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Part 1. Lethal Lust




Chapter 1.
Antonio quickly crossed the courtyard, hugging the retainer wall with his body as he moved to the door leading to the kitchen. The Santiago estate was massive, but weeks of meticulous planning and a detailed blueprint of the mansion’s layout courtesy of his client meant that Antonio knew exactly where to go. He knew that the private cooks for Carlos Santiago took their smoke breaks like clockwork, one shift going out at 1:30 in the afternoon, the dinner shift coming out at around 9 to gather in the small gazebo, the edges of which were lined with cigarette butts.
He had orders to slaughter anyone on the estate who got in his way, just so long as the family was taken care of. This was a revenge hit, pure and simple. Santiago had captured and tortured the brother of Ortega Eximeno, who happened to be one of the Sinaloa cartel’s most important connections of pure, un-stepped on cocaine coming in from Cuba. In order to send a message to anyone in the Miami area that anyone who fucks with the Eximeno family had a death wish, Antonio was hired to strike right at the heart of Santiago’s empire.
There were two cooks smoking and shooting the shit by the gazebo, a bottle of reposado being passed between them. The one on the left jerked as a polite clap from Antonio’s silenced Glock caused a mist of blood to bloom from the back of the cook’s head. The other cook dropped the bottle of tequila and turned just as Antonio appeared at his side and sliced open the other man’s throat with a swift swipe of his knife.
He didn’t pause to clean off blood or hide the bodies. He had to move quickly, wanting to be deep into the mansion and already rack up a body count before the guards could get their blood up. He operated like a metastatic cancer, moving swiftly and silently through the body of the mansion, by the time his presence was detected it would be too late. He entered through the large ornate kitchen, where the delicious scents of freshly cooked enchiladas and tostadas tickled his nose as he passed by. Such a shame, tonight’s five star dinner will be ruined, he thought as the cuisines were left to simmer on the stoves.
He brought up a mental picture of the floor plans for the mansion, and hung a quick right as he made his way down one long hallway. The barrel of the Glock swept from left to right as he cleared one doorway, and then another. He knew the missus had her own suite far off from Carlos’s own master bedroom, the couple stayed together out of necessity to keep the Santiago dynasty strong and united, but he knew through his own personal back channels that their marriage was as cold and emotionless as Antonio himself was.
Antonio entered a large bedroom featuring a king sized bed decked out in an ornate bedframe, with walls of silk draped across the sides. Within he could see the silhouette of a busty woman riding a prostrate man. Antonio parted the silk curtain with the barrel of his Glock, and before Miss Santiago could even register what was happening, he shot her right between the eyes, her breasts jerking violently as her head was thrown back, a corona of pink brain matter and hair splashing against the gray silken sheets.
The heavily tattooed man she was riding, obviously not Carlos but probably one of the guards, was trying to get up, shoving the dead woman off him so he could reach for the silver pistol on the nightstand. Antonio already had his knife out and was swinging it down in a vicious overhead swing that landed in the guard’s left eye. The eye popped like a rotten grape, clear viscous fluid erupting out with a spray of blood as Antonio drove the knife in deeper, feeling the tip penetrate through the man’s orbital socket and scrape through bone until he hit the occipital lobe. The sharp tang of urine cut through the air as the body twitched and spasmed as Antonio gave him a crude lobotomy.
He left the two lovers on their bed, quickly exiting the room and heading down another hallway. Antonio expected much more guard presence in the mansion, this was almost too easy so far. He made his way to the second floor of the mansion, where Carlos’s indigent padre sat in his own private suite, receiving private medical care that probably exceeded the standards of most hospitals around Miami. He entered the room, quickly sweeping the area and finding a nurse who froze as she was in the middle of switching out the old man’s glucose drip.
“Hands up.” He said in Spanish, seeing if perhaps he could spare this innocent bystander. His orders were to take out the family, minus the kids, who would be left to wake up to a house of blood stained horror as they found out their entire family had been murdered, a morbid bit of revenge that was twisted even by cartel standards. But Antonio didn’t question it, a job was a job. Life was simpler when you thought in those terms.
He trained the barrel on Mateo Santiago, who used to be the iron fist of the Santiago family. Now he lay nearly comatose, a catheter trailing from his gray penis, his body old and wasted. He fired once into the old man’s brain, his positioning not changing at all as he lay with his head propped on the pillow. He turned to exit the room when the nurse lunged at him with an outstretched hypodermic syringe. He deftly sidestepped the woman’s attack and used her own forward momentum to slam her into the wall next to the bed. She crumpled like a house of cards, but Antonio stood before her, gun poised.
“I gave you a chance and you blew it.” He said quietly, and shot her in the throat, letting her bleed out slowly for inconveniencing him.
He exited the room, walking past the two children’s bedrooms without pausing. He knew Carlos’s main study was on the top floor, and he headed there with singular determination. He climbed a spiral staircase upwards, and immediately felt an angry hornet whiz past his head a split second before the report of a gun rang down the hallway. He quickly retreated back down the stairs, taking the moment to replace the clip in his Glock. He heard shouts in Spanish as Carlos’s goons struggled to assess the severity of the situation. He heard the squak of a walkie-talkie and knew he had to eliminate the men before they could call in reinforcements.
He kept two compact flash grenades tucked into the modified suit jacket he wore, promising only to use them in emergencies as the damn things were incredibly hard to come by, but he figured this was an emergency if ever there was one. He pulled out the blue and black cylinder, yanked out the primer pin, let it cook for three seconds and tossed it down the hall. Two seconds later a thunderous blast reverberated down the hallway, Antonio appearing before the blast was even done ringing out. He walked forward calmly as the two men flailed about, covering their eyes with one hand, their guns extended out wildly in the other.
Shots gauged holes in the wall next to and above Antonio as they fired blindly, but he didn’t so much as flinch at these pot shots. He took his time, aiming carefully, putting two into the chest of the one on the left, the other Antonio managed to get one gut shot in, the other missing as the guard lunged to the left. Antonio tracked him with the barrel of the Glock, firing twice more before the guard even hit the ground. He was dead a second later as a 9 millimeter bullet punched through his ribcage.
Antonio approached and then ducked as a shotgun blast took off the top half of the huge mahogany double doors the guards were posted by. Two pieces of buckshot managed to nick him in the arm, but he ignored the small stings of pain and kept low to the ground, approaching the door at a crawl. He heard an old man’s frail voice muttering in Spanish as he heard the choke of the shotgun clacking. For a second Antonio was confused, because Carlos was in his late forties at most.
Another thunderous blast took out the middle section of doors, peppering Antonio in wood splinters as he crawled forward on hands and knees. He dared peek a glance up through the huge hole blasted through the doors, and what he saw gave him just the slightest pause. The man sitting behind the huge oak desk looked sort of like the man in the huge black and white blowup that was included in the dossier given to the hitman, but aged forward 20 years. He watched as the man struggled to reload the cumbersome twelve gauge, the gun trembling in frail looking hands.
Antonio fired three times through the jagged hole, watching the old man jerk and twitch as one of the bullets struck him before collapsing behind his desk. The hitman got up and quickly kicked in the door, sweeping the room immediately before establishing that all the threats had been neutralized. He cautiously walked around the desk, where he saw Carlos Santiago slumped against a cabinet, his right hand gripping his left arm, which seeped blood steadily. The men regarded each other silently, both understanding the circumstances that brought them together.
“Ah, you’re the infamous lapdog. Pledge loyalty to no one, follow the money, yadda yadda. Nothing personal, right?” The old man said annoyed.
“Right.” Antonio said, noting the man’s wasted condition. “What is it, cancer? You look like shit.” He commented. Carlos laughed and shook his head.
“Something like that. See that red box on the desk?” Carlos said, nodding behind him. Antonio looked at the desk, noticing the small blood red box sitting next to a half drank bottle of scotch. It was about the size of a ring box one would snap open when proposing to their future spouse. Antonio picked up the box, which was surprisingly heavy, regarded it with disinterest.
“Yeah, what about it?” Antonio asked.
“Take it with you, give it to your boss. As a parting gift to me.” He croaked. Antonio began to open it, but the old man squawked, lunging at the box. “No! You must not open it. Not yet.” He said, his eyes wide and serious. Antonio took a step back, the barrel trained on the old man’s forehead.
“What is it?” He asked, the box growing warm in his grip. He felt distinctly uncomfortable holding it, as if the thing were venomous and would magically produce fangs and bite him. He didn’t want to hold it anymore, but forced himself to keep a grip on it, waiting for the cartel kingpin to explain.
“A gift from the devil himself.” The old man said, and slumped back on the cabinet. “They thought they could kill me this way. But I was patient with her, asked her, listened to her, and she told me how to be rid of her attentions. She wanted someone younger, stronger anyway. I was just waiting for the right time, the right person to gift it too. Now, release me from her grip already. Please, just fucking kill me.” He said, the pleading sincere in his voice. Antonio froze, unsure of what the old man meant. You’re reading too much into this man. Ice him and get the fuck out of here, the logical, cold calculating side of him said. He knew reinforcements would be here any minute. He unceremoniously shot Carlos in the head, the back splatter causing some of the kingpin’s brains to splatter on Antonio’s slacks. He pocketed the strange box, which began to become positively hot in his grip, and made a hasty escape, retracing his path into the mansion and slinking off through the heavily wooded area beyond the court yard just as a pair of black escalades came screaming into the large driveway.




Chapter 2.
Antonio Mendez lived alone, as did most men in his line of work. Having a family while constantly having a target on your back (while you put one on someone else’s) was just unfair to those involved. Besides, Antonio didn’t give a shit about having a wife and kids. He enjoyed pussy very much, but would rather pay for someone to come and get him off, and then fuck off out of his life rather than deal with the drama of a ball and chain.
His apartment was located in Coconut Grove, the ocean right across the street from him. Miami wasn’t his first choice to live in, but he didn’t really have a choice for the time being. His current employers resided in Miami, and so he would as well.
When he got home, Antonio dropped the mysterious box on the kitchen counter, the wood almost hot to the touch now. He stared at the blood red wood paneling for a long time, debating whether he should open it or not. Carlos told him to give it to his boss, which meant it could’ve been some kind of booby trapped device. A bomb maybe?
“No, no way, too fucking small.” He said to himself, staring at the box. Something about it made him extremely nervous, which was almost laughable. Antonio Mendez didn’t get nervous. Like almost all hitmen, Antonio was borderline sociopathic, you had to be in order to work with any kind of proficiency in this job. As such, fear was an emotion he parted ways with during his adolescent formative years, when he’d cut his gangster teeth smuggling coke across the border. Despite that, something about the box triggered his most primal fight or flight senses. He floated through his mind all the possible weapons one could put into such a small container. The most probable weapon used was perhaps a gas capsule or something like anthrax, but Antonio doubted it.
Taking a reinforcing shot of Jose Cuervo and a snort of Santiago booger sugar he lifted from the mansion, he forced himself to pry open the box.  It opened easily enough with a hinged lid that opened silently. Antonio stared confusedly down into the box. He blinked, thinking perhaps the coke was spiked and he was hallucinating, because the box appeared to open up to some other dimension within the small rectangular opening where the box’s bottom should have been. He was granted a small view into some strange and swirling universe, where sounds of screaming and suffering could be heard from a vast distance.
He dropped the box abruptly when something appeared to come out of that rectangular portal. A bright red mist began to spill out of the box, hitting him in the face and smelling of damp earth and sulfur.
“Que Carajo…” He muttered as he began to take slow and retreating steps towards his counter, where the Glock sat. The red mist became a crimson cloud that took up a five foot blob of space in his kitchen. The mist began to thicken and solidify into a vaguely humanoid shaped form, before a bright flash similar to the flash bang he’d used earlier blinded him. “Fuck!” He screamed groping for the pistol and taking cover behind the counter. He heard modulated female laughter sounding from somewhere around him, his buzzed mind struggling to comprehend what was going on.
After sometime, the negative afterimages of his apartment faded and his vision returned. Antonio shot up from the counter, the barrel of the Glock thrust outward. What he saw before him almost made him drop his gun.
She had skin as white as marble, her figure a perfect hourglass. Her face was mostly human, except for the recessed nostrils, and the cat like pupils of her golden eyes, which regarded him with cool intelligence. Her hair looked to be made of fleshy, veiny dreads, which cascaded past her shoulders and pulsed in time with her heartbeat. He looked down to her legs, the perfectly bald pubis ending in a tapered v to show a pink slit that dripped clear fluid onto his floor, her thighs slick and shining with her fluids.
He fired his gun on instinct, his mind hardwired to default to violence after years of being trained to be a cold blooded killer. He pulled the trigger three times, the shots passing effortlessly into her body and taking out chunks of plaster and dry wall behind her. She laughed again, her black plump lips parting to reveal wicked teeth that looked more at home on an alligator than… whatever she was.
“Who the fuck are you?...What the fuck are you?” He asked, his gun hand trembling. The femme entity took a step forward, almost gliding across the floor to him. She grinned, and placed her hands, whose fingers were long and spindly, around her breasts, squeezing until the black nipples squirted a fluid that smelled delicious to Antonio.
“I’m your new master.” She said in a voice that was both feminine and monstrous. Antonio laughed, and shook his head.
“Bitch, the fuck you are!” He said, and quickly turned the pistol around in his hand and brought it down in a quick, precise overhead swing that would’ve connected with her if she hadn’t arrested his progress with a swift hand, which, despite the almost skeletal appearance of her fingers, held surprising strength. Antonio tried to twist out of her grip, but she was almost incomprehensibly strong. In a flash the beast had twisted his arm and flipped him onto his back, straddling him as he landed on the floor.
“My name isn’t bitch, you pathetic fucking insect. It’s—” and the proceeding sequence of syllables and consonances that came from those plump lips sounded unworldly, sounds that could never be produced by human vocal chords assaulted Antonio’s ears. “But I assume that’s quite a mouthful for you, so you can call me Sallos. It is what my last human pet called me, and I like it, has a nice ring to it.” She said. Antonio tried to struggle as she pinned him down, but it was like struggling against a granite statue. In that moment he began to become strangely exhilarated, his penis beginning to throb erect with some feral desire to be inside this womanly entity.
He’d never had much respect for women, except for his mother and sisters that he grew up with. He treated them like objects when he fucked them, which was also part of the reason why he never saw the point in relationships. He was not interested in building or growing with someone. He was interested instead in using and discarding. And he got a very strong feeling that this female thing, demon, monster, whatever she was, was the exact same. And for once in his life, Antonio met someone who was not only his equal, but his superior in terms of physical strength. This excited him in some novel way he could not explain, and as he felt the crotch of his slacks grow moist with her drippings, he began to feel incredibly horny.
“Mmmm, you feel it too, don’t you?” She asked, grinding her crotch down against Antonio’s jeans, which rapidly began to tighten around the bulge in his center. In a flash she ripped his Armani dress shirt off of him, revealing the fair skinned hairy chest, her fingers tracing over the ridged impressions of his abs, her eyes alight with primal desire. They came down to his navel, before hooking under the waist band of his thousand dollar jeans and ripping these away with enough force that the fabric cut into Antonio’s thighs as the clothes were literally torn off of him.
Sallos slid down Antonio’s body, planting hot kisses on his chest and navel as she moved down to his crotch, the silk boxers being ripped away with ease. His thick seven inch cock sprang to life as it was finally freed from it’s cage, throbbing visibly, his tip glistening with pre-ejaculate. He gasped in fear and surprise as her plump lips locked around his swollen tip, the image of those serrated teeth flashing in his mind as she took him in her mouth. He could feel the teeth just barely scraping along his shaft, this adding an element of exhilaration to his arousal as she took him deep in her throat, a long serpentine tongue trailing out to tickle and caress his balls.
He thought she was going to finish him off this way, but instead she climbed back up his body, teeth bared in a snarling grin.
“You taste good. Now it’s time for you to taste me.” She hissed, and proceeded to slam herself down on top of his cock. He yelled out in surprise as his shaft was immediately engulfed in a tight channel so hot it almost burned. Antonio could feel hot wet juices rush past his cock as she began to thrust hard and fast, one hand snaking behind his head and pulling him forward. “Suck it.” She growled, gesturing towards the leaking nipple that was only an inch away from his face.
Antonio sucked, feeling the hard little obsidian nipple spurt hot fluid into his mouth. He wretched at first as the fluid hit the back of his throat, at first tasting like some bitter foulness like motor oil mixed with cat piss. But then he began to undergo some sort of spell as he drank the milk, his vision swirling and his surroundings blurring as the milk began to taste instead like some sweet nectar. With these almost hallucinogenic changes, he began to feel her ministrations more intensely.
“What is happening to me?” He panted in between suckling pants of breath as he found himself starving for whatever was coming out of her breasts.
“Yessss that’s it, consume me.” Sallos said as she began to ride him harder, faster, his thighs and balls now covered in a hot stickiness as she dripped her infernal fluids constantly. Antonio could feel himself nearing orgasm, and assumed Sallos was in the same boat as he felt a small bulbous thing begin to sprout from her cleft and rub against his crotch. When he looked down, he saw it was a clit the size of a marble growing from her crotch. She ground this against his pelvic bone as she rode, her walls beginning to pulsate and squeeze him in hard throbbing contractions.
Antonio now felt like he was tripping balls as the almost unbearable tension building up in his aching testicles threatened to consume him completely.
“Come for me, you pathetic creature. Give me your seed. It’s all you’re good for.” She hissed, as if her very words were the trigger that his flipped switch, Antonio felt the first in an almost painfully intense sequence of contractions as he began to erupt deep within her. Her contractions squeezed him furiously in tandem with his own throbbing pulsations, her hot velvet walls seizing him like a fist after each monstrous expulsion, her hisses and sighs of pleasure sounding far off as Antonio felt like his very soul was about to erupt from his cock.
After five throbbing contractions, he felt emptied, his balls deflated, his mind delirious from the orgasmic come down and the fact the hallucinogenic breast milk made him feel like he was in the 5th dimension, the surroundings of his apartment fractalized and flat looking, the only thing that seemed real was Sallos.
Even after he came and began to go soft within her, Sallos kept riding him, the feeling of her searing hot channel rubbing against his sensitive tip was almost enough to bring tears to his eyes. It was odd however, he didn’t feel his semen fill her womb or drip down his shaft like he would’ve expected. It was almost as if she’d sucked it up into some compartment of her body as he recalled the intense amount of suction that made it feel like his dick was about to be ripped from his body as he came.
She lowered herself against his body, her soft flesh very warm against his own as she began to ride him slowly, her clit growing even bigger and more bulbous until it almost resembled a small red penis. She bit into his neck, sharp teeth parting flesh as she nibbled and sucked on his blood. Antonio was too tired to shove her away, instead losing himself to the intense feeling of his cock being milked and slowly becoming hard again as her unceasing thrusting stimulated him enough to become rock hard once again.
“Ohhhh, I underestimated you.” She said as she ground her pelvis deep into his crotch hard enough to almost hurt, his balls becoming smashed between her butt cheeks as she did so. Fully erect now, Antonio began to buck his hips in time with her thrusts. His brain was screaming at him that he needed to come again, and again, something in the breast milk unleashing some deep ancient part of his lizard brain that he’d managed to turn off through years of self isolation and discipline. He’d completely let go from his worries and thoughts of the real world, and only wanted bliss and ecstasy in return.
In a sudden burst of energy he wrapped his arms around Sallos and rolled over to where he was on top.
“Yesssss, give it to me.” Sallos hissed, wrapped her legs tightly around his midsection, her smooth thighs hugging him firmly as he began to thrust with all his might, the sound of their bodies smacking together sounding very loud and thunderous in his current altered state. He could feel her walls once again pulsating, gripping him hard as he slammed balls deep into her. He was lost in the act of fucking, his mind solely focused on coming again. Never had he been so singularly focused on the act of orgasm before, as if his very life depended on him coming. He could feel the epic intense build up once again, his balls aching as his muscles and various parts anatomy required to shoot the semen out once again grew taught with tension.
This time, he could feel something move within her vagina, Antonio feeling some smaller orifice protrude out from her cervix and lock itself around his head with tight suction. Her legs hugged him tighter, like a fleshy vice keeping him inside as he felt the hot magma rise up his shaft once again and explode from his head.
This time he almost screamed as the tight little orifice, almost like a small, sucking mouth locked tighter around his throbbing head, a powerful suctioning causing the throbbing load to be pulled from him with as much force as he was shooting it out. He felt Sallos bite into his shoulder as her legs trembled and her clawed hands raked valleys across his back, her own orgasm causing her channel to pulsate violently, nearly pulverizing Antonio’s cock with it’s contractions. Every contraction that moved the thick semen from his cock into her channel was met with intense suction that augmented his orgasm in ways that made his brain explode with sensation.
Finally, after the last dribbling contraction left him breathless, Antonio attempted to decouple from the demoness. With a small cry of pain he pulled his cock from the vagina with a wet plop, his sore penis feeling like hamburger as the suction finally let up. He collapsed onto the floor beside her, feeling delirious, and very ,very tired.
“What… What are you…” He breathed. She stood up, looking down at him.
“I am your god now.” She said, and dematerialized into the red mist.




Chapter 3.
Antonio awoke feeling as if he’d been thrown in front of a moving train. He looked around confused, realizing he’d passed out naked on the floor of his living room, his Glock tossed off to the side. With a groan he got up, looking around in a daze. In bits and pieces he remembered what had happened to him, and had come to the conclusion that he’d bitten off more than he could chew with the coke and booze and had a wild nightmare.
But as he got to his feet, pain nearly paralyzed him as his balls felt like they’d been smashed with a rubber mallet. With a hiss of pain, he walked naked down the hall towards his bathroom, where he looked in the mirror. He saw the bitemarks on his neck and shoulder, the claw marks that went down his back.
“What the fuck?” He said to himself as he examined the carnage to his body. A dull throbbing pressure in his bladder told him he had to pee, and so he hovered over the toilet, and let out a surprise gasp as the urine going through his bruised urethra felt like he was pissing out crushed glass. When he looked down, he saw the urine was tinged red. “Dios Mio” He muttered as he looked down at the bowl. Sallos, the word floated into his brain like a piece of driftwood caught in the current of a river, and the remembrance of last night’s events slammed into him like a freight train.
He was about to get in the shower when a sudden wave of nausea seized him. His guts roiled, hot and oily as he heaved into the bowl with the blood tinged piss. What came out of his mouth looked like white gravy, and tasted so awful coming out it triggered him to vomit even more, every heaving contraction sending spasms of pain through his body. He could remember only one time he’d ever felt this terrible, and that was when he’d caught the stomach flu as a ten year old boy, and he’d been reduced to shitting and vomiting at the same time.
When the violent vomiting episode concluded, Antonio flushed the bowl, looking in horror at the contents of what’d just been voided from his body, which smelled as awful as it looked. Surely last night had to be a nightmare. Yet as he forced himself into the shower and felt the hot water wash over his wounds, the pain woke him up to the reality of the situation. Sallos.
He savored the warmth of the shower as shivers broke out over his body. Perhaps he’d gotten the flu again, hell maybe even from one of the people he’d killed in the mansion yesterday. Payback beyond the grave? He thought to himself and laughed. As he got out and gingerly toweled himself off, he heard his cellphone ringing from across the apartment. He ran as fast as his aching body would allow, every step his genitals were jostled sending molten magma pangs of agony up into his stomach.
“Hola!” He gasped into the phone. Antonio had two phones, one was a burner that he switched out every two weeks, a phone strictly for contracts and jobs only, and his personal cell. As he spoke into the burner, he expected the cool, almost robotic voice of his handler, an anonymous middle man that operated on behalf of the Eximeno syndicate.
“You fucked up.” Came the voice, no longer cucumber cool but gruff.
“What?” Antonio said, a flare of anger rising up within him.
“We told you to leave no witnesses.”
“Witnesses?” Antonio replied.
“Turns out some of the kitchen crew saw you massacring the entire mansion and fled. We had to hunt them down last night, ice them and the police officer they’d called in. It was a fucking mess.” the voice said. “Consider this strike one. Boss is understanding however. He knows you do good work. Your reputation speaks volumes.” The voice said. Antonio didn’t reply to that. It was true, he’d made a name for himself after knocking off one of the top generals of the Mexican army, who’d taken it upon himself to go on a self-proclaimed crusade to rid all of the corruption that had spread like a metastasized tumor throughout law enforcement in Mexico. Unlike most contracted killers within the cartels, Antonio pledged loyalty to no family, no specific syndicate. This made him a controversial commodity within cartel circles.
“So what are you telling me?” Antonio finally replied, the pain wracking his body momentarily forgotten for the time being.
“I’m telling you that we’re going to try again, Boss is giving you another chance. A chance to be a part of the syndicate.” The voice replied.
“You know I’m freelance, I—”
“Ah yes, and how long do you expect to be a free agent before someone decides you’re too dangerous to be kept around alive? The Eximeno family is quickly taking over in the border states. Soon they will run everything. You most certainly don’t want to be on the receiving end of their wrath. This is a dog eat dog world, Mr. Mendez.” The voice said.
This froze Antonio to the spot, his bowels crystalizing at the mention of his real last name. In his business circles he was ubiquitously known as Lobo Solitario, or Lone wolf. He’d gone through great lengths to keep his private identity a secret. Had VPNs installed on every electric device he owned, even the burner phones. He’d had a totally fake but valid driver’s license and passport made, as well as social security number and bank account, meant to stand up to scrupulous investigation by prying FBI, ATF or NSA eyes. He’d heard the Eximeno family was a new breed of evil, their members no longer just drug runners and paid thugs. They infiltrated top cyber security networks, had sleeper agents placed in high levels of the Mexican and American governments. They were educating and evolving their thugs.
“Okay, so what is this chance you’re giving me?” Antonio said, his throat was very dry.
“Check your phone. The personal one. Contract info is on there. We’ll be watching you, Mr. Mendez.” The voice said.
“What do I—” He began before there was a click, the line going dead. “Fuck!” Antonio screamed, slamming the burner phone down on the table. This was his worst fear, being found out by the cartel, being a branded slave for them. If they had his personal information, then they knew where his family (or what remained of it) lived. His father and mother were gunned down in the eighties by police after Rodriguez Mendez had sold drugs to an undercover cop, and they tried to arrest the man. All that remained that Antonio knew of was his grandmother, who’d raised him like her own until the streets claimed him.
He went to look at his cellphone and saw someone had sent him a text. The text was a link to an encrypted site, which he clicked on. He was taken to a PDF dossier of his next target, a man named George Moncello. George was the head of a task force started in New Mexico to shut down the Eximeno presence there, and had come dangerously close to figuring out the drop site locations between couriers from down south and Eximeno foot soldiers. The message was clear: Step too close to the fire, and you’ll get burned.
The police chief’s home address was listed, as well as a screen shot of his work schedule and the make, model and license plate number of his car. Everything he would need to hunt down the man on his terms. He then saw the deadline, the 28th, and cursed. That was two days from now. Antonio normally needed at least a week to prepare and plan, make sure he had all the weaknesses and potential scenarios covered. But he supposed this was their way of testing him. He tossed the phone back on the table and turned to see her standing there.




Chapter 4.
He stumbled back in surprise, her naked form materializing seemingly out of the dark. Despite his surprise, Antonio’s poor cock still gave a painful throb at the sight of that sleek body.
“What do you want?” he asked, backing away from her. She leapt across the room towards him, wrapping her arms and legs around him, her veiny strands of hair falling across his shoulders. The towel that wrapped around his waist dropped to the floor, and his cock, although sore, sprang to life, coming to graze her warm cunt, which was already dripping wet.
“Isn’t it obvious? I want you.” She said, and sunk one of her hands into his long black hair, pulling as her lips locked onto his. The serpent tongue slid in his mouth, and Antonio could taste the sulfur and ashy breath. He tried to gag, but her hands kept him locked to her lips, her sharp teeth grazing his tongue. He pulled his muscled arms around her torso and pulled him tight to her. “Yesssss.” She hissed as he quickly became fully erect. Although he knew he did not have time for this, some base primal part of his brain wanted so badly to give in. When was the last time he’d encountered someone who’d wanted him so badly?
She squeezed her legs around his torso like a strong vice, pulling him into her. They both let out sighs of pleasure as his thick cock sunk deep into that tight warm channel, locking onto him with all the tightness of a new found virgin. That was the other thing about this woman… this thing. She was tight, her cunt wasn’t loose and foul smelling like the whores he paid by the hour. He didn’t try to fight her this time, he knew the sooner he came, the sooner he surrendered himself completely to her, the sooner she would disappear, back to that other world that the box unleashed her from.
He began to thrust, hard and fast, using all of his muscles to fuck her upright while she held onto him. The aches and pains he’d felt earlier in the day all seemed to melt away as he felt his cock be tightly gripped by the hot velvet, her pussy so wet he could feel her dripping down his shaft and balls, splattering to his feet.
“This what you want, huh?” He grunted as he fucked her harder, faster. “You fucked up bitch, you just want this cock huh? You—” He began before she shoved his head into one of her large breasts, silencing the litany of filth pouring from his mouth. More of the sweet nectar flooded his mouth, and although some small unimportant part of him was screaming not to swallow it, trying to make him remember the vomiting episode earlier that morning, he sucked anyway, that ancient suckling instinct all newborns are born with kicking in, Antonio being reduced to his most basic infant like state as he nursed.
Sallos began to buck in time with his thrusts, driving his cock in and out deeper and faster. He began to feel her channels pulsate and grip him spasmodically and knew she was close to orgasm herself. Antonio felt himself ascending as well, that throbbing pressure deep in the base of his cock rising as his balls quaked with the impending release. He bit down on the nipple stuck to his lips, bit hard enough that a normal human nipple would’ve been torn off, but not Sallos. She hissed with delight as more of the warm fluid filled his mouth, filling his stomach, making him feel lighter than air, the world around them melting away, until they were floating in some vast red universe.
He felt the first throbbing load explode from his dick just as that strange piece of anatomy, that second mouth, clamped onto his dick head, ready to extract his seed. It felt like he’d had the base of a very small condom affixed to his tip, the band wrapped tight around the flared tip as his cock throbbed with the first contraction. Antonio felt Sallos’s whole body lurch and change as he came in her, the explosion that rocketed from his tip being absorbed by her, making her feel fuller and plumper, the veiny strands of hair visibly throbbing as they grew fuller with his life.
Eventually he had to stop, the nerve endings in his sensitive flared tip screaming with sensation, his whole body locking up as the orgasm seized his muscles. But Sallos kept going for both of them, bucking her hips and thrusting for him, milking him as that small inner mouth sucked hard and tight, drawing the seed from him the way a determined child draws a particularly thick milkshake through a straw. His grunts of effort were eclipsed by her hisses of pleasure as she took in his life essence.
He collapsed on top of her, his body spent of all it’s energy. Slowly, Sallos dematerialized, leaving Antonio to pass out naked, on the floor, again.




Chapter 5.
“Christ holmes, you look like microwaved dog shit.” Julian said as he opened the door for Antonio. The arms dealer used to admire Antonio’s ripped physique and thousand mile stare, the very epitome of badass. But now the infamous hitman looked like he was on death’s door step, his skin pale, his eyes hollow, a slouching posture to his once broad shouldered stance.
“Got a bug, don’t worry, not contagious.” Antonio said, stepping into the warehouse.
“Ah, well go to a doctor or something, looks like that bug is about to ice you, bro.” Julian replied, going over to one of the many rows of shelves lining the walls. Although Julian ran a legit business, Jaurez Brother’s Auto Mercantile, the auto parts store also doubled as a front for his real money maker, which was supplying guns and ammo to his fellow Eximeno employers. He pushed aside the boxes containing oil filters and spark plugs and pulled out the long case, and a smaller metal box with the words US ARMY stamped on it.
He guided Antonio to the back of the warehouse, past workers who were oblivious to the two interlopers as they focused on their jobs. He was led into the small office that always reeked of stale coffee and body odor. The chubby arms dealer put the long box on the table and undid the two latches keeping it closed. Within, nestled in a molded Styrofoam recession was the Army issued Barret m107 anti-material rifle. Antonio could barely hold up the heavy rifle in his weakened arms, but did his best to hide his struggles as he examined the rifle. He made sure the scope was right, a 14x50 long range scope with an attachable low light lens for night time shooting. The thick tube of the silencer was already attached to the barrel.
“Excellent. This is the newer model right? Semi auto? No bolt action bullshit?” Antonio asked, examining the gun. Julian flashed him a gold toothed smile.
“Yes sir. It was hard to come by with it being so last minute, but I would do anything for El Lobo Solitario. You’re one of my best customers, amigo.” He said. He opened the ammo box and pulled out the large shells that went with the rifle. “Full metal jacket, hollow tip. BMG rounds amigo, straight from the armory. No bullshit for the best. Just keep in mind that silencer robs the bullet of some of it’s velocity.”
“Great.” Antonio said, and pulled the large wad of cash from his suit jacket. “I trust the direct deposit made it to your account with no problems?”
“No problems hermano.” Julian said, his grin widening at the sight of the money. Antonio laid out the stacks equaling to 20k on the table, the other half of his payment for the gun upon getting it. Julian’s thick fingers grabbed the cash eagerly.
“Now, that’s all the ammo I can do for you, the amount of work it takes to make those rounds untraceable is…” He began, shaking his head in exasperation to let him know the monumental effort it took, “You want more for this beast, you’ll have to go somewhere else. Uncle Sam keeps an eye on his big rounds.”
“Understood, this should be more than enough.” Antonio said, closing the cases and taking one in each hand.
“What you hunting with that thing anyway, a goddamn elephant?” Julian said, chuckling.
“Nah, pigs.” Antonio replied, walking out of the office.
Although Antonio’s private collection of weapons was impressive, he’d never had a decent long rage gun to shoot with, mainly because his work was done up close and personal. Silenced pistols were his preferred means of execution, he knew how nine millimeter behaved, it’s limitations, exactly what kind of damage it could do to the human body at any range. But for the Moncello job, he would have to approach things differently.
Working for a task force dealing with the cartel, Antonio could safely assume two things about Mr. Moncello. One, that George didn’t go anywhere without body armor, and two, he would have a security detail following him everywhere. The pigs were naïve, but they weren’t stupid. George knew he was painting a target on his back, but the brave kind like him didn’t care. Still, his superiors would make sure he didn’t go anywhere without protection.
As such, he would need two things he’d never needed before. Something that could punch through Kevlar plates, and something that could shoot accurately from half a mile away. His plan was to attack from afar, finding a suitable spot to post up in front of the police chief’s home. He had a cartel owned private Leer waiting on the tarmac to fly him out to New Mexico, as he’d already wasted one of his two days of contract time recovering from Sallos’s ministrations and acquiring the gun. He’d very much wanted to test fire the gun before doing the job, but he simply didn’t have time for that.
He drove home in a daze, his head throbbing and body aching as he packed an overnight bag, which included an eight ball of coke, some corticosteroids, and an eighth ounce of skunk. Normally he kept his coke usage to a minimum, he’d seen how it could become a ball and chain very quickly, but in this instance he needed all the chemical alertness he could get. The goddamn demoness, or spirit, whatever she was (fucking parasite, he thought bitterly) was robbing him of his energy. He hastily drove out to the airport, going off to the far left from the main commercial drag to the private field, usually reserved for the bourgeoisie citizens of Miami. Two stoic men in Armani suits waited for him outside the plane.




Chapter 6.
It was a six hour flight from Miami to Santa Fe, and on this flight Antonio tried to get some sleep. The two goons accompanying him on the flight studied him impassively, pretending not to notice his haggard condition. He tried to recline back on the plush bucket seats, but every time sleep would overtake him, Sallos would appear, attempting to jump his bones at a moments notice. The only thing keeping her at bay were the two men, whom she eyed warily. Antonio wondered if she could only torment him in private, if having other eyes on her rendered her inert. He hoped so, because his body felt like a sheet of glass getting ready to break at any moment.
They touched down at 2 in the afternoon, and Antonio was immediately put in an escalade that was waiting for him off the tarmac. Once inside that, he was given a tablet which had loaded within it the floor plans for the three potential buildings within which he could fire from. He had his chauffeur drive him to each of these three buildings, analyzing their height, their distance relative to George’s house, and potential get away routes. It normally took him several days to plan this aspect of his hit out, but this time he only had ten hours to execute the perfect hit.
Taking healthy snorts from his eight ball, Antonio tried to make his brain think in that cold, calculating way that helped him see all the possible threads unspooling from George’s house. But his mind was simply too muddled to do so. After some careful (or as careful as he could manage) deliberation, he’d decided on the Lifeway factory, which was off to the right from George’s house, had the most unobstructed of the firing lines, and featured several long alleyways Antonio could get himself lost in if need be.
The abandoned clothing factory was ten stories tall, and it was on this tenth story that Antonio camped out at for the rest of the day, getting his rifle setup, putting up the black curtain backdrops around the window he had chosen, calculating the distance from the building to the designated target, which was George’s driveway. Intel had told him he’d been getting off work in alternating shifts, one day he came home at 6pm, one day he came home at 8, and one day he came home at 12 in looping patterns. Antonio had chosen one of the days the man would be getting home at midnight, when the least amount of people would be out and about, less eyes happening to catch the stray muzzle flash from the building.
The house itself was located conveniently at the edge of a subdivision bordering Santa Fe’s industrial district, and Antonio had to consider the fact that Santa Fe being one of the smaller cities in the state, wouldn’t have as much traffic for he and his getaway driver to get lost in. As the hour drew nearer, he took another snort of the coke, held his hands out to see if they were shaking. Only slightly. That was alright, the tripod he had setup just before the window would help with that. His phone rang twenty one minutes to midnight.
“Target has left the office. Should be there in twenty minutes.” A voice said. Antonio hung up, and was getting ready to chamber a round in the rifle when he felt warm hands hug him from behind.
“You’ve been busy all day, being around those unpleasant men, and now I finally have you to myself.” Came Sallos’s voice. His bowels crystallized at the sound of her voice, and he turned to see her there in all her sexual glory.
“No, not now. You don’t understand, chica. I fuck this up, you wont have some fuck slave to toy around with. I’ll be dead.” He said. She made a pouty frowning face, and proceeded to get on the concrete floor of the tenth story, spreading her legs wide to show him the dripping wet lips of her pussy.
“Even just for a quick one? Look at how wet I am, all for you, Antonio.” She said, and began to stroke the freakishly huge clit that visibly throbbed in time with her heartbeat. Antonio began to feel weak in the knees at the sight of her, knowing he could bust a fat load deep into those sweet warm folds just once. His cock, despite feeling like a power lifter had squeezed it with all his might, pressed against the slacks of his pants in anticipation. He tore his gaze away however, getting into position, kneeling down at the other end of the rifle.
Strong hands seized his shoulder and ripped him away from the rifle. He flailed out and tried to strike at Sallos, but his punches were useless. Wherever she came from allowed her to exist only as a specter in this world, save for the fleshy cocoon that she crammed his dick into.
“I have been denied long enough. You will fuck me.” She hissed into his ear as she slammed him onto the ground, undoing his belt and pants in a flash. Antonio didn’t care then, his mind was once again caught up in the epic orgasm he knew he’d have, wrapping those smooth but strong thighs around him, the way she pulsated and gripping his cock with her cunt as she came. She straddled him and began to ride him hard and fast, sinking her breast to his mouth once again. Antonio became lost in the sweet nectar and the hot folds, taking control only long enough to flip Sallos around and begin fucking her missionary, his balls giving a distant ache that not even her hypnotic spell could make go away.
When he came, he felt something give way in his crotch. He wasn’t sure if it was a pulled muscle, or if one of his balls got tangled up in it’s sac, but the throbbing explosions he felt erupt from his cock brought forth tears from his eyes as the intense tingling bliss he felt in his cock was laced with an agonizing stabbing sensation as each contraction pulled at the unseen muscle shooting his sperm deep into the demoness’s womb. He was faintly aware of the sound of cloth ripping as Sallos came with him, her clawed hands ripping furrows into his dress shirt.
He heard his phone ring as soon as the last contraction forced semen to dribble from his abused cock, and he managed to clamber over to it just in time to hear-
“Target is approaching house, stand by.” The voice said, and hung up. Antonio quickly took his place at the rifle, pants around his knees, kneeling in a shooter’s profile, his vision swimming with black motes as his heartbeat hammered in his chest. He forced himself to take deep breaths to slow his heartbeat, trying to put himself in that Zen mode required for accurate shots.
He watched as the Tahoe pulled into the driveway, following the car’s progress with his scope. He watched as the headlights turned off, and three men got out. He’d studied George’s face closely in the pictures sent to him by the Eximeno handler, but it was hard to tell in the low light, except for the fact he was a fairly rotund individual. Although all three men were pretty stocky, Antonio saw the protruding gut of the police chief and set his crosshairs on the man. He quickly studied one of the trees in the man’s front yard, the leaves telling him which way the wind was blowing. He saw the mildest of breezes shifting the leaves to the east.
He swallowed, chambering the round. He waited until George was at his front door, the broad side of his back presented to Antonio. He raised the scope ever so slightly so that the cross hairs rested just a centimeter above the man’s shoulder to account for bullet drop. Just as George opened the door, Antonio fired, and at the same time, his balls gave a horrible aching tinge that caused him to flinch. His vision began to fade out at just that moment, his body officially reaching it’s breaking point. He watched as one side of the man’s body exploded in a shade of gore, but he couldn’t be sure if it was a killing shot or not.
He leaned over and vomited a few seconds after pulling the trigger, the foul breast milk feeling like battery acid in his stomach. This time he noticed the white curdled terribleness was tinged with blood, but he didn’t have time to ruminate on this. He quickly broke down the rifle, pulled his pants up and stumbled down the factory stairs.




Chapter 7.
After two hours of tense driving through backroads and avoiding police checkpoints, which went up almost immediately after Antonio’s bullet made contact with the police chief, the small entourage carrying Antonio arrived at the airport, the escalade pulling up with it’s lights off, the Leer jet doing an illegal taxi onto the tarmac after the flight controllers had been bribed, heavily. Antonio, who felt like he was on death’s doorstep, nearly fell out of the SUV as he was half carried to the plane.             
“Dios mio, what the fuck happened to you?” Said Carlos De Leon as Antonio stumbled aboard the plane. He was shocked to see the man there, as Carlos was one of the top dogs within the Eximeno family. Usually if one saw his face, he was either about to get a promotion or a bullet to the back of the head.
“Tripped down the stairs.” Antonio breathed as he buckled into his seat. On top of feeling nearly delirious and wondering if a miniature tactical nuke had exploded in his stomach, he now felt sharp pangs of anxiety cut through the feeling of sickness at the sight of this man across from him.
“Really? Because you look like a fucking stage 4 terminal cancer patient. My mother had that in the pancreas. Terrible way to go. I’d go so far as to say she looked better than you do right now, and that was on her deathbed.” He said, cutting the tip off of a cigar and lighting it. At this, Antonio didn’t say anything, instead producing one of the four joints he’d rolled on the flight out to Santa Fe. His celebratory smoke for coming back alive. Soon, the small cabin was filled with smoke both sweet and skunky as the two men puffed. Then, after a pause, Carlos spoke again. “I’m sure you’re wondering why I’m here.” He said softly. Antonio could only nod.
“You’re slipping, Amigo.” He said, and pulled out his phone. After a few taps, he turned the screen to face Antonio. It was a digital copy of the Santa Fe Gazette, and the headline that Antonio read caused the strings of anxiety that pulled at him to become as taught as bridge cables.
Santa Fe Police Chief George Moncello In Critical Condition After Assassination Attempt
“If you would’ve told me someone could get hit with a .50 caliber round and lived to tell the tail, I’d scoff at you. But apparently Mr. Moncello has an angel looking over his shoulder.” Carlos said flatly.
“But… I…” Antonio began, “I watched the spray. He spun in the air, he—”
“He was grazed. Well, as grazed as one can be by a bullet of that size. You managed to take his whole right arm off. That in itself would be a lethal wound, except for the fact he was surrounded by security who rushed him to the hospital almost immediately. The papers don’t know this yet because they don’t have the reach I do, but Mr. Moncello is now in somewhat stable condition in the ICU. Instead of being a dead man, a message to the pigs that we can strike anywhere, at any time, he will become an icon of sympathy for the public.” He said, and sucked his teeth before taking another puff of the cigar. “Is no good Amigo. You’re slipping. Our star player is hitting foul balls. Tell me, Antonio. What is happening with you?” He said, concern in his voice.
Antonio took a few puffs of his joint, and considered his next words carefully.
“Do you believe in demons, or ghosts?” Antonio asked. At this, Carlos’s bushy eyebrows went up, and the young, lean man leaned forward through the haze of smoke, his gaze penetrating right into Antonio’s soul.
“Si amigo, si.” He said, his voice grave. “I have watched the spirits of dead men leave their bodies. I’ve gone into houses after shoot outs, felt the presence of the recently departed meandering confused through the halls. Like an atmospheric distortion.” He said. “Tell me, Antonio, does something haunt you?” He asked, his eyes unblinking, looking into the sunken bloodshot eyes of The Lone Wolf.
“Yes. Her name is Sallos.” He said, and at this, Carlos’s eyes went wide.
“Sallos… No, surely it’s not…” He said, and began frantically scrolling through his phone. “No…no no no… This can’t be.” He said, his illuminated face heavy with concern.
“What?” Antonio asked, certainly not expecting this reaction.
“Tell me, what exactly happened the night you went to the Santiago residence? Give me every detail, amigo.” Carlos said. Antonio took a deep breath, and relayed the night as best he could. When he got to the part about the red box, and Mr. Santiago’s parting words, Carlos put a hand to his head and rubbed, sighing.
“What?” Antonio asked, growing more confused. “Do you know about her? Do you know what the fuck is happening to me?” He asked, scooting forward in his seat, gripping Carlos’s arms with his hands, desperation clear on his face. One of the silent body guards quickly stepped in to push Antonio back, but Carlos waved a dismissive hand.
“We had someone who specialized in… alternative ways of dispatching people. She called herself a chemist, although a witch is more like it. She made poisons and special delivery systems for high value targets. Somehow managed to hypnotize people.” He said. “During our first attempt to wipe out Carlos Eximeno, she’d gone undercover, and managed to get close to him, almost become one with the family. She’d given him what she called her special weapon. Said we had to be patient with it, that it was the type of weapon to erode a man slowly to skin and bones. I thought maybe she’d poisoned him with something that would give him a chronic illness, but as it turned out, she’d been dabbling in things like possession, mind control, shit like that.” He said, shaking his head.
“Possession? Mind control?” Antonio asked, clearly stunned. He blinked, thinking perhaps the joint was going to his head and he’d passed out already, having a dream conversation. But then the plane endured a nasty bout of turbulence that jolted him to full awareness, and he realized he was not asleep.
“Si amigo, I know it sounds batshit crazy, but she was the real deal. A real life, honest to god witch.” Carlos said, and laughed, shaking his head.
“Do I need to go talk to her? Can she remove this fucking parasite that keeps sucking the life from me?” Antonio pleaded. Carlos sighed, leaning back in his chair.
“She’s dead, amigo. We pulled her from the contract, thought she was running off with our money after she promised to infect Mr. Eximeno with something she called Sallos. After two weeks and no dead Mexican, we figured it was a bunch of bullshit, so we, you know.” He said, and stuck two fingers to the side of his head, his thumb depressing an invisible lever on his hand-gun.
“Fuck!” Antonio almost screamed.
“So she wasn’t bullshitting…” Carlos said, thinking to himself.
“No, she fucking wasn’t.” Antonio said, and nearly lost his composure. He hadn’t cried since he was a boy, when he’d lost his parents, and that was the last time. But he’d never felt such a terrible wave of despair wash over him before. Such utter helplessness made him sink further into the seat. “She’s killing me every time we fuck.” He said. This caused Carlos to pause.
“Fucking?” Carlos asked, confused. Antonio sighed, and explained to him the ways in which Sallos visited him. The intense, mind blowing sexual coupling, the feeling of deep sickness and suffering afterwards. The fucking breastmilk. Carlos motioned for one of the silent bodyguards to fetch him a bottle of tequila, and a moment later the silent man returned with a bottle of Azul Reposado and two tumblers. Carlos poured each of them two fingers of the high end tequila and handed one to Antonio. He threw it back without hesitation, welcoming any and all numbing agents into his body.
“Every time she comes, it gets worse. Like she takes part of me with every orgasm I have.” He said.
“La succubus…” Carlos said, and whistled. “I’d only heard of such things as drunken wives tales. Jesus fuck… I didn’t know they were real.” He said, and laughed incredulously.
“This isn’t fucking funny.” Antonio said, heat rising in his voice. Carlos put out a placating hand to Antonio.
“No, no it most certainly is not. Listen hermano.” Carlos said, and took out his wallet. He rifled through it until he found what he was looking for, a dog eared and frayed business card, which he regarded with an incredulous smile. “Never thought I’d need to get ahold of this old bastard again.” He said, and handed it to Antonio, who looked at it. On the front was the words “Guided Spiritual Meditation” printed in Spanish, and underneath it was the phrase “Licensed shaman Manuel Morales.” Followed by an office phone number and an email.
“What the fuck is this?” Antonio snorted.
“A lifeline. That man, Manuel, is the real deal. I’ll tell you what I’m going to do. I will report back to the boss, and tell him you’re currently very sick and need some time to go get treated. You’re going to go take a two week sick leave, in which time you will go to Mexico to see this man, and have your demons excised. You will come back rested and cleansed, and from there we can resume what I like to think of as a beautiful working relationship. How does that sound?” Carlos asked.
“Do I have a choice?” Antonio asked.
“Not really, no. Miguel, tell the pilot we have a new destination. We’re going down south, to Sonora.” Carlos said. The man who’d brough them the tequila went down the isle towards the head of the plane, and a few minutes later Antonio felt the plane banking hard to the right. He watched as Carlos typed out an email to send to this mysterious man.




Chapter 8.
Antonio wanted nothing more than to go back home to his penthouse, take a long, hot shower, and smoke another joint, but instead, after a two hour flight, the Leer landed in a rural municipal airport somewhere in Sonora. Antonio had never been this far south before. Other than a few trips across the border to Baja Mexico to lethally crash a few parties in Tijuana, Antonio hadn’t set foot in Mexico, a fact that would’ve disheartened his mother if she were still around.
The sun was just starting to come up in the east, and Antonio watched in a glazed awe as the huge bright disk crested over the Sierra Madre mountains, and despite the deep aches that wracked his body, the eyeballs that felt filled with crushed glass, and his balls feeling as if they’d been tenderized by a heavy weight boxer, he began to feel hope.
To his surprise, Carlos informed him he would accompany Antonio to the mountain retreat where Mr. Morales lived.
“What, you thought I was going to throw you in the deep end unsupervised? No no no. I go with you. Boss has big prospects for you, hermano. You have the talent to make our problems go away, and that is valuable. More valuable than all the coca in the world.” He said, gesturing towards the beautiful mountain ranges to the east. “See this? Unspoiled wilderness. Here, things are still wild. Here, the boundary between this world and the one your succubus live in is thin. We will boot this bitch, get our prized boy back.” Carlos said, giving Antonio a reassuring pat on the back.
Antonio, Carlos, and the two bodyguards piled into a heavily modified Toyota 4runner, with one of the bodyguards at the wheel.
“Not as glamorous as the escalade, but we have no choice. Miguel lives in the wildest of the wilds, very hard to get to. Ten hour drive just to go a hundred miles. It’s gonna be a little bumpy.” Carlos said, winking at Antonio as the car shook to life. Before heading towards the imposing forest covered mountains, they stopped at a small petrol station to fill up. There, Carlos instructed the bodyguard not driving to stock up on provisions, including water, food, and an extra jerry can of gas.
Ten minutes later, with several small plastic bags of food and water tucked into the cargo area, they were off, taking a winding adobe road that led deep into the mountain range before them. Antonio began to feel hope that perhaps Sallos had given him a break, that perhaps the fact the others now knew about her dissuaded her from materializing and harassing him. But an hour into their journey, she appeared, sitting on Antonio’s lap just as they’d crossed a washed out creek bed that shook and jostled the SUV violently.
She wrapped her arms around him, nibbling on his ear.
“Did you miss me?” She asked, her serpentine tongue tickling his earlobe and causing him to break out in a shiver. Instantly he felt his libido alight with fresh lust, desire filling the void where pain and aches once were. Once again he was divided between the overwhelming need to fuck her, and his desire for self-preservation, some distant part of him knowing each nut he busted within her would lead to more suffering and agony. But as her hands fumbled for his pants, the self-preservation faded away and his base urges took over.
His cock was out and hard within seconds, she straddling him, rubbing her dripping wet cunt over his shaft, the lips gliding along the broad side of the shaft, her clitoris rubbing against his head with an intense tingling that left him gripping the seat. Carlos watched fascinated as the man pulled out his cock, and things began happening to it. Although he couldn’t see the succubus, she only made herself visible to those bound to her, he could see the strange things happening to Antonio’s cock. The way it was manipulated, the skin moving and shift as if the man were fucking a see through pussy. The sight was equally fascinating and horrifying.
Antonio held onto her tightly, her thighs squeezing him as she rode him. The car continued to shake as it crossed heavily potholed dirt roads, but this didn’t hinder Sallos at all. She rode with as much grace and fluidity as if she were on a bed in the middle of a penthouse. Antonio ignored Carlos, and the face of the other man, who’d turned around from the front passenger seat to behold the bizarre spectacle before him. It was just Antonio and Sallos in his mind, his eyes looking into those murky white ones, hypnotizing him almost. She once again stuck a breast to his mouth, and his stomach flipped and roiled at the prospect of ingesting more of her foul nectar, but he sucked anyway.
Warm honey filled his mouth and went down his throat, and he swallowed eagerly.
“Yes, that’s it. Drink deeply.” She whispered in his ear, her voice a soothing sound against the distant roar of the engine. Antonio could feel himself quickly approaching climax, the thunderous build up resonating deep within his balls, and with every centimeter he felt his load climb up his shaft, equal parts ecstasy and agony filled him. Her hot velvet clamped onto his shaft as she rode, and Carlos flinched as he saw the cock bend and be squeezed by some unseen force.
“Dios mio…” Carlos said to himself as he watched Antonio suddenly stiffen, his legs shooting out in front of him, his cock throbbing and blood shooting from the man’s tip. Carlos recoiled as jets of crimson splashed the seat in front of Antonio, his cries of pleasure mixing with moans of agony. Carlos thought the episode would be done with once the jets of blood were reduced to a dribble, but he watched as the cock continued to be manipulated. Carlos made the sign of the cross on himself even though he wasn’t particularly religious, and watched in mute horror as the hitman continued to be serviced by the succubus.
Antonio came, feeling as if his balls were being torn apart from the inside out with how powerful the contractions were, his contractions sending white hot heat down into his groin and up into his stomach. She kept riding him, determined to get her fill, each inch her walls slid over his tip felt almost like sandpaper, but still, the pleasure was there. He continued to suck on her breast, his face puckered in that ugly suckling way as hot foulness filled his stomach, churning acid in his GI tract. She rode even faster, her form a blur as she moved like a piston firing in an engine, unrelenting, her rhythm inhumanly fast and steady.
Despite the hollowed out feeling of post climax, Antonio felt himself being pulled back up the cliff of orgasm, the intense building up in his balls now laced with a deep, pulsing agony as pins and needles began to jab at his testicles. When he came again, this time he felt something rupture deep within him, Sallos hissing with delight as the contractions began to rip him apart from the inside.
“Stop the car!” Carlos said as Antonio’s eyes rolled up to the whites, chunky bits of muscle tissue spurting from his cock to mix with the milky blood, creating a terrible Jackson Pollock style display of gore on the back of the Toyota’s seat. The driver halted to a stop on the side of a steep mountain road. Carlos got up and batted at the air in front of Antonio, feeling nothing. “Fuck off you cunt! Leave him alone!” He shouted in Spanish, but of course, nothing was there. Antonio’s horrors were private, his torturer a world apart from Carlos, but he tried anyway.
He unbuckled Antonio’s seat belt and pulled him out of the car. They were surrounded by dense jungle on both sides of the road, the sounds of the forest peaceful and at odds with the horrifying scene unfolding before the men. Antonio’s eyes rolled up to his head, his body convulsing before he rolled onto his side in the middle of the road and vomited. What the man expelled was foul enough to cause Carlos to dry heave before me managed to tuck his nose into his shirt, instead catching the welcoming aroma of his own perfume masked body odor, which was a bearable miasma compared to the stench that came from Antonio’s sic up.
Great white gouts of some unknown material erupted from his mouth, it smelled like a mixture of rotten eggs, burnt flesh and decomposing fruit. A complex and thick odor that made the eyes of the men water as they tried to do what they could to comfort the dying hitman. Antonio continued to convulse and shiver, his face sheened with sweat.
“He’s fucked boss, we may as well leave him here. We can find other hitmen.” One of the men finally spoke.
“No! We will not give up on him, this crazy bastard is no ordinary hit man. We have direct orders from the boss to do what we can.” Carlos said. Even though he was starting to agree with his goons, he did have direct orders from the head of the Eximeno family to save Antonio however he could. Once it was explained to him Antonio’s condition, his past indiscretions were forgiven, and now it was a singular mission to get one of the most deadliest men on the planet back into fighting shape.
Once Antonio’s vomiting fit was over with, he came too, slightly, gibbering and moaning as if he were on ten hits of acid. Carlos and the driver managed to drag Antonio back into the car, ignoring his gratuitous deposit on the back of the car seat as they strapped him in.
“Vamos, Vamos!” Carlos said to the driver as they got going again. For the next three hours, they proceeded to climb and drive over the harsh terrain, but Antonio was oblivious to the rocking and jostling. He was in his own private world of pain.




Chapter 9.
When Antonio finally snapped out of his near coma, he was being pulled out of the car. He looked around in a daze, realizing he was atop some large mountain, looking down at the green valleys they’d driven through to get here. He turned and saw an honest to god yurt sitting atop the mountain, smoke sputtering from a small tin can chimney at the top. Carlos approached him, putting a loving arm around his shoulder.
“Come hermano, we’re here to see the medicine man. He will make you all better.” He said, and guided Antonio towards the beaded entryway. Every step was an exercise in agony, his joints feeling like they were packed with sandpaper, his stomach feeling as if he’d chugged a combination of ghost pepper hot sauce and carbolic acid. Despite coming partway to his faculties, he was still very delirious, disoriented. Walking felt like some strange, new concept he’d never tried before.
They entered the yurt, thick smells of patchouli, marijuana and some kind of tea mixing together in the air. The yurt itself was dimly lit on the inside, a row of candles outlined it’s circular shape. The only modern amenity that pointed to the man being in touch with the outside world was a laptop and modem off to the side of the one canvassed wall.
“I’ve been expecting you. Come, bring him in.” Said a voice that sounded as old as the forest around them. An old man approached them, he wore nothing but a robe that looked to be made of a patchwork of animal skins, his hair was one long nappy dread that was wrapped tight in a stiff bun. Sunken eyes looked over Antonio, regarding him the way a virologist might gaze at some new unidentifiable strain of the plague, with grave fascination. “This soul… is very corrupted.” He said in Spanish.
“Can you help him?” Carlos asked, desperation in his voice. “Please, Mister Morales. It is very important we get this man well again.”
“I will try.” Was all the old man said. He pointed to the center of the yurt, where a hole had been dug into the raw earth itself. From this arose the small chimney that poked up through the center of the yurt.  “Put him by there for right now.” He said, and disappeared into a small room off to the side. They placed Antonio down next to the furnace, his face shining with sweat in the candlelight.
Manuel came back with a bowl full of round green fruit slices. At first Carlos thought they were mango, but when he looked closer he recognized them as peyote buttons.
“Explain to me the nature of his illness, his symptoms. Your email was rather vague.” The man said as he placed the bowl of peyote by Antonio, as well as two bottles filled with some kind of mystery liquid.
“He’s got this thing… A demon, harassing him. Tries to fuck him all the time. A succubus.” Carlos said, and explained the episode in the car on the way up here. When Carlos finished talking, the medicine man didn’t speak for a long while, only went on staring at Antonio, who moaned pitifully by the furnace.
“Sexual energy is among the most powerful energy we possess.” Manuel said after awhile. “If the entity is powerful enough to cross through their realm and into this one, have enough of a physical impact to cause a man to… well, climax, then this is very powerful magic we are dealing with.” He said, and walked over and knelt down next to Antonio. He gingerly moved Antonio onto his back, ripping open the soiled dress shirt to reveal his heaving chest cavity. Manuel took one of the dark vials, held it in both hands, and began to recite an incantation in an ancient tongue, gently shaking the fluid as he did so.
He then pulled the cork from the bottle, and pour out a dollop of the syrupy fluid onto Antonio’s chest. As soon as the substance hit his flesh, it bubbled up and spat as if Antonio’s flesh were some hot skillet. Antonio cried out and recoiled, but the medicine man held him down with surprising strength. He poured a line of the fluid up Antonio’s chest towards his throat, smoke rising from his skin as he did so. Antonio cried out again, this time his voice modulated with that of another voice of a much deeper register. Carlos blinked in disbelief at what he was witnessing.
With a sudden burst of energy Antonio swung out and punched Manuel, knocking him off. Calmly, Manuel got up, and pointed at Antonio.
“Restrain him.” He said, and Carlos and one of the goons did so, one sitting on his legs, the other straddling his chest and holding his arms down. Manuel mixed the dark fluid with the bowl of peyote, using a pastel to quickly grind it down into a paste resembling guacamole. He walked over and knelt down next Antonio’s head, a wooden spoon in one hand, the bowl in the other. “What’s his full name?” Manuel asked.
“Antonio Garcia Mendez.” Carlos said, remembering the man’s name from the hard earned information he’d gotten on the man. The medicine man nodded in confirmation and looked down at Antonio.
“Antonio Garcia Mendez.” He said, his voice thick with the rural accent of the region. “I need you to eat this for me, okay? You still have control of your body, yes?” He asked. Antonio looked at him feebly, and nodded. Manuel scooped out a large goop of the mixture and dropped it into Antonio’s open mouth. The hitman grimaced as he ate the bitter, earthy concoction, steam rising from his mouth as he ate. Manuel scooped out two more dollops and fed them to Antonio, who began to sweat freely now as if he were in a sauna cranked to it’s highest temperature.
Once he ate a satisfactory amount, Manuel ate the rest of what was in the bowl and then discarded it off to the side. He then began to recite those ancient incantations again, the old tongue taking on an almost musical rhythm as he held Antonio’s head, looking right into his eyes as he spoke his full name intermittently. Carlos and his henchman exchanged glances as the chanting went on for some time, but neither dared interrupt the ritual.
Eventually the shaman began to sweat too, his eyes becoming huge, his pupils dilated. When Carlos looked into Antonio’s eyes, he saw the hitman’s eyes were dilated as well, but his pupils did not radiate a black void, but instead shone an intense red crimson. At some point the shaman’s chanting grew in volume and intensity, and the two men restraining Antonio found themselves nodding to the rhythm of his words without realizing it, all of them caught up in his frenzied chanting.
With this rise in his performance, Antonio began to struggle under the men. He began to scream, his breath emitting smoke that smelled of burned flesh and sulphur, Carlos thought these must be the smells of hell itself, and goosebumps broke out over his body. The scream was inhumanly deep, sounding more like the roar of some wild beast than that of a man.
Then, the transformation began.




Chapter 10.
Antonio felt as if he were burning alive from the inside out. Whatever stuff the medicine man had put on his skin had awoken something deep within him. Just as he was beginning to think he was fully conscious, he’d eaten the damn paste, which tasted like cat piss mixed with rotten cabbage, and then the line between fantasy and reality blurred considerably. The shaman’s incessant ramblings began to sound monstrous, the voice coming from within his own head as well as being registered by his ears.
Then an overwhelming heat began to blossom within him, a miniature tactical nuke being set off deep within him and the mushroom cloud of super heated debris was slowly spreading across his body. It was unbearable, an inferno of agony that made every cell in his body scream. As he screamed, he felt something exiting his body, a great voiding sensation similar to vomiting, but on a cellular level.
Suddenly Antonio felt Sallos’s presence on top of him, her face torn into a snarling grin. She no longer possessed her sexy humanoid form however, but was reduced to something terrible, animalistic. Her skin was no longer egg shell white, but glistened red, exposed tendons and black veins crisscrossed her body, her eyes no longer milky white but huge and bloodshot, slit pupils and yellowed irises regarding him with a ravenous hunger. He watched as she began to transform into something less and less human by the second.
The shaman’s chanting stopped, and instead he let out a great cry of horrified surprise at the monstrosity before him. Only vaguely humanoid now, the monster that lay on top of Antonio was on all fours like a canine, her head sunk into her shoulders, her long strands of fleshy hair were now pure muscle, like snakes made of nothing but pure gristle, and these writhed and snapped at the air around her head like things alive. Her mouth opened, exposing double rows of yellowed canines.
Just as Antonio began to cherish that great empty sensation of finally being freed, his body no longer deteriorating under Sallos’s bonding, he saw the great maw open, the terrible breath wash over his face, and then pain as the two rows of teeth sunk deep into his neck and throat. He had just enough time to register the hot wash of his blood flow down his body before Sallos shoved her body forward and took another bite, her mouth opening impossibly wide, her jaw becoming unhinged as she began to devour the hit man like an anaconda eating a baby goat, and Antonio Mendez was consumed by a great warm darkness.
Gun shots rudely excused the awed silence as Carlos emptied his magazine into the side of the demon, which began to rapidly grow in size, it’s neck extending like a giraffe’s as it masticated Antonio’s body with horrible efficiency. The barrage of nine millimeter rounds should’ve been enough to drop the beast, but instead it clamped it’s jaws down in frustration, ripping Antonio in half, causing a few feet of intestine and organs to spray from his open cavity as Sallos turned her head to regard Carlos and the hitmen.
The goons began reciting frantic prayers in Spanish while they reloaded their pistols, but Sallos did not give them time to do so. She leapt on powerful forelimbs atop the first henchman, biting his head off as easily as one plucks a cherry from it’s stem, throwing her head back to swallow it down her massive gullet. The other goon turned to flee, making a break for the yurt door, but three serrated claws caught him across the back and knocked him down. Sallos was on him in an instant, her claws grabbing the meat around his shoulders and pulling until the skin of his back came off in one stringy sheet.
Just as the man passed out from the pain, more gun shots rang out as Sallos barely flinched with the impacts. She took her time chewing the delicious back fat before turning to set her feral, yellowed eyes on Carlos. To his credit, he stood his ground, firing off his last clip just as Sallos reared up on her hind legs, and came down, claws extended, ripping the cartel henchman in half.
Manuel remained, standing strong, his two sigils of worship held high in both hands. Regaining his composure, knowing he had no choice but to try, he began to recite an incantation of retreat, forcing the demon back from whence she came. At this, she unleashed a deep, guttural laugh that caused his bowels to turn to water.
“Foolish man.” She said in that ancient tongue he’d spoken only moments ago. “You don’t realize what you’ve done. Don’t you understand, you freed me. It would’ve taken me much longer the way I was doing it, stealing their life force drop by drop, but you… just helped out immensely.” She said in a monstrous voice that caused his ears to bleed as she spoke. He managed to squeak out one final syllable of prayer before she descended upon him.




Epilogue.
Rodriguez Ortega was in a good mood that morning. He’d gotten up early to help his dad get the newest crop hauls in place on the cart. This season’s harvest was very bountiful, to the point the three carts were filled near to the brim with corn, black beans and squash. He saddled up, taking his own cart by the two long handles that stuck out in front and headed out from his house, down toward the village a mile or so down the road.
He and his father walked side by side, chatting about the things they would buy with the bounty of money they’d get from selling all the vegetables. Their home was located just at the base of the Novayo mountain range, which was a part of the Sierra Madre Occidental. A quiet rural region that was immune to the gang wars and police corruption that hindered other parts of Sonora, there wasn’t much excitement here.
Which is why when three women came running and screaming down the road towards them, Rodriguez dropped his cart in shock. Rod’s father, Jose, ran to one of the women, who was covered in blood, three great gashes going along the broad side of her back. Just as the two men were starting to make sense of the woman’s ramblings, Rodriguez turned and saw the great lumbering beast headed towards them. He at first thought it was a puma with the feline grace in which it carried itself. But then it drew closer, and it’s features became clearer to him.
“Papa…” He said, tugging on his father’s shoulder, in disbelief at what he saw. The man shrugged him away, wanting to figure out what the woman was saying. “PAPA!” He yelled, but by then, it was too late.




Part 2. Succubus Submission




Chapter 1.
Charles Koch regarded himself in the cracked mirror, his features somewhat distorted in the grimy glass. He was 6’1 and 260lbs of  New England meat. Once the meanest linebacker on his high school football team, he was an intimidating sight on his best days. Buzzed brown hair, lifeless brown eyes. His body covered in a latticework of tattoos, his nipples pierced, as well as his cock, he was made for the lifestyle he’d chosen for himself.
“Punisher, you go on in five, you better be rock hard!” Came the shrill nasally voice of Alfonso, the director. Charles smirked in the mirror before putting on his leather mask. The cocktail of uppers he’d swallowed twenty minutes ago started to kick in, and he could feel his cock swelling against his latex undies with sexual adrenaline. He took a deep breath, gave his thick cock a tug, and kicked open the bathroom door.
The set was a grimy warehouse outfitted to look like a dungeon. Standing off to the side, totally naked and at ease, was Alice Brooks. A busty redhead with a pierced clit and fat ass, she was exactly the type of girl Charles loved to screw. Someone with a little meat on their bones. Charles had never done a shoot with her, but heard through the grapevine she was feisty. Not your typical wide eyed bottom. She would submit, but you had to break her in. Good, Charles wanted new meat. The last three women he’d done shoots with complained he was too rough. Too fucking rough… in extreme BDSM porn. Sometimes the naivety of people made him laugh.
Surrounded by grimy brick walls and naked lightbulbs dangling from bare fixtures was a set of ropes dangling from an aperture in the ceiling. Alice walked over to Charles, looking up at him with a thoroughly unimpressed gaze.
“So you’re the punisher huh? I’ve heard a lot about you.” She said. Charles let out a grunt of laughter. “I heard how you treat your coworkers. I’m just here to tell you that shit won’t fly with me. You get too rough with me or don’t stop after the safe word, I’m cutting the session, you hear me? I don’t care if that means we both walk home broke. I’m not putting up with your macho man bullshit. You stick to the script or you can fuck off, capiche?” she said.
“Sure.” He said doubtfully. God, she was an uppity bitch. He couldn’t wait to get started on her. She regarded him with a cautious glance as two of the stage hands began to help her into the shibari ropes, hog tying and suspending her so that her mouth was level with his cock. By the time they were done, she was hanging three feet off the ground, her naked body crisscrossed with ropes as her legs and hands were bound behind her in an intricate knot.
“Alright people, everyone ready? Cameras good? Lights? Actors?” Alfonso called out. Alice nodded and Charles gave a thumbs up.
“The safe word is Texas.” Alice said before the count down. Charles didn’t acknowledge her.
“Okay, we shoot in 3…2…1… anddddd action!” He barked. Charles promptly spun Alice around to look at the camera, pinching her cheeks and giving her a light smack on the cheek.
“Look what we have here, a new fuck toy for me to use.” Charles said in that raspy bassoon voice of his that was the hallmark of his character. He took his thumb and put it in her mouth. Alice began to suck, looking up at him with puppy dog eyes. He gave her a good slap, a streamer of drool cascading from her lips.
“There’s no need to hit me daddy… I’ll be your cum dumpster. I’ll do whatever you want, just… please, no more slapping.” Alice said in a pseudo fearful voice.
“Is that right?” Charles said, and grabbed her by the hair, giving her a firm back hand. With his other hand he pulled down the latex he had on, his cock erupting from his pants and smacking Alice in the cheek with it. She eagerly opened her mouth to take in the 7 inch cock. Charles wasn’t the biggest in the industry, not by far, but he used his cock the way an irate police officer uses his baton. Not only could he fuck like a bull in heat, he could come over and over again, and stay hard even without the use of performance enhancers. He was a machine built for one purpose.
Gripping her hair savagely in both hands, Charles began to throat fuck her hard. Within seconds he’d swelled to his full erect size, the rigid member plunging deep into her throat. The sounds of her gagging and moaning echoed off the brick walls as he thrusted hard and fast, until her mascara ran with tears. Just when he was about to come, he pulled out, pointing his cock towards the camera to show the slick member, the drool dripping from it, the ring that jutted out from the bottom of his head and glistened in the light, the way it visibly pulsed with his heartbeat. He took her by the hair and roughly spun her around, the swivel mechanism attached to the ropes letting her rotate freely while he went to grab the box of pleasures.
The black chest was off to the side, and he kicked it over by Alice, the heavy chest grating loudly against the concrete. Before opening the box, he ripped off his spandex so that he was completely naked save for the black boots he had on. He made a show of opening the chest for the camera.
“What little toys do I wanna use on my plaything?” Charles asked as he rummaged in the box, pulling out the bottle of lube and a thick butt plug. He walked back over to Alice and arrested her spin with a hand on the rope. One of the camera men zoomed in on her backside, her pussy and asshole in full display as the Punisher shoved her legs apart. He took the cap of lube off, and proceeded to shove the mouth of the bottle into Alice’s asshole. She gasped as he squeezed the bottle and ten ounces of lube filled her colon. When he pulled the bottle away, a small jet of lube erupted from her asshole, but Charles stopped the flow by shoving the butt plug in. Her tight asshole had a firm grip on it as he did so.
“You’re going to hold that in until I say so.” He said.
“Yes daddy.” Alice said with a strained voice. With that he took out one of his favorite devices, the whip. He firmly grasped the leather handle, twirling the long strands of braided leather in the air, causing a high pitched whistling sound to pierce the air. He took one of his large hands and firmly grasped one of her cheeks, savoring the juicy firmness there, imagining how it would feel to have those cheeks slamming against his crotch as he fucked her. God, he loved his job. He took the hand away, reared back the hand holding the whip and delivered the first blow. The sound was like a pistol shot, loud enough to make a few of the camera men jump.
“You like being treated like a piece of meat?” Charles asked.
“Yes daddy.” Alice said in a quivering voice as red welts began to raise themselves on her beautiful ass. “Harder, please.” She said. Charles stood back and delivered another strong blow of the whip. And another, and then one more for good measure, until her ass was a rough geography of bright red lumps. He dropped the whip and went to her side. One hand when to pull her hair while the other quested between her legs. He nodded towards one of the camera men.
“Get a close up over here, I hear this slut is a squirter.” He said, and began to lightly rub her vulva, which was already wet.
“Oh fuck yeah daddy.” Alice moaned as he expertly began to drill her clit, working around the piercing of her clitoral hood, while simultaneously pulling her hair hard. It got to the point to where she was dripping, and he knew she was ready for him. Although his subjects getting pleasure always took a backseat to making sure he got his own, he learned long ago just shoving it in dry felt good for neither party, and sometimes the film crew wanted the women to come on camera. He would oblige, even if all he could think about was hammering their holes until his balls were thoroughly drained.




Chapter 2.
He spun her a quarter turn until her wet junction was facing him, and with a grunt of pleasure he guided his cock into her, savoring the warm velvet that hugged his cock tightly. Alice let out a shaky moan of pleasure as he entered her balls deep, pulling her against him using her hair as a handle.
“Just like that daddy.” She breathed as he began to pump her with long, hard thrusts, quickly finding a brisk tempo to hammer her at. He reached between her legs with the hand not pulling her hair and began to rub her clit, and the register of her cries went up a notch. “Harder daddy!” She screamed, and he obeyed, fucking her hard enough to cause the aperture attached to the ceiling to shake violently. There came a wet liquid glurping sound as the ejaculate built up within her, Charles could feel himself stirring the fluid around as her walls pulsated and clenched him as she grew close to climax. He too felt himself approaching that exciting ascent to explosion, but he forced himself to wait.
At the last minute he pulled out, a gushing jet of fluid following as he exited her. He quickly moved out of the way and began to furiously rub her clit so the camera could get a good shot of the streamer that rocketed from her vagina. Alice screamed with pleasure as she came, her canal gaping to reveal the pulsating pink channel violently expelling her ejaculate. He saw she was about to push the butt plug out with her exertions and he crudely shoved it back in. As soon as her first orgasm began to diminish, Charles shoved himself back in and presumed his thrust.
“You wanna be daddy’s little cum dumpster?” He growled.
“Yes please. Give me all that cum. Give it to me.” Alice panted. This time Charles grabbed both of her ass cheeks and squeezed as he gripped for purchase. He began to violently pound her, the sound of his flesh smacking against hers a loud, wet sound. “Oh fuck… I’m gonna come again.” She moaned as he felt the inevitable tide rising in his shaft. A few thrusts later he was letting out a bestial roar as he felt the first thick burst erupt from his cock, thunderclaps of orgasm shooting through him as he emptied himself into Alice. He could feel her coming as well, her fluid surging and mixing with his semen until a mixture of both began to shoot out the sides of her lips as he delivered four or five shuddering thrusts, the camera zooming in on his balls and shaft as they clenched and shrunk with each powerful explosion.
He paused for only ten seconds, savoring the wet, quivering channel he was in, before pulling out her butt plug. A geyser of lube hit him in the stomach before he pulled out his glistening cock and shoved it into her asshole. There was a cry of pain mixed with pleasure from Alice as her asshole was forced to accommodate his cock, which was much thicker than the butt plug. Her asshole gripped him like a fist as he kept thrusting, ready to deliver another bursting load.
“You want some more cum?” He asked as he began to hammer her asshole. His thighs were soaked as she began to squirt freely now, he could see the camera men from the corner of his eye getting the money shot as she squirted out his creampie.
“Yes daddy, give it all to me!” She screamed as he pounded. This time he smacked her ass hard as he fucked her, loving the way those thick cheeks squeezed the sides of his shaft as he obliterated her asshole. Despite the quaking release he’d just experienced, he already felt the tide of another orgasm approaching. The lube sloshed around his cock as he fucked her, causing a torrent of clear fluid to erupt from her with each retreating thrust. He pulled her hair savagely, causing her to clench him with her already tight sphincter. He felt her coming again as more warm fluid splattered down his legs, her asshole clenching him in pulsating contractions.
That was what drove him over the edge. He slammed into her and came again, delivering another burst of semen that was no less thick and voluminous than his previous orgasm. He throbbed inside of her with each burst, his primal grunts of ecstasy mixing with her screams of pleasure. He delivered four more halting thrusts, taking a moment to deliver each explosion deep inside of her colon, before he pulled out, a strand of white jizzum dripping from his half flaccid dick as he pulled out. He took a step back and spun her around to face the camera. He smacked her ass hard.
“Now push it all out you filthy slut.” He said. On his command Alice’s whole body shuddered as her asshole prolapsed from the semen and lubricant enema he’d just given her. A milky geyser erupted from her behind as she pushed, while a long gossamer strand of cum dripped from her blown out vagina. By the time she was done a trail of slick milky substance five feet long coated the floor, one of the camera men wiped off his lens as he stood in the line of fire to get the money shots.
Charles watched mesmerized as her asshole prolapsed and then sucked back in with each push, causing the last remnants of his seed that he’d slammed against her cervix to dribble out of her pussy. Alice was gasping for breath now, and when he walked over to the front of her he saw that delirious glazed look in her eye when you’ve made someone come their brains out. He grinned, but he wasn’t quite done with her.
He sunk his fingers into her hair and pulled her head up so he could look down at her. She was gasping, and he interrupted her breath by shoving his cock back in her mouth.
“Your job is to keep this dick hard, you hear me you little slut?” He said as he began to thrust deep into her throat. She took the first two thrusts like a champ, but then he could feel her gagging as he kept deepthroating her. She began to shake her head as streamers of mucus and saliva drooled from her mouth and nose, and at one point she managed to shake his dick out.
“Texas, tex—” She began before he thrusted his cock back in and began to thrust with more zeal. A moment later he heard Alfonso walking over.
“Cut, cut!” He yelled, and shoved Charles away. Enraged from his interruption, as he was on the verge of coming again, Charles wheeled and glared down at Alfonso. Alfonso glared back, the pudgy middle aged man not intimidated by the hulking beast before him.
“What the fuck?” Charles growled.
“Goddamnit, Punisher, we’ve been over this. You gotta respect your coworkers man. That was fucking beautiful right up until you tried to mouth rape her. We gotta cut the film early cause of that. Come on.” Alfonso said.
“Fuck you, she was loving it.” Charles growled, all the while Alice gagged and coughed up a glob of thick mucus.
“I was choking you asshole! I could’ve died.” She hissed when she could speak again. “Someone get me down from these ropes, right now!” She said. Charles ignored her completely.
“Right away Miss Brooks. Sorry about that.” Alfonso said apologetically and pulled Charles aside.




Chapter 3.
Charles drove home in a rage. As he replayed the conversation he had with Alfonso, his blood pressure rose and his knuckles turned white on the steering wheel. The audacity of that little fuck.
“Listen chief, you’re an amazing performer, you’ve made me a lot of money over the years. But Charles, my man, you can’t keep going off the rails like this. You keep violating my girls like that, I’m gonna get the reputation that Alfonso the great is hiring subpar staff for his films. A slimeball who let’s his girls get abused. I can’t have that chief, no fuckin way.”
“Fucking whores, acting like they don’t want it.” Charles hissed as he drove back to his house in midtown. Out of his uniform, dressed in a respectable button up shirt and jeans, he looked like the typical blue collar worker coming home from an honest day’s work. That’s exactly how he wanted to look for his ma. He pulled up to the old colonial style house, the type that was ubiquitous in the older suburban outreaches of Boston, and got out, making sure all the signs of his real job were hidden. He kept his mask, leather pants and other various accessories in a briefcase that he carried with him into the house.
The smell of breakfast food assailed him as he entered the kitchen, his stomach growling at the smell of bacon frying and hissing, eggs scrambling and hash browns being cooked up. His ma knew he loved breakfast food, he could eat it all day everyday if he could, and she knew he would be hungry after a long day at work.
“Hey ma, I’m home!” He called out as he put the briefcase beside the couch and unbuttoned the top collar of his shirt. A short, pudgy middle aged woman waddled into the living room, her brown-streaked-with-gray hair tied up in a frizzy bun. Esmerelda Koch looked up at her son with the bright eyed prideful look a mother could only give her son, one who she was fiercely proud of.
“There he is, my big strong handsome man. How was work? Talk to any cute girls today? Oof, you look famished. Come on, let’s get you fed.” She said, tucking on his arm as she pulled him into the kitchen.
“Oh, you know, the same old same old. Some broad tried to give me lip today and tried to tell me how to do my job, but I set her straight. Talked to the boss man though. He said I had potential about moving up in the company, so that was uhm, exciting.” He said as hunger seized him.
“Oh, look at you, moving up in the corporate world. You woulda made the old man proud.” She said in that old Boston way of hers as he pinched his cheek. She proceeded to load up his plate with a heaping mound of scrambled eggs, three slices of buttered toast, four hash brown paddies and a whole rasher of bacon. She put it in front of him and he began to devour it. A long day at the set where he’d had to nut a lot always made him ravenous.
He was halfway through his meal when his mom reappeared and dropped a package in front of him.
“Oh yeah, this came for you today. Some kinda package.” She said.
“Whose it from?” He asked around a mouthful of eggs. She squinted to read the address.
“Oh! It’s from that one gal you dated awhile back. Natasha something? Oh, Natasha Whitaker, that’s right? Oh Charles, have you been talking to that girl again? Such a sweet girl she was, I was heart broken when you two split up.” She said.
Charles had frozen with a fork load of sundered hash browns smothered in ketchup to his lips.
“You said Natasha sent that package?” He asked, feeling a snake of anxiety tighten itself around his gut.
“Yeah, look for yourself!” Esmerelda said, and shoved the package across the table. Charles looked, observed the package. He picked it up. It was small, the box approximately the size of a baseball, but it felt extremely heavy for it’s size. Maybe twenty pounds. “Oh, please tell me you two are in cahoots again. I just loved that girl, she—”
“No ma! We’re not together.” Charles growled as he stared at the package.
“Oh jeez, no need to get ya panties in a wad about it.” She said. “Well go on, open it.” She insisted.
“No… No I’ll wait till I go up to my room. I have a feeling it’s something meant for my eyes only.” He said as he began to finish up the meal, but with less gusto than before.
“Whatever happened to you two anyway? Such a cute couple. You didn’t… you know…” Esmerelda said as she began to put up the leftovers.
“No…Long story.” Charles said as he stuffed the last bit of hash brown in his mouth and pushed the plate away. “Thanks for lunch ma, it was delicious as usual.” He said, giving her a light peck on the cheek as he grabbed the box and briefcase and headed upstairs.
His room hadn’t changed since his adolescent years. Pictures of buff, ripped super heros adorned his walls, plus the occasional Sport’s Illustrated bikini shoot poster hanging up on his wall, much to his mom’s dismay. In one corner sat the weight set he used religiously every day, the one gifted to him by his father before he passed away, a freak accident at the construction site taking the man’s life at the ripe old age of 41. He put the box on the bed, not ready to open it up yet. He couldn’t believe Natasha had the balls to do this. Thinking about her made his blood pressure rise up again, so he forced himself to get in the zone instead. He put his Bluetooth headphones on, put on some technical death metal through his phone, and began his routine.
His routine was what had gotten him through the hard times. All things could be reduced to sets and numbers. She made me do it, that bitch, she drove me over the edge. Four sets of bicep curls with a thirty second rest in between. It was her fault really, she shoulda known getting in my face like that would set me off. Two sets of overhead press. My hand just sorta slipped, is all.. Meant to slap her when instead I punched…Three sets of tricep kickbacks. She acted like she needed to go to the hospital, but I took care of her, made sure she kept her fuckin mouth shut about it…
By the time he was done, sweat poured off of him. The latent rage that had been building within him had dissipated. It was a lot of work, hiding his double life from his mother, trying to make it as a male dominatrix, and keeping a lid on his anger issues. This last part was the toughest, and what had gotten him in the most trouble. But people were always trying him, pushing his fucking buttons. Sometimes he thought he didn’t have anger issues, he had people issues. People always trying to push him over the edge. It was infuriating.
He held the package, and found his hands were trembling. He tried to tell himself it was from the adrenaline pump he gave himself while lifting, but underneath he knew it was anxiety. The truth was, Natasha was the only woman he ever truly loved, the fact he’d snapped on her, had hurt her still haunted him. Not only that, but the fact she was super deep into that witchy pagan shit always unsettled him. He’d vividly remembered when they’d taken the trip to Salem a few years ago, the way her eyes lit up when she heard about the rich history of supposed witchcraft and the witch trials that took place there so long ago. He half wondered if he’d open up the box to find a voodoo doll or a severed rabbit’s paw or something to brand him as a cursed man.
He ripped open the package, and was stunned to see there was no occult totem in evidence. Instead, what lay in his hands was a square shaped box made out of some black shiny substance. Obsidian? Volcanic rock? He didn’t know. There were several buttons and switches etched in grooves along the box’s walls, and he wondered what in the hell he was staring at. He saw on the bottom there was a note attached to the box. He peeled off the tape and opened the piece of notebook paper.
Dear Charles-
I’ve been thinking a lot about what happened to us. I know you didn’t mean it… I know you just snapped. You warned me about it but I didn’t listen. I just want you to know I forgive you. Take this puzzle box as a sort of truce. If you can solve it, you get a prize that I think you’ll quite like.
Take care, N.
“What the fuck…” Charles muttered as he moved the heavy box around in his palms. Not only was the damn thing as heavy as one of his dumbbells, it was cold too. He stared quizzically at the box, fiddling with the various knobs and switches on it. As he messed with the cube, he thought of what the note said over and over. A flutter of melancholy emotions took over at the thought of getting back together with her. She really was the only one that seemed to “get” him. She accepted his real lifestyle and didn’t judge him for it. The more he messed with the puzzle box, the more guilt and shame he felt building up within him.
Eventually he took the cube over to the bed, shutting the door to his bedroom and plopping down on the bed to manipulate the cube more. He soon found himself undergoing an obsessive  fugue as his hands couldn’t stop touching the damn box. The more he fiddled with it, the less he thought of Natasha and his unresolved feelings on the matter.
Charles had no idea how long he’d been messing with the damn thing until he realized the sun was going down and he could barely see in front of him. Still, his concentration was ironclad as he felt he was starting to get the hang of it. He didn’t realize the edges of his thumbs had been warn raw from his constant manipulating of the box until the side of his thumb split open, and a fat droplet of blood dripped into one of the carved chasms going alone the side of the box.
Things happened very fast then. There came a deep metallic click within the box as his blood seeped into the groove. A moment later Charles watched mesmerized as rays of red light began to glow from within the box, filling his whole room with a crimson glow. He then dropped the box as it began to move and shake within his hands. The walls of the cube began to disintegrate like dust in the wind, a glowing red mist unfurled from it’s center, consolidating itself as a red cloud above his bed. He then blinked as the red cloud blinded him with a bright red flash.
“Holy shit.” Charles said when he got his vision back, and he stared at the being before him.




Chapter 4.
The first thing he noticed was her face, which was absolutely angelic and perfectly symmetrical in appearance. Long lustrous brown hair flowed down a naked female body whose skin was purest ivory. Not white as in Caucasian, but white as fish belly, white as egg shell. The skin was so startingly radiant it stung his eyes at first to look at it. When they adjusted, he saw a curvy hourglass figure hovering a foot above him. He at first thought he was staring at some kind of fertility goddess, until he noticed the inhuman features that marred her perfection.
Her hands ended in long crooked talons for fingers, fingers which began to dance over her flesh, tweaking the nipples, which were a purest black, before going between her legs. From the end of her long slender legs were not dainty, delicate feet like he expected, but hooves. Charles flinched as a freezing cold liquid dripped from between her legs and splattered against his chest.
“What…The…Fuck…” He breathed, thinking he must’ve surely fallen asleep while messing with the goddamn puzzle box. This had to be a dream.
“Oh, but it’s not, Charles Koch.” Came an ethereal voice that was both enchanting and disturbing. There was the sound of a beautiful female voice somewhere in there, but mixed with it was the sound of a thousand tortured souls screaming at once. The voice came from directly above him as well as from within his own head. He flinched back even further as the woman rotated in the air, and began to lower herself on top of him.
“No…No, get back!” He said, and his brain operated on that base fight or flight instinct that always seemed to lean towards fight. He swung out a meaty fist towards the beautiful face, but his blow was arrested by one of her thin spindly arms. Her grip was fierce as she grabbed his forearm and squeezed.
“Ow…Fuck!” He yelled as what felt like a fleshy pneumatic vice began to crush his arm. The face bent down to look at him, a long tongue unfurling from white lips. Up close, he could see just how unnaturally perfect the face was. The Uncanny Valley effect took over as Charles saw this was no human ghost, but something hideous masquerading under human skin. Cold saliva dripped down onto his face, the smell of sulfur and burnt flesh emanating from her mouth. He tried to shove her away with his other hand, but this too was caught effortlessly. With a grunt she shoved his arms back down to his sides.
“How does it feel, not being in control?” She hissed in his ear as she lowered herself on top of him. Despite the growing fear and confusion he felt, he also felt a strange exhilaration at finally meeting someone who was his equal or dare he think, his superior. “Oh, you pathetic insect. I am so much more than your superior.” She said, reading his mind and laughing. He felt his cock begin to throb with erection, a sort of atmospheric pressure building around his loins as she straddled him.
“Who…Who are you?” Charles breathed. She grinned, revealing a raw of teeth that looked more at home on a wolf than a human being.
“My name is Mordronia, and I’ve been summoned to make you suffer. I am here to break that pathetic ego of yours, to reduce you from a man to a sniveling invalid.” She said.
“What….why?” He asked, the fear once again racing through him as he felt cold, wet lips pressing against his shaft. Another burst of adrenaline fueled arousal surged through him as his genitalia came into contact with hers. She was cold down there… Cold everywhere. That didn’t make any fucking sense. None of this did.
“Because… we keep an eye out for men like you. Men who treat the clearly superior halves of the pathetic human race as inferiors. I am here to break you of the arrogance and narcissism that plagues you.” She said, and released his arms. Immediately he began to pummel her with punches. Savage blows that would’ve broken ribs and ruptured organs on a normal female frame. But the body he punched into yielded to his blows like playdough. There was no solid bone structure he could feel. It was like punching into a giant water balloon. Mordronia laughed again as Charles began to frantically beat at her. “Yesss that’s it. Struggle my poor little insect. Fight for your life!” She said and cackled.
“What the fuck are you?” he asked as his fists sunk into the soft velvet, his blows seeming to have no effect on her.
“I am the one who is going to break you.” She said, and proceeded to crawl up his body, moving effortlessly despite his protestations. Hawk like talons sunk into his hair as her soft supple thighs straddled the sides of his face. He looked up to see a vagina with an almost comically huge, bulbous clitoris sticking out from her cleft. The lips themselves appeared to elongate and cover her vaginal entrance like some kind of covering, and when she released his hair to pull the lips apart, he saw a gaping black cavern that pulsated and contracted. It almost looked like the inside of some alien physiology. “Now, you will feast.” She said, and lowered herself onto his face.
Her labia conformed to his mouth, and a light amount of suction took place as he took the thick gland of her clitoris in his mouth. Cold liquid drizzled into his mouth, and at first he coughed and spluttered as the liquid tasted of a bitter, almost alcoholic substance. Soon however her excretions began to take on a sweet flavor.
He tried to bite the marble sized clit between his teeth, expecting that to finally be the thing that repelled her from him. Instead Mordronia only cried out in monstrous ecstasy as he did so.
“Oh yes, that’s it!” She cried out. About to go out of his mind with panic, Charles chewed and bit down with as much force as he could muster, trying to sever the gland with his teeth, but it was almost like chewing on a very fatty piece of gristle, or rubber even. All it seemed to do was give Mordronia an unspeakable amount of pleasure. She presumed to grab his hair savagely again and ride his face. She looked down at him with a wicked grin as she rubbed her humongous clit between his teeth. She was pulling his hair hard enough to feel like it was about to be ripped right out of his scalp, which caused him to clench his teeth even more.
Finally, he began to feel a surge of fluid fill his mouth and her thighs tighten around his head as she approached orgasm. He felt her clit throb and pulse with whatever abhorrent life that powered her, and then he was nearly drowning in her ejaculate as her vulva quivered and released it’s grip on his mouth. He coughed out a lungful of the fluid, which burned his lungs and made the back of his throat go numb as she growled with pleasure, her whole body trembling.
“Mmmmm, this is a good start. But you still need to be milked.” She said, and climbed down from Charles’s gasping face to play with his unsuspecting cock. She gripped it firmly in one of her deformed hands, and Charles watched as a long serpentine like tongue trailed out of her mouth and explored the tip of his cock. Part of him was horrified, but the other part was exhilarated at being so utterly overpowered. His breath caught in his throat when he felt the slender tongue probe at the tip of his urethral entrance, then let out a high pitched moan as the tongue slid inside of his cock. The feeling of the cold, slick organ probing inside of him was indescribable.
She began to stroke him while the tongue snaked through all seven inches of his shaft. He could then feel her go past the base of his shaft, every centimeter she progressed and feeling her slide against his urethral walls was an exercise in blissful agony. Soon he was rock hard, and when he reached a full, rigid erection, he cried out as the tongue was extricated from him, her retreat leaving a cold tingling feeling of violation that was both horrible and incredible.
In a flash of movement she was on him, his cock suddenly becoming encased in an icy glove as she straddled and began to ride him.
“Holy fuck…” He said with a shaky gasp as she began to ride him viciously, her hips bucking and thrusting with frantic urgency. Despite coming twice already today he could feel another surge of orgasm approaching as she worked his cock like a machine, the cold walls adding an exhilarating new sensation to the mix. He could feel his seed begin to build up and ready itself for ejection at the base of his cock, but the familiar buildup was augmented by whatever Mordronia had done with her tongue so that it now felt like there was more than just semen that was about to explode out of the tip of his cock.
“Give it to me. Your seed is wasted here. No need to sire bastard children who will turn out a failure just like you.” She hissed as he felt his whole body grow rigid. The first explosion he felt erupt from his cock felt like liquid fire as the semen climbed his violated urethra. It hurt in such a good way, the way it hurts to stretch out a well worn muscle, or to pick off an itchy scab. It was that kind of satisfying pain where the hurt just made the pleasure all the more delicious.
“Fucking christ!” Charles called out as another agonizing contraction seized him. He could feel Mordronia’s vagina begin to do that strange suctioning thing with her lips, and she had a tight vacuum lock on his shaft. Now with every stroke she wasn’t just sliding her walls over his shaft and dickhead, she was squeezing him from the sides, milking him savagely. A fourth and then fifth pumping contraction seized him, her walls squeezing him brutally until finally he passed out from the overwhelming sensations assaulting him all at once.




Chapter 5.
When Charles awoke, he felt like he had the flu. His whole body ached profusely, especially his groin, which felt like someone had taken a rubber mallet to it. His 9 AM alarm is what woke him up, and for the first time since he took the job at XXX-industries, he didn’t look forward to working today. He almost thought the whole experience he had last night was a terrible nightmare until he saw the puzzle box sitting on the nightstand, it’s walls unfolded to reveal a miniature altar. He stared at it for a minute, trying to comprehend what was happening to him. Natasha had delivered this… thing, to him. As what? Punishment for what he’d done to her?
He dragged himself into the shower, and found he was unable to control his bladder. He tried to use his kegels to stop the impending flow, but found the muscles were useless. He dribbled blood tinged urine freely in the basin of the shower as he washed. He stared wordlessly down at his cock, which appeared swollen and bruised. He sighed, proceeded to do a perfunctory job washing himself off, and then got out of the bathroom, shivering as he felt hot and cold at once. He couldn’t remember the last time he felt sick. On top of that, his stomach felt raw and acidic, as if he’d spent the night slamming whiskey and coke like he used to do during his brief stint in college.
He made his way downstairs, hoping to avoid his mother on the way out. She always made him a big breakfast that he eagerly devoured, and he knew if she saw him in his current state she would worry herself sick and demand he go to the doctor. He stealthily made his way to the door when he felt a hand lock on his shoulder.
“Honey? Where are you going? Aren’t you going to eat?” Esmerelda asked as she caught her son at the front door. He turned to look at her, and his heart sank when she saw the trepidation on her face. “Oh… Charly, you look horrible.” She said, putting a hand to his forehead. She gasped. “Oh, and you’re burning up! Honey… You need to take the day off work, go to the doctor. You know the flu has been going around.”
“I’m fine ma, really. Just… let me be, big day at work today.” He said. He was about to take another step when she stopped him.
“No, at least let me wrap up some breakfast for you to take with you, you know, incase you get hungry later.” She said. He didn’t have the energy to snap at her. He patiently waited, feeling mild vertigo as he stood there waiting. A few minutes later she came back with an aluminum foil covered plate heaping with food. Charles obediently took the heavy plate, already feeling nauseas at the thought of eating all that food. His ma kissed him on the cheek and sent him on his way.
By the time he got to the unassuming old textile factory that was sequestered within an old industrial park on the outskirts of Boston, which housed XXX-industries headquarters, his head began to throb. Part of him considered calling in sick, but he knew he couldn’t do that. Today was a huge shoot, the orgy scene Alfonso had been planning for months. He knew if he called in today he would probably lose his job.
He came on set, and immediately made his way to the back where dressing rooms and the green room was. Monika Lust was back in the green room, doing her usual pre-performance lines on the little mirror kept on the table, along with a usual assortment of pills.
“Hey Monika, mind if I get a snort? I’m feeling a little under the weather… need a pick me up.” Charles said. She raised her eyes.
“Jesus… You look like shit. You’re not contagious are you?” She said. He laughed, which he immediately regretted as the laughter caused his brain to ring like a gong.
“No… it was just a long night.” He said as he dipped his pinky in the little mound of white powder and snorted. The line of cocaine immediately got his heart racing, mild alertness seeping into the brain fog that surrounded him, but that was it.
“Ready for the big day today? Boss is excited. The new talent is supposed to be here any minute now.” Monika said.
“Yep, sure am excited.” Charles said and meandered his way into the pathetic excuse for a breakroom they had. He put up his plate of food in the fridge, making sure to write his name on the foil with the sharpie kept on the lunch table. When he walked out and onto the main set, he saw the new meat had arrived. Two porn stars he recognized from videos he himself had masturbated too years ago stood gossiping and sipping iced coffees while Alfonso made introductions.
“And ah! There he is, the man of the hour. Charles, come over here and make yourself known.” The director said. Charles ambled over and shook hands with Leslie Sparks and Shelia Sucks, both of them sporting multicolored hair jobs and flesh that was almost completely covered in tattoos. Shelia had a set of g-cup fake tits and an hourglass figure, while Leslie had a more busty frame, with a bit of a belly and natural double D’s whose nipple studs he could see through the thin fabric of her shirt. If Charles was feeling more frisky, he would’ve been turned on by the site of Leslie in the flesh. He’d loved her videos, she did extreme insertion as well as shibari suspension.
“So you’re the punisher huh? I’ve heard a lot about you.” Shelia said, running a finger down the chest of his v-neck shirt. She and Leslie both giggled with delight at this.
“Alright you two, go on back into the dressing rooms, Monika should be back there somewhere. She can give you some preshow treats to help you get in the mood if you wish.” Alfonso said. “We go on in 15.” He said, gesturing towards the platform that would be their stage. One wall studded with tool hooks held a variety of dildos, whips and other BDSM devices. In the center of the platform were two examination tables of the style one would see in the gynecologists office, complete with stirrups that were augmented with ankle cuffs, as well as handcuffs towards the top of the table. Today was the big day alright, and he felt like he was on death’s doorstep.
Feeling a tinge of anxiety at the thought of fucking up his magnum opus performance, Charles went back into the dressing room where the women were no doubt preparing. He saw Monika was clad in a leather dominatrix setup, she would be co-domming with Charles today, while Shelia and Leslie disappeared into the bathrooms with enema setups, no doubt prepping their assholes for the extensive attention they were about to get.
Charles carefully selected a batch of pills from the communal style bowl Alfonso kept in the green room. An off brand type of Viagra, a valium for his nerves, and some kind of high powered opiate to help squash the aches and numb his cock a little bit so he could give the three ladies an equal amount of pounding. As he took off his mock-CEO-at-a-big-firm-clothes and switched into the legit doctor’s jacket that Alfonso had procured, he gave his cock an exploratory stroke, and winced. He prayed the pills would kick in soon enough.
While he waited for the girls to do their thing, he tried eating some of the breakfast he brought with him, choking down some greasy eggs and a bite of hash browns to give his stomach some padding for the pharmaceutical cocktail he’d just ingested. Every bite was an exercise in will power however, and he wished he didn’t have such bad reactions to weed so he could puff on some before the shoot. He knew it eliminated nausea and in general made sex much more pleasurable, but the few times he’d gotten stoned he’d succumbed to panic attacks and horrible paranoia.
He sat at the table, willing himself to keep down the food he’d just eaten, willing the pills to kick in sooner. He could start to feel a mixture of adrenaline and something like low grade euphoria seep into the peripheral edges of awareness as the cocktail began to do it’s job, but as soon as he stood up to answer Alfonso’s summons, the room swam and black motes sparkled across his eyes. He made his way to the set.
The gist of this video was that Charles, decked to the nines in his trademark mask and doctor’s uniform would come on set to “inspect” the bound Shelia and Leslie. Monika, his nurse, would come in after he’d thoroughly opened both of their holes with speculums to inspect them, whereupon he’d find anomalies that would need further inspection and probing. From there it was free game, with Monika and Charles doing whatever the hell they wanted with the two subjects. He walked on stage to see both Shelia and Leslie on each examination table, completely naked. A set of speculums lay beside each of them.
His cock gave a throb of arousal as he approached the set, seeing them both bound like that. His thoughts swam back to Mordronia, and the way she so easily overpowered him, and reduced him to the sort of helplessness that was presented before him now. Cognitive dissonance suddenly assaulted him as his need to be an aggressive, dominant alpha male was attacked by the thrill of just giving up and submitting completely to your master. Within him were two violently flowing rivers with two totally different currents, whose confluence was a turbulent maelstrom of emotions. He froze halfway to the set.
“Uh, earth to Charly, hello?” Alfonso said, walking up next to him. He punched one meaty arm. “Hey chief, you alive in there? What’s the hold up?” He asked, tugging at Charles’s mask.
“Don’t fucking touch me!” Charles snapped, grabbing a flabby hairy wrist and shoving Alfonso away hard enough to cause him to stumble back a few feet.
“Whoa whoa whoa, cool your jets Tarzan.” Alfonso said, his voice changing from the cocky arrogant director to a man whose just had a lion swipe at him through the very thin bars of a cage. “You good Charles?” He asked, keeping his distance from the man.
“Yeah.” Was all Charles said. He proceeded towards the stage.




Chapter 6.
“Look what we have here… and what is it you ladies are in for?” Dr. Punisher asked.
“Well… see, I’ve been having this ache deep in my asshole. It’s just so far up there, I can’t reach it on my own.” Shelia whined.
“Yeah, and I’ve been having like this… empty feeling in my pussy. Like something just needs to be inside of it. It’s so weird, like, I just have this need to pound something against my cervix.” Monika said.
“I see… well, guess I better take a look then huh?” Charles said, and went to Shelia’s side of the table first. He grabbed one of the metal speculums and a bottle of lube, and knelt down between her outstretched legs. The camera man zoomed in on Charles as he lubed up two fingers to shove into her asshole. “First we gotta get you nice and loosened up.” He said and proceeded to finger Shelia’s asshole.
“I wanna be loosened up too doctor!” Leslie said, and Charles let out a mock exasperated sigh.
“My my, I might need some help. Nurse!” He called from behind his back, and a few seconds later he could hear Monika’s loud platform boots clomping onto the set.
“Yes doctor?” She said in a smoky sexy voice. He turned to look at her, saw she also had a doctor’s uniform over her dominatrix getup.
“It appears these ladies are having some…interior trouble.” Punisher said as he shoved two fingers into Shelia’s tight little asshole.
“Oh, I see.” Monika said, and walked over to Leslie. She knelt down and began to vigorously lick her cunt while sneakily grabbing the speculum from behind her. The two girls began to moan in tandem with pleasure as both Monika and the punisher started to work the speculums in. With the device in place, Charles began to twist the little knob at the end of the device, opening up the girl’s asshole, revealing a glistening pink cavern. He felt another wave of vertigo as he was reminded of Mordronia’s obsidian cavern, and had to blink and shake his head. He focused back on the task, and decided to spit right into Shelia’s asshole.
“Oh… I like that!” She said.
“Yeah? Well how about we get this nice little pussy opened up too and see what’s going on in there?” Punisher said, walking over to the side of the table to grab the other speculum, allowing the camera guy to zoom in on her gaping asshole. When he went to grab the speculum, he saw Mordronia floating in the corner of the set, watching him with an angry gaze. He froze with his hand on the speculum.
“Uhm… Doctor, I think your patient is waiting on you…” Monika said, and Charles did his best to ignore the floating demoness and do his job. He went over to Shelia and began a perfunctory job of stroking her clitoris, trying to make her wet so the speculum could slide in easily. He was told Shelia was quite the squirter, and to be able to view her canal pulsating and erupting with fluid would be a very profitable shot. He couldn’t fuck this up, but as he began to stroke Shelia’s clit, Mordronia floated closer.
“Get your hands off her, scum. You’re my fucktoy, no one elses.” Mordronia hissed. He didn’t acknowledge her as he began to stroke more vigorously.
“Oh fuck yeah. Open me up doctor, I’ll show you what I need.” Shelia said. Charles lubed up the speculum and tried his best to carefully place the device within her vagina. He looked over and saw that Monika already had hers in, and had walked over to the wall of tools to get the electroshock pads. He knew she would place the pads directly on Leslie’s asshole and turn the small device on so the camera could watch her vaginal cavern pulsate wildly with the contractions. Normally this thought in itself would be enough to get him rock hard, but he was painfully aware of the throbbing intensity building behind his eyeballs. The drugs had kicked in, but instead of taking away his ailments, the narcotic cocktail only served to make his heart race and his hands unsteady as his gut roiled and the invisible vice continued to tighten itself around his skull.
He inserted the vaginal speculum and turned the small knob to open it. He looked down into the fleshy cavern, could see the ridges of her vaginal canal, as well as her cervix far back at the end.
“Ah yes, I see the problem…” Charles said, swallowing back the half digested breakfast with a painful gulp. “It seems you suffer from slutendiosis.” He said.
“Oh no… That sounds serious… what is that?” Shelia asked.
“Its…” He began, standing up and holding onto the table as he felt the room spin under his feet. “A disease of the sexual organs, where a deficiency in orgasms causes all your holes to ache.” He managed to get out.
“Oh, I’ve suffered from that alright. There’s only one cure for that sort of thing.” Monika said, applying the electrode pads to the puckered rim of Leslie’s asshole. “Back to back orgasms. Sustained clitoral stimulation. And a thorough anal probing.” Monika said, and flipped the switch on the small white device connected to the pads via thin wires. Leslie screamed and thrashed against her restraints as electricity coursed into her asshole.
“I want what she’s having!” Shelia called out excitedly.
“I’ll get it for you, but first you have to suck me off.” Doctor Punisher said, and threw off his doctor’s uniform. He had on a pair of leather undies underneath with a crotch cut out, his pathetically limp cock dangling from it. He was about to get up onto the table and shove it into Shelia’s face when Mordronia was suddenly right there, in between them. She hissed like a cat at him, revealing her wicked canine’s, her fowl breath of rotting meat and sulfur washed over him, and he stumbled back and gagged, swatting at the air.
“Get the fuck away from me!” He screamed.
“You get away from her. You shall receive no more earthly pleasure from these harlots.” She hissed in his face.
“Uhm…” Monika said, looking around for Alfonso, wondering if this was part of the script. Suddenly there came a liquid glugging sound, followed by a gasp of disgust from Shelia as Charles threw up into his mask and all over her.
“Cut! Cut! What the FUCK!” Alfonso screamed as Charles threw off his mask and projectile vomited across the floor in front of the set. “Someone get this asshole a trashcan!” He yelled, and one of the stage hands grabbed the big industrial sized mop bucket they kept around for cleaning up various bodily fluids and Charles proceeded to hurl the rest of his breakfast in there, as well as this terrible black sludge that smelled like congealed blood.
When he was done, he collapsed onto his back and coughed. He looked around and saw to his relief that Mordronia was nowhere around.
“Charly, what the fuck man? Are you okay?” Alfonso asked, walking over to him.
“Think… Think I got food poisoning.” Charles breathed. Alfonso sighed.
“Well that’s just fuckin great. My main star is outta commission during his biggest role. Jesus christ. Alright kid, go home, get some rest, drink plenty of fluids and blah blah. You girls sit tight, I’m gonna see if we can find a replacement for today.” Alfonso said, and immediately begin dialing numbers in his phone. Charles managed to stumble back to the dressing room, where he cleaned himself up and got himself dressed. Burning with rage and embarrassment, he dragged himself to the car, and barely managed to drive himself home.




Chapter 7.
He ignored his mom as he stumbled through the front door and up the stairs to his room. He locked the door behind him, and collapsed onto his bed. He felt like he was dying, yet almost immediately he passed out.
When he awoke, darkness filled his room, except for the crimson silhouette of Mordronia as she floated above him.
“What… What do you want with me?” He mewled. She only cackled in response as she lowered herself to him.
“You know what I want.” She said, and proceeded to lower herself down towards his cock, where her tongue once again unfurled. Except this time, she opened her wide mouth, and closed her lips around his cock, and began to suck, while the thin needle like tongue wormed it’s way inside of his dick. He let out a shaky gasp as the violation of the cold tongue going down his urethra sent a chill through him, and the feeling of her sharp teeth grazing his cock made his heart pound with adrenaline.
Mordronia could smell his fear, and she laughed around his cock as she sucked. Despite his growing trepidation, he grew erect, and the harder he became, the more her serrated teeth pressed against his shaft. Her suction was strong and her rhythm steady, and already he could feel the intense, bone deep build up of an orgasm coming. Her tongue snaked deeper within him, until he could feel a cold tendril somewhere around the base of his cock going into his bladder.
“Oh fuck… I’m gonna come… Your tongue…” He said, begging for her to withdraw her tongue from him. She gave a muffled hmmm mmmm. “Fuckkkkk!” He said, feeling the intense buildup and the pressure building around the base of his cock. “Please.” He breathed, trying to fight the urge to pump and release. Then a moment later he felt some sort of internal anatomy shift as he tried to come. His first contraction nearly caused him to pass out again as he felt his seminal vesicle struggle to shoot it’s load through his urethra with mounting pressure.
Then, Mordronia quickly withdrew her tongue, and his backed up load shot forth with an agonizing but blissful sense of release. The load erupting from him felt like it was almost too big to pass, until finally the suction around her mouth withdrew the seed from him like someone sucking a particularly thick milk shake through a straw. She stroked him hard with her clawed hands, and a third, then a forth explosion racked him as his seed rocketed from his violated urethra. As his cock throbbed, he felt her teeth press and then slice into his cock as she slowly, carefully closed her teeth around his cock.
He’d never been more relieved in his life when his orgasm was over. She released his cock from her treacherous grip and he looked down to see several small abrasions around his shaft. She began to lick around his shaft, her icy tongue going over his wounds and first burning and then numbing them.
“How is it, being helpless, afraid, unable to control the situation?” She asked. Charles didn’t respond at first. “You love it.” She said, getting atop him, straddling him once again. “Say it, you love it.”
“I…I love it.” Charles said as he gasped in surprise, his half flaccid cock entering her chilly cavern. He expected it to hurt, but his abraded and abused cock immediately felt relief as the soft but cold walls hugged him gently, her natural lubricant entering his cuts and wounds and numbing them further like a healing salve.
“Yesssss, that’s it.” She said, and began to ride him slowly, a sensuous rhythm more akin to lovers than a demoness crudely milking her subject for all he was worth. She lowered herself to him, and he found himself wrapping his thick muscled arms around her torso, savoring her chilly flesh against his body. She rode him, and he succumbed to the bliss as his cock once again grew hard. He could feel a somewhat disconcerting hollowness around the base of his shaft, and he tried not to pay attention to it as Mordronia rode him faster, picking up a rhythm as she began to grind the huge clitoris against his crotch.
He could feel her walls begin to pulsate as she stroked, her clitoris throbbing against his crotch, and his heart began to pound at the thought of them climaxing together. He held onto her tightly, and began to buck his hips in time with her thrusts. He felt the familiar buildup begin again, the quaking in his loins bone deep now as his violated anatomy prepared itself for another climactic explosion.
“You’re all mine now. You will not be allowed to touch another human woman again.” She hissed in his ear, and dug her claws into his back for purchase as she rode him. She began to ride even faster, her walls hugging his cock firmly now, the cold velvet fist conforming to his shaft perfectly. He felt the ascending pressure in his balls rise, and then his climax was upon him. “Oh yessss, give it to me!” Mordronia said, and in that moment, two things happened at once. He felt the first throbbing explosion of his second climax fill her arcane womb, and in that instance he could feel her walls give a firm squeeze before a gush of cold syrupy fluid rushed past his cock and drip down his balls and legs. Mordronia’s whole body twitched and convulsed, the nails digging deep into his back as they came together. The combination of pain and tingly intense climax caused his synapses and nerve endings to explode with sensation, and his second and third pumps were met with equally powerful contractions.
She kept him inside even after his fifth dribbling expulsion and his rigid cock began to soften. For awhile she just stayed like that, straddling him and pressing her throbbing clit against him. A mix of emotions flooded over Charles then as he felt his cock go soft within her. He remembered the first time he’d ever gotten that familiar dopamine rush of exhilaration, pushing down little Suzy Blakowitz in the school playground in fourth grade, and then getting on top of her and putting her face in the dirt, cherishing her cries of humiliation and frustration.
“Ah yes, and this experience is what fostered the fragile ego you would let blossom into full on sadomasochism for the rest of your life.” Mordronia said. “Except you have no excuses for your morbid tastes, for your pathetic need to dominate and humiliate.” She said.
“Stop.” Charles pleaded.
“No abusive parents, you were raised in a perfect household. Your mother helped foster your sick tastes though, didn’t she? You ask what I want with you…”
“Please.”
“Pathetic little man child. The one who sent me, the one who summoned me, who I became champion for, I read her mind. I saw what you did to her. Does your mother know she raised a boy who treats women like objects? She does, doesn’t she?” She said, and released one of her taloned claws from his back, and instead locked it around his throat. He lashed out in a blind panic, striking at her face and arms, but it was like punching a trampoline, his blows only bounced off her body, her grin spreading as he began to choke. She began to slowly thrust again, his limp cock moving around inside of her, begrudgingly growing hard again. “I will steal all the essence from you, until you’re nothing but a pathetic husk of a man.” She said, and rode him again, her tireless demonic muscles working him, straddling him.
“Dear, are you alright in there?” Esmerelda asked as Charles whimpered. Mordronia hissed loudly at the door.
“Ma!” Charles tried to scream, but his mouth only produced a small squeak. There came a clicking as the doorknob was jostled, his mother trying to come in. The succubus increased her thrusting speed, and black motes began to swim across Charles’s vision as Esmerelda came in. He lost consciousness right as Mordronia fled from his body, and he could hear the sound of wet fabric ripping, except it wasn’t fabric. There came a great wet sound as some liquid splashed on the carpet. But he was already slipping away, the faint smell of copper tickling his nose right as the void seized him and pulled him under.




Chapter 8.
Charles awoke to the ghastly smell of rot and gore. When he got up from bed, he gasped with the pain that racked his body and had to lay back down. After awhile, he forced himself to get up, moaning as the sickly aches and pains he’d felt yesterday morning were magnified tenfold. Every minute movement of his genitalia sent pain singing up his body in throbbing waves, but his pain was soon eclipsed by shock from what lay before him.
He saw his mother’s limp body laying in a pool of blood going tar black from drying, her once white nightgown soaked through with crimson. Her head sat on his desk, her face frozen in a rictus of confused terror.
“Ma!” He screamed, and got up from the bed, nearly passing out as he did so. He went and stood over her body, his feet making wet smacking sounds as he walked through the semi dried gelatinous blood. He collapsed to his knees, and began to weep. “Ma…” He said.
“Ah yes, mother dearest. The one woman in your life that you treated with respect. How does it feel, being robbed of the one lady you chose as your paragon?” Came Mordronia’s smokey voice. Charles turned to see the succubus floating in the corner, grinning wickedly, stroking her swollen clit with one clawed hand. “Ah, the smell of human blood. Such a lovely smell. So decadent.” She said.
“YOU FUCKING BITCH! I’LL KILL YOU!” Charles roared, and in that moment, all of the misogynistic rage that had been building up his whole life boiled over, and ignoring the throbbing molten pain in his loins, he lunged at her, hands swinging as he hurled himself at her. But at the last minute she vanished, and Charles went headfirst into the corner of the room, his head making a bowling ball sized hole in the drywall. He turned and saw her behind him, cackling as she floated in the air, her legs spread open and her cunt freely dripping that clear gossamer fluid over his mother’s body while she stroked herself.
“That’s it, let the rage flow through you.” She said in a lusty voice. Charles screamed and lunged at her again, but she dissipated into mist as he passed through her, and he instead crashed into his desk, Esmerelda’s severed had falling into his lap as he knocked the desk over with a great thunderous crash. He recoiled in horror and kicked the head away from him. It landed with a meaty thump on the hardwood floor. He collapsed against the heap of splintered particle board and framed pictures of his family.
“Why… Why would you do this? She was innocent… she had nothing to do with this…” Charles weeped.
“Ah, but that is where you are wrong. Mother dearest knew what kind of monster you were. You really thought your act was that good? No, she knew what you did to Natasha Whitaker, and the ones before her. The ones you killed and were too sloppy to hide the evidence for. She protected you, and that makes her implicit in your sins.” Mordronia said.
“No…” Charles said, refusing to believe it. “I didn’t kill anyone…” He said. The memories came flooding back to him, the hooker he picked up outside of Waltham, the chick he tried to bring home after drinking at a bar in Plymouth for the debut XXX film with him in it, the one who made fun of him for being unable to get it up in the back of her car, so he knocked her out and put a brick on the accelerator pedal of her car and drove it into Cape Cod Bay. Memories he’d thoroughly repressed and kept buried underneath a veil of belligerent sexual aggression.
“Accept your fate.” She said. “Once you die in this world, you’ll come to mine, and oh, my sweet Charles, the fun we will have together then.” She said, and dissipated as a knock came from the front door. Mordronia vanished, and Charles only laid there, listening as the knocking continued.
“Anyone home? Boston PD, we’re here about a possible domestic disturbance?” a muffled gruff voice called out. Charles began to laugh, his mind becoming thoroughly unhinged as the reality of his situation finally settled over him. He tried to get up, but his body was done. He turned over to vomit, and found black bloody bile erupting from his mouth. Of course, whatever fluids that dripped from Mordronia’s body were poison to humans. Why wouldn’t it be? “Hello? I’m giving you ten seconds to answer this door before we come in!” came the cop’s voice again.
By the time the cops kicked the door in and made their way upstairs, Charles was nearly delirious.
“It was a fucking nut house in there.” Said arresting officer Chester Lewiston when the reporters came a few hours later. “This guy was completely naked, just sitting there in a room that looked like the Tasmanian devil went through it. He’d cut off his moms head and… I don’t want to think about what he did with it before we discovered him. The sicko is gonna rot in jail, that’s for sure.”
Epilogue.
When Ronald Dowell saw his new cellmate, he felt a lump of dread drop in his stomach. The guy had a wide eyed buggy look to him, his hair was falling out in patches, his body bore the resemblance of a man who was once in peak physical condition but was now rotting away from some chronic illness. Oh great, another fuckin whacko with AIDs he thought as the guy was led in a straight jacket to Ron’s cell.
“Howdy cheesedick. Looks like you got a new neighbor.” One of the guards said as they deposited the guy in his cell.
“Yo man, why the fuck you putting a nutter in here huh? Isn’t he supposed to be in the asylum or something? Look at him!” Ron said as they placed the guy down on the bed and took off the straight jacket.
“Aint got no more room in the asylum. Besides, this guy confessed to it all. He’s crazy but cognizant. Besides, the great state of Massachusetts knew you were getting lonely. Have fun, you two.” The guard said with mock cheer, locking them together in the small concrete room.
“Alright motherfucker, you listen to me. I been in here for two years and I mean to make my stay as stress free as possible. If that means I gotta smack you around to keep you in your place I won’t hesitate to do so. What’s your name you bug eyed fuck?” Ron asked.
“She… She calls herself Mordronia. I can’t get her to leave me alone. She comes… She comes at night. I can’t get her to stop.” Charles gibbered. He looked at the hulking African American in front of him and grinned. His gums had rotted away, making his teeth look too big in his thin lipped mouth. “Maybe she’ll visit you too.” He said. Ron sighed.
“Alright man. You just… keep to yourself over there. Try anything funny and I’ll make your face touch every part of this goddamn room.” He said, and sat on his cot across from Charles. Ron got an intensely uncomfortable feeling from this man. Like he was sane, but also totally unhinged. It wasn’t until they’d spent their first night together that he saw what he was truly in for. The weird bastard got these raging erections at night, would pull his pants down and pretend he was fucking, or being fucked by some invisible chick. He would cry out in pain and ecstasy, and somehow the guy would nut without ever touching his dick. Over and over, until the semen turned into blood. Then he would pass out, and piss himself in the process. Every night this bizarre ritual occurred.
It was one of the most disturbing things Ron had ever seen, and he’d spent his teenage years in a heroin den watching people OD on smack daily. The guy simply withered away in front of him as the weeks went by, his nocturnal emissions becoming more frantic and intense, until one night, in the middle of his manic thrust, Charles “Snake eyes” Koch (as Ron had dubbed him) went rigid, let out something akin to a death rattle, and froze with his cock erect.
“Yo… Snake eyes… You alright over there?” Ron asked. He was about to get up and walk over when he saw something that made him holler for the guards. A red, shimmering aura floated about his body, distorting the air around it and causing Ron to break out in chills as the temperature in the cell plummeted. The aura hovered over Charles for several minutes, until the body gave one last twitching convulsion as a white mist emanated from his mouth and flowed into the aura. Ron wasn’t aware of the fact he was watching Mordronia steal Charles’s soul and take it back to the plains of eternal suffering for her to play with, he thought he was simply losing his mind.
When the guards finally came, Charles was long dead, but his purpled and malformed cock remained frozen in an eternal erection.




Part 3. Beyond the Veil




Prologue.
Professor James Milson prided himself on being a progressive, pacifistic man. He often told himself if he’d been alive during the Kent State Massacre, he would’ve been one of the students putting flowers in the rifles being held by the national guardsmen. He was known among Monroe University Alumni for participating in the Blackwater protest of 2032, which was a massive gathering of students and civilians that converged on the construction site of a weapons research lab just outside of Saint Louis, where Monroe university was located. For two weeks over a thousand people had camped out on the large tract of barren dirt, where Blackwater, a weapons defense corporation, had laid out plans to build a state of the art research center.
Although “weapons research” was not mentioned anywhere in the commercials or the congressional meetings held to legalize the construction of the site, it was most certainly implied, as Blackwater was infamous for developing “non-lethal” weapons meant for riot control, such as the sound cannons that could rupture the ear drums of protestors from miles away, the heat ray that could give you first degree burns from hundreds of meters away, and other nefarious devices labeled as “peace keeping” weapons.
James, among several other high profile professors and city figures had gone on a campaign to get Blackwater out of his city, and for the most part he’d succeeded. He made sure the people knew his stance on such matters, which is why when he woke up one Monday morning with an email from Donald Stone, the head researcher in charge of Blackwater’s R&D Branch, he almost spit out his coffee. What was even more shocking was the subject line of the email: Grant Proposal (see attached documents). James clicked on the email, and read, his eyes wide with incredulity.
August 26th,2035, From the Desk of Donald Stone-
Dear Doctor Milson, I hope this email finds you well. I know you must be very confused as you read this, please let me speak candidly and say that I am very aware of your involvement in the… drama, that took place some years ago when my company tried to build a research base in “your city”. I am also aware of your animosity towards companies like Blackwater, so please, do not dismiss this as some daft appeal to let bygones be bygones. I have a business proposal for you, plain and simple.
Blackwater is no longer involved in the making of crowd control weapons, or the augmentation of existing pieces of military hardware. We’ve been forced to take notice of the United State’s current energy crisis, and have been given authorization by the pentagon itself to start a program to find alternate means of transportation for military assets. The team I’ve put together so far has been making strides in the realm of phase-shifting wormholes, and we believe that, given the right resources and utilization of gifted minds, we can bring the reality of quantum based teleportation to life.
This is why I am reaching out to you. When one searches for “Practical applications of Quantum Mechanics” in any search engine, your name comes up more than any other scientist by far. Blackwater, and the pentagon itself, recognizes the incredible work you’ve done with Monroe University’s Quantum Physics research program. From the MERV quantum super computer you designed that has enhanced machine learning and has the ability to create unique algorithms in a split second, to the cold atom macrometer used to measure gravity in ways we could never dream of.
Your work has garnered you several Nobel prizes, and you have shown a promising aptitude for pushing the limits of Quantum mechanics and physics, which is why we would like to reach out to you and offer your university a multimillion dollar research grant to develop the world’s first quantum based teleportation device. It has come to our attention that your brilliant university program has had several budget cuts over the last couple of years, and after talking to the dean of the university itself, it’s become clear your prestigious branch is at risk of being shut down.
Rest assured, Doctor Milson, that these technologies are to be used in a benign nature, and we only serve to better mankind. Quantum transportation can be used in so many sectors, not just military. I’m sure you don’t need me to tell you the practical applications of it. I…
Milson read on, but the phrase his eyes kept coming back to was multimillion dollar grant. Multimillion. As in several million dollars. His head swam with the possibilities. His soul was conflicted, on one end his department much needed the cash if he wished to continue his research, and his research was all Milson had. On the other hand, it was fucking Blackwater, one of the seediest organizations to ever exist. Despite their assurances that this was a civil sector project, James knew the insidious bastards would find a way to weaponize whatever technologies his team would develop. But still… the things he could do with that money.
The professor sighed with resignation as he opened up the attached files, which included an NDA form to sign, blueprints for something Stone’s men were working on called a “Quantum Resonator” and the grant proposal form. Milson closed his eyes, pinched the bridge of his nose, and ruminated.




Chapter 1.
“We have thirty minutes babe, come on.” Andrew said as he cuddled his naked girlfriend under the sheets. Samantha sighed, looking at the time on her smartwatch implant before looking over at her boyfriend, a muscular blonde hunk who also happened to be a certified genius. She honestly wasn’t in the mood, as they’d had sex four times yesterday, and three times the day before that. Along with his unending appetite for knowledge, Andrew West was the horniest boy Samantha had ever slept with. Never had she met a man whose sexual appetite was as voracious as his. When they first got together, this quality was endearing to Samantha, who thought she’d had a high sex drive and had yet to find a man who could match her carnal appetite. But six months in, and she found herself being overwhelmed by Andrew’s unending needs.
Still, she was madly in love with him, and thanks to him she was acing her relative quantum theory class and helping maintain her grades so she didn’t flunk out of her scholarship. And, most importantly of all, it was his birthday, and she promised him birthday sex the night before when they were both drunk at some fraternity party and he was trying to fuck her in the gross bathroom of Pike House. Groggy from her hangover but still enthusiastic, she made her move. Her lips found his, and she proceeded to wrap her tongue around his, putting one hand behind his neck, the other going down to his thick manhood, which was already half flaccid and rapidly growing.
Andrew enthusiastically kissed her, his hands roving over her perfect body. He craved her, the feeling of being inside of her warm, moist cavern, of their bodies interlocked, her smooth toned legs hugging his midsection. He was not a particularly skilled lover, but what he lacked in technique he made up for in endurance. Within a minute of her stroking he was rock hard, and exploratory fingers told him she wasn’t quite wet enough to take him in.
He moved down below, his mouth kissing her smooth shaven pubis, before moving down to trace the outline of her vulva with his tongue. Breathy gasps came from Samantha as he first licked her lips, then tucked his tongue up into her clitoral hood, finding her sensitive bud and sucking on it. As her clitoris began to swell and her lips grew moist with her own nectar, he swirled his tongue in circles against her sensitive organ, his fingers once again working their way inside, testing the waters and finding that she was ready. He palpated her g-spot while eating her out, loving the way he could feel her juicy walls hug his fingers.
How he wished he could shoot his seed deep inside that warm cavern, he craved the intimate release of coming inside of a woman, something he’d only been able to enjoy one time before, when he lost his virginity to Stephanie Lancaster in high school and he didn’t know any better. After forcing him to buy plan B and wait a tense week to see if she’d piss positive on a pregnancy test, Andrew understood the consequences of his actions, and was therefor introduced to the concept of “pulling out”. But still, he vividly remembered that first time, the epic explosion, the delicious feeling of tight walls squeezing his throbbing member while he drained himself deep within her.
It was often this first time he’d thought of while fucking Samantha. She was only his second girlfriend, as his intense academic lifestyle didn’t leave much room for playing the field, and she being one of his classmates, it was only the sheer amount of time they spent studying together that helped form the romantic bond they now had. She being unable to afford birth control, Samantha had implemented a strict pull out policy with Andrew, staunchly refusing his inquiries about emptying himself inside of her. But, he decided to ask anyway, since it was his birthday, and they’d been together for half a year now.
“Just this one time Sammy.” He breathed in her ear as he mounted her, rubbing his engorged tip along her wet lips, playfully rubbing his head against her clitoris before sliding it all the way in. For a moment she didn’t respond, momentarily distracted from the pleasure as he slid in all the way up to the base of his shaft, his eight inch member hitting her cervix and giving her pleasure in ways no man before Andrew could. Once she understood what he meant, she shook her head no, not wanting to ruin the moment but sticking to her guns.
“You know we can’t baby.” She purred softly as he slowly began to thrust, savoring every inch her velvet walls slid over his manhood. Thoughts of screaming children, sagging breasts and ruined career opportunities threaten to dry her up, but the feeling of that long member slamming into her caused her mind to stay the course. Feeling a bit of frustration, Andrew began to thrust harder, taking his repressed needs out on Samantha and half entertaining the idea of coming in her anyway, and saving up to buy one of those new over the counter injections that terminates a pregnancy within hours. It was expensive, but 100% effective. It was pure hell for the woman going through it, but Andrew didn’t think about that. His mind was so one track, so intensely focused on whatever task was at hand that he was incapable of seeing beyond his own immediate needs and future consequences. The only time he was really capable of abstract thought was during his studies, where algorithms and equations fell into place with ease in his gifted mind.
He thrusted harder and faster, determined to get what was his, to feel his seed fill her womb.
“Oh yeah… Right there baby…” Samantha purred, loving it when he found his rhythm, bucking her hips in time with his thrusts. Andrew could feel the pressure to release building in his testicles, the aching throb as his climax was imminent. But before he could fire off, his concentration was ruined as a chime went off deep in his head, the ring tone for Milson’s personal line.
“Goddamnit!” He yelled in frustration as his erection was immediately compromised, the incessant chiming ringing from everywhere at once. He quickly tapped the side of his head to ignore the call, regretting getting the cool futuristic bio-implant that was all the rage with his generation. He tried to thrust again, his cock starting to go gummy worm inside of Samantha, when Milson called again, that fucking xylophone ringtone hammering his auditory cortex.
“Milson again?” Samantha sighed as Andrew got up from the bed, his cock still glistening with her juices.
“Yeah, the old bastard has been needy as hell since late.” Andrew said as he pressed the small node in his earlobe that enabled him to listen to the frantic voicemail Milson had left him.
“Andrew, I need you to come down to the resonator room immediately. I think there’s been a breakthrough.” The professor breathed. Andrew was slightly shocked out of his frustrated haze when he heard the old man’s voice. When Andrew volunteered to be part of the research department involved in this quantum teleporter, he knew the schedule would be demanding. Part of the reason why the team was so small,(it was just him, the professor, and two undergrads, Lou Hartman and Jarod Whitaker), was because of how much time would be needed to dedicate to the project. Milson was very frank with them about how intensive this project would be, and warned that all of them would need to reduce their class hours by half in order to accommodate the needs of what was being called “The Wormhole Project”.
Still, Andrew wasn’t prepared for the franticness and constant interruptions the project had on not just his academic life, but his social life as well. The only reason he agreed to take it on and further delay his masters program in relative physics was because Milson, at least among the enclave of physicists and academia involved in the esoteric field of quantum physics, was a fucking Rockstar. Their equivalent of Albert Einstein, no one had authored more papers or had more patents to his name. The whole reason Andrew chose to get his Masters at Monroe was because of his chance to be Milson’s pupil. Despite the fame and prestige that would come with being associated with such a name and such a project, Andrew found being at the old man’s beck and call was becoming quite tedious. At all hours of the night, he expected Andrew or one of the others to come help him set up some experiment, and help put together a new piece of the resonator. But the words there’s been a breakthrough stuck out to Andrew.
Despite the throbbing ache in his loins from being denied release, he threw on some jeans and a university hoody, ready to head down there.
“Really? It’s your birthday babe, can’t you just tell that old fart to piss off for once? You haven’t even told me what the hell it is you guys are doing that’s sooooo important.” Samantha said.
“You know we’re not allowed to talk about it, Sammie. We had to sign NDA’s drafted up by the fucking pentagon for fucks sake. I promise, unless it’s something super important, I’ll come back here and we’ll go out to Dino’s for pizza like we planned.” He said, giving her a quick peck on the cheek before running out of the dorm room.




Chapter 2.
The Quantum Research Lab, colloquially known as “The QR room” among resident physicists, was located far below ground of the physics building at Monroe. A specially insulated elevator took Andrew four floors down into a featureless hallway where five rooms were. Two were basic laboratories where calibration equipment sat as well as the two quantum computers, which were housed in specially insulated units that had to have coolant constantly running through them while the synthetic brains computed terabytes of algorithms used by the resonator to identify the correct frequencies needed to alter time and space.
He knew Milson was in room three, the biggest room of them all and located down a separate hallway, which in itself was sealed off by two layers of insulated metal. It was this large room that housed the resonator itself, a monstrosity of vacuum sealed tubes, specially tuned rods that elicited a haunting hum that sometimes made Andrew feel like he was slowly going insane, the four big power units that powered the rods and made sure they vibrated at the correct ohms set by the calibration equipment sat in the corner, the glow of their lights constant. In a world where technology had shrunken and sleeked things like computer screens, home media players and even eliminated the need for smart phones, this hulking mass of hardware and equipment was at odds with the silicon and glass screens that were ubiquitous in most laboratories, and spoke to the sheer amount of raw power needed for the resonator to run correctly.
As he approached, he was vaguely aware of the small nuclear reactor housed only feet away on the other side of all that lead and metal insulation, the room itself a virtual faraday cage to protect against the sheer amount of radiation generated by the resonator and reactor, hence the need to keep it isolated from the rest of the university. When the dean first heard about the micro reactor that was needed to generate the power necessary to run the resonator, he balked. But soon it became apparent that that was the most cost and space efficient route to go if the resonator was to truly be built.
Milson was hunched over the rounded hoop which sat suspended two inches off the floor, big enough for a man to stand in. The professor was in his seventies, had a thatch of wiry hair on his sides that wavered with the mild air current generated from the resonator. Combined with the large gaudy machinery behind him, Andrew thought this scene looked like something straight out of some eighties scifi horror flick.
“You said there was a breakthrough?” Andrew asked, unable to hide his frustration with his superior. Milson had gotten increasingly desperate over the weeks as their attempts to transport something through the particle field and into one of the rooms housing the identical phase receivers failed. What was supposed to happen was that once the rods all vibrated at the correct ohms that matched the atmospheric pressure of the earth itself, the particle fields would all resonate at that same frequency, concentrating the energy into the tungsten hoops, in essence making a small rip in time and space, creating a small controlled set of wormholes that matter could pass through instantaneously.
But, finding the right frequency to create the right atmospheric distortion proved tricky, even with all the mind boggling calculations the computers did to match the atmospheric pressure at that specific moment in time. Many of the carbon cubes they threw into the resonator went nowhere, simply clanking to the ground below the hoop, shimmering in a field of destabilized atoms. Only once did they throw a cube in and it went…somewhere. It did not reappear through the receivers in the other two rooms. It simply… vanished into thin air. Andrew thought perhaps it was this bizarre phenomena that Milson was referring to.
“It travelled.” Was all he said, turning to Andrew with wide eyes. He held one of the black cubes in his hand, grinning like a loon.
“As in… It traveled through the resonator’s field and out one of the receivers?” Andrew asked impatiently, in no mood for the professor’s dramatic mysticism. Milson nodded emphatically, and went to turn on the resonator. He connected the two solid state hard drives to the main powerpack so that the computers and resonator could “talk” with each other, and then flipped the gray power switch, which was surrounded by cautionary signs and labels indicating that the resonator was about to operate at full power. Not bothering with the usual safety protocols, Milson flipped the switch, and Andrew felt the ground beneath him vibrate as the reactor transferred power to this room, a sensation that always gave him goosebumps with it’s implication of how much carefully controlled energy was passing through the small area.
The particle field within the hoop shimmered a purple luminescence, something that Andrew had never seen before. On previous firings, the air around the hoop simply shimmered like a heat mirage. There came an electric chime as a sensor indicated that the atmospheric pressure had been detected and phase shifted. Milson held the cube over the hoop, and dropped it in. Andrew watched, stunned, as it disappeared through the violet aura. Andrew looked up to the three monitors projected on the wall behind them, where three separate feeds from HD security cameras placed in the receiver rooms streamed 24/7. He watched as the cube reappeared in receiver room A, clinking to the ground just below the receiver.
“You son of a bitch… You did it.” Andrew marveled. Milson grabbed him by the shoulders.
“No son… We did it.” He said, and Andrew felt butterflies whirl in his stomach at that. For the first time in human history, an object was teleported through space time, reality being folded to bend to their wills and wants. His head swam with the reality of it. “After a year of insane lab hours, endless course corrections and recalibrations… we did it.” He said, beaming.
“That’s great… but it’s only the first step…” Andrew said cautiously, not wanting to rain on the old man’s parade. “We still need to—”
“Yes yes, see if it can transport living lifeforms safely. Already a step ahead of you.” He said, pointing to Schrodinger, his old gray tabby that usually stood sentry on Milson’s desk in his lecture hall, a fact that delighted most of the undergrads who took his courses.
“What? You put your own fucking cat through the damn resonator?” Andrew asked incredulously. He stared at the feline, which wasn’t in great shape to begin with. One eye clouded over with cataracts, his fur matted in some places, the poor cat was 14 going on 15, an old man ready to retire to the great litterbox in the sky. Milson waved a dismissive hand.
“Oh, poor Schroddie here is like me, not much gas left in the tank. I was thinking of putting him down soon anyway, the last vet visit they told me his kidneys were crapping out. I figured at the very worst it would be a very creative way to put him down. But look at him! None worse for wear.” He said, going over to pat the ancient cat. Schrodinger responded with a rusty door hinge of a meow. Andrew shook his head.
“But… I…” He began, not sure what to say. He wasn’t prepared for this much breakthrough in one day. “We still can’t be sure it’s safe. We can’t call Stone’s men until—”
“Until we’ve proven it can safely transport human cargo, yes.” Milson said. “Which is why I’ve volunteered for the task.” He said, that same insane smile on his face.
“What? No, you can’t professor. That’s insane. Surely there must be some other way.” He said.
“What, do you want to try and go through it? I already called up the others, but no one is answering their phones. I suppose we could work something out…” Milson said.
“Listen, professor, you are the brain child behind this whole thing. We can’t risk jeopardizing that brilliant mind of yours when we’ve come so close… I’ll do it.” Andrew said, the words out of his mouth before he even realized what he was saying. Milson’s bushy eyebrows went up in surprise.
“But… you’re my apt pupil, Andy. My most promising protégé. The others… they help, but you, you are the one whose helped me spearhead this thing.” He said, putting a hand on Andrew’s shoulder. In that moment an immense amount of pride overtook Andrew, and in his mind visions of Nobel prizes with his name on it danced in his head. First man to teleport through time and space. Andrew West and James Milson make earth shattering breakthrough with quantum teleportation. He stared at Schrodinger, who regarded him with soporific indifference. Surely if a decrepit feline could handle the journey, so could he.
“I’ll do it. But I want my name first and foremost on the contributing authors of all your research articles from here on out. No ‘et al.’ bullshit. My name shares the headlines with yours. I get a cut of all the funding headed this way for the grant for future proposals. I think that’s a fair ask for being a guinea pig.” Andrew said. Milson seemed to deliberate on that for a moment, and then nodded, sighing in resignation.
“Alright… Sure. A fair deal.” Milson said, shrugging his shoulders, “It’s not like you could sue us if something went wrong anyway.”
“This is true.” Andrew said, starting to feel a rush of adrenaline at the thought  of going through the teleport. Again, he thought of that cube, the one that vanished. Where did it go? Did it dematerialize? Is it floating aimlessly between some dimension parallel to theirs? While they’d managed to utilize the power of folding time and space, they still weren’t entirely sure how the object in question travelled through the space, whether the wormhole teleportation was simply like using reality as a piece of paper, folding two edges of the paper together and cutting a hole in the middle, or if the paper was circumvented all together, and something else happened to the object that caused it to go from one wormhole to the other.
“Should we call Stone and tell him?”
“And risk embarrassing ourselves with a catastrophic failure if something… unfortunate, were to happen to you? No, I think we should conduct this experiment, on the down low as you kids used to say, and see if we have reason to get our hopes up.” Milson said. He had a point. Andrew just felt like there needed to be a more significant audience to witness something so revolutionary.
“True.” Andrew said, and sighed, his breath shaky. Milson motioned toward the tungsten hoop, the violet wormhole shimmering between it.
“Well go on then, lets get this over with and see. The suspense is killing me.”
“Wait… right now? I mean… shouldn’t we… I don’t know, record it?” Andrew said, the reality of his decision finally hitting him as he stood before the hoop. His heart began to hammer in his chest.
“We are recording, right now, Andrew. We’re always recording.” Milson said, pointing at the two camera’s sunken into the corners of each room.
“Oh yeah…” Andrew said. He looked Milson in the eyes. “If something happens, if I uh, get lost in there or something, tell my family I love them. And Samantha. She has no idea what I’ve been doing down here.” Andrew said.
“Oh don’t be melodramatic boy. You’ll be fine. Ask Schrodinger.” Milson said jokingly. Andrew took a deep breath, looked down at the shimmering void, and swallowed.
“Fuck it. Here goes nothing.” He said, and jumped in.




Chapter 3.
One second he was in the resonator room with Milson, the next he was inside what looked like a cavern made of flesh. The walls of this vast cavern pulsed and glistened like living tissue, and within those walls were hundreds of thousands of faces, all stricken in poses of agony or pure terror. The dissonant wailing that first assaulted Andrew’s ears came from their mouths he realized. An epiphany came to him then as he listened. The chorus of agony, these many voices of suffering were calling out at the same frequency that the resonator was set too.
Andrew tried to cover his ears to block the god awful discordance, but found doing this did not alter the volume of the sound at all. He looked down, tears streaming from his eyes and he saw that he was totally naked, his manhood puckered up tight in fear and shock. The shrieking grew louder, and just when Andrew thought his head would explode, the walls before him ripped open, and the shrieking came to a dead stop. He blinked as he took in this new visual shock to his system.
Standing before him was a female humanoid figure with purple skin and a curvaceous hourglass figure. Her eyes were pure white, her hair appeared to be made of writhing tendrils of veins, her breasts were preternaturally perfect in appearance, with obsidian nipples that dripped some foul looking substance. Her legs were long and flawless, and between them was a hairless pubis, from which he could see the beginning of her cleft. Her vulva was bright purple and swollen, dripping clear fluid from between them. She grinned when she saw Andrew, exposing ivory white fanged teeth, and a long purple tongue that unfurled from her mouth to lick her plump lips.
“My my… What do we have here…” She said, taking a step towards Andrew. Her voice was like a thousand wasp wings beating against a snare drum, terrible but sultry, repulsive but seductive. Despite her revolting, abhorrent features, Andrew could not suppress a building tinge of excitement within him. The closer she came to him the worse the throbbing in his balls grew.
“What… What is this place?” He said as she approached. “Who are you?” He asked.
“My name is Andrast… and you are in my domain.” She said, and reached a hand out to him. He gasped as he felt flesh comprised of snake skin grip his manhood firmly. Where he was shrunken and puckered a moment ago, his manhood seemed to unfurl at her touch, his cock rapidly growing hard, his balls throbbing with much needed release. “My goodness… You are a man in much need of draining.” She said, putting an arm around him, pulling him close to her. Before he could utter a response, she firmly gripped the back of his hair and forced his mouth on one of her prodigious breasts, taking the leaking nipple in his mouth, his primal instincts taking over and his lips connecting with the leaking nipple, suckling like he was an infant again at his mother’s tit.
The nipple was literally rock hard, and when his nose first came close to the protrusion a horrible acrid smell came from it. But as the warm fluid filled his mouth, and he nearly gagged, the bitter bile taste was quickly replaced with a sweet ambrosia.
“Yesssss, that’s it.” She hissed as he drank, feeling himself grow intoxicated from the strange fluid he guzzled. He found himself groping and caressing the strange scaly skin of this feminine form, growing rapidly turned on and excited as he did so. Soon his erection grew as hard as her nipples, his cock becoming so hard it felt like he could split the skin open at the base of his shaft if he grew anymore erect. She took one of his hands and guided his fingers down between her legs. He moaned softly around the nipple as his fingers entered a very tight, moist cavern, the walls a soft velvet that seemed to form around his fingers, contouring to the digits as he probed.
Unlike a human vagina though, this one was cold on the inside. As he began to finger fuck her, her chilly lubricant doused his whole hand as she purred with pleasure.
“I need your seed, Andrew.” She whispered in his ear, and at the mention of this a switch flipped in his mind. It was almost like she’d reached an invisible hand into his brain and firmly squeezed the lobe of his brain responsible for sexual excitement. He found he had no cognizant thought process. Orgasm was the only thing he could think of, that need to release deep inside of a moist channel such as hers so great that it was almost painful, and he thought if he didn’t come soon, he would explode from the inside.
With a surge of strength he shouldn’t of been capable of, Andrew grabbed the feminine entity by the hips, picked her up and slammed her onto the fleshy ground.
“Yesss.” She hissed with excitement as she spread her violet snakeskin legs wide open, revealing her pulsating wet mounds, the vulva visibly throbbing now, the sight of it nearly driving Andrew insane with lust. He just had time to register a segmented veiny tail protruding from where her anus would have been, and at the tip of this abhorrent limb was a bright red flared tip identical to his own swollen cock. He got on his hands and knees before her, mounting her like a lover in the missionary position. She eagerly wrapped her arms around him, her legs squeezing around his waist in a vice like grip as he plunged into the chilly wet cavern.
“Oh…my god!” He screamed as his cock was immediately enfolded in the softest, wettest walls he’d ever known. She wasn’t just tight in a virginal way, he could feel her walls flexed and reshape to fit his cock perfectly like a glove, her walls throbbing against his own pulsating manhood, squeezing him like a satin fist.
“There is no god here, Andrew. Only me, and this cunt, which you will worship.” She said, her ivory white eyes regarding him with voracious need as he sunk all the way into her, his retreating thrust bringing forth a torrent of her own ejaculate as she hissed and moaned with pleasure, sounding more like a wild predatorial animal in rut than a human. He began to thrust with all his might, pounding this Andrast’s things pussy harder than he’d ever pounded anything in his life. Torrents of her chilly nectar spurted from around his cock as he went, the cold cavern invigorating him as it gripped and squeezed his manhood. Within a minute he could feel the surging tide of semen rising up in his shaft. But unlike with other partners, there was no insipient need to keep going, to hold out for his partner to get there.
Andrast communicated in some telepathic way that the only thing she wanted was his seed, her very existence, her sole drive in this abhorrent universe of hers was to collect what spilled forth from his testicles, and he eagerly gave it to her. His first exploding contraction was so powerful he let out a whimpering gasp as his hot seed met cold womb, and Andrast roared in pleasure, a sound almost akin to a lion roaring.
“Yesssss, give me more.” She urged, squeezing her legs around him tighter, until he could feel vertebrae in his back pop as she forced him balls deep inside. The second contraction came, spilling just as much seed as the first, her walls releasing him just enough to allow his urethra to pass the thick expulsions before tightening again as he thrusted, squeezing each residual load from him the way someone would squeeze the last bits of tooth paste from the tube. A third and forth throbbing pulsation seized him, each one more intense and powerful than the last, until his contractions produced nothing but dribbles.
Andrew collapsed against her, her grip unfaltering as Andrast held him tight, like a python slowly squeezing it’s prey into a pulp. He felt the tail snaking up his leg, back behind his thigh, and nuzzle between his cheeks.
“You are not done.” She said as Andrew flinched, feeling a cold gelatinous fluid squirt against his anus. As he felt the tail begin to work it’s way inside of him, the faces reappeared from the walls, this time speaking in unison.
“Do not. It is a trap. She will destroy you…” The faces moaned, and when Andrew looked at them, he saw they were all masculine faces, men of varying ages and ethnicities.
“Silence!” Andrast roared, her voice taking on the monstrous baritone of some ancient, abhorrent entity. Her features changed slightly during this brief bout of rage, and Andrew was mortified when he saw the true monstrosity lurking beneath the feminine façade. Despite his fear however, he did not feel his erection abate, even after that prolific orgasm. The faces withered back into the walls, being subsumed by whatever substance kept them prisoner there.
Andrew gasped then as the phallic tail entered him, shoving itself in, his tight rectum stretching to accommodate it. Sharp, stabbing pain seized him before more of the cold fluid erupted inside of him, and he felt his lower intestines become numb as the cold ejaculate acted as a salve against the pain. He then felt a throbbing pressure as the tail flexed inwards. Andrew knew of the prostate, had heard of the augmented orgasms men could have if they stimulated it. He was never one for experimentation in such a manner, he found anal play to be crude and unnecessary.
But now, he felt more fluid being pushed from deep in his reproductive organs as the tail pressed against his male g-spot. Ecstasy flooded over him as he felt something like the ghost contractions of his last orgasm begin to seize him. Without realizing it he was thrusting again, every inch her walls slid over his throbbing tip was an exercise in nearly agonizing pleasure. He could feel himself spilling seed freely now as the tail palpated deep in his rectum, working the prostate in ways he did not understand.
“More…More…” Andrast urged as she bucked her hips in time with his thrusts, finding a solid tempo for them both. Andrew moaned as they worked in terrible harmony, his cock feeling almost bruised as her tight grip returned, milking him of his essence. When he came again, he felt as if his very soul was departing through his urethra, the orgasm was so great. Great pulsating waves of intense bliss seized him as he spilled forth more seed, his balls shriveling smaller with each profound explosion.
Her appetite momentarily satiated, Andrast relaxed her grip on Andrew, and with the clarity of a man whose most addictive needs have been met, Andrew realized he was in danger. She had something to do with those souls stuck in the walls of her ‘domain’. He looked around wildly for an exit, and saw far down to his left, a shimmering purple aura he hadn’t noticed before.
Without thinking, he got up from Andrast, and began to stumble towards the light. He thought she might pursue him, stop him from escaping, but she did not.
“You’ll be back. They always come back.” She said as he picked up his pace, the faces reappearing again as he ran, they screamed at him to go, go and never come back. Andrew found himself sobbing as he came closer to the purple aura, it’s features becoming defined now. He could see a shimmering reflection of the receiver room on the other side, it’s blessedly familiar features becoming more defined the closer Andrew got. Summoning all his strength, he hurled himself into the portal.




Chapter 4.
“Well go on with it man, tell me, what was it like?” James asked excitedly. Andrew had been standing in the corner of the resonator room, feeling himself over to make sure he was still whole. He was shocked silent, his brain still struggling to process what had just happened, where he’d gone.
“I don’t… I don’t want to talk about it…” Andrew said. The bushy brows of the professor furrowed. He pointed up at the monitors, which showed looped footage of Andrew jumping into the first resonator hoop and flying out the other end in the receiver room a split second later.
“I don’t understand, the duration of your travel within the hoops was less than four milliseconds. How did you even have time to fathom whatever it is you experienced?” James asked. Andrew shook his head, not wanting to explain the mind boggling sexual experience he’d had over there, not wanting to sound like an insane person. “Time doesn’t work like that when you’re in there.” Was all he could say.
“Well then… Can I try it?” James asked. Andrew’s eyes widened with horror.
“No, absolutely not.” Andrew said, afraid of what Andrast might do to James if she got ahold of him, if the old man’s poor heart could handle her… attentions. James sighed, pinched the bridge of his nose.
“Well, this certainly was not the reaction I expected. I mean… Schrodinger handled it fine, it seemed.” James said, pointing over to the cat, who was curled up on the desk, snoozing contentedly.
“Schrodinger is a cat, James, not a higher life form. He… It’s different for him.” Andrew said, getting up and walking towards the door. “I need to go home, get some sleep. We can discuss this further in the morning.” He said, wanting to be out of this room, out of this whole area. He could feel the claustrophobia that had first plagued him working down here setting in again. He needed to be above ground.
“Oh… Alright. Do call me as soon as you’re feeling better, we need to move on this ASAP.” James said. “The important thing is that you came out the other end alive. We’ve done something no human beings alive have ever achieved.” He said, touching Andrew’s shoulder as he walked away.
“Yeah…” Was all Andrew could say as he made his way through the corridor, the academic implication of what he’d just accomplished lost on him in that moment.
It was just after lunch by the time he’d made it back to the main part of the campus, walking past throngs of students on their way to classes. Some recognized him and said hi, but Andrew didn’t see them. In his mind, he was reliving his harrowing experience with Andrast. What was she? An alien? A demon? Something else altogether? Who were those male faces he saw embedded into those abhorrent walls? How did they come to be in her domain?
He was startled to see Samantha was still in bed by the time he’d come back. She got up, groggy eyed, the blanket slipping past her chest to reveal the high, perky breasts he’d loved to fondle. She smiled when she saw him.
“Well? How’d it go?” She asked, rubbing sleep from her eyes.
“You know I can’t talk about it.” Was all Andrew said. Samantha made a pouty face and patted the bed.
“Oh alright. Well come on, take those clothes off and let’s finish what we started.” She said with a naughty grin. Andrew sat down on the bed, and let Samantha undress him. She took control, getting him naked and pushing him back on the bed. He just laid there, unaware of what she was doing to him as she took him in his mouth and began to suck. He was faintly aware that he was very sore down there, as if he’d gone a marathon round with Samantha, and he was on his third or fourth time, his urethra feeling bruised and overused. He tried to get hard for Samantha, not because he was excited to fuck her, but because he didn’t want her asking anymore questions, didn’t want her to suspect that he’d been with someone else… No, something else. 
He imagined how it felt exploding deep within that chilly velvet cavern, with those walls that form fitted to his cock. Of the scaly snakeskin that hugged his body as it felt like his entire being was gathering at the base of his cock, his very soul and all of his cells being rerouted to explode through his cock as he came inside Andrast. The way the tale probed his anus, the way such an intrusive violation felt so good, as if she was literally forcing the semen from his body. Samantha could give a mean blowjob, but her warm mouth and normally exceptional technique was no match for the otherworldly anatomy of the she-thing Andrew had fucked.
“Uhm… Hello, earth to Andrew.” She said, holding his flaccid cock in one hand, a streaming of saliva trailing from her mouth to the tip of his shrunken cock. “I’ve never seen you not get hard from a blowjob. Is something going on?” She asked. He shook his head and shot up from the bed, suddenly very irritated from all these goddamn questions.
“It’s nothing, I’m just… really tired. Listen, I’m gonna take a shower and try to get some sleep, okay? Maybe you should go back to your dorm, I know you have homework to do.” He said as he walked towards the bathroom.
“What?! Are you fucking kidding me?” She asked incredulously. He shut the door on her as he stepped into the shower. He had absolutely no energy to fight with her.
He needed to wash himself off. Although there was no physical traces of his encounter with Andrast on his body, he still felt dirty, violated, and his penis and asshole still felt rather sore from the milking she’d given him. When he first got in the shower, he had the water nearly scalding hot in an effort to clean off the invisible residue of her from his skin. But as he sat under the hot water, he again thought of the profound orgasms he’d had. By far it was the most pleasurable experience he’d ever encountered, and despite the deep throbbing ache in his genitalia, he found himself growing hard at the thought of fucking Andrast, of her total and complete encouragement to rid his body of his seed.
Without realizing he was doing it, Andrew turned the hot water off, and goosebumps broke out over his body as icy cold water took over the stream. He situated himself under the faucet so that the chilly stream was directed over his now erect penis and balls. He began to stroke himself despite the searing pain in his testicles that told him not to, the cold water almost turning his cock numb as he stroked. He thought of that beautiful obsidian skin, the sweet honey that dribbled from those rock hard nipples, the primal urgency with which she wanted him to explode deep inside of her. No woman in this dimension had ever given themselves so totally to his wants and needs.
He let out a small scream of pain as he orgasmed, each throbbing contraction feeling as if though he were ejaculating pins and needles. He looked down in shock and saw the diluted scarlet droplets that spurted from his urethral opening. There was blood in his semen, the mixture a bright pink as his ejaculate mixed with the blood. He blinked stupidly as he watched the red streamers swirl down the drain at his feet. Snapping out of his daze, he turned off the water, shivering and moaning as a deep pulsing pain radiated from his genitals and sent nauseating pangs of pain all the way up to his stomach. He suddenly felt very tired and fatigued.
He was relieved when he saw that no one else preoccupied his small dorm room, and didn’t even give the hand written note left on his bed by Samantha a second glance as he collapsed onto the bed. There was no preamble to sleep, the minute his head hit the pillow, he was out. He dreamed of Andrast, of her calling out to him through some hidden veil between this world and the one she inhabited. He awoke to a painful throbbing erection, and his head ringing with those god awful chimes. Even with the volume set to the minimum, the interior ringing still felt like it was going to crack his head open like an egg.
Disoriented and out of sorts, he pawed at the side of his head to open the ocular screen, and saw it was James calling him. Then he noticed the way the sunlight outside had shifted through the windows, and when he saw the clock in the corner of his vision he almost didn’t understand. 9:00. How could it be nine out and still daylight? It was then that his groggy brain realized he’d slept straight through the day and night. It was nine in the morning.
“Hu…Hello?” He said into the phone as he struggled to come fully awake, his erection slowly subsiding as he was distracted by James.
“Andrew! Finally, I got ahold of you. I hope you’re feeling better because the big dogs from Blackwater are coming in today. I held an emergency summons so they could see the progress we’ve made.” He said all in one breath.
“You what? Milson, fuck! You should’ve told me.” Andrew said as he closed his eyes, the beginnings of a headache beginning to ring through his brain like a bell tolling in the belfry.
“I tried, but someone must’ve been busy partying on his birthday and had their implants shut off because I left four voicemails and eight texts.” The doctor said, his excitement turning to irritation. “You have one hour. You want your fame and glory? Then your ass better be in that room whenever we unveil our grand machine to the investors.” He said. Adrenaline shot Andrew fully awake as the reality of the situation sunk in. He got out of bed, ignoring the pounding headache that sent black motes swimming across his vision, obscuring the holographic screen juxtaposed over his vision.
He threw on his least wrinkly pair of pants, an undershirt that smelled the least like BO and rummaged around in the microscopic closet the dorm had to dig out his dress shirt. He looked at himself in the mirror before heading out, saw haunted eyes, unkempt hair and stubble on his cheeks. He looked like shit, and did his best to look presentable before making the trek across campus to the QR labs.




Chapter 5.
“Ah, and there he is now! My most astute pupil.” James said as Andrew made his way out into the main corridor from the elevator. He saw two men in nice looking suits and security detail passes on their hips look over their shoulder. Next to them were Jarod and Lou, who looked out of place and fidgety next to the grown men. Andrew hadn’t talked to either one much, Jarod was a bit of an airhead, and Andrew wasn’t sure how he’d passed the aptitude tests Milson had them all take as a prerequisite to being part of the program. Lou on the other hand was a sharp witted Vietnamese-American who had made significant contributions to the project, and had helped Andrew and James develop the proper calculations to dial in the super computer’s algorithms. It was odd, seeing so many people in the small space.
“Dude, is it true, did you go through it?” Jarod asked as Andrew approached them. “What was it like?”
“Indeed, I’d like to know as well.” Came one of the two sharply dressed men. Andrew’s eyes widened slightly when he saw the STONE name tag. This was Donald Stone, head honcho. He was a chubby man with a waxed cue ball of a skull, with sharp beady eyes that regarded Andrew indifferently. The other man had no nametag, wore dark sunglasses, and looked like the epitome of a secret service agent with his stone face and black suit. He did not utter a single word, instead letting Stone do all the talking. “That little stunt you pulled yesterday was a clear violation of the protocols we had setup. Milson, we could sue you for gross negligence right now for not authorizing a test run with us first.” Stone said sharply. “But if what you say is true, then your asses may still have a chance to get out of the frying pan. Let’s proceed to the resonator room, shall we?” Stone said, and Milson led them down the corridor.
“I understand your frustrations, Mr. Stone, but I assure you, we wanted to make sure our calculations were correct before we called the emergency meeting. I most certainly did not want to waste your time.” Milson said. Stone made a noncommittal grunt as the group made their way down the corridor. A few moments later they were all crammed into the resonator room, Lou and Jarod had branched off into the QC room to run diagnostics and make sure the computers were running smoothly. Stone turned to Andrew as Milson powered up the resonator.
“Tell me, boy, what was it like?” Stone asked as the floor vibrated beneath them. Andrew swallowed.
“It was just… Beautiful.” Andrew lied. “But it all happened so fast I couldn’t really process it. Things just happen very fast.” He said, hoping the lie wasn’t super obvious through his voice. He saw Milson give him an unreadable look. He could smell the bullshit, but Andrew figured he didn’t care so long as they didn’t scare off the investors. Stone nodded.
“I see. Well, I’m excited to experience it for myself.” Stone said.
“Wait… what?” Milson and Andrew said at the same time. Stone gave them both a thin lipped smile.
“What… You didn’t think I’d send you all millions of dollars out of my own account and not play with the toys made with my own money. You said this one made it through unscathed, yes?” Stone said, pointing to Andrew.
“Please sir… Just, let us demonstrate by ourselves once before you go through. As the main investor in this project, we just want to make sure it’s absolutely safe and the resonator is firing correctly today before you do anything like that.” Milson said. There came an electric chime from the hard drives as the resonator and the computers synced up, indicating that they were both communicating smoothly. Stone picked up one of the squares as the tungsten hoop began to shimmer with the violet aura. He unceremoniously tossed one of the carbon cubes through the hoop and watched it appear in one of the receiver rooms. The cube popped out in room C, clinking to the floor. He shrugged.
“Water seems fine to me. I’m gonna jump in.” Stone said as he took a step towards the hoop. Andrew stepped in.
“Please, sir, just… let me go first. So you can see how it works.” Andrew said, clinging at the air for some rationale that would let him go first. Stone sighed.
“Alright son, hurry it up then.” He said, and gestured for Andrew to go through. His heart pounding, adrenaline wiping out the last vestiges of his fatigue, Andrew took a step towards the shimmering hoop. Excitement and abject terror intermingled within him to make him feel like he was going to burst on a molecular level. He gave Milson one last look before he jumped in. It was a look of knowing, of sly understanding. He wondered then, just before jumping in, whether Milson had decided to go through the resonator himself during the interim where Andrew was incapacitated. But before he could give the matter any further consideration, he was going through the tungsten hoop.




Chapter 6.
The place he materialized into was different than before, but no less terrifying. Fleshy walls riveted with pulsing veins surrounded him on all sides. His bare feet touched a slimy warm surface that reminded him of the skin of those catfish that he used to catch out of his uncle’s pond when he was a boy. Directly in front of him was what looked like a large anus, a puckered orifice the size of a manhole cover. He recoiled as the sphincter dilated, and a man was slowly extruded through the hole like a human piece of shit. Andrew stared in abhorrent terror as he saw the man had no skin, and as he was shat out in front of Andrew, covered in some brown mucus that sizzled and hissed against his raw exposed nerves, his screams started.
Andrew covered his ears as the man began to writhe and wail before him. The man reached out a hand, the exposed metacarpal muscles of his fingers visibly twitching.
“Andrreeeee!” The man screamed, and Andrew realized it was Milson’s agonized voice coming  from the skinless man. He was trying to sound out the W in Andrew’s name, but his exposed lipless mouth couldn’t form the word, and for a second Andrew thought he might’ve been trying to say Andrast. Collapsing to his knees, the protégé knelt before his prodigy, Andrew’s terrified eyes meeting Milson’s agonized bloodshot ones.
“Professor Milson? What…What…” Andrew muttered, unsure of what was happening.
“Oh, don’t worry about him.” Came a voice. Andrew turned, and saw Andrast had magically appeared. Andrew whirled, and was greeted with a fresh shock as he looked upon the changed form he’d become so horrifically enamored with. Andrast had somehow become more vivacious, her obsidian skin was no longer snakeskin, but more like sealskin, almost matching the texture of the area they were in. Her eyes were no longer pearl white but a deep crimson that pulsed a shade lighter in time with the veins as they throbbed on the wall. Her breasts were still almost comically huge, their bulbous forms defying gravity with how high they hung for their size. Her nipples now resembled normal human nipples, that same delicious fluid dribbling from their tips.
“What…What’s happening?” Andrew asked as she approached. “You’re different… and… Why is he here? What have you done to him?!” He asked, pointed to Milson, who was no longer screaming but gasping for air like a fish out of water, his body occasionally racked with shivering spasms.
“He did that to himself. And as for me…” She said, gesturing down at herself with hands that were more human than last time. “A makeover, as you’re kind says. Thanks to you, I had enough energy to upgrade myself.” She said, her voice sounding more human as well. He also noted that her belly was distended slightly, and he thought he could see movement just underneath the surface. But then his eyes were quickly averted to her dripping wet lips, which were a dark pulsing red now that matched her eyes. The plump glistening lips also visibly throbbed in time with the walls. If he hadn’t been so overcome with lust, with such a need to be deep inside the channel connected to those lips, he would’ve made the realization that this room was not just her domain but a visceral part of her.
Without thinking, Andrew embraced her, throwing her to the ground of this fleshy place, and mounted her. But with a sudden burst of inhuman strength, he felt Andrast grab him by the throat and flip him over, with she straddling him instead. She tsked with her mouth, which he saw no longer bore the needle fangs but rather sharpened human teeth, her tongue still prodigiously long but slightly more human in it’s shape and appearance.
“It’s my turn.” She said, and proceeded to crawl up Andrew, until her dripping crotch was just above his face. She seized Andrew by the hair and proceeded to grind her lips against his. He instinctively stuck his tongue out, tasting a salty fluid that at first repulsed him, but soon he grew to love it. He found a clitoris that was so large and swollen it almost resembled a tiny penis in it’s appearance. He took this in his mouth and used his tongue to swirl against the throbbing organ. “You see, you are not the only one who can receive pleasure. It took me awhile to regenerate this part of me… But ohhhhh, I forgot how good it feelssss.” She hissed as he licked and sucked at it.
Her meaty tail spasmed against his chest as he ate her out, and soon he was nearly drowning in her fluids as she began to ride his face, her voice loosing it’s human quality as she rode herself to climax. Andrew felt her tail wrap around his rock hard cock and balls, squeezing and stroking him spasmodically, a sensation he found intoxicating.
“I know what you want.” She hissed as her bestial roar of pleasure subsided, the floor beneath Andrew soaked and wriggling beneath his skin as if it were a thing alive. “You want to give me your seed, don’t you Andrew?” She said, and at the insistence of her voice his cock gave an agonized throb. It appeared the physiological trauma’s hed manifested in his universe had not carried over to this one. His balls felt almost painfully full, his cock hard enough to once again feel like it was straining against it’s own skin. Wasn’t this why he’d jumped through the portal? Why he’d so foolishly volunteered after knowing the dire consequences? To be able to be inside of Andrast again, to experience those profound moments of release?
Yes, it was, and now it seemed Andrast had been able to equip herself with her own pleasure organs, a fact that made Andrew all the more horny, because he didn’t want to just experience this mind blowing pleasure for himself. The thought of Andrast coming with him was thrilling. Perhaps if he could give her pleasure as well, she could let this relationship go on without Andrew turning into one of those damned souls in the wall, or Milson, whatever had happened to him. He was aware that she was the one in control here, and although he didn’t understand quite what she was, he understood clearly that every moment he experienced her bliss and not her wrath was a moment he should be extremely grateful for.
She lowered herself from his sopping wet face, and slowly slid her gorgeous body down until her face was in front of his, her cold, wet vulva pressing against his shaft. She lowered herself down until his stiff cock pressed against his own groin, she pressing it flat and sliding along the thick protruding vein of his urethra, her prodigious clit rubbing against his dickhead as she did it, the teasing gesture nearly driving him insane. Without prompting him, Andrew took one of the breasts in his mouth, and began to suck eagerly, the bittersweet fluid flowing down his throat as she slid against him, soaking his manhood in her juices.
“Yesssss, that’s it.” She said as he suckled from her tit, the flow of her ejaculate increasing as he did this, until his thighs and genitalia were soaked in the chilly membranous fluid. Finally, after a seemingly unending bit of stroking and teasing, she slowly raised her crotch so that his cock shot forth to full mast, and then she slammed herself back down, shoving him into her, causing a gasp to elicit from Andrew and a purr of lusty pleasure to come from deep within Andrast’s throat. Instantly he felt himself be swallowed up by her chilly canal, her almost frosty velvet walls hugging him blessedly.
He ignored the writhing bulge of her belly as it pressed against him, and instead focused on the extreme tactile sensations she was blessing him with. She began to ride him at a steady tempo, her thrusts and technique so much more refined and effective than Samantha’s. As she rode him, Andrew felt the floor beneath him begin to move and alter to contour to his body. He felt his skin and Andrast’s begin to subsume into the floor, the feeling was jarring but also comforting, as if he were being swaddled by a fleshy cocoon.
She rode him faster until her body slammed against his with loud reverberant smacks that echoed strangely off the corporeal walls. He was ascending rapidly to his climax, her walls squeezing him hard as she too experienced her own visceral pleasure, her abnormally large clitoris grinding against his pelvis as she thrusted. For a moment he’d looked over and saw Milson, his veins and tendons standing out in stark contrast, his lidless eyes huge and regarding him with something akin to disgust and agony.
“Don’t pay attention to him, pay attention to me.” She hissed, taking one of her hands, which began to form claws from the once human fingernails as anger began to fill her. “You must give me your seed, now, Andrew.” She commanded, thrusting hard and fast now, his body held firmly by the floor. He could feel the quaking pressure in his balls increase until he was sure he’d implode before getting a chance to experience that blessed release. But finally, after a few more intense strokes, he felt himself ascend over the edge, and his scream coalesced with her inhuman roar of pleasure as she came with him.
His cry of pleasure soon turned to one of pain as her walls began to involuntarily flex with her orgasm, Andrast unable to control her own orgasmic contractions. Andrew felt himself begin to be squeezed mercilessly as one pumping explosion barely managed to escape through his compressed urethra, her vaginal canal squeezing him mercilessly, a rush of the chilly fluid rushing past his cock with each spasming contraction. This was no longer the perfectly synced pulsations that had milked him so thoroughly before. This was Andrast losing control of her own body, and her arcane demonic strength was showing itself as she climaxed. The walls around them shuddered, the veins in the walls bursting with black arterial blood as Andrast came. But he was hardly aware of this. Andrew managed to squeeze forth another two throbbing explosions before his shaft was squeezed again as Andrast clenched her canals, her roars of bliss no longer human sounding at all, but that of a feral predator, nearly pulverizing Andrew’s poor manhood in the process.
He lost consciousness sometime after his fourth or fifth spurt, the combination of bliss and agony too much for his human mind to comprehend. Before his world went gray, he was painfully aware of the feeling of his seed being sucked into her body, a strong suction coming from somewhere deep within her womb that nearly tore his cock off in the process.




Chapter 7.
When Andrew awoke, he was aware of two things at once. That he was now upright, and that he was unable to move. He looked around, and realized he was no longer in the gray walled room, but back in the arterial pink walls with the faces. When he awoke, they howled in agony, all of them screaming at once, trying to get his attention.
“You can still leave now, but you must go, before she takes you over completely!” One said.
“She is a succubus, a demoness! You must not fall for her seduction. It is sure damnation to do so.” One of the others said.
“You will suffer a fate worse than death if you stay here. Go!”
Abject fear took over Andrew as he struggled against his restraints. With all his strength, he pulled his arm away, and screamed in pain as he felt his skin adhere to the walls, becoming one with the flesh there. But still he pulled, until his right arm was free, large swaths of flesh missing from it. Using his free arm, he pushed against the wall, howling in agony as pieces of his flesh stayed with the wall as he fought to get free.  Slowly he peeled away like an old scab covering a healing wound, white hot agony coursing over his sundered flesh as he came free.
He collapsed against the soft floor, and pushed himself up. He looked around, expecting to see Andrast nearby, but all he could see was the shimmering purple aura that indicated the portal to his dimension some hundred feet away. He wanted to run, but his agonized body could barely move. Searing pain shot across his body as raw exposed nerve endings screamed. Every step he took caused a nauseating ache to originate in his bruised and battered manhood as he walked, but he willed himself forward. He began a shambling march toward the portal, using every ounce of his willpower to push himself towards the opening, and out of this hellish place.
“Oh, and where do you think you’re going?” He heard a voice call. He turned, whimpering as he saw Andrast tear open one of the walls, and come walking towards him.
“No…No please.” He mewled as she approached. Despite her monstrous features she suddenly took on a soft, caring tone, her face softening to that of pity. She stuck out a hand, which had returned to it’s human form, but Andrew recoiled. She managed to grip his wrist and pull him back gently.
“Shhhh, it’s okay.” She said, firmly but gently pulling him towards her. “Let me take the pain away.” She said in a soothing voice as she reached a hand down between her legs, and cupped a handful of her ejaculate into her palm. She began to slather the cool, almost gelatinous fluid onto his open flesh wounds. He expected burning agony to come, but instead was greeted with a pleasant cooling touch that soothed his pain. “There there…” She said as she slathered her expulsions all over his body, the effect similar to putting cooling aloe vera gel on a very bad sun burn. Instantly relief flooded all over him, his panic melting away. Eventually she moved to his genitals, which were swollen and bruised, but her ministrations were gentle.
She began to stroke him gently and slowly, his cock growing hard despite the soreness that radiated from down there. Despite everything, he found himself still wanting to be inside of her, to give her all of his seed.
“I’m sorry about earlier. I lost control of myself, and probably hurt you in the process. You just made me feel so good. That’s all I want. I want to make you feel good, Andrew. I want to drain you and make you feel such orgasmic bliss that you’ll forget about that terrible world on the other end of the portal. You can live forever over here, live forever and have access to my dripping cunt anytime you want it. Fill me, Andrew, and let us populate this world with our children. It is what He wants. It is what I want.” She purred.
“He?” Andrew moaned as she continued stroking, his cock now rock hard, the cool membranous fluid having a peculiar analgesic effect on his extremities. It felt similar to when he was doped up on oxycodone whenever he’d busted his tail bone as a teenager, and he flew high on a cloud of bliss, his intense pain still there but far off, a distant, unimportant sensation.
“Yes. The king of this world. My father. I believe you call him Satan.” She said. When she saw his wide eyed look of horror, she laughed. It was a terrible sound. “You need not look at me that way Andrew. He is a misunderstood god. He is not the one responsible for the suffering and pain and sorrow that fills your world. He is not the one who put your souls into these flawed, easily damaged vessels. He is the one who celebrates all of the pleasures your kind frowns upon. Hedonism is not a bad word here. To be sent to hell is not a punishment, Andrew. They have it allll backwards.” She said, getting on her knees and pulling Andrew down with her. “Take me Andrew, I’m all yours.” She said.
She proceeded to get on her back, and spread her legs wide. With one hand she began to grasp one of her large breasts, and stick it in her mouth, nibbling on the nipple there, drinking her own juices. With the other she began to slowly stroke the swollen clitoris that protruded from the plump, visibly throbbing vulva. With two fingers she pulled her lips open, to reveal a bright pink canal that pulsated and winked at him. The clear soothing liquid spilled freely from her canal. Her tail snaked out from her buttocks, enticing him with a come hither gesture with it’s phallic tip.
Andrew gazed upon this incredibly erotic site, his eyes coming to that juicy canal of hers, every cell in his body screaming at him to plunge his cock into that sweet, cool cavern, his injuries totally forgotten for the time being.
“I’ll be gentle this time.” She said, her vaginal opening making a wet plop sound as it pulsated, showing him how she intended to squeeze him. That was the final straw, watching her lips smack together in eager acceptance of his cock. Andrew nearly ran at her, collapsing to his knees, putting her muscled legs up around his shoulders, ensuring maximum penetration. Her strange sealskin flesh was cool against his own, and as he first entered her, his whole body shuddering with blissful spasms, he felt her tail press against his anus. He paused with his cock buried up to the shaft in the cool wet canal, letting her thick member penetrate him, the cool fluid spurting inside of him as it self-lubricated and plunged inside.
“Fuck!” He cried out as the tail forcefully pressed against his prostate, forcing out a small streamer of ejaculate despite him not even beginning his thrusting yet. He felt the tail swell bigger inside of him as he began to thrust, and realized that it too reacted to Andrast’s arousal, remembering the way ejaculate erupted from it whenever Andrast was riding him and nearly crushed his cock with her orgasm. The combination of anal stimulations and the smooth cool velvet that hugged him tenderly made Andrew’s eyes roll to the back of his head.
“Give it to me Andrew.” Andrast insisted, and Andrew did. He began to thrust with all his might, slamming his cock as deep as it would go, with Andrast making good of her promise to be gentle as her walls gripped him tight, but not enough to hurt. He felt her stroking her clitoris as he thrusted, and her tail began to throb and grow within him. Soon her walls pulsated more strongly, and Andrew pulled himself against her, and she embraced him with the arm that wasn’t stimulating herself. She guided his head towards her bosom and he gladly took her nipple in his mouth. It seemed she was producing much more milk now, her breasts had grown even larger during the short span of time he’d been unconscious. He could feel her belly bulge swelling and pressing against his stomach, and as he pounded deep into her canal he thought he felt something pressing against his head as he thrusted, something shifting in her abdomen with agitated movement.
It did not take long for him to reach climax. After perhaps five or more hard thrusts, he felt the immense gathering pressure in his balls and urethra, that impending sense of explosion was amplified by the writhing wriggling organ swelling inside his rectum. Andrast grinned, her eyes glowing bright enough that Andrew was nearly blinded by her red glow.
“Yes, that’s it, with me now!” She screamed, her voice once again losing it’s human quality as her hips rocked and she locked her legs around him, pulling him in deep as the first throbbing explosion rocked Andrew. Her walls squeezed him tight, and as her walls pulsated, the tail throbbed in sync, and with this contraction Andrew felt an icy jet of something fill his rectum in tandem with his own thrusts. In a flawlessly synchronized flow, Andrew came into Andrast, his throbbing contractions being augmented by her pulsating walls, which caused her tail to throb in response as well, which caused more expulsions to come from Andrew as he was milked in the most thorough manner a human male possibly could.
Even after his last jet of semen erupted from his tip, his orgasmic contractions continued as the tail jutted against his prostate, his bowels filled with the cool liquid that now drooled freely from his anus. He felt pleasantly full and emptied out at the same time. The faces in the walls looked on in horror as the two beings came together, for they knew what would happen next. Once they’d all been in Andrew’s place, having come to this damnable place via witchcraft, occult rituals and other paranormal avenues. He was the only one to enter Andrast’s domain via scientific means, but in the end it didn’t matter how he got here. He was hers now.
Andrew’s tidal wave of bliss was abruptly interrupted as he felt something move against the tip of his cock. A moment later he felt something like a small mouth latch onto his penis, sucking eagerly until the edges of this strange orifice locked around the ridged edge of his dickhead.
“What the fuck…” He breathed as he tried to pull out, but the moment he tried to retreat he screamed as he felt serrated razor teeth bite into his penis, severing it instantly. At once he pulled away from Andrast, her long legs unlocking to let him go as she began to spasm herself. Except it wasn’t orgasmic throes that caused her twitching and howling. Her vagina prolapsed and a dark, wriggling mass protruded from her widening opening, pushing out the torrent of seed and succubi ejaculate in a bloody geyser as her womb expelled it’s cargo. Andrast’s grunts and moans were no longer of pleasure and ecstasy, but of effort and strain.
Andrew backed away from the abomination that had sprung itself from her loins, a sight so horrible that it momentarily distracted him from the thunderclaps of agony that radiated from his groin. He didn’t even notice that the tip of his cock was missing, spurting milky blood from his sundered urethral vein, which stuck out of the tip of his bloody stump like a small white tubular tail. He felt his bowels give way in utter shock as he backed away from the shimmering obsidian inhuman thing that stood up on shaking limbs, leaving in his wake a foul smelling discharge that leaked from him as he tried to crawl away from the sight.
“Look at what you made, Andrew, look at the fruits of your creation!” Andrast said in exultation as the humanoid monstrosity clambered towards him, razored teeth chewing his dickhead to gruel. It made horrible mewling noises that were only vaguely human. Screaming in both agony and horror, Andrew turned and stumbled towards the blessed portal, feeling as the creature latched itself onto his back with horribly strong limbs. He dove through the portal, his abominable child in tow.




Chapter 8.
Donald Stone emerged from the Quantum Research lab of Monroe University shaken, and covered in blood, as well as some strange jelly like fluid that, after being sent to an off site lab to be analyzed later on, could not be identified or sequenced when ran against all known DNA chains catalogued on the planet. As soon as he was top side, he called in the “cleanup” crew that was on stand by close to the campus incase things went sideways down below. Blackwater was a company renown for it’s contingency plans. When the resonator project was launched, and Milson had called them the day before to announce the first phase of testing, they had several parameters in place in case the resonator malfunctioned.
They had modified death certificates premade for all members in question who would be in the room when the resonator fired. They had gag orders and a media blackout ready to be put in place in case something went wrong with the nuclear reactor and the situation went FUBAR around the city. They had the cleanup crews in place around the campus in case some other catastrophe happened within the QR lab that required immediate but inconspicuous intervention. What they had not planned for however, was the twenty minute window of chaos that unfolded whenever Monroe undergrad Andrew West stepped into the resonator.
In the week that followed, Stone was ordered to file a situation report for his superiors that detailed exactly what happened in that time frame. The video feed for all five rooms of the laboratory were confiscated and analyzed against Stone’s testimony to see if the feed corroborated with Stone’s outlandish details. After the videos were viewed and reviewed, they were ordered destroyed, with no copies made. The testimony reads as followed:
9:05 AM-
Donald Stone, and Blackwater security liaison Robert Howell enter the Quantum Research Facility. They are met by doctor James Milson, research assistant Lou Hartman and research assistant Jarod Whitaker.
9:10 AM-
They enter the resonator room. Shortly after, head research assistant Andrew West joins them. After a brief discourse, the resonator is activated. Discussion takes place as to who will enter first. It is decided Mr. West will be the one to enter the resonator field.
9:12 AM-
West enters the field. Dr. Milson becomes distraught when West does not immediately appear in either receiver room. According to the researchers, transportation should be almost immediate between resonator and receiver.
9:15 AM-
After three minutes of heated discussion, Howell tries to restrain professor Milson. Milson at this stage is quite distraught, and insists on going in after West.
9:17 AM-
Milson is able to break free from the security liaison. He enters the resonator field.
9:20 AM-
RA’s Whitaker and Hartman attempt to shut down the resonator. Liaison holds them at gunpoint. Neither subject has emerged from the receiver fields.
9:21 AM-
Andrew West Emerges into receiver room A, completely naked and screaming. He appears to be castrated with gratuitous flesh wounds covering his body. Four seconds later an unidentified life form emerges from the field. The lifeform proceeds to attack West, biting into his neck, severing his carotid artery. West collapses on the floor, the lifeform continues to feed.
9:22 AM-
Liaison Howell enters the room, along with Hartman and Whitaker. Whitaker, armed with a chemical fire extinguisher, attempts to subdue the lifeform by dousing it with the extinguisher. The lifeform proceeds to attack Whitaker. It appears the lifeform is able to unhinge it’s lower jaw and proceeds to engulf Whitaker’s skull in it’s mouth. Whitaker is decapitated. Howell discharges his service weapon, misses. Hartman runs to West, trying to give some form of first aid. The lifeform proceeds to attack Hartman, launching itself across the room and burrow into Hartman’s midsection. Here evidence is presented that the lifeform has shape-changing properties.
9:23 AM-
Stone enters the room just as Liaison Howell manages to wound the creature. The creature jumps on Howell, proceeding to sever Howell’s jugular. Howell drops his weapon. Stone recovers the weapon, and proceeds to fire on the lifeform, which no longer has humanoid properties, but now appears to have serpentine like properties. The lifeform is terminated.
9:24 AM-
A limb appears from the receiver platform of room A. The limb is approximately 4 feet long, with humanoid like appendages. This limb proceeds to grab Stone, tries to pull him into the receiver field. Stone shoots the limb, breaks free.
9:25 AM-
Stone manages to shut down the power source for the resonator. The limb coming from the receiver field is cut off from it’s originating source. Shortly after, the cleanup crew is called in.
Status Report:
Donald Stone- Alive, suffering minor injuries.
Robert Howell- Deceased, died from severe blood loss.
Andrew West- Deceased, died from severe physical trauma and blood loss.
James Milson- Unknown, Unknown.
Lou Hartman- Deceased, died from severe physical trauma and organ failure.
Jarod Whitaker- Deceased, died from decapitation.
Biological analysis- Specimen A-
This lifeform is approximately four feet tall and eleven inches wide. Biopsy reports indicate that the subject Is equal parts human and some other unidentifiable DNA. Ran against a national database, subject appears to share DNA with Andrew West. Theories on how this is possible are in progress. Video evidence shows a creature with roughly humanoid characteristics, with no visible epidermis layer apparent. All veins, tendons, muscle tissue and other subdermal parts appear to have no protective layer. Lifeform has both male and female genitalia. The cranium is roughly cone shaped, with evidence of a malformed brain housed within it. Upon final examination, the subject was able to dramatically alter it’s physiological form to take on that of a snake, with only the cranium remaining unchanged.
Further experimentation was halted as Specimen A rapidly putrefied during autopsy. Final examination concludes that this is a hybrid alien life form.
Biological Analysis- Specimen B-
This lifeform is approximately four feet long and eight inches in circumference. It has human like digits and appears to be cauterized at the site where the resonator field started. Like Specimen A, biopsy shows the appendage originates from some unknown species, all DNA markers came back unconclusive. Like specimen A, specimen B rapidly putrefied upon examination. Within 48 hours, nothing was left of either specimen but a black gelatinous material that behaved in a non-Newtonian manner.
Final Assessment:
A risk assessment was done on the Quantum teleportation research project by the Blackwater Research and Development Department. It was decided that despite posing a significant risk to human life, research shall continue on a provisional basis once the schematics from what is being dubbed the “Milson Prototype” have been replicated. Labs are being setup in off-shore areas in the Atlantic and Gulf of Mexico to bypass US OSHA regulations. Despite heightened risk, the reward is too great to ignore as the security assets of the USA, including but not limited to all branches of the armed forces struggle to adapt to newer sustainable fuel sources.
Further Experimentation shall resume immediately.
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