
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Whispering Woods

The forest loomed ahead like a wall of shadow, its gnarled trees clawing at the bruised purple sky, the air thick with the scent of damp earth and rotting leaves as I stepped off the dirt road, my boots sinking into the soft muck. I’m Rowan, 24, a drifter with a beat-up backpack and a taste for the unknown, chasing rumors of the supernatural across the backroads of the Irish countryside. The locals in the last village—Dunrath, a cluster of stone cottages and suspicious stares—had warned me off these woods, their voices low and jagged, tales of a banshee haunting the depths, her wails a harbinger of death. But I’d heard something else in their whispers, a thread of fear laced with something darker, something primal—a hunger in their eyes they wouldn’t name. It hooked me, that unspoken edge, and now here I was, flashlight in hand, the beam cutting through the mist as twilight bled into night, my pulse ticking up with every step.

The trees closed in fast, their branches twisted and skeletal, draped with moss that hung like tattered shrouds, the wind whistling through them in a low, mournful hum that prickled the hairs on my neck. I’d camped in plenty of eerie places—abandoned quarries, crumbling churches—but this was different, the silence too heavy, broken only by the crunch of my boots and the occasional snap of a twig underfoot, each sound echoing like a gunshot in the stillness. My flashlight flickered, the beam stuttering as if the batteries were dying, though I’d checked them that morning, and I cursed under my breath, shaking it until it steadied, casting jagged shadows that danced across the trunks—shapes that looked too human, too alive, before melting back into the dark.

I’d gone maybe a mile when the air shifted—colder, sharper, carrying a faint keening sound, high and thin, like a blade slicing through the wind. My stomach tightened, but my cock twitched, some fucked-up part of me stirred by the thrill, the danger, the stories I’d pieced together from slurred pub tales—a banshee wasn’t just a wailer, they’d said, she was a force, a storm of grief and rage, and sometimes, something more. I stopped, ears straining, the sound growing louder, closer, weaving through the trees until it wasn’t just a wail—it was a voice, feminine, raw, curling around me like smoke, tugging at my chest, my groin, a siren’s call wrapped in a scream. “Fuck,” I muttered, gripping the flashlight tighter, my breath fogging in the chill as I pushed forward, drawn toward it, my boots sinking deeper into the mud, the forest tightening its grip.

The trees parted into a clearing, a ragged circle of dead grass and jagged stones, the mist swirling low, clinging to the ground like a shroud. At its center stood a figure—her—tall, gaunt, her skin a pallid gray that glowed faintly under the moon’s weak light, her hair a tangled mass of white strands whipping in an unfelt wind, her eyes hollow sockets leaking black tears that streaked her face. She was naked, her body a paradox—emaciated yet curved, breasts small but sharp, nipples black and peaked, her pussy a shadowed slit framed by sparse, wiry hair, glistening with something wet, something alive. The banshee’s wail sharpened as she saw me, her head tilting at an unnatural angle, her mouth splitting wide—too wide—revealing jagged teeth and a tongue that flicked out, long and forked, tasting the air. My flashlight dropped, clattering to the stones, the beam spinning wild as my cock hardened fully, fear and lust crashing together in a fucked-up tangle I couldn’t unravel.

She moved—fast, too fast, a blur of gray and white that closed the distance in a heartbeat, her wail cutting off into a low, guttural hiss as she slammed me back against a tree, the bark gouging my spine through my jacket. Her hands—clawed, cold, the nails black and razor-sharp—tore at my shirt, shredding it like paper, her touch ice against my skin, burning with a chill that made me gasp. “You came,” she rasped, her voice a jagged whisper, layered with echoes, her breath a fetid gust of decay and something sweeter, like rotting flowers, as she pressed her body against mine, her breasts flattening against my chest, her pussy grinding against my thigh, leaving a wet smear through my jeans. I groaned, hands gripping her hips—bony, sharp, inhuman—my cock straining painfully, the horror of her twisting into something kinky, something I couldn’t resist.

“Fuck me or kill me,” I growled, voice rough with adrenaline, and her grin widened, her teeth glinting as she ripped my jeans open, the zipper shredding under her claws, my cock springing free—thick, veined, dripping precum—as she straddled my hips, her weight light but crushing, pinning me to the tree. Her pussy hovered above me, dripping with a dark, viscous fluid that wasn’t human, wasn’t natural, and she sank down, taking me in one brutal thrust, her cunt clamping around me with a cold, slick tightness that ripped a scream from my throat, half-pain, half-ecstasy. She was ice inside, her walls pulsing with a rhythm that wasn’t alive, sucking me deeper, her claws raking my chest as she rode me, relentless, her wail starting again—a high, piercing keen that vibrated through my bones, making my head spin, my cock throb harder.

Her breasts bounced, small and sharp, the black nipples brushing my face as I leaned in, sucking one into my mouth, the taste bitter and metallic, like blood and ash, her moan a low, guttural sound that echoed through the clearing, blending with the wind’s howl. She fucked me harder, her hips slamming down, the tree creaking behind me, bark splintering under the force, and I thrust up to meet her, hips snapping despite the cold searing my shaft, the horror of her presence fueling a kinky edge I’d never touched before. Her claws dug into my shoulders, drawing blood, the sting sharpening the pleasure, and she came—a shuddering, unearthly climax that flooded my cock with that dark fluid, soaking my thighs, dripping onto the dead grass below, her wail peaking into a scream that shattered the night, leaves falling around us like ash.

The pressure built fast, my balls tightening, and I roared, burying myself deep as I erupted, thick spurts filling her icy cunt, the excess leaking out to mix with her fluids, pooling on the ground in a slick, black mess. She slowed, panting, her hollow eyes glinting with something like satisfaction, her claws retracting as she slid off me, my cock slipping free with a wet squelch, slick with cum and her dark essence. She stood, her body trembling, her wail softening to a whisper as she stepped back, the mist swallowing her form, leaving me slumped against the tree, chest heaving, blood and cum dripping down my skin, the flashlight’s beam flickering weakly in the distance. I grinned, breathless, my body wrecked but alive, knowing she’d fucked me viciously—and I’d begged for every second of it.

Chapter 2: The Hollow’s Unrelenting Hunger

The clearing pulsed with the aftermath of the banshee’s assault, the air thick with the acrid stench of her dark fluids and my cum, mingling with the damp rot of the forest floor, the mist curling around my boots like ghostly fingers as I slumped against the splintered tree, my chest heaving, my body a map of raw sensation—blood seeping from the claw marks on my shoulders, my cock still slick and throbbing, half-hard despite the icy burn of her touch. The flashlight lay abandoned a few feet away, its beam stuttering across the jagged stones, casting wild shadows that flickered like specters against the gnarled trunks, the woods alive with a silence that wasn’t silent at all—a low, persistent hum beneath the surface, a vibration that sank into my bones, tugging at my nerves, my groin, a lingering echo of her wail that refused to fade. I’d come to these woods chasing rumors, a thrill-seeker with a taste for the edge, but what I’d found was Rowan—me—pinned and fucked by a banshee, her hollow eyes and jagged teeth burned into my mind, her vicious lust a horror I couldn’t shake, didn’t want to shake.

My breath fogged in the chill, my shredded shirt hanging in tatters around my waist, the cold air biting at the fresh wounds on my chest as I pushed off the tree, my legs shaky but steadying, adrenaline still pumping through me like a drug. The clearing felt smaller now, the trees pressing in closer, their branches clawing at the sky, moss dripping from them like blood-soaked rags, the moonlight filtering through in thin, silver slivers that barely pierced the mist. I bent to grab the flashlight, my fingers trembling as I shook it, the beam flaring briefly before settling, illuminating the ground—dead grass matted with our fluids, a black, viscous puddle that shimmered unnaturally, refusing to soak into the earth, its surface rippling as if something beneath it stirred. My cock twitched again, a fucked-up reflex to the memory of her icy cunt clamping around me, sucking me dry, and I muttered a curse, wiping sweat from my brow, my hand coming away streaked with blood and dirt, the sting of her claws a sharp reminder of what she’d done.

I should’ve left—turned back, stumbled out of the woods, found the road to Dunrath, and drowned the night in whiskey at the pub, letting the locals’ stares burn away the truth of what I’d let happen, what I’d begged for. But the hum grew louder, a keening undertone weaving through the wind, her voice—hers—slithering back into the air, not a wail now but a whisper, low and guttural, curling around me like a noose, tugging at my chest, my groin, pulling me deeper. “Fuck,” I breathed, my voice hoarse, the flashlight trembling in my grip as I turned toward the sound, my boots crunching over the stones, the mist parting like a curtain as I stepped beyond the clearing, drawn into the heart of the woods, the trees tightening their grip, their shadows stretching long and thin, like fingers reaching to drag me down.

The path—if you could call it that—was a tangle of roots and mud, the ground sucking at my boots with every step, the air growing colder, heavier, the scent of decay sharpening—wet leaves, mold, something metallic, like blood spilled long ago and left to fester. The flashlight’s beam cut through the dark, catching glints of movement—eyes, maybe, or just the wind stirring the undergrowth—but I kept moving, the whisper growing clearer, her voice forming words now, fractured and jagged, echoing inside my skull. “Come… deeper… mine…” Each syllable sank into me, a hook in my flesh, my cock hardening fully again, pressing against the torn remnants of my jeans, the fear twisting into a kinky thrill that made my head spin, my breath quicken, my hands itch to touch her again, to feel that icy grip tear me apart.

The trees parted abruptly, revealing a hollow—a sunken pit in the forest floor, its edges ringed with jagged rocks that jutted up like broken teeth, the center a black void, a pool of shadow that swallowed the moonlight, rippling faintly as if breathing. The whisper became a hiss, sharp and close, and she emerged from the dark—not from the trees, but from the hollow itself, rising like smoke made flesh, her pallid gray skin glowing faintly, her white hair whipping in a wind I couldn’t feel, her hollow eyes leaking black tears that streaked her face, dripping onto the ground to join the pool below. She was taller now, her body stretched and warped, her breasts sharper, nipples blacker, her pussy glistening with that dark, viscous fluid, pulsing faintly as if alive, her claws longer, curling like scythes as she stepped toward me, her wail starting again—a low, guttural keen that vibrated through the earth, making the rocks tremble, the air shudder, my bones ache with its force.

I dropped the flashlight, the beam spinning wild as it hit the ground, my hands fumbling at my jeans, yanking them down to free my cock—thick, veined, dripping with need—before she reached me, her claws slashing through the air, stopping inches from my chest as she hissed, her forked tongue flicking out to taste the sweat on my neck, the blood on my skin. “You’re back,” she rasped, her voice layered with echoes, a chorus of the dead, her breath a fetid gust of decay and rotting flowers that made my stomach lurch, my cock throb harder. She grabbed my shoulders, her claws sinking in, drawing fresh blood that ran hot down my chest, and slammed me back against a rock, the jagged edge cutting into my spine, the pain a sharp jolt that fueled the twisted lust roaring through me.

“Fuck me again,” I growled, voice rough with desperation, and her grin split wider, her jagged teeth glinting as she straddled my hips, her weight crushing, her pussy hovering above my cock, dripping that black fluid onto my shaft, cold and slick, burning with an unnatural chill. She didn’t wait—sank down in one brutal thrust, her cunt clamping around me with a frigid, pulsing tightness that ripped a scream from my throat, half-terror, half-ecstasy, her walls sucking me deeper, her claws raking my chest as she rode me, relentless, her wail rising to a piercing shriek that shattered the night, leaves falling around us, the hollow trembling as if the earth itself recoiled.

Her breasts brushed my face, small and sharp, the black nipples cold against my lips as I sucked one in, the taste bitter and metallic—blood, ash, something older—her moan a low, guttural rumble that echoed through the pit, blending with the wind’s howl, the rustle of dead branches snapping under an unseen force. She fucked me harder, her hips slamming down, the rock cracking beneath me, splinters digging into my back, blood mixing with sweat as I thrust up to meet her, hips snapping despite the icy sear of her cunt, the horror of her presence twisting into a kinky edge that consumed me, drove me wild. Her claws dug deeper, tearing flesh, the sting sharpening the pleasure, and she leaned in, her forked tongue licking the blood from my chest, her hollow eyes glinting with something feral, something eternal.

The air thickened, the mist swirling faster, shadows coiling around us—shapes, figures, wisps of other banshees maybe, or just the forest’s ghosts, drawn to her wail, their whispers joining hers, a chorus of death and desire that sank into my skull, my cock, pushing me closer to the edge. She came—a shuddering, unearthly climax that flooded my cock with that dark fluid, soaking my thighs, dripping onto the rocks below, her wail peaking into a scream that split my ears, the hollow shaking, cracks spidering through the ground as her pussy spasmed around me, sucking me dry with a force that wasn’t human, wasn’t alive. My balls tightened, the pressure unbearable, and I roared, burying myself deep as I erupted, thick spurts filling her icy cunt, the excess leaking out to mix with her fluids, pooling on the ground in a slick, black mess that steamed faintly in the cold air.

She slowed, panting, her body trembling, her claws retracting as she slid off me, my cock slipping free with a wet squelch, slick with cum and her dark essence, leaving me slumped against the rock, chest heaving, blood and cum dripping down my skin, my vision swimming as the mist thickened, swallowing her form. Her wail softened to a whisper, her hollow eyes glinting one last time before she sank back into the pool, the shadows closing over her like a shroud, leaving me alone in the hollow, the flashlight’s beam flickering weakly in the distance, the woods silent again—too silent, the hum gone, the air heavy with the weight of what I’d done, what I’d survived.

I staggered to my feet, my body wrecked—cuts bleeding, bruises forming, my cock softening but still aching, the banshee’s mark etched into my flesh, my soul. I grabbed the flashlight, its light dim but steady, and stumbled back toward the road, the trees parting reluctantly, the mist trailing me like a lover’s caress, her whisper lingering in my ears—mine, mine, mine. I grinned, breathless, my steps unsteady but alive, knowing she’d fucked me viciously, torn me apart in the woods’ dark heart, and I’d begged for every brutal second—horror and kink twisted into a night I’d never forget, a story I’d carry to my grave, or beyond.

Chapter 3: The Wailing Hollow’s Descent

The hollow’s silence pressed against my ears like a physical weight, the air thick with the rancid stench of the banshee’s dark fluids and my own cum, a cloying miasma that clung to my skin, my lungs, as I stumbled away from the jagged rock, my body a wreck of raw sensation—blood seeping from the claw marks crisscrossing my chest and shoulders, my cock slick and throbbing, half-hard despite the icy burn of her touch, my jeans shredded around my ankles, my boots sinking into the muddy earth with each shaky step. The flashlight’s beam flickered weakly in my trembling hand, cutting through the mist that swirled low, coiling around my legs like spectral tendrils, the hollow’s black pool rippling faintly behind me, its surface unbroken now, as if she’d never risen from its depths, as if she hadn’t just fucked me into a state of near-collapse against that splintered rock. But her wail lingered—a faint, keening whisper threading through the wind, sinking into my bones, my groin, a siren’s call that tugged me back even as I tried to flee, my pulse hammering with a mix of terror and twisted lust that I couldn’t shake, didn’t want to shake.

The woods loomed around me, their gnarled trees pressing in closer, their branches twisted into shapes that seemed alive—clawing at the bruised purple sky, draped with moss that hung like tattered funeral shrouds, swaying in a breeze I couldn’t feel, their shadows stretching long and thin across the hollow’s rim, like skeletal hands reaching to drag me back into its maw. My breath fogged in the chill, my shredded shirt flapping uselessly against my sides, the cold air biting at the fresh wounds on my chest, the sting of torn flesh mingling with the ache in my thighs, my back, every muscle screaming from the banshee’s brutal assault. I’d come to these woods chasing rumors, a drifter with a taste for the edge—Rowan, 24, a nobody from nowhere, drawn to Ireland’s haunted backroads by tales of the supernatural—but what I’d found was beyond the pub stories, beyond the slurred warnings of Dunrath’s locals, their eyes glinting with fear and something darker, something they wouldn’t name. She’d pinned me, fucked me, torn me apart with a hunger that wasn’t just death—it was something alive, something feral, and I’d begged for it, my cock still twitching at the memory of her icy cunt clamping around me, sucking me dry in a way that left me hollowed out, yet craving more.

I should’ve run—staggered back to the dirt road, found my way to the village, drowned the night in whiskey and silence, let the locals’ stares burn away the truth of what I’d let happen, what I’d demanded. But the whisper grew louder, her voice weaving through the trees—not a wail now, but a low, guttural chant, layered with echoes, a chorus of the dead that slithered into my skull, tugging at my chest, my groin, pulling me deeper into the woods’ dark heart. “Come… deeper… mine…” Each fractured syllable sank into me like a blade, my cock hardening fully again, pressing painfully against the torn remnants of my jeans, the fear twisting into a kinky thrill that made my head spin, my breath quicken, my hands itch to touch her again, to feel that frigid grip rip me apart. I muttered a curse, my voice hoarse and ragged, the flashlight trembling in my grip as I turned back toward the hollow, my boots crunching over the dead grass, the mist parting like a veil as I descended once more, drawn by her call, my sanity fraying at the edges, my body a willing prisoner to her unrelenting hunger.

The hollow’s rim loomed ahead, its jagged rocks jutting up like the teeth of some ancient beast, the black pool at its center shimmering under the moonlight, rippling faintly as if something beneath it stirred, something alive, something waiting. The air grew colder, heavier, the scent of decay sharpening—wet earth, mold, a metallic tang like blood spilled centuries ago and left to fester, mingling with the faint, sweet rot of her breath, a memory that clung to my tongue, my skin. The flashlight’s beam danced across the rocks, catching glints of movement—shadows that twisted and writhed, too fast to track, too real to dismiss as tricks of the light—and I stopped at the edge, my heart pounding, my cock throbbing, the whisper growing clearer, her voice forming a rhythm now, a chant that pulsed through the hollow, vibrating the ground beneath my feet, making the rocks tremble, the air shudder, my bones ache with its force.

She rose from the pool again—not a blur this time, but slow, deliberate, her pallid gray skin emerging inch by inch, glowing faintly with an unearthly sheen, her white hair whipping in a wind that didn’t touch me, cascading over her shoulders in tangled strands that seemed to writhe like snakes, her hollow eyes leaking black tears that streaked her face, dripping into the pool to join its inky depths. Her body was warped further now—taller, leaner, her bones jutting sharper beneath her skin, her breasts elongated, nipples blacker, protruding like thorns, her pussy a gaping slit framed by wiry hair, glistening with that dark, viscous fluid, pulsing faintly as if breathing, her claws longer, curling like scythes, glinting in the moonlight as she stepped toward me, her wail starting low—a guttural keen that built into a piercing shriek, shaking the hollow, cracking the rocks, sending shards tumbling into the pool with dull splashes that echoed like gunfire in the stillness.

I dropped the flashlight again, its beam spinning wild as it rolled across the ground, my hands fumbling at my jeans, yanking them down to free my cock—thick, veined, dripping with need—before she reached me, her claws slashing through the air, stopping inches from my throat as she hissed, her forked tongue flicking out to taste the blood on my chest, the sweat on my neck, her hollow eyes glinting with something ancient, something ravenous. “You return,” she rasped, her voice a jagged chorus, echoing inside my skull, her breath a fetid gust of decay and rotting flowers that made my stomach churn, my cock throb harder, the horror of her presence twisting into a kinky edge that consumed me. She grabbed my shoulders, her claws sinking deep, drawing fresh blood that ran hot down my chest, pooling at my waist, and slammed me back against the hollow’s rim, the rocks cutting into my spine, the pain a sharp jolt that fueled the twisted lust roaring through me.

“Fuck me again,” I growled, voice rough with desperation, my hands gripping her hips—bony, sharp, inhuman—as she straddled me, her weight crushing, her pussy hovering above my cock, dripping that black fluid onto my shaft, cold and slick, burning with an unnatural chill that made me hiss. She didn’t wait—sank down in one brutal thrust, her cunt clamping around me with a frigid, pulsing tightness that ripped a scream from my throat, half-terror, half-ecstasy, her walls sucking me deeper, her claws raking my chest as she rode me, relentless, her wail rising to a shriek that shattered the night, the hollow trembling, the rocks cracking further, dust falling around us like ash. Her breasts brushed my face, elongated and sharp, the black nipples cold against my lips as I sucked one in, the taste bitter and metallic—blood, ash, something older—her moan a low, guttural rumble that echoed through the pit, blending with the wind’s howl, the snap of branches breaking under an unseen force.

She fucked me harder, her hips slamming down, the rocks splintering beneath me, blood mixing with sweat as I thrust up to meet her, hips snapping despite the icy sear of her cunt, the horror of her presence fueling a kinky edge that drove me wild, my hands sliding to her ass—bony, frigid, unyielding—gripping hard as I pounded into her, the pain and pleasure blurring into a single, visceral rush. Her claws dug deeper, tearing flesh, the sting sharpening the ecstasy, and she leaned in, her forked tongue licking the blood from my chest, tracing the wounds with a slow, deliberate hunger, her hollow eyes glinting with something feral, something eternal, her wail softening to a chant—mine, mine, mine—that sank into my skull, my cock, pushing me closer to the edge.

The air thickened, the mist swirling faster, shadows coiling around us—shapes, figures, wisps of other banshees, their hollow eyes glinting in the dark, their whispers joining hers, a chorus of death and desire that pulsed through the hollow, vibrating the ground, the rocks, the pool, making the water ripple faster, darker, as if it hungered too. She shifted, lifting off my cock, leaving it slick with her fluids and my precum, and spun me around, slamming me face-first against the rock, my chest scraping the jagged edge, blood streaking the stone as she pressed her body against my back, her claws raking my sides, her pussy grinding against my ass, leaving a wet smear that burned with cold. “More,” she hissed, her voice a jagged whisper, and I felt her claws at my hips, spreading me, her tongue flicking against my spine, tracing the wounds with a slow, torturous lick that made me shudder, my cock throbbing painfully against the rock.

She stepped back, her wail rising again, and I turned, desperate, my hands gripping the rock as she knelt before me, her claws slashing at my thighs, drawing thin lines of blood that ran hot down my legs, pooling at my feet. Her mouth closed around my cock, wet and icy, taking me deep in one brutal glide, her lips stretching wide as she sucked, hard and relentless, her forked tongue swirling around the head, teasing the slit, then plunging deeper, taking me to the root, her throat pulsing around me with a force that wasn’t human, wasn’t alive. I groaned, hands tangling in her whipping hair, the strands cold and wiry, my hips bucking against her face as she bobbed, setting a pace that had me panting, saliva and blood dripping down my thighs, pooling with the black fluid on the ground below.

Her claws raked my ass, spreading me wider, and I felt her tongue—longer now, impossibly long—sliding out from my cock, trailing down my balls, then up, probing my anus with a cold, slick thrust that made me scream, the intrusion sharp and kinky, pushing me over the edge. My balls tightened, the pressure unbearable, and I roared, thrusting deep into her mouth as I erupted, thick spurts filling her throat, the excess leaking out to drip onto the rocks, mixing with her fluids, steaming faintly in the cold air. She pulled back, her wail softening to a moan, her hollow eyes glinting with satisfaction as she stood, her body trembling, her claws retracting as she stepped back, the mist swirling around her, the shadows tightening, swallowing her form as she sank back into the pool, leaving me slumped against the rock, chest heaving, blood and cum dripping down my skin, my vision swimming as the hollow fell silent, the air heavy with the weight of her claim.

I staggered upright, my body a ruin—cuts bleeding, bruises forming, my cock softening but still aching, the banshee’s mark etched into my flesh, my soul, her whisper lingering in my ears—mine, mine, mine—as I grabbed the flashlight, its beam dim but steady, and stumbled back toward the woods, the trees parting reluctantly, the mist trailing me like a lover’s caress, her presence a shadow I couldn’t escape. I’d come for a thrill, a taste of the unknown, but she’d given me a nightmare of lust and horror, a kinky descent I’d never unfeel, and as I broke free of the hollow, the road a faint glimmer in the distance, I knew she’d fucked me viciously—and I’d begged for every brutal, haunting second.

Chapter 4: The Banshee Coven’s Savage Feast

The hollow’s oppressive silence shattered as I stumbled away from the jagged rock, my body a trembling wreck—blood oozing from the claw marks slashed across my chest, shoulders, and thighs, my cock slick and aching, still half-hard despite the icy burn of her relentless fucking, my jeans a shredded heap lost to the forest’s depths, my boots sinking into the muddy earth with each faltering step. The flashlight’s beam flickered in my shaking hand, slicing through the mist that coiled around my legs like ghostly chains, the black pool behind me rippling faintly, its surface unbroken now, as if she’d never risen from its inky heart to pin me, fuck me, tear me apart with a hunger that left me hollowed out, yet pulsing with a twisted craving I couldn’t kill. Her wail lingered—a faint, keening whisper threading through the wind, sinking into my bones, my groin, a siren’s call that clawed at my sanity, my will, tugging me back even as I fought to escape, my pulse hammering with a cocktail of terror and depraved lust that soaked my every nerve.

The woods loomed tighter, their gnarled trees pressing in like a cage, their branches twisted into grotesque shapes—clawing at the bruised purple sky, draped with moss that hung like tattered shrouds, swaying in a breeze that carried her scent—decay, rotting flowers, a sweet rot that clung to my tongue, my skin, mingling with the metallic tang of my own blood. My breath fogged in the chill, my shredded shirt flapping uselessly against my sides, the cold air biting at the fresh wounds, the sting of torn flesh blending with the ache in my thighs, my back, every muscle screaming from her brutal assault. I’d come to these woods chasing rumors—Rowan, 24, a drifter with a taste for the edge, drawn to Ireland’s haunted backroads by tales of banshees and death—but what I’d found was beyond the slurred warnings of Dunrath’s locals, beyond the fear in their eyes, a primal hunger they’d hinted at but never named. She’d fucked me viciously, her hollow eyes and jagged teeth burned into my mind, her icy cunt sucking me dry, and I’d begged for it, my cock twitching at the memory, my body a willing prisoner to her savage claim.

I should’ve fled—crawled back to the dirt road, dragged myself to the village, drowned the night in whiskey and silence, let the locals’ stares burn away the truth of what I’d let happen, what I’d demanded. But the whisper swelled, her voice weaving through the trees—not a solo chant now, but a chorus, low and guttural, layered with echoes, a cacophony of the dead that slithered into my skull, tugging at my chest, my groin, pulling me deeper into the woods’ dark maw. “Come… deeper… ours…” The words fractured and multiplied, a symphony of banshee voices, each syllable sinking into me like a blade, my cock hardening fully again, pressing painfully against the air, the fear twisting into a kinky thrill that made my head spin, my breath quicken, my hands itch to touch her—them—again, to feel that frigid grip rip me apart in ways I couldn’t fathom, couldn’t resist. I muttered a curse, my voice hoarse and ragged, the flashlight trembling in my grip as I turned back toward the hollow, my boots crunching over the dead grass, the mist parting like a shroud as I descended once more, drawn by their call, my sanity unraveling, my body a sacrificial offering to their unrelenting hunger.

The hollow’s rim loomed ahead, its jagged rocks jutting up like the fangs of a monstrous jaw, the black pool at its center shimmering under the moonlight, rippling faster now, a restless pulse that mirrored the chant growing louder, clearer, vibrating through the ground, the air, my bones. The trees tightened their grip, their branches snapping faintly under an unseen force, moss falling in clumps like shed skin, the air growing colder, heavier, the scent of decay sharpening—wet earth, mold, a metallic tang like ancient blood, mingling with the sweet rot of her breath, their breath, a chorus of decay that wrapped around me, choking me, stoking the fire in my groin. The flashlight’s beam danced wildly across the rocks, catching glints of movement—shadows that twisted and writhed, too fast to track, too real to dismiss—and I stopped at the edge, my heart pounding, my cock throbbing, the chant forming a rhythm now, a pulsing hymn of death and desire that shook the hollow, cracking the rocks, sending shards tumbling into the pool with dull, echoing splashes.

They rose from the pool—not one, but many, a coven of banshees emerging slow and deliberate, their pallid gray skin glowing faintly with an unearthly sheen, their white hair whipping in a wind that didn’t touch me, cascading over their shoulders in tangled strands that writhed like serpents, their hollow eyes leaking black tears that streaked their faces, dripping into the pool to join its inky depths. Their bodies were warped, each unique yet unified in their horror—taller, leaner, bones jutting sharper beneath their skin, breasts elongated or sagging, nipples blacker, protruding like thorns or flat as coins, pussies gaping slits or tight fissures, framed by wiry hair or bare, glistening with that dark, viscous fluid, pulsing faintly as if alive, their claws long and curling, glinting in the moonlight as they stepped toward me, their wails starting low—guttural keens that built into piercing shrieks, shaking the hollow, cracking the rocks further, sending dust and debris raining down around us, the air shuddering with their collective force.

I dropped the flashlight, its beam spinning wild as it rolled across the ground, my hands fumbling at my boots, yanking them off to stand fully bare—my cock jutting out, thick, veined, dripping with need—before they reached me, their claws slashing through the air, stopping inches from my flesh as they hissed, their forked tongues flicking out to taste the blood on my chest, the sweat on my neck, their hollow eyes glinting with ravenous intent. “You’re ours,” they rasped in unison, their voices a jagged chorus, echoing inside my skull, their breath a fetid gust of decay and rotting flowers that made my stomach churn, my cock throb harder, the horror of their presence twisting into a kinky edge that consumed me. They surged forward, a tidal wave of gray flesh and white hair, their claws sinking into my shoulders, my arms, my thighs, drawing fresh blood that ran hot down my skin, pooling at my feet as they slammed me back against the hollow’s rim, the rocks cutting into my spine, the pain a sharp jolt that fueled the depraved lust roaring through me.

“Fuck me—use me,” I growled, voice rough with desperation, my hands gripping their bony hips, their jagged shoulders—inhuman, unyielding—as they swarmed me, their weight crushing, their pussies hovering above my cock, my face, my hands, dripping that black fluid onto my skin, cold and slick, burning with an unnatural chill that made me hiss. The first banshee—the one who’d claimed me before—straddled my hips, sinking onto my cock in one brutal thrust, her cunt clamping around me with a frigid, pulsing tightness that ripped a scream from my throat, half-terror, half-ecstasy, her walls sucking me deeper, her claws raking my chest as she rode me, relentless, her wail rising to a shriek that pierced the night, the hollow trembling, the rocks cracking further, dust falling like ash.

Another banshee grabbed my head, her claws tangling in my hair, yanking me forward as she pressed her pussy against my face, her slit gaping and dripping, the dark fluid flooding my mouth as I sucked her clit—hard, pulsing, bitter with ash and rot—her moan a low rumble that vibrated through my skull, blending with the wind’s howl, the snap of branches breaking under their collective force. Her taste was overwhelming—blood, decay, something older—her thighs clamping around my head as she ground against me, her wail joining the chorus, shaking the hollow, making my ears ring, my cock throb harder inside her sister’s icy grip. A third banshee seized my left hand, forcing my fingers into her pussy—tight, frigid, pulsing—her claws guiding me deeper, four fingers stretching her as she fucked herself on me, her shriek a high, piercing note that cut through the cacophony, her fluids soaking my arm, dripping onto the rocks below.

A fourth banshee knelt behind me, her claws spreading my ass, her forked tongue—longer, impossibly long—probing my anus with a cold, slick thrust that made me scream into the pussy smothering my face, the intrusion sharp and kinky, pushing me beyond pain into a realm of raw, visceral pleasure. She licked deeper, her tongue curling inside me, fucking me with a rhythm that matched the banshee riding my cock, her claws raking my back, drawing blood that ran hot down my spine, pooling with the black fluid at my feet. A fifth banshee grabbed my right hand, wrapping my fingers around her bony foot—her toes clawed, sharp—guiding me to stroke her, her wail softening to a moan as she ground against my palm, her fluids slicking my skin, her claws slashing my wrist, the sting sharpening the ecstasy roaring through me.

They moved as one, a savage symphony of flesh and sound—my cock pounded by the first banshee’s icy cunt, her hips slamming down, the rocks splintering beneath me, blood mixing with sweat as I thrust up to meet her, the second banshee fucking my face, her pussy flooding my mouth with that dark fluid, my tongue relentless against her clit, the third banshee riding my fingers, her pussy pulsing around them, soaking my arm, the fourth banshee tonguing my ass, her claws tearing my flesh, the fifth banshee grinding against my hand, her foot slick with her fluids, her wail a low, guttural counterpoint to the shrieks filling the hollow. The air thickened, the mist swirling faster, shadows coiling tighter—more banshees, their hollow eyes glinting in the dark, their whispers joining the chorus, a storm of death and desire that pulsed through the hollow, vibrating the ground, the rocks, the pool, making the water churn, black and alive.

They came—a shuddering, unearthly climax that shook the hollow, their pussies spasming around my cock, my fingers, my tongue, flooding me with that dark fluid, soaking my body, dripping onto the rocks, pooling in the mud, their wails peaking into a scream that split my ears, the hollow cracking, the ground trembling as their collective force tore through me, sucking me dry with a power that wasn’t human, wasn’t alive. My balls tightened, the pressure unbearable, and I roared, my voice lost in their shrieks as I erupted—thick spurts filling the first banshee’s cunt, leaking out to mix with her fluids, my hand slick with the third’s cum, my face drenched by the second’s flood, my ass clenching around the fourth’s tongue, my other hand coated by the fifth’s release, the excess steaming in the cold air, a slick, black mess that coated me, marked me, claimed me.

They slowed, panting, their bodies trembling, their claws retracting as they slid off me, one by one—my cock slipping free with a wet squelch, slick with cum and their dark essence, my face dripping, my hands soaked, my ass aching, my body slumped against the rocks, chest heaving, blood and cum dripping down my skin, my vision swimming as the mist thickened, swallowing their forms. Their wails softened to whispers, their hollow eyes glinting one last time before they sank back into the pool, the shadows closing over them like a shroud, leaving me alone in the hollow, the flashlight’s beam flickering weakly in the distance, the woods silent again—too silent, the air heavy with the weight of their claim, their feast, my every orifice and appendage used, ravaged, devoured.

I crawled to my knees, my body a ruin—cuts bleeding, bruises blooming, my cock softening but still pulsing, their marks etched into my flesh, my soul, their whispers lingering in my ears—ours, ours, ours—as I grabbed the flashlight, its light dim but steady, and staggered back toward the woods, the trees parting reluctantly, the mist trailing me like a lover’s caress, their presence a shadow I’d never escape. I’d come for a thrill, a taste of the unknown, but they’d given me a nightmare of lust and horror, a kinky descent that broke me, remade me, and as I stumbled toward the road, the hollow a fading echo behind me, I knew they’d fucked me viciously—every hole, every limb—and I’d begged for every brutal, haunting second, a drifter no more, but theirs, forever marked by the banshee coven’s savage hunger.

Chapter 5: The Banshee Coven’s Depraved Abyss

The hollow’s silence was a lie, a suffocating shroud that smothered the echoes of their savage feast, the air thick with the rancid reek of their dark fluids, my cum, and the coppery tang of my own blood, a cloying miasma that coated my lungs, my skin, as I slumped against the jagged rocks, my body a trembling ruin—claw marks slashed deep across my chest, shoulders, thighs, and ass, oozing crimson rivers that mingled with the black muck dripping from every ravaged hole, my cock slick and throbbing, half-hard despite the icy burn of their relentless assault, my jeans long lost to the woods’ depths, my boots sinking into the muddy earth, the flashlight’s beam flickering weakly in the distance, a pathetic glow swallowed by the mist that coiled around me like a noose, tightening with every shuddering breath. Their wails lingered—a chorus of whispers threading through the wind, sinking into my bones, my groin, a depraved hymn that clawed at my sanity, my soul, tugging me back even as I clawed at the rocks, my pulse hammering with a toxic brew of terror and twisted lust that soaked my every nerve, every fiber, leaving me a shell of Rowan, 24, a drifter who’d chased the edge and found a fucking abyss.

The woods loomed tighter, a cage of gnarled trees pressing in with malicious intent, their branches twisted into grotesque, writhing shapes—clawing at the bruised purple sky, draped with moss that hung like festering wounds, swaying in a wind that carried their scent—decay, rotting flowers, a sweet rot that clung to my tongue, my throat, mingling with the metallic sting of my blood, the bitter ash of their fluids still coating my mouth, my hands, my cock. My breath fogged in the chill, my shredded shirt a tattered rag flapping against my sides, the cold air biting at the fresh wounds, the sting of torn flesh blending with the ache in my thighs, my back, my ass—every muscle screaming, every nerve flayed raw from their brutal, unrelenting hunger. I’d come to these woods chasing rumors—tales of banshees, harbingers of death, whispered in Dunrath’s pub with fear and something darker, a primal edge they’d never name—but what I’d found was beyond nightmare, beyond sanity, a coven of banshees who’d pinned me, fucked me, torn me apart with a depravity that wasn’t just death—it was a living, breathing void, and I’d begged for it, my cock pulsing at the memory, my body a willing sacrifice to their savage claim.

I should’ve crawled away—dragged my broken ass back to the dirt road, clawed my way to the village, drowned the night in whiskey and bleach, let the locals’ stares scour away the truth of what I’d let happen, what I’d craved. But the whispers swelled, their voices weaving through the trees—not a fading echo now, but a rising chant, low and guttural, layered with screams, a cacophony of the damned that slithered into my skull, tugging at my chest, my groin, pulling me deeper into the woods’ black heart. “Stay… deeper… ours…” The words fractured and multiplied, a symphony of banshee voices, each syllable a razor sinking into me, my cock hardening fully again, jutting out painfully, dripping with need, the terror twisting into a depraved thrill that made my head spin, my breath rasp, my hands claw at the air, desperate to touch them again, to feel their frigid grip shred me into nothing. I snarled, my voice a guttural wreck, the flashlight slipping from my grip as I turned back toward the hollow, my boots crunching over the dead grass, the mist parting like a festering wound as I descended once more, drawn by their call, my sanity a shredded rag, my body a depraved offering to their unrelenting abyss.

The hollow’s rim loomed ahead, its jagged rocks thrusting up like the splintered ribs of some ancient beast, the black pool at its center churning now, a restless maelstrom under the moonlight, rippling with a hunger that pulsed through the ground, the air, my bones. The trees tightened their chokehold, their branches snapping like brittle bones under an unseen force, moss falling in clumps like shed flesh, the air growing colder, heavier, the scent of decay sharpening—wet earth, mold, a metallic tang like blood spilled across centuries, mingling with the sweet rot of their breath, a chorus of death that wrapped around me, choking me, stoking the fire in my groin, my cock throbbing with a need that defied reason, defied life itself. The ground trembled beneath my feet, cracks spidering through the rocks, the pool’s surface bubbling, dark and alive, as their chant grew louder, clearer, vibrating through the hollow, shaking the air, making my ears bleed, my skull ache, my body burn with their savage intent.

They rose from the pool—not slow this time, but fast, violent, a coven of banshees erupting like a storm of gray flesh and white hair, their pallid skin glowing with an unearthly sheen, their tangled strands whipping in a wind that tore at my wounds, cascading over their shoulders in writhing masses that seemed to pulse, their hollow eyes leaking black tears that streaked their faces, dripping into the pool to feed its inky depths. Their bodies were warped beyond recognition—taller, leaner, bones jutting sharper, flesh stretched taut or sagging in grotesque folds, breasts elongated or shriveled, nipples blacker, protruding like thorns or flat as graves, pussies gaping maws or tight slits, framed by wiry hair or bare, glistening with that dark, viscous fluid, pulsing with a life of their own, their claws long and curling, glinting like obsidian as they surged toward me, their wails starting low—guttural keens that built into piercing shrieks, shaking the hollow, cracking the rocks into dust, sending shards raining down, the air shuddering with their collective fury, a storm of death and depravity that swallowed me whole.

I stood bare, my boots sinking deeper, my cock jutting out—thick, veined, dripping with need—before they reached me, their claws slashing through the air, sinking into my flesh—shoulders, arms, thighs, ass—drawing fresh blood that ran hot down my skin, pooling at my feet as they swarmed me, a tidal wave of gray flesh and white hair, their weight crushing, their wails a deafening roar that split my skull, my ears bleeding, my vision swimming as they slammed me down into the mud, the cold, wet earth a shock against my back, the rocks cutting into my spine, the pain a jagged spike that fueled the depraved lust roaring through me. “Take me—fuck me—break me,” I snarled, voice a guttural wreck, my hands clawing at their bony hips, their jagged shoulders—inhuman, unyielding—as they descended, their pussies, mouths, claws hovering over every inch of me, dripping that black fluid onto my skin, cold and slick, burning with a chill that made me scream, my cock throbbing, my body a willing altar to their savage feast.

The first banshee—the one who’d claimed me first—straddled my hips, sinking onto my cock in one brutal thrust, her cunt clamping around me with a frigid, pulsing tightness that ripped a scream from my throat, half-agony, half-ecstasy, her walls sucking me deeper, her claws raking my chest, tearing flesh as she rode me, relentless, her wail a piercing shriek that vibrated through my bones, making my head spin, my cock throb harder. A second banshee seized my head, her claws tangling in my hair, yanking me up as she pressed her pussy against my face, her slit gaping and dripping, the dark fluid flooding my mouth, choking me as I sucked her clit—hard, pulsing, bitter with ash and rot—her moan a low rumble that shook my skull, her thighs clamping around my head, grinding against me, her wail joining the chorus, splitting my ears, drowning me in her depraved flood. A third banshee grabbed my left hand, forcing my fingers into her pussy—tight, frigid, pulsing—her claws guiding me deeper, five fingers stretching her as she fucked herself on me, her shriek a high, piercing note that cut through the cacophony, her fluids soaking my arm, dripping onto the mud below, pooling with my blood.

A fourth banshee knelt behind me, her claws spreading my ass wider, her forked tongue—longer, thicker, impossibly alive—thrusting into my anus with a cold, slick force that made me scream into the pussy smothering my face, the intrusion sharp and depraved, curling inside me, fucking me with a rhythm that matched the banshee riding my cock, her claws raking my back, tearing flesh to ribbons, blood running hot down my spine, mixing with the black fluid at my feet. A fifth banshee seized my right hand, wrapping my fingers around her bony foot—her toes clawed, sharp—guiding me to stroke her, her wail softening to a moan as she ground against my palm, her fluids slicking my skin, her claws slashing my wrist, carving deep, the sting a jolt that sharpened the ecstasy roaring through me. A sixth banshee straddled my chest, her pussy grinding against my sternum, her claws slashing my nipples, drawing blood as she fucked my torso, her fluids soaking my wounds, her wail a guttural growl that vibrated through my ribs, making my cock pulse harder inside her sister’s icy grip.

A seventh banshee grabbed my left leg, lifting it high, her claws sinking into my thigh as she pressed her pussy against my foot, forcing my toes inside her—tight, frigid, pulsing—fucking herself on me, her shriek a wild, piercing cry that echoed through the hollow, her fluids soaking my leg, dripping onto the mud, pooling with the blood and cum already staining the ground. An eighth banshee seized my right leg, mirroring her sister, her pussy clamping around my toes, her claws carving into my flesh, her wail a low, guttural counterpoint as she rode me, her fluids mixing with the mess below, the hollow trembling with their collective force. A ninth banshee knelt over my face, her claws spreading her ass as she pressed it against my mouth, her anus tight and dripping, forcing my tongue inside—cold, bitter, pulsing—her moan a jagged rumble that shook my skull, her fluids flooding my throat, choking me as I licked, sucked, fucked her with my tongue, her wail joining the chorus, a storm of sound that split the night.

They moved as one, a depraved orgy of flesh and sound—my cock pounded by the first banshee’s icy cunt, her hips slamming down, the rocks splintering beneath me, blood and cum mixing with mud as I thrust up, the second banshee fucking my face, her pussy drowning me in that dark fluid, my tongue relentless, the third banshee riding my fingers, her pussy pulsing around them, soaking my arm, the fourth banshee tonguing my ass, her claws tearing my flesh, the fifth banshee grinding against my hand, her foot slick with her fluids, the sixth banshee fucking my chest, her claws slashing my nipples, the seventh and eighth banshees riding my toes, their pussies clamping tight, soaking my legs, the ninth banshee forcing her ass against my mouth, her fluids choking me, drowning me in their rot. The air thickened, the mist swirling faster, shadows coiling tighter—more banshees, their hollow eyes glinting, their whispers a storm of death and depravity, pulsing through the hollow, vibrating the ground, the rocks, the pool, making the water churn, black and ravenous.

They came—a shuddering, unearthly climax that shook the hollow, their pussies, asses, every hole spasming around my cock, my fingers, my toes, my tongue, flooding me with that dark fluid, soaking my body, dripping onto the mud, pooling in a slick, black mire that steamed with their rot, their wails peaking into a scream that split my skull, my ears bleeding, the hollow cracking, the ground trembling as their collective force tore through me, sucking me dry with a power that wasn’t human, wasn’t alive, wasn’t sane. My balls tightened, the pressure unbearable, and I roared, my voice a guttural wreck lost in their shrieks as I erupted—thick spurts filling the first banshee’s cunt, leaking out to mix with her fluids, my hand slick with the third’s cum, my face drenched by the second’s flood, my toes coated by the seventh and eighth’s release, my tongue drowned by the ninth’s rot, my chest soaked by the sixth’s fluids, the excess steaming in the cold air, a depraved, black mess that coated me, consumed me, claimed me.

They didn’t slow—their hunger insatiable, their claws sinking deeper, tearing flesh, drawing blood that ran hot down my body, pooling with the cum and fluid at my feet, their wails rising again as they shifted, swapping places—the first banshee lifting off my cock, her fluids dripping onto my thighs, the second banshee straddling my hips, sinking onto my still-hard shaft with a brutal thrust, her cunt clamping around me, the third banshee forcing my fingers into her ass, tight and pulsing, the fourth banshee riding my face, her pussy flooding my mouth, the fifth banshee grinding against my chest, her fluids soaking my wounds, the sixth banshee tonguing my ass, her claws slashing deeper, the seventh and eighth banshees swapping legs, their pussies clamping around my toes, the ninth banshee seizing my hand, forcing my fingers into her pussy, soaking my arm anew. They fucked me again, relentless, their wails a deafening storm, the hollow trembling, the pool churning, the shadows tightening, their depravity a living force that broke me, remade me, consumed me.

They came again—a second wave of shuddering climax, their holes spasming around every appendage, every orifice, flooding me with that dark fluid, soaking me, drowning me, their wails peaking into a scream that shattered the night, the hollow cracking further, the ground splitting, the pool erupting, black water surging up to swallow the mud, the blood, the cum, their fluids, their rot. My balls tightened again, the pressure beyond unbearable, and I roared, my voice a guttural wreck as I erupted once more—thick spurts filling the second banshee’s cunt, leaking out to mix with the flood, my hands slick with the third and ninth’s cum, my face drenched by the fourth’s rot, my chest soaked by the fifth’s fluids, my toes coated by the seventh and eighth’s release, my ass pulsing around the sixth’s tongue, the excess steaming in the cold air, a depraved, black mire that consumed me, marked me, owned me.

They slowed, panting, their bodies trembling, their claws retracting as they slid off me, one by one—my cock slipping free with a wet squelch, slick with cum and their dark essence, my face dripping, my hands soaked, my toes drenched, my ass aching, my chest bleeding, my body slumped into the mud, chest heaving, blood and cum dripping down my skin, my vision swimming as the mist thickened, swallowing their forms. Their wails softened to whispers, their hollow eyes glinting one last time before they sank back into the pool, the shadows closing over them, the black water surging up to lap at my legs, pulling at me, claiming me as I lay there, broken, ravaged, every orifice and appendage used, fucked, devoured by their depraved hunger. The flashlight’s beam flickered out, the woods falling silent—too silent, the air heavy with their mark, their whispers echoing in my skull—ours, ours, ours—as I lay there, a drifter no more, a wreck of flesh and soul, forever theirs, consumed by the banshee coven’s savage abyss.

Chapter 6: The Banshee Coven’s Eternal Descent

The hollow’s black pool churned beneath me, a frigid abyss that swallowed the last vestiges of my shattered form—blood seeping from claw-raked flesh across my chest, shoulders, thighs, and ass, my cock slick and spent, throbbing with a faint, depraved ache despite the icy burn of their relentless assault. The air hung heavy with the rancid stench of their dark fluids, my cum, and the coppery tang of my own blood, a cloying miasma that coated my lungs, my skin, my very soul as I lay sprawled in the muddy shallows, every orifice and appendage ravaged by the banshee coven’s savage hunger. Their wails, once a piercing storm that split the night, softened now to a haunting whisper, threading through the wind, sinking into my bones, my groin, a depraved requiem that clawed at the frayed remnants of my sanity, my humanity, binding me to the hollow even as I clawed at the mud, my pulse a stuttering dirge of terror and twisted lust that had consumed me, remade me, left me Rowan, 24, a drifter no longer, but a broken vessel of their eternal will.

The woods loomed around the hollow, a prison of gnarled trees pressing in with a silent, malevolent glee, their branches twisted into grotesque shapes—clawing at the bruised purple sky, draped with moss that hung like festering sores, swaying in a wind that carried their scent—decay, rotting flowers, a sweet rot that choked my throat, mingled with the metallic sting of my blood, the bitter ash of their fluids still coating my mouth, my hands, my cock, every crevice they’d claimed. My breath rasped in the chill, my shredded flesh exposed to the cold air, the sting of torn wounds blending with the ache in my thighs, my back, my ass—every muscle flayed, every nerve stripped raw from their unrelenting, depraved assault. I’d come to these woods chasing rumors—tales of banshees, harbingers of death, whispered in Dunrath’s pub with fear and a dark, unspoken hunger—but what I’d found was a nightmare beyond imagining, a coven of banshees who’d pinned me, fucked me, torn me apart with a depravity that wasn’t just death—it was an eternal, living void, and I’d begged for it, my cock pulsing at the memory, my body a willing sacrifice to their savage claim.

The black water surged around me, lapping at my legs, burning with a chill that sank into my marrow, pulling me deeper into its heart as the coven emerged one final time—not a violent eruption now, but a slow, deliberate rise, their pallid gray skin glowing faintly under the moonlight, their white hair whipping in a wind that didn’t touch me, cascading over their shoulders in tangled strands that writhed like serpents, their hollow eyes leaking black tears that streaked their faces, dripping into the pool to feed its churning depths. Their bodies were warped beyond recognition—taller, leaner, bones jutting sharper, flesh stretched taut or sagging in grotesque folds, breasts elongated or shriveled, nipples blacker, protruding like thorns or flat as graves, pussies gaping maws or tight slits, framed by wiry hair or bare, glistening with that dark, viscous fluid, pulsing with a ravenous hunger that matched the whispers—ours, ours, ours—echoing in my skull, a chant that tugged at my chest, my groin, my soul, pulling me upright despite the agony, the ruin, my cock hardening one last time, jutting out painfully, dripping with need.

They swarmed me, a tidal wave of gray flesh and white hair, their claws sinking into my shoulders, arms, thighs—drawing fresh blood that ran hot down my skin, pooling at my knees as they pressed against me, their weight crushing, their wails a low, guttural hum that vibrated through the water, the mud, the rocks, shaking the hollow with a force that cracked the ground beneath me. The first banshee—the one who’d claimed me from the start—straddled my hips, her claws raking my chest as she sank onto my cock in one brutal thrust, her cunt clamping around me with a frigid, pulsing tightness that ripped a scream from my throat, half-agony, half-ecstasy, her walls sucking me deeper, her wail rising to a piercing shriek that echoed through the hollow, making my head spin, my cock throb harder, the black fluid swirling around us, choking me, consuming me. Her sisters joined her, their bodies a writhing mass—claws slashing, tongues probing, pussies and asses pressing against my face, my hands, my feet, every inch of me claimed, their fluids flooding my mouth, my ass, my soul, drowning me in their rot as I thrust up to meet her, hips snapping despite the icy sear, the pain a jagged spike that fueled the depraved lust roaring through me.

The water surged higher, pulling me under, the hollow’s rim vanishing as I sank, their claws holding me fast, their bodies pressing closer, a savage symphony of flesh and sound that broke me, remade me, consumed me. A second banshee seized my head, her claws tangling in my hair, pressing her pussy against my face, her slit gaping and dripping, the dark fluid flooding my mouth, choking me as I sucked her clit—hard, pulsing, bitter with ash and rot—her moan a low rumble that shook my skull, her thighs clamping around my head, grinding against me as the water burned my lungs, my screams muffled by her depravity. A third banshee forced my fingers into her pussy—tight, frigid, pulsing—her claws guiding me deeper, five fingers stretching her as she fucked herself on me, her shriek a high, piercing note that cut through the water, her fluids soaking my arm, mixing with the black tide. A fourth banshee tongued my ass, her forked tongue—longer, thicker, alive—thrusting deep with a cold, slick force that made me thrash, the intrusion sharp and kinky, curling inside me, fucking me with a rhythm that matched the banshee riding my cock, her claws tearing my flesh, blood swirling in the water, a red haze against the black.

They came—a shuddering, unearthly climax that shook the hollow, their pussies, asses, every hole spasming around my cock, my fingers, my tongue, flooding me with that dark fluid, soaking my body, drowning me in the black tide, their wails peaking into a scream that split my skull, my ears bleeding, my lungs burning, the hollow cracking, the ground trembling as their collective force tore through me, sucking me dry with a power that wasn’t human, wasn’t alive, wasn’t sane. My balls tightened, the pressure beyond unbearable, and I roared, my voice a guttural wreck lost in their shrieks as I erupted—thick spurts filling the first banshee’s cunt, leaking out to mix with the flood, my hand slick with the third’s cum, my face drenched by the second’s rot, my ass pulsing around the fourth’s tongue, the excess steaming in the cold water, a depraved, black mire that consumed me, marked me, owned me. They didn’t stop—their hunger eternal, their claws sinking deeper, tearing flesh, drawing blood that swirled in the black tide, their wails rising again as they pressed closer, their bodies a writhing mass, claiming me in a final, savage embrace.

The pool surged one last time, the water closing over me, pulling me deeper, the hollow’s surface fading as I sank into its depths, their claws holding fast, their wails softening to whispers—ours, ours, ours—filling my skull, my last breath a moan of twisted ecstasy as the black tide swallowed me whole, my body breaking, surrendering to their eternal claim. The woods above fell silent, the mist thickening, the hollow sealing shut, leaving no trace of the drifter who’d wandered into its heart—Rowan, a name erased, a soul consumed by their savage lust, forever theirs in the dark abyss, a satisfying end to a nightmare of kinky horror that had no escape, no redemption, only the cold, depraved embrace of the banshee coven’s final descent.

I’d come for a thrill, a taste of the unknown, but they’d given me an eternity of depravity, every orifice and appendage fucked, torn, claimed beyond repair, and as the last flicker of light vanished, the water’s chill seeping into my bones, I knew they’d taken me—body, mind, and soul—into their dark heart, a drifter no more, but a broken, willing relic of their savage will, lost to the woods, lost to the world, forever bound to the banshee coven’s unrelenting hunger, a twisted, satisfying closure to a journey that ended not in death, but in something far darker, far deeper, far more eternal.
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