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My heart was pounding in my chest as I
clumsily tried to slide the keycard into the hotel room door while
still trying to hold my new bride. And she wasn't making it easy on
my either. With her tiny arms around my neck and her body supported
in my arms, she kicked her feet with glee as she leaned back,
letting her auburn hair hang towards the floor as she laughed.

Suzie smiled up at me as the door beeped
angrily. "Come on Trent, just stick it in the slot. In and out,
nice and smooth. You can do that, right?"

I felt myself blushing at her words. Partly
out of embarrassment due to the door's continual mocking, but also
because her innuendo wasn't lost on me. I knew what she expected of
me once we got into the room, and it was a moment I'd been
dreading. I didn't even know why. This was my wedding night. This
was our honeymoon. And as soon as I could get the door open, Suzie
and I would finally seal the deal. Why was I so nervous?

As the door beeped and flashed red for the
fifth time, I threw my head back and huffed angrily. I'm never
going to get this damn door open, I thought as I closed my eyes
and tried to center myself. Maybe that's a good thing.

I tried to shake the thought from my head.
Suzie and I were meant to be together. Everyone said so. My
friends, my family, my pastor. They all said we were right for each
other. And as soon as Suzie turned eighteen, I found a pair of
first class tickets to Vegas on my pillow, with my gram gram's
engagement ring sitting on top. There was no note, no instructions,
but the meaning was clear. It was time to get out of my parent's
house and start a life with my girlfriend, the cute redhead from
next door.

We'd grown up together, me and Suzie. We
built tree forts in the back woods of Georgia. We fished every
weekend and camped together every summer. When puberty hit us both,
my parents only pushed me harder towards our neighbor. And with her
mother working two jobs just to make rent, Suzie's mom was glad my
parents were keeping an eye on her daughter.

But as she grew into one of the most stunning
women I'd ever seen, with full, pouty lips, breasts that strained
against her skin tight tops, and hips that just drew in your eyes
as she walked, my interest in her slowly died. She became a girly
girl, happily spinning around in flowing summer dresses while
shunning all of our former outdoor activities. We still spent most
of our free time together, but it wasn't the same anymore.

She was everything most people would want,
but nothing I truly did. I was going through the motions without
even knowing why. And as soon as I managed to open the door, I
would finally have to take Suzie to bed. There was no more running
from it. I couldn't get away with telling her we had to wait for
marriage now. Not with rings on our fingers.

The door beeped again and another sigh
slipped from my mouth. But before I could try again, Suzie shifted
in my arm and reached for the piece of plastic in my hand. "Ohh
just give me the dang card Trent. Geez!"

The door flashed green and a little musical
tone let us know just how successful Suzie's attempt at unlocking
the door had been. With an "I told you so" smile on her face, she
handed the card back to me and I pushed the door open slowly. We
passed over the threshold and into our room. Suzie slid from my
arms and grinned mischievously as she pulled her heels off and then
reached for the zipper of her dress. She wasn't wasting any
time.

While she was busy wrestling with her dress,
I was doing everything I could to keep my mind off of what we were
about to do. I still had no idea why I was so nervous. I mean, I
did like Suzie. Enough to marry her. But the thought of her and I
together, with her naked body pressed to mine, well, it just didn't
do it for me. Not like it should.

The room was nice enough at least. I played
with a light switch over the small table in the corner as I paced
the front room of our small suite. I checked out the tiny kitchen,
turned on the TV, tested out the couch. Anything to keep my mind
off of what was behind the door near the back of the room. And when
I ran out of things to keep myself occupied, I slipped off my shoes
and stood around, not wanting to do anything really.

"Well Mr. Harper, you gonna come over here
and unwrap your wife or am I gonna have to do everything tonight?"
she asked as I just stood there, watching her. She couldn't quite
reach the zipper that ran down the back of her dress. Not without
ripping the sleeves of the gown in the process.

"Yeah, I uhh, I can help." I moved stiffly
towards my new wife. This was it.

The zipper gave way easily and I helped Suzie
slide out of the dress, even going so far as to kneel down in front
of her so she could use my shoulders to balance herself as she
stepped out of the garment. And when I stood back up, Suzie was now
in my arms, with the dress behind her and her nearly naked body
pressing against me. Even through my suit, I could feel the heat of
her skin wherever she touched.

And she smelled so good! I pressed myself
into her shoulder as I drank in the sweet scents that wafted from
her body. She was soft. She was warm. And she wanted me. Suzie
never could hide her desire for me. As she popped the buttons of my
shirt one by one, she made sure that my hands were resting on her
breasts, with her rock hard nipples pressing into my palms.

She stopped pulling at my shirt suddenly,
with her hands flying towards my face instead. And before I could
stop her, she pulled my head down and kissed me deeply. Her lips
smelled like cherries and her tongue pressed against my closed
mouth until I opened up and let her inside. I could feel her
heartbeat hammering just as fast as my own as she pressed into
me.

She pulled back just as suddenly as she
pressed forward. With her hands wrapped around my neck, she dipped
herself back and smiled up at me, with misty eyes and a soft smile
spreading across her face. "I'm so nervous," she said with a slight
tremor in her voice. "I can't believe we're actually here. We're
really married!"

Maybe she'd just as nervous as I am, I
thought as I looked down at Suzie.

But a moment later and she was pulling me by
the arm towards the bedroom. If she's been feeling as scared as I
was about all of this, it clearly hadn't lasted very long. And when
she pushed open the bedroom door and led us into the dark room, my
heart nearly beat out of my chest.

My worries about performing died as soon as
Suzie flicked the light switch. Bright light filled the room,
revealing the dresser, the bed, the nightstand, and the man sitting
in an overstuffed chair in the corner.

"Trent!" Suzie shouted as she pointed towards
the man. "Who? What's going on?!"

I stepped in front of Suzie and turned
towards the man in the corner. Are we in the wrong room? No. He
is. This is our room. How did this happen? The man didn't stir
from his spot in the chair. In fact, whoever he was, he didn't seem
at all bothered that Suzie and I had walked into the room. He just
smiled and sat up a little straighter as he stared at us with eyes
so green that they seemed to sparkle as he looked our way.

"Who are you and why are you in our room?" I
asked with the deepest voice I could muster. But when the man
didn't answer, I shook my head and pushed Suzie deeper into the
room, making sure that there was a clear path between the man, us,
and the door. "You know what, I don't care who you are. Just get
out before I call the cops."

I tried to look as menacing as possible. I
puffed out my chest and stood as tall as I could manage. I kept my
nerves in check even as Suzie shook like a leaf behind me. Because
whatever was going on here, I was still a man. And a man protects
his woman. My hands curled at my side and I took a step forward. If
this was going to get physical, I was ready.

At least, I thought I was. The man in the
chair, with his slicked back hair and mesmerizing eyes, still
hadn't moved. It didn't even look like he was breathing. He looked
relaxed as his eyes dropped to my fists. And when he cocked his
head to one side, it was the most moving he'd done since we'd first
noticed him.

"Planning on hitting me then?" the stranger
asked with an unmistakable English accent. "Do you think that's
wise?"

"Get out now and we won't have to find out,"
I growled back. "But if you take one step more than you need to
reach the door, you and I will have a problem."

The man shrugged, smiled, and stood up
slowly, showing the age that his graying temples suggested. Though
his face, with cheeks covered in dark, rough stubble, didn't have a
single wrinkle. And as I watched the stranger smooth out his
tailored suit and adjust his tie, I couldn't help but notice just
how handsome he was. I usually didn't notice things like that, but
the man just exuded sex.

"Well if you really don't want me here, I
guess I should be going," said the man as he looked back up at me,
meeting my gaze and drawing me in with his eyes. His body tensed
and he took a step towards the door.

And then it was like he simply vanished. One
moment he was standing by the chair staring right at me, and the
next he was gone. If it wasn't for the sound of the bedroom door
slamming shut and drawing my attention away from the empty spot in
the corner of the room, I might have continued staring for an hour,
just waiting for my brain to catch up with what my eyes were
seeing.

But when I turned my head towards the
unexpected noise, I saw the man standing there with a large, feral
smile on his face and his hand on the doorknob. And with what
looked like no effort at all, the stranger snapped the handle clean
off of the door before dropping the useless brass bulb towards the
floor.

"Then again," he said as he looked from me to
Suzie, "I really have no place to be at the moment, and you two
look like such a lovely couple."

I wasn't sure what was going on, or how the
stranger managed to get to the door so fast, but enough was enough.
With a roar from deep within my stomach, I charged forward with my
fist raised. Whoever the man was, he was about to learn that I
didn't make idle threats.

As I charged, the man didn't move a muscle.
His eyes didn't grow wide with shock, his knees didn't shake with
fear. No, the only thing that moved at all was a single eyebrow as
he looked at me with curiosity. I didn't care though. I had no
problem knocking his teeth in if he didn't want to defend
himself.

My fist never connected. Before I knew what
was happening, pain exploded across my cheek, then my neck and
side. And as I sailed sideways through the air, gasping for breath
and reeling from the pain, time seemed to slow. I saw the man twist
at the waist as he followed through with his throw. Then I saw him
move faster than any man could, turning into a blur before grabbing
Suzie by the throat and picking her up off of the floor.

A new wave of pain exploded over my back as I
slammed into the wall then fell to the floor. I tasted blood on my
lips and the world around me was spinning as I pushed myself to my
knees. My ears rang and all I wanted to do was lie back down and
close my eyes, but the image of Suzie, dangling like a ragdoll from
the stranger's outstretched arm, drove me on.

"Whhoor? Wheeerree?" I reached for the side
of the bed, misjudged the distance, and fell back to the carpet. My
jaw clicked as I hit the floor again and another wave of pain
blossomed inside of my head.

Suzie?

I couldn't think straight. Where was I?

Suzie...

My wrist wouldn't support my weight, but the
pain was starting to fade at least. I blinked rapidly as I
struggled to pull air into my lungs. Something was wrong.

Suzie!

Her voice cut through the fog that filled my
head. She was screaming. Over and over I heard her shout for me.
And as I pulled myself back up to my knees, with one hand on the
bed while I cradled the other against my chest, I finally saw
her.

She was kicking and lashing out at the
stranger from below him on the bed. His jacket was off now, and as
I watched, he pulled off his tie, caught one of Suzie's flailing
fists, and wrapped the silk neckwear tightly around her wrist. With
another burst of superhuman speed, he caught her other wrist and
tied her roughly to the headboard, with her arms held above her
head and unable to free herself no matter how hard she
struggled.

"Leave her alone!" I croaked as I pushed
myself to my feet. I swayed unsteadily as I fought to keep my
balance. Something was dripping into my left eye as I tried to keep
myself upright. "Get off of her!"

The stranger and Suzie both looked at me. Her
eyes were wide with fright and seemed to grow wider as she stared
at me, but the man simply raised an eyebrow again. "You look like
death," he said before chuckling to himself. "And I should
know."

"Get off of her!" I took a swing at the man,
missed by a wide margin, then tipped over and fell back against the
wall. When I tried to push myself back up, my legs refused to bend.
I was tired. So tired. Whatever was dripping into my eye was now
sliding across my cheek and down my neck. And when I wiped, my
fingers came back bright red. I'm dying... Have to save
Suzie...

"Leave her alone..." My head tipped forward,
stopping only when my chin hit my chest. "Get away..."

"Trent! Ohh God! Ohh God no! Trent, get
up!"

I managed to flex a few fingers in response
to Suzie's screams, but that was as much as I could do. And right
before the darkness over took me, one last thought flitted through
my mind, mocking me.

You never loved her...

 


*****

 


Pain was the last thing I remembered before
passing out and pain was the first thing I felt when I woke back
up. But unlike the pain from before, this was quick, sharp,
focused. My cheek stung from the backhand that jarred me back to
the world of the living, but when I tried to rub the sore spot I
found that I couldn't move my hands.

My eyes opened and I saw why. I was in the
middle of the bed, completely naked and bound to the headboard just
like Suzie had been before I passed out. And no matter how much I
struggled against the bonds, I couldn't shake myself free. But more
surprising than being tied up was the fact I could move at all.
When I passed out, I was sure that was it for me. I was dying.
Now... Now I felt better than I ever had in my life.

"Good morning Sunshine," said a voice from
beside me. I recognized the English accent immediately.

"Where's Suzie? What did you do with her?!" I
screamed.

"The girl you were playing house with? She's
in the closet. Ironic considering the state of your marriage." The
man walked over to the closet and dropped his hand to the doorknob.
"And behind door number one..."

Suzie was bound and naked with her arms up in
the air, wrists tied to the hanger bar above her head. She was so
short that she he had stand on her tippy toes just to keep her
shoulders from dislocating, but other than the sheer terror on her
face, she looked okay. She screamed, but the sound of her fear was
muffled by the wadded up panties the stranger had shoved into her
mouth and tied in place.

Why is he doing this? What the hell is going
on?!

"Whatever you want, just let her go and you
can have it," I said as I met Suzie's eyes. "Anything you want.
Just let her go."

The stranger ran a finger across Suzie's
cheek, making her cringe and pull away. But tied up and with
nowhere to go, his touch lingered on her cheek. "And what if all I
want is your pretty little wife?" His fingers slipped along her
neck, then down her shoulder until his palm was pressing against
her breast. "I could please her in ways you could only dream of.
She'll moan my name while you watch.” He turned to me as his
fingers wrapped around her nipple and twisted.

Suzie wriggled but got nowhere. And as the
stranger increased his torque on her tit, I saw my wife's head snap
back. Her eyes closed and even with the gag in her mouth, there was
no denying the sound she was making. I'd heard her make it before
when I touched her nipples.

He must have drugged her or something,
I thought as I watched Suzie moan under his touch. I have to
stop this. "Hey! Leave her the hell alone!"

The stranger let go of Suzie immediately.
"I'm curious, why did you two get married?"

"Because we love each other you sick
fuck."

The stranger twisted Suzie's nipples again,
even harder this time. And I could do nothing but watch as her
pleasure turned to pain. "When you lie to me, I get bored. And when
I get bored, I break things. So tell the truth now Sunshine, or she
won't live to see the morning."

What the hell does he want from me? "I
don't understand! Just leave her alone!"

The stranger's voice rose. "Why did you two
marry?"

Suzie was watching me with tears streaming
from her pained eyes. I have to hurt her to stop him from
hurting her more. "It was my parents idea. I... I didn't want
to get married. Not... Not yet..."

The stranger let Suzie go. But from the
pained expression on her face, I'd hurt her more than his touch. I
couldn't look at her anymore. I turned away ashamed.

"Ohh don't be like that," the stranger said
as he walked around the bed to catch my eye. "That's twice tonight
you've saved her life. So what if you don't love her."

"I don't know what you want, or who you are,
but if I get free, I promise I'm going to kill you."

The man smiled as he sat down in the chair
where he'd started the night. "I plan on freeing you tonight
Sunshine, but when I do, it won't be so you can kill me. For right
now though, I'm quite enjoying our little therapy session."

"Fuck off you fucking lunatic."

The man sighed, stood up, and punched me
right in the stomach, driving the air from my body and leaving me
gasping on the bed. "You are brave, but clearly not too bright. So
let me explain how this is going to work. I will ask you questions,
you will answer. If you don't I will hurt you. Or her. Honestly it
doesn't matter much to me."

"Why," I wheezed, "why are you doing this?
What do you want from us?!"

"Are you not listening? I ask the questions."
The man sighed and struck again, this time catching me with an open
palm across my face. "Although... Yes. Rule change. For every
question you answer, I'll let you ask one of me. This could be
fun." The man sat back down and folded his hands in his lap. "And
I'll even start us off. To answer your question, I'm doing this
because I can. And because you are interesting."

"Interesting?"

The man shook his head. "No no no. It's my
turn. So tell me Trent, did you ever love Suzie?"

The words came off my tongue quickly.
"Yes!"

The man looked past me. "He's not lying. Not
this time." He looked back at me. "Your turn."

This is crazy. Ask a question? What the
fuck does it matter? "How is this going to end?"

Without missing a beat, he answered. "Bloody.
My turn. Were you ever in love with poor Suzie? Or is this
all platonic?"

"I... I don't know."

The man sighed and walked over to Suzie.

"No! Leave her alone damn it!"

"I told you the rules. And if you don't want
to play, then I have to entertain myself." His hand shot out
quickly and for a moment I thought he missed Suzie completely. But
as I watched, a thin red line blossomed on Suzie's chest, running
between her perky breasts all the way down to her belly button. And
with each passing second, the line grew darker until blood began to
weep from the wound. He'd cut her using nothing but his fingernail.
"Answer the question Sunshine or I'll play a game of Tic Tac Toe
across her belly."

"I was! I don't know! I might have, maybe
once..."

The man shook his head and his arm twitched
before Suzie whimpered under her gag and another line appeared on
her skin. "I want you to think before you open your mouth this
time. Yes or no. Those are the only two words I want to hear. And I
can tell when you are lying. So don't."

Yes or no. Did I ever actually love
Suzie? I sighed as the answer hit me. Why did I even bring
her here? This is all my fault. "No. I never loved her. Not
that way."

Suzie dropped her gaze to the floor. I was
actually glad that she did. I didn't want to look into her eyes
anymore than she wanted to look into mine.

The stranger was clearly enjoying himself. He
bent down and twisted so he could look up at my crying wife. "Oh.
The truth hurts doesn't it? But better you found out now instead of
living your whole life with a lie this big. Right?" The man
straightened up and turned his attention back to me. "Your turn
again Sunshine."

"Who are you? What are you?"

"Only one at a time Trent. No cheating. But
to answer you, my name is William." He bowed deeply and wore a
large smile as he tipped back up. "Nice to meet you."

"William? That's it?"

"I think I answered your question Trent. And
since you are not in much of a position to argue, I suggest you
take what I give you. Now, my turn. And this one is a doozy. When
did you first think you were gay?"

This words hit me like a hammer. Gay? I'm
not gay! "I'm not gay!"

William came close and I braced myself for
another hard smack. But instead, he sat down next to me on the bed
and ran his hand up my leg. Slowly, gently. "I've seen many things
in my life, been many things. And trust me Sunshine, you are
gay."

"I'm not gay!" I'm not... But as
William's hand climbed higher up my leg, something strange was
happening down below. An urge I only ever felt when I was alone in
my room sprang to life. And to my horror, I found myself start to
stiffen as I thought about what William might look like with his
shirt off. No! This isn't me! He did something to me!

William's hand pulled away quickly. "Wait! I
think Suzie wants to answer this one. Why, she is practically
screaming out her answer."

I had no idea what William meant. Suzie was
busy trying to burn a hole in the floor with her eyes and hadn't
made a peep since he had sliced her. William pulled the gag out and
grabbed Suzie by the hair, tipping her head up so she was forced to
look at me.

"Go ahead," he said to Suzie as he stared at
me, "tell your husband what you were thinking. Then maybe he can be
honest with the rest of us."

"Trent, I love you," she said with tears in
her eyes. "I'm so sorry. I love you!"

William shook her head back and forth. "What
you were thinking! Tell him!"

Suzie's eye's burned with fury. "Go to hell!"
She spat at William. But her spittle missed as he ducked away.

"You two... Maybe you were meant to be
together. Both stubborn as a mule. One can't admit to himself what
he really is, and the other wants to save him from becoming the
very thing he denies!"

What? "Suzie? What's he talking
about?"

She was crying again. "It was your mother’s
idea! She was worried about you! Ever since you were little. I was
the only girl you ever even looked at, let alone talked to. We just
wanted you to be normal Trent! We love you!"

My mother? My mother thought I was gay?
Suzie thought I was gay? "Who else? Who else thought..." I
couldn't even finish the question. I didn't want to know. It was
already too much. I'm not gay. Right? I thought about all
the times growing up that I thought about dating. I'd always had an
excuse why I couldn't. No money. No time. Suzie was right. She
really was the only girl I talked to. Women just never interested
me. But that doesn't mean I'm gay!

My thoughts were interrupted by William. For
a moment I thought he was talking, but when I turned to him, him
mouth wasn't moving. But I heard his voice all the same. Clear and
crisp, it was like he was right there, in my head with me.

"Shunning women doesn't make you gay Trent.
Liking men does. And the reason you were so scared tonight, so
afraid of doing your duties as a husband is that you knew, deep
down, that you couldn't. Not with Suzie. She isn't what you want.
What you want is a big... fat... cock!"

"No!" My heart was pounding in my chest as I
thrashed on the bed. "No! Get out of my head! How the fuck are you
doing this?! It's not true! I'm not gay! It's not true!"

William was back on the bed. With a single
hand, he pushed me down into the mattress, keeping me in place
while his other hand slid down my stomach and towards my dick. My
heart seized in my chest as he grew closer and closer. And when his
fingers finally found my shaft, limp and soft, his eyes locked on
mine. "There are two people in this room with you right now Trent.
And only one of us can make you happy. So let's run the Excalibur
test. If you really are gay, I'm going to turn your sword to
stone."

I'm not gay. I'm not gay. I'm not gay!
I repeated my mantra again and again as William slid his hand over
my cock. Just stay down. I'm not gay!

"That's not going to work Sunshine. Thinking
about baseball and warm apple pie is just a stall tactic. Because
sooner or later, your mind is going to wander. You'll be thinking
about the most boring ball game ever invented, nice and safe right?
But then you'll notice the man at bat, bent over in his tight white
pants. His firm ass is sticking right out at you as he shakes his
hips and waits for the pitch. It's like he's mocking you Trent. He
wants you to grab that ass. To pull him close and spread those
cheeks."

No. No no no no! With each word out of
his mouth, my mind painted a mental picture. I saw the ballplayer
just like he described, bent over and shaking his ass. And then he
turned around to give me a knowing grin. That's when I found myself
staring into the face of William.

I felt myself stiffen in his hand. I was
actively trying to keep myself limp and it had only taken him a few
seconds. When Suzie tried it took her minutes of playful
teasing.

And William wasn't even done yet. "Or maybe,
just maybe, you want him to hold you." He smiled at me as I grew
even stiffer. "Yes, there it is. I don't even need to read your
mind for that one. You want to be held tightly in big strong arms.
You want those large, manly hands on your hips as his thick cock
slides right into your ass don't you? Inch by inch you let him in.
And the further he goes, the better you feel."

I'd never felt so hard in my life. My cock
was throbbing in pain as William stroked me up and down, with my
body begging for release. And even though I knew deep down that it
was his words, and his gentle hand, that was causing my arousal, I
couldn't believe it. I fought him, and myself, with every ounce of
strength I had. And I was losing.

"Tell me true Sunshine, you like what you're
hearing don't you? You want a big, strong man to hold you. To make
you his. To own you, control you, use you as he will. You don't
want a doting wife. You never did. No, you want to be the
wife. You want to be the one down on their knees, with their head
pressed against their man's crotch. Serving him like any good wife
should. Admit it Trent. Admit it's true and we can stop this whole
game."

I'm not gay! My cock was close to
bursting. Thoughts of looking up at William, with his strong,
masculine features and soulful eyes looking back at me as I sat
between his open legs with his cock in my hand ran through my head.
I tried to force the thoughts out but every time I did, a new, even
worse scenario would burst forth. And they all shared a single
theme. Me and William together, with him on top and me gleefully
serving him in any way I could.

"Say it Trent. Say it! Suzie deserves to
know. Look what your lies have cost that poor girl. Tell her how
much you just want a cock between those sweet lips of yours."

He's right. I'm gay... Everyone knew. My
friends, my family, my pastor. they all knew. "I..." The words
caught in my throat. It didn't matter how good William was making
me feel down below, or if I finally agreed with him. Knowing it was
one thing. Telling my wife, even if she always suspected it, was
another.

"Just say the words Trent. Just tell her. I.
Am. Gay. That's all you have to do and this will all be over."

"I..." I'm sorry Suzie. "I am
gay..."

William's hand on my cock turned into a blur
of motion. And with his hand moving over my swollen shaft at speeds
no other human could match, I didn't last more than another few
seconds. With thoughts of William and I together on the bed, both
of us naked with me lying so safe and snug in his arms, I erupted.
My chest seized as I came, more powerfully than I ever had
before.

My whole body rocked as the pleasure washed
through me and my eyes snapped shut. Thick ribbons of cum sailed
through the air and crisscrossed my chest. And by the time it was
over, I was a sweaty, sticky mess. But for the first time in my
life, I knew what I was.

I was gay.

 


*****

 


 

"Let us go now," I said as I stared daggers
at William. "I did what you wanted. Now keep your promise."

William ran his fingers through the pooling
white mess on my chest, coating his index in my sticky cum. His
finger glistened as he stepped towards Suzie. "I only said that our
game would be over. I said nothing about letting you two go."

I could only watch as William's hand
disappeared between Suzie's legs. In an instant, the fear on her
face vanished; replaced by a look of sheer joy. Her eyes rolled
back before her head slumped forward. And from across the room I
could hear the gentle sighs of pleasure that escaped her mouth as
William's fingers danced within her.

"Yes, you like that don't you luv. The
feeling of a real man inside of you, giving you everything you
could ever want. All the while getting that little piece of Trent
as well. That tiny seed you've been chasing." William turned to me
while continuing to finger Suzie. "Too bad this might be the only
chance you'll ever get his cum inside you. I don't think Sunshine
is up for a romp with you any time soon."

"Leave her alone William," I growled.

"Or what? You'll untie yourself and try and
hit me again?" He laughed and slipped his fingers out of Suzie.
"Don't you remember what happened the last time you tried? Broken,
bloodied, and nearly dead. And you never even thanked me for fixing
you back up again. Quite rude you know."

He fixed me? I really did die... What the
hell is he? "It's my turn to ask a question!"

"Game's over Sunshine."

"Just tell me what you are! I was dead. How
did you bring me back? I don't even have a scratch on me!"

William sat back down in his chair and
twiddled his fingers as he stared at the ceiling. "What do you
believe in Trent? Do you go to church? Do you bend a knee and pray?
Do angels and demons fight over your eternal soul?"

Angels and demons? "You're a demon?
Holy hell!"

William laughed and slapped the armrest. "And
why couldn't I be an angel? I've healed you, made you whole, mind
and body. My touch brings... joy... to your lady friend. Seems like
I have more in common with the choir than I do with the lot down
below."

"You're not an angel. You're evil. Insane.
And God help me, if I get free I'll do anything I can to stop
you."

He sighed and stood up. "Well I have news for
you Sunshine. I'm not an angel or a demon. They aren't real. And
God won't help you anymore than he helped me when I was in your
position."

William leaned over me and tugged on the tie
that was binding my hands. "What? What are you doing?" I asked as
he worked.

"I'm bored again. And you keep telling me
that if I let you go, you'll try and make things interesting. So
here you are Trent. You're free. Time to play the hero."

William stepped back as I felt the feeling
return to my numb hands. And when I sat up cautiously, rubbing my
wrists while keeping my eyes locked on whatever he was, William
didn't try to stop me. He simply stood there and watched with a
slight smile on his face.

"Well?" he asked. "Are you going to come and
kill me? It's rude to keep people waiting."

"Trent! Be careful," said Suzie. "He's not
human."

Not human. But not an angel. Not a demon.
He's fast. Strong. Evil.

William's smile grew. "I am all of those
things. And still so much more. Have you figured it out yet
Sunshine?"

And he can read minds. It doesn't matter. I
have to do something. I have to save Suzie.

With a roar I pushed myself off of the bed,
launching towards William with every ounce of strength I possessed.
And for a moment, I thought I saw real fear in the other man's
eyes. I thought that somehow, I'd caught him off guard. But the
moment passed quickly and William stepped to the side when my
closed fist was only an inch from making contact. And before I knew
it, I found myself on the floor once more, clutching my side where
I'd hit the ground.

"Do you know what it's like to know
everything a person is going to do before they do it?" William
asked as he stood over me. "And to be so much stronger, so much
faster than those around you?"

"I won't stop trying," I said as I pushed
myself up from the floor. "I will kill you."

William waved his hand at me. "Do you know
why you're still alive? Why I brought you back from the brink?"

"Does it matter?"

"Oh I should think so."

"Then tell me. You clearly like to hear your
own voice."

William's hand fell to the back of my head.
Pain spread across my scalp as his fingers wound themselves in my
hair and he pulled me to my feet. "I saved your life because you
were interesting. You don't even love the girl, but you were ready
to die to protect her. You are different. Why?"

"Anyone would do the same," I said as we
stared at each other without blinking.

William chuckled and threw me to the bed
facedown, with my knees on the carpet and my chest lying on the
mattress. And before I could do anything, his hand planted itself
in the middle of my back, pressing me deeper into the springs of
the bed as he leaned in close. "I've lived many lifetimes. I've
seen many things. And for all of the people I've met in my years,
none of them would do what you did."

His hand lifted from my back, but his head
remained so close to my ear that I could feel his cold breath on
the back of my neck. "Humans talk a big game, but when death comes,
most people run away. A few will fight for what they love. But you.
You fight because that's what you think people do." William ran his
fingers across my back in small delicate swirls of motion. "You
were interesting before. When I didn't know how you worked. But now
it’s painfully clear. You are nothing more than a puppet. And
everyone else around you pulls the strings."

"That's not true." I said as I laid there.
But even as I denied it, I found myself questioning. Was I really
just living for everyone around me? I make my own choices. Live
my own life. "I just... I did what was right."

"No Trent. You do what you think is right.
You do what people tell you to do. Your moral compass was designed
and built by everyone else around you." William flipped me over
without warning and pressed his face so close to mine that our
noses were nearly touching. "But I have a solution. I can strip
away all your inhibitions. I can peel you open until we find the
real you hiding inside. And when it's all over, we'll see just what
kind of man you truly are."

His bright green eyes started to shimmer,
turning into pools of constantly changing colors. And as I stared
into the strangely beautiful orbs, I felt something inside of me. A
pressure was building inside of my head, slow at first, but growing
stronger by the second. William grabbed my head in his hands when I
tried to turn away. And just when I thought the pressure was going
to cause my head to explode, it suddenly stopped.

"Trent!" Called a voice that sounded like it
was miles away.

My ears were ringing and my throat was raw.
Was I screaming? When I tried to sit up, the world spun
around me. I dropped back to the mattress and shut my eyes until
the dizziness passed. I felt like I was drunk. What did he do to
me?

"Trent!" Called the voice again, closer this
time.

Am I still me? I ran through a list of
everything I thought made me the person I was. Fishing, camping,
sports and barbeque all brought a sense of happiness along with the
thought. But when I thought of church and my parents, I felt empty.
When I thought of Suzie, the waters muddied a bit, but everything
was so much clearer than before.

I didn't love her. Not in the way a man is
supposed to love a woman. I knew that before but I felt it even
more strongly now. But I still cared about her. In fact, she was
the only person that stirred up any emotion at all. But mixed in
with all the happy memories I'd shared with Suzie was a deep
resentment for what she'd tried to force me into.

"Trent! Get up! Please get up!"

I turned towards Suzie. She'd been calling my
name this whole time. And seeing her like she was, that protective
urge flooded through me. I wasn't a puppet. I was a man. And I had
to end this now.

I turned on William with every intention of
taking the fight to him once again. I knew that I didn't stand a
chance against whatever he was, but it didn't matter. I couldn't do
nothing. But when I saw him, all of the fight in me simply
disappeared. Because when I looked at William now, I didn't want to
fight him.

I wanted to fuck him. Every fiber of my being
wanted the man in front of me to push me down to the bed and take
me in his arms. I wanted his hands on my body, scratching and
pulling at my skin as he pressed his lips against mine. I wanted
his hands on my cock and mine on his. In that moment, I saw myself
doing everything I could to get William to take me and make me his.
And surprisingly, I felt no shame. The only thing I felt was
desire.

William looked down at me with a knowing
smile. "I have to say, I'm surprised about the girl. And even more
so about what happened when I took away everyone else's
expectations for you. I thought you would become a selfish husk
like the rest of humanity." He bent in close and ran a hand across
my cheek. His touch was like lightning, sending my whole body into
convulsions. "Instead, you just focused that pathological need to
please people. And I quite like what I'm seeing."

He likes me. He's touching me. He needs to
touch me more! I wanted William more than I'd ever wanted
anything in my life. I still didn't know what he was or why he'd
chosen us, but it didn't matter to me right now. All that mattered
was getting him out of those pants and into this bed.

My hands shot out and wrapped themselves
around William's neck, pulling him down urgently to my mouth. But
no matter how hard I tried, the man above me wouldn't move any
closer. He just stared down at me with those unnaturally green
eyes. So when he wouldn't come to me, I went to him. And when our
lips touched, it was heaven.

He didn't do anything at first. It was simply
me pressed to his lips, waiting for something to happen but happy
that I'd even made it this far. But then his mouth opened and my
tongue slipped inside, eager to explore. And as my tongue danced
with his, William's hands returned to my body, running over my
chest before slipping down to my sides.

With a sudden dizzying acceleration, he
lifted me off the bed and into his arms. My hands wrapped round his
neck while my legs did the same to his torso. His kisses became
more urgent and his hands squeezed my ass cheeks roughly while my
cock, harder than it'd ever been in my life, pressed firmly against
his rock hard stomach. Passion burned through my body, threatening
to overwhelm me as his lips broke away from mine. Kisses dropped
across my cheek and down my neck until his tongue slipped across my
collarbone.

And then pain erupted across my shoulder and
ran up to my ear. I cried out as my body tensed and tears built in
the corner of my eyes, but I didn't want to let William go. He'd
bit me, and now his mouth was wrapped around the jagged wound that
his teeth had left on my neck. But the pain was nothing compared to
the thought of being separated from him.

"What are you doing," I managed to ask as my
vision started to blur. "That... that hurts..." My head started to
throb. "Stop..." I said weakly. "Stop..."

But William didn't. And as darkness claimed
me for a second time tonight, the reality of what he was finally
hit me.

William was a vampire.

 


*****

 


I was surprised when I woke up and I wasn't
lusting after the man sitting next to me. The unbridled need for
William's body was gone, replaced by my old convictions and
morality. I was back to being as confused as I was before he mucked
about in my brain. But now I hated him just that much more for it.
Not just for muddling in my head, but for putting me back together
again. Part of me longed to be the carefree shell that William had
made me. I knew what I wanted then. And I was happy. So, so
happy.

"Awake again. And not a moment too soon,"
said William as he shifted on the bed next to me. He was still
fully clothed while I was as naked as I'd been all night. Just one
more constant reminder about who held the power in the room. "And
you've finally figured out what I am, so you know just how much
time we have left to play tonight."

Speed. Strength. Mind control. Blood
sucking. "You're a vampire."

William nodded then sighed and leaned back
against the headboard, staring up at the ceiling as if lost in
thought. "And an old one at that. Tell me Trent, what would you do
with eternity? Do you think you would grow bored?"

I didn't want to play his games any more. I
looked over at the clock on the nightstand. The burning red digits
displayed 4:32. It was only a couple of hours until sunrise. Then I
could make my move.

"I can read your mind Sunshine. There is no
escape. There is no hope for a brighter future. A millennia on
Earth has taught me that."

"Is this what you do with your time then?
Break into hotel rooms and mope about? A thousand years on Earth
and this is the best use of your time? Just kill us and get it over
with. You're pathetic."

William's hand caught me across the face and
the sheer power of his blow sent me careening off the bed. As I
stared off at the ceiling from my spot on the floor, dazed and
unsure what had just happened, his hand closed around my throat
before he lifted me into the air. My feet kicked uselessly as I
dangled in his grip.

"I would watch your tongue unless you want to
find it pulled from your head boy." William threw me back to the
mattress where I bounced hard against the springs before settling
in place. "And for your information, I generally don't play with my
food. But you just had to be different."

I rubbed my throat as I pushed myself
backwards on the bed. I wasn't sure what was going on now. Were we
still playing one of William's games? Or was this really it? I
looked back towards the closet and saw Suzie was still alive behind
me, but the makeshift gag was back in her mouth and her neck was a
bloodied mess where William must have bit her while I was out.

He knew what I was thinking before I said it.
"Yes. Look at her Trent. She doesn't have much left in her now. But
I tell you what Sunshine, we'll play one last game tonight. And the
rules are simple. All you have to do is get on your knees and give
in to your desire for me. If you do that, then I'll let one of you
live tonight."

Fuck a monster to save a girl. I
looked at Suzie and knew I had no choice. But I was confused as to
why I had a choice to begin with. "Why didn't you just leave me
like I was before you bit me? All fucked up in the head and horny?
I was ready to do anything you wanted. Why put my mind back
together?"

"Where's the fun in that? If I wanted an
empty headed sex toy, all I have to do is snap my fingers. But you,
like this, it's so much more fun. I never intended for this
tonight. You and your pretty little wife were supposed to be a
light snack. But now you are so much more. Confused, angry,
lustful. Even a little murderous. You were supposed to be fast
food. But you've turned into something to savor slowly. I can't
remember the last time I enjoyed the company of someone so
much."

He's... Oh God. The vampire has a crush on
me. "You're one big bag of crazy, you know that right?"

William shrugged and sat in the chair that
started it all. He spread his legs and popped the buckle of his
belt before unzipping his pants and leaving his fly open. "I am a
great many things. And right now, most of all, I'm a bit horny. So
make your choice. Give in to the real side of yourself and take me
as a lover, or die living a lie with your fake wife. I'll even lay
your bodies in bed together so the maids find you spooning in the
morning."

I looked back at Suzie for one final time. I
already knew what I was going to do, but I still felt like I was
cheating on her somehow, even if I didn't love her and was trying
to save her life. She wasn't in any condition to give me the green
light though. Her eyes were glossy behind half closed lids. She
looked pale and sagged against her bonds. If she didn't get help
soon, I wasn't sure if she'd make it until morning.

I turned back to William and slid off the
bed. He watched me silently as I crawled across the carpet towards
his chair. And once I was in place between his wide open legs, I
straightened my back and took a breath before pulling his pants
open. This was it. My final act on Earth. I was about to suck a
cock to save a life.

William's hand dropped to the top of my head
and ran through my hair. My heart beat wildly in my chest as I
pulled out his dick and stared at it like I'd never seen one
before. But his touch was gentle and surprisingly calming.

He was bigger than I was. Thicker too. And as
I wrapped my hand around his swollen cock, the nervousness that I
felt up to this point simply melted away. I'd spent the night
thinking about what it would be like with William's dick between my
lips. Now I could finally know. And as I dipped my head towards
him, I felt at peace.

"Yes Trent. Take every last centimeter. Show
me just how much you want me. Don't fight against your desires.
Accept them."

I didn't need William's coaching. I was
already lost. The second I touched his hard dick it was over for
me. It was like the last piece of a puzzle had been pushed in place
and I finally saw the whole picture for what it was. I was gay and
there was no question about it. And it wasn't just his cock that I
wanted. It was everything about him. His strength, his control. His
ability to test me, bend me, break me.

William was a force of nature. And as my
mouth slid across the tip of his dick for the first time, my desire
to stay right where I was grew. I wanted his soft touch in my hair
as I bobbed up and down on his cock. I wanted him to lift me as
easily as he did earlier and use me as he saw fit. I wanted him to
punish me when I was bad and to reward me when I wasn't. I wanted
to be more than his toy. I wanted to be his pet.

I didn't understand where the desire was
coming from. I'd never wanted anything like it before. And deep
down, I still felt a burning hatred towards the monster in my
mouth. But that hatred, that murderous loathing that had almost
killed me twice tonight, was tempered by the uncontrolled lust that
was running through me. Killing him could wait a little longer.
Right now it was all about the pleasure.

William sighed above me and his fingers
tickled me behind my ears as I gladly licked every inch of his hard
cock. "You see Sunshine? You feel it now too don't you? This is
something special. Something worth waiting for."

William pulled me off of his dick and for a
moment I thought I'd done something wrong. But when I saw his smile
as he stood up, I knew everything was still good. And when he held
his hand down to help me up, I gladly accepted it.

William grabbed the back of the chair and
spun it like a top, balancing it on one of its stubby wooden legs
until he managed to move it so the seat cushion pressed against the
side of the bed. It would have been hard to sit in the chair in its
new position, but he had no intention of using the chair that way
anymore.

Instead, William bent me over, pressing my
chest against the back of the chair and forcing me to balance
myself by dropping my hands to the armrests. In my new position, I
was facing the closet where Suzie still hung limply like a slab of
meat. She stared back at me with wide eyes but I didn't care. My
thoughts weren't with her any more. They were with William now, who
was busy positioning himself behind me and pulling my hips into
just the right spot.

"I want to hear you ask for it Sunshine. Tell
me what you want. What you really desire. And tell her as well.
Tell your wife how much I mean to you."

It was like I was under a spell. Only a few
hours ago, I could barely choke out the truth about what I was. But
now I eagerly shouted it at the top of my lungs while I met Suzie's
judgmental eyes. "I want to be fucked! Fuck me William. I want you
inside of me. As deep and as hard as you can."

"With pleasure," he said as he spread my
cheeks wide and pressed the tip of his cock against my tightly
closed asshole.

I wasn't sure what it would feel like when he
finally pushed inside of me, but I thought it would feel good.
Instead, a sharp painful pressure rocketed through me as William
made his entry. His cock strained against my asshole which was
desperately trying to force him back out. Quick, choked screams
spilled from my mouth as my fingers dug into the padded armrests.
"Oh God! Stop William! It hurts!"

He didn't stop. If anything, he pushed into
me even harder, holding my hips tightly in his impossibly strong
hands. I felt dizzy and sick as his thrust pushed him deeper and
deeper. And by the time I felt his hips against my ass, I was
crying fully. This was a mistake. A horrible, terrible mistake.

Then William pulled back and the pressure
lessened. The pain did as well. With every second that passed, my
body grew used to the feeling of William buried deep within me.
Slowly, the pain transformed into something else. My ass quit
trying to push him out. And when he leaned back into me, I felt the
pressure still, but it felt good. So good.

"There it is Sunshine. Like any virgin, the
first time always hurts a bit in the beginning. But now the fun can
begin."

William's hips smashed into my ass then
reversed directions again and again. And with each forceful push
into me, he would hit something that sent shockwaves through my
core. My own cock throbbed with each of his movements, begging to
be touched. But with my awkward positioning on the chair, I
couldn't reach myself. There was nothing I could do but bite down
on my lip and try and ignore the slow agony of my extreme
horniness.

"All those years of not knowing what you
were. And everyone around you trying to force you away from it. You
would have never known this. Now moan for me Sunshine. I want to
hear just how much you love the feeling of a man inside of
you."

I obeyed instantly. It wasn't a hard thing to
do. With the pleasure building inside of me and threatening to
drive me insane, moaning managed to work as a pressure release
valve, letting all of my excess energy slip out in the air. And
with each thrust of William behind me, my moaning grew louder,
longer.

"And it doesn't have to end here Trent. I can
turn you. Make you into one of us. You would be mine forever. You'd
spend your nights at my feet and your days in my arms for the rest
of our long, long lives. Just you and I against the world."

I couldn't think straight anymore. A single
gentle touch on my throbbing cock would have sent me over the edge,
but without anything at all, the pleasurable pressure in my ass
just kept building. I wanted to cum so badly but every time I
moved, William just pressed me back into place. I was past the
point of listening. Half moaning, I simply screamed, "Yes!
Anything, just let me cum!"

William lifted me suddenly, with his cock
still wedged deep inside of me. He kicked the chair out from under
me and sent it crashing against the wall. He twisted me in midair,
never pulling himself out from within me, before sending both of us
crashing to the bed. And when my back hit the mattress the force of
our fall sent William rushing deep inside of me, sending a wave of
pleasure through my body so strong that I was pretty sure I blacked
out for a few seconds.

When I came to again, my legs were wrapped
around William as he pressed into me. He was holding my arms down
against the bed while his head was buried against my shoulder. And
by the burning sensation running down my arm, I knew he'd bit me
again. But I didn't care. I knew I wasn't leaving the room alive.
Right now, all I wanted to do was cum one last time.

I couldn't reach my cock with William holding
me down. But in our new position I didn't have to. With each of his
thrusts, my own dick dragged along his hard stomach. And that was
all I needed to finally erupt. With William still hammering my
insides, my orgasm rolled over me and kept on going with each new
thrust he made.

Dying during sex. Not a bad way to go.

The lightheadedness from William draining me
combined with the pulse pounding pleasure of my climax. And with
each added beat of my heart, it was just that much more blood that
I pumped into his waiting mouth. That in turn made his thrusting
pick up, which kept me running hot up until the end.

My eyes shut and my mind fogged over, lost
amid a sea of pleasure. I'd saved the girl, come out of the closet,
and fucked a monster, all within the space of a single night. My
life was short, but as I came again, with my cock pumping out round
after round of thick white cum that stuck to both of our bodies, I
was happy.

 


*****

 


And extreme sense of hunger woke me up. And
as my eyes snapped open, I couldn't believe I was still alive. I
looked quickly at the clock on the nightstand and had to blink a
few times to make sure I was reading it correctly. The red numbers
on the face read 3:22. A.M. And the date showed three days had
passed since I'd last looked.

What the hell is going on?

I sat up and my stomach protested again. I
was dressed in my suit from the wedding, complete with shoes on my
feet. Another wave of hunger fell over me, sending a shooting pain
through my head in the process. If I didn't get something to eat
soon, I was going to go mad. Well, when you sleep for three
days, you miss quite a few meals.

I stepped off the bed and looked around the
room. The broken remains of the chair we'd first found William in
were still lying against the wall where he'd kicked it. The closet
was empty and Suzie was nowhere to be found. For a moment, extreme
panic took hold of me, but when I didn't feel the rapid beating of
my heart which should have followed, my panic turned to curiosity
then to dread.

No. He didn't. I'm not... I pressed my
hand against my chest and held my breath, waiting to feel the
familiar thumping of my heartbeat. But under my ribcage, there was
no movement. And when I pressed my fingers to my pulse, I found
nothing. According to everything I knew about medicine, I was dead.
William!

I burst out of the bedroom just as another
wave of hunger hit. I fell to my knees as I clutched my stomach and
rode out the pain. It hurt so much! But when it finally passed and
I managed to raise my head from the floor, I saw Suzie. She was
sitting quietly on the couch, with her hands folded in her lap and
wearing a flowing blue summer dress.

She's safe. It's over.

Then I saw William. He was sitting across the
room from her in one of the dining chairs. And he was looking right
at me. "Welcome back Sunshine! We've been waiting for you to wake
up."

I couldn't believe this was still happening.
I'd done everything he asked me to do. He said he would leave. He
wasn't supposed to be here! "Why won't you just leave us
alone!"

William's smile disappeared as he stood up
and moved towards Suzie. She didn't move a muscle as he tilted her
head to one side and brushed her hair away from her neck. "There is
no you and her anymore Trent. You are mine now. And as soon as you
eat, we'll be on our way."

I looked at William, then to Suzie. From
across the room, I swore I could hear her heartbeat. And when I
looked at her neck, I saw her skin rise up and down as the artery
beneath sent blood to her brain.

Another wave of hunger pains hit.

"You have to eat Trent. You need to feed.
Just come over here and take a bite."

I saved her! She isn't supposed to be
here. She's supposed to be safe! "No! You said you'd let her
go!"

William sighed. "You need to learn to listen.
I said one of you would die that night. And one of you did. But
this is a new night and these are new rules. Now eat."

"No."

William bent down and bit into Suzie's neck.
I tried to stop him but another wave of pain sent me to my
knees.

William smiled at me as he looked down. "Time
for that later. But right now, you need to feed."

"No damn it! I'm not! This is wrong!"

"Do you know what it means to be the sire of
another vampire? It means that if I want to, all I have to do is
think it and you will obey." William stared at me and his eyes
shifted colors as I watched. In a voice that sounded like a hundred
people were talking at once, William said a single word. "Eat."

I couldn't stop myself. My body rose without
my direction and I shuffled towards Suzie without pause. I tried to
stop myself, I tried to scream or tell her to run. But I couldn't
do anything as I bent over and latched on to her bleeding neck. And
as I drank from her, slowing draining her of the life I tried so
hard to save, I could hear her last thoughts as she drifted
away.

I love you Trent. I've always loved you.

William stood up and opened the front door.
But before he closed the door behind him, he paused. "Drain her and
say your goodbyes. I'll be waiting outside."

Suzie's pulse slowed as I continued to suck
out every last drop of her blood. It wouldn't be long now before
her heart stopped completely and she drifted off forever. And all
because she foolishly fell in love with someone who could never
lover her back. It wasn't right. I had to stop.

With each mouthful of her blood, a little
more of me was able to fight against William's command. My legs
were mine again. Then my arms. And soon enough, I was back in
control. Any longer though and it wouldn't have mattered. Suzie was
cold to the touch and as pale as a ghost but her heart was still
beating slowly.

With gentle hands I laid her down across the
couch and prayed she would make it until morning. I wished I could
stay with her, to make sure someone found her, but the best thing I
could do now was lead William as far away as I could. So with a
kiss on the forehead and a final goodbye, I stepped away from my
wife and opened the door.

"She's dead then?" asked William.

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.

He didn't believe me. His eyes flashed as he
said, "Stay."

My body locked up and William walked back
into the hotel room. When he came back out a minute later, fresh
blood coated his lips.

He stopped in front of me and stared angrily.
"The next time I give you an order, you will follow it. Just
because you are dead doesn't mean you can't feel pain." He leaned
in and kissed me deeply, spreading the last of Suzie across my lips
before pulling back and smiling. "And I think we'll both enjoy each
other so much more if you learn to obey. Now come."

My body was mine once more and I quickly
wiped away the blood from my lips. I'd tried so hard to keep her
safe, but in the end it didn't matter what I did. And now I was a
monster too, bound forever to a man who seemed to enjoy pushing me
to my breaking point.

"I'll kill you if it's the last thing I do,"
I said as he started to walk away.

William spun on his heels and walked
backwards, bouncing on his heels," Oh I know you'll try Sunshine.
And I wouldn't want it any other way. But until that day comes,
you'll just have to learn to love me. Now let's go find a new place
to spend the day together. I want to break you in properly before
the sun comes up."

Thoughts of William pressing his naked body
against my own mixed with images of me finally ending him forever.
I was as confused now as I was when I was still alive, and just
like then, I couldn't deny the strange attraction I felt towards
the man. Memories of our night together rushed through me as I ran
to catch up with William. By the time I was back by his side, I was
as hard as I could be, with my cock straining against my tight
slacks.

I looked over at William as we walked. He was
a monster, but he'd given me a life I would have never been able to
take myself. I would kill him one day. That much I was sure of. But
until that day came, there was nothing I could do except try and
enjoy myself at the feet of my new Master.
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