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Jennifer wrinkled her nose in distaste as she looked down at the drips of luscious cream she spooned from a small jug onto the Madeira cake on a plate. The expression stayed on her face when she lifted her gaze to look across the table at the person sitting opposite.

“Did you really have to tell me that right at this very moment?” she complained and rolled her eyes.

“What…, you asked me how I managed to find out,” Anna replied. “So I told you.”

“Yeah, that wasn’t quite the answer I expected,” Jennifer went on and put the jug down before pushing the plate in front of her aside. “I think I’ve lost my appetite.”

“What do you think I should…”

“Whoa there buttercup,” Jennifer butted in a little more loudly than she intended. It made her look around. However, the tables nearby were unoccupied and she hadn’t caught the attention of anyone in the cafe, so she carried on speaking to her friend in a lower voice. “Back up a little. I have questions about that little nugget of information you just imparted.”

“Like what?”

“Well, for starters,” Jennifer went on as she leaned forward to ensure what she said stayed between just the two of them. “How exactly did you convince your darling husband to indulge in that kind of kinky play?”

Anna frowned before letting out a hushed laugh.

“Theodore doesn’t need any convincing to enjoy games like that in bed,” she said. “It’s not like it’s the first time we’ve ever done it. If anything, I think he shoots harder when he gets to see his cum and he’s not the only one who gets off on it.”

“Well, well,” Jennifer said in a teasing voice. “Who knew you were still such a shameless hussy. Aren’t you supposed to leave those kind of naughty antics behind in your wild, carefree, single days?”

“It’s just a fun thing we do occasionally,” Anna went on, with a shrug of her shoulders. “I’m sure you and Jerry have your own thing.”

Jennifer stuck her bottom lip out as she mused on the last remark. She couldn’t even recall the last time the two of them shared details about their sex lives. They’d hadn’t been shy about doing so when they were single although settling down into married life had largely brought those discussions to an end.

“Can’t say Jerry and I really have a thing,” she eventually admitted. “Not these days anyway. We’re building our careers and don’t really have the time for much else. On the occasions we do make love, it’s a bit perfunctory. In, out, shake it all about and he finishes inside me. He would probably think I’d lost my marbles if I asked him to cum over my boobs.”

“Sounds a bit boring,” Anna said, with a smirk.

“Yeah, well, sometimes you just need to scratch that itch and get it over and done with.”

“Very romantic,” Anna teased.

“Listen to who’s talking,” Jennifer shot back and let out a titter. “Your husband blowing a sticky load all over your pretty hooters doesn’t exactly rank high on the romance scale. Isn’t that what they call the money shot in porn films?”

“I don’t know,” Anna answered. “Everyone has their kinks that do it for them, haven’t they? That’s one of Theodore’s, so getting him to play along was easy and I always go for a shower afterwards to clean myself up.”

“Except you didn’t wash his creamy load down the plug hole this time,” Jennifer said.

A mischievous smile played on her lips and only disappeared when she picked up her cup to take a drink of coffee. Her gaze flitted to the succulent, white blobs she’d drizzled on her cake, but the image it put in her head was nothing to do with food and her nose wrinkled again.

“No, I didn’t wash it away,” Anna admitted.

“And what do you think Theodore would say if he found out what you actually did with his sperm?”

“Do I really need to answer that?” Anna asked, with a rueful smile. “But what am I supposed to do. When I suggested we visit the doctor to get fertility tests, he made all kinds of excuses to avoid it.”

“That’s a man for you,” Jennifer remarked. “Stick their head in the sand when it comes to medical matters and pretend it’ll all be OK in the end.”

“Well, on this occasions I’m not sure it will be,” Anna said.

“His little swimmers aren’t up to the job then?” Jennifer commented.

“Let’s just say they aren’t Olympic level competitors.”

“No chance at all?” Jennifer asked.

“The doctor didn’t go that far,” Anna replied. “The sample I gave him revealed a low sperm count. In his considered opinion it’s a long shot that my husband can get me pregnant, but not impossible. There are things Theodore can do to improve the chances and the doctor told me there are treatments available for couples which can make pregnancy more likely, but…”

Jennifer put a sympathetic expression on her face when her friend’s remark tapered away to silence. She understood why and finished it.

“But that would mean confessing to Theodore what you did.”

Anna couldn’t keep the crestfallen expression from her face when she nodded her head. She picked up her coffee to take a drink and played with the handle of the cup when she put it back down on the table.

“Theodore would probably hate me for what I did,” she said. “And I’m not even sure how he’d handle the news of a low sperm count. It would be a kick in the teeth to his masculinity. You know what guys are like.”

“So, where do you go from here?” Jennifer queried.

“Good question,” Anna replied and her voice was a little forlorn when she spoke again. “I guess in the short term, keep trying and hope for a miracle.”

“Well, if that’s what you need, I’m going to see…”

“Oh, no, no, no,” Anna interrupted, with a wave of her hand.

“You don’t even know what I was going to say,” Jennifer protested indignantly.

“Oh yes I do,” Anna retorted. “I know exactly what you were going to say and I’ve told you before I don’t believe in all that claptrap.”

“It’s not claptrap,” Jennifer said a little too defensively. “Madame Celeste has powers.”

Anna’s only response was to make a show of rolling her eyes.

“Celeste means heaven,” Jennifer went on. “And she’s given me plenty of advice that’s helped me.”

“That hardly constitutes a miracle,” Anna pointed out.

“She’s given me charms that have worked,” Jennifer insisted and lifted her right hand to rattle the bracelet she wore. “I’m still wearing the one that helped me get that promotion at work.”

“Don’t put yourself down,” Anna said. “You didn’t need a charm from a spiritualist to earn a promotion. Your smarts, hard work, insatiable ambition and delightful personality did that.”

“Yeah, well, that promotion had pretty much passed me by until Madame Celeste gave me the charm,” Jennifer insisted.

“That’s just coincidence.”

“Think what you want,” Jennifer went on, with a shrug of her shoulders. “I truly believe her help got me the promotion. Maybe she can help you too.”

“I don’t think…”

“Come on,” Jennifer implored. “What have you got to lose? It’s been ages since we had a proper evening out. We can make a night of it, with a few drinks then visit her place. I’ve already arranged to go, but I can make the call to let her know you’re coming as well.”

“I don’t know,” Anna whined and picked up her coffee to take another drink.

“Please,” Jennifer urged. “Come and keep me company at least.”

Anna again watched the way she played with the handle of the cup when she put it down. Her lips pursed as she mused on the offer. The truth was she found the whole idea of visiting a spiritualist faintly ridiculous.

“Please,” Jennifer said again.

Anna looked across the table at the pleading face her friend made and finally let out a laugh as she gave in.

“Yeah, OK, OK,” she agreed. “What night is it?”

“This Friday,” Jennifer replied. “I was planning to go home first, but we could meet after work instead. The appointment isn’t until eight-thirty, so we can have a few drinks like we used to.”

That put a smile on Anna’s face. Her meetings with Jennifer these days were usually for a Saturday afternoon hit of caffeine. They were definitely more sedate than their younger days, that was for sure. She couldn’t even remember the last time just the two of them had gone out for a drink in the evening. That was about to change and they arranged the details of the night out while they finished their coffees then parted ways when they left the cafe.

***

“Someone is keen to impress the bosses.”

The cheeky comment put a smile on Anna’s lips when she looked up from the computer screen to her pretty work colleague standing at the open door of her office.

“We don’t all run for the exit the second the hands of the clock hit five o’clock?” she joked.

“We do on a Friday,” Patricia tossed back, with a smirk. “It’s time to finish work and get the weekend started. Are you ready to go?”

“Not yet,” Anna replied. “I’m not going straight home tonight.”

“Oh, hot date with your handsome hubby,” Patricia teased.

“Nope,” Anna said. “Drink with a friend. What are you up to tonight?”

“I do have a hot date,” Patricia answered. “New boyfriend.”

“Well, I hope it goes well. Have fun and enjoy the rest of your weekend.”

Patricia raised a hand to give a parting wave.

“You too,” she said and smiled. “See you on Monday.”

Anna returned her attention to the computer on her desk when her colleague disappeared from view and tried to concentrate on finishing the work she was doing. By the time she had, she saw it was twenty minutes to six.

“Perfect timing,” she murmured and shut down the computer before getting to her feet to gather her belongings.

She made sure she had everything she needed before leaving the office and setting off in the direction of the bar she’d agreed to meet Jennifer in. When she reached it, she stepped inside and saw it was already getting busy.

That wasn’t exactly a surprise. A Friday evening drink after work was something many people enjoyed to get the weekend underway although it wasn’t something she’d done in a long time. She stayed at the door to look around and finally caught sight of her friend waving in her direction. Threading her way through the crowd, she got to the table and sat down.

“You must have got here early,” she said as she took off her jacket to hang it on the back of the chair.

“No, just got lucky,” Jennifer replied. “Arrived here five minutes ago and was passing the table when a couple got up to leave, so I grabbed it. What do you want to drink?”

“I’ll get them,” Anna said. “What’s it to be?”

“A glass of white wine will go down very well after the day I’ve had,” Jennifer replied.

“Coming right up,” Anna said and rose to her feet.

The serving counter was busy and it took a short while for her to catch the attention of one of the bar staff. She ordered two large glasses of white wine when the man came to her and had the money ready to pay when he returned. After receiving her change, she went back to the table and put the drinks down.

“There you go,” she said and pushed one of the glasses across the table to her friend. “Enjoy.”

Jennifer picked up the glass to take a big swig of wine and let out a chuckle when she put it back down.

“It’s been a while,” she said.

“What…, since we met up after work for a night out?”

“Yeah, I remember it being a staple of our younger days,” Jennifer said and took another drink before going on. “We used to love the heady atmosphere of a busy bar on a Friday evening. So full of promise.”

“We’re too old for all that nonsense now,” Anna joked.

“Speak for yourself,” Jennifer retorted.

“Well, OK, we’re too married then,” Anna went on and laughed.

“Yeah, can’t argue with that,” Jennifer agreed. “Chasing men or letting them chase us is nothing but a distant memory now.”

“We love our husbands and wouldn’t think for even a second of being unfaithful,” Anna said.

“No, of course we wouldn’t,” Jennifer agreed before letting out a cheeky titter. “Unless Brad Pitt happened to be on his knees begging me.”

“In your dreams,” Anna joked.

“Yes, he is,” Jennifer shot back, with a wink. “Frequently.”

“Bad girl,” Anna teased. “Anyway, enough about your dirty fantasies of corrupting a movie star. How was your day?”

The question sparked a discussion about their jobs. That was still the topic of conversation after Jennifer went to the counter to buy a second drink although they eventually moved on to other subjects. A third glass of wine was followed by a fourth and the pair of them were feeling the effects of drinking so quickly for the first time in a while when their glasses were empty again.

“OK,” Jennifer said after checking the time on her phone. “That’s enough of the drinking before we have too much. It’s time to get a move on.”

Anna rocked her head back and closed her eyes for a second before setting her gaze across the table again.

“Do we really have to?” she whined.

“Yes,” Jennifer replied in a firm tone. “Going to see Madame Celeste is the main reason I arranged this night out.”

“But…”

“No buts,” Jennifer interrupted. “You agreed to it, so don’t back out on me now.”

“What do you even want to see her for?”

“No particular reason,” Jennifer said and shrugged her shoulders. “Just a general reading to see if she has any advice for me. She can do the same for you.”

Anna couldn’t help rolling her eyes and saw the shake of the head her friend gave.

“Come on buttercup,” Jennifer insisted and rose to her feet. “You promised you’d do this with me, so get that cute tush moving.”

There was little Anna could do but follow suit. Getting up, she took a second to let the lightheaded sensation clear and pursed her lips to exhale slowly. She then put her coat on, picked up her bag from the table and followed out of the bar.

***

Not a lot passed between them on the short walk to Madame Celeste’s place, with Jennifer ringing the bell when they arrived at the door.

“Can’t believe I’m doing this,” Anna muttered after a few seconds of waiting.

“Well, just you keep an open mind,” Jennifer replied. “Maybe you’ll be a believer by the time you leave.”

“Doubt it,” Anna replied. “I’m not even sure I want to see her.”

“Scaredy-cat,” Jennifer teased.

Anna was about to protest the cheeky remark, but the sound of the door opening stopped her from responding. The pretty, young lady who came into view wasn’t what she expected, but she realized it wasn’t who they were there to see when Jennifer spoke.

“Hi, Caroline.”

“Nice to see you again, Jennifer,” Caroline replied.

“This is my friend, Anna,” Jennifer went on to make the introduction.

“Pleasure to meet you,” Caroline said and smiled.

“You too,” Anna replied.

Caroline stepped aside and held out a hand as way of invitation. It got Jennifer moving to walk inside and Anna followed. The sweet scent of incense hit right away and it was easy to see why. Thin tendrils of smoke wafted up from the lit tips of colorful sticks placed in pots along the length of the hallway.

Anna wasn’t quite sure what the smell was, but it infused the place to assault her senses as she and Jennifer were led along the hallway. The door they stopped at was opened by Caroline and she led the way inside a small space that was clearly a waiting room.

“Take a seat,” she instructed. “I’ll inform Madame Celeste that you’ve arrived.”

“Thanks,” Jennifer said.

After the door closed, she moved across the room to sit down on one of the ornate, high-backed chairs against the wall. Anna did the same and spent a short while checking out the surroundings before finally breaking the silence.

“This place really is something else.”

“What do you mean?” Jennifer asked.

“Looks like someone went into one of those fancy, upmarket, new age stores and bought up every piece of mystical tat they could find to put on display in here,” Anna quipped.

She saw the disapproving look shot in her direction and flashed a smile back.

“Gives the place the right atmosphere,” Jennifer commented. “I like it.”

“Dream catchers, crystals, incense and I don’t even know what to call some of the other paraphernalia in this room,” Anna went on as she looked around again.

She knew she was about to be scolded, but it didn’t happen when the sound of the door opening stopped their conversation. They looked to see the smiling face of Caroline, who stayed where she was when she spoke.

“Madame Celeste is ready for you now, Jennifer.”

Anna started to get up too, but Caroline held up a hand as she spoke.

“Just Jennifer first.”

“Oh,” Anna let out and looked at her friend as she sank back down on her seat.

Jennifer smiled before crossing the room to join Caroline. Anna watched the pair of them disappear from view to leave her sitting alone in the room.

“Fantastic,” she muttered sarcastically under her breath and let out a slow breath before asking herself the question that came to mind. “What the hell am I doing here?”

It was too late to get out of the visit though. She was stuck where she was and could do nothing but wait. Thirty minutes or so passed before the door opened again. The elated look on her friend’s face made her want to roll her eyes, but she stopped herself from doing so. She saw she was being beckoned by Caroline, but nerves took hold to make her hesitate.

“Go on,” Jennifer said when she sat down.

Anna tilted her head from side to side as she looked across the room. She wanted to say no thanks and leave, but eventually decided not to be rude. It wasn’t like she believed anyway. There was no harm in listening for a few minutes and simply looking for an opportune moment to make her excuses, so she could get the meeting with Madame Celeste over and done with.

Rising to her feet, she walked across the room to leave it and was led further into the property. Caroline knocked on the door they arrived at then opened it. Anna hesitated once more when she was ushered forward, but eventually stepped inside the room and the door was closed behind her.

“Come child,” the elderly woman sitting at a table in the middle of the room said pleasantly. “Join me.”

Anna glanced around as she tentatively walked across to the seat on the opposite side of the round table from Madame Celeste. Things definitely weren’t as she’d anticipated. She’d expected the room to be even more garishly adorned with spiritual objects than the one she’d just come from.

That wasn’t the case though. Apart from the table and two chairs, the only other piece of furniture was a small sideboard against one of the white-painted walls. It left the place looking a little threadbare and spartan, with the one splash of color being a vase of fresh flowers atop the sideboard. The only other object was a crystal ball that sat between them and her gaze fixed on that until the comment she heard made her lift her gaze.

“You’re most welcome to my home,” Madame Celeste said.

“Oh, uh..., thanks,” Anna replied in a faltering voice as she stared across the table.

The woman sitting opposite wasn’t what she anticipated either. She’d half expected to find herself in the company of a flamboyant character dressed in a bohemian-style, fortune teller outfit comprising a colorful dress and a decorative headscarf complete with tassels. There was none of that though. Madame Celeste wore a simple white blouse, with nothing at all covering her purple-tinted, gray hair. It gave her the appearance of a friendly grandmother, with her voice being quiet and calm when she spoke again.

“You’re not a believer.”

Anna felt the blush of heat on her cheeks, but there was no point in lying.

“No, not really,” she admitted. “I’m just keeping Jennifer company to be honest.”

“But you came in to see me anyway,” Madame Celeste said and smiled.

Anna wasn’t sure how to respond, so remained silent. She found herself wondering if the woman opposite would start chanting or gaze in the crystal ball, but that wasn’t what happened.

“Give me your hands,” Madame Celeste said when she leaned forward to reach across the table.

It unnerved Anna a little. She slid her tongue around her dry lips to wet them and couldn’t disguise her reluctance when she gave in to taking hold of the hands being offered to her. A look across the table showed Madame Celeste’s eyes were closed and the silence that stretched out started to feel a little awkward.

“Uh…,” Anna eventually let out.

“You’re married,” Madame Celeste said when she opened her eyes.

Anna looked to the tell-tale sign of that on her ring finger. It hardly needed psychic powers to work it out and she simply nodded in response to the comment.

“And everything is fine with your husband?” Madame Celeste went on.

“Sure,” Anna answered then felt compelled to give more when an inquisitive gaze felt like it almost bored into her. “We have our occasional tiffs and disagreements, but what marriage doesn’t.”

“I understand,” Madame Celeste went on. “But I sense there is something specific causing a slight rift between you and your husband.”

Anna frowned and it made her eyes narrow as she stared across the table at the woman opposite. The grip on her hands tightened to make her a little more uneasy.

“We’re fine,” she blurted out a bit too defensively.

“Do you have children?” Madame Celeste asked.

The question made Anna squirm in the seat and she knew it was revealing her discomfort. She tried to keep her voice as casual as she could when she spoke.

“Not yet.”

“But you’re trying?”

The probing queries heightened Anna’s disquiet at the way the meeting was going and she couldn’t hold in the thought that popped into her mind.

“Did Jennifer say something?”

“No,” Madame Celeste replied and shook her head. “I’m just sensing that…”

Anna stopped the comment from ending by dragging her hands free of the grip and resting them on her lap. There was no sitting still though. She couldn’t stop herself fidgeting skittishly on the seat, even though she knew it was a telling sign that the conversation had touched upon a raw nerve.

“There’s no need to fret,” Madame Celeste said, with a smile. “Just relax.”

Relaxing was the last thing Anna could do. The effects of the wine in her system made thoughts race around her head and she couldn’t get them straight. She tried to convince herself Jennifer had said something about the predicament with her husband.

In truth, she didn’t think her friend would betray her confidence and Madame Celeste had denied it. That the woman opposite had hit so quickly on children as a topic of discussion could be completely coincidental, but she found herself wondering if there was more to it.

“Would you like a reading?” Madame Celeste asked and brought a pack of cards out from a pocket in her blouse.

Anna knew what they were and balked at the idea of a tarot reading. She knew the smart thing was to politely refuse the offer and get up to end the meeting. Her curiosity was piqued though and alcohol-lowered inhibitions kept her rooted in place on the chair. The silence gave Madame Celeste the opportunity to go on and she did so by opening the pack to bring out the cards then laid them out face-down on the table.

“Pick three,” she said.

“Jennifer really didn’t say anything?” Anna asked.

Madame Celeste shook her head.

“My discussions with Jennifer relate to her life and hers only,” she said. “I afford that courtesy to all my clients. What’s discussed in this room between the two of us is personal and stays within these four walls. No one else will ever hear about it from me. Now pick three.”

Anna clasped her hands tighter together in her lap. Her mind went back and forth until she finally made up her mind to go on with the meeting and reached out. She quickly placed her fingers on three cards, one after the other, to pull them forward. The rest were swept up to be returned to the box by Madame Celeste, who then reached out to turn the first one over.

“The Empress,” she said and paused for a second. “That’s promising for you.”

Despite her reservations, Anna couldn’t stop herself.

“In what way?”

“The Empress is a sign of fertility and motherhood,” Madame Celeste answered. “When I held your hands I got the sense that was a matter of some importance to you.”

Anna couldn’t shrug of the suspicion that she was somehow being played. However, she said nothing and watched as the second card was revealed.

“The lovers,” Madame Celeste said. “The sign of a couple, which can also be seen as an indication of fertility.”

“That’s good, right?” Anna blurted out.

“It can be,” Madame Celeste went on. “All depends on the third card.”

She reached out to turn it over and Anna wasn’t sure what to make of it.

“Judgment,” Madame Celeste said when she saw the picture on the card.

“Is that bad?” Anna asked.

“No, not necessarily. One meaning that can be taken from both the Lovers and Judgment cards is that fertility could be a problem and that some sort of intervention might be needed for one or other of the partners in a couple.”

“No, wait, wait,” Anna let out in a tremulous voice and shook her head. “That’s, that’s…”

What she was being told was far too close to the bone and her unease multiplied tenfold. She suddenly wanted out and the feet of the chair screeched on the wooden floor when she pushed it back. Her mind swam and too many thoughts tumbled through her head at lightning speed. She rose to her feet and felt the weakness in her legs.

“Just wait,” Madame Celeste said and got up. “Please.”

She walked over to the sideboard and opened a drawer. Anna didn’t see what was brought out and wasn’t even sure she wanted to know what it was as she was approached. She took a faltering step back then tried to take another, but a hand on her wrist stopped her.

“Your husband needs help,” Madame Celeste said.

Anna tried to resist the tug on her wrist, but failed and she looked down to something being pressed into her palm. Her fingers were curled around it before she saw properly.

“You can use the charm,” Madame Celeste said. “Just look in a mirror and recite the words to unlock the power. How it manifests itself will depend on you.”

The words barely registered in Anna’s mind. She just wanted out and dragged her hand free of the grip before hurrying across to the door. A glance back when she took hold of the handle showed she was being watched. She didn’t want to believe and hated herself for even letting the thought take hold in her mind.

“Use it if you need it,” Madame Celeste urged.

It was the last thing that passed between them before Anna opened the door to hurry out of the room.

***

Anna looked towards her friend when the door of the waiting room was opened to let her walk back inside. Caroline came in just behind and it was her who spoke

“Would you like me to call for a taxi as usual?”

“Yes please,” Jennifer answered.

Caroline nodded before closing the door. Anna was quick to walk across the room, but her friend’s hand shot up.

“What took place between you and Madame Celeste stays between the two of you,” Jennifer insisted. “I don’t want to know.”

“You told me about that charm you think got you the promotion,” Anna said.

“After it had worked,” Jennifer replied. “It’s fine to talk about it then. Never do it before that.”

“Did you say anything to her about me?” Anna asked.

“No,” Jennifer replied and shook her head vehemently. “All I did was tell her you were coming with me this evening. I pay her well and she agreed to your visit for the fee I’d already sent. That’s it. I swear on my life.”

Anna’s eyes narrowed. As far as she knew, Jennifer had never lied to her and the answer definitely seemed genuine. What just occurred didn’t make sense though. Well, not unless Madame Celeste really did have special powers and that still seemed a bit too ridiculous for her to believe. She moved to drop down on a seat, leaned back to rest her head against the wall and it was a short while before the silence was broken.

“You alright?” Jennifer asked.

It made Anna pull her head from the wall and shrug her shoulders. She wanted to say yes, but the combination of a little too much alcohol and what just took place with Madame Celeste left her feeling spooked.

“Shouldn’t have come,” she eventually muttered.

The door opening stopped the conversation in its tracks before it really got going and Caroline smiled when she looked in at them.

“You’re in luck tonight,” she said. “There was a taxi nearby, so you’ll be able to leave right away.”

“Thanks,” Jennifer said and got to her feet before looking at Anna. “Come on, let’s get you home.”

Anna stood up to follow out of the waiting room. Caroline then led them to the front door and opened it to the sight of the taxi already waiting on the street at the front of the building.

“Thanks for the visit ladies,” she said. “Be sure to come again soon.”

Jennifer smiled to acknowledge the comment, but Anna simply kept her gaze on the taxi. Caroline remained at the open door watching as they stepped over to get in the vehicle and gave the addresses. It got them moving and the cab remained quiet until it came to a stop at Anna’s home.

“OK, first one,” the driver said and glanced over his shoulder.

Anna reached in her bag, but a touch on her arm stopped her getting her purse out.

“I’ll get the fare,” Jennifer said.

“OK,” Anna replied. “Thanks.”

“Do you want to meet up as usual for a coffee tomorrow afternoon?” Jennifer went on.

“I’ll give you a call,” Anna said.

“Sure,” Jennifer agreed. “Thanks for coming with me tonight.”

Anna gave a smile in response before getting out of the taxi. It took off when she shut the door and her lips tightened together as she watched it head off along the street. A glance at her watch showed it was almost ten in the evening and she let out a slow breath when she turned to her home.

There were only lights on downstairs, so it appeared that Theodore hadn’t gone to bed yet. She’d simply told him she was meeting Jennifer for a drink after work and wondered what he’d make of it were she to reveal what else she’d done that evening. Not that she would.

Snippets of the discussions with Madame Celeste flashed through her mind and she realized she was still tightly clutching what she’d been given. That had barely registered since the meeting ended. It now did.

Taking a look showed her the charm was wrapped in paper. The last thing she needed was her husband seeing it and asking questions, so she stuffed it deep in the pocket of her skirt without even looking at it properly. The alcohol fuzziness in her head made her let out a long, slow exhale that puffed out her cheeks and she tried to compose herself when she moved forward to open the gate. She got her key from her pocket as she walked to the door and used it to let herself in.

“I’m home,” she called.

“In the lounge,” Theodore shouted back.

Anna took off her coat to hang it up then ran a hand down the front of her thighs to smooth the material of her skirt in place. A stronger wooziness made her take an unsteady step back. She cursed under her breath and closed her eyes as she leaned forward to rest her forehead against the wall. The effect of too much wine came on stronger, but she knew it was more than that which left her feeling shaken.

Her mind’s eye relentlessly played out scenes of the visit to Madame Celeste’s place, with images of smoldering incense sticks, tarot cards and the waiting room decorations flashing through her head. She tried to push them away when she heard Theodore shout again.

“Everything OK?”

“No,” Anna let out under her breath, but opened her eyes as she pushed herself away from the wall to straighten up. She tried to clear her mind then inhaled deeply and let the air back out before raising her voice. “Yeah, just coming.”

She took a last second to compose herself as best she could then walked along to the open door of the lounge. Stepping inside the room showed her Theodore sitting on the sofa, with a glass of whisky in hand.

“Just having a nightcap,” he said and smiled. “Would you like one?”

The last thing Anna needed was more alcohol, so she shook her head as she crossed the room.

“What you been up to?” she asked when she dropped down on the sofa.

“Boring work,” Theodore joked. “Trying to get a report finished for tomorrow.”

“You’re going into the office?”

“More than that I’m afraid,” he said. “Client sprang a weekend meeting on us, so Jeff and I have to go out of town unfortunately. Probably won’t get back until Sunday evening.”

Theodore going on a business trip wasn’t unusual although a weekend away was a little out of the ordinary.

“When did you find out?” Anna asked.

“Call came in to Jeff at around three-thirty this afternoon,” Theodore replied. “He had plans for the weekend, so wasn’t best pleased. There’s no getting out of it though. This client is far too important to us. Sorry to drop it on you out of the blue.”

“It’s OK,” Anna said.

“It was a bit hectic at the office after the call came in,” Theodore went on. “You were likely already enjoying a drink with Jennifer when I got out of the meeting with Jeff finalizing what we needed for the weekend, so I decided not to bother you. Did the two of you have a nice evening?”

“Yeah, it was good,” Anna replied as chirpily as she could. She then closed her eyes and slid her butt forward on the sofa to rest her head on the back of it. “A little too much vino though. Not used to it these days.”

“Gone to your head, has it?” Theodore teased.

“Something like that,” Anna answered.

She was aware of the movement, but didn’t look and Theodore’s lips pressing on hers took her by surprise. Her eyes snapped open, but the kiss didn’t end and she responded to the passion in it by wrapping her arms tightly around his neck. His hand settled on her knee and she willingly gave in to the slow creep of his palm trailing higher by parting her legs.

The caress of fingertips on her bare skin slipped under the hem of her skirt and she relaxed her arms to let him end the kiss. Their eyes met and she felt the flutter of heat between her thighs when his touch reached her panties.

“I thought you had a report to finish,” she teased.

“I do,” he replied, but made no effort to pull his hand out from under her skirt.

The touch of his fingertips grazing across the material of her underwear brought more than a flutter of arousal. Her lips parted to let out a gasp of breath when he leaned in to nuzzle his lips against her cheek then slid them down to her neck.

“This won’t get your work finished,” she told him in a breathless rasp.

“I know,” Theodore murmured.

Anna closed her eyes as his attention lit an aching burn in her body she hadn’t felt for quite some time. She wasn’t sure if it was the headiness of the alcohol she’d drank or the unexpectedness of the seduction and didn’t really care. The rush of pleasure took a stronger hold on her as Theodore kept kissing her neck, while sliding his fingers to the edge of the gusset to wiggle them below her knickers.

“Oh god,” she gasped when his touch sought out the flushed slickness of her pussy lips.

Rippling spasms made her legs tremble and she pushed her head harder onto the back of the sofa. It stretched out her neck to present more of it to exploring lips. Her body responded. Theodore’s fingers pressed a little more forcefully to slip in between soft folds. The hot, pulsing ripples of her muscles grew stronger as she pushed towards her husband’s touch, feeling the need for it becoming an insatiable craving.

“Yes, yes,” she encouraged him as his fingers slipped deeper and she started to writhe around on them.

She grabbed his hair to pull him to a kiss and slipped her tongue in his mouth. The way his lips crushed down on hers brought out burning desires and it was clear he wanted more when he dragged his hand from under her skirt. He grabbed her wrist to pull her up to her feet with him and she was every bit as needy to bring their bodies together as he was. Feeling the hardness of his erection press against her when his lips played on her neck again excited her more.

“Got something for me?” she groaned teasingly as she forced her hand in between their bodies.

The sound of his grunt when she got her touch to his groin was a turn on. It made her grope him roughly through his trousers, with the throb of hot blood pumping becoming all too apparent. Their breathing grew more ragged as she gave in to another kiss when his lips came to hers.

The foreplay set their passions aflame and she gasped for breath when the kiss ended. Theodore’s lips caressed across her cheek and a hot shiver rattled down her spine when his mouth nuzzled against her ear.

“Let’s try for that baby,” he whispered.

Anna couldn’t stop her reaction. The stiffening of her muscles was instinctive and her body went rigid in Theodore’s embrace as the events of the evening came bubbling up into her consciousness. She immediately tried to relax, but it was too late and she saw the irritated expression on his face when he pulled back. The annoyance came out in his voice as well when he barked out a one word question.

“What?”

Anna tried to keep the look on her face neutral.

“Nothing,” she said. “I was…”

“Oh, for crying out loud,” Theodore interrupted. “Not this again.”

His accusatory tone got her back up and she felt the indignation kick in. A deep breath didn’t help when she saw the way he looked at her. It brought out the words before she could stop them.

“Would it be so bad,” she snapped. “All I want us to do is have a doctor…”

“We don’t need doctors and tests,” Theodore cut in harshly. “Everyone knows it takes time.”

“But…”

“But nothing,” Theodore interrupted again as he turned away. “We’re in our prime, healthy and there’s nothing wrong with us.”

“Well, I…,” Anna started to say, but bit her tongue to hold in the comment she almost made when Theodore spun back to confront her.

“You’re what?” he demanded.

“Nothing,” she muttered sullenly.

Her annoyance kicked in harder when she tried to step past him and he snatched hold of her arm.

“Tell me what you were going to say,” he barked.

She felt her ire rising as they glared at each other. Informing him what the doctor had said was too much of a step though. She knew how much it would hurt him and couldn’t bring herself to do it.

“I think we should do what I suggested,” she said and shook off his grip. “At least then we’d know and if we needed any help we could get it.”

“Help,” he scoffed and raised his voice. “We don’t need any help.”

“How do you...”

“You’re unbelievable,” Theodore snapped and threw up his arms.

“Me?” Anna retorted in a louder voice. “I’m the one acting like a grown up. You’re the one…”

“I don’t need to hear this,” Theodore yelled and stormed off angrily. He stopped at the door to look back. “I have work to do and I’ll sleep in the spare bedroom when I finish, so I don’t disturb you.”

Anna’s lips tightened together and there was no chance for her to give a response when he stomped out of the room. Her face screwed up and she suppressed the urge to let out a frustrated scream. A few seconds later, she heard the sound of the study door slamming shut.

“Fucking stupid, fucking...,” she cursed under her breath before throwing herself down on the sofa.

Pressing the heels of her hands over her eyes, she banged her head against the back of the seat a couple of times and let out another hissed curse. The whole situation seemed to have spiraled out of control in the blink of an eye and they’d gone from being on the cusp of making love to screeching at each other. It set her emotions in turmoil and thoughts tumbled through her head.

She finally pulled her hands from over her eyes to sit up straight. A mix of anger and arousal left her seething and she couldn’t shake off either. Seeing the glass of half finished whisky on the coffee table, she snatched it up and downed it in one. The burn of the strong alcohol in her throat made her face screw up into a grimace.

“Idiot,” she berated herself.

The last thing she needed was more alcohol. She put the empty glass back down and felt a little unsteady when she rose to her feet. Leaving the lounge, she headed for the stairs. It took her past the study and she stopped for a second in the hallway outside it. After a few seconds of contemplation, she decided not to go inside. It would likely just set off another shouting match that would get them nowhere.

She shook her head grimly before walking to the stairs and climbing them to the first floor of her home.

***

Stepping into the bedroom, Anna contemplated whether Theodore had actually been serious about sleeping in the spare room. She wasn’t sure if he was or not, so remained standing where she was for a few seconds contemplating locking herself inside. She eventually decided it was a bad idea. If he came up to find he was unable to get in, it would just antagonize the situation.

Moving across the room, she slumped down on the dressing table stool then leaned forward to gaze at her face. The red lipstick she wore looked almost black in the semi-darkness of the room. Her attention focused on that for only an instant before she lifted a hand to brush fingertips along the straight fringe of her jet-black hair.

“What the hell are you going to do, Anna?” she asked herself and her cheeks puffed out when she exhaled slowly.

The truth was she didn’t know. Her reaction to Theodore’s comment about trying for a baby had been instinctive. His irked response lit the blue touch paper, with the fight that followed being another massive red flag that convincing him to visit the doctor was likely a non-starter. Their brief coming together had left her feeling horny though and the argument hadn’t taken that away completely.

“Fucking men,” she mouthed under her breath.

Getting to her feet, she started unbuttoning her blouse as she moved across the room. Taking it off, she dropped it in the laundry basket then fumbled for the zipper of her skirt. The thought of going for a shower fled her mind when her fingertips brushed across a little bulge in her pocket. In the heat of the moment with Theodore, she’d forgotten all about the charm. She felt the prickle of sweat beading on her forehead as she got out what Madame Celeste had given her.

Walking back across the room to the dressing table, she dropped on the stool again and unwrapped the paper from around the charm. The three interconnected hearts made her frown and she brought them closer to her face. All she did was stare for a few seconds before shaking her head

“Mumbo-jumbo nonsense,” she muttered.

She was about to get up again when she remembered something Madame Celeste had said and picked up the paper. It wasn’t purely a covering for the charm. She saw the words written on it and held her breath as she took them in. Look in a mirror and say them she’d been told and she was sitting in a place where she could do that.

A glance at her reflection made her feel ridiculous, but curiosity got the better of her and she couldn’t make herself get up. More of the meeting with Madame Celeste flashed through her head. She wasn’t sure if it was that or the alcohol intoxication making her head swim, but she checked the paper again then looked at her reflection and began reciting the words before her mind caught up to what she was doing.

“For those in need of help they crave,

There only is one rule,

Just give your trust to all that’s asked,

To get a belly full.”

The sense of utter absurdity hit harder and she let out a humorless chuckle. Tossing the paper down beside the charm, she was about to get up when the sense she was no longer alone came over her. She hadn’t heard the bedroom door opening, but there was only one other person in the house.

“Theodore?” she said.

She’d barely started turning to look behind when she felt a touch that seemed to come out of nowhere in the semi-darkness. It made her freeze in place and her body felt like it was locked in a vice. A dread washed over her as hands slipped around her head into view in the mirror.

Cool fingertips brushed across the soft, smooth skin of her cheeks and she knew it wasn’t her husband’s touch. Her throat constricted and she couldn’t get out a word. It left the room in silence until she heard a voice. It didn’t come across as menacing, but the low, guttural rumble of the words seemed to pierce right through her.

“Such a pretty one to call me.”

Anna swallowed hard and forced herself to speak.

“I don’t, don’t know what…”

“You recited the words, did you not,” the voice interrupted. “I came as you requested.”

Anna glanced down at the paper and charm in front of her on the dressing table. It couldn’t be true. What was happening was impossible.

“No, no, I…,” she stammered.

Whoever was behind her leaned closer and she caught the hint of a face in the mirror. It freaked her out and she snapped her eyes shut.

“It was a mistake,” she whined. “I don’t want…”

“Then say the words a second time if you don’t want me here. But be warned, manifesting me provides you with a one-time offer. Send me back by reciting the rhyme again and that chance is lost forever. The charm will not work again.”

Confusion clouded Anna’s fears and left her thoughts in turmoil. Everything seemed to be crashing in on her like a bad dream, but she knew it wasn’t her mind playing tricks. She couldn’t explain it, but the touch on her face was real, the voice was real.

“Please,” she let out in a tremulous whisper. “What…, who are you?”

She sensed what felt like the point of a chin settle on her bare shoulder and heard the voice again.

“Open your eyes and you’ll see.”

“No, no,” she blurted out. “I don’t want to see.”

“I have no problem with that. It’s not your eyes that interest me.”

The touches on Anna’s face and shoulder ended and she jumped when something was wrapped around her head to be tied in place. Lifting her hand revealed a fabric strip covering her eyes. The silence that filled the room felt ominous until it was broken again.

“Your husband won’t listen to reason. You know that.”

The words hit home to make Anna grimace. The argument with Theodore not long before had shown his attitude towards her attempts to get them to visit a doctor and the help they’d likely need to have a child. His stubbornness irked her, but she knew what he was like. The chance of him changing his mind was slim to none and that might very well leave her hopes of getting pregnant as a distant dream.

The tarot card reading flitted through her mind. At the start of the evening she would have laughed it off as a crackpot piece of theater, with no basis in the rational world. What she’d been told by Madame Celeste mirrored her situation far too closely though and the comment she’d just heard about Theodore touched a raw nerve. That didn’t mean she was about to do something stupid though and she tried to make her tone more confident.

“I can’t…”

“Of course you can. I will give you exactly what you want and need. It’s why you summoned me.”

“No, no, it’s not,” she stammered

“Three nights is all it requires and rest assured you will not be barren afterwards.”

“But…”

Anna couldn’t finish the sentence as more memories of the evening tore at her mind. The joke with Jennifer about cheating on their husbands, being told by Madame Celeste that Theodore needed help. It was all too much.

She’d thought that visiting a spiritualist was a joke. Now she wasn’t so sure. The evening was ending in her bedroom with someone, or something, she’d conjured up using nothing more than words said into a mirror. It seemed impossible. She couldn’t come up with another explanation, however. Too much was happening to make it feel like her innermost emotions were being laid bare and the situation seemed to spiral even further out of control when she heard more being said.

“I can sense it in you. That longing to be with child tears at you. In your case it will need more than what your husband can give for your belly to be full.”

Anna looked down at the charm. The significance of there being three interconnected hearts wasn’t lost on her, but she shook her head vehemently.

“No, I can’t,” she said, but there was no conviction in her words.

“That longing is not all I sense in you.”

Anna tensed as a hand settled on her shoulder then slid down onto her chest. The revulsion she expected to feel didn’t happen. Intoxication lowered her inhibitions and the flirtation with her husband had ignited arousal that was still there in her body. It wasn’t Theodore touching her now though. A shudder ripped through her when strong fingers slipped under the top edge of her bra, with the touch that found her nipple stiffening it.

“No, please,” she gasped. “You can’t do this to…”

Lips brushing against her ear turned her words to a gasp. She tried to pull away from the warm breath, but it followed and there was no escaping the remark.

“Three nights is a small sacrifice for what you crave, is it not?”

“I can’t cheat on my husband with another man,” Anna gasped.

She heard the hushed laugh and shuddered when a comment confirmed the thoughts in her head.

“You know I’m not a man. I’m offering you a demon deal and like I said already, three nights is all it takes. On the first, fertility is checked and you reduce my potency. On the second, you reduce my potency further. On the third, you make love with your husband first. His seed is not strong enough, but you already know that. It alone cannot provide the motherhood you pine for, but combining it with mine will give it the strength needed to get you pregnant.”

“No, please, I cannot.”

“Then let us waste no more time,” the demon snapped and pulled its hand out from under her bra. “Speak the words on the paper once more and end this. You can then find another way to get what you desire.”

Anna leaned forward and used a hand to ease up the strip of fabric over her eyes a little. It let her see the charm and the piece of paper on the dressing table. She reached for them then hesitated. Was there another way? She’d told Jennifer that she’d keep trying and hope for a miracle, but there was no knowing if she’d be blessed with one.

Getting Theodore to put his male ego aside and visit the doctor with her seemed a forlorn hope also. It was unlikely to happen and she wasn’t even sure what his reaction would be if he found out the truth. He might hate her for making him have the test and there was no guarantee that medical help would even get her pregnant. The whole situation might blow up in her face and even put their relationship at risk. She took in a deep breath and couldn’t quite believe the question that came out of her mouth.

“How do I know you’re telling the truth?”

Lips pressed on her ear again.

“It was you who called me,” the demon said. “I’m here because of you and I have no reason to lie. Just put your trust in all that I ask you to do like the words of the rhyme state and you’ll get what you want. I promise you that. Do we have a deal?”

Anna pulled her hand from her face to let the fabric strip cover her eyes again. It took her gaze from the paper, with a mix of conflicting emotions leaving her in an uncertain agitation. She felt a hand settle on her shoulder and took in a deep breath. What she contemplated doing was crazy. It was absolutely out of her head, off her rocker deranged if truth be told and she was sure she’d regret it, but she spoke before she could stop herself.

“Deal.”

***

The hand on Anna’s shoulder didn’t slide down to her chest this time. Instead, it spun her around on the stool and she flinched when her chin was grasped by strong fingers.

“Wait, wait,” she gasped. “I…”

“You’re not facing the mirror now, are you?” the demon taunted. “Not that it matters. You made the agreement. Our deal is now set in motion and what’s done cannot be undone. We are bound together until it ends.”

The fabric strip over Anna’s eyes kept her blind to the presence in front of her, but she was all too conscious of the power emanating from it. Fear still held a grip on her, but it was laced with a breathless exhilaration she couldn’t pretend wasn’t there. It felt so utterly wrong.

“Please,” she whined.

Fingers dug into her cheeks to make her lips part, but the grasping touch was released quickly. She heard the dull thud of knees hitting the floor and flinched again when hands settled on her legs.

“I told you what this first night would entail,” the demon told her in a low, rasping growl.

Anna’s impulsive reaction was to resist the touch on her legs, but she could feel her resistance melting away under the sustained pressure. The grip pulling harder made her muscles quiver as her knees were spread apart. Her breathing grew ragged as the touch on her bare skin slid higher. It made her think of the encounter with her husband downstairs. She’d willingly let his hand slip under the hem of her skirt and a low moan spilled from her lips when the same thing happened again.

A knot clenched in her belly when fingertips grazed across the silky smooth softness of her inner thigh. The quiver of her muscles became more pronounced as the touch eased right in between her legs until she felt it on her panties. There was no grazing caress on the material or fingers gently slipping under the edge of the gusset as her husband had done. On this occasion, vigorous pulling on her underwear almost dragged her off the stool.

“Wait, wait,” she repeated and slid her bum back properly onto the seat.

She pushed her hands down on the edges of the stool and the rush of guilt hit hard as she lifted up a little to let her panties be dragged down. Giving in so easily felt wrong, but she couldn’t stop herself. Her underwear was taken from her and she knew what was happening when she heard the sound of a deep inhale.

“Your husband is a lucky man,” the demon said when it pulled the panties from its face.

Mention of Theodore brought a moment of panic to Anna.

“He could come up,” she exclaimed in a hoarse rasp.

“No,” the demon replied. “We will not be disturbed.”

Grasping hands latched onto Anna’s knees and she bit her bottom lip to hold in a cry as her legs were shoved indecently wide. The touch on her legs slid higher to grab at the hem of her skirt. It was pushed up until she knew she was completely exposed and at the mercy of a demon she’d called into existence.

Fingers brushed roughly across her flushed pussy lips and there was no hiding her arousal. It had been ignited by her husband, but it wasn’t his touch making her wet now and the guilt bubbled up again. She didn’t try to stop things though. Tremors ripped through her when she felt cool lips press against her inner thigh.

Not being able to see added an extra spice to the salacious moment she’d trapped herself in. It felt so bad that the kisses felt so good. She let out a stifled whimper when they trailed higher on her bare skin until they were pressing on the plump softness of her naked mound.

“Oh god, oh god,” she groaned.

“There’s no point invoking his name now,” the demon scoffed with a mocking chuckle. “He cannot save you and I don’t think you want him to.”

Hands on Anna’s inner thighs shoved them further apart to leave her legs spread wide open and she shuddered when kisses turned to the rasp of a rough tongue lapping at the slick wetness of her arousal. It sent hot jolts of pleasure through her body and her pulse quickened as she succumbed to the desires of a demon.

The hands on her thighs slid higher to get right between and she felt strong thumbs digging forcefully into her flesh. It opened her up, with the licking on her soft, delicate inner skin setting her body alight. Her neck stretched out to make make the breath catch in her throat as her entire world became nothing more than sensations that made it feel like she was losing her mind.

“Fuck,” she hissed as the demon’s thumbs pulled harder on her soft flesh.

It was so depraved to let herself be opened up so brazenly, but she found herself craving more in a way she couldn’t even begin to explain to herself. Her muscles contracted tighter as she pushed towards the licking. The demon’s tongue started to punch inside her pussy, with the short, sharp, powerful jabs igniting more pleasure. She felt the cool of its lips on her flesh and couldn’t stop herself.

She got a hand on its coarse hair to hold on tightly as she leaned back against the dressing table. The demon’s tongue plunged in so deep and the rough lapping made her want to cry out. Stopping herself making a noise meant biting her bottom lip hard and she got her free hand to the hem of her skirt to pull it higher, so she could get fingertips on her bare skin.

The demon’s head buried deeper between her naked thighs, its carnal lust for her body on full display as its long tongue ravaged her pussy. She writhed against its mouth, unable to keep still, her hips rolling as she tried to grind herself against its lips.

“Yes, yes,” she hissed as her excitement climbed.

It felt utterly shameful to let herself get so excited, but she couldn’t deny her body. The burn of pleasure filled her veins and she pushed forward with a hungry need to let a tongue slip deeper inside her wet cunt than she’d ever felt before. She pulled harder on the demon’s hair, her passion rising towards a peak until she was edging an orgasm.

The demon’s tongue pulling out almost made her yelp, but she bit her lip harder still to stop herself. A lick swept along her flushed pussy lips and she heard a hushed laugh when she showed what she wanted. Digging fingers into the soft flesh at the top of her pubic mound exposed her swollen clitoris to the rough rasp of the demon’s licks.

At the same time, its fingers rubbed against her slick entrance and the dirty delight of them plunging in forcefully to almost the knuckles was what turned edging to orgasm. The knot in her belly clenched tighter until the hot swell of pressure released to a quick, hard burst of pleasure that left her in bits.

The demon’s tongue kept tormenting her clitoris and her inner muscles pulsed around the strong, stiff fingers it kept buried deep inside her pussy. She desperately suppressed the longing to scream her delight at her body being engulfed in the hot, shuddering convulsions of climax. The climb to a shattering high ended in tension again, with her muscles contracting tightly in exquisite bliss until the relaxation tore the strength from her.

She slumped down on the stool and heard the gruff chuckle when she used her grip on the demon’s hair to pull its head back. Its fingers stayed buried in her pussy as she tried to calm herself and she did let out of stifled, whimpering moan when the final elation of them slowly pulling out swept through her body. She drew in harsh, heavy breaths as she tried to recover her senses and only realized things weren’t over when she heard the comment.

“You can’t recite the rhyme to send me back now,” the demon said. “So, we’ll have to use the other method.”

Even with her eyes covered, Anna was aware of it rising up in front of her. That set her nerves on edge. She gasped when her wrist was grabbed, but didn’t have the strength to resist the tug. It brought her hand to solid, well-defined abs and a shiver trickled down her spine as she was made to press her palm against rippling muscles.

“What’s the other method?” she uttered in a breathless rasp.

She was sure she already knew the answer and only heard another gruff chuckle in response to her question at first when her hand was dragged lower. Her touch rubbed against the hardness of the demon’s erection.

“You know,” it growled.

The constriction of Anna’s throat made it difficult to take a breath and she started to struggle. However, her strength had melted into the afterglow of orgasm, with a weakness pervading her body. Not that it mattered. Even with all her power, she couldn’t match the determined efforts of a demon. All she could do was give in, but there was a thrill to that she didn’t want to admit to herself.

“My potency is too strong on day one and two,” the demon went on. “You need to take that from me to ensure that we’re ready for day three.”

“But…”

The words stuck in Anna’s throat when she was made to take hold of the demon’s manhood. She could barely grasp her fingers all the way around the thick girth of its swollen shaft. The grip on her wrist was suddenly released. It gave her a chance to let go, but she didn’t and a hand came to the back of her head to pull her forward.

She couldn’t see the demon’s erect member, but there was no doubt it was impressive. She could feel the strong, throbbing pulse of a hot-blooded lust. The grip of her fingers gave her an idea of the girth and, despite the misgivings that played on her mind, she wanted to know more. The demon grunted when she stroked her fingers up from balls to tip then back down again.

“Don’t stop,” it ordered in a hoarse rasp of breath.

Its hand came over Anna’s and she experienced a heady rush of euphoria that felt so disgraceful when the demon’s grasping touch made her stroke up and down its shaft. The bulbous head felt enormous and that was all the more apparent when her mouth was pulled to it. She tried to convince herself she was being forced to act, but the niggling truth played at the back of her mind.

It wasn’t the demon’s grip that made her lips slide over the head. She did that all by herself and shuddered at the way thickly swollen flesh filled her mouth. Her senses were on overdrive as she took in the throbbing pulse of arousal. She’d brought a beast to life and she was now giving it love.

Thoughts of Theodore were gone from her mind. All that mattered was the hard cock in her mouth and she took more of it, her lips easing down onto the hardness of a rigid shaft. The demon let out another grunt when she eagerly stroked her fingers up and down from its balls to where her lips were clamped tightly in place.

The need for a breath eventually made her fight against the pressure on the back of her head to get her mouth back to the tip. She let spit spill from her lips as she sucked in air and brought her fingers up to work the lubrication along the shaft. It made the stroking silkier, but the demon craved more than her hand.

Its grip on the back of her head tightened again to make her take its hard cock back in her mouth. She started to work her lips along its shaft, but quickly realized it wasn’t enough. The sense that a demonic force wanted to corrupt her filled her head. It should have made her fight to end things, but that wasn’t what she did and she willingly gave in to its determined efforts to use her.

Both its hands clasped on the back of her head as it started to thrust powerfully. She slapped a hand against its honed abs, but there was no holding it at bay. In truth, there was a thrill to so much virile passion being unleashed on her and the hard jabs of its hips fucked its big erection to the back of her throat.

The sound of her gagging brought the beast out even more and her hand pressed harder on the demon’s solid midriff. It wasn’t to be denied what it wanted though and she winced as strong fingers tangled in her hair to hold her in place. She desperately gasped for air as forceful jabs of its hips made her take cock harder in her mouth until it was too much.

A last thrust by the demon almost made her deep-throat its erection and the grip on her head was too strong. A shudder ripped through her as she clamped her lips on its shaft. It let her feel the pulsing throb of hard flesh and she gagged harder as hot, streaming spurts of cum exploded in her mouth.

Feeling a thick, salty load slithering down her throat was so dirty, but she wasn’t allowed to stop swallowing and the demon didn’t back off until it had emptied its balls completely into her belly. A rough grip on her chin tilted her face up and she knew she was being watched. It felt weird, but there was no fear now.

“Until tomorrow,” the demon growled.

The grip on Anna’s chin ended when she jerked her head back. She listened intently for a few seconds, but the only sounds in the bedroom were her harsh gasps. When she finally got her breathing under control, she tentatively lifted her hand and slowly eased the blindfold up to look around. The bedroom was empty and for a second she wondered if she’d gone insane. She could still taste the cum she just swallowed though and it showed she hadn’t awakened from a sex dream. What just happened was real.

“Shit,” she cursed under her breath and her lips tightened together in a grimace before she spoke again. “What the hell have I unleashed?”

***

The click of the wardrobe door closing ended a fitful night of sleep for Anna.

She blinked her eyes open to early morning sunlight filtering in through the closed curtains. Her gaze went to Theodore standing in front of the mirror putting on a tie. It reminded her that he was leaving for the weekend and she tried to stop the guilt bubbling up as she watched him. She waited until he finished what he was doing before speaking.

“Are you leaving now?”

“Oh, hey, you’re awake,” he said when he glanced towards the bed. “Jeff will be here in a short while to pick me up.”

“You’re not taking the car?”

“No point,” he answered. “We’ll be together the whole weekend, so only need one car and he offered to take his.”

Anna watched as he set his attention back on the mirror to check his appearance. She wondered if she should say something about the argument they had the evening before, but eventually decided not to. It seemed like a bad idea.

Theodore’s attention was focused on getting ready for the day ahead and she didn’t want the whole situation to flare up again. She instead played the role of dutiful wife, which felt a little embarrassing to her considering how the previous night ended. She tried to put thoughts of the deal she’d made out of her head when she threw the covers off.

“Want me to make you a coffee and some toast?” she asked.

“Yeah, that would be good,” Theodore said.

Anna dropped her feet to the floor and sat for a moment to shrug off the last of the drowsiness. When she stood up, she went to get her robe and put it on before leaving the bedroom. Thoughts of the previous evening flashed through her mind as she made her way downstairs, but she forced them away when she went in the kitchen.

Walking across to the counter, she checked there was water in the kettle before switching it on. She then opened the bread bin to get a sliced loaf, so she could make some toast. By the time Theodore joined her, she had breakfast on the table for him.

“Thanks,” he said and dropped his briefcase at the side of a chair before sitting down.

Anna picked up the cup in front of her to take a sip of coffee while she tried to gauge his mood. Things didn’t feel frosty, but there was a little bit of an atmosphere. She wasn’t sure if that was because of the events of the previous evening or whether Theodore was preoccupied with the work that lay ahead of him that weekend. It meant they shared nothing more than general chit-chat until the honk of a horn signaled Jeff’s arrival.

“OK, that’s me,” Theodore said and picked up his briefcase before rising to his feet.

Anna got up as well to follow him to the front door.

“Call me when you get to the hotel,” she told him.

“Will do,” he agreed when he turned back.

She put a hand on his arm as she leaned in to kiss him on the cheek. He then opened the door to leave and she watched him walk down the driveway. Jeff rolled down the window of the car to give her a wave and she returned it as Theodore walked around the vehicle to get in the passenger side. The car took off right away to leave her alone.

Closing the door, she walked back to the kitchen to get her coffee then made her way through to the lounge. Switching on the television helped to keep her mind occupied for a while, but the events of the day before started to intrude into her thoughts and it set her mind racing. That brought memories of the oral sex she’d given in to and it annoyed her.

“Stop fucking going over it,” she berated herself and rose to her feet.

She walked back to the kitchen to put her empty cup in the sink then went upstairs to have a shower. After drying herself, she dressed and contemplated calling Jennifer to go for their usual Saturday afternoon coffee. She wasn’t sure she could look her friend in the eye though and eventually decided against a meeting.

Theodore’s call came a few hours later to tell her he’d arrived safely at the hotel, but their chat was brief and ended quickly. Her mind stayed on her husband afterwards and she started toying with the idea of going back to see Madame Celeste as the day wore on. Her mind wavered back and forth as afternoon turned to evening, but she couldn’t get herself to commit to doing anything.

It started to get laughable that she was even considering it. The day before she’d been of the opinion that visiting a spiritualist was an utterly ridiculous waste of time. A completely crackpot idea. Now she was wondering if Madame Celeste could help.

“Idiot,” she eventually mocked herself. “Do you even need any help?”

Asking herself that question felt a little shameful and the guilt took hold again. Cheating on her husband seemed such a betrayal, but she tried to rationalize it in her mind by convincing herself that he was partly to blame. There was also the not-so-insignificant fact that she hadn’t actually been with a man.

That set off a barrage of thoughts about what might happen that evening. They plagued her mind until it started to feel like she was going crazy and she decided to go for a walk to get some fresh air. Well, that’s how she justified leaving the house, but she took the route to a nearby store in the darkness and knew what she was going to buy when she went inside. She smiled at the elderly woman behind the counter when she put the bottle of wine down on it.

“You and Theodore having a relaxing night in?” Lydia joked when she picked up the bottle.

“Not much chance of that,” Anna replied. “It’s a working weekend for him. He’s gone on a business trip and won’t return until tomorrow evening, so I’m all on my lonesome until then.”

“Some liquid refreshment for you to relieve the boredom then,” Lydia went on and scanned the barcode on the bottle of wine to bring the price up on the till.

“Yeah, something like that,” Anna said and got her purse out of her pocket. “What do I owe you?”

She paid for the wine, waited for it to be bagged then she and Lydia chatted for a little while longer before she left the store. When she arrived home, she opened the wine right away to pour herself some and took the glass and bottle through to the lounge.

Switching on the television, she found a movie to watch as she sat drinking. She kept topping up her glass and it was only when she needed the toilet that she realized how much of the bottle she’d downed. It left her a bit lightheaded when she rose to her feet and it took a few seconds to shake off the fuzziness in her head.

“Enough,” she said and picked up the bottle to take it to the kitchen before going up to the bathroom which adjoined her bedroom.

She could feel the effects of the wine while she sat on the toilet and it felt similar to how her night out started the evening before.

“Yeah and look how that ended,” she muttered and shook her head.

She flushed the toilet when she got up and decided to have a shower to clear her head. Stripping off her clothes, she dumped them on the floor and slid the door shut when she got in the cubicle. The warm water felt nice when she switched it on and she just let it rain down on her for a while before washing herself.

When she finished, she got a towel to dry herself then wrapped it around her chest. Leaving the bathroom, she went over to the bed and sat down. The thought of calling Theodore came to her, so she moved all the way onto the covers to lie on them and reached out to get her phone from the bedside table.

She brought his number up on the screen a few times, but each time used the excuse that he might be busy to stop herself making the call. Eventually throwing her phone down on the covers, she lay her head on a pillow to rest her eyes for a while although did more than that when sleep claimed her.

***

Anna wasn’t sure how long she slept, but her eyes snapped back open to darkness. It unnerved her. Even in her slightly tipsy state, she knew the lights had been on when she dozed off.

“Theodore,” she let out hopefully, but knew it was wishful thinking that he’d unexpectedly returned as she slowly sat up on the bed.

She could sense eyes on her and knew they weren’t her husband’s. Her hope had been that she’d have to say the rhyme again in front of the mirror for something more to happen, but it appeared that wasn’t the case. The demon’s words of the day before flitted through her head and she muttered them under her breath.

“What’s done cannot be undone.”

She’d set the wheels in motion by using the charm Madame Celeste gave her then let the situation spiral out of control by not taking the opportunity to send the demon back from whence it came right away. The low, growling comment she heard in response to her remark set her nerves on edge.

“You speak the truth.”

“But…”

“No buts,” the demon cut in. “I see you prepared yourself for our second meeting.”

Anna’s breathing quickened when she looked to see the hem of the towel she still wore had hitched up her thighs during the snooze. She grabbed hold of the material to yank it back down her thighs as she snapped her legs shut. Looking to where the sound had come from showed her only darkness. She wasn’t alone though and it ignited the same breathless fear she’d experienced the day before.

“What do you want from me?” she blurted out, but the only reply was a hoarse laugh and it heightened her anxieties. “Please.”

“It’s you who wants something from me,” the demon said and she saw the movement as it stepped away from the dark shadows of the wall. “And you know I can give it to you.”

She squeezed her eyes tightly shut, but sensed the powerful presence coming closer and tensed when she felt the movement of the bed.

“This isn’t right,” she shouted.

“But you know you’re going to give in,” the demon went on. “The conflict in your mind is all too clear to me, but there’s no doubt what will win out. I know what you crave and your husband can’t give it to you without my help.”

“Please,” she whined when she felt fingers grasping her ankles.

She instinctively kicked against the grip, but it was too strong. Grabbing at the covers didn’t stop her being dragged towards the bottom of the bed. It made the hem of the towel ride up to uncover her thighs almost all the way to the top and there was no stopping herself becoming exposed when she was made to spread her legs.

It felt like her body was betraying her. She knew she should hate what was happening with all her being and fight against it, but that didn’t stop the rush of exhilaration. The hot blossom of arousal came to life between her thighs and she tried to scramble back up the bed when the grip on her ankles was released.

She was stopped by a strong hand latching onto her hip and a squeal burst from her mouth when she was rolled onto her belly. The towel was pulled from her to leave her completely naked and she felt the weight come down on the back of her thighs to pin her down.

“No need for the blindfold on this occasion,” the demon taunted.

Anna cursed under her breath when she buried her face in the covers. She wasn’t going to look and didn’t want to see the demon as she was held down. It brushed the hair away from the nape of her neck, with the touch of a sharp nail grazing against her bare skin to slide slowly down the arch of her spine almost to her butt.

“Someone likes the loss of control,” the demon said.

“No, no,” Anna whined when she lifted her head a little, but knew she was lying.

The sharp nail pressed on the nape of her neck again before trailing lower to engulf her body in rippling tremors she couldn’t stop. It made her shove her face back in the covers and she grabbed hold of them. Her grip tightened to make her knuckles turn white as the touch slid all the way down into the crease of her ass this time.

She turned her head on its side to gasp for breath as she was given a taboo touch, with the demon’s wiggling fingertip playing on her tiny, puckered hole. Anal wasn’t one of her husband’s kinks, so it wasn’t something he gave or something she particularly craved. However, she was getting it now and her nerve endings felt like they were on fire as her sphincter clenched tightly to resist the pressure.

“Too dry,” the demon mocked. “We better do something about that.”

The weight lifted from the back of Anna’s thighs, with a grip on her hips dragging her ass up in the air. It got her on her knees, but she kept her face buried in the covers. That left her feeling so exposed and she let out a muffled cry when sharp nails trailed up the back of her thighs to make her muscles spasm.

The grip of strong fingers reached her buttocks to sink into her flesh and it crudely put her on show. She cursed harshly when she felt the lick. It brought memories of the night before. The demon had taken advantage of her when she was sitting on the stool, with the forceful licking and fingering of her pussy making her cum hard.

It wasn’t her pussy under the assault of a demonic lust now. Her buttocks were spread wider as licks rasped across her puckered skin, with the pulsing clench of her sphincter igniting hot pleasure that made her wetter. The moment ended with the tip of the demon’s tongue pressing forcefully against her asshole.

She turned her head slightly and her harsh breaths were laced with curses as the wiggling touch slipped past the tight clenching of her sphincter. It felt so dirty, but her body reacted to it and she suddenly couldn’t hold in gasping groans when the taboo penetration eased further inside her asshole.

The rippling pulse of her anal muscles gripped around the demon’s tongue as it plunged deeper still. Fingers rubbed along her pussy lips to open them up and suddenly both her holes were under assault. A burst of shame hit hard, but it didn’t make her pull away. She gripped the covers tighter still to hold on as she let herself be violated in a way she could never have imagined.

She was being made to act like a slut, but the pleasure it brought to her body felt so delicious. Fingers started stroking into her pussy, while the demon’s strong, prehensile tongue ravished her tight asshole and it brought her so close to losing control. The touches pulled out of her before she climaxed though and she slumped down.

There was barely a chance for her to catch her breath before the weight of the demon settled on her to pin her down to the covers. The hardness of its erection was all too obvious when it pressed in between her buttocks. She could feel the hot, pulsing throb of a raging lust and knew it was about to be fully unleashed on her.

It was all she could do to take in a breath as the demon humped against her for a few seconds before its weight lifted to give her some respite. The moment was fleeting though. Hands grasped at her hips to pull them up a little.

She was made to spread her legs, so the demon could get in between and she felt the tip of its erection rub against her flushed mound. The rippling quiver of her thighs set her legs trembling and she groaned again when she heard the demon’s words

“Just to get my dick wet,” it growled. “You don’t want me finishing there tonight.”

A shudder rippled through her when the thick head of its erection slipped into the slick wetness of her pussy. It was only for a second though and she understood its last words. She wasn’t about to take hard cock in her pussy. The demon wanted her other hole that evening and she writhed around under it when she felt grasping fingers sink into her flesh to spread her buttocks.

Her instinct was to struggle against the onslaught, but it made no difference. The tip of the demon’s erection found her tight hole and she bit the covers to hold in the sound of her excitement when she felt the pressure. There was no stopping the rough penetration, with the clenching of her sphincter broken to make her asshole stretch out around the thick girth.

Her eyes squeezed tightly shut as a forbidden pleasure took a vice-like grip on her body. Giving in to anal showed her just how good that could be and she writhed around under the weight of the demon’s muscular body as it eased the full length of its rigid manhood inside her asshole.

It brought their bodies tightly together and her head jerked up when the demon’s forearms slid under her elbows to pin her arms behind her back. That locked her in its clutches and she gasped for breath when it started to hump against her naked cheeks. Sweat beaded on her skin as she felt the fierce throb of hard flesh violating her so deeply.

“Please, please,” she whimpered, but their bodies stayed pressed together and the pulsing tightness of her asshole gripped around its engorged shaft.

“Can’t have you getting pregnant,” it taunted. “Well, not on this occasion. That’s for tomorrow after you’ve been with your husband. Tonight you can take it like a common whore to send me back.”

She understood. The demon had disappeared from the bedroom the night before after she took its seed. She’d have to do the same if she wanted to send it back again, but it wasn’t going to cum in her mouth this time. It was going to give her something taboo and her face screwed up into a grimace when she felt the forceful thrusts that started to slap against her naked ass cheeks.

It stretched her tight asshole out to give a forbidden pleasure she shouldn’t be enjoying. She knew that, but there was no holding in the groans now. They showed her excitement as the big, hard cock of a demon ravaged her asshole. It held her pinned down to use her like a slut and she was sure the sex wouldn’t last long until their bodies locked together again to leave her impaled on the full length of its erection.

“You first,” it told her.

“Fuck, fuck,” Anna cursed through gritter teeth.

She squirmed around under the demon and pushed up against its weight as she struggled to free her arms. The grip on them finally loosened and she pushed up harder, so she could get a hand under her body. Giving in felt so depraved, but the craving for a release from the tension in her body took hold in her mind and she felt the shame when she got fingers to her clitoris.

Her restless, writhing movements grew more intense when she started to torment the erect bud. The arching of her back engulfed her in hot shudders as the circular motion of her fingertips heightened the pleasure in her body to take her closer. She clenched her buttocks to make her asshole grip tighter around the demon’s thick throbbing girth while she pleasured herself.

The stimulation built the tension in her body to make her stretch out under the demon until every muscle felt as if it was coiled like a spring. Pulsing tingles of pleasure brought her right to the point of losing control and she felt ever more sensitive to the hot throb of hard flesh filling her asshole. She started to curse as she rubbed her clitoris harder until it ignited her climax.

Her cry was loud as her hips bucked hard, with the hot burn of orgasm bringing ecstasy that swept out from between her thighs to leave her a shuddering, sweaty wreck. She writhed around on the hard cock buried in her asshole until the demon slid its forearms under her elbows again.

The way her arms were locked in place behind her back held her in place and her body was still high on a cocktail of endorphins when the demon slaked its lust on her naked body. It left her pinned face-down on the bed and her excitement peaked in a raw, driving frenzy of rough anal.

The demon relentlessly pounded its erection into her asshole, with its muscular body crashing against her over and again until she was made to take hard cock balls-deep. She closed her eyes tightly as the fierce pulse of hard flesh inside her exploded to strong, streaming bursts of cum. Each one ended with a growling grunt of elation until the hot spurts finally began to weaken.

She groaned when the full weight of the demon slumped down on top of her. Her mind was in a spin as the contractions of her anal muscles made her asshole pulse around the throbbing of the demon’s erection, but the sensations assailing her body eventually began to calm. She tried to turn away from lips that pressed against her ear, but couldn’t do it. The harsh rasp of words made her shudder.

“Fuck your husband and I’ll come to you a last time to give you what you want.”

“But…”

It was all Anna uttered before the demon pulled its fading erection out of her asshole. She waited a few seconds before rolling onto her back to look around in the darkness and it was no surprise to see she was alone. It was the same as the night before.

“Fuck, FUCK,” she cursed, with her legs feeling like jelly when she got up off the bed.

The demon deal was two days in. As she walked across the room towards the bathroom, her mind was a whirl as she considered just what a third encounter would bring.

***

The hours passed slowly. Too slowly. Anna had got up that morning with her head full of thoughts about the evening before. Her mood veered from crippling guilt about what she’d done to flushes of unwanted excitement that she couldn’t control. It felt mortifying, with her anxieties soaring off the charts when the sound of Jeff’s car stopping in the driveway came to her in the early hours of the evening.

He came inside as well and she put a smile on her face when she greeted him and Theodore. Jeff staying for a little while helped keep her mind occupied, while the pair of them told her about their weekend business trip. He finally left to go home after around forty minutes or so and she went to make a meal.

Once she and Theodore had eaten, they settled down in the lounge and she was quick to switch on the television in the hope they wouldn’t talk too much. She’d already planned what to say if he asked what she’d done over the weekend, but still dreaded him doing so. The thought that he might still be stewing over the argument they had the night before he left also played on her mind.

Fortunately, he didn’t ask about either. She took it as a sign he was preoccupied with the weekend of meetings he’d just finished and the pair of them did not much more than share the occasional bit of chit-chat about the movie they watched. Theodore had a few drinks to relax, with Anna debating whether it was wise for her to do the same before deciding a little alcohol might take away the nervy unease she was feeling.

When the movie finished, Theodore went along to his study to write up some notes on that day’s meeting while they were still fresh in his mind. Anna stayed in front of the television, but thoughts of what she’d set in motion that weekend started to creep into her mind. It meant she couldn’t concentrate on the show she watched and she eventually gave up.

Switching off the TV, she made her way out of the lounge and knocked on the study door then popped her head around it to tell Theodore she was going up to bed. He was still working, so she left him to it and went upstairs. She had a quick shower and was drying her hair when he appeared.

Sitting in front of the dressing table mirror gave her a chance to watch him in it. He went to get a clean towel before stripping off and wrapping it around his waist. His gaze came to her and tension took hold when she saw him moving up behind her. Their eyes met in the mirror and her smile felt a little too tight and awkward when he leaned down.

“You smell nice,” he said.

Her pulse rate jumped when his lips caressed on her neck. She tilted her head to the side, but he ended the soft kisses quickly before speaking again.

“I better have that shower.”

She watched as he walked towards the bathroom door and grimaced when he disappeared from sight. At various times that day she’d debated what she should do when he arrived home. She found herself doing it again and couldn’t meet her gaze in the mirror as she finished drying her hair.

Using the charm had set events in motion she was incapable of stopping. Well, that wasn’t quite the case. If the demon’s words were true, it wouldn’t return until she’d made love with her husband and let him cum inside her. There was no need for it to happen that evening, but it wasn’t like she could put it off indefinitely.

She could only give Theodore so many tit-fucks that ended with him cumming on her chest. He’d eventually crave being inside her and she’d never put him off doing that before. Suddenly becoming reluctant would only raise his suspicions and likely spark more arguments.

“Fuck,” she let out under breath as she finally met her gaze and stared at herself for a few seconds before spitting a hissed order at her reflection. “Just bloody do it and get things over with.”

Theodore’s show of affection before he went for a shower was a sign that he might be in the mood to make love. Succumbing to his seduction would end the deal that evening. At least, she hoped it would and, in truth, that seemed like a smart move. Having the situation hanging over her in the days to come would be tortuous and leave her constantly on edge. She knew that, but still couldn’t make up her mind how to play things while she finished drying her hair.

She was sitting at the dressing table when she heard the shower water being switched off. It roused her to action. She was quick to put the hair dryer away and got up to hurry across the room to the bed. Pulling back the covers, she got in and was lying there with her eyes closed when she heard Theodore walk out of the bathroom.

All she did was listen as he moved around to get himself ready for bed. He eventually switched the light off to plunge the room into darkness and she tried to relax when he slipped under the covers beside her. Nothing happened for a few seconds, but he then shuffled across and she rolled on her side to let him spoon her. It revealed he was naked and she was in no doubt now that he wanted to make love.

“It’s nice to be home,” he said before his lips found her neck again.

His words brought back her guilt, but that wasn’t the only emotion that took hold. The swell of hot-blooded stiffness against her ass made her pulse race and a flush of heat came alive between her thighs. Theodore’s hand slipped around her chest and she bit her lip when he fondled her tits through the thin material of her nightdress.

It showed he was definitely in the mood. She closed her eyes as his lips found the sweet spot on her neck that always did it for her. Hot shivers raced down her spine to make her wetter and she instinctively pushed back against the hardness of his growing erection to make it press against her bum. It sparked thoughts of the demon holding her down to do the same thing the night before.

She grimaced when memories of that encounter brought a stronger arousal. Theodore wouldn’t want to fuck her asshole, but his grip on her breasts became more forceful to pull her back onto him and she could feel the pulsing throb of his lust as he came fully erect against her bottom. Things had already gone too far and she knew there would be no stopping them.

Theodore eventually rolled her onto her back. He then shoved off the covers to get over her on all fours. The way his lips came down to crush on hers ignited a passion and she gave him more by taking hold of his erection to grope it while they kissed.

The moment ended with him shuffling back a little and she had to release her grip on his hard cock. She turned her head to the side when his mouth came down on her neck. The caress of his lips on her sensitive skin eventually became his tongue teasing her ear and her back arched as she let out ragged breaths.

“Are you going to be a bad girl?” he whispered and let out a hushed laugh.

The cheeky question made her think about the bad girl she’d been since Friday evening and that put a hot flush of red on her cheeks. Not that Theodore saw it. He was already kissing down onto her upper chest and he didn’t stop until his mouth found a nipple through the thin material of her nightdress. She pushed up to the strong sucking, feeling her body responding to the delicious assault.

“The other one too,” she gasped and grabbed his hair to drag his head across her chest.

Theodore went after her other nipple with a hungry longing and the shuddering burn of pleasure it ignited made her squirm. He eventually grabbed at her nightdress and she arched her back to let the material be dragged up her body. It exposed her breasts to kisses and licks as she hurried to finish stripping naked.

She tossed the nightdress on the floor then brushed her fingers into Theodore’s hair as his head moved back and forth to torment and tease her nipples into hard, sensitive beads. Every touch sent ribbons of heat down her body and she shuddered when she squeezed her thighs tightly together.

They didn’t stay that way for long when Theodore pulled his mouth from her tits to kiss lower on her body. He grabbed at her legs and she gave him what he wanted by parting them as his lips trailed across her belly. The fluttering spasms of her muscles left her in a breathless elation and she groaned when the kisses slid all the way onto her pussy mound.

She raised her knees and spread her thighs wider as Theodore’s head buried between them. His exhilaration was fully on show now as he eagerly licked along her pussy lips to make them flush with hot blood and her hips began to judder as the relentless action set her body alight.

“Yes, yes, just like that,” she groaned and grabbed his hair to drag him onto her.

He gave what she wanted for a few seconds more before shaking off her grip to pull his head back a little, so he could get his hands in place. The feel of his thumbs exploring her flushed vulva turned to them sinking into her flesh to spread her open. His tongue dipped inside to take her taste and the rush of hot passion was intense when he threw his head forward to lick her out.

Her neck muscles strained when she lifted her head to watch the lecherous way he went after her naked body. The hot pleasure of the lashing touches inside made a knot clench in her belly and she pushed towards him, trying to grind against his lips as his tongue stayed buried inside her.

When he finally pulled back to catch a breath, Anna let her head slump down to the pillow. Theodore’s thumb slid to the top of her pubic mound and she groaned when she felt her clitoris being exposed. A rough lick swept across it to make her hips buck up and hands pressed on them to hold her down, while her body came under a delectably sustained onslaught.

The licking on her clitoris grew more forceful and she groaned when Theodore’s fingers found the slick entrance of her vagina. The wetness of her arousal helped them easily slip inside and she tried to squeeze her inner muscles around them as they fucked all the way inside.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop,” she groaned and grabbed hold of Theodore’s hair.

The words weren’t needed though. He was in full cry and seemed to have a craving for pussy that was stronger than ever. His fingers began to pump into her as he kept his tongue working and Anna felt the burn of arousal building towards a climax as she writhed around under him.

Her mouth opened wide as her body slowly stretched out until ever muscle felt like it was screaming with pleasure. She tried to hold herself in that moment as Theodore’s fingers fucked harder into her pussy, but it was the rasping licks on her clitoris that finally sent her soaring over the edge. The tension in her body broke hard to a physical release that ripped through her like an inferno.

Theodore gave her his fingers deep as he kept licking and she lost her mind to strong, building waves of pleasure that took the breath from her. Her body contorted and twisted as the shuddering ecstasy burned through her until there was nothing else. It carried her up to the high of her orgasm, with the pulsing contractions of her inner muscles gripping around the penetration of stiff fingers for what seemed like forever before the sensation slowly melted away.

When she slumped down gasping for breath, Theodore’s fingers pulled out of her and she lay in a hot sweat as he scrambled up the bed to spoon her again. She squeezed her eyes shut as his lips played on her neck. The rigid hardness of his erection pressed in between her ass cheeks and she could feel how aroused he was.

“Feel good?” he teased her when his lips nuzzled against her ear.

She could barely get out a word as she tried to calm her ragged breathing. He moved back a little and she felt him take hold of his erection to guide it between her thighs from behind when their bodies came back together. It let her feel the rigid stiffness of his shaft pressed against her flushed mound.

Getting a hand between her thighs, she brushed her fingertips on his erection before shuffling around to get the swollen head settled against her slick opening. Pressing hard let it slip inside and she heard his gasp of breath.

“Feel good?” she asked and let out a hushed laugh.

His hands came around her body to grab hold of her tightly in the spoons position as he started to thrust. Her body felt limp in the aftermath of the orgasm, but the pleasure was still there as he fucked his hard cock into her.

“Yes,” she groaned.

She could feel his aroused determination growing stronger as he jabbed his hips with more purpose. The rhythmic slap of his naked skin against hers grew louder, with his excitement pushing him on to harder thrusts and it was his breathing that grew ragged now. His grip on her tightened to hold her in place, but he pulled back too hard and the head of his cock slipped out.

It gave her a chance and she took it by shaking off his grip and turning to push him onto his back. He did nothing to stop her when she clambered over him to straddle his waist, so she could sit down on the hardness of his erection. His hands came to her tits and he groped them, while she squirmed around on him.

The sudden sensation that there were eyes on her made a shiver trickle down her spine. She tried to convince herself it was her imagination, but the idea that the demon was lurking in the shadows of the room filled her mind. She didn’t let it stop her though.

The groping of her tits carried on when she rose up on her knees, so she could get a hand to Theodore’s erection. She made it stand up then lowered herself to it and heard his groans as she took him back inside. The shiver that ripped down her spine now was all to do with the feel of squeezing her inner muscles around the fierce throbbing of his thickly engorged shaft.

She cursed under her breath as she threw herself forward to slap her hands down on Theodore’s torso. She felt the tension in his body as he clenched his buttocks to push up against her weight and she started to writhe around. His hands came down to her hips, with the sinuous motion of her rocking letting them both feel the hardness of his erection rub against the slick inner skin of her pussy.

Harsh, gasping breaths came out between Theodore’s gritted teeth as he pushed up harder still, with the strain in his body increasing. He started to curse when Anna’s fingernails stuck into his flesh, but the flutters of pain only heightened the pleasure. Her movements grew more vigorous to writhe around on him until his grip on her hips tightened.

“Yes, fuck yes,” he groaned when she started to ride him.

She leaned further forward to put more of her weight on her hands and it pinned his torso down as she gave him more. A shudder swept through her each time she came down hard on his erection to make it fuck deep inside and she could feel the pressure starting to build between her thighs again.

Theodore wasn’t thinking about her pleasure now though. He drove his hips up to thrust up into her as she came down on him and it set their passions alight. It caught them in a heady excitement that drove them on to come together harder still and she heard his desperate groans when his balls tightened up to his groin. It put him right on the cusp and he bucked up in a frenzy to chase the sexual high he craved.

His body stretched out tautly under her in the last seconds and she held herself up to let him fuck her pussy with pounding thrusts. When the last one left him arched up from the covers, she forced her weight down on him and the strain in his muscles exploded to hot spurts of cum.

Theodore’s grip on her hips pulled her down to hold his erection deep inside, with his guttural grunts of sheer bliss filling the room as the searing pleasure of the climax left him writhing around under her. She pushed her hands down harder on his torso as he gave her everything from his balls. The moment soared to a high that brought tension back to his body until the relaxation hit to make him slump down in a sweaty heap.

His eyes closed as he tried to recover and she stayed in place over him to let him enjoy the last throbbing pulse of his erection in the tight softness of her pussy. His power slowly drained away as she rolled her hips slowly and she eventually threw herself to the side to lie beside him.

He pulled her close and she lay in his arms as they both calmed down from the sexual high. It was no surprise that he fell asleep like that and she was aware of his calm breathing. She was still wide awake though and had the same sense as the night before. There were eyes on her and she knew the demon was lurking in the shadows of the room.

The worry that it would come to her if she didn’t go to it made her lift Theodore’s arm from her body. He barely stirred when she slid to the side of the bed and dropped her feet to the floor. Walking to the bathroom, she opened it to move inside and knew she wasn’t alone when she felt a movement behind her in the darkness.

***

The grasp of strong hands on her shoulders made Anna squeeze her eyes tightly shut. She felt the touch slide down onto her breasts, with fingers sinking roughly into her flesh to make her gasp when she was pulled back against the muscular frame of the demon. She felt the hot swell of embarrassment when lips pressing against her ear let out a hushed chuckle.

“I think you enjoyed getting your husband’s seed,” the demon growled. “Were you putting on a dirty sex show for me?”

Anna screwed up her face, but said nothing. She could feel the demon’s growing erection pressing against her bum. The sensation of having eyes on her while she and Theodore made love hadn’t been a mistake, but she’d known that. It should have repulsed her, but it wasn’t what she felt.

“And now you’ve come to me,” the demon went on.

“Didn’t have a choice,” she muttered. “I want rid of you once and for all.”

“Then you know how to do it and get what you want for yourself.”

A curse spilled from Anna’s lips. Fingers dug deeper into her flesh to make her shudder and she felt the movement of the demon’s hips as it held her in place to hump against her bum. Its cock stiffened, but still wasn’t fully erect and she gasped when the groping of her tits ended. Her shoulders were grasped to spin her around.

“Still won’t look,” the demon mocked when it saw her closed eyes.

“Just get it over with,” she hissed.

“I need some help with that,” it taunted.

Hands pressed down on her shoulders to make her knees buckle and she gave in to dropping in front of the demon. She was already reaching for its crotch when her wrist was grabbed to make her take hold of its erection. Her breath came out in ragged gasps when she took a peek.

The demon’s manhood was right there in front of her face in the darkness, with a rush of exhilaration coming on unbidden. The guilt was there again, but there was only one way the situation was going to end and she threw herself to making it happen. Leaning in, she slid her tongue around the swelling head and felt the pulse of hot blood thickening the shaft as it stiffened in her grasp.

“Yes,” the demon growled.

She let spit drool on the tip then twisted her fingers around the head to spread the lubrication. Bringing her other hand up, she cupped heavy balls to play with them as she dribbled more saliva. She worked the lubrication along the shaft, with the rugged stroking bringing the demon’s cock fully erect. It felt so big in her hand and even in the darkness she could make out the bulging veins that stretched along its rigid shaft.

“Keep going,” the demon urged.

She knew it wanted her to do more than spit on its erection when its hand came to the back of her head. It sparked memories of that first night she used the charm. She’d been sitting on the dressing table stool when her mouth was fucked.

This time she was on her knees submitting to a demon’s lust. The pressure on the back of her head increased and she closed her eyes again when she let her lips slide all the way over the thick head. Her mouth felt full right away, but it wasn’t enough for the demon. She knew that and a shudder swept through her naked body when she began to give a blowjob.

That got her gagging on cock right away and she feared the sound would wake Theodore. That seemed no concern of the demon though. It started to thrust to make the head of its erection fuck to the back of her throat. She slapped the palm of her free hand against its muscular six-pack, but it got both its hands on the back of her head and she was powerless to stop the rough mouth fuck.

She tried to stifle the sound of her gagging as hard cock fucked to back of her throat again and again until it was dripping with her spit. The final indignity came when the hand she had gripped on the shaft was pulled away. She knew why and fought against the grip on her head. There was no stopping the deep-throat though. The thrilling sense of letting herself be so shamelessly dominated was there again and she heard the sound of the demon’s hushed chuckles as she struggled against the grip on her head.

It was reveling in making her act in such a whorish manner, while her husband lay sleeping in the very next room. Her struggles increased, but she was made to hold the deep-throat for a good few seconds before the demon relented.

“Good girl,” it taunted when she pulled her mouth off its hard cock.

“Fuck you,” she gasped as she wiped the strings of spit from her chin.

“Do you want me to get on my back, so you can ride it?” the demon asked and let out a mocking guffaw.

There was now no doubt in Anna’s mind it had been watching her fuck Theodore from the shadows of the bedroom. A flash of annoyance brought out her words.

“I’m not giving you anything.”

“Then I better take it,” the demon said.

Anna gasped as her arm was seized to pull her to her feet. She was taken across the room and shoved against the wall. The demon’s muscular body pressed against her to pin her in place and she shuddered when its lips nuzzled against her ear.

“Are you going to stop me?” it mocked.

“You know I won’t,” she replied in a breathless rasp.

“So, you’re getting what you want?” the demon went on.

“Yes,” Anna whined.

The whole three days had been building to the point she now found herself in. She had no idea if it would actually result in pregnancy though. In truth, that wasn’t the only reason she gave in. It felt shameful to want the sex, but she could feel the ache in her body and pushed back against the hardness of the demon’s rigidly erect manhood.

“So needy,” it mocked.

“Just fucking get it over with,” Anna hissed.

The breath was ripped from her as the demon shoved forward to pin her more forcefully to the wall. Fingers grasped the hair at the back of her head and the rough pull made her gasp. Her neck stretched out and she could feel the strain in her muscles as hot blooded arousal flooded her veins.

“Please,” she let out in a hoarse rasp.

The pressure from behind eased as the demon moved back. She turned her head to press her cheek against the coolness of the tiles and it gave her a glimpse of their dark silhouettes in the wall mirror. The demon towered over her and she shuddered at the way its massive erection jutted out from its groin.

It grabbed hold of her hips to make her take a step back and she leaned forward to bend over. A foot came between hers to make her spread them wide apart and she couldn’t take her eyes from the mirror.

“Show me you want it,” the demon urged when it shoved its erection through her thighs from behind.

Only minutes before she’d felt her husband’s erection throbbing against her slick mound when they were lying in the spoons position. Now she was being bent over against a wall, but it was the demon’s hard cock she could feel rubbing against her flushed pussy lips. The trembling of her legs worsened when she got a hand between her thighs to brush her fingertips on the hardness.

She closed her eyes tightly as she worked her touch to the thick head and squirmed around. Her mouth opened wide in a gasp when she pushed the tip against her sensitive lips. They opened up to take it and a hot flush of adrenaline-laced arousal swept through her body when she felt the penetration.

“Fuck, fuck,” she gasped when the demon thrust forward.

It pinned her to the wall again, only this time she was taking every hard inch of its erection deep inside her cum-filled pussy. Her hands clawed at the tiles as the demon rolled its hips to shove against her. She couldn’t stop herself. Her gaze went back to their dark silhouettes in the mirror and she watched as their bodies stayed locked together.

Seeing the powerful outline of the demon’s muscular physique excited her and she hated herself for having those feelings. There was no pretending they weren’t there. The fierce, throbbing pulse deep inside was so good and she tensed her muscles to squeeze around the thick girth. More hissed curses burst from her lips as she pushed back.

The grip on her hips tightened to hold her in place and she sank her teeth into her bottom lip to hold in the sound of her excitement as her body was pummeled from behind. Hard thrusts crashed against her naked ass to pound cock into her aching pussy and she watched in the mirror as she was bred by a horny demon.

Hammering thrusts gave her its erection over and over again to build the hot, tingling pressure between her thighs until it was all she could think about. The demon was relentless. She was sure it couldn’t keep up the furious pace, but it powered forward with an insatiable lust for her body that made her crave a release like never before.

She usually needed some clitoral stimulation to spark an orgasm, but not on this occasion. The demon pumped its hips harder and faster to take her roughly against the wall of her bathroom, with the tension in her body finally putting her right on the edge of losing control. The trembling quiver of her muscles made it feel like her knees were going to buckle, but she was held up by strong hands on her hips as the sex grew wilder.

She closed her eyes to take away the sight in the mirror and her body went taut in the last seconds before she was overwhelmed. Biting her lip harder only stifled the sound of the orgasm when it ripped through her. She was slammed against the wall to take every inch of the demon’s erection and her body convulsed as strong contractions made her pussy clamp around the thick girth to leave her in a breathless euphoria.

The demon’s lips pressed against her ear and she heard its gasping breaths, while it let her cum on the thick, throbbing hardness of its erection. She pressed her face against the tiles when her passion peaked and the last, shuddering throes of her climax were met with more hammering thrusts.

She felt limp in the afterglow of her second orgasm in a matter of minutes, but she was held up to be used. The slamming thrusts hammering against her naked ass were harder still to rip the breath from her in the last seconds of the sex. It ended with her being trapped against the wall in the tight embrace of the demon and she felt the swell of its manhood inside her.

The sensation exploded to her being bred by a beast, with the sound of its guttural growls surrounding her as it gave her its seed. The strong spurts erupted deep inside to join her husband’s cum and she felt a mix of shame and elation as she let the moment play out to its conclusion.

There was no getting a breath when the heavy weight of the demon slumped against her and she was held like that for what seemed like forever. It ended with more thrusts pushing the cum deep into her pussy. She kept her face pressed against the tiles as she was taken from behind for a short while longer.

The power eventually drained from the demon’s erection and she stayed where she was when it pulled out. She struggled against the weakness in her legs to hold herself upright and eventually opened her eyes to look in the mirror. All she could see now was her own silhouette in the darkness of the bathroom.

“It’s over,” she let out under her breath when she pushed herself away from the wall.

Except she knew it wasn’t. The sex was and the demon wouldn’t return if all that it had said was correct. Whether that got her the end result she wanted was another question altogether though. There was no point in worrying about that now. As a pretense of why she was in the bathroom, she flushed the toilet.

She felt the nerves when she walked to the door, but opening it let her hear her husband’s calm breathing. Hurrying to a chest of drawers, she opened the top one to get a pair of panties. She could feel the cum trickling from her ravaged pussy, but was quick to put her underwear on to hold the rest inside.

Moving across the room, she picked up her nightdress to put it on. She then slipped back into bed beside her husband. He still didn’t stir and she lay staring up at the ceiling in the darkness.

Images of the previous three days rampaged through her mind to make her cringe, but it was too late to change anything now. She’d given in to a demon deal although it would be a secret she took to her grave. There was no knowing if it would give her the pregnancy she craved, but she crossed her fingers and sent up a short prayer that the charm she received from a spiritualist resulted in the miracle she hoped for.

If it didn’t, well..., she could always visit Madame Celeste to try again.
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