingers pressing apart the lips of my sex
and opening myself for him. I grunted with effort, cheek against the
cold stone as I stretched myself with two fingers of each hand. 


Degrading myself?
There was not a single such thought in my head. I wanted him inside
me. I needed him inside me! I was desperate to feel his cock
penetrate me.

“Fuck me!”
I begged, the words almost a whisper, a gasping, panting, continued
appeal I was hardly even aware I was making. “Fuck me! Fuck me!
Fuck me! Fuckme Fuckme! Fuckmefuckmefuckefuckmefuckme!”

Like an endless
chant I begged as the nose of his cock rubbed against my open sex. I
reached for it, grabbing it, astonished at how thick it felt, as
thick as the water bottle I'd had in my hands upstairs, only far, far
softer.

And harder.

It pressed against
me, hard, and I whimpered and moaned at the pressure, afraid it was
too thick, that it wouldn't go into me. Then I cried out as a firm
hand gripped the hair behind my head, jerking my head up and back.
That drew my hands away from my sex as my breasts pressed more firmly
against the floor. But I was hardly aware of that. I was entirely
focused on the feel of his wonderful, massive cock slowly forcing the
lips of my sex wider and wider and wider.

It was as if all my
time in using those thick dildos had been leading up to this moment,
as my aching, overstretched pussy lips slowly stretched just that bit
extra apart and his cock slowly pushed through.

Oh God he was big!
It hurt! And it felt incredible! Wonderful! My arms, now in front of
me, jerked and twisted and flailed mindlessly as he continued to grip
my hair tightly, continued to hold my head up and back, and continued
to feed that massive cock into my throbbing, sopping, aching pussy.

Was this a dream? A
hallucination? I didn't care. It was too good, too wonderful. The
sensations were too powerful, and I shuddered and trembled as his
cock pushed deeper and then deeper still, into my aching belly.

I was so wet, so
hungry, that he probably could have gotten a phone pole into me. I
was locked into that moment just prior to orgasm, locked into it for
far, far too long, impossibly long, gasping and moaning and half
sobbing with the intensity of it as he pushed his cock so achingly
deep I was sure he was going to kill me with it. But I didn't care.

And then he pulled
back, and thrust forward, pulled back, and thrust forward. The orgasm
exploded between my legs, and I cried out in helpless pleasure, in
passion, in lust, in glorious heat and delight. The pleasure burned
through my body and mind as I writhed and twisted and bucked before
him. And all the time he pumped in short, hard little arcs, slowly
beating down the muscles of my sex so he could pump faster, and use
longer strokes.

The orgasm screamed
through my body and left me a dazed husk, drooling and glassy eyed,
grunting dazedly as he pumped into me, hardly aware of my name much
less what was going on. I felt my arms drawn back behind me, bent so
that forearm was against forearm, and pinned there by his powerful
hand. I felt him pulling me up, lifting my upper torso off the floor.
Then I felt a hand in my head, lifting my head up and back.

He thrust into me
again and again, holding me before him as his enormous cock drove
painfully, impossibly deep into my belly.

And then a fire
began to burn between my legs, and spread up and down my spine, and
soon I was once again in the midst of a towering, swirling, churning
sexual firestorm, grunting and moaning and sobbing as he thrust into
me, as the sexual heat and hunger tore at my mind. Another orgasm
crashed down upon me, and again I screamed, gurgling and moaning and
shattered by the violence of it.

He pulled out and I
collapsed, but his hands gripped my thighs, flipping me onto my back.
I groaned as I stared up at the blackness. He was so black I could
hardly even make him out in the dimly lit basement. He lifted me up
by the thighs, spreading them wide. His cock stuck out of him like
the horn of a rhino, and he aimed it unerringly at my dripping sex
and pushed into me, then continued thrusting, thrusting, thrusting.

I came again,
screaming weakly, head thrashing, body heaving as he rode me through
it. 


He dropped my lower
back to the floor, sliding his hands up along my thighs to my knees.
He forced them back and apart, and leaned over me, so black I could
hardly see him as he continued to thrust into me. He shifted his grip
again, now onto my ankles, and I felt the backs of my feet pressed
against the cool stones over my head and out to either side as his
powerful body rose and fell, rose and fell, his cock spearing me,
impaling me.

Another orgasm tore
through me, and I twisted and writhed and gurgled in mindless
pleasure.

He drew back,
leaving me splayed, spreadeagled, drooling, dazed. A fist in my hair
jerked me to my knees and held me swaying before him, arms dangling
at my sides. I moaned as his cock pushed into my mouth, my lips
forced wide as it slid deeper. I moaned, staring at it. It was so
black I wondered if it was even there, though the feel of it sliding
across my tongue and through my lips was unmistakeable.

It pushed into my
throat, but I didn't gag. I moaned and rolled my eyes up at him,
seeing nothing but a pair of eyes staring down at me as the tight
pull on my hair forced my lips forward until my lips were wrapped
around the base of his cock and my nose was pressed into his groin.

I felt his other
hand behind my head, holding me in place, and while I couldn't
breath, that didn't bother me. I shuddered with pleasure, writhing
and moaning against him silently as he held me in place. I heard him
chuckle low in his throat, and he pulled my head slowly back. My
throat came free of his mighty cock, and I gasped, barely conscious,
breathing now on instinct as he lifted me to my feet.

I was barely aware
of my surroundings as he pulled me deeper into the basement, further
away from the light, and then he lifted me to my feet by the hair. My
hair ached, but I barely noticed it. He lifted my arms overhead, and
bound them in something, and then stepped back.

I could not have
stood on my own, not without falling. I was too dazed, too weak. I
moaned and swayed first one way, then the other, my wrists bound
overhead.

Then there was a
startling crack of noise, an impact of something sharp which cut
diagonally across my back. I screamed dazedly as a raw explosion of …
of pleasure and pain, struck me. The pain was sharp, deep, cutting.
The pleasure... overwhelming. It was like a localized orgasm, a line
of fire cutting across my back which burned with pain and yet also
burned with a shockingly intense pleasure.

The pleasure
overwhelmed the pain and I writhed and twisted, almost knocked off my
feet, but held in place by whatever was gripping my wrists. I rolled
my head back, gasping, seeing him, faintly outlined, more of a shadow
against the dim light behind, holding a long, single-tailed whip. I
screamed as it swept forth again, and again cut across my back,
laying another line of shocking, fiery pleasure across my flaring
skin.

Oh God, it felt so
good! The wild rush of it was like nothing I'd ever felt before!

Another blow, and
another, and another, and my back burned as I gasped and shuddered, 
and cried out, and then he sent the whip flying so that it curled
around my slender waist and struck at my breast. Again I screamed and
writhed, pain and pleasure swirling and churning within me. The whip
curled around my hip again, this time snapping low, cracking into my
lower abdomen.

I spread my legs
desperately, sobbing, gulping in air in raw, ragged breaths. My eyes
were wild as I waited the whip, barely able to stand on the tips of
my toes as the sent the whip slicing through the air again, and with
a cruel crack of sound, struck my back and curled down across my hip
to slice into the soft flesh of my pussy.

I came explosively,
screaming, sobbing, blown off my feet by the eruption of sensations.
The whip sliced into my back, my buttocks, my breasts, and then,
again, as I desperately sought control over my muscles, I forced my
legs apart, spreading them frantically so that the tight grip of
whatever was on my wrists bit in painfully.

But it was worth
it. The whip curled down and across my other hip, and again, with
unerring aim, it snapped down against the center of my sex, against
my clit itself. I screamed in pain as the orgasm exploded within me,
and I danced in mid-air, twisting and writhing and sobbing as the
blows continued to fall. Every blow brought a scalding wave of
pleasure with a dark center of pain.

Feverish,
intoxicated, light-headed. I moaned as hands lifted my ankles up and
back above me, back behind me. My aching, burning sex gaped as he
stood before me, and his cock pushed slowly into my sex. My body
trembled continuously as sexual heat and hunger and pleasure chased
themselves through my overloaded nervous system.

I didn't know what
was holding my ankles up and back. It didn't really matter. They
pulled back so far that my lower body was pushed up and forward as he
buried his steely black cock inside me and began to pump again.

Every thrust
brought a mini orgasm to rock my mind, and every time he pulled back
it felt like I was dying. And then a final orgasm tore through my
overheated, overworked body, and it was too much for my
consciousness, as it faded away and left me to merciful
unconsciousness.

* * *

I woke to sunlight,
and the sound of birds outside. I was in a lovely bedroom, with white
walls and a white wooden bed – to which I was bound to naked,
spreadeagled, tied to the posts.

I screamed, or
tried to, only to find myself gagged. I moaned weakly, only then
realizing how incredibly sore I was everywhere. Every muscle in my
body felt as though it had been pushed to and past its limits. I
stared wildly around, grunting as I raised my head. Even my neck was
sore. And there were angry red line all across the front of my body,
criss-crossing my breasts, my belly, and so thick between my legs I
could see nothing else.

“How are you
feeling?”

I jerked my eyes
around and saw Macaulay standing off to one side, regarding me.
Oddly, I felt neither embarrassed nor fearful. There was something
oddly reassuring about him.

“You're in my
house,” he said, “in the guest room, recovering.”

I pulled my hand
against one of the … chains... which held it to the corner and
looked at him.

“You needed
rest. Your energy was drained to a dangerous point. But you weren't
going to get any rest if you were free to continue to touch
yourself.”

I felt a vague
sense of embarrassment at that.

“Because of
the dark one, you couldn't stop touching yourself, couldn't stop
seeking release, and so it was necessary to bind you. Your screams
made it necessary to gag you as well.

That sounded
ridiculous, but I didn't have the energy to argue.

He smiled thinly.
“You didn't believe me about the gray ones in your house.”

Well, of course I
hadn't. I still … didn't... exactly.

I must have
imagined it all. I was... I had hallucinations or...

I tried to speak,
and he sat on the edge of the bed, which of course, brought him
closer to me. I felt a flush of heat at his nearness, both
embarrassment and... something else.

He undid the thin
cord which held the ball in my mouth, then tugged it gently free.

“W-who was
that... man?” I gulped.

He shrugged. “A
dark one from another place. The gray ones chatter a lot, and travel
freely. No doubt one invited him in to use you so that they could
drink in the heady energy of your pleasure. But they are not really
smart enough to understand what death means, being largely immortal,
nor what being used so by one of the dark could do to a mortal.”

I didn't understand
why I wasn't more embarrassed, laying there naked like that with him
sitting on the edge of the bed, looking at me. I should have been
mortified! Instead I felt a sort of arrogant pride in my body, in my
beauty, in the way his eyes moved over my soft, pale flesh. I wanted
to invite him to touch me, invite him to … .

“A-are you
going to … untie me?” I asked, somewhat breathlessly.

“Not just
yet.”

“But... but
you have to,” I said, confused, for of course, you can't keep
people tied up!

“I don't
think you're quite back to normal yet,” he said.

I pulled against
the leather straps on my wrists, starting to feel the first sense of
indignation, of frustrated will. 


He put his hand on
my thigh, and I gasped as I felt a hot surge of something far too
shocking to be called mere arousal flow into my groin from where his
hand lay. It almost knocked the breath out of me, and I froze,
overwhelmed by the heat which began to spread across my skin like a
grass fire.

Thinking was out of
the question, really. All I wanted was to have him inside me. Now!

“You were
driven to the edge of madness,” he said, “To the edge of
endurance. Your body is exhausted, your mind overcome. The gray are
bad enough. Them together with a dark one are almost beyond a
mortal's endurance.”

His finger caressed
my thigh lightly. I'd never thought of my leg as an erogenous zone,
but now it felt as though every nerve ending in my right leg was
throbbing and pulsing and spasming with an intense dark pleasure.

He slid his hand up
my hip, avoiding my groin, caressing my stomach, and I was arching
violently before that hand ever slid up onto my chest, and climaxing,
screaming, as it slid between my straining breasts and up through my
hair to comb it away from my face.

I collapsed
breathlessly, gulping in air, gasping, moaning, dazed by the
aftermath of a sudden monstrous orgasm.

“Try and get
some rest,” he said.

Rest!? Was he
insane!?

And yet I did feel
a bit of a sense of peace, as if relieved of a pressure I hadn't
known was there. I lay, chest heaving, moaning softly in the
aftermath of the orgasm, feeling a languorous sense of peace as he
walked away. I slept, but I writhed and twisted, waking often,
gripped by feverish, erotic dreams which did not fade as I wakened.
My skin felt hot, crackling with sexual electricity, and my sex lips
were swollen. I was sopping wet and writhed against the straps,
wanting to touch myself, moaning, calling out for him, wanting him to
come in and fuck me.

When he came in,
though, he did no such thing. Instead he put his hand on the center
of my chest, stretching out his fingers. His thumb pressed against my
right nipple, his index finger against my left, and a soft rubbing
made my nipples feel so hard, so hot they were like small burning
coals on my swollen breasts. I writhed and twisted and screamed as I
came.

I lay in a heated
daze for some time, arching, twisting slowly, moaning, my mind still
gripped by erotic fantasies and desires. But my thinking did seem a
little clearer after a while. It was clear enough, at any rate, to
know I was crazy.

“I'm insane,
aren't I?” I asked him when he came to check on me.

He raised an
eyebrow. “Unlikely,” he said.

“I'm some
kind of... nymphomaniac.”

“As to that,
yes, for now, but it will pass.”

“Fuck me,”
I moaned.

“I don't
think that would help.”

“Fuck me
anyway! I don't care if it will help!”

“You tempt
me, but no.”

“You don't
like girls?” I asked snidely. “You want a young boy
instead!?”

He snorted, and
then climbed into bed between my legs. 


I tensed with
excitement, staring at him.

“I don't
suffer insolence of that nature very well,” he said. “I
always reward it with punishment, usually quite severe punishment.”

And then he moved
so quickly down, it was like, like something you'd seen in a tiger,
so fast I almost missed it. His mouth was on my sex, jaws wide, and
he began to... eat me.

It was like with
the dark guy with the horns. The pleasure was so intense, so
extended, that my insides began to cramp and ache and burn until, as
the orgasm continued to scream through my senses I begged him to stop
even as I howled in pleasure. I was soon light-headed, unable to
breath as the orgasm, or multiple orgasms tore apart my nervous
system and turned me into a dazed, howling animal.

His tongue whipped
across my clit, and every time it did another orgasm exploded within
me. And when he thrust his tongue deep inside me... impossibly deep,
I felt as though my lower belly was going to melt and explode apart
in all directions! 


When I wakened I
was alone again, still strapped in the bed naked, and my throat ached
from screaming. But I felt more... awake, if you will. I was more
uneasy, more anxious, more bewildered by what had happened, what I
had imagined. My mind worked anxiously on trying to understand.

Macaulay came into
the room, and I blushed, feeling much more embarrassed as his eyes
moved over me than I had before.

He took my nudity
casually, and sat on the edge of the bed.

“Drink this,”
he said.

He slid a hand
under my head, lifting it up, and presented a small bottle with a
narrow neck to my lips.

“Wh-what is
it?” I gulped.

“Nourishment.”

“What kind of
nourishment?” I asked anxiously.

“The kind
that nourishes,” he said in irritation.

“How do I
know it's...”

“Drink,”
he ordered, pushing the bottle into my mouth.

The liquid which
flowed into my mouth was cool and thick, and tasted rather like
vanilla. I swallowed, and swallowed, and swallowed again. And as the
liquid flowed into my mouth and I looked up at him, I felt a strange
sense of arousal, as if my drinking from the narrow bottle was
something erotic. Pleasure flowed from the bottle, cool, tasty
pleasure which soothed my throat and felt good as it slid down into
my belly.

He pulled the
bottle away and quite casually dropped his hand onto my breast. I
gasped, staring at it, watching his fingers caress my breast and
circle my hardened nipple.

“I think
you're improving,” he said.

He drew his
fingernail across my nipple, and I gasped at the strange mix of pain
and pleasure, but it didn't tear my mind apart. Then he caught my
nipple between the pads of his thumb and forefinger, pinching it,
rolling it between them. I felt my breathing quicken, felt my heart
beat faster, felt my nipple warm and burn, but when he released it I
was still... well, sane.

“S-stop it,”
I gulped as he did the same to the other one.

“Stop what?”
he asked with a coy smile rolling my nipple between his thumb and
finger.

“Stop... ow!”

He caught it
between the nails now, pinching it, stretching it up. As his nails
dug in my nipple burned, and not in a pleasant way.

He released it and
I glared at him, though I felt a breathless sense of arousal
regardless of my annoyance.

“U-Untie me!”
I demanded.

“Soon,”
he said. “Not quite yet.”

“Untie me or
I'll... I'll call the police!” I gasped.

He bent and I
gasped. “No!”

He kissed my clit,
and I shuddered. His lips parted slightly, and he began to suck on my
clit. That was it for me. My hips began to buck upwards
uncontrollably, my back arched, and my head rolled up and back
beneath me as orgasm after orgasm hammered my mind flat.

When I wakened, my
mind was clearer still. I was certain now of what had happened. He'd
drugged me. There must have been something in that stuff he fed me.
Maybe he'd managed to put something into the water he'd given me back
in my house! That must be it! It was the only explanation for all of
this!

My body was weary
and sore from the countless powerful orgasms. My abdomen, in
particular, was aching. I needed to get out of there, to escape, to
call the police! But the straps were tight, and I had no leverage to
break them, even if that had been possible.

I wondered why he
hadn't just fucked me. If he was drugging me to use as his sex toy
then why had he not done so?

But predicting the
actions of crazed criminal perverts was not something I was an expert
at. I was sure he'd get around to it eventually!

He brought another
bottle, and I tried to avoid it.

“I-I'm not
hungry or thirsty,” I said.

He smiled. “Yes,
you are.”

“I am not!”

“You are.”

My stomach growled
hungrily.

“I'm not!”

He sighed. “Women
are a pain in the arse.”

“Well then
just let me go!”

“I've a sense
of responsibility,” he said.

“You're not
responsible for me!”

“Ah, but I
am.”

I glowered at him.

“How did you
make me think I was naked before? Am I really naked now or do I just
think so?”

He smiled. “You're
starting to think again.”

He sat down with a
sigh.

“Let's see.
The gray ones. Ghosts is a good name for them but inadequate. They
were once people, but so long ago they don't even remember their past
lives. Do you believe in reincarnation?”

I hesitated.
“Maybe.”

“Think of
them as souls who, rather than being reborn, slipped between the
cracks, and drifted free. They're not entirely mindless, but they're
not quite intelligent either, the most of them. They can be crafty,
but they're like children, in a way, without the sophistication we
acquire as we get older. We acquire that sophistication by learning
things, seeing things, remembering things. The gray ones have no
memories, as such. Therefore, they never learn, never get
sophisticated. They have instincts, and a certain hunger for life
they don't understand. But the taste of a human aura is, to them,
like nectar to bees.”

I looked up at him
doubtfully.

“The dark
ones are something else again. If the gray ones are ghosts, the black
ones ,would be, to your mythology, demons. They do have memories, do
have intelligence, and a certain feral, predatory instinct. They are
not alive, not mortal as you know the terms. They don't come from
hell, or work for Satan, or any other kind of evil creature. They're
not evil, in fact, more amoral than immoral.”

“This is all
ridiculous, you know,” I said sulkily.

“Be silent.
They slip through those cracks, those small thin places between here
and … there.”

“There? There
where?”

“There where
souls go when you die.”

“Heaven?”

He smiled thinly.
“There is an in-between place. I do not speak of heaven or hell
or any other of your religiously inspired places. I have never been
there, of course.”

“So you're
not a gray one or a black one or something?”

“If by that
you are asking if I am mortal, then yes, to a degree.”

I stared at him.

“But not
entirely human.”

“Uh huh,”
I said.

He smiled again.

He had a really
nice smile. He really was an incredibly attractive man. I felt a soft
thrumming in my lower belly which I didn't think had a lot to do with
strange sexual possession or anything. I mean, I was naked in front
of a really handsome guy. And I couldn't be embarrassed about my
nakedness because, well, it had been an ongoing thing for quite some
time now.

“So what are
you?”

“Once, we
were known as Vaettir.”

I shook my head a
little. I had never heard of the word.

“The Germans
knew us as such. The Norse called us Aesir.”

I would have
shrugged if I wasn't still tied spreadeagled.

He sighed. “In
modern English folklore the term Elf or Faerie might be substituted.”

I rolled my eyes
and he scowled.

“There are
many myths about us, girl, most highly inaccurate. We simply call
ourselves the People. We need no other description. But we see
greater than you see into the physical and metaphysical worlds. And
we have more control over them, over our surroundings. We can
manipulate certain aspects of both, including the auras of mortals,
which is how I can convince you you see and feel that which does not
exist.” 


“How am I
supposed to believe any of that?” I demanded.

“You have an
alternative explanation for what has happened?

“You drugged
me and I've been having hallucinations and ...”

He dropped his hand
to my groin, and heat flamed almost at once, shutting my accusation
in mid sentence.

I felt his fingers
and thumb gently spread the lips of my sex, and felt my belly
beginning to flutter. A finger pushed into me, and I moaned and began
to roll my hips up in helpless pleasure.

He drew the finger
back and rested it on my clit.

“Fuck me!”
I begged.

“Would you
like me to put the finger back?”

“Y-Yes!”
I gasped.

“I will if
you drink.”

I didn't care about
drugs or anything else. I eagerly put my lips to it and swallowed as
he slowly upended the little bottle. And when it was empty he slid
his finger back into me, and it felt so wonderfully perfect, the
pleasure so exquisite, that I climaxed even before his thumb came
down on my clit. When he began to rub his thumb against my clit the
climax redoubled, as if the orgasm had an orgasm, and I screamed and
writhed as it shook me like a dog with a rag doll.
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“So what am I
supposed to do?” I asked, playing along with the madman. “I
obviously can't go home with a uhm, demon in my house.”

“He's gone,”
he said. “And I've warded your property so he won't return.”

“Oh, uhm,
okay,” I said, nonplussed.

Warded?

And frankly, I
could still remember the feel of that incredible black cock pushing
up through my sex and into my belly, could still feel the exquisite
pleasure and pain as it threatened to impale me. So a part of me
would have preferred to have the horny guy, no pun intended, come
back.

But that was silly.
There was no horny guy except Macaulay and my memories were the
product of hallucinations brought on by his drugs. The bastard!

“What about
the uhm, the other ones, the ghosts?”

“Strictly
speaking, the gray and dark ones are all part of another existence,
of another place, and should not be here. The gray ones have no real
power here, other than the ability to cast glamor over you. What you
need is something to see through and resist their glamor.”

“Uhm, okay,
like uhm, special glasses?”

He smiled. “No.
Glamor is not merely a thing of seeing through the eyes. It affects
what you hear, what you taste, what you smell, what you feel.”

“Can't you
uhm, make these gray ones go away like you did the big one?”

“That would
hardly be fair. They've lived there over a century.”

“But it's my
house!” she said indignantly.

“No, it's
their house. Your human laws and sales don't change what is.”

“I'm the one
who fixed the chimney and the leaks in the roof,” I snapped.

“There is
that,” he said. “The gray don't quite understand things
like that. As I said, their understanding is somewhat limited. Well,
not all of them. A very few are as intelligent as you and I. But most
are like wild, feral children, though they might be centuries old.
The gray ones are difficult to reconcile.”

It was hard to
think with him sitting there and running his hand casually over my
naked body. The drug might have worn off somewhat, but it wasn't like
I was immune to the skilled touch of a handsome man.

“Can't you
untie me now?” I asked.

“Do you think
you're ready for that?”

“Yes!”

“You won't
instantly grab for my privates and try to mount me?”

I glowered up at
him, face flushing with embarrassment. I wanted to sneer at him, to
mention his drugs, but that would let him know I knew. I wanted him
to think I was going along with his silliness about elves and ghosts
and demons. But then he slid a finger into me, and I felt only a
momentary instant of irritation at how, well, embarrassingly wet I
was, before I felt the heat as his finger slid up inside me.

It wasn't the
blast-wave of erotic heat it had been before, though, and I
determinedly put up a show of insouciance.

He smiled and slid
the finger gently in and out, then pushed a second into my body, and
I felt my breath catch as he slid them deep.

“Do you think
you can resist me?” he asked tauntingly.

“Y-you're not
so s-special!” I gulped.

A third finger
slowly pushed into the tightness of my sex, and I gasped aloud.

“D-don't!”

“Do you feel
your sanity slipping away?”

“No!”

He chuckled
throatily, then with the three fingers inside me he brought his thumb
down against my clit. I held on desperately as his thumb began to
work on my clit, held on as long as I could, but my hips began to
buck upwards, and the heat overcame me so that I was once again
writhing and arching and crying out in orgasmic pleasure as his
skilled fingers pushed me over the edge.

It wasn't like
falling over the edge of a cliff, this time, though. It was just a
massive, powerful orgasm, and my scale of such things had been
enormously expanded of late. The orgasm was pretty much the most
powerful and intense of my life – so long as you didn't count
the last couple of days. So it left me breathless and gasping, but
not dazed to the point of unconsciousness.

“You are much
improved,” he said.

He reached across
my heaving chest, and gripped my wrist, then unbuckled it from the
strap. I moaned weakly as he undid the other, then undid my ankles.

“If you are
going to stay in that house, you need to make an arrangement with the
grays,” he said, helping me sit. “Negotiate what they
will and will not do, and what you will give them in exchange.”

“Like what?”
I asked suspiciously.

“Sweets
usually work, candy and chocolate. They don't actually eat, but they
can taste. Also, you'll maintain the house. They hate getting wet.
They don't like the damp, preferring the warm and dry. They stay, for
the most part, in your attic. You'll find their leader up there.”

“Their
leader?”

“Shaelin.
She's about a foot tall, with wings.”

“Is she
blonde, with big boobs, by any chance?”

“Why?”

“Thinking of
Barbie dolls.”

“This Barbie
doll has sharp teeth, and a considerable amount of magic. She's also
several hundred years old.”

I don't believe in
magic, came to the tip of my tongue but I bit it. Play along, I told
myself. Play along with the crazy man until you can get away.

I had no clothes.
He said he'd taken me from my house naked. No doubt he could fly,
too, so no one would have thought that strange. He did give me a sort
of robe, a soft, silky feeling purple thing which covered me much
like a long bathrobe. But before he let me put it on he brought out
another small bottle. 


“Stand
still,” he said.

He dipped his
finger in the bottle, and I flinched when he brought it to me.

“Stand
still,” he ordered.

I gulped and held
still as he let his finger brush across my forehead.

“So that you
may think clearly,” he said.

He dipped his
finger into the bottle again and then brushed his finger against my
skin just below my eyes.

“So you may
see that which is.”

He brushed his
finger against my earlobes.

“So you may
hear what is real.

He brushed it
across my lips, and I fought to keep from licking or rubbing it off.

“So you may
taste and speak what is true.”

He brushed it under
my nose.

“So you might
smell the beauty of the rose.”

Then he brushed it
across my nipples, and then up along my tightly clenched pussy and
over my clit.

“So your body
will not be tempted by falsehood.”

Freak!

He let me put on
the robe, then, and instructed me in what to ask of this barbie doll,
and said I should offer her chocolates every day or something
similar. He offered to go with me, as well, but I assured him I had
no need of his help. Still, he was doubtful.

“It is true
that the agreement would be better if the two of you spoke without my
presence,” he said. “If I'm there they will take it as an
agreement with me, despite what you say. More importantly, they'll
look to me to enforce it, and I have no great faith in a mortal
keeping her word.”

“I keep my
word!” I said indignantly.

He snorted and
shrugged. “Do not be surprised when you return to the house and
see them there. Do not be afraid.”

“I'm not
afraid of barbie dolls,” I said.

“Some of them
are rather larger than that,” he said dryly.

“How large?”

“Some are as
tall as three feet.”

“I think I
can take em,” I joked.

He scowled and
gripped my arm, jerking me up towards him. “No, you can't!”
he snapped.

“I was
kidding!”

“Bloody
mortals. You have to learn everything yourself.”

He released my arm
and pointed at the door. “Go then. I'm sure you'll muck it up
somehow anyway.”

I scowled at him,
but wasn't about to refuse. I went out the back door and found myself
in the lane behind the houses again. Feeling a deep sense of relief
at having gotten out of there alive I scurried up the lane towards my
house, wondering if I should call the police immediately, or get some
clothes, take off, and go to the police afterward. On the other hand,
how would I explain all this? What was hallucination and what was
real? And did I want to try and tell some beefy cops about the
incredible orgasms he'd given me?

I found my clothes
on the kitchen floor. Heart thumping, I looked behind me, and
listened for any sounds – sounds of him, not ghosts. I peeled
off the robe thing and quickly got into my clothes, then took off. I
wasn't sure if calling the cops was the right thing or not but I
wasn't sticking around there for him to come back.

The car was parked
out front, and I was in it and on the highway in minutes, heading for
a hotel. Why not to friends or family? Because I didn't know what I
was going to say to anyone. What was I supposed to say? I couldn't
stay home because some pervert had drugged me and made me insane with
orgasms? Maybe because there were faeries or ghosts or demons in my
attic? 


I suppose I could
lie and say the plumbing wasn't working, but I'd just moved in, and
somehow didn't want to admit to any deep deficiency in my new house.
No, a hotel, where I could be anonymous and think things through on
my own was what was called for. Maybe I'd call pest control from
there and ask to have the place fumigated. Could you gas elves?
I
giggled manically at the thought.

I told the girl at
the desk I was having plumbing problems to explain my lack of
luggage, and as soon as I was upstairs I had a shower to wash off
whatever that crap was he'd put on my face and body, hoping it hadn't
been some other kind of drug which would seep through the pores of my
skin and turn me insane or something.

I pondered my
options, and didn't like any of them. I didn't want to go through the
indignities and embarrassment of trying to explain everything to
police, then interviews with lawyer and all that. What could I prove,
anyway?  He'd probably say I'd taken some drugs and he was just
helping me through it, and all that sex stuff was just my
imagination. And did I want to push it, to emphasize how incredible
the orgasms were when he touched me? Would anyone believe that or
just roll their eyes and smirk?

Sell the house? I
just bought it! I put a ton of money into it! The renovations, the
lawyers fees, the cost of moving, new curtains and rugs and
everything else... it wasn't like I was made of money. I'd take a big
hit if I just put it right back on the market and moved elsewhere.
And I loved the place! Aside from its crazy neighbor.

I slept on it, but
didn't come up with any perfect answers. I called a security company
and told them I'd been harassed by a neighbor. I agreed to an
exorbitant amount, and they would go over there, put in new steel
core doors and powerful locks, as well as an alarm system on all
doors and windows. They'd even raise the height of the fence and gate
and put alarms on them too.

Macaulay was not
going to get near my house to put his drugs into my water again!

I debated getting a
gun, but they'd always made me uncomfortable. I was more likely to
shoot myself than Macaulay.

Besides, for
whatever strange reason, I didn't feel the kind of hate or anger or
even fear of Macaulay as I would have expected I would. I was angry
at him, and wanted nothing to do with him again, but I didn't want
him dead, and didn't really fear he'd harm me. Now you might be
aghast at that given what he'd already done, but for some reason
being drugged and fondled into incredible orgasms didn't terrify me
as it probably should have.

But the fact was,
he was a charming, and handsome man. And he didn't seem the least bit
violent, at least in the sense of a guy who would beat you or
strangle you or something like that.

Might fuck your
brains out, I thought, dismissing it with a little shiver.

Had he fucked me? I
didn't remember him doing so, but maybe when I was unconscious –
from his drugs – he might have. Or maybe that 'demon' I
remembered had been him?

I returned that
evening. It was still light, and I went in the front, avoiding the
rear alley. I met the man from the security company there, who
assured me the house was empty. He gave me the alarm codes and the
new keys, and showed me how everything worked. I felt far more secure
now, safe from Macaulay.

I had brought a
case of water, and though the water in the fridge didn't look like it
had been tampered with, I threw it out anyway, and replaced it. Even
so, I felt a dark sense of something just below arousal for much of
the evening. I was very aware of my body, and my nipples kept getting
hard. I felt the way my clothes moved against me, felt the crease of
my jeans against my sex, the pressure of my blouse against my
breasts.

I suppose it
shouldn't have surprised me that I had an intense, erotic dream after
I went to bed. Only – it didn't really feel like a dream. It
felt like I was in my bed – naked, spreadeagled. I wasn't tied
down but – I felt so weak, as if I couldn't really bear to move
my arms or legs.

A tiny little man
was crawling up my leg on all fours. He was even smaller than a
barbie doll, and he was gray, his image shifting oddly, as if he were
partly made of fog, and he was naked. I stared at him curiously.
You'd think I'd be shocked, terrified, but after all, it was a dream,
where you accept the reality of whatever you see. 


Or at least, I
thought it was a dream. And my head did feel kind of fuzzy as I
watched him.

He looked up at me
and leered as he lay on my hip, then reached out a tiny hand and
examined my sex. He drew himself up a little, then parted the lips of
my sex on top, and dropped his mouth onto my clit. His mouth was
basically barely bigger than my clitoris, but he was able to get my
whole clit into it and suck, and I felt my heartbeat lurch, felt my
hips roll slowly upwards as I mewled in helpless pleasure. 


A dark sense of joy
and thrilled awakening made my blood race through my body as he began
to suck and chew on my clit, and then suddenly there was another
little man standing next to my chest. He grinned and climbed onto my
prone body, then threw himself onto my breast as though it were a
bed. He began to suck on my nipple, and was soon joined by another
little man on my other side. 


A part of me wanted
to reach down and sweep them away, but for some reason my arms and
legs just didn't want to move. I couldn't quite bring myself to will
them into motion, and I lay there, gasping and moaning as the three
little naked men sucked and chewed on my nipples and clit.

They were not
hesitant or reluctant. They bit into my soft, pink flesh in a way
which made me cry out helplessly, cry out at the sharp, stinging
pains they inflicted on me. But there was such a white-hot roar of
pleasure surrounding that stinging pain I couldn't stop myself from
writhing – slowly – weakly, as my chest fluttered and my
insides churned wildly.

An orgasm made me
cry out, arching, twisting, sobbing in overheated pleasure as the
intensity rose and fell and rose again with their sucking, chewing
mouths and stroking, squeezing little hands. And yet, however my body
writhed and bucked and twisted, my arms and legs felt leaden,
weighing a thousand pounds, barely able to shift at all as they lay
sprawled in all directions.

I fell back limp,
gasping for breath, light-headed. I didn't think I had ever
experienced release in a dream before, and certainly not this sort of
raw, physical pleasure. I was dazed by it, and moaned softly with
every breath.

The three little
men, two laying half across my breasts, the third along my thigh and
hip, continued to stroke, suck and chew, and then there was a shift
on the bed, as if someone had climbed in. Someone had, someone much
larger, crawling up between my legs, grinning at me in a feral way.
He was about the size of a five year old, but his face was far older,
with a full brown beard, and his body had none of that pudgy little
boy fat to it. He was sleek and well-muscled. 


He also had a cock
which was far too big for his small frame. It was no little boy's
penis. This cock was thick and hard and erect, and would have done
any man proud. It looked obscene projecting out from his small, lithe
body, and I shuddered and trembled as I watched him center it on my
sopping wet pussy, then push it forward into me.

The bed shifted
again, and a figure moved above me. I rolled my glassy eyes upwards
and saw another little man behind me, kneeling there. I gasped as he
grasped my hair, forcing my head back, forcing my back to arch. Then
his own thick cock pushed into my open mouth, and, without any
gagging on my part, right down into my throat.

For a long time the
world just faded out, and waves of sensual heat and pleasure washed
over me. Orgasm after orgasm tore through my body, setting me to
writhing and twisting and bucking in helpless paroxysms of pleasure.

I wakened.

The sun was
streaming through my window, and I was sweating in the heat. I lay
there, spreadeagled, aching all over, my brain still a little fuzzy.
I had never had an erotic dream like that, one I remembered so
clearly, so sharply. I had never had an erotic dream in which I had
climaxed again and again, too many times to remember. I could still
feel the echo, the aftermath of those intense orgasms.

And I ached all
over. 


I groaned weakly as
I slowly shifted my legs and arms together, as I rolled onto my side
and hugged myself, cupping and gently squeezing my sex. Every
movement made me ache, but also gave me a little rush of pleasure, as
if I had been held stiff for too long, and my body rejoiced in the
ability to move and twist and bend.

My breasts felt
very warm, very full, as if they were overinflated, and there was
pressure inside. My nipples were erect and hyper-sensitive to any
touch.

I slowly sat up,
groaning, combing my fingers through my soft brown hair. I groaned
again as I swung my legs over the side the bed.

Sun through the
window? The sun didn't come through the bedroom window until
afternoon.

I glanced at the
clock. It was half past two in the afternoon!

I had gone to bed
at ten thirty. How was it possible I had slept for sixteen hours!?

Groaning in
confusion, I slid out of bed onto my knees on the floor, and then
began to crawl across the floor to the open doorway. I was intensely
aware, in a soft, pleasurable way, of my breasts hanging below me,
swollen and throbbing lightly. I crawled down the hall. And I didn't
wonder for a moment why I was crawling instead of walking, or why I
hadn't bothered to get dressed. I didn't even think about it. It just
seemed – natural.

Like the collar
around my throat. I felt it there, but didn't think there was
anything strange about it. Hadn't I always had a silver collar around
my throat? Didn't everyone have collars around their throats? I put
no more thought into it than I did about having a belly button.

Nor did I pay a lot
of attention to the Barbie doll sized man riding on my back. He
wasn't heavy, after all. He held reins in his hands, and they were
attached to my earrings. I knew to turn right when he pulled on my
right earring, and turned left when he pulled on the left.

I don't remember
making breakfast. Maybe someone else had done it? Anyway, I didn't
find it strange that it was laying there, waiting for me, on the
floor.  It was all cut up nicely, small bits of meat, fruits and
vegetables, so I didn't have to use my hands, but could simply kneel
on all fours, lower my mouth, and eat slowly and comfortably.

The little man slid
down onto my neck as I leaned lower, on my elbows now, and he sat
there, straddling my neck, his fingers tangled in my hair. I mewled
softly in pleasure as he stroked my hair, and occasionally leaned in
to caress my earlobe or the side of my neck. 


I wasn't quite sure
where I was. Little of this seemed – familiar. But I didn't
really care. I was quite content as I ate, drinking milk from a bowl
set next to the food. There were several more small people around me,
half the size of the little barbie doll man They giggled and touched
me, particularly stroking my breasts and nipples, making them sting
sometimes, but making them crackle with pleasure a lot.

One of them, no
more than a few inches tall, climbed up my leg as I knelt eating. I
could feel his small hands with sharp little nails climbing up my
thigh, and then swinging around between my legs. I moaned softly as
he caught at my clit, as his teeth bit into it. And then he hung
there from my clit, sucking softy as I continued to eat.

When the little man
atop me thought I'd had enough he pulled back on the reins, and,
feeling the tight sting to my ears, I raised my head up and back with
a gasp, then I felt the pull to my right ear and swung my head
around, raising up onto my hands now from my elbows, and turning to
crawl away.

Now I realized that
I had two more little men dangling from my body, from my nipples,
their teeth dug in firmly as they sucked. They were just as small as
the man dangling from my clit, but they had very strong mouths and
seemed quite firmly in place as I crawled along.

Pressure on my
earrings stopped me in place as one of the bigger men walked up to
me. Again, he was nude, and again, he had a large, erect cock. I
opened my mouth as it slid past my lips, over my tongue, and then
into my throat. I moaned in pleasure as I sucked weakly, aware of
other small men coming around me, surrounding me. None were more than
two or three feet tall, and all were a sort of grayish color, their
features not clear.

I felt their hands
caressing my body as I arched and my hips rolled in lewd hunger. I
felt a small hand against my sex, parting my pussy lips, then it
pushed into me, the whole hand. It was thicker than a cock, and made
me groan as it stretched me, but it pushed deep, deep into my pussy,
and then began to pump slowly in and out.

Another one pushed
into my ass, and the feel of the two hands, the two arms inside my
belly, was surreal, even in my dream state. An orgasm rolled over me,
then another, and another, and another, and still another. I
shuddered and bucked and sagged slowly down as my strength began to
fade. Orgasm after orgasm marched through my dazed nervous system
until, in the end, I was laying flat on the floor... or was it the
ground, alone save for one small man who was sort of leaning into me,
sort of half laying against me, thrusting what I knew was not his arm
into my ass again and again.

When he finished I
slept again – or had I even wakened to begin with?
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I was left in a
garden, a strange garden, with soft leaves underfoot. I'd never seen
the vegetables before, whatever they were. They were green and
yellow, and grew straight up from the ground on very strong short
stalks. They were very – phallic – shaped, rather like
cucumbers or zucchinis, and it was only the most natural thing in the
world to guide my throbbing, sopping pussy over one and slowly sink
myself down upon it.

I shuddered and
moaned and cried out softly as the heat and excitement gave me the
strength I had previously lacked, riding up and down it, faster and
faster, sobbing with the pleasure sweeping through me and over me. I
came, crying out, arching and writhing as I impaled myself on it
again and again.

I eased off it,
gasping, sweating, and found another, sinking down upon it with a
glorious sense of rightness, of heat and pleasure and exultation,
riding it to a massive orgasm that had my throat aching with my
screams of pleasure. Again I pulled off, finding another, and
another, and another. I was exhausted, but always I seemed to find
the strength to crawl to another and ride it to orgasm.

I have no idea how
long passed. I next remember crawling away, the little man on my
back, dazed, weary, back to my bed, where dozens of little people
crawled upon me, stroking, licking, caressing, sucking, chewing,
pinching me to orgasm after orgasm after orgasm until everything
blacked out.

And then I was
crawling again. This time the reins were attached to the sides of my
mouth, to a ring set between my jaws so my mouth could not close. I
crawled along, turning as directed, then pausing as another of the
bigger men stood there and pushed himself into my open mouth. Two
smaller men stood beneath me, mouths on my nipples, sucking –
drinking, I realized, and it didn't seem strange that I was giving
milk, though I'd never been pregnant.

Wherever I moved
there was almost always a little man sucking, drinking at my nipples.
Around me was a kaleidoscope of strange lights and shimmering sounds,
but I paid very little attention. None of that really mattered. 


Then I was back in
the garden, riding the strange gourds, the strange vegetables. I was
sopping wet, and as I slid myself up and down each one I could almost
sense it drinking in my juices, just as the little men drank from my
breasts.

And then the world
slowly, slowly seemed to shift around me, hazy, then clearing, and
that view echoed my mind, which became even hazier, then slowly began
to clear. I was... I was in my room, in my bedroom. I knelt on the
floor, my big dildo beneath me, upended, and I was riding up and
down, gasping, panting, moaning as I stared at myself in the full
length mirror. I was leaning in against it, seizing the frame in my
hands, using it to balance myself as my hips rolled and rose, dropped
and twisted.

I was near an
orgasm, very near. And so, despite my head clearing, then filling
with dazed confusion. What was …. ? Well, I was near the peak,
and my body demanded release. I kept riding, gasping, staring at
myself in utter confusion, then cried out, my throat aching, as
though I had cried out often of late, cried out as I impaled myself
on that thick dildo, as I forced myself all the way down to the
floor, and the hell with pain. 


I felt my insides
spasming and twisting as I wailed in helpless animal pleasure, my
head thrown back as I swayed and ground and a crackling electrical
firestorm of pleasure tore through my body and mind.

I fell backwards
slowly, limply, and lay on the floor, gasping, chest heaving, body
overheated as I stared at the ceiling and wondered .. what the hell
was going on.

Half an hour later
I was sitting at my desk in my office, wrapped in a robe, the air
conditioner turned up full, a cup of coffee before me, on the
internet. I was looking at information about sleep walking, and the
sorts of things people could do while sleep walking. It really was an
amazing thing that people could be asleep, yet drive cars, dance,
walk around – and even masturbate. 


There was even a
condition, called sexsomnia, which mostly affected women, and yes
indeed, they could masturbate, moving violently, even talk and have
sex with men, and still be asleep.

Had I screamed a
lot while I was asleep? Was this all not even Macaulay's fault, but
mine? Was there something seriously wrong in my head which was
causing this? And how was I supposed to get treatment when I didn't
want to tell anyone about it? 


There was only one
thing wrong with that as an explanation, and that was that people who
had it did everything automatically, and had no memory of it once
wakened.

But then again, I
didn't remember what I was really doing. I mean, I was really
masturbating, and hadn't remembered it until I'd wakened. The rest,
that was some sort of bizarre fantasy produced by the arousal I had
felt, and the weird nonsense Macaulay had put in my head. It was
strange, though, that the intense orgasms still echoed within my mind
and body. 


But if the orgasms
hadn't been dreamed, but real, not that the little people were real,
of course, but if I'd given myself orgasms by masturbating, then
perhaps that was a different thing from remembering a dream. I didn't
really know. I needed to ask someone, to find a therapist, but the
thought of confessing my erotic dreams, and the wild orgasms, well,
it was daunting, to say the least.

It would have to be
a woman. I could not possibly tell a man about such things!

Even as I thought
of such things I knew, though, that I couldn't possibly relate such
fantasies to anyone. It would be simply too humiliating. What did
that leave me? Moving? To do that would be to consider that what I'd
dreamed and fantasized about was actually real. And that was
ridiculous! I was a product of a secular, scientific education and
culture! I didn't believe in little gray ghosts. I couldn't!

I did believe in
psychological illness, though, in hallucination, in sleepwalking and,
because it was reported on a number of respectable looking web sites,
sexsomnia. I had to because the alternative was to believe little
gray ghosts were controlling my mind! And that was just fucking
crazy!

I didn't even
remember much of what happened except as a kind of foggy miasma of
images and sensations. And wasn't that proof it had all been a
hallucination, a dream, a fantasy?

But why were my
nipples hard? Why were they always hard these days? Hard and
sensitive? Why did I feel so … heavy and moist and hot in my
lower belly, as if there was a soft, constant, anticipatory throbbing
there?

I was going to go
crazy if this sort of thing kept up. It wasn't that erotic dreams
were so awful, and there wasn't any fear or anything in those dreams,
not like in nightmares where you are terrified and wake up bathed in
sweat, heart pounding, and afraid of ever turning out the lights
again. No, the only emotional memory which came with the dreams was
arousal, passion, lust.

And so I decided to
test myself. Here, in broad daylight, wide awake, feeling nothing but
mild arousal. I was going to, however silly it felt to do so, test
the idea that there was some sort of strange paranormal behavior
behind everything.

I went back to my
bedroom, with the sun shining through the window. Nervously, I opened
the curtains wide to let in as much light as possible. I turned all
my lamps on, then got undressed and lay on my bed. I piled all my
pillows behind me against the headboard, and then reclined against
them so I was half sitting, half laying. With my feet flat on the bed
and my knees spread wide, I rubbed lightly at my clit.

The heat surged up
and made me gasp. I swallowed and looked around, then reached for the
night table and took out my dildo and vibrator. I was already moist
enough not to need the vibrator, but I eased the dildo slowly into my
body, doing so in as clinical a fashion as I could.

Every inch it
pushed in made the heat inside me swell. I stared at it, stared at
the shaft as it disappeared between the taut lips of my sex. My inner
mind focused on the feel of it sliding deeper into my belly, and I
fought to keep my breathing steady. I pushed it in as deep as I could
without real pain, and lay back, gasping, not moving, trying to
control the state of my arousal. The urge to grasp the base and begin
pumping it in and out was tremendous but I resisted.

I reached back,
instead, grasping the headboard, holding myself steady, legs wide.
The feel of the dildo deep inside me, stretching out my vaginal
cavity, was a hot, thick, heavy presence inside me, one which seemed
to throb with power. But I was still in control. I felt intensely
sexual and extremely aroused, but I was in control. I had not lost my
mind. I was not insane. And I was not seeing little gray men with
giant cocks.

Ridiculous!

I groaned and
rolled my hips hedonistically, wanting the dildo to move inside me,
to pump, to thrust. But it simply lay there as it ought to, unmoving,
lodged firmly inside me.

I stared at the
ceiling, controlling my breathing, controlling my body. It occurred
to me that, even if I wasn't seeing anything, I was far more aroused
than I ought to be given I'd done nothing but slide an object into my
body. That was troubling, but  there could be a number of reasons for
my arousal, and at least I was still in control.

I allowed my body
to slide a little further down on the bed so I was now laying across
the pillows, my back somewhat arched, my legs spread achingly wide. I
could feel the tautness of the skin stretched across my throbbing
breasts as I lay there, could feel the heat rising between my legs. I
felt wisps of fantasy sliding through my mind, echos of wild, dark
pleasure.

And then I looked
down along my body and saw him. 


I felt nothing on
the bed, no weight shifting the mattress. But there he was, standing
there between my legs. He looked about three foot tall, his face
blurry, as if incomplete, without eyes. I stared at him, transfixed,
feeling no fear, only a strange sense of anticipation and something
almost like curiosity. He sat down between my spread legs and looked
up the length of my body at me, then he reached for the dildo.

I gasped as it slid
slowly out, then cried out as it thrust back into me – hard. I
started to reach for him but my arms wouldn't move. Looking up I saw
another little man holding my wrist, then another on the other corner
of the bed. They were so small I should have been able to fling them
across the room, but my arms wouldn't move, wouldn't even try to
move. I moaned and stared down between my legs again, where another
little man had climbed up onto the bed.

This one picked up
the vibrator, and as the first one thrust the dildo in and out, the
second took the vibrator, peered at it as if curious, turned it on,
and then pressed it against my clit.

The orgasm was
almost instant. I screamed and writhed, arching back, my body
thrashing and tearing at the holds on my wrists, and, I distantly
realized now, my ankles. The orgasm surged up inside me and exploded
within my mind with such intensity all I could do was scream and
writhe and arch and roll my head.

I could feel the
vibrator rubbing, grinding against my clit, back and forth, back and
forth, as the dildo was thrust up deep into my pussy in perfect
tandem. The orgasm peaked, then settled, then rose to peak again, and
repeat. Again and again, orgasms tore through my body as I screamed
myself raw, as my chest ached from lack of breath, as my muscles
spasmed and overloaded.

Finally, when I was
on the brink of passing out, the vibrator pulled back, and I slumped,
exhausted, gasping for breath, chest heaving. I gasped as I felt
something on my belly, and stared down at an even smaller little man
as he climbed onto my chest and bit into my nipple. It … hurt.
It stung badly, but my cry of pain was almost incidental to the hot
burning pleasure which rolled my mind.

Another little man
settled across my other breast, sucking, chewing, biting, and pain
and pleasure swirled violently within me. I felt a mouth on my clit,
felt the dildo pumping in and out again, and the intensity of the
sexual passion and pleasure began to rise to almost unbearable
levels. And yet, I didn't come this time. Instead the pressure rose
to the point I was writhing and sobbing and begging to come.

Then the vibrator
ground against my clit and my body exploded. My hips bucked up
violently as I twisted and thrashed in place, and the dildo drove
into me like a hot spike, punching deep into my womb, it seemed, with
every deep stroke. The orgasm went on and on and on, as if it would
never end, as if it would drain my life away. Then, finally, it began
to subside, leaving me gasping, gulping in air, dazed, moaning,
barely conscious.

They began the
process once again, stroking my body, teasing it, tormenting it,
rousing it to the point of desperation, then once again they brought
the vibrator into play and drove me, shrieking, to the edge of
insanity.

Again and again
they roused me and hauled me, screaming over the edge, as the room
filled with small gray people, all of them staring up at me as if
basking in sunlight.

And then the black
man was there, the man with the horns. All the little gray people
faded back as he reached for me. I groaned as he wrapped my hair
around his fist, then gasped weakly, feebly, as he dragged me
forward, then off the bed, to tumble onto my belly on the floor. 


I was yanked up
onto my hands and knees, and felt a... a kind of harness wrapped
around my chest, with something heavier on my back. The straps curled
around my breasts, squeezing them, making them bulge out. The bit was
pushed into my mouth, and then I felt a weight on my back. I turned
my head slightly to see one of the larger of the gray men straddling
my back, and realized he was now sitting in a saddle complete with
stirrups.

I gasped as he
snapped a small riding crop across my buttocks, and started to crawl
forward. I could feel the pressure and weight of the dildo still
inside me, fully inside me, and something else, the vibrator perhaps,
stuffed into my back passage. I crawled across the room, and a crowd
of small people opened the closet door. It seemed very black in
there, but I crawled towards it, panting, moaning, still not afraid
at all, only exhausted.

There was a tunnel
at the back of my closet, and I crawled down it, was ridden down it
by the small gray man atop my back. The tunnel was far too low for
the black man to walk behind us, but somehow, he was doing so anyway.
Even a three foot tall child ought to have gotten very heavy, very
quickly, but the gray man seemed to weight little, and I crawled
quite easily, far more quickly than I ought to have managed.

We emerged in a
place which was dark, but lit somehow, at least, lit enough to see my
immediate surroundings – after a fashion. Everything seemed
slightly blurry, or hazy, like the gray people, even the floor.  The
only constants were the black people, both males and females. They
were as black as the first man I'd seen and had the same horns. None
had hair, and their eyes were unearthly bright against their pitch
black skin.

They looked at me,
those black people, as I crawled past, with no emotion in their eyes,
no sign of emotion on their faces. I felt no embarrassment at my
nudity, nor fear. All I felt was a throbbing sexual need, and mewled
helplessly, unable to speak because of the bit between my teeth,
wanting someone to fuck me. They didn't, however. The little man rode
me past them and down a corridor so wide I could only sense its sides
or ceiling.

A collection of
small gray people gathered around me and the one riding me climbed
off. The saddle was removed, and they preceded to wash me. Their
small gray arms moved all the way up into my pussy, into my anus, as
I knelt and moaned in despairing need. My clit felt like it was
swollen to three times its normal size, but they avoided touching it
at all. My breasts felt swollen as well, my nipples rock-hard
pebbles, tingling and burning with the intensity of their need, of
how incredibly sensitive they felt.

Every time a small
hand brushed across one of my nipples I cried out, and felt on the
verge of orgasm, but it was as if I hit a wall, and could not quite
push through, could not come.

Food was on the
floor, and milk, and I was made to eat and drink. Then small people
brushed my teeth.

There was a collar
around my throat. I hadn't remembered it going on, and only noticed
when one of the taller gray ones attached a leash to it and led me,
crawling, out away from the others. I was led out into a field, a
paddock of some sort. The grass was gray, but soft enough against my
hands and knees. And amidst the hazy distance I could see other
figures crawling about. The leash was removed and I was released to
crawl toward them.

There were men and
women there, all naked, crawling as though they were animals.  The
men were all erect, their cocks sticking down between their legs as
they crawled. There was a glassy sheen to their eyes which was a
reflection of my own, and they seemed to evidence the same level of
dazed heat as was gripping me. I had no thought, no urge of standing.
I crawled about, not knowing what I was seeking or doing, much as I
suppose the others were.

There were a number
of couples going at it, much like animals, with the male mounting the
female from behind. The sex was energetic, even frantic, but never
seemed to end with any kind of release. After a while, the male
simply stopped, and then dropped tiredly off, still erect, chest
heaving. 


Then one of them
mounted me. I groaned in pleasure as I felt him sink his cock deep
into my throbbing, overheated pussy. His arms clamped around my waist
and he rode me furiously, his hips slapping against my buttocks, his
cock pumping furiously inside me. I writhed and moaned and rolled my
hips back, gasping, whimpering, mewling in need.

He fucked me to the
edge of climax and held me there... pinned like a fly against a
screen. I clawed at it desperately, trying to get through, but
remained in place, moaning, gasping, desperate for the climax which
eluded me. And then, after perhaps ten minutes, he dropped off and
crawled away, leaving both of us still desperate for release.

That happened to me
three or four times more, always giving me the desperate hope of
climax, but leaving me in despairing need, whimpering at my lack of
release.

Then one of the
gray ones came with a stick, snapping it across my hip, across my
bottom, pulling me away from the rest and herding me through a small
opening I hadn't seen before. I crawled along and then found myself
back in that place where the black ones lounged about. They looked at
me just as unemotionally as before, and I moaned hopefully.

Then I was hanging
by my wrists. I don't remember the process, but there I was, dangling
from my bound wrists, toes a foot above the hazy floor. 


I didn't know my
name. I didn't know what I was, let alone who I was. I didn't know or
care where I was. I had no self image, and my mind functioned in an
animal fashion, caring about nothing but pleasure and pain, comfort
and discomfort. When the whip curled around my waist the pain caused
me to cry out, my voice warbling unsteadily as the whip was yanked
back, spinning me like a top.

All those dark,
dead, shining eyes gazed upon me without emotion as the whip cut
across my back and sent me jerking and spinning again. They watched
as the whip cut across my shoulders, curled around my waist and belly
and hips and chest, as it sank into my soft breasts and sliced at my
tender thighs. The pain rose to blot out the pleasure, and then the
pleasure surged ahead to blot out the pain.

Every blow was
agony and Ecstasy rolled into one explosive sensation. A dozen, a
hundred. I don't know how many struck my body. Suddenly I was down
again, on all fours, and this time one of the black men was mounting
me. Unlike the men, the humans, his hands seized my hair, jerking my
head up and back as he rammed himself into me. Again and again the
head of his thick cock punched into the back wall of my sex, until it
was, like the whip, both agony and ecstasy with every stroke.

My insides were
churning with lust and desire, with a desperate hunger and need. They
ached, as well, burned, and his cock seemed to be growing thicker,
and longer as he thrust into me. Then I felt something in my throat,
a somewhat familiar sensation, but not – quite.

My head was held up
and back, as he rode me, my mouth wide, gasping, and then my breath
was blocked, and I gurgled, and gagged, for something was pushing up
through my throat. I gagged again as it pushed out of my throat,
along my tongue, and then pushed out through the open lips of my
mouth.

It was... the head
of his cock.

It drew back, and
pushed out, drew back and pushed out, in perfect time to his thrusts.
His cock had punched directly through my body and come out my mouth.
And yet, there was very little pain compared to the incredible
intensity of the scorching pleasure which was rolling my mind. I
screamed and screamed – silently, for want of breath, as he
rode me, as his big cock skewered me – literally – and
his hips pounded against my buttocks.

The orgasm tore my
mind apart. I felt as though my body was literally going to split
open, was going to burst apart from the incredible pleasure screaming
through my nervous system. It went on and on and on, as though it
would never end, and only my unconsciousness pulled me free of it.




























Chapter
Six

















I'm not sure when I
began to wake up. There was no sense of time. We … ate, we
crawled about in the paddock, in the gray field, and then the black
ones would drive us to the edge of insanity with their sexual games,
their punishment and pleasure. Our minds were drifting, and we were
creatures of instinct, caring only for pleasure and pain, hunger and
thirst. But gradually, my mind began to waken, to grow less hazy.

That was no
comfort, believe me.

Confusion reigned
within me for some time, confusion, uncertainty, and then growing
alarm. I had no idea what was going on. I had accepted, for example,
that I had hooves, not hands, that my legs ended where my knees were,
in hooves. And so seeing my hands, and then my lower legs projecting
out behind me, led to intense confusion, bafflement, at first.

And why was I
crawling? Why was everyone crawling? And where was I?! 


The hazy comfort of
animal-like ignorance faded, leaving me filled with stress and
confusion... and fear when I saw the little gray people. Yet I
retained enough sense of self-preservation to do my best to conceal
my awakening, to act just like all the other 'animals' crawling about
in the gray field.

I continued to
crawl at their behest, and when led back to the black ones, the
sexual heat was so overwhelming my mind might just as well have been
blank once again. It didn't make any difference now that I was, for
the most part, awake. The instant I was int heir presence it was as
if I was high on drugs, intoxicated on alcohol, and filled with
uncontrollable lust.

Everything happened
in exactly the same fashion as before, except that when the Black men
rode me, their cocks did not, in fact, completely pierce my body and
come out my mouth. But the screaming, shrieking, mind-blowing
pleasure and heat: that continued.

The first time I
went to them awake I was horrified, but helplessly enthralled to my
own sexual hunger and need. I began to lose my horror, my
humiliation, after that, but the heat never wavered. 


And when I was
returned to the 'herd' and recovered, I felt a burning anger, a rage
against them, against all of them for treating us like animals. I hid
it, though, knowing that if they found out, the blacks or grays, they
would do something to ensure my mind went right back to sleep again. 


I crawled the
length of our little paddock, looking behind, looking for something,
anything which might give me a clue as to how to get out, how to get
home. Or was I still home and this was just a big hallucination? The
whip marks on my body faded quickly after getting them, but the
stinging reminder did not go away nearly so fast.

I had read a little
about ghosts after my encounter with Macaulay, but the stories hadn't
had a lot  in common with his. The only thing they agreed on was that
ghosts, or spirits, were supposed to move on and hadn't, for whatever
reason. They needed to be encouraged to move on, to go where they
were supposed to go. But how to do that wasn't well-explained, and it
wasn't as though I'd put in a major research effort either.

There were no
buildings in this dark, hazy, gray place, at least, none I could see.
I couldn't see more than about a hundred feet in any direction,
though, before things began to go gray and disappear into the mist,
so I supposed anything could be out there.

There was a time
when things got quiet, which I supposed was night. The gray ones
rarely came around then, and most of my companions curled up and went
to sleep. It didn't get brighter or darker here. That never changed,
but in the dimness, with everyone sleeping, and no one in sight, I
risked standing up. I wobbled, off balanced for a bit, but managed to
stabilize myself. I stood there, just stood, for a long minute,
staring around anxiously, then walked, slowly, a few paces one way, a
few paces back, not wanting anyone to see or hear.

What I called the
'paddock' actually had no fence around it. I had once thought there
was, but it was simply an open place where the humans were. I could
walk out of it, and did so, then walked quickly back and got down on
all fours in case anyone rushed out of the darkness. When nothing
happened, I did it again, testing, then returning. Crawling seemed
more natural than walking, and I could hide among the mist which
swirled along the ground better. But I couldn't see as well and had
to pause and rise up now and then to look around.

The problem was
there were no landmarks. There were no buildings, no walls, no hills
or lakes or trees. It was all a slowly shifting gray nothing, and I
quickly became lost. I had to rise, to stand, to walk, looking around
me anxiously, trying to find my way back. But there was nothing to
indicate directions. I walked on, stopping often to rub my legs,
which were not used to walking. 


I was, to put it
mildly, miserable. I was lost, alone, naked, and helpless and I
longed for some sort of life, of greenery, of sky or water or trees
or bushes or...

And then, as I
staggered along, suddenly, there it was. Like an oasis in the desert,
there was a small pond surrounded by lush greenery! I staggered
forward and groaned I delight at the feel of soft green grass
underfoot, then the smell hit me, an overwhelming aroma of sweet
scented flowers. It was a familiar aroma, though and I felt my body
beginning to respond to it even as my eyes saw the melons, the
gourds, whatever they were called.

I could feel my
stomach rumbling with hunger, could feel how parched my throat was,
and some instinct drew me to my knees before the patch, my mouth
descending over one of the smaller gourds. I moaned as it slid
through my parched lips, closed my teeth, and bit gently into it.
Liquid flowed out and I sucked greedily as it trickled down my
throat.

My hands gripped
the bottom of the gourd as I spread my legs, lowering myself. I
wasn't aiming at anything in particular, but suddenly there was
pressure against me, and I felt a hot rush of heat and pleasure as
another of the gourds pushed up through the taut folds of my sex. I
nibbled at the gourd in my mouth. Something told me not to bite too
hard, not bite off pieces. I let my teeth sink through the green
outer skin, and thick, cool liquid oozed out to fill my mouth.

I was not even
aware that my hips were rocking in and out, rising and falling,
sliding on the thicker gourd behind me, not at first. Then the
passion and lust overwhelmed me and I straightened, gasping, moaning,
arching back as I rode the gourd, as I sank my throbbing pussy down
its full, long length. My eyes were glassy as I stared up at nothing
above, rolling my hips, rocking in and back, riding the gourd in
slow, dazed, delirious heat and pleasure.

At that moment,
nothing else in the world mattered. Nothing else in the world could
be so good, so perfect as that moment, and I continued to ride, to
rock, to gasp and moan in dazed pleasure. No orgasm overcame me. The
pleasure was steady, wonderful, delicious, intoxicating. Who could
want more? Who could want it to end?

Finally, my 
muscles were overcome, and I sagged forward, my mouth opening wide,
sliding down over the other gourd again, taking it deep into my mouth
to bite lower down and suck contentedly at the juices. I felt no more
hunger, no more thirst, no more worries or concerns. The other gourd
was still deep within me as I sagged low to the ground, and the
fullness was again, delicious and wonderfully soul-satisfying.

Only when the gourd
in my mouth stopped producing its wonderful liquid did I feel the
need, instinctive need, to move on. I moaned as I slid forward,
crawling weakly, and found another. I slipped my lips down on it,
moaning in contentment once more. Something stirred around my
dripping, overheated sex, and another gourd rose up, nudging me,
pushing against me as if it had a life of its own. I spread my legs
wider, pushing back against it, groaning in delight as it sank
through the swollen lips of my pussy.

After another time,
I slept. I lay, sprawled on my back amidst the grass and brush and
stalks and gourds,  I woke some time later to find myself impaled by
one, but that was hardly a cause for concern or alarm. How could
anyone be fearful in that garden, with that delicious scent filling
ones mind and lungs, and the contentment of perfect pleasure upon
them?

But, wakened, my
instincts began to move me, rocking my hips, grinding them up and
forward against the gourd inside me. I moaned and writhed, though my
movements were now restricted by vines which seemed to have tangled
around my wrists and arms. Heat poured through me as the pleasure
rose, and I arched and rolled and moaned in dazed pleasure for an
endless time before exhaustion took me again.

When next I woke,
nothing had changed, except that the vines were perhaps thicker
around my arms and wrists, and now my ankles and legs. I wasn't sure
if it was the same gourd inside me, or another, but it hardly
mattered as the sex-heat rose and I began to rock and grind and roll
my hips up and forward against it, gasping and panting and moaning
and whimpering as my glazed eyes looked up into the gray nothingness
above.

Several periods of
waking and sleeping passed in that fashion before some instinct, and
the rumbling of my empty stomach, caused me to strain towards other
gourds. I couldn't get up, however, couldn't pull my arms and wrists
and legs free. The vines had crept over my body and all-but buried it
But I could arch my back, roll my head up and back, and by so doing,
reach my lips for a gourd which had been just above me. 


It was not easy,
but by straining sharply, I was able to get my mouth around it, bite
into it, and again feel the cool, thick, soothing, nourishing liquid
trickle down my throat. Even as I did, the sexual heat washed over
me, and my hips began to rock and push against the gourd inside me.
Was it my imagination that the gourd moved as well? I neither knew
nor cared. My thinking was as shallow and driven by animal instinct
as it had been in the paddock.

More periods of
waking and sleeping came and went, and I was utterly, dreamily
content. My life was nothing but pleasure, writhing and arching and
twisting in slow, delicious heat and lust and satisfaction.

I don't remember
when I began to give milk. I had dreamed of it before, though, once,
dreamed of the little gray men feeding off my breasts. Now the milk
oozed out of rigid nipples, nipples so sensitive the slightest touch
made me gasp and flinch with pleasure. The vines pressed in, and I
felt the tips wrapping around my elongated nipples, twisting in
tightly, felt more vines wrapping around the edges of my breasts,
squeezing in about them. Milk oozed out more quickly, and somehow,
the vines drank it down.

I was feeding the
garden even as it fed me. And just as my feeding gave me energy, so
too did the garden grow more energetic. The vines grew thicker, the
gourds longer. Now there was no question of their movement, of their
pushing themselves up inside me to throb and pulse and make me
shudder and writhe in pleasure. What they took from it, I couldn't
say, unless it was the cream inside me, a cream I seemed to give off
constantly.

But only the gourds
around me, the vines nearby could reach me, and I felt the vines on
my arms and legs and body moving me along, dragging me, carrying me
deeper into the garden, so that other vines might feed off my
breasts, other gourds might thrust up into my body. I was dragged
forward, even rolled. 


I was not even
touching the ground, at one point, but held aloft by the stalks and
vines, still spreadeagled, still being fed on, still moaning in heat
and desire. I was held in that state of deepest sexual pleasure,
during the height of sex, before the sudden buildup to orgasm, just
below where that tight, focused, desperate need to to climax arrived.
And there I stayed, lifted along, dragged along, rolled over again
and then again.

I found myself on
my knees, finally, my hips raised high, my chest buried in the vines
against the ground, breasts and nipples being squeezed and sucked
continuously. I imagined that I was being mounted, being ridden by …
by someone. That someone was cold, yet passionate, uncaring as nature
while it thrust itself deep into my belly.

And then it was as
if mounds of earth rose around me, mounds which became arms, and
hands, pressing in against my hips as I was ridden, as a very long,
very thick gourd drove into  me again and again. And it was as if the
garden had formed into a human shape, or at least, human-like, and
was riding me, mounting me.

The constant,
endless, wondrous passion and pleasure began to rise, the sexual
pressure growing so that my blood raced and my heart pounded. I
moaned and writhed and bucked against the massive gourd, against the
earth hands on my hips, crying out as it pounded into me, crying out
as the heat rose to a fiery, terrible intensity. I held at that peak,
that terrible peak, where the Black ones had once kept me, and then
tumbled off into screaming, shrieking pleasure, ecstasy swamping my
mind as orgasm tore me apart.

It was an endless
orgasm. Sometimes it was stronger, sometimes weaker, but it never
relented. I lost consciousness, only to waken some time later, to its
continuation. I screamed my throat raw, lost consciousness, and then
wakened again to more of it.

Finally, I woke on
my back, dazed, moaning, utterly exhausted, drained, incapable of
thought or movement for a long while. I was untouched, laying as if
on a bed of soft vines. Then the vines began to push up at me from
beneath, easing me sideways, sliding me across them to the edge of
the pond. I tumbled and rolled off into the water and sank into it,
still too dazed for movement or care. Then, the lack of air finally
drove some instinct inside me and I pushed myself upwards, gasping
for breath as my head rose out of the water.

My head cleared a
little, as I lay back against the side of the … bathtub.

I was in my own
house, in the bathroom, in that strange, square, tiled, sunken
bathtub. The water had a sweet scent to it, and I lay my head back,
groaning, eyes still glazed over. Nothing happened for an endless
time. There was no sign of little gray men, nor black ones. I lay in
the tub, arched back across the top, breathing, as my mind slowly,
slowly cleared.

It took some time
before I could convince myself I wanted to move, and some further
time to convince my exhausted muscles to do it. I crawled out of the
tub, across the floor, down the hall and into my bedroom. Oddly, my
knees kind of hurt crawling. But no matter, I made it into bed, where
I slept.

I woke to the sight
of a little gray man pawing at my breast. I swiped him off the bed
and he went tumbling across the floor, then scampered away. I sat up
with a groan, still sore all over, as if every muscle in my body had
overworked itself for a long period of time.

And more than that,
I realized. My arms were actually quite nicely muscled, certainly
more than I ever remembered them being. There were muscles beneath
the surface of my belly and abdomen, and my breasts had never felt
firmer. It was as if I'd been on an intensive exercise regime for
months!

I swung my legs out
of bed and, griping the night table, stood up. I swayed and wobbled,
but soon found my balance and made my way over to the closet. Opening
it, I stared at myself in the full length mirror. I looked pale and
thin, but Jesus was I cut! I don't mean to say I looked like one of
those musclebound weightlifters, but my body was firm and tight, and
I could feel the hardness under the skin of my belly.

My hair was also
about two inches longer than I remembered seeing it last.

Hair grew at about
half an inch a month, so far as I knew, and my mouth dropped open as
I stared at it. Had I been gone for months!? Were the police looking
for me? My family!?

I put on a robe and
went downstairs. There was a two foot tall gray man sitting on the
kitchen table. I cried out in shock as I stared at him. He stared
back. For a long moment, nothing happened. Certainly I didn't feel
any great urge to masturbate, didn't feel any great rising heat
inside myself. Finally I picked up the nearest object, which happened
to be a salt shaker, and threw it at him. He turned and raced away.

Trembling a bit, I
went to the fridge and opened it. Nothing was bad inside. I took out
the jug of milk and drank straight from it. 


Confusion reigned.

I turned on the TV
and discovered I'd lost two days. If it weren't for the longer hair
and the muscly body I'd have thought I had been hallucinating or
something for that long. But you don't hallucinate physical changes.

Macaulay.

He might be crazy.
Then again, he might not be. But I no longer thought he'd simply
drugged me into hallucinations. And he was the only person who might
be able to tell me what the fuck had happened.

And how was I going
to find him?

I went upstairs,
booted one of the tiny gray ones out of the way and got dressed –
well, I put on a small, thin, light summery dress I normally wouldn't
have worn without both a bra and a slip beneath. But it had been so
long since I'd worn any clothing I shied away from it now. It felt...
unnatural, for some reason.

I went downstairs
and out into the garden, then out into the back lane.

“Macaulay!?”
I called.

I wandered up and
down the lane, occasionally calling out his name. There was no sign
of him, though, and I went back to my garage, closed the door from
the inside, then went through it to the back  yard.

And there was
Macaulay lounging back on the back stoop, a straw hat tilted low over
his face.

“Macaulay!”
I exclaimed.

“Yes?”
he asked.

I glowered at him
and he raised his head and examined me.

“Still
believe in drugs and hallucinations?”

“No!”

“Ah, well,
that's some progress then.”

I stalked across to
him, glowering. “I want you to tell me what the fuck is going
on!?”

“You mean
other than what I've been trying to tell you?”

I glowered at him,
arms folded beneath my breasts.

He cocked his head
back, looking up at me.

“You seem …
different somehow.”

“Do you have
any idea how long I've been gone?”

He frowned
doubtfully. “Your hair seems a tad longer for some reason.”

“I've been
with your black and gray men in some... other place... for weeks!”

“That's
impossible. I warded the doors. The black men couldn't get into this
place.”

I hesitated. “Uhm,
I had the doors replaced.”

He stared at me.
“Now why would you up an do a thing like that?”

“I was... I
had a security company replace them with steel-core doors with
alarms.”

He rolled his eyes.
“You'd better tell me about it.”

So I did, the whole
thing, though I tried to gloss over certain parts. Macaulay didn't
let me, and didn't seem surprised at anything until I mentioned the
garden, and his interest really rose when I talked about what
happened at the last, with what felt like a man, an earth man, riding
me.

“Saints
preserve us,” he said in a wondering voice. “You have the
devils own luck, lass.”

“You call all
that luck!?” I demanded.

He shrugged and
made a dismissive gesture. “Luck to have been so stupid and yet
to have come out of there whole in body and mind,” he said.

“Where was
I!?”

“It was an
in-between place.”

“That tells
me precisely nothing!”

“Let's just
say it's not a place humans return from very often.”

“But...”

“I don't have
full knowledge. I've never been there myself, you know. But there are
in-between places, like cracks in the floor, soft places where worlds
touch, places that are outside any set place, any set universe, any
set world. They are largely places of nothing, occupied by the Black
ones who can manipulate reality there to be, to some extent, what
they wish of it. Their wants are small, of course, as is their power.
They feed off mortals, and are quite content in that.

“But –
.”

“Let me
finish, girl. These places, the reality of what is there can be
changed by strength of will. It is as if by thinking a thing is
there, it is there.”

“Are you
suggesting I imagined that garden?”

“Not
entirely. I'm suggesting that you altered the form of something which
was already there, of some power, some thing, which was floating
about until you stumbled upon it. You created an oasis, from what you
said, like those a man stumbling through the desert imagines. Only
you made it real. But your mind was still filled with sex, which is
the stuff of creation, and you created the garden of dreams.”

“The what?”

“Oh it's a
real enough place, somewhere at the edge of the world. The gray ones
float about there taking in the auras of mortals who stumble into it.
By the way, those mortals don't ever escape, because they don't want
to. They feed the garden as the garden feeds them. But you recreated
it in some strange way, and fed it, and then created something –
new.”

“Created? I
didn't create anything!”

“You wanted a
man atop you, a man riding you. Your mind and that garden, or
whatever power you turned into a garden, created it for you. The
strangeness of that other place is that you can literally create
things by thinking of them, and so you have. You've created some sort
of green man.”

I looked around
nervously. “Will it follow me?”

He smiled. “Feeling
lonely?”

I scowled at him.

“No, such
powers can't move and don't want to move beyond their small localized
centers of power. But you did something for it, and as a reward, it
sent you home.”

“Why has so
little time passed?”

“Ah, well,
you know the legends of faery mounds? How time passes differently
within? Such legends and myths have their origins, as I told you.”

“I saw the
gray ones inside,” I said. “But... they didn't...
weren't... affecting me. I mean, I'm not unbearably horny or anything
around them.”

“I wonder
what was in that which you fed on,” he mused, “And
whether it will last. It may have changed you to some degree, given
you a further gift. If you can see the little ones unaided and not be
affected by their glamor then something is definitely changed within
you.”
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Seven

















Macaulay put the
wards back up, only this time I could actually see them, could see
him doing it, and so he demonstrated how to manipulate the essence of
life around us, and what the symbols meant, what power they held. 


I went up to the
attic with chocolate and made a deal with the gray ones. They didn't
speak, but  Macaulay had said they couldn't. I left the chocolate,
and came back downstairs. And I didn't see them again except in the
attic or basement, where I'd asked them to remain. Had it all really
been that simple? Could I have solved it with a little chocolate if I
just had believed Macaulay? But then, how could anyone believe such a
ridiculous story?

Only it wasn't like
everything was back to normal now either. I didn't think the gray
ones were influencing me, but I wasn't sure. But I felt horny again
very soon. It wasn't the deep, all-consuming arousal they had
inspired in me, but it was a constant. I wanted sex. I wasn't
desperate for sex, but I wanted it, and I thought about it
continually. I was aware of the movement of my breasts within my
shirt, of the sensitivity of my nipples, of the soft heat between my
legs. I had fantasies, many of them. My mind kept flitting to images
and flashes of memories of the things I'd done wherever I'd gone, or
the things I wanted to do.

I resisted the
arousal, though. I mean, given what I'd been through I'm sure you
won't blame me for that! I went to bed that night determined to not
think about sex. I had erotic dreams, however, and wakened extremely
aroused. I ignored that sense of arousal. I had a shower, a cold
shower, so that the feel of my hands sliding over my soft, soapy
flesh would not invite lustful thoughts. I dressed in crisp,
uncomfortable business clothes, and tried to concentrate on work.

That was hard,
though, and not just because of the arousal which loomed over me. It
might only have been a day or so that I'd been away, but to me it had
been many weeks, and it was hard getting back into things after such
a long delay. It was hard, as well, given what I'd gone through. I
couldn't forget it. It was too incredible. Too shocking. I soon
realized that work was simply not possible.

I started
researching everything I could about folklore and myth that had any
relationship to my experience, wanting to know more about these 'gray
men' and black men. Unfortunately, there was a lot of fanciful stuff
on the internet, and much of it was laden with superstition and
religion. I thought about telling someone but who would believe me?
No one. I supposed I could start my own web site, but I'd just be
dismissed as another internet nut.

I realized at one
point I was becoming more and more aroused, and then realized I had
been unconsciously grinding myself against the chair. I stopped, skin
flushed, and looked around suspiciously for the gray men. There was
no sign of them.

In any event, it
felt differently. I wasn't overwhelmed by it. It wasn't like I was
out of my head and in another place. I wasn't seeing things, wasn't
drunk on sex to the point I didn't know where I was or who was there
with me. I was still in control of myself. It was just that I felt
really, really horny. I wanted a cock inside me, to be crude and
blunt. I wanted to be on all fours and have a man riding me hard,
roughly slamming himself into me.

I ignored those
wants for a while, though they didn't go away. My nipples, I noticed,
were very hard within my bra, and tingling. My breasts felt warm and
heavy. At the same time, I was feeling tired, and listless, as if I
had no energy. I went to bed, and slept for a while, but I didn't
feel any more energetic when I woke up, just really horny. I
showered, again using cold water, but this time I still felt aroused.
Even with the water icy cold and me standing there shivering, the
feel of my hands sliding over my stiff nipples and cold, soapy
breasts sent intense sensations of physical pleasure through my body.

It was very hard to
focus on just washing very hard not to linger, but I succeeded, and
put on a robe to quickly cover my body from my own eyes – not
to mention whatever gray or black ones might be lurking somewhere.  I
was not going to masturbate so they could feed off my aura! Or
whatever it was. I wasn't!

I was still in
control of myself.

I couldn't wear
pants, nor even panties. The pressure against my pussy made me
squirm. I wore a silk blouse and skirt and then went out. I figured
whatever influence was causing me to be so aroused would fade, but it
didn't. I still wanted a cock, a big cock. I wanted to be fucked
hard. I wanted to feel hard male hips slamming against my buttocks
while a big cock skewered me! Fuck, I wanted to be gang-banged. Bring
it on! 


I drove downtown
and just walked, my mind buzzing with sexual heat and hunger. As I
walked, I saw a strip club across the street, and froze. An instant
thought of myself up on a stage, naked, absolutely NAKED, grinding
myself against a pole while all the men looked on filled my mind and
left my pussy burning! I felt an almost magnetic sense of being drawn
to the place! And I think... I think if I could have just walked
across and climbed on stage and started stripping I might have done
it!

I didn't, of
course. I walked on, my mind filled with a fantasy image of myself
stripping so lewdly, so sluttishly, taunting them, exposing myself to
them, all of them lusting after me and wanting to jump me! 


Reality, of course,
told me I'd have to audition, fill out forms, talk with the manager,
arrange a timetable and all that stuff. And that's not what I wanted.
I wanted... sex. I wanted to be filled, surrounded by, immersed in
sex!

I got in my car and
drove around, and was lucky I didn't hit anyone given the way my mind
was so occupied by my own dark fantasies. I was starting to get
almost as intoxicated on sexual heat and hunger as I had under the
influence of the gray ones, and I didn't understand why. It should
have gotten better not worse. They'd never been able to influence me
before beyond the house. Only the Black ones had done that, which was
why Macaulay had had to tie me to a bed for a while because of how
crazed I'd been. 


A fragment of a
thought, an almost -understanding gripped me, but it faded at the
sight of something which widened my eyes. It was a tavern with a
group of motorcycles parked out front. It was very, very far from the
sort of place I ever went to, preferring modern faux-Irish pubs with
nice décor and clean-cut staff, but I was breathless with a
thirst which had nothing to do with alcohol.

I walked in and
blinked my eyes at the dimly lit room. I could make out the bar, at
least, and headed straight for it. The bartender was youngish, with
short dark hair and a thin beard. He gazed at me doubtfully.

“You lost,
lady?” he asked.

I put a twenty on
the bar. “Give me a bourbon, straight, and keep filling it up,”
I said.

He shrugged and
took the twenty, then replaced it with a glass and filled it. 


I picked up the
glass and downed it, not in a single swallow, but quickly, then put
the glass down hard, gasping against the heat in my throat. He filled
it up and I turned my head to scan the bar.

It wasn't a big
one. There were a dozen or so tables to the side, and a few behind
me. Further down the side was a pool table, with a couple of dart
boards against the far wall. Most of the bar was empty,
mid-afternoon. There were three guys sitting in the corner, and two
playing pool. None of them had ever likely owned a suit. They were
all in jeans and t-shirts. Two had vests, one leather, the other
denim. They were a mix of ages, from mid-twenties to forties, and
they all looked tough and sour.

The three in the
corner were looking at me, and I felt my chest get tight, felt
butterflies swirling in my churning stomach as I picked up the second
drink.

“Husband
leave you?” the bartender asked, not at all sympathetically.

“No,” I
said, gulping the drink down.

“Get fired?”

“No.”

“Just came
from the doctor?”

“Nothing is
wrong with me and my life is just fucking peachy, okay?” I
snapped.

He shrugged,
folding his arms across his chest.

I was startled as
one of the men who had been in the corner sidled up next to me, but I
didn't look at  him. Instead I finished the second drink and motioned
for a third. The bartender unfolded himself from where he'd been
leaning against the back of the bar, moved forward, and poured it.

“Need to get
drunk fast, baby?” a voice beside me asked.

I turned my head
and gave him a sour look, then flicked my eyes up and down. He was
late thirties, big, not bad looking, and I felt a wave of heat roll
over me at his proximity.

“I don't need
to get drunk. I want to get drunk,” I said.

I pressed a finger
into his stomach. It was hard. I liked that in a man. Hard, that is.

“You work
out,” I said.

“Sometimes.”

I let my eyes drift
obviously lower.

“I'm an
architect,” I said.

“Really? I'm
a mechanic.”

His left hand slid
around behind me, and when I didn't react, slid down to cup my ass.

“Does that
mean you're good with your tools?” I asked.

A slow smile
appeared on his face.

“Why don't
you join my friends and me?” he said.

I shrugged and,
drink in hand, walked along the bar and towards the corner, but then
a fragment of a thought shifted within me. I changed direction and
headed for the pool table. It was a nice, flat, brightly lit place,
after all. And even though I didn't realize why, it drew me. The guy
followed.

“My name is
Jeff,” he said. “You like pool.”

I moved up behind
the two guys there. “I like to play with balls,” I said.

They both heard me
and turned their heads as Jeff chuckled throatily behind me.

“I'm good
with tools too,” I said.

“I got a tool
for you, baby,” one of the pool players said with a smirk.

I leaned back
against Jeff, and kind of ground my ass against him as his hands slid
around me and rested on my stomach.

“Let's see
it, big boy,” I challenged.

Do you have any
idea how completely and totally out of character all that was for
me?! The sexual hunger was like a drug and it was driving me on and
stripping away all other thoughts and considerations. I was horribly
embarrassed even at the same time as being wildly excited, which is
weird, I know. The guy came over to me, kind of swaggering, just as
Jeff's hands slid up to cup my breasts. I gasped and a moan escaped
my lips as the guy before me gripped my hair and kissed me hard.

I felt his hand
sliding in between my legs, pulling up my skirt and sliding up
underneath.

I cried out into
his mouth as he found my steaming pussy, and he laughed as he pulled
his head back.

“She's
fucking wet as a river,” he said, leering.

I felt myself
cringing at his words, which everyone in the bar must have heard. My
heart was pounding and I wanted to run, but more than that I wanted
them to take me... hard. I felt Jeff kissing the back of my neck as
his fingers abandoned my breasts and began to unbutton my blouse, and
something inside me was screaming with anxiety and embarrassment. But
the heat was roaring, and I could only shudder and tremble and moan
as the guy in front of me unbuttoned my skirt with deliberate
motions, and it fell to the floor around my ankles.

His hand shot in
between my trembling thighs, and I almost exploded into climax right
then and there. I arched back, crying out loud as Jeff pulled my
blouse back over my shoulders. My bra quickly followed, and the big
guy before me grabbed my arm roughly, jerked me forward, and bent me
over the table.

That was exactly
what I wanted, but... not exactly after all. I didn't even know,
wasn't even consciously thinking of what I wanted, other than sex,
other than cock. But I knew I wanted it rough.

I resisted,
straightening, turning, pushing at him. He forcefully bent me back
over again, and the heat roared within me. My breasts were crushed
against the velvet, my nipples crackling with electricity as I ground
myself against them. I felt my thighs kicked apart, and then a hard
cock rubbing against my sopping opening.

I came the instant
he pushed into me, and I heard curses behind me as I cried out in
wild, helpless pleasure. The orgasm crashed down upon me, sweeping my
mind free of my body and plunging it into a wild, swirling, churning
storm of sensations. I was aware, peripherally, of the men moving up
around me, of the guy – I didn't even know his name –
plunging deep into my burning pussy, of his hands on me as he began
to stroke.

But I was caught up
in the storm of my orgasm and my mind was shattered and scattered as
I thrilled to the pleasure.

My body rocked to
the hard thrusting, to his hips striking my buttocks. I gloried in
it, but it was beside the point. The orgasm went on and on and that
was all that really mattered. I don't think I'd ever had an orgasm
that lasted as long, but then again my mind and memory hadn't been
quite the same of late.

I came out of it
slowly, as the second guy was positioning me. I groaned dazedly, eyes
slitted and glassy, staring through tangled hair at the far wall as I
felt him pushing up inside me. I groaned weakly as he stroked in and
out, for the first couple of minutes too mind-blasted to even move.
Then my mind slowly fit itself back together and I knew –
hunger.

A dark hunger.

My first actual
conscious thought was that I should have found a bar full of black
men. The thought of being taken by black men filled me with heat. The
second thought was that something was missing, something I wanted,
something I didn't even understand. Would they just stop and let me
go now if I insisted? I didn't think so, and that sense, that I had
no choice, that I couldn't refuse, made me burn with excitement.

But I needed
something... more.

I pushed myself
upright, and turned, kind of elbowing Jeff back, for he was the one
fucking me, then slapped his face.

He was... startled,
to say the least.

“What the –
fuckin' bitch!” he growled.

He laughed in his
face.

“Think you're
man enough for me, little boy?” I taunted.

He grabbed at me
and I squirmed, kicking at him with my bar feet. One of the others
moved forward, grabbing one of my arms, and the dark heat roared
higher. I slapped him as well, and they bent me back across the pool
table. I groaned heatedly as another man moved in and pinned my free
arm down to the surface. They lifted me onto it fully, my ass right
at the edge, and two men held my arms as Jeff pulled my legs apart.

I could hardly
breath as the heat swept over me. I cried out as he shoved himself
inside me, twisting and writhing, arching, pulling against the strong
male hands pinning my wrists down, my insides churning with ever more
violent sensations of heat and excitement. Then another struck and I
screamed, arching and twisting, rolling my hips desperately up at
Jeff as he thrust into me.

The men cursed
hungrily as they watched, gathered around, their eyes dark with their
own lust and hunger. 


The orgasm lashed
my senses and made my muscles spasm as convulsions wracked my body,
and then, slowly, slowly, faded to leave me limp as Jeff finished
with my flushed, overheated body and another man moved in between my
legs.

The two men holding
my wrists had eased up on their grip, perhaps thinking it was pretty
damned clear that I wanted sex. I groaned lazily as the third man
spread my legs wide and pushed against me, then, gulping in air, I
forced myself to kind of sit up, at least long enough to slap his
face.

“Fucking
psycho bitch!” I heard as I squirmed away onto the table. 


I rolled across the
table, and the men coming around opposite sides grabbed me. I bit
one, then laughed before he slapped my face. The blow rocked me back
on my heels, but incited something even darker inside me.

The man behind me
pinned my arms back and I groaned, my wrists folding in across each
other. I don't know if that was a hint or if he would have anyway,
but he found a rough rope somewhere, and quickly tied my wrists
together, and I moaned, sinking down to my knees in the midst of
them.

The man who had
been about to fuck me had his cock out and now grabbed my hair
roughly, jerking my head up and against him.

“Fucking
bitch,” he said, rubbing his cock against my face.

I moaned and licked
at it every time it passed my mouth, then he pushed it in and I felt
a giddy sense of delight as I took it through my lips, as it slid
across my tongue. I forced my head forward against the pull of my
hair, backed up, then forced myself forward again, sucking
energetically. I heard more curses as I took him down my throat, and
my mind flared with delight, basking in the sensual heat of being
lusted over, of being admired, of being the center of hungry male
attention.

I bobbed my lips up
and down, sucking him, fucking him with my throat. And it didn't take
long before I felt his come pour down into my belly. He stumbled back
and another man, the bartender, moved forward.

“Come here,
baby,” he said, grasping my hair.

I gasped as he
pulled me forward on my knees along the floor and then sat down in a
chair.

I didn't need any
orders as he guided my mouth to his cock, sucking and bobbing at once
while he spread his legs and tangled my hair around his fist. I
raised my ass at the same time, spreading my legs in invitation, and
it didn't take long before someone took it up. I felt hands on my
ass, on my back, then a cock pushing into me from behind.

There had only been
six men in the bar when I entered. But I was there quite a while.
More men drifted in, men of the same sort, and some left. I was there
for hours, and I don't even know how many men used me. Some of them,
of course, used me more than once, making it even more difficult to
keep track. And it wasn't as if my mind was clear thinking. 


I came so often I
can't remember how many climaxes I had either. My throat hurt from
screaming, more than taking cocks into it, and by the time I stumbled
back to my car I had semen all over my hair and face, and half
filling my stomach. I was a wreck, but a satisfied wreck, who only
wanted to lay down and sleep for a day or so. I managed to make it
home somehow, and that's just what I did.

It wasn't until
next day that I broke consciousness, and stumbled out of bed. I
shuffled into the washroom, filthy, and let the warm water pour down
on me. Soap and water washed away the filth on my body but not the
filth I my mind, nor the heat and hunger. It seemed much diminished,
though. At least I felt no instant desire to masturbate.

Too tired.

I didn't bother to
dress, didn't care who saw me. I went downstairs and ate and drank,
for I'd had nothing the previous day except come and alcohol. 


I got dressed,
then, sort of. It was something I'd worn for a previous lover: a
flirty little pink nightie as light as silk. It was short, thin, and
completely open on both sides all the way up to mid waist.

That made it really
easy to get my hands into it whenever I felt the urge, and I felt the
urge a lot.

It was as if my own
pussy had become a reassuring little touchstone I had to keep
fingering, like it was a nervous habit. Needless to say, my hunger
grew fairly rapidly, and as it did I lost more and more control of
myself. I raged at myself for not remembering the name or even the
street on which the bar was located, even as I felt the beginning of
real anxiety about what was happening with me.

But the need had to
be satisfied, and my refrigerator did it. A little butter, and the
cucumbers inside became a familiar sort of satisfaction as I squatted
over them and forced myself down until I was stuffed front and back,
groaning, gasping, aching with the fulness, with how my pussy and
back passage were stretched and straining.

My first climax hit
me and I screamed as I arched back, almost falling into the open
fridge.

I was going insane,
I thought, as I dazedly picked myself up and got to my shaky feet. I
was still wearing the pink nightie, still had the cucumbers inside
me, and remembered the strange, dark, animal heat and hunger of the
garden I'd left.

And then Macaulay
showed up.

“Ah,”
was all he said, as if he could sense the wild, tumultuous heat
within me.

“Fuck me!”
I gasped weakly, grasping the back of a chair to keep from falling.

“I should
have thought of that,” he said. “You seemed to normal,
and the garden had clearly changed  you to the extent the gray ones
could no longer work their glamor, but I hadn't thought things
through about how else.

“Fuck me,”
I begged, panting.

His hand snaked
around behind me and grasped my hair, jerking my head up and back and
pinning me in place as I gasped in pain. At the same time, his right
hand slid into my nightie, and with a few harsh strokes of his
fingers across my clitoris I was coming again, writhing and bucking
and crying out in pleasure.

Then I was being
bent over one of the backs of the chairs, my swollen breasts crushed
against the table. I felt the cucumber being pulled out of me, and
then something gloriously warm and soft – yet hard, took its
place, sliding deep into my aching belly.

Macaulay rode me
and rode me as I screamed and bucked and writhed and came again and
again. He seemed tireless, and that massive cock kept ramming into me
as his hips bruised my buttocks. The hard, heavy pounding even forced
the cucumber deeper into my ass, so that every time he thrust into me
I felt a jarring, aching blow deep in my belly. But I didn't care.
All sensation was pleasure, and I drank it in frantically,
desperately.

Macaulay's hands
moved over me expertly, groping my breasts, pinching my nipples,
fingering my clit, twisting my hair, slapping my ass, all while his
cock pounded into me like a trip-hammer and rode me to the edge of
what sanity was left.

You're addicted, he
said, when I woke the next day.

I stared at him,
eyes red, glazed, not understanding.

“Do you know
what cocaine is?”

I felt my eyes
react as scorn filled me.

“Do you know
it's an addictive drug?”

“Yes,”
I groaned, every muscle aching.

“The thing
is, it's not actually physically addictive. It's not like heroine or
even alcohol or nicotine. It's psychologically addictive. That's how
people get caught, you see. The pleasure is so great, the high so
wonderful, that they have to feel it again. And some people think
they're strong enough not to get addicted in that way, that they can
restrain themselves. But they're wrong, of course. The high, once you
feel it, once you feel it enough, you keep dreaming about it, keep
wanting it, keep needing it. And every time you feel that high you
glory in it and then want it again.”

I stared at him
without comprehension.

“The orgasms
you're having, that you've been having, that you had when you were in
that other place, were far more powerful, far more intense than what
woman would normally experience. You've become addicted to them in
the same way you can be addicted to cocaine. Your mind is always
remembering how they felt, and always wanting another, needing that
experience. You can't do without it. You have an irresistible
craving.”

“Are you
saying I'm a nymphomaniac?” I asked weakly.

He looked at me
thoughtfully. “More or less.”

“So how do I
kick this... habit?” I asked, groaning as I stretched out.

“You don't.”

I peered at him
through my tangled hair. “You can kick any addiction,” I
said, trying to sit up.

He helped me sit
up, and the feel of his hands on my bare skin made me think of sex.

“The pleasure
center of your brain wants sex,” he said. “It wants it a
lot. Far more than any normal woman, or even a teenage boy.”

He let a smile pull
his lips up briefly.

“It's not
just that your orgasms are so intense. You have to think about why
your orgasms are so intense. It isn't because of the way the gray
ones are influencing you any more. Your body has been altered by the
garden, the green man. The sheer physical pleasure you now experience
is far too great for it to be otherwise. Your senses have been
enhanced, your pleasure center attuned to them. Pleasure and reward
in the mind inevitably lead to wanting more of what brings that
reward. And since you're going to experience screaming orgasms from
sex you're going to want sex all the time.

I stared at him,
more than a little stunned. It wasn't like being told I had a month
to live but it was still hard to understand, let alone accept.

“Your world
is going to revolve around sex from now on,” he said simply.
“You're going to be aroused by many things, and that arousal is
going to need to be satisfied. Everything you do, you'll think of
sex, and want sex. Or if not sex, at least a highly charged sexual
atmosphere – and then sex. The more you do without them the
more you'll want them. That does not mean you're going to jump the
bones of every man who passes by, but your behavior is going to
change. You're going to be a far more sexual person, and you're going
to want a lot more sex.”

And even as he
explained it, I felt my mind turning back to the things we'd done,
the things he'd done, and looking speculatively at his groin.

“Can't you
just... tie me down again until I kick the habit?” I asked
breathily.

I spread my arms
and legs out towards the corners, almost inviting him to tie me up
spreadeagled again.

“That won't
work,” he said. “You've been with the Black ones too
long, and then the Green man has changed you, shifted and enhanced
you. You're a creature of sex now, Caitlin. Not that that's such an
awful thing,” he said with another thin smile.

I chuckled
throatily, then reached out and ran my hand over his groin.

“Then maybe
you should try to tame me,” I said, “or feed me before I
… eat you.”

I didn't really
take him seriously, didn't really grasp what he was saying. I was hot
and horny again, and wanted him inside me.

But enough sex, and
Macaulay certainly could supply that, could make me sane again, and
so I did my best to wear him out. Instead he wore me out. But at
least it was a satisfied exhaustion.

But he was right. I
lived in a world of swirling sexual heat now, almost constantly in a
state of heat, even if sometimes low-level. I became, with him, or
even with other men – and eventually with women – a
flirty, coquettish slut always eager for new sexual experiences. I
could ignore my hunger only if I'd had enough sex recently, and by
that I mean that day. If I went more than a day without I'd start
getting an irresistible craving and hunger.

And I did wind up
becoming a stripper, because the atmosphere was raw sex all the time.
I got fired, too, a few times, for having sex with the customers
while giving them lap dances, but I eventually managed to get enough
control over myself to hold back until after I went home. 


I made a fortune,
by the way, far more than I'd ever made as an architect. Macaulay
said it was because sex oozed out of my very pores, and that the men
I was performing for could sense it, could sense I wasn't just going
through the motions, but was incredibly aroused. And that aroused
them in turn. That left both of us unsatisfied but me considerably
richer as I headed home each day to see Macaulay.

It was certainly
not the life I'd expected, and would have horrified me only a few
months earlier, but it wasn't a life without rewards, either. And it
certainly had it's... pleasures.













End
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