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Librarian and the Demon Tentacles


By Victoria
Wessex


 


Amy is young, beautiful… and alone. 
Isolated by her job as a university head librarian, ignored by the man she
loves, she’s desperate for a change.   But when she sneaks down to the library’s
lowest levels for a peak at an ancient demon summoning text, she gets more than
she bargained for.  The demon she releases promises her erotic delights beyond
her imaginings… for a price.


Warning!  This is a 7,000 word
erotic story that includes demonic possession, double and triple penetration,
oral and anal sex, an Asian librarian, horn-rimmed glasses, stockings, high
heels and tentacles.  Adults only!  All characters portrayed are intended to be
over 18 years of age, even where not explicitly stated.
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This book contains explicit material and is for adults only.  All
characters portrayed are intended to be over 18 years of age, even where not
explicitly stated.


This story exists in a world of fantasy.  Always practise safer sex
and keep your play safe, sane and consensual.
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Gangbanged in the Sauna 


Linda, a beautiful but aloof
blonde attorney, has never submitted to any man before - least of all to a
group of rough, hulking, muscled men she considers far beneath her. But when
the local football team is forced to use Linda's gym for a week, she finds
herself the only woman in a room full of men, being ogled as she works out in
tight, tight gym gear.  When Linda decides to take a sauna, she finds herself
in a small hot room with five very hot guys... and they won't be satisfied
until they've thoroughly used, dominated and humiliated her.


Get it at Amazon.com or Amazon.co.uk


 


Cuckolded: Forced to Watch my
Wife Bred


I only wanted to save my
marriage. When my wife told me she fantasized about sex with another man, I
thought it'd be the perfect way to get our sex life back. I thought I'd be the
one in control... I made the mistake of introducing my wife to Greg: moneyed,
handsome and black. I didn't know that Greg had a cruel streak a mile wide...
that he'd turn my innocent wife into his whore, and force me to watch him take
her, unable to stop them: not once, but time and time again.  I didn't
know that he had plans to use her body in every way he could, or to breed
her... I didn't know that I'd be cuckolded, or how humiliating it would be. This
is my story.


Get it at Amazon.com or Amazon.co.uk


 


            


 


 


 











Asian Librarian and the Demon Tentacles


 


She knew she shouldn’t.


The book had
arrived that afternoon, in a heavily-insured package from Switzerland.  Amy had
unpacked it, pushing a sea of packing peanuts to reveal layers and layers of bubble-wrap
and eventually its soft, black leather cover etched with scenes of unthinkable
depravity and horror.  Now it was somewhere beneath her feet, down in the
library’s deepest stacks.  She didn’t know why, but she had a hankering to see
it again.


Amy sat back in
her chair and considered.  As head librarian, she had the keys, of course.  And
she wasn’t needed at her desk; the students had all headed off for beer and
frat parties hours ago.  They’ve got the right idea, she thought
bitterly.  That was the problem: going down to the stacks to see some ancient
book was just more proof of her lack of a life.  A reminder that it was Friday
night, and she was working late because – in all honesty – she didn’t have
anything better to do. 


At 26, she was the
youngest head librarian in the university’s history; the opportunity had only
grudgingly been given to her when the previous head had suffered a stroke at
the age of seventy.  The dean hadn’t liked it, but even he couldn’t fault the
job she’d done.  


A few months on, she
was wondering if the job was a curse; not a blessing.  The library was old and
as the university had expanded it had stretched further and further away from
the ancient building, leaving it off on the perimeter.  It meant that at
lunchtime it wasn’t worth her hiking back to the faculty rooms where she might
have struck up a conversation with a colleague. She was isolated, with little
chance to make friends; let alone start a romance. 


Online dating had
been a washout.  It had been easy enough to get started; she’d even taken care
to post a good headshot picture.  Her Japanese mother and American father had
given her a stunning combination of features: full, pouting lips, delicate
cheekbones, large, almond-shaped eyes and lustrous long dark hair.  Her shyness
usually made her hide herself away behind thick horn-rimmed glasses, but for
the dating photo she’d removed them, let her hair down and even wore a little
more make-up than usual.  


It had been a
disaster.  At first she’d been delighted to receive so many responses.  But to
her horror, they were all from guys with a ‘thing’ for Asian women – and they
spared no time in telling her exactly what they’d like to do with her soft,
full lips, or what they’d like to see coating her smooth cheeks.  She quickly
deleted the account.


As she stood up to
stretch, she caught sight of her reflection in her computer monitor.  She was
diminutive, only 5’4”, but she hated having to look up to everyone, so insisted
on wearing high heels to boost her height.  She’d found the highest she could,
adding nearly five inches, and after years of practice could now walk in them
without conscious effort.   They had an unintended side effect, though: her
already shapely legs were extended dramatically, turning them into objects of
lust for many of the male students whose eyes tracked the razor-straight single
seam up the back of her stockings and under her skirt.  She didn’t want to
appear too dowdy, so chose skirts that were on the knee.  Today’s was dark
blue, hugging the curves of her hips and upper thighs.  Her pert ass, toned
from hours of bending and stretching to reposition misplaced books, was outlined
by the smooth fabric.  Her white blouse was buttoned demurely up, almost to her
neck, but it was fitted enough that the ripe swell of her breasts and the trim
lines of her waist were clearly discernible.  


She knew she was
attractive – a few of the students had even made clumsy advances – but she had
no idea how to use her gifts, or how to enjoy sex.  She wasn’t a virgin, but
sex with her boyfriends so far had been disappointing, the academics she went
for falling into two camps.  Some were just not into sex gave her a quick,
lights-out session that left her frustrated.  The others had taken great pains
to ensure that the sex was respectful and considerate: scented candles and
softly rhythmic thrusting.  Some of it had actually been pretty good, but never
quite what she wanted.  It was almost as if they couldn’t please her, because
they were trying too hard to please her, if that made any sense.


She flushed.  She
had fantasies – dark fantasies.  Fantasies that would have shocked the
politically-correct types around her.  Fantasies of black leather and chains. 
Whips and crops and things that would hurt her, mark her fragile skin.  And
sometimes, in her darkest fantasies, many anonymous lovers, well-hung and
permanently erect, who would... she flushed... use her in ways she
couldn’t even think about....  


She coughed,
embarrassed and angry at herself.  It wasn’t like her to let her mind run away
with her like that.  Lately, though, she’d found her fantasies becoming more
and more common; harder to control.  What she needed, she knew, was a
boyfriend, but that wasn’t likely to happen any time soon.  The one man she
really craved was the head of the archaeology department, Terence Rossiter. 
British and a veteran of archeological digs in Egypt, he’d come to the
university only a year ago.  She’d been immediately smitten, loving everything
about him from the obvious - his lean, athletic body honed from years of rowing
for Oxford and his dark, floppy hair - to the tiny details, like the
steel-rimmed spectacles he wore when he worked or the way he frowned when he
was concentrating.  She knew, though, that she was far outside his world: he
had no shortage of women throwing themselves at him, and she didn’t have the
confidence to make her feelings known. 


Which was why she
was alone, in an empty library, on a Friday night.  Which in turn brought her
back to the book.  The strange thing was, she didn’t know why she wanted
to see it again: only that she did. 


The book was
interesting, of course.  She’d heard of the legends before, many years ago,
during her own university education.  The ancient Babylonian text Mrawthlorax –
literally, ‘pathway’ or ‘gateway’.  The descriptions of it were largely
abstract – it was always referred to vaguely, in hushed, respectful tones. 
Early translations in the sixties had painted it as a grimoire – a book of
spells.  But more recent work had suggested it was supposedly more like a
directory - a list of names of beings – demons, supposedly.  Demon-worshipping
religions often believed that knowing the name of a creature gave you power
over it.  When the book was actually found, though, in the cellar of a
bookstore owner in Berlin after the owner had passed away, the papers found
with it suggested something else again – that the book was really a device – a
telephone, rather than a telephone directory, an actual portal through which
creatures could arrive.  Even now, academics were hotly debating the correct
translation.


Amy looked up. 
That was odd: she was by the main entrance, locking the doors.  She’d planned
to lock up, of course, now that everyone but her had gone, but she hadn’t
consciously thought about it.  She didn’t really need to bother: she’d hear
anyone coming in... unless she was downstairs in the stacks.  Was that why
she’d done it?  Because she really was thinking about going down to have
another look at the Mrawthlorax?


Well, she might as
well, she supposed; now that she’d locked up.


She moved quickly
through the huge, silent main room, her heels click-clacking on the stone
floor.  The quiet seemed to press in on her, amplifying every sound.  It was
unnerving – she’d been in the library hundreds of times after hours, but it had
never seemed quite so... silent as this.  It was almost as if the
building was holding its breath.  When she reached the entrance to the stacks,
she had to stop and use her swipe card.  She fumbled and dropped it, and the
wretched thing slid on the polished tiles – further, it seemed, than it really
should have done - almost disappearing beneath the door.  


‘Fuck!’ said Amy
loudly, her voice shattering the silence.  Without the card, she couldn’t get
downstairs.  She should forget it, and get one of the other librarians to open
the door for her tomorrow.  She turned to go...  then found herself turning
back.  There was still a sliver of card poking out...  


She got to her
knees and used a fingernail to try to scrape the card out from under the door.  As
she leaned close, she swore she could hear something like chanting coming from
the other side.  Not the pleasant, harmonic chanting of monks in prayer: this
was almost the opposite; discordant and chaotic and... fearful, as if the
singers were being whipped into service.  It was quiet; right on the edge of
her perception.  But she swore it was there.


‘MARRROOOWWWW!’
screamed an inhuman voice in her ear and she
screamed, back-pedalling across the room away from the door.  She stared up
into luminous green eyes and bared white fangs.  


‘Hubert!’
she admonished, getting to her feet and scooping up the tabby cat.  ‘You scared
the crap out of me.’  She sighed.  ‘Stay here,’ she told the cat.  ‘I don’t
want you getting lost in the stacks again.’  Hubert blinked innocently up at
her.  She finally retrieved her card and swiped in.  The electronic locks
buzzed and she swung the door wide. 


Immediately, the
car hunkered low to the ground, hackles rising.  She’d never heard Hubert hiss
before, but he did now: teeth bared, he backed away step by step from the open
doorway.  


Weird... could
there be another animal in there?  A cat, or maybe a dog?  She couldn’t hear
anything – couldn’t even hear the chanting over Hubert’s hissing.


Leaving the cat
outside, she went into the stacks and closed the door behind her.  It slammed
with a heavy clunk of finality.  


The chanting was
back – just a fraction louder than before.


She set off down
the stairs, dropping gradually below the part of the library that most of the
users saw and into the basement, where thousands of ancient texts were stored. 
She didn’t bother to turn the main lights on as she went – the emergency
lighting was enough for her to see by.  Book covers were just abstract flashes
of color and imagery as she strode past the shelves, only the occasional title
jumping out at her.


‘The Danger of
Indifference’


‘Full Stop, Comma
and Other Punctuation’


‘The Turn of the
Tide’


‘Going Back to our
Ancestors’


‘Act Now to Save
the Rainforests’


She slowed, but
couldn’t say exactly why.  Shaking her head, she continued, taking the stairs
to the lowest sub-basement, three floors below the library itself.  The
Mrawthlorax was in its own room at the very end.  As she took the first step
towards it, she swore she felt a cold wind against her face. That’s
impossible, she reasoned, there are no windows underground!   She
pressed on, but with each step she took, she felt the temperature drop.  Then,
when she was halfway there, the emergency lights flickered and died. 


That’s crazy, she thought.  They’re on their own generator.  Even weirder,
the lights on the levels above her were still on: when she turned, she could
see the light coming down the stairs.  Enough to light her way back to safety,
if she turned around and headed back now.  It was almost as if the library was
begging her not to continue.


In a few minutes’
time she could be back in the main library, feeding Hubert some leftover tuna
sandwich from lunch.  In a half hour she could be back in her little apartment,
with a soppy movie and a tub of ice cream.  It suddenly seemed very tempting.


Another Friday
night on my own? she thought bitterly.  And pressed
on.  She knew the room was straight ahead of her, and there were switches for
the main lights there.  All she had to do was walk straight forwards.  Easy. 
So why was she suddenly so scared?


With every step,
the fear grew - but so did something else.  The chanting was growing louder the
closer she got to the room, and with it she felt a sort of pull.  She could
feel two forces battling for control of her body; the library trying to hold
her back; the book drawing her like a magnet.  With each step she could almost
hear the library’s stone howling in despair at her failure to obey her
instincts.  


And then she was
there, at the doorway, and the book seemed to drown out the library’s
protests.  When she flicked on the switch for the lights, they worked without
complaint.  


The room’s walls
were bare stone, and the single door was of heavy oak, the light overhead just
a large, bare bulb.  It wasn’t really enough to light the whole room – the
walls seemed to fall away into darkness.


The book stood
closed on a lectern near the door, the rest of the room empty.  As she
approached, the light fell upon the etchings on the cover and she gave a little
start: she could have sworn, just for a second, that the pictures had moved,
the scenes of depravity brought to life.  She ran her hand over the cover;
nothing but fine, soft leather with the faint indentations of the etchings. 
But the leather was warm, as warm as her own skin, despite the chill of the
room.  


She stepped up to
the lectern and, without really knowing why, flipped the book open to a random
page.  There was some sort of title at the top, the letters all joined by a
single flowing line, as if it was one very long word.  Below, there were
shorter lines, like poetry.


Amy didn’t know
the ancient language – few people alive did.  She had no reason to read the
text out loud.  She certainly didn’t believe any of the ridiculous legends
surrounding the book.   But none of that made any difference.  


As one finger,
numb as wax, traced each line in turn, she felt her lips moving, a breath that
wasn’t hers forming unfamiliar syllables. The voice that came out of her mouth
was dark and guttural.  It wasn’t female.  It wasn’t even human.


Amy had the
sensation of being a passive observer – she suddenly felt very tranquil, very
calm, as if this was a perfectly normal thing to do.


A shadow started
to form in the middle of the room’s floor – very faint, no more than the patch
cast by a moth.  But it was darkening, and growing.  As Amy recited line after
line it swelled to cover most of the room’s surface, so thickly black that it
stopped looking like a shadow at all.  It was almost like a hole: a passage into
nothingness.


The breeze she’d
felt earlier returned; only now it wasn’t blowing out of the room... it was
sucking into it.  Amy’s clothes started to rustle as air was drawn past
her into the blackness.  The chanting was rising in volume with each word,
until she almost couldn’t hear her own voice, until she wanted to scream.  And
even as most of her brain watched, as lazy and happy as if she were lying at
home in the sun with a pitcher of home-made lemonade, she was aware of another
part.  A tiny part, squeezed out by the rest, which was hysterically screaming STOP
READING STOP READING STOP –


Too late.


She reached the
end and everything... stopped.  The chanting went silent.  The wind died away. 
Her mind was her own again.


And the blackness
on the floor now had form, and shape, of a kind.  She tried to look at it, but
her mind couldn’t process what she was seeing.  One second it looked like a
man.  The next it was a sea of writhing tentacles.  The next it was shapeless
night again.


Reality started to
seep back into her brain.  She spun and reached for the door.


There was no
door.  


She turned back to
the room and the thing before her.


‘Amy Otano...’ It
spoke with a voice like sweetest honey mixed with old engine oil.


‘How do you know
my name?’ she demanded.  Her mind was shredded by what she was seeing: only the
voice was calming her enough to function.


‘I know
everything about you,’ it told her.  And suddenly she was seeing herself
going about her life.  Working, shopping, eating, sleeping... it shouldn’t have
been a shock.  But the memories were presented overlaid, like layers of tracing
paper.  With every day that flew by, she could see the similarities; see the
ruts she was stuck in.  By the time she’d seen herself go back to her empty
apartment alone for the sixtieth time, she wanted to die of frustration and
humiliation.


‘What do you
want?!’ she screamed.


‘You summoned
me,’ it reminded her.


‘No – by
accident!  I didn’t know what I was doing!’


‘Never an
accident,’ it insisted, ’You sought what you needed.  Change.’


That’s
ridiculous, she thought frantically.  She hadn’t
come down here on some unconscious urge to change her life, she’d come
because... because....


...Because I
was working late on a Friday night yet again and I didn’t want to have to go
home to an empty apartment.  Suddenly, it sounded exactly like what
the thing was claiming.


 ‘I—What
“change”’? she demanded.


‘I can give you
a different life,’ it told her.  And her mind was filled with images
again.  Images of a very different her, in tight dresses, leather and PVC.  Of
men falling at her feet, offering gifts and money just to be with her.  Of wild
sex – even kinkier than she’d fantasised about.  And at the very end of the
vision... Terence Rossiter, between her thighs.


Amy staggered
backwards, overcome.  ‘I—I couldn’t do that.’


‘With my help;
you can.’


Every sane part of
her was screaming at her to say no, to run.  But even the most rational, most
intelligent mind is no match for the base instincts that ruled us for millions
of years before those higher parts developed.  There were parts of Amy’s mind
that had been neglected and stifled for years, and they were finally demanding
to be heard.  She could feel it inside her, a deep, powerful need she
visualised as a dark throbbing, reverberating through her from her groin but
stemming from her very soul.  She was a woman, before she was anything else,
and she needed to be touched; penetrated; fucked. 


‘How?’


‘There is a
price.  You will carry me within you.  You will do as I ask.’


‘Anything you ask?’


‘Anything.’


Amy stood and
stared at the thing for long minutes.  Her mind was adjusting, now, starting to
see it.  Its shape was solidifying, even though it was an
impossibility.  Surfaces that looked solid one second were revealed as just a
trick of the light the next.  Tentacles would slither past each other, but
where the end should have sensibly whipped past, no end came – the thing went
on forever.  It was impossible to get a sense of how big the thing was, because
there was now no sense of scale in the room: sometimes it seemed only the same
size as her.  Sometimes it looked as big as a house.


‘I—I accept.  I’ll
do it.’


‘Then say my
name again,’ it told her. 


Amy looked back at
the book. One last chance.  One final opportunity to go back to her old life. 


She read the title
of the page again, for that was the demon’s name.  There was laughter that
sounded like the world cracking open.


Something shot
through the air towards her, faster than she could follow.  She felt a sudden
weight at her left wrist and looked at it, stunned.  There was a tentacle
wrapped around it; pure black and wetly shining, as thick around as her wrist
itself, with a rounded tip.  She touched it with her other hand experimentally:
the surface was rubbery and coated in a viscous, transparent slime.  She
wrinkled her nose in disgust and pulled at the thing.  Muscles under the
surface flexed in response, keeping it snugly tight.  It had her.


Another tentacle
whipped out and grabbed her right wrist, pulling it away.  Both of them led off
into the dark, twisting mass.  She yanked at it, hard, and in response it
pulled back, almost dragging her off her feet.  The tentacles rose up, as
flexible and controllable as a cat’s tail, lifting her arms with them until
they were outstretched overhead and off to the sides in a ‘Y’.  She was
helpless.  Just like in her fantasies.  


She panted, but
didn’t cry out.  She could feel something starting, down in the depths of her,
swirling like the very start of a tornado; a dark twist of energy right in her
groin.  


A third tentacle
approached, moving much more slowly.  It crept along the ground, then rose to
eye level when it was just a few feet from her.  Like the others, it was as
thick around as her slender wrist, but at the end it bulged just like a—


She fought it in
her mind.  Just like a cock.  A thick, black, shining cock, but with a
flexible, intelligent shaft that was longer than she could ever need.  


It rose up in
front of her face, as if the thing was making sure she could see it clearly.  It
moved nearer... nearer.  And then it was touching her cheek, knocking against
the arm of her horn-rimmed glasses.  It rubbed her there, slowly, spreading its
slime across her skin.  For a second she twisted away, the feel of it so
utterly alien.  But then as it rubbed, the idea of it, so deeply sexual
and wrong, connected with her on that base level she’d been denying for so
long.  She let it play across her cheek, even pushed her head forward to meet
it.  And when it moved across her mouth, she kissed it.


It pulled back and
hung there in mid-air, as if watching her.  Smaller tentacles darted out.  One
snaked under her skirt, and she gasped as she felt it against her stockinged
leg, then her bare thigh, then the thin material of her briefs.  Then it was pushing
up past the waistband of her skirt and emerging above.  It hooked over,
tightening... and then pulled and there was the sound of rending
threads.  Her blue skirt tore down the zip, the fastening popping off, and it
fell uselessly around her feet, the tails of her blouse flapping around her
thighs.  Her legs were revealed, shapely and beautiful, the black seamed
hold-ups contrasting perfectly with her tan skin.  Her towering heels made her
legs look endless, her thighs tensed and poised.  


Amy gasped: another
tentacle was already diving beneath her blouse, sliding wetly up her belly,
between her breasts, emerging at the blouse’s neck.  And then it pulled and she
shut her eyes quickly, waiting for—


The buttons pinged
off her blouse, ricocheting off the walls as the front of it was torn open. 
The sides flopped apart, hanging down from her shoulders.  Her pert,
mouth-watering breasts were displayed in an elegant black bra, rising and
falling as she panted.  With the blouse open, her matching black briefs could
also be seen between her smooth, tan thighs.


The tentacles
holding her arms pulled them behind her and together, the two smaller ones
working to push the blouse back down her arms a little, exposing her further. 
She stood there breathing hard, her arms pinned behind her, clad only in her
underwear, stockings and heels, displayed for the thing like some cheap whore.


And still, she
didn’t call out.  The spiralling darkness inside was rising through her
stomach, her chest; her nipples tingling and aching for attention, her rapid
breathing having nothing to do with her fear anymore.  She was being prepared –
stripped and presented – just as in her daydreams.


One of the smaller
tentacles snaked over her softly concave stomach and she groaned.  It reached
her bra, found the band where the cups connected at the front and hooked around
it.  She braced herself.  It yanked hard, and this time she did cry out at the
momentary pain as the elastic pulled taut, the bra leaving red marks on her
before it snapped.  Her full breasts bounced free, perfect tan teardrops with
delicately pink nipples.  She felt that she should cover herself and tried to
bring her arms across her chest – but couldn’t.  She was exposed to the thing,
and could feel it drinking in the sight of her. 


Two thicker
tentacles, like the ones holding her wrists – suddenly snaked out and grabbed
her ankles, and she let out a strangled gasp as she was lifted into the air. 
Her head thrashed in her panic, her long dark hair slipping from its hairclip
and spilling loose down her back.  The tentacles kept her wrists far above her
head, forcing her to remain upright, but her ankles were rapidly pulled apart,
leaving her in an upright ‘X’, spread-eagled and ready.


Ready for what?
she found herself asking.


A small tentacle
hooked under her briefs near the hip.  She gritted her teeth, but it wasn’t as
bad as the bra – the thing ripped away easily and fell from her, leaving her in
only stockings and heels – and she flushed as she realized how that must look
to it; she was dressed like a slut, even worse than being naked!


She could feel it
looking at her – feel its hungry gaze sweeping down her body from her naked,
bobbing breasts to the small strip of hair between her thighs, the softly
curving outer lips of her pussy beneath.  The tentacle that looked like a cock
returned, caressing her face again, and this time she knew exactly what it had
in mind.  It sank slowly down, almost as if taunting her.


Her breath was
coming faster and faster, her whole body starting to warm with heat.  The
feeling inside her was like a storm now, raging and uncontrollable, sweeping
everything else up with it. She could feel it against her thigh.  Her inner
thigh.  Brushing the outer lips of her pussy.  ‘Yes,’ she whispered.  ‘God,
yes....’


Then it was
pushing, angling for entry, and she felt the size of it, the thickness of the
head, and her eyes grew wide.  It was big, far larger than any of her
boyfriends.  She felt it part her outer lips, the already-moist flesh made
slippery by the clear ooze that coated the thing.  Now it was pushing against
the hot wetness of her slit; spreading her.  ‘Oh God!’ she cried out, ‘Oh GOD!’


And then it was
pushing up into her, the head stretching her deliciously, up into her
slickened, tight passage.  The shaft slid in.  She remembered this moment with
her boyfriends: that second of penetration where he filled her, deeper and
deeper, and she wondered how much of the shaft there was to go until she felt
his groin against her and knew she’d taken all of him.  Except now, there was
no end to it, no groin to press against.  The tentacle would fill her and fill
her and fill her, and the thought almost sent her over the edge. 


As the tentacle
slid deeper, the two thinner ones that had ripped her clothes off wound their
way up her torso, arriving at her breasts.  They circled around the base of her
breasts, pulling tight; binding her.  The tips curled in and circled her
nipples.  


The tentacle in
her pussy was pushing deeper, deeper – not thrusting, just sliding, forcing her
tight passage to widen.  Opening her up.  She gasped as it passed the point
even her most well-endowed boyfriend had reached and advanced.  She tried to
stretch upwards from her legs, to stand on tiptoes in the air, but it merely
followed her.  The tentacle plunged deeper, more inches of thick, black flesh
disappearing between her thighs.  Amy’s eyes grew huge: she didn’t think she
could take any more of it, but it was still moving.   Right.... up.....
inside....


‘Oh my God!’
gasped Amy.  She could feel the thick head nestling right up against the
entrance to her womb, her body jerking at the sensation.  It was at once so
utterly alien... and so utterly hot.


And then it
started to thrust.


It started as a
slow movement – and in-and-out of just a few inches.  But the pace and movement
slowly increased until it was fucking her hard and fast, the head drawing
almost out of her each time before plunging back in.  It started to twist as it
pushed into her, and she arched her back in response – the sensations were
incredible. The tentacle, she realized, could do things a man could never do. 
And, it occurred to her with a gulp, it was more powerful than a man ever could
be.  The demon didn’t have a man’s finite stamina or staying power.  With a
twinge of her pussy, she realized this thing can fuck me all night – all year
if it wants to.  She wasn’t sure if the idea horrified or excited her.  


The tentacles
around her nipples pulled tight... and then squeezed gently, the equivalent of
a gentle pinch.  Amy drew in her breath. More pinches followed, setting up a
steady rhythm. 


The thrusts
increased again, the tentacle thundering in and out of her now, every entry
stretching her deliciously, every outstroke a panting, agonizing loss.  She was
incapable of speech now, reduced to a panting, shuddering mass of twitching
nerve endings by the thing.  She could feel the orgasm inside her winding
higher and higher, all other thoughts losing their importance. 


The tentacles
holding her ankles suddenly lifted, until she was lying horizontal in the air,
arms below her, pushed upwards by the tentacles to support her.  New tentacles
whipped out to lash around her thighs, just above the knee.  Her legs were
pushed up and back, knees bending, leaving her in a wantonly spread pose.  The
tentacle pushed yet deeper, and her eyes widened, her mouth opening wide to cry
out in pain and pleasure. 


Another tentacle
snaked out, and as it drew closer she saw that it was shaped like a cock.  It
moved closer, and she thought it was going to caress her cheek again.  But it
had something else in mind....


Suddenly the
tentacle was at her lips, smearing them with clear ooze as it pressed for
entry. She drew in her breath as she realized what it wanted ... and then it
was between them, stretching them wide as the thick, smooth head pressed
inside.  Her eyes snapped wide as she felt it sliding in over her shining
tongue, filling her mouth.  Her body bucked, but her limbs were held tight. 
The head slid further... further... until it was at the very back of her
throat. 


Amy had never
liked sucking cock.  Her boyfriends had all wanted it, of course – the
beautiful, innocent Asian girl, looking up at them with wide eyes while their
cocks disappeared into her mouth.  Even her supposedly gentle and respectful
social sciences lecturer in college had wanted that, and had wanted her to
deep-throat him, too: but she’d never managed it. 


Now, though... 
Now she found she wanted to.  The thrusting, twisting pleasure between her
thighs easily overcame any objections she had: if it could make her feel like
that, she’d do whatever it wanted.  She went to work with her quick, hot tongue
and started sucking, her pretty cheeks hollowing around it.  In response, it
pushed deeper into her.  Her eyes bulged as it pushed to the back of her
throat... and then as it moved forward, she instinctively swallowed and – God –
it was down her throat, thick and solid and pushing deeper, the transparent
ooze it secreted seeming to make its progress easier.  She kept licking and sucking
as best she could, and it started to thrust, sliding the head repeatedly in and
out of her throat, but never out of her mouth.   Fucking her.  She groaned
around it at the sensation – at being fucked at both ends.  The vibrations only
seemed to increase the thing’s desire for her; it increased its pace.  


It yanked on the
tentacles holding her, for the first time bringing her nearer to it.  She came
to rest in the middle of the room, right under the single light bulb, its harsh
light showing off every graceful curve of her body, the shining black tentacles
that bound and penetrated her obscene against her perfect tan skin.  It pulled
her wrists high above her head and together, while her ankles it pulled behind
her and apart, so that she appeared to be kneeling in mid-air.  Kneeling for
my master, she thought, remembering her fantasies. 


And then it pushed
her upper body forwards, bending her at the waist and pulling her arms behind
her back, as if wanting her to supplicate herself further.  The tentacles at
her nipples changed their ministrations now.  They replaced their gentle
squeezes with hard pinches, enough to make her wince – but also to send red
ribbons of pleasure rippling down to her groin.  


 A new tentacle
slunk towards her across the stone floor, then rose up straight in front of
her.  It was another cock, just as large as the first.  It hung there, poised,
as if to make a point.


But... I don’t
understand, thought Amy through her lust.  I
already have one inside me, and in my mouth.  What can it do with that one?


And then with a
jerk she realized and her beautiful eyes widened.  She heard the laughter
again. 


The tentacle
darted round behind her, and she felt the thick, shaped head of it pushing
between her naked ass-cheeks, wet with its lubricant.  A second later it was
brushing against her exposed anus.  Her mouth was filled, stuffed with the
pumping, sliding tentacle that was using her throat, or she would have uttered,
Oh, my God!


The tentacle at
her ass pushed, trying to spread her open, but she was a virgin there – no
boyfriend had ever convinced her to try it, though a few had tried.  She rose a
few inches in the air as the tentacle pushed against her and she groaned around
the tentacle in her mouth.   It retreated and tried again, pushing her upwards
a second time, and this time she felt herself open a little.  


It pulled back,
pushed again, and this time though she lifted a little, the head opened her up
almost enough for entry.  She was breathing hard through her nostrils now, her
whole body trembling and coated with a thin sheen of sweat.  Her tightness was
exciting the thing: she could feel it in the way the tentacle in her pussy
pushed faster, the one in the throat pumped harder.  The ones at her nipples
were pinching hard now, alternating between her nipples, making her writhe and
twist between them, her breasts bouncing and swaying with her movements. 


The tentacle at
her ass pulled back a final time, and the creature waited.  And waited.  Her
toes curled in anticipation – it was deliberately making her wait, prolonging
the build-up.  And then suddenly, it happened.  The tentacle pushed forward,
slimy with ooze, against her ass and...


Her head snapped
up.  The head pushed hard, stretching her... and suddenly popped inside, and
her body jerked.  It started to thrust, to force more and more of its thick
length into her, and she closed her eyes.  She’d been expecting pain –
accepting it as the price of pleasure – but there was almost none, just an
uncomfortable stretching and a sensation of wonderful fullness.  And now, as it
fucked her, the beginnings of pleasure there, too, to join with the sensations
in her groin, nipples and throat.  


As it moved
deeper, she could feel it gliding back and forth incredibly close to one that
was plunging in and out of her pussy.  They were separated only by a thin
membrane, she could feel, and the sensation of being rubbed between them was
almost too much to bear. With each thrust, the one in her ass slid deeper, her
breathing growing harsher, more guttural, until at last it was right up inside
her.  And then it started to fuck her in earnest.  Its grip on her wrists
tightened, and it drew her arms back tighter behind her.  There was no need –
she wasn’t struggling, or trying to escape.  She sensed that it just wanted her
like that – kneeling and bound, with not even an inch to move.  


The three
tentacles began to pump together, plundering her mouth, pussy and ass in
unison.  She groaned as she felt the orgasm building inside her, as out of
control as a hurricane now.  A new tentacle snaked out and found her clit,
drawing a muffled yelp from her as its wet tip started to caress the swollen
bud.  And now, as she stared at the thing that was taking her, she saw, in its
wetly shining surface, her reflection. She hung here in mid-air, kneeling,
knees obscenely wide.  Her wrists bound and pulled behind her.  Her upper body
bent and lowered, tentacles pinching her pebble-hard nipples while another
plunged in and out of her stretched, shining mouth.  Another tentacle pumping
in and out of her pussy from beneath.  A third sliding hard and thick into her
ass from behind.  Her whole body shining with a light sweat, her long dark hair
in a loose black curtain down her back, her horn-rimmed glasses still on her
face.  Her blouse gaped wide, edges shredded, affording her no modesty.  Her
legs, sluttish in hold-ups and high heels, bent and spread.  


She looked like
the image of herself in her deepest, darkest fantasies – dressed like a slut,
bound and fucked.   And at that thought, she felt her orgasm slipping towards
the edge.


The tentacles
upped their pace, pumping powerfully in and out, shining black lengths
stretching red lips, soft pink labia and the tight opening of her anus.  She
could make no sound as her orgasm approached, save for a muffled wail of
release around the tentacle buried in her throat, her eyes alternately
squeezing shut and opening wide. 


And then it was
upon her and her body thrashed and kicked, bucking and writhing in her ecstasy
even as the three tentacles continued to pump into her, as her clit was rubbed,
her nipples cruelly pinched.  The pleasure was like nothing she’d ever felt,
every orgasm she’d reached with her boyfriends or coaxed from herself with her
fingers while lying in the bathtub were suddenly shown for the pale imitations
they were.  The pleasure was overpowering, all-consuming, it--- GOD!  If
someone had asked her to commit murder in that moment, just to prolong the
feeling for another second, she would have gladly complied.  


Her pussy and anus
clenched tight around the tentacles in them.  She felt like she was reduced to
just those parts of her the thing was using: her mouth, pussy and ass, her
nipples and clit.  Just a collection of sensations wired together and now
exploding with electricity, leaving nothing else behind... ‘God!’ she
thought, ‘I’m his, I’m his, I’m his.’


There was a sound
from the thing, like a low, dull groan, and even as her orgasm died away, she
realized with a flutter of her heart what that meant.  It was cumming.  She
hadn’t given any thought to that.  And then she remembered the naked tentacle
buried in her pussy, its tip right up against her unprotected womb.  Even as he
eyes snapped wide, she felt it tremble and throb, and then there was a thick,
hot spurt inside her.  Then another, and another, each spurt yielding much more
liquid than a human would produce in his entirety.  It blasted into her,
filling her, right where she was most vulnerable.  Without a boyfriend, she
hadn’t bothered using the pill...


Simultaneously,
she felt the tentacle in her ass push deep and release, the completely new
feeling of seed being released there, too.  Then the one in the throat
shuddered and spurted, its liquid shooting straight down her throat.


She waited for
them to stop... but they didn’t.  


She could feel the
viscous liquid filling her pussy, forcing its way out around the tentacle.  At
her ass, she could feel herself filled, her tight passage aching as hot seed
was forced into her.  The one in her throat let out jet after long hot jet of
liquid, her stomach swelling with it...


And suddenly the
tentacles withdrew, barely dropping her to the floor before they released her. 
They slid from her pussy and ass, her gaping holes immediately leaking a thick,
white liquid down her thighs.  The one in her throat pulled out to her mouth
while still shooting, and her cheeks bulged as it filled her mouth with its
seed.  It pulled out completely and shot again and again into her gasping,
shocked face, plastering her cheeks, eyes and mouth and then spurting across
her naked, heaving breasts.  


Amy lay there on
the cold, stone floor, the thing’s seed dripping from every orifice.  The thing
seemed to be shrinking, down to the size of a basketball, a squash ball, a
marble, becoming shadowy and insubstantial as it shrank.


Suddenly it shot
across the room, quicker than a bullet, and buried itself in her body.  She
looked down at her torso, expecting to see a wound, but there was none.


Instead, there was
a voice – she heard it as clearly as she could hear her own thoughts, but the
voice was not her own.


‘And so it
begins,’ the demon told her.
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The clasp came free and my bikini top fell away.  My
breasts spilled out, full and pert, still throbbing with cold from the damp
material.  There was an appreciative whistle from behind me – I don’t know
who.   I felt a hand on one breast, then the other.  I looked
down and saw that Mac and Chris were groping one each, their palms firm against
my hard nipples.  They squeezed and rubbed and I groaned into Chris’s
mouth.


‘Let me have some,’ came a low voice.  Russ Greer, the
lineman.  He was sitting right behind me, and I could feel him slowly
leaning over me: the room actually dimmed for me as his body cut out the light. 
Huge hands came down from either side of me.  Black hands.  


I’d never been touched by a black guy, before that
night.  I looked down in time to see his hands roughly push Chris and
Mac’s away and take my breasts for himself, squeezing firmly, his thumbs
finding my nipples.  I gave something like a sob into Chris’s mouth,
ribbons of pleasure crackling from my breasts straight down to my groin. 


‘Me next,’ said another voice.  It was Luke: he was
already stepping down from the high seats and leaning across so he could reach
me.  God, this was wrong!  They were taking turns with me, passing me
around like a prize.  They couldn’t treat a woman like this!


Then his hands found me, fingers circling my nipples, and
the idea of it, of so many men wanting me, competing for me, almost made me
lose it completely.  I sat there in a daze, and when Chris broke the kiss
and gently pushed my head around to Mac, I was only half aware of it.  He
was a different kind of kisser to Chris: harder and firmer, and he kept pulling
back and making me follow him, getting me to slide my tongue into his mouth
so that I was the one kissing him.  Making me act the slut.


Suddenly his lips were gone, and hands were gently but
firmly pressing me up to standing, turning me around to face them.


‘Take off the rest,’ said Mac.  It wasn’t a
request.  The mood had changed again: as soon as my top was gone and I’d
offered no resistance, it was clear what was going to happen.


I glanced nervously over my shoulder.  The glass door
to the corridor was only a few feet behind me.  


‘Take it off,’ said Russ, his bass rumble almost felt rather
than heard.  There was a chorus of agreement from the others. 


I slowly pushed the bottoms down off my hips, as if in a
dream.  They fell to the floor, and I was naked before them.  I could
feel their eyes swarming over me, down over my flat stomach to the tiny strip
of curling blonde hair I keep: then to the soft, pink lips beneath it. 


‘Nice,’ said Luke.


‘Natural blonde, huh, Linda?’ said Chris, and I felt the flush
rise in my face.  


‘Let’s see some more of you,’ ordered Mac.  ‘Open your
legs.’


I glanced over my shoulder again at the glass door.  My
naked body was clearly visible from the outside.  We were the only
customers in the gym, but Jimmy was still around somewhere, and if a cleaner
should walk past...


‘Oh, you’re scared of being seen?’ asked Mac, sarcasm heavy
in his voice.  And he got up, Chris following him.  


They each took one of my upper arms and spun my around, so
that I was facing the door.  Then they pushed me forwards against it,
until my naked breasts touched it the warm, damp glass.  They kept
pushing, Chris holding the door closed. My breasts squashed against the glass,
obscenely displayed for anyone to see.  Then I felt Mac’s foot between
mine, and he pushed my legs apart.  His knee pushed hard against my ass,
grinding my groin into the door.  I squealed as my naked pussy was
squashed hard against the glass, the soft lips wetly pink against it.  


‘Is that better, Linda?’ Chris laughed in my ear.  


The other guys had got up now, and were surrounding me,
laughing.  It was like one of those locker room pranks you hear about, the
jocks all ganging up on the nerdy kid.  Only I wasn’t the nerdy kid: I was
a lawyer, a respectable executive.  And they were displaying me like a
whore.


‘Reach down and spread yourself, Linda,’ said Mac.  


I could have called a stop to it, anytime.  But
something was going on... the more they did this, the more they treated me like
an object, like a thing to be used... the more I loved it.  Dark
fantasies, the ones I’d never shared, were welling up inside me.


I squeezed one hand between the door and where my thigh was
pressed against it.  With two fingers, I spread my pussy lips.  I
gaped obscenely open for anyone passing by outside.


I could feel hands exploring me, palms running over my ass
cheeks.  Two different men, I thought, though it was impossible to tell.


I gasped and writhed, my breasts mashing against the glass,
my pussy rubbing helplessly against it, the hard glass cool against my
throbbing clit.  I was lost, completely overtaken by the sensation of all
that male flesh pressing in around me, claustrophobic and wonderful.


Then I heard Russ speak: five words that I’ll never forget.


‘Get her on her knees.’


They pulled me back into the center of the room, facing the
seats.  But the men didn’t sit down; they surrounded me in a circle. 
Strong hands pushed down on my shoulders, and I let my legs fold under me until
I was kneeling, ass cheeks on my heels, looking up at them.  


One by one, they dropped their towels to the floor. 
Their cocks were already hard: hard for me. God: all of them were big, bigger
than the boyfriends I’d had.  But when I turned to see Russ’s and Tyler’s
my jaw dropped open.  Russ’s was enormous, its dark flesh only making it
seem heavier, thicker.  And Tyler’s was almost as large: God, I wasn’t
going to be able to take them!


As if reading my mind, Russ smiled down at me.  ‘You
will, baby,’ he told me.  ‘You will.’


Then a hand was in my hair, gently pulling me towards the
first cock: Chris’s.  The head was shining with moisture, the shaft angry
and throbbing.  It seemed as hard as steel as it bobbed in front of my
face. 


The reality of what I was doing sank in for a second. 
I was on my knees in a public place, surrounded by five men, about to suck all
of their cocks.  The idea was like gasoline thrown onto the fire burning
inside of me.  I leaned forward, opening my mouth wide, and took the head
of Chris’s cock between my lips.  My tongue went to work as my lips closed
around him, sealing him in.  Chris let out a groan, his hands falling to
his sides.  For now. 


I started to suck, my cheeks hollowing, the expensive red
lipstick I’d worn for work bright against his shaft.  My tongue lashed the
underside and over the top, again and again.  My hand reached up to stroke
his shaft, but I felt my wrist caught and pulled over to one of the other
men.  I glanced to the side.  It was Luke, and he wrapped my soft
fingers around his throbbing cock, the heat of him drawing a gasp from
me.  I felt someone grab my other wrist, and turned to see Tyler doing the
same thing.  Now I had a hard cock in each hand, and I started stroking
them in time with my sucking.  


Mac knelt down beside me, and pushed his head under my arms. 
His mouth found my breasts, hungry and determined, and I groaned around Chris’s
cock in a way that made him growl with pleasure.  Mac was biting my
nipples with his lips, a delicious soft pressure, then nipping at them with his
teeth – a touch of pain to go with it.  My breasts started to throb,
radiating pleasure outwards through my body.  God, this was incredible!


So far I’d only taken the head and maybe an inch of Chris’s
cock in my mouth.  He started to talk to me – and to the other guys.


‘Is that the best you can do, Linda?  It isn’t, is it?’
he challenged.


‘It isn’t,’ Mac told him.  ‘She’s a lawyer.  You
know lawyers.’  He suddenly licked all the way across one breast and I
squealed.  ‘Always on their knees.’


My face burned.  How could they— But now the
others were joining in. 


‘Come on Linda, take him deep.’


‘Let’s see you work that cock.’


‘Deep throat, baby.’


‘Pretend it’s the judge.’


All those years at law school.  All the hard
work.  For this: to debase myself on the floor of a sauna.  To be
used by a pack of men.


I pushed my head forwards and took him.  The cock slid
horribly fast over my slick tongue, the throbbing head bobbing inside my
mouth.  Then it was at the back of my mouth, the very back, my throat
and I stopped, half-gagging.


‘That’s it, baby,’ someone said with satisfaction.  I
couldn’t see who: all I could see now were Chris’s washboard abs.  ‘Now
take it deep.’


I’d never done this before.  I squeezed my eyes shut
and pushed.  The cock moved forward and I swallowed and—God!
 In a rush, it was in my throat and sliding down, my face pushing forwards
until my nose was pressed hard against Chris’s groin.  My throat worked
spastically around the cock and Chris groaned in pleasure as my tight, slick
muscles milked him.  The players whooped and cheered around me. 


I was sucking air in through my nostrils, trying to
breathe.  The hot, humid air of the sauna wasn’t making it any
easier.  But the feel of him, the hard, full length of him so deep inside
me... it was like nothing I’d ever felt.  I understood now why women deep
throated: God, it was like being penetrated, having him completely inside
you.  It was something I’d always associated with sluts of the lowest
order: porn stars and hookers and so on.  Now I was doing it myself. 


I pulled my head back, gasping as the cock slid out of my
throat and into my mouth, and suddenly I could breathe normally again. 
But of course that wasn’t enough.  Chris wanted the full experience.


‘Keep it going, Linda.  Show us how you can use your
throat.’


His words seemed to burn into me, a fresh wave of
humiliation rising in me.  But I wanted to do it, wanted to give him some
of the pleasure I was feeling.  So as Mac took a breast in each hand and
started to rub his thumbs over my slickened nipples, I bobbed my head on
Chris’s cock.  Each stroke took me all the way down, from the head to the
base, his long length disappearing down my slender, elegant throat.  I
gagged the first few times, but then I started to get used to
it.    


I was still stroking the two cocks in my hands, and Tyler
and Luke were groaning now, making little movements with their hips, urging me
to go faster.   I increased the speed a little, my hands seeming so
delicate on their thick, hot shafts.  My head was moving faster, too,
sliding back and forth along Chris’s cock, my tongue lashing furiously around
the head on each outstroke.  My lipstick was smearing obscenely as my lips
pressed tightly against the hot flesh. 


Suddenly, Chris pushed me back off his cock – not hard, but
firmly.  I gasped and panted for a second, watching as he stepped aside to
let someone else step in front of me.  Russ.  His cock stood straight
out, pointing at my face.  It seemed as thick as my wrist: I couldn’t
possibly take it in my mouth.


I looked up at Russ, my eyes big with shock and just a hint
of fear.  ‘I don’t think I can,’ I said uncertainly. 


Russ grinned.  ‘Girls always say that,’ he told
me.  ‘And they always find a way.  Now open wide.’  And as he
smiled again, he pushed forward with his hips.  I opened my mouth as wide
as I could and the head started to slide in, huge and grey-purple, as big as a
plum.  It filled more and more of my mouth, the feeling terrifying… and
yet amazing.  I tilted my head a little to look up at him better, my
breasts bouncing softly as Mac fondled them.  Russ just smirked and pushed
forward a little, and the whole of the head pushed into my mouth, filling it
completely.  My eyes bulged: God, just the thought of that monster going
down my throat was frightening.  But I could feel something inside me now,
something that had been aching to be released for a long time.  I wanted
this: needed this.  And so instead of moving my head back and pulling off
him, I stayed there, passively, and let him feed it to me, my red-painted lips
stretched wide around his thick, black shaft, as I kept pumping the cocks in my
hands.


 ‘Watch this,’ Russ told the others.  ‘Watch her
take it.’  And he pushed forwards with his hips, sliding his cock further
into me.  The head pressed up against the back of my mouth, closing off
the entrance to my throat.  God, it was so big!  My whole mouth was
full and only a few inches of the shaft had gone in.  I felt the thick,
spongy head squashing against the warm, wet opening to my throat.  God – I
couldn’t!  I couldn’t possibly take him!  I tried to communicate this
with my eyes, but Russ just smiled down at me.  


Chris knelt down beside me, opposite Mac, and suddenly
plunged two fingers up inside me.  My hips bucked and I almost came right
there, my pussy clenching around him.  I kind of groaned around Russ’s
huge cock, and he used the opportunity to push forwards, stuffing it into my
throat.  My eyes bulged... but I took him, and once he was into my throat
there was nothing to stop him.  He started to slide deeper... deeper...


Chris started pumping his fingers in and out, and the orgasm
that had been building in me suddenly surged upwards, close to release. 
As I watched Russ’s cock disappearing slowly into me, his huge, muscled torso
filling my vision, Chris slicked his thumb around my clit, and my world
exploded just as my lips reached the base of Russ’s shaft.  My climax
erupted upwards from my groin, filling me, blasting my mind and soul away: I
was just a body, a body full of glorious sensation.  I groaned and moaned
around the cock in my throat, my muscles spasming around it, and Russ swore and
clenched his fists.  I didn’t realize what was happening for a second, and
then I felt it.  A sensation I’d never experienced before, a hot spurting
deep, deep down: he was cumming in my throat and the dirtiness of it doubled,
tripled the power of my orgasm. 


We stayed there for a moment, locked together and sweating
as Russ and I came together.  My hands still stroked their cocks, but my
body flopped and trembled, weak from my climax.  Russ eventually pulled
out, his cock still huge, even as it softened.  I gasped and panted, only
semi-coherent.  


‘I want to fuck her,’ said Mac.  I turned to look at
him.


‘We all want to fuck her,’ replied Luke.


‘We all will,’ smirked Tyler.
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