
        
            
                
            
        

    
You said the name three times, louder this time, your voice echoing in the small space. “Bloody Mary, Bloody Mary, Bloody Mary.”

For a moment, nothing happened. You almost laughed, ready to turn and open the door to mock your friends for believing in such nonsense. But then, the flickering light dimmed, and a chill ran down your spine. Your breath caught in your throat as the air seemed to shift around you, heavier, more oppressive. The mirror fogged up, as if someone had exhaled against it, and when it cleared, she was there.

She was beautiful—unnaturally so. Her skin glowed with an ethereal light, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders. Her eyes, a deep, hypnotic shade of green, locked onto yours, and you felt your chest tighten. But what caught your attention most was the fact that she was completely naked. Her curves were soft and inviting, her breasts full and perfectly shaped, her hips swaying with every subtle movement.

Your mouth went dry, your mind struggling to process what was happening. This wasn’t Bloody Mary. This was… something else.

“You called,” she said, her voice low and sultry, like honey dripping from her lips. It sent a shiver down your spine, and you felt a jolt of heat course through your body.

“I… I didn’t mean to—” you stammered, your words faltering as she stepped closer. Her presence was overwhelming, the scent of her skin intoxicating. You could feel the warmth radiating from her, and it made your head swim.

“Oh, but you did,” she purred, her lips curling into a wicked smile. Her hand reached out, her fingers brushing against your cheek, and you flinched at the electric sensation that shot through you. “You wanted something, didn’t you? Something… special.”

You couldn’t speak. Your body was responding to her in ways you couldn’t control, your pants growing tighter with every passing second. She noticed, her gaze flicking downward, and her smile widened.

“Let me take care of you,” she whispered, her voice dropping to a husky murmur. Her hands moved to your waist, her touch delicate yet commanding as she undid your belt. You didn’t stop her. You couldn’t. Your body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with anticipation.

She knelt before you, her emerald eyes never leaving yours as she pulled your pants down, revealing the hard, throbbing length of your cock. She let out a soft, appreciative hum, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. “So eager,” she teased, her breath hot against your skin.

And then, without warning, she took you into her mouth, her lips wrapping around you in a tight, wet embrace. You gasped, your hands instinctively reaching out to steady yourself against the sink. Her tongue swirled around the tip, teasing and tantalizing, before she took you deeper, her throat opening to accommodate your full length.

“Fuck,” you groaned, your head tilting back as pleasure surged through you. Her mouth was hot and wet, her movements slow and deliberate, each stroke sending jolts of ecstasy coursing through your body. Her hands gripped your hips, holding you in place as she worked you, her lips moving up and down your shaft with a rhythm that was maddeningly perfect.

You could feel the pressure building, the tension coiling in your gut as she continued to suck and lick, her tongue dancing along the sensitive underside of your cock. Your breathing grew ragged, your hips bucking involuntarily as the pleasure threatened to overwhelm you.

“Don’t stop,” you begged, your voice hoarse with need. She didn’t. In fact, she seemed to intensify her efforts, her mouth moving faster, her tongue swirling and flicking with a skill that left you trembling. Her eyes remained locked on yours, the intensity of her gaze only adding to the burning desire coursing through you.

The pressure reached its peak, and with a guttural moan, you came, your release spilling into her mouth as she swallowed every last drop. Your knees buckled, and you gripped the edge of the sink for support, your body shuddering with the force of your orgasm.

She pulled back slowly, her lips parting with a soft, satisfied sigh. “Surprised yet?” she asked, her tone playful as she stood, her body inches from yours. You could feel her breath on your skin, the warmth of her body pressing against you.

You were speechless, your mind reeling from what had just happened. She laughed softly, a sound that sent a fresh wave of heat through you, and leaned in close, her lips brushing against your ear. “Good,” she whispered, her voice low and filled with promise. “Because there’s more where that came from.”

The bathroom was still dimly lit, the faint hum of the bathroom fan the only sound breaking the silence. She stood before you, her naked body glowing softly in the dim light, her eyes twinkling with mischief and desire. This can’t be real, you thought, but the lingering warmth of her mouth on you told you otherwise.

“Surprised?” she teased, her voice low and sultry as she traced a finger down your chest. Her touch was electric, sending shivers through your body. You could only nod, still trying to process what had just happened. She laughed softly, a sound that was both intoxicating and maddening, and stepped closer, her body pressing against yours.

“Good,” she murmured, her lips brushing against your ear. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Her hands slid down your sides, her touch sending a jolt of electricity through you. She reached for your pants, her fingers deftly undoing the button and pulling the zipper down. You gasped as her hand slipped inside, her fingers wrapping around your hardening length. Her touch was firm, yet gentle, and you could feel yourself growing harder with every stroke.

She pulled back slightly, her eyes locking onto yours as she knelt before you. Her hands moved to your hips, guiding you to the edge of the sink. You complied without hesitation, your heart pounding in your chest. She leaned in, her breath hot against your skin as she pressed a soft kiss to the tip of your cock.

“Do you trust me?” she asked, her voice a whisper that sent a shiver down your spine.

You nodded, unable to form words. She smiled, her eyes gleaming with a mix of mischief and desire. She’s in control, you realized, and the thought sent a thrill through you.

She stood, her body pressing against yours as she guided you to turn around. Her hands were warm on your hips as she positioned you, her lips brushing against the back of your neck. “Relax,” she whispered, her voice soft and soothing.

You felt her hands move to your ass, her fingers tracing the curve of your cheeks. You tensed slightly, unsure of what she was planning, but her touch was so gentle, so confident, that you found yourself relaxing into her hands.

“Good,” she murmured, her lips brushing against your ear. “Just relax.”

You felt something cool and slick against your skin, her fingers massaging a gel-like substance into your ass. Her touch was firm yet gentle, and you found yourself leaning into her hands. Her other hand reached around, stroking your cock as she continued to prepare you.

“Ready?” she asked, her voice laced with anticipation.

You nodded, your heart pounding in your chest. She pressed her body against yours, her hands firmly on your hips as she guided herself against you. You felt the pressure, the tightness, as she slowly began to push herself inside you.

“Fuck,” you gasped, the sensation overwhelming. She paused, her hands gentle on your hips.

“Relax,” she whispered, her breath hot against your ear. “Just breathe.”

You took a deep breath, forcing yourself to relax as she slowly continued. The sensation was intense, but as she moved deeper, the discomfort began to fade, replaced by a growing sense of pleasure. Her hands were firm on your hips, guiding you as she began to move, her body rocking against yours.

“Oh God,” you moaned, the pleasure building with every thrust. Her hands moved to your chest, her fingers tracing the muscles as she continued to move. Her breath was hot against your ear, her moans soft and sultry as she picked up the pace.

The sensations were overwhelming, the tightness, the heat, the way her body moved against yours. You could feel yourself getting closer, the pleasure building with every thrust. Her hands moved down your chest, her fingers tracing the muscles as she continued to move. Her breath was hot against your ear, her moans soft and sultry as she picked up the pace.

“You feel so good,” she murmured, her voice filled with desire. Her fingers moved to your cock, stroking you in time with her thrusts. The combination of sensations was almost too much, the pleasure building rapidly.

“I’m close,” you gasped, your body trembling with the intensity of the sensations. She didn’t slow down, her thrusts growing faster, her hand moving faster on your cock.

“Cum for me,” she whispered, her voice a sultry command. The words sent a jolt of electricity through you, and with a guttural moan, you came, your release spilling onto her hand as she continued to stroke you.

She didn’t stop, her thrusts growing more intense as she rode out her own orgasm. Her body trembled against yours, her moans soft and sultry as she finally stilled, her breath hot against your ear.

For a moment, there was silence, the only sound the faint hum of the bathroom fan. She slowly pulled away, her hands gentle on your hips as she helped you turn to face her. Her eyes were dark with desire, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

“Good?” she asked, her voice soft and teasing.

You nodded, still trying to catch your breath. She laughed softly, a sound that sent a fresh wave of heat through you, and stepped closer, her body pressing against yours.

“I’m not done with you yet,” she murmured, her lips brushing against your ear. “But first, let’s clean up.”

She reached for a towel, her hands gentle as she cleaned you up. Her touch was soothing, yet electric, and you found yourself leaning into her hands. She pulled back slightly, her eyes locking onto yours as she pressed a soft kiss to your lips.

“Ready for round two?” she asked, her voice filled with anticipation. Before you could respond, she turned you around, her hands firm on your hips as she guided you to bend over the sink. “This time, I want you inside me.”

She positioned herself, her body pressing against yours as she reached back, guiding you to her entrance. You felt the warmth, the wetness, as she slowly guided you inside her.

The sensation was overwhelming, the tightness, the heat, the way her body moved against yours. You started slow, building a rhythm as she moaned softly, her hands gripping the edge of the sink.

“Harder,” she gasped, her voice filled with need. You complied, your thrusts growing faster, deeper. Her moans grew louder, her body trembling with pleasure as you continued to move.

“Fuck, yes,” she moaned, her voice filled with raw desire. You could feel yourself getting closer, the pleasure building rapidly.

“I’m close,” you gasped, your body trembling with the intensity of the sensations. She didn’t slow down, her body meeting yours with every thrust.

“Cum inside me,” she whispered, her voice a sultry command. The words sent a jolt of electricity through you, and with a guttural moan, you came, your release spilling deep inside her as she continued to move against you.

She moaned softly, her body trembling as she reached her own climax. Her hands gripped the edge of the sink, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she finally stilled.

For a moment, there was silence, the only sound the faint hum of the bathroom fan. She slowly straightened, her body pressing against yours as she turned to face you. Her eyes were dark with desire, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

“Good?” she asked, her voice soft and teasing. You nodded, still trying to catch your breath. She laughed softly, a sound that sent a fresh wave of heat through you, and leaned in close, her lips brushing against your ear.

“I think we both enjoyed that,” she murmured, her voice filled with promise. “But I’m not done with you yet.”

The bathroom was still shrouded in a dim, almost eerie light, the air thick with the scent of sweat and something deeper, more primal. She stood there, her naked body glistening in the faint glow, her green eyes locked onto yours with an intensity that made your heart race. Her lips curved into a sly smile, and she took a step closer, her movements fluid and deliberate.

“You’ve been such a good boy,” she purred, her voice low and teasing. Her fingers trailed down your chest, sending shivers through your body. “But I think it’s time for a little… reward.”

Before you could even process her words, she was on her knees, her hands sliding up your thighs. Her touch was electric, her fingers curling around the base of your cock as she leaned in, her breath warm against your skin. You gasped as her lips wrapped around you, her tongue flicking against the sensitive tip before she took you deeper, her movements slow and deliberate.

Her mouth was like fire, every stroke sending waves of pleasure coursing through you. Your hands found their way to her hair, tangling in the dark strands as she worked you with an expertise that left you breathless. You could feel the pressure building, your body tightening with each passing second, but she pulled back just before you reached the edge, leaving you aching and desperate.

She looked up at you, her eyes gleaming with mischief, and licked her lips. “Not yet,” she whispered, her voice a sultry promise. “I want to see you unravel, completely and utterly.”

She stood then, her body pressing against yours as she guided you back against the sink. Her hands moved to your shoulders, pushing you down until you were seated on the edge, her knees on either side of your thighs. She straddled you, her warmth surrounding you, and leaned in, her lips brushing against yours.

“Hold on tight,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

You barely had time to grasp the edge of the sink before she began to move, her hips grinding against you in a rhythm that was maddeningly slow at first, then faster, harder. Her breath hitched, her body trembling as she rode you, her hands gripping your shoulders for support. Her head tilted back, a moan escaping her lips as she lost herself in the sensation.

You could feel her tightening around you, her muscles clenching as she approached her peak. Her movements became erratic, her hips bucking against you as she reached the edge, and then she was there, crying out as her body convulsed with the force of her climax.

Her release was intense, her body shuddering as she came, her warmth spilling over you in a way that left you completely overwhelmed. She clung to you, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she finally stilled, her body pressed against yours.

For a moment, there was silence, the only sound the faint hum of the bathroom fan. She slowly straightened, her body sliding off yours as she turned to face you. Her eyes were dark with satisfaction, a smug smile playing on her lips.

“You liked that, didn’t you?” she asked, her voice soft and teasing.

You nodded, still trying to catch your breath, your body still throbbing with the aftereffects of her touch. She laughed softly, a sound that sent a fresh wave of heat through you, and leaned in close, her lips brushing against your ear.

“Good,” she murmured, her voice filled with promise. “Because I think we’re just getting started.”

But before you could even process her words, she was stepping back, her body beginning to fade, her form becoming transparent as if she were made of mist. You reached out, trying to grasp her, but your hand passed through empty air.

“Wait—” you started, but she was already gone, her laughter echoing in the bathroom as she disappeared completely, leaving you alone and breathless.

You stared at the space where she had been, your heart still racing, your body still thrumming with the energy she had left behind. The bathroom felt colder now, the air heavy with the absence of her presence.

And then, the door burst open.

“Dude, what the hell took you so long?” Jake’s voice rang out, his tone filled with amusement. But his laughter died as he took in the scene before him—you, sitting on the edge of the sink, naked and covered in the evidence of what had just transpired.

Your friends crowded in behind him, their eyes widening as they took in the sight. “What the fuck, man?” one of them exclaimed, his voice filled with disbelief.

You opened your mouth to explain, but the words caught in your throat. How could you possibly begin to describe what had just happened?

Jake stepped closer, his eyes narrowing as he studied you. “What the hell is going on?” he demanded, his voice low and serious now.

You glanced down at yourself, then back up at your friends, their faces a mixture of confusion, disbelief, and something else—something that made your stomach twist.

“I… I don’t know,” you finally managed to say, your voice barely above a whisper.

Jake’s eyes narrowed even further, his expression darkening. “Bullshit,” he said, his tone sharp. “What the fuck happened in here?”

You swallowed hard, your mind racing as you tried to come up with an explanation—any explanation—that would make sense. But before you could say anything, one of your friends stepped forward, his eyes wide with fear.

“Dude…” he said, his voice trembling. “Did you… did you actually summon Bloody Mary?”

The room fell silent, the weight of his words hanging in the air like a dark cloud. You looked around at your friends, their faces pale and their eyes wide with fear, and for the first time, you felt it too—a cold, creeping dread that settled deep in your chest.

“I… I don’t know,” you repeated, your voice hoarse. “But… it wasn’t Bloody Mary.”

Jake’s eyes narrowed, his expression hardening. “Then who the fuck was it?”

Before you could answer, a faint, almost imperceptible whisper filled the room, sending a chill down your spine.

“Me.”

You spun around, your heart pounding as you searched the empty bathroom for the source of the voice. But there was nothing—just the faint hum of the fan and the heavy silence that followed.

Jake stepped closer, his hand gripping your shoulder tightly. “Dude, what the fuck is going on?” he demanded, his voice low and urgent.

You opened your mouth to answer, but the words caught in your throat as the air around you seemed to shift, the temperature dropping suddenly and dramatically.

And then, the lights flickered.

Your friends backed away, their faces pale and their eyes wide with fear. But Jake stood his ground, his grip on your shoulder tightening.

“What the fuck—” he started, but his words were cut off as the mirror behind you began to fog, the glass rippling like water.

You turned slowly, your heart pounding in your chest as the image in the mirror began to shift, the surface swirling with dark, shadowy tendrils.

And then, she appeared.

Her form was faint, almost transparent, but there was no mistaking her—the same woman who had just been in this very room with you, her green eyes gleaming with amusement as she stared at you from the other side of the mirror.

Her lips curved into a sly smile, and she tilted her head to the side, her expression both teasing and dangerous.

“Miss me already?” she whispered, her voice echoing in the small bathroom.

You stared at her, your mind racing as your friends backed away, their voices rising in panic.

“What the fuck is that?” one of them exclaimed, his voice trembling with fear.

But Jake stood his ground, his grip on your shoulder tightening even further. “Dude, what the fuck is going on?” he demanded, his voice low and urgent.

You swallowed hard, your eyes locked on the woman in the mirror. “I… I don’t know,” you finally managed to say, your voice barely above a whisper.

Her smile widened, and she leaned in closer, her face almost pressing against the glass. “Oh, I think you do,” she said, her voice soft and teasing.

And then, she was gone, her form dissipating into the mist as the mirror returned to normal, the fog fading away until it was just a regular mirror once again.

You stood there, frozen in place, your body still throbbing with the aftereffects of her touch, your mind racing with a thousand questions—none of which had answers.

Jake stepped back, his eyes wide with fear and disbelief. “Dude… what the fuck just happened?”

You opened your mouth to answer, but before you could say anything, the door to the bathroom slammed shut, the sound echoing in the small room like a gunshot.

Your friends jumped, their voices rising in panic as they turned to the door, their hands fumbling with the lock.

“It’s locked!” one of them exclaimed, his voice filled with fear.

You turned back to the mirror, your heart pounding in your chest as the faintest whisper filled the room once again.

“You’re not done yet.”
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