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Part 1. Altar of Paimon




Chapter 1.
Jesse boosts me over the rusted iron gate, my feet hitting the weed infested lot on the other side with a soft thud. He being the more athletic of the two, he scales the fence easily without my help. I’m already in a state of heightened arousal, the breaking-into-the-grounds part is always exciting for me, especially if there is security around. At this particular place, Penhurst Home For The Mentally Infirm, there was only a bored looking severely obese night watchman who we caught sleeping in his white rent-a-cop truck on the other end of the neglected busted up parking lot. This worked out for us, because our plan was to sneak in from the rear, where the old recreational yard used to be.
“Come on Liz, it’s this way I think.” Jesse said, pointing to the left corner of the massive brick building. The entire south facing wall was covered in bright colorful graffiti, all the windows on the lower level busted out, only jagged fragments remaining. The building itself was shaped like a giant cross, each branch of the building cordoned off from the other, the patients housed and organized based on the severity and type of condition. We were looking to break into wing F, where the worst of the worst had resided only thirty years ago.
After quickly crossing the yard, avoiding broken beer bottles and various drug paraphernalia, we found the faded looking double doors that said WING F ENTRANCE. Each of us carried a back pack full of different supplies, and Jesse always carried the heavier stuff, usually involved in the breaking in process, while I carried the camera and sexual accessories. Jesse shrugged off his backpack and brought out the bolt cutters, and made quick work of the padlocked double doors. He’d done this a time or two (or ten.) The doors opened with a grating screech that caused us both to pause for a moment. We waited for perhaps five minutes, listening in the silent night for the heavy foot falls of the rent-a-cop. None came, and so we continued.
Jesse brought out a flashlight and turned it on, cupping the rim so the beam wasn’t as bright. We were greeted with a dingy hallway with atrocious green and white checkered flooring, we couldn’t identify the original color of the wall because of all the graffiti and ominous stains that covered them. ROGER THE RAPIST WUZ HERE was spray painted in big dripping letters on one wall, with an arrow pointing up. Whoever the artist was must of done some prior research before vandalizing the place, because Roger the Rapist was the reason why we were here.
According to the Penhurst Wikipedia page, Roger Woodberry was one of their most infamous patients. A young man who was brought in for being in a constant state of sexual mania, Roger had to be kept in solitary confinement for the majority of his stay because of his attempts to canoodle with the patients, and sometimes the nurses. He was known to walk around with a constant erection, and would repeatedly masturbate to the point of bodily injury if he wasn’t sedated or kept in a straight jacket.
In 1985, the asylum had suffered serious budget cuts after an internal investigation revealed that many of the patients were being improperly cared for, with evidence of some of the male orderlies sexually abusing some of the more invalid patients, and was threatened with closure and condemnation if they didn’t get their act together. Many of the nurses and orderlies were fired, leaving only a skeleton crew to oversee the whole sprawling facility at night when the head doctors and NA’s went home. It was during one of these lonely nights that one of the newer nurses, one of the very few the asylum could afford to hire, had let Roger out at his insisting because he needed to use the rest room. She was not given the memo about how Roger was never to be let out without being in a restriction vest because the head NA was about to be laid off and could give a shit less what happened to her coworkers.
One thing led to another, and Roger, who was purported to be a big man, over 6’5 with a muscular build, trapped the nurse in his cell and proceeded to over power her and have his way with her. Eventually he killed her, stuffing her body under his cot and stealing her keys. The man proceeded to hunt down five more nurses and three female patients all throughout the course of one night, and repeat those actions with them, storing all the bodies in his cell until morning, when one of the male orderlies found Roger in a daze, lying naked atop a pile of bodies, his bleeding scabbed cock still somehow throbbing with erection after a prolific night.
It was Roger’s cell we were trying to find. In the years after the Penhurst scandal came out, the man’s cell became the prime focus of paranormal investigation after several of the nurses who worked up to the asylums shutting down in 1992 claimed that 10x10 room was a source of disturbing phenomenon. After Roger was executed in 1988 by the state of Missouri, his cell, F128, was temporarily condemned by the asylum after several of the blood stains on the floor reappeared even after being pressure washed. Eventually however, the asylum was forced to reopen the cell after being overwhelmed by new patients after many of the cells in Wing A were damaged by a tornado. Patients would scream at night, claiming to be assaulted by a relentless female wailing that never ceased. The temperature fluctuated wildly in the cell even though every cell on the floor was hooked up to the same AC system.
“F13…F15… Babe, I think this guy’s cell is on one of the upper floors.” Jesse said as we walked past the rows of derelict rooms, their plaques barely legible. We quickened our pace, walking up and down the hall until I found the staircase on the left hand side.
“This way.” I said, and we followed the dusty stairs up another level. There was even more graffiti on this level, and I took out my cellphone, turning the camera function on.
“Alright guys… We’re in Penhurst Insane Asylum, as you fucked up perverts suggested we check out. We’re almost to Roger Woodberry’s infamous cell room.” I said, talking quietly into the phone microphone. This would be like foreplay for our fans, them getting a chance to see just how spooky and depraved the place was before we got to the sex. Atmosphere is a huge part of the turn on for people like us. “F100…F102…F103…We’re getting closerrrrrr.” I said in my best sinister witch voice. I wasn’t actually scared, that part of it had faded long ago when I realized all of the famous haunted spots we went to weren’t haunted, or if they were, the spirits decided to catch some beauty sleep the nights we visited them, as trying to antagonize them into showing themselves never worked. But I did feel a small tinge of anxiety at entering the room where so many women had been brutalized. Here I was disrespecting the places where their souls left the earth.
“Found it!” Jesse called out in a loud whisper. He was about thirty feet ahead of me, his long legs making his pace inherently quicker.
“Jackpot” I said into the camera microphone, jogging lightly to meet him. I saw the panel that said F128. I panned the phone around to get footage of the graffiti scrawled here: WELCOME 2 HELL. The entire space surrounded the door was covered in red paint, with various messages written in what looked like dried human shit proclaiming that they were hornier than Roger ever was. God, people are fucked up, but then again… Look at what you’re doing, I thought to myself. We entered. It had been a chilly October night outside, the asylum itself only slightly warmer inside. But did I detect just the faintest temperature difference in here? My skin did prickle with goose bumps, just a little bit.
“Babe… Does it feel cold in here to you?” I asked, trying to put fear in my voice for the dramatic cinematic effect.
“Yeah… It kinda does.” Jesse said, adding his own forced fear into his face. He turned to look at the camera, his eyes wide and looking around the room as if he was about to piss his pants. I had to stifle a laugh, he was good at fucking and putting on a show. It was how we’d lasted five years in an extremely dysfunctional relationship. My heart did skip a beat when I saw the infamous blood stains on the dirty floor. Unlike the other stains I had seen coming up here, this wasn’t faded brown or black crust, like dried blood usually transforms into. Bright crimson blossoms spread across the dusty linoleum, their point of origin seeming to be the rectangular slab of concrete that jutted out from the wall, a sort of prison style bed where he’d stuffed the first few bodies. Okay, now that was pretty fucking creepy.
Jesse shrugged off his backpack and began undressing.
“Look at this sexy hunk, he’s not letting some blood and spooky rapist legacy keep him from laying down the pipe, aint that right baby?” I said. Jesse smiled into the camera.
“Damn right.” He said. Jesse was 27, with a lean muscular frame and his pale skin adorned with tattoos, several of which were collages of his favorite horror villains. He used to work at a tattoo shop on the strip in Saint Louis, which was how we met. As his pants came down, I made sure to zoom in on the 7 inch pierced cock that I had fallen in love with over the years. His crotch was clean shaven, where pubic hair would be there was instead a small tattoo of a cartoonish devil with horns that jutted up the sides of his pelvis, the devil’s lips formed around the base of his cock, as if lucifer’s tongue was his dick.
I turned the phone camera off, and began to undress myself. When I was naked, I took out the HD camcorder and tripod from my own backpack.
“Where do you think we should setup?” I asked, my whole body covered in goose flesh from the crisp, corrupted air. Jesse pointed to the blood stains next to the bed.
“Right there. Get on your knees, I’ll fuck you doggy so the camera can get a good shot of us in the blood. That’ll drive them wild.” He said. Just the thought of it was causing his cock to twitch and slowly arise with excitement. I agreed, and setup the camera in one corner of the room, as well as connecting the sensitive lavalier microphone to it that would pick up everything, from our sex noises to any potential celestial entities who wanted in on the show.




Chapter 2.
Once all was setup and done, we got straight to it. Jesse had taped the flashlight to one corner of the wall to give us some illumination on the spot where we’d be fucking, and I hit record. I kept on my big platform boots, not only because of the sharp debris that littered the ground, but also because I knew a few of our followers who loved my boots. They clunked heavily as I walked over to the red blossoms on the ground and cleared out any broken glass or splintered wood I saw. Once that was done, I took a deep breath, and sat down, my pale bare ass coming into contact with the blood stains. I shuddered as I did so, and that was not an act.
Jesse squatted down in front of me, roughly pushing my legs up behind my back, shoving my pussy up in the air. I cried out in ecstasy as his tongue began to work on my pussy, first skirting my pink labia and then finding the pierced nub of my clit. Wet plopping noises echoed off the bare walls as he first sucked on my clit, bringing it between his teeth and biting gently while licking it, then putting two fingers inside, pumping hard enough to cause my whole body to tremble. That was the other thing I liked about Jesse, he was strong, and when I wanted it rough (which I usually did) he gave it to me, hard.
It didn’t take me long to reach my first orgasm. Jesse knew how to make me explode like a sweating stick of dynamite. With the hand that wasn’t slamming inside my pussy, he grasped one of my pierced nipples, and twisted the ring there. That painful stimuli added in with his skilled tongue and relentless fingering was the winning combo. I could feel myself building up to it rapidly, could hear the increasing wetness of his thrusts as my lubricant built up. Sometimes I could gush like the porn stars, but mostly it was just drizzling little streams that shot out when I came.
“Oh fuck yeah baby, I’m there, I’m fucking there!” I cried out, and at the last minute he moved away so the camera got an unobstructed view of my crotch as I came. I finished myself off, stroking my clit with quick little circular motions of my fingers while I pinched my own nipple, making sure the camera got my pulsating pussy and asshole, mean while maintaining direct eye contact with the camera the whole time. Jesse was off in the corner, stroking himself, his veiny member already at full mast and ready to destroy my insides.
Once my orgasm concluded with the quivering of my legs and a soft trembling whimper, that was Jesse’s cue to move in. Before he went to plow me, he adjusted the tripod just a bit, lowering it and zooming in for the money shot.
“Get on your knees, my little slut.” He said, and I obeyed. I turned around, my elbows and knees digging into the gritty linoleum. It must have been my imagination, because the stained floor underneath felt warm on my skin, even though every other surface I had touched so far was still icy from last nights cold front. I spread my legs, sticking my ass out in the air. I heard him spit on his cock, that sound already getting me wet again as he squatted down, his pierced tip pressing against my lips. I knew he had the camera angled low to the ground so the viewers could see his cock entering me, as well as my tits bouncing and my face as I kept my head low to the ground.
I cried out as that huge cock entered me, filling me up with that delicious length and girth. I felt my canal stretch to meet him, and I immediately began to stroke myself to increase the pleasure. He started off slow, and then began fucking me hard and fast, long deep strokes, bringing himself almost to the tip before slamming all the way back until he was balls deep again. The sound of flesh smacking on flesh was loud and reverberant in the small room, and I tried not to look at the dried blood that was only inches from my face.
“Lick it up, you little whore.” He said to me, loud enough for the camera to hear. I only hesitated for a moment, knowing any sort of protest would ruin the film and we’d have to start over. I turned off the part of my mind that remembered how and why that blood came to be here. I stuck my tongue out, gagging audibly. He grabbed me by the back of my purple hair and shoved my face into the ground, my tongue coming into contact with the blood. A bitter coppery taste filled my mouth, and for a split second I was sure I was going to puke. But I swallowed thickly, and I was rewarded with a smack on the ass for my efforts. “Good girl.” He said, and increased the tempo of his thrusts, his balls slamming against my wet lips.
It didn’t take long for me to get back into the zone, his cock slamming my uterus obliterating all nauseating thoughts I might have had. He still had a firm grip on my hair, and used his other hand to reach between my legs, putting his hand over mine and took over the job of ministering to my pearl. His thrusts quickened and became more focused, he not pulling out as far each time, a sure sign that he would soon come.
“Fill me up baby. I want every drop.” I told him, and he grunted like a beast in response. His calloused hands worked fast, drilling tight little circles into my clit. I was skyrocketing towards orgasm, every thrust bringing me closer, and closer, until…
“Oh fuck!” Jesse cried out, and a split second later I felt that thick cock give one hard throb as he slammed into me, keeping it there this time. A molten explosion of hot seed slammed against my walls, sparking the flame that started my orgasm. My walls pulsated, gripping him tight as he pulled out slightly and slammed back home, another hot burst entering me as I clenched him convulsively. I was screaming at this point, my heightened senses from this hostile uncomfortable location cause my orgasm to be bone deep, obliterating all sane thought. Every hot eruption he pumped into me set off another mind blowing wave, his cock ring tickling my vaginal ceiling as he did so.
After perhaps five or six intense pumps, he finally grew soft, and slipped out of me. I knew I was full, he’d been edging prior to us leaving so the money shot would be extra. I felt him flow out of me as I spread my lips for the camera.
“That’s right babe, push it out. Show them how much I gave you.” He growled, and I obeyed, spreading my lips and watching as a great milky white gush erupted from my pussy and dripped between my legs, and soon a decent sized puddle filled the floor between my knees. His jizz was dyed pink as it mixed with the blood on the floor, and again I thought I was going to throw up. But I didn’t. I pushed until nothing was left inside of me. When I was done, I turned around and faced the camera. I dipped my finger tips in the pinkish dirty expenditure and rubbed it on my nipples, causing them to glisten in the beam of the lights we setup.
“I hope you all enjoyed that as much as we did.” I said in a silky voice, winking at the camera. We froze then as we heard a door open on the other end of the wing. Jesse quickly turned off the camera and began to put his pants back on.
“Come on, I think that’s our cue to scram.” He whispered.




Chapter 3.
The events you have just read are of a summation of a typical Saturday night for me and Jesse. If you haven’t figured it out already, we’re part of the new fucked up generation who is willing to sell and degrade themselves online for money. We started out as legitimate paranormal investigators a few years after we had first met and expressed our interest in all things spooky and creepy. It was innocent enough at first, we had the usual audio and video equipment and checked out a few of the local haunts around Saint Louis, where we both lived. A part of me still yearns for that innocent time, before we both showed the foul perverted beasts that lurked within us, and with it an inevitable tinge of shame at the things we did together, once the post orgasm high wore off.
It was Jesse who introduced me to the online community that we would eventually be so ingratiated in. A subreddit he found of people going to sights of either infamous brutal murders or of supposed highly paranormal activity related to a violent famous death, and having sex there. I would eventually learn this was a sub-genre of shock porn called “Grave dicking” and that it was a very lucrative porn genre on certain websites because of how few people with ill moral constitution were willing to do it. It was Jesse who suggested we give this a shot, he of the more extreme tastes, he who had helped me discover my masochistic fetishes.
I was conflicted with the idea. For one thing, it seemed extremely disgraceful to the dead in question. Funny I used to be shamed about that, and now the thought of fucking anywhere extreme violence or blood shed has occurred gets me soaking wet. But when he showed me the figures some of these people were making…Jesus Christ. I was barely scraping by as a graphic designer, and Jesse was a musician who, bless his stubborn creative heart, had tried and failed to garner a steady income by finding session work at the various studios around town and playing in a cover band that got paid gigs on the weekends. Between the two of us we could barely keep the lights on at our studio loft apartment on Delmar. Yes, the thought did occur that we could just move since the cities gentrification had caused our rent to sky rocket, but we liked the location. It was the most soulful part of Saint Louis.
We started exploring and shooting videos last year. Since then, we’ve been to over 13 different supposedly haunted sights, from run down schools that were the sight of mass shootings to condemned factories and buildings were horrible grizzly accidents took place…14 if you include the sight of the Dupo Massacre. The one that changed everything. The one that changed Jesse. The one that would result in his death.
The Dupo Massacre came to our attention approximately three months ago. Usually we let our fans send us suggestions for places to check out based on notoriety and the general fucked-upness of the deaths involved. Jesse still got excited at the mention of “A hot bed of paranormal activity” but after 13 trips to places that were all notorious for being supernatural hot spots and barely witnessing any peculiar phenomena other than the warm blood stain at Penhurst, I was thoroughly disillusioned to the idea that spirts and specters even existed.
I didn’t tell Jesse this, I didn’t want him to think I was losing heart or having second thoughts about our little enterprise. I didn’t want him to lose his childlike sense of imagination either. I had a feeling he needed to see something supernatural, to believe that there is life after death. I don’t know much about his past except that he lost both of his parents at a young age, and grew up in a foster care system. It’s something we don’t talk about much, but the way I see his face light up when he reads the harrowing accounts of people experiencing poltergeists and possessed people, I know it’s something he’s practically addicted to.
So when we saw the video someone had posted on our website, one of the more disturbing things we’d been sent(which is saying something considering what we normally deal with) I knew Jesse would be itching to check it out. The video itself showed four people, your typical gang of paranormal investigators, entering an underground chamber somewhere in the middle of the woods at an unknown location. After going down a long flight of stairs, they came to a giant underground domed shaped atrium that was covered in esoteric symbols, some I recognized, some I didn’t.
“This is it, this is the spot where Theron Mobley led forty people from his congregation of Satanists down to be worshipped in something called a chaos ritual.” A shakey male voice said.
“Dude! Check it out!” another male voice said, and the camera panned to one corner of the room. Etched into the wall was what looked like a claw mark from the world’s largest bear. Three blood crusted gashes that were carved deep into the stone wall, obliterating the white painted symbols there. The camera zoomed in on the marks, the jagged rows showing clearly.
“Hey, look, this is the canals where they drained their blood.” This voice, female, called out. The camera swiveled and then pointed to the ground. There were four flash light beams dancing around, but they all focused on the recessed channels that formed in each wall of the room, meeting in the middle. The channels looked to be made out of obsidian stone, their black shiny canals stood out in stark contrast against the sooty concrete floor. In the middle was a circular hole that looked a little larger than the drain in my bath tub. Despite the flash light shining directly into it, there was no evidence of a bottom. Someone took out a penny and dropped it into the hole. For the span of twenty seconds everyone in the video was silent as they waited for the penny to hit bottom. The sound never came.
“Holy shit…” One of the investigators said.
“According to the chaos prayer they were trying to re-enact, they all needed to give their blood to the dark king. King Paimon That’s what the channels are for. That’s what this hole is for. It’s supposed to go…Straight to hell.” The female voice said.
“Oh come on Ash, you know that’s just a bunch of bullshit. The police even proved that Mobley went crazy and killed them all. Along with being part of the sector 5 occultists, they had a huge drug lab on the property. Dude probably got spun out and convinced his loyal followers to murder each other. He killed the survivors, who were at that point tripping too hard to defend themselves. It’s all in his confession.” The camera man said.
“Only one way to find out…” The woman said, and a hand came into view. There was an audible snick as a pocket knife was unfolded.
“Whoa…Ash…What are you…” the cameraman began. I watched in mute fascination as the woman proceeded to prick her finger tip, as well as the finger tips of the two others in the group, the camera man declining. They all held their hands out, tiny droplets of blood dropping into the hole, some of it spattering on the rim. It sizzled like bacon in a frying pan when it hit, bubbling up and smoking.
“What the fuck…” The camera man said. For awhile they all just stood there, lights pointing at the hole, anticipating…something. I realized I was holding my breath during this part, I felt their tension as if I were in the room with them. Then I exhaled and tried to stifle a laugh as I realized I had given into the illusion that this was all real. Whoever directed this was good. Just as I was starting to ease up, there came a low sound, like the long baying of a whale, except pitched down uncountable octaves and accompanied by an eerie dissonance. It was vaguely musical in the worst way.
“Jesus, it’s like a tritone from hell.” Jesse said, wincing. The sound only got louder and louder, distorting the camera’s microphone, and I could see everyone in the atrium clasp their hands to their ears. The camera was dropped, the screen going dark before focusing on one corner of the wall at ground level, where two of the symbols, a strange hexagonal shape, and an eye with a line going through it stood in vivid contrast.
Then there was what I can only describe as… A commotion. The shrieking death siren had abruptly ceased, followed by a bestial roar that sounded like a tiger juxtaposed with a piercing cry of a hawk. There were screams that were abruptly cut off. There was the quick shuffling of feet and the screen went crazy for a second as some unknown survivor picked up the camera and sprinted. Soon the echoing footfalls turned to soft plodding as their feet went from concrete stairs to grass. I was offered a shakey, grainy green nightscape of wilderness, briefly glimpsing what I thought was an old run down farm house and a gate. Then the film ended abruptly.
“Holy fuck.” Jesse breathed. He was visibly shaking. I remember then, trying so fucking hard not to roll my eyes. I managed not to do that, but I couldn’t bite my tongue. I had to let something slip out.
“Man, whoever directed that deserves a fucking Oscar.” I said. “It was like the Blair Witch Project if they had a way better budget.  They almost had me fooled for a minute.” I said, and then forced myself to shut up when I saw the look on Jesse’s face. Hurt indignation? Embarrassment? I couldn’t really tell. I immediately felt like shit. But at the same time, I didn’t. These videos were getting absurd. Moving chairs, bottles flying off shelves, supposed exorcisms and possessions. All at spots that didn’t show any sort of extraordinary phenomenon other than the fact they became extraordinarily fucking boring to be at after six hours camped out on sleeping bags trying to witness something…anything.
“When did you become such a damn cynic Liz? Jesus. Haven’t you looked up Dupo? That place is bonkers, it was a whole town founded by a cult. And Mobley? Have you heard about that guy?”
“Yeah, that he’s fucking insane and Charles Manson on steroids. I could totally see him being strung out on drugs and murdering people. The guy was huge, and have you seen what PCP does to people? I know you’ve seen the video of the guy taking on eight cops while high as a kite on angeldust. Imagine that grizzly bear of a man on some shit like that.”
“But the sector 5 didn’t fuck with PCP. They were strictly acid, shrooms, you know, the stuff we mess with. Clean shit.”
“Whatever, Jesse, that’s not the point. The point is literally every spot we’ve been to was a complete dud. And you know it.” I said. “But I don’t care, okay? We make good money doing this, and it’s fun… and kinda hot. Just… I wish you wouldn’t get so caught up in it. I just… Let’s not argue about this, okay?” I said. It had been a long day of editing videos from the Penhurst place, and I was turned on by watching the up close cameras showing Jesse’s cock pumping his seed into me. There’s a special sort of thrill when you watch your own porn. I can’t really describe it, but those of you who are fresh amateurs in the field know exactly what I’m talking about. I had been waiting for Jesse to get home all day, because I had a surprise for him I knew he’d love, and it involved fucking his brains out. But then he came bursting into the door, freaking out about this video.
“It’s not the same if you don’t believe babe.”
“I do believe. It’s just… Sometimes I get skeptical. But I still wanna do it. Come on, let’s forget I said anything, okay?”
“Okay…Well, still, we have to check that place out. Like soon.”
“Of course. And we need to rehearse. Because I’ve been reading some of our comments, and it seems a lot of folks really wanna see that snake of yours in my back door.” I said, and turned around. He’d been peering over my shoulder watching the video with me, and I pulled him down to kiss me. When I released him he had a pleasantly surprised look on his face.
“An…Anal? Really?” He said, and he swallowed thickly. Just at the very notion of it his cock gave a twitch, I could see it through his tight black jeans, which showed his bulge marvelously. I laughed, knowing this would be his exact reaction.
“Oh yeah.” I said, turning around and grinding my ass against his. I guess I should mention I was only in a thong and one of my pajama shirts, and he quickly ripped this off me.
“You better not be teasing me.” He said, picking me up as if I were a stuffed animal. I wrapped my legs around him.
“Take me to the bedroom and see if I am.” I whispered into his ear.




Chapter 4.
He threw me onto the bed, taking his Ramones T-shirt and tight black jeans off in a flash. His cock was already rock hard by the time his pants were off. I had reached under the bed, where we kept our special box of toys and lubricant. I’d only ever tried anal twice before, once with one of my dipshit exes who thought the whole “drunkenly slip it into the wrong hole” bit would work, and only resulted in some of the worst pain of my life, the other was a one night stand who’d conveniently forgotten his condom and had somehow convinced my drunk self to stick it up my ass with nothing but spit and will power for lubricant. As you can guess, both times were horrible.
I had read the comments on our site, and since then had looked up several erotic instructional videos on how to have successful, pain free (mostly) anal sex, ironically enough most of these tutorials were from gay men…which I guess makes sense. The key point here seemed to be gradual stretching. The anal sphincter was like a muscle, and like any muscle you had to stretch it out and warm it up before really working it.
“How do you want to begin? Like… What should I do?” he asked. I had just gotten out of the shower before he arrived, making sure to scrub that particular area extra well, and giving myself an enema as instructed to clear myself out so there was no unwanted debris upon entering. I pulled out the pink butt plug I had ordered and not told him about, it’s bulbous tapered end just waiting to enter my ass. I waggled it in front of his face.
“How about you come get a taste of the special treat I’m offering, and then we can see about working this in.” I said, tossing him the butt plug and then rolling over onto my elbows and knees, thrusting my pale cheeks out in front of him.
“Oh Liz, honey, I can’t tell you how long I’ve waited to eat your ass out.” He said, and was on me like a starving lion on a freshly killed gazelle. He pulled my cheeks apart and his warm slick tongue was rimming me. I broke out in goose bumps at this new novel sensation, sighing with pleasure as the tip of his tongue pried and poked, licked and stroked, first rimming me, then full on penetrating, my sphincter gripping his tongue snuggly. When he had worked me open just a bit with his tongue, he switched to his fingers, uncapping the bottle of Astroglide and liberally coating his fingers in the clear jelly. Slowly, gently, he worked them inside of me, feeling each knuckle as he slid deeper and deeper, while the thumb of his other hand worked slow circles around my clit.
After a few minutes of finger stroking, he slipped the plug in, which hurt just slightly as my walls stretched to accommodate the thick base. I was a little scared at the thought of taking the seven inches of girthy cock that hung between Jesse’s legs, but was also excited. This new fullness added a whole new element to the sex for me, and to feel even fuller with that cock slamming inside of me made my heart race.
Once the plug was in, he flipped me on my back, and proceeded to go to town eating out my clit. I cried out as the tip of his tongue pounded tight little circles into my stiffening bud, feeling something deep within me being stimulated that I hadn’t even felt before. He fucked me with the plug as he did this, the wide base sliding in and out of me until my asshole no longer held it in a death grip, instead letting it slide in and out easily. It didn’t take me long to come, Jesse’s tongue was prolific when it came to pussy eating, and with the plug doing it’s work I reached my first orgasm in no time.
There was a wet squelching sound as the first wave of climax seized me, and both my holes pulsated with it’s force. Jesse increased his strokes, slurping up the small jets of ejaculate that spurted from my vagina as my walls flexed and contracted. Each pulsation brought about a deep tingling pull somewhere in the depths of my loins, something that was only barely being stimulated by the plug. As my legs ceased trembling and the last pulsations tapered off, I grabbed the hand that seized the plug.
“I’m ready for that cock.” I said, looking directly into his eyes as I said this.
“You sure?” He said, gently removing the glistening plug and his eyes widening as he saw the gaping pink hole that winked with invitation. I reached up and grabbed at his cock, pulling him forward as if it were the handle of a suitcase. He laughed as he fell on top of me, and kissed me before hoisting himself back up on his knees, his member jutting out straight in front of him. I grabbed the bottle of Astroglide, and proceeded to pour a generous helping of the lube in my hands. I reached in front of me and slathered his cock with it until his whole member glistened from tip to base. I used the rest to finger myself down there, a strange excitement filling me as a felt my own gaping asshole with my fingers.
“God that’s so hot.” He said, watching as I lifted my legs up so my asshole was elevated off the sheets, using two of my fingers to spread the rim, feeling the tight band of muscle resist my fingers.
“It’s all yours baby. Fill me up and make me gush.” I said. His cock throbbed visibly, and I admired his self control as he forced himself to slowly enter. My breath caught in my throat as I felt his ring and tip pressed against my rim, pushing it open, stretching it even farther.
“Just tell me if it hurts.” He said, entering slowly. His tenderness when off camera always made my heart melt, his rough sadistic tendencies were usually only saved for the grave dicking videos. I gasped as a few small tinges of pain shot up my rectum, but I didn’t tell him to stop. This was a different pain, not the searing, tearing world ending pain I felt when Robert’s dumbass tried to slip it in in full thrust.
“Oh babyyyyy.” I moaned, gripping the sheets as he entered, that under stimulated part of me now throbbing and causing a pleasant pulsing to radiate from somewhere in my loins. I’d heard about this spot, I read a few blogs from a few female porn stars who did anal not just because the pay was higher, but because they actually enjoyed it. Some of them called it the F spot, a sensitive area behind the vaginal wall that could only be stimulated through anal penetration, similar to a man’s prostate area, but with different organs obviously. Whatever it was, I could feel it being activated as Jesse pushed deeper inside of me.
“Fuck…” He whispered in reverence. He slowly exited, and then entered again, no doubt cherishing the firm pull of my tight little asshole and inner walls hugging him like a glove. Every time I felt the flared tip of his cock slide against that spot, it was like pressing a hot button that forced my brain to shoot out whatever neurochemicals were in charge of my pre-orgasm build up. I started rubbing my clit, which connected with that deep flaring pleasure, synergizing and making it even more intense, and I knew I was in for a doozy of an orgasm. I could feel something powerful building up inside of me, and a wet fullness that indicated I was in for a hell of a mess.
Jesse thrusted faster, being more bold with his strokes, his cock now slamming into me.
“Don’t be afraid to hurt me baby. Harder.” I said in between gasps. He went harder, the muscles on his tattooed arms and back flaring out, bulging and flexing as he did so. I manage to slide my legs up to where my ankles were by his shoulders, and he enfolded me in his arms, squeezing my thighs against his chest and folding me up like a map. This position, the mating press I do believe it was called, allowed for maximum penetration, and I was almost dumbstruck with orgasmic pleasure as he went even deeper, a few tinges of pain surfacing up by only a distant whisper compared to the atomic explosion that this orgasm was shaping up to be.
“Oh baby… I’m close.” He said, his voice shuttering. I put one hand behind his thick neck, brought him close.
“I’m right there with you. Please. Come baby. Fucking come in me. Fucking—” I began before I was cut off by his cry, almost feminine in it’s register. A second later I was screaming. In that short moment two things happened. First I felt his cock give a throb that I could feel in my fucking stomach practically, giving me that extra bit of penetration as he slammed all the way to his balls, swelling as it erupted with his first explosive pump. I could feel the molten magma inside of me, a hot eruption blasting against my colon wall right as I felt the first deep contraction in my pussy. I felt my ass clench against him like a fist, and he grunted with something that sounded like pain as I constricted him like a boa, forcing out the second hot load. Finally I released, and with it came a geyser that splashed against his chest and rained down against my face.
“Fuck!” I screamed, getting ejaculate in my mouth, not caring. He reared back and slammed home again, cutting off my flow as he deposited another spurting hot load inside of me. He pulled back, and another jet shot out of me as I rode my own pulsating wave, contracting in time with his thrusts. This happened over and over for perhaps ten seconds before finally he had to pull out with a whimper. I let out one final blast that prolapsed both my pussy and asshole, and with a crude sound I expelled what felt like a gallon of cum, knowing we’d have to change the sheets tonight before we went to bed.
“Holy fuck.” Jesse breathed, watching as I trembled, my hand still on my clit, barely rubbing it but determined to ride out the final ebbing wave of my climax. For that short period of time I felt like I was almost having an out of body experience, the pleasure was so mind numbingly intense. When I finally came to my senses, I laughed as I registered Jesse, his drenched body and the bewildered, amazed look on his face. He looked like a clergyman who’d just witnessed a divine miracle.
“Yeah…” Was all I could manage.
“Fuck… If you can do that again… but on film… We’d have some very happy customers.” He said. He leaned in, lowering my legs, I didn’t realize I still had them up by my head, I was still sort of stunned, and kissed me, licking off the few droplets of creamy nectar that I had expelled. “Warn me next time so I can get down there and drink it up. As you say, I want every drop of that sweet necator.” He said, smacking my ass as he got up.
“Come on, let’s hop in the shower and get cleaned up.” He said, helping me up on trembling legs.
After we’d cleaned ourselves and Jesse helped me change the sheets, we went down to our living room, and I opened up Netflix. It was October, and we being dedicated horror lovers, had made it a point to watch a horror movie in every sub genre by the end of the month. As we settled on The Thing, I opened up my phone to check my messages before turning it off, and saw the date. I realized this weekend would be Halloween.
“Hey babe.” I said, getting his attention.
“Hmmmph?” as he scarfed down a handful of popcorn.
“What if we went to Dupo this weekend? It’s Halloween, we could do like a special live stream or something. If we can get a connection out there anyway. If not, still, we could upload it as soon as we got to the hotel. I think that’d be a hit.” I said. His eyebrows went up, and he shook his head in astonishment. He leaned over and kissed me on the forehead.
“You’re a genius baby. A damn genius. Let’s do it!” he said, and snuggled up against me. I tear up as I write this, because it was one of the last good memories we had together. You don’t know how badly I wish I could go back in time, to sit on that couch with me in his arms, Kurt Russel and the gang surviving in their hellish tundra, the smell of his soap as I nestled against him, basking in the pleasant after glow that always came after some particularly good sex.




Chapter 5.
We left Friday afternoon with the plan to get there Friday night. Dupo was about a five hour drive from our apartment, which was the farthest we’d ever driven to go check out a site. We’d already reserved a room at the nearest hotel we could find, a Budget Inn Travel Lodge located a few interstate exits away from the small unincorporated township. Before we left, I’d printed out a bunch of stuff about Dupo, from the town history to Mobley’s trial, to the crime scene reports and a few witness testimonies from the few neighbors that flanked the isolated Mobley property.  This was a typical ritual with me, as I was OCD about learning everything I could about a site before going to investigate it.
Normally this routine was fueled by the excited anxiety of encountering spirits, to be able to know enough to instigate a poltergeist to act, as I’d seen some professional paranormal investigators do. Call out the names of the loved ones that died, mention a piece of their personal history to get them riled up. Except that had never worked with us, and by our tenth site, I quit doing it. Now I found myself pouring over this information because of just how incredible this case was. I’d barely heard about Mobley on the news, even though the trial and the events that happened on his property are considered one of the most heinous mass murder events of the twenty first century, rivaling Jonestown in it’s scope.
“Hey babe… Check this out, Theron Mobley was in the fucking Intelligence Bureau before he wigged out and moved way out into the armpit of Iowa to start his little commune. Dude was involved in a shitload of classified projects with the CIA before he “went rogue”, which is the term his deputy director used at the trial. That’s wild.” I said in between bites of a whopper.
“Guy was a spook huh? Doesn’t surprise me a bit. All those Charles Manson types were government operatives I bet. Mk Ultra sleeper cells and all that. They know exactly how to manipulate people, which is how they get those cults formed in the first place. There’s a whole documentary about it.” He said as he inhaled his burger while driving. Normally I’d roll my eyes at his usual It’s a conspiracy mannn! Response, but as I read on, it looked like Jesse’s tin foil hat wearing podcasters were onto something.
Theron Mobley, who was first in the army, served a tour in Vietnam as a marksman before coming back and, after getting a degree in abnormal psychology, received an entry level position at Quantico in the behavioral analysis unit, an oddity when so many of his peers  his age who’d tried to tame the great green sea turned to narcotics and alcohol to cope with the horrors they’d witnessed and done there. According to his Wikipedia, he only lasted two years at Quantico before being transferred to the CIA, where his extensive knowledge of cognitive psychology and criminal behavior were used to formulate interrogation techniques during the cold war.
This is where things get fuzzy. All the information I found during his time from the 1970’s says he suffered a major nervous breakdown induced by work stress and marital troubles sometime in 1975, and that was when he was fired, forced to sign an NDA about his service for the alphabet soup agencies, and eloped off to the middle of Iowa to get peace and quiet, finally.
Yet during his court trial in 2009, a district attorney judge in charge of the case filed a Freedom of Information Act request about Theron’s time with US intelligence, and it was granted due to the fact Theron was considered a possible terrorist at the time. The documents that were attached to the blog I was reading showed a heavily redacted, but conflicting internal memo from one of Theron’s Colleagues, a one doctor Albert Roger, a psychiatrist working closely with Theron on some kind of “truth serum” that was supposed to help in the interrogation of Russian Spies. In the bits of the Memo that didn’t have a fat black line through them, I read of a haunted, bookish man who was often mocked by his colleagues for his constant moral outcries against the work they were doing. His co-workers often played pranks on Theron, or kept him out of the loop on some of the more controversial experiments, that Albert only referred to as “real mind benders…The good stuff.”
The memo talked about how the department Theron worked for was in a conundrum about what to do with Theron. They didn’t think he would last much longer, but couldn’t risk cutting him loose due to the wealth of controversial, and I quote “potentially world altering” knowledge he had about the CIA’s activities. At the very end was the smoking gun that had caused so much up roar: a light hearted mention from Albert about how the department joked about “Getting Theron all spun out on mind benders, scramble his brains enough to wear he cant tell reality from fantasy, make him the village idiot that no one would pay attention too”, which, if this actually occurred, would go in line with Theron’s sudden erratic behavior and departure from the CIA.
“Jesus babe you still reading that stuff? Give it a rest, we’re here.” He said, and I snapped out of my trance. It was an incredibly boring drive, Missouri in and of itself north of Saint Louis isn’t that exciting, it’s the Mississippi River, corn fields, more corn fields, Wal-marts, and Anti-abortion bill boards. Entering Iowa was even less thrilling. It was a never ending flat sea of agriculture on all sides. Definitely a place I would go if I had been fried out by the trauma’s of my work and wanted a simple quiet place to retire too. As we turned off the exit to Dupo, I saw the highway that crawled away from the interstate plunged into this shoulder high sea with no discernable end in sight.
“I thought we were going to the hotel?” I asked, looking at my phone, it was nine in the evening, my ass was sore from sitting in the Taurus’s shitty bucket seat for hours, and the more I was reading about this case, the less I wanted anything to do with this town, a small township with it’s own post office and municipal services, founded by an absolute mad man, who could of very well been a demented genius.
“We are, I just wanted to drive through, get a feel for the place.” He said as he piloted the car down a long winding state highway flanked on both sides by corn. I felt oddly closed in, confined with the shoulder high corn on both sides of me, and almost wanted to scream at Jesse to turn the car around. But I bit my tongue. After all, I was the cynic, right?
We eventually passed the sign that said DUPO-POP 112, with a smaller sign underneath, barely legible with pock marked buckshot, that said “NOW PROPERTY OF MOUNT SEYLAR COUNTY”. The corn fields receded, but only slightly as we passed a few run down farm houses, one of which had a message sprawled in huge white letters on the front.
AINT NOTHIN HERE WORTH DYIN FOR.
We eventually came to a 4-way junction, on one corner of which was a small brick building, the post office where Mobley had sent out his orders for the large amounts of hallucinogens he manufactured and sold to fund the construction of his underground bunker. One way took us to the county seat, Mount Seylar, the other to a place called Gideon. I could see a small gas station a couple hundred feet to the right along the highway. Going straight would eventually take us to a gravel road, PROMISED LAND ROAD it was called. Jesse went straight, and kept going until we came to the two orange saw-horses placed out in the middle of the road. ROAD CLOSED-NO TRESPASSING BY ORDER OF THE MOUNT SEYLAR SHERIFF’S DEPARTMENT the reflective sign said.
“Jesus, the road goes on for another three miles before we get to his ranch. The county must really not want people going out there.” Jesse said, backing up to turn around.
“Guess not.” I said, feeling an oily ball of anxiety slosh around the greasy fast food in my stomach. As we came back to the four way stop, we noticed a non-descript black car pull out from the gas station and quickly accelerate towards us. It wasn’t until it turned right and got behind us that it turned it’s lights off.
“What’s the deal with this jerk off…” Jesse said, an edge to his voice he usually only got when he was about to kick out a rowdy patron from the venue’s he sometimes worked security at for an extra buck. The ball of anxiety tightened like a fist and I thought my burger was about to take the express route into the floor board of Jesse’s car.
“Jesus!” I heard Jesse yell, so I stuck my tongue to the roof of my mouth and closed my eyes, taking a deep breath, commanding the nausea to fuck off. Then I forced myself to open them. I had to squint as the rear view and side mirrors were now filled with the dazzling brights of someone who was only a few feet behind us.
“God who the fuck is this asshole.” I said, trying not to sound afraid.
“I don’t know, but he’s sending a message.” Jesse said. I saw he was doing 65, ten miles over the speed limit, and our mystery driver still stayed on our ass. The interstate ramp seemed like it was all the way across the state, but soon I saw the blessed sign for the north bound I-35 ramp. For a heart wrenching moment I thought the car would turn with us onto the ramp, but eventually it sped past as Jesse veered to the right. When we were back on the comforting sprawl of the interstate, Jesse let out a sigh of relief.
“Probably just some rednecks trying to fuck with us.” He said as he rolled down his window to smoke a cigarette. I could see the trembling ember of the cherry as his fingers shook from adrenaline. I didn’t say anything to that, not wanting to show how rattled I was by the encounter. That sure as fuck didn’t look like a hillbilly vehicle, I thought as I recalled the glimpse I got of the car, a slick black low profile sedan, more akin to an undercover police car than something a few drunken rednecks would drive. I kept my concerns to myself however, not wanting to ruin the vibe of the trip. We pulled into our hotel parking lot, the lobby of which was decked out in silly Halloween decorations.
The hotel was located in a place called Collinsville, one of those interstate metropolises that was a town pretending to be a city with all the chain restaurants and lodging. After Jesse checked us in, we both grabbed our personal bags and the few duffel bags of camera gear and hauled it into our room. Once everything was stowed away, we grabbed a bite to eat at a near by waffle house, and then stocked up on snacks and supplies at the super market across the street from the hotel. I bought a six pack of some holiday pumpkin flavored ale and a bag of candy to feel more festive, and because I knew we both would need something to take the edge off tonight after the incident with the car, and me especially as I continued reading up on Mobley once we were back at our hotel.




Chapter 6.
We tried to find something to watch on the shitty basic cable the hotel TV had, figuring AMC or one of the other movie channels would have some kind of horror flicks playing with it being Halloween eve. But there was nothing except fox news and evangelical Christians on podiums speaking fire and brim stone. Jesse ended up going to sleep, he was worn out from the drive and insisted we get up and head out first thing in the morning, his theory being that no one except the farmers will be up at the crack of dawn, and with the added advantage of day light we could scope the property out, moving the saw horses back in place once we crossed them, and then wait until night to do the filming. I couldn’t think of a better plan, so I agreed to it.
While Jesse snored, I stayed up, hooking my laptop up to the shitty free wifi the motel had and researching more about Mobley.  I knew I shouldn’t be doing it, I was only going to psych myself out more, but I found an insatiable urge to learn everything about this now dead man. I looked up sector 5, who until the late nineties were an innocent commune of hippies who followed the psychedelic rock group Big Skyy, who rode off the Black Sabbath era satanic imagery that drove so many conservative parents frothing mad during the satanic panic era.
A group once dedicated to pacifism and rebranding Satanism as a respectable religion among western esotericism, Sector 5 was the poster child of Laveyan satanism in the early seventies and eighties. They ran charities from the Big Skyy shows and donated a good chunk of sales from band merchandise to women’s safe houses, groups that investigated child abuse and pedophilia in the roman catholic church, and other wholesome causes to shed their previous imagery of cat sacrificing degenerate goths.
I went to their web site, now long defunct, and perused the old geocities hosted website, a hold over from the late nineties, and I felt a peculiar nostalgia fill me as I saw the old clunky HTML formatting, the toxic waste green text against black background, cheesy word art pentagrams on either side of the website banner. I saw blog posts that dated as far back as 2001, when Dupo was founded. I saw images of Mobley standing with a group of beautiful women who looked straight out of the flower power era in front of the town sign I had seen only a few hours ago, without the buck shot added in.
I referred back to my notes, where there was testimony from four of the surviving members of sector 5. By the time the remaining members had been interviewed, they were already placed in witness protection, so I had no hopes of looking them up.
“He just sort of…like, showed up man.” Said one of the members when discussing Mobley’s sudden appearance into the group. “He saw we needed a leader and he just… Appeared liked Christ, to lead us. We were rapidly disintegrating once BS broke up, they were our guiding light. Then Wolf came along and changed everything about the group. Turned it into a business, shit, a dynasty.” Wolf was what they called him, was what he called himself. It wasn’t until after the trial that people knew him by his real name. He certainly looked the part, with a long gray mane and huge bushy beard, thick rimmed glasses and piercing eyes.
“Dude said he used to work for the government. We thought he was spun out till he showed us the documents and stuff. He was the real deal. And he knew how to make some out of this world stuff. It was like mescaline on steroids. Shit forced your third eye open and wrung your soul dry. He said his bosses were trying to weaponize this stuff, and that he wanted to make it available to the public. Said it could be used for good, to get people to wake up. He had some wild ambitions man. Wild ambitions. But he knew how to talk, he was so goddamn smart. You could listen to that guy talk for hours about psy ops and Vietnam and just everything man. We needed him. We flocked to him and he built us up. Shit, he even gave us a town.”
At some point I had drifted off to sleep, and I dreamed of the black car chasing us down the road, of Theron Mobley’s hawkish face looming over me, of people fucking and killing each other to shitty stoner doom rock. When I came out of it, I turned and saw Jesse was no longer in bed next to me. I could hear the shower running a few feet to my right. I peeked out the window and saw the purple pre dawn light bleeding in from the east. I felt groggy, hungover, and really not in the mood to do this shit. But we had bills to pay, and this was our job now.
This was my idea after all.




Chapter 7.
We hit the road a quarter past six, it was a twenty minute drive from the hotel to the town limit of Dupo, so we got there right around seven due to the fact, as Jesse pointed out, the farmers were out and about, and we had to slow down several times as we got stuck behind huge tractors and combines that took the county highways a few miles to get to their next acre of crops. Despite my lack of sleep I was wired by the time we got to the four way stop, my eyes trying to take in everything at once, looking for the black sedan. To my surprise though we turned left instead of going straight, the gravel road swinging past me.
“Uhm, where are you going?” I asked as I saw with a clench of my stomach he was pulling into the gas station. “Do you need to use the bathroom or something?” I asked, perplexed as we had already stopped at a Texaco for coffee and breakfast burritos before hitting the interstate.
“No… I just wanna get a quick word in with the locals.” He said, tucking his smart phone into the breast pocket of his shirt, the camera facing outward. “You know, get some found footage style testimony for the front matter of the video, make sure people know it’s legit.” He said.
“You sure that’s a good idea? Broadcasting our presence? What if they call the cops?” I asked.
“For what, asking around about the guy who founded this town? That’s not illegal is it?” He asked. I rolled my eyes and shook my head. I got out of the car with him. Two heavily tattooed colored hair people just strolling into a gas station to stir the shit pot. I’m sure this would go well.
We entered the gas station, one of those small mom and pop joints that had chips and candy for food, a small soda fountain from the 1980’s and a beer selection that took up most of one wall. Off in one corner was a small dining area where a heavy set middle aged man in a sweat stained John Deer shirt sat, drinking coffee and reading what appeared to be the county paper. He eyed us the way a chef eye’s a discolored piece of meat in his freezer. The wiry old man behind the country shot us a look that conveyed us as aliens from another planet.
“Can I help you folks with somethin’?” He asked. His hand went underneath the counter and I froze next to the glass case of cigarettes and assorted dip products. There was a general wariness in his voice, and the poor old fart probably thought we were going to rob the place.
“Uh… Yeah sorry to bother you guys, but we’re from out of town. Uh, working on a class project. See, my girlfriend here is an anthropologist with Washington University.” Jesse said, and I shot him a look that, if I had super powers, would of made his balls implode. He went on regardless of the daggers I stared into him. “We heard about the guy who founded this town…Theron Mobley. I was just wondering if—”
“Nope. I aint talking about that asshole. Look, that twisted sick sumbitch might of founded this town, but Dupo is a good Christian farming community now. We aint got nothin to do with them heathens that first came into here. The state sold all their houses for dirt cheap and begged the agricultural people to come in and make it like the rest of Iowa, a peaceful little community that helps put buttered corn on your plate. We succeeded and we’re gonna damn well keep it that way. If you folk drove all the way out here just for that then I’m afraid to inform you you’ve wasted your time.” He said, the edge in his voice growing the more he talked. I grabbed Jesse’s arms.
“Thank you for your time sir, sorry to bother you, truly. We—” But Jesse cut me off.
“So, you’re saying none of the original sector 5 members have remained behind? It’s just all farmers now, is that—”
“I’m done discussing this with you son. If y’all aint gonna buy nothin I’m gonna ask you kindly to leave. I’ll only ask kindly once.” He said, staring straight into Jesse’s eyes as he said this, his hand still underneath the counter, no doubt the leathery old fingers were wrapped around the stock of what my mind’s saw was a dusty old sawed off shotgun. Jesse finally got the message, and went to move towards the door.
“Sorry again to bother you!” I said as cheerfully as I could on my way out the door. I caught a glimpse of the big man getting up as we walked out. As soon as we were in the car, I turned to Jesse. “What the fuck is wrong with you? I thought the whole point of leaving early in the morning was to stay low key?!” I said, trying my hardest not to scream. He put his hands up in placation, and then brought out his phone with a grin on his face.
“Look, chill out, okay? I got what I needed, and that old bastard probably thought he put the fear of god into us and we’re gonna be running with our tails between our legs.” He said, and I could hear the grainy audio from the phone speaker as he played the video. “This will be the perfect opener. It’ll be like a little found footage horror film right up until the fucking. God babe, we’re gonna be rich off this.” He said, and I knew he was flying high with adrenaline and ambition. His cock was probably already half stiff in his pants, aroused by his own drive to profit. It was something that both repulsed and aroused me about him. I was about to open my mouth to speak when I saw a beefy hand come in behind Jesse and I almost screamed. But all the beefy hand did was knock politely on the glass, the way a police officer might.
Jesse nearly jumped out of his own skin, and turned to look up. The man’s body took up the whole side window. I could see the faded green and yellow John Deer logo and the sweat stain that surrounded it. Jesse swallowed, and rolled down his window halfway, and only half way.
“Heard Yall were wanting to check out ol’ Mobley’s place huh?” He said, his tone was friendly, conversational, if not a little breathy.
“Honestly sir, we didn’t mean to mettle, we’ll be leaving right now.” I said before Jesse could dig us in an even deeper hole. The image of a hot, humid county jail with a cramped drunk tank and a sheriff’s deputy with curious fingers was burning into my mind, I was in preservation mode at that point. Which is why what he said next sent a cold chill through me. He leaned down, his red face right next to Jesse’s. He had a few weeks of beard stubble glistening in the morning sun, his hazel eyes regarded us with dead seriousness.
“That’s good. That’s real good. Cause let me tell you kids something.” He said, and leaned heavily on the vehicle. I could hear the suspension groan as he settled his weight against Jesse’s door.
“I aint been here but six years, moved up from a place called Sikeston cause some fellas on the phone said they had some pristine farmland for sale for reallll cheap. Didn’t tell me why it was goin so cheap, but I figured it out once I saw the news. Put two and two together. But that’s no matter. It’s quiet up here. At least it mostly is. I don’t know exactly what the hell was going on up here, I know that Mobley fella was doin some occult witch craft hogwash, like that Charles Manson fella I guess. All I know is I got a house only a mile or two up the road, my farmland borders the property. I’ve heard noises coming from that cellar a his at night. I know no one goes down there, but I hear things. The ground, I swear on my mother’s grave it whispers to me at night. So I don’t like to go out there at night. But you know what happened?” He asked. I thought he was asking a rhetorical question, but he waited for us to answer, an imposing silence making the stuffy atmosphere of the car down right suffocating.
“Wha…What happened?” Jesse asked. He had scooted all the way out of his seat now, was only inches away from me. It was the most fear I’d ever seen him show.
“About three months ago a group of kids came out here, sniffin around, wanting to check out that damn underground bunker of his. You see, there’s a big ol hole in there where the stainless steel door used to be. The feds blew it off with some C4 and never bothered to cover it up. They went in Waco style during the raid I hear. Well, them kids marched in there at night, I could see their head lights from my farm house coming down the road. Thought at first it was just some addicts firing up some ice, unfortunately it’s a problem around these parts. Anyway, I saw em shut their head lights off, and for awhile I was gonna leave em be. Wasn’t no business of mine if they wanted to get high on the county road. But then I saw the flash lights.” He said.
He paused for a second, reaching into his pocket to pull out a can of mint Skol dip. He clapped his finger against the lid, then removed it, taking out a fat pinch and stuffing it into one corner of his bottom lip. For awhile I could see him tongue the tobacco, and he looked off towards the cornfields, as if contemplating what he was about to tell us. Then he sighed, spit a brown jet into the parking lot, and looked back at us.
“I was in the war, you know, Vietnam. Same as that Theron fella. Seen some things, hell all of us did. I aint gonna waste your day expounding upon the horrors of that particular conflict, but I will say there is a particular kind of haunted look I’ve seen in men’s eyes after they came back from the great green beast. When they’ve seen what the insides of their friends look like and what an m16 can do to someone’s skull when fired at close range. By the time I finally went out there to confront them folks, I decided to sneak up on em, you see, catch them in the act so I could call sheriff Brower out there…Well, by the time I made it out there I only seen one flash light. I heard one hell of a commotion as I was walking out there. Felt like the earth was shaking for a minute. Heard something that sounded like the leopard’s we encountered in the bush. Then I came upon a boy who was a lil bit younger then you all. He was covered in blood. He was babbling like a loon. His hair was shocked white.” He said. He let that sink in for a moment, taking the opportunity to spit out another streamer. My mind raced back to the video of the ghost hunters. The way the video ended with someone running up from the bunker. I almost wanted to scream, this was all to much.
“We handled it quietly. Brower took the kid off, got him processed while a few of the old dog deputies who could be trusted to keep their mouth shut inspected the bunker. We could only talk two of them into going in, and that was with reverend Daniels blessing. Couldn’t find a trace of anyone else, just a lot of blood. At least that’s what they told me. They took samples, notified the state police, put out a BOLO for the kids who’s blood they ran. We got Daniels to bless the grounds around the hole, and did our best to fill it up with dirt, as an awful sulpher smell came wafting up from that hole. Smelled like hell. And them kids? They’re still labelled as missing people so far as I know. We don’t advertise it though, you know, cause we’re trying to keep things quiet around here. We finally washed that damn stain off this place, we aren’t to keen to get the reporters and hoopla all back here. You get me?” He said, leaning his face in to look at us. I could smell man sweat and wheat chaff on the man. “You all get what I’m saying?” He said, his eyes looking not at Jesse but directly at me.
“Ye…yeah, we get you, loud and clear boss.” Jesse said, and cleared his throat nervously. “We’re just gonna, you know, get out of here.” Jesse said. The man nodded, spit again.
“I’d say that’s your wisest course of action. I’ve seen enough blood and haunted looks in my life time. I don’t wanna see it again.” He said. “I steer clear of that place. The crops don’t grow around it and I don’t question why. A man doesn’t have to see evil to know evil.” He said, and hefted himself off the car with a great squeal from the suspension. “Yall have yourself a nice day and a happy Halloween.” He added as an after thought before disappearing around the corner of the gas station. Jesse quickly rolled up his window.
“Holy fucking SHIT.” He said, and stifled a laugh. “That fucking guy. Christ, that was an Emmy winning performance. Something straight out of fucking Deliverance!” He said, holding the sides of his head to keep them from exploding. “Fuck I wish I could of gotten that on film. That was gold.” He said, shaking his head.
“Really? So, you don’t believe a word of it?” I asked, keeping my hands tucked into my sides to hide the fact I was trembling, thrumming with fear. The site of the big man’s eyes staring holes into my soul still left me shook, and Jesse’s utter lack of conviction on the matter disturbed me.
“Oh come on Liz… I mean, I’m not gonna lie, he was pretty convincing right up until the end, then I knew this was some kind of schtick to scare us off.” He said, and then lowered his voice to the rumbly country baritone of the farmer’s. “A man doesn’t have to see evil to know evil. Get the fuck out of here.” He said, and laughed. I swallowed, and thought for a minute. Maybe Jesse was right. The guy did lay it on a little heavy at the end. Maybe they thought we were just some dumbass city slickers who’d believe anything. Then I remembered that our rent was due in two weeks, and that I needed to refill my birth control script, and Jesse needed that new part for the Taurus. This is your job now honey, remember? You cant afford to be spooked. I sighed, and did my best to tamp down any and all fear that was bubbling up from my stomach.
“Alright… So what’s the plan now?” I said, looking around, and felt my heart give a shuddering kick when I saw the black sedan. Only  a trace of it, though, as it was flying out of sight past a row of prefabricated homes. I almost wanted to blurt out to Jesse that I’d seen it, but realized it could have been any black car. It’s not like they were uncommon. He’d obviously dismiss it, say that I was spooked, which probably wasn’t wrong. Then I realized he was talking, and I snapped back into it. “Huh? Sorry, I uh… I thought I saw something.” I said, trying to get back to baseline. He sighed.
“I said, that you should get on your phone and see if we can find another way to the property. You got gps on there right?” He said. I nodded, pulled out my smart phone. He was pulling out of the gas station and turned right, back down the road heading away from the four way. I zoomed out on my screen and saw a couple of gravel county roads off to our right that looked like they meandered in or around the property after a few miles.
“Turn here.” I said, pointing to a green sign that read CR450.




Chapter 8.
We were taken through a patch of dense woods, and after a mile or two we passed the burned out remains of four trailers. I recognized it from the website as one of the living quarters of the cult members. The lot surrounding it was filled with patchy overgrown weeds, with a large wooden cross sticking up, towering as high as the trees that surrounded us. A plaque was nailed into the center of the cross with blue painted words on it.
John 3:8- Whoever makes a practice of sinning is of the devil, for the devil has been sinning from the beginning. The reason the Son of God appeared was to destroy the works of the devil.
Underneath this, written in huge declarative letters, was the phrase THIS IS GOD’S COUNTRY NOW, SEEK YOUR FALSE PROPHET ELSEWHERE.
“Man, these farmers don’t fuck around with their Jesus.” Jesse said, and laughed nervously. We kept driving, and eventually I instructed him to turn and make a right. We came to an even rougher section of road, the car bouncing and jolting, and I had to hold on to the shitty watery gas station coffee before it spilled all over the car. Finally, we came to another saw horse, the road was so narrow only one was needed to block it off.
THIS IS PRIVATE PROPERTY. TRESPASSERS WILL BE FINED. Underneath the manufactured warning was a hand painted message. It was the same one we saw when we entered town.
THERE AINT NOTHIN HERE WORTH DYIN FOR. I pulled up the phone GPS and looked. Judging by our position as a blue arrow, we were only a mile from the property.
“I think this is as close as we’re gonna get babe. We’ll just have to hoof it from here.” I said. Jesse nodded. He backed up for a few feet, where a small strip of gravel had been laid out as a turn around spot. He parked as far into the patch as he could to keep the car off the road and out of site. We got out, the smell of fertilizer and greenery wafting up to my nose.
“Mmmm mmm, smell that cow shit!” Jesse said, rubbing his tummy sarcastically as he walked around to the back of the car. I was grateful for his light heartedness in this situation. It was helping dispel some of the abject terror the two older men had put into my soul. We loaded our backpacks up, Jesse carrying the heavier of the two filled with film and sound equipment, while I brought the accessories such as extra lighting, the sex lube, a small bag of weed and rolling papers to get us in the mood, a half pint of vodka, as well as food and water just in case. I wouldn’t mind the walk, the car had taken on a claustrophobic atmosphere, and I was happy we wouldn’t be back in it for awhile.
Just as we were about to head down the road, I heard the low crunching approach of a car on gravel.
“Oh shit, someone’s coming!” I said. Jesse grabbed my arm and we both walked around to the passenger side of the vehicle, the woods to our backs, and ducked down. I couldn’t hear the vehicle’s approach now over the dull roar of blood in my ears as my heart pounded, and I struggled to maintain my breathing. My eyes were peeled towards the road behind us where we came in. A second later a blurred dark shape came shooting past, leaving a trail of gravel dust in their wake. I didn’t move even after it was gone, because I was almost positive it was the black sedan.
“Babe… I’m pretty sure that was the car from last night.” I said, no longer able to hide my paranoia. He turned around to look at me with amused incredulity.
“What? No it wasn’t. That was like a dark blue truck or something. You’re just spooked babe. Come on, let’s hit the road before someone else comes.” He said, and started walking briskly. I paused for a moment, considering everything at stake. I felt hopeless for a second as all the financial responsibilities came crashing down on me, while the haunting words from the farmer came up from my subconscious and the two synergized into a force powerful enough to almost induce a panic attack. Jesse turned to look at me. “…Babe, you coming?” He asked, jumping nimbly over the saw horse. No going back now, I thought, took a deep breath, and followed him.




Chapter 9.
The road meandered through denser woods for awhile until we came to an open clearing roughly the size of a football field. Surrounding us on all sides was a wall of trees, and through them I could see the wavering green waves of corn stalks in the distance. Razor wire fence enclosed the property on all sides, not just barbed wire, but the actual bladed kind they used in maximum security prisons. The fence looked brand new, and I wondered if it was because of the kids that had come out here.
“Well shit.” Jesse said, examining the fence. I distinctly remembered seeing the bolt cutters in the floor of the trunk, he thinking we wouldn’t need them given what the farmer said about the open hole in the ground. Neither of us were expecting this. Then I remembered the rolled up blanket I kept stuffed in the bottom of my bag, to be used incase the floor was too filthy for us to fuck on. It was a castaway I got at a thrift shop, so I didn’t care if it got torn up. I brought it out, and handed it to him.
“Babe! You’re a genius, I told you.” He said, and kissed me on the forehead.  He proceeded to climb up the fence with the blanket over his shoulder. Once he was about three feet up, he tossed the blanket over, where it snagged into the razor wire, creating a narrow barrier with which we might be able to cross over the top. Once he situated the blanket the best he could, Jesse attempted to climb over the top.
“Ow, fuck!” He hissed as he tried to swing one leg over the blanket, and I winced as I saw his calf meet razor wire and come away with a clean slice. His blood stood out sharply against the bright chrome of the razor wire, and I felt my stomach lurch at the thought of scaling it. I had on a hoody from this morning’s chilly frost, and although it was one of my favorites, I’d rather sacrifice it than get bit by the fence too. Once Jesse awkwardly made his way over, he climbed down and looked at his leg.
“You okay?” I asked, walking up to the fence and peering down through the metal mesh to see.
“Just a scrape, I’ll be fine.” He said, wiping away the trickle of blood that wept from the corner. “Be careful Liz, that shit is seriously razor sharp.”
Luckily for me I was wearing jeans and my best running sneakers, whereas he had opted for shorts and a tank top, even though it was October and getting chilly out. He liked to pretend the cold didn’t bother him. Before I climbed up, I took each back pack and gingerly threw them over, where Jesse caught them on the other side. Once that was done, I took off my hoody, my skin dappling in goose bumps as my bare shoulders felt the cold breeze. I began to climb up, and when I got within arms length of the top, I let my hoody unfurl from one sleeve and tossed it over, trying to make it billow out as much as possible, making sure it overlapped some with the blanket.
I succeeded, and managed to make my way over the top without nicking myself. But I botched the landing, one of my shoes slipping out of the wire rungs, causing me to lose my balance. I fell the last five feet, but luckily Jesse was there to catch me. I could always count on him for that. We examined our surroundings once we were both on our feet.
To our left was a large blackened square which I realized was once the site of the huge plantation style house that Mobley and his favorite harem of women lived in. Next to that were four smaller charred squares, blackened bones of foundation sticking up from the ground: the manufacturing sight of their hallucinogens, where Mobley created his infamous CIA batch acid that blew so many minds in the early 2000’s.
“Shit, they really burned it all to the ground.” I said in awe.
“They had to use the cleansing power of fire to rid this land of the devil! By the fires of Jesus Christ himself!” Jesse said in a mock southern preacher’s voice.
“Shut the hell up and help me find this bunker.” I said to him, rolling my eyes at his antics. Antics that got on my nerves back then. Antics I now miss on a daily basis.
We walked around the property, which was much bigger than I expected. For about twenty minutes we searched all over the grounds, which were nothing but dying grass, charred remains and a random brush pile right in the middle of the whole enclosure. I was on the verge of wondering if we’d perhaps stumbled onto the wrong property when I heard Jesse call my name. I turned and saw him over by the brush pile, which he’d removed to reveal a twisted shred of blackened metal poking up from the ground.
“Farmer Billy Bob did a real half ass job of hiding it. Come on!” He said. I noticed his calf was still bleeding freely, his low cut sock on his right shoe now totally soaked red.
“Hey hold up!” I yelled running after him. He stopped and looked at me impatiently.
“You should really bandage that leg up Jess. What if you nicked an artery?” I said, bending down to look at it. The cut was deeper than I thought.
“It’s fine babe, really. Besides, a little blood will be good for the camera. Hit all the kinks in one go. People will love it.” He said. I was about to reply to tell him to forget about the fucking video for a second, but he was already disappearing into that dark ragged maw of earth. I could see what the farmer was talking about with the blown off door. I could see the twisted remains of the thick metal door Mobley had installed, inch thick steel that was peeled back like the skin on a banana from the force of the plastic explosive. Part of me stared at that jagged metal for a long time. Why use such strong reinforcement? The sector 5 folks weren’t a doomsday cult. Far from it. It was almost as if Mobley were making a vault, not to keep people from getting in, but to stop someone, or something, from getting out. 
I put one foot onto the first stone step. I took out my phone and turned my brightness all the way up, using it as an impromptu flashlight. A very narrow and short stairway loomed before me, so short that Jesse had to nearly crouch down and frog walk just to get through.
“You comin or what babe?” he asked as he descended, growing farther and farther away from me. A part of me screamed not to go in, the claustrophobic stairwell had such a repulsive vibe radiating about it. But a bigger part told me to quit being a fucking pussy and that every supposedly haunted sight I’ve been too was a complete fucking dud. There was no reason why this one would be any different. I took a deep breath and descended.




Chapter 10.
By the time I reached the bottom of the stairs, I guessed we were about twenty feet below ground. My cellphone’s screen cast a weak five foot radius of light, but outside of that was a pitch black abyss, save for the small bobbing light of Jesse’s phone, which was about thirty feet away. He was looking at one of the curved walls, white symbols of various esoteric origin shined faintly against his light. I dug in my backpack for one of the flashlights and pulled it out. When I turned on the beam, I was taken aback by just how big the place was. The ceilings were at least twenty feet tall, rounded to a dome. From the apex of the dome hung a ram’s skull from a piece of twine. Something was etched into it’s horns, but it was too high up for me to read what it was.
The floor dipped slightly in the middle, and I saw I was standing next to one of the four canals that met in the middle, where that hole was. Black as obsidian, seeming to absorb my light. I absently took a step away from it.
“Christ these people were bonafide fuckin crazies alright.” Jesse said in awe as he examined all the symbols on the walls. I turned and saw there was two pillars on my left, with a raised pedestal between them. Another skull sat atop this pedestal, and I walked up to examine it. I couldn’t tell what I was looking at, because it had horns protruding from each side, but was rounded and square like a human skull, but larger. Perhaps like that of a Neanderthal.
“What the fuck…” I said under my breath. The skull was not clean either, bit’s of leathery brown flesh still clung to the skull in some spots. It’s teeth were jagged and misshapen, but remotely human. I stooped down to read the writing engraved on the pillar that held this peculiar skull. Legiones ducentæ altaris- Altar of Paimon, 2002 AD. I heard approaching foot steps and knew Jesse had come up from behind me.
“Oh man, look at that!” He said, and I knew by the sound of his voice he was talking into the camera phone. “We are here, ladies and gentleman, in the lair of Theron “wolf” Mobley, with my beautiful girlfriend, the vixen Liz, and holy shit is this place trippy.” He said, putting the phone up to the skull, and doing a dramatic pan-around to my face. “You ready to fuck in this mad man’s lair, my love?” He asks.
“Oh yes.” I said, adding honey to my voice and winking at the camera, trying to get in the mood. Jesse turned the phone off and began taking the real camera gear out of his back pack.
“It’s gonna be tough trying to get a leveled shot with this damn sloping floor. You should see if you can stick a light up in each corner babe, try and get this place as bright as possible so people can see that we are actually in this motherfucker and not scamming them…Liz?” he asked. I had been transfixed by the skull. It did not look like a fake, a satanic jackalope prop. It looked real… But, how? And why hadn’t the townspeople, who’d done such a thorough job expunging Mobley’s legacy, not come down here to finish the job? Because, this is a place of worship, worshipping the dark prince they’re all scared shitless of. You probably couldn’t pay them to come down here, I thought. I snapped out of it though, and began digging through the black duffel bag we carried with us.
“On it.” I said. I pulled out three battery powered Coleman lanterns and set them aside, as well as two high powered hand held spot lights. Before I set these up however, I dug around in my personal pack for the small half pint bottle of vodka I had bought last night from the store next to our hotel. I was wound up tighter than a clock spring, and knew in my current state there’d be no way for me to relax enough for anal to happen. While Jesse was busy setting up the tripods and trying to get a good stage for us to perform on, I slugged half the bottle in two gulps, wincing and blinking away tears as the cheap booze blazed a searing trail down my throat and into my belly. I thought about offering some to Jesse, but he didn’t seem to need it. He was in his element.
Once I was buzzed and slightly more at ease, I went about setting the lanterns and spot lights up by angling them towards the walls, and soon the dark temple was lit up like a Christmas tree… A very unholy, fucked up Christmas tree. With all it’s space illuminated, it was somehow more awful than the abyssal darkness I had walked into. So many symbols on the wall, so much evidence of obsession and passionate worship. With the ceiling now fully illuminated, I could see the paintings that surrounded that suspended skull. Pictures of a great multicolored beast rising up out of the ground, pulling people apart, eating them. A massive erect penis jutted from this renaissance style painting, it was nearly half the size of the beast itself, with four women impaled upon it like a shish kebab.  It was the Luciferian version of the Sistine chapel.
I saw Jesse had setup the camera’s right towards the center of the temple, where the black hole was. Three cameras, all set up at different angles focusing towards the center.
“Check this out babe, so you know how this hole is supposed to be like, the gateway to hell, or whatever? What if, after I get done busting a huge load in that sweet ass of yours, you walk over and squat over the hole, and we get a money shot of you pushing out my load down into the hole. That’d be some shit, right?” He said, and smacked my ass. I swallowed, stared at the circular portal, and nodded. I kissed him on the cheek, and then went to grab his package, which I wasn’t surprised to find was already at half mast.
“Sounds good. Now let’s get this over with before someone finds our car and we get arrested.” I said. While Jesse turned on the camera’s and did some test shots, I began to strip, trying to get comfortable being naked in this place of sinister worship. As soon as my clothes were off, I felt the empty eye sockets of the two skulls eyeing me lustily, which I know is absurd, but I honestly couldn’t shake the feeling that the great devil painted on the ceiling, and the skull of Paimon, or whatever it was, was very pleased with these proceedings.
I finished off the rest of the vodka in two chugs, my adrenaline already causing my first buzz to dissipate rapidly. We didn’t have the blanket for me to kneel on, so I’d have to get used to the rough stone digging into my knees and hands. That was alright, it would add to the gritty appeal of the video. Jesse stripped as well, and came over to embrace me, as he saw my body was still rippled with goose flesh. It was cooler down here than it was outside, and I gladly let him fold his arms around me, his calloused hands rubbing over my skin, trying to warm me up with friction. I remember how tender and sweet the gesture was, and almost wished we didn’t have to go through with the video, knowing as soon as we hit record that different Jesse would come out. The performer, the actor, the crude borderline abusive one.
“I love you, you know that?” He said, looking down at me. I almost started crying, but fought back the tears.
“I love you too.” I said, and got on my tip toes to kiss him deeply. This is one of the most painful memories of all, how he had shown his truly tender side, and dropped the big L, just before shit hit the fan. To this day I still wonder what had compelled him to say that, right then and there, in the congressional hall of the damned of all places. It didn’t matter however, the moment passed and he let go, taking a big handful of ass and squeezing hard. Then he went and hit record on all the camera’s, the stage ready. I went to retrieve the lube and the butt plug, taking deep breaths and trying to relax, knowing the more tense I was the more it would hurt.
“Alright guys, I’ve been waiting all day to do this. Me and Liz have had to go through hell and high water just to get here, just for you, our loyal fans. Come here Liz.” He said. I walked over into the circle of camera’s, and half heartedly said my spiel for them. My words slurred slightly from the inebriation I now felt, but I didn’t think the audience would care or even notice, they’d be too busy staring at my pale body, my pierced breasts, the spider web tattoo I had that was just above my pussy, where it blended into the labia. I was just a piece of meat for them, I see that now.
Once the introduction was over with, we got down to business. I started off by sucking Jesse’s cock, making sure to maintain direct eye contact with one of the cameras. The slurping sounds I made reverberated strangely off the temple walls, and it was oddly arousing. I then proceeded to put his balls in my mouth, and stroked off the thick cock for the camera.
“Oh yes baby, that’s it.” He moaned, holding up my multicolored hair like a gentleman as I did so. Then when he decided it was time for a scene change, he gripped my bangs hard and pulled me up. “How did my cock taste, huh?” He said, choking me slightly as he asked this.
“Amazing.” I said.
“Yeah? I bet it’d taste even better after it’s been in your ass for a little while.” He said, and spun me around. I was now looking right at the Altar of Paimon, that horned skull seemed to be staring right at us. But I did not feel fear or revulsion this time. In fact, I began to feel a strange sort of excitement at the whole situation. Of us doing these perverted acts in a place of such nefarious worship. The idea that those skulls may harbor some celestial entities from hell that witnessed our acts of abomination and be pleased by it aroused me in a strange way. I realized then the hypnotic power of it all, and could understand how and why someone like Mobley could pull off what he did. The thought of being in here with fifteen or twenty other naked bodies, performing a great ritual of lust and sacrifice thrilled me to my core. My eyes were fixed to the skull, and I could feel myself growing wetter, and not just from the pussy strokes Jesse was doing.
Jesse bent me over, and I obediently got on my hands and knees.
“That’s right, you, our loyal followers, asked us time and time again for anal. You wanted to see me destroy Liz’s sweet, pink little ass hole and that’s exactly what you’re gonna get.” I heard Jesse say. I felt him spread my ass cheeks apart, and spit directly into my asshole. I giggled mischievously. He knelt down, and began to eat my ass while he fingered my clit. I figured I would have to block out my surroundings in order to focus on my orgasm, but I found I didn’t have to do that. I let myself be watched by whatever devilish entities and spirits that remained. It was strangely exhilarating. I cried out, hearing my voice echo off the stone walls.
He stopped momentarily to grab the butt plug and lube, making sure to show the camera’s what it was he had in his hand. Then he uncapped the lube and went off script by shoving the nozzle right into my ass and squeezing. I gasped as I felt the cold oily jell fill my rectum, before he squirted a bit on my pussy too. Then he proceeded to shove his fingers in me, finger fucking me hard in both holes, a pleasant sensation I’d never encountered before. This planted an idea in my head.
“Plug me up and then fuck me baby. I wanna get both holes filled.” I yelled. Jesse whistled.
“You hear that guys and girls! My little slut wants both holes filled. What have we done? My sweet little Liz is addicted to getting all her holes filled now.” He said. Then he shoved the plug in. I gasped, feeling a small tearing pain down there, but it was quickly eclipsed as his cock filled my pussy shortly thereafter. I felt my eyes roll to the back of my head at this new profound fullness. It was one of the most intense sensations I’d ever felt. “Come on baby, give them a show.” He growled, and fucked me harder. I took one hand and slid it between my legs, my fingers finding my throbbing clit. I began to rub in quick little circular motions, my fingers trembling from all that stimuli.
The first orgasm came on quickly, mostly from adrenaline making me sensitive and hyper aware of my own body. I came fast and hard, grunting and feeling myself clenching both orifices. I had a clear view between my legs, and tried to maintain eye contact with the camera directly behind me, they always liked eye contact. I rubbed faster as I could see drops of my essence dripping off Jesse’s sack. He felt me coming and quickly pulled out. I shouted with relief as I felt the building pressure release, a gushing torrent exploding between my legs. I could see the milky fluid running down the canal, draining towards that bottomless hole.
I pushed again, hard this time, and the plug came out with a hollow thonk as it hit the stone. Jesse grabbed my ass cheeks and spread them apart so the fine folks across the world could see my asshole gape and wink at them. With it came a torrent of the lube that he had shot up there, coming out in great crude wet noises. A deluge of fluids now dripped from my middle, but I wasn’t focused on that. As soon as I returned to baseline I saw from between my legs that Jesse was still bleeding, and with his socks off the blood now ran freely down his leg and onto the stone floor. The sex got his heart pumping, causing the blood flow to increase, enough to pool and trickle once it reached the ground, that trickle travelling where gravity took it, towards the hole.
I had a flashback to the video, of the anonymous people who cut their hands and let the blood drop into the hole, as a way of “activating” it. For a split second I was on the verge of telling Jesse to clean up the blood, for the love of god to put a fucking bandage on his leg. But then his cock was pressing against my asshole, and with the thorough lube enema he’d given me it slipped right in. He went full on beast mode now, hunching over and grabbing a fist full of my hair while his other hand snaked between my legs to take over the job of clitoral stimulation for me. My head was snapped up, and I was forced to look at the horned skull on it’s little throne.
The rapid smacking of our flesh coming together reverberated in an almost hypnotic rhythm against the strange acoustics of the temple, and with the alcohol in my system and the rush of that last orgasm I was starting to feel a little light headed. But before I could even get a chance to recover, I already felt myself approaching the next climax, my sensitive clit being hammered by Jesse’s rough strokes and that bone deep switch that I could activate when he was slamming balls deep inside my ass was officially turned on. There was no turning back now.
I could tell he was getting close himself, his cock steadily grew thicker and harder until he was like a steel rod, I could feel the muscles in his legs bunching up. The skull leered, and I rocketed towards orgasm, feeling his hands work frantic circles on my tender pearl. That sensation of charging up, of building to a mind blowing crescendo was only seconds away. Jesse went first, his first contraction powerful enough for me to feel the jet hit the inside of my colon. I clenched in response, squeezing him like a fist, and he let out a shuttering cry, his whole body trembling as he forced out his second blast. His hot expenditure once again acted as the trigger to set me off, and I felt my first contraction from deep down inside of me. As he pulled out to get ready for another ball bursting explosion, I let out a violent stream that hit the concrete with enough force to splash both of our feet.
I was screaming by that point, sounding like a ghostly banshee with all that reverberation. He slammed back home, and I could feel him erupting inside of me like a long dormant volcano, each load bringing forth searing hot magma that fueled a wave of warm bliss that washed over my body. He let go of my hair, and my head dropped down. In between the gushing bursts that erupted from me, I saw that I was washing his blood down into the hole, the small obsidian void was receiving all of our fluids. But I was still coming so hard I didn’t have the wits to comprehend what that might mean.
After four or five synchronized contractions, Jesse gave one last shuddering thrust, keeping himself buried deep inside of me. I could feel my asshole clenched hard against him even as he shrank, my orifice pulsating hard with the last of my orgasmic contractions. The floor was slippery now and Jesse almost slipped as he dismounted from me, and he took a step back.
“Show them baby. Show them all that hot nectar I just pumped inside of you.” He said, gasping. I was getting ready to squat over the hole and do just that, when we both heard a deep rumbling, like the tail of a thunder clap. “What the fuck…” I heard Jesse say. I turned around, and saw that the hole was no longer black. A deep crimson glow shot out, a vertical shaft of red light that touched the center of the ceiling above. The skull that hung from the twine began to spin even though there was no circulation of air down there. For about ten seconds I was able to convince myself that this was all an elaborate prank, trying to think like Jesse in that the farmers were just trying to have us on, simply for sanity’s sake more than anything. But then I felt the earth tremble beneath my feet.
I’ve lived on the New Madrid fault line all my life, so I know what tremors feel like. I once sat through a 5.8 shaker while I was college, it lasted for about 5 seconds and shook the whole class room. That’s exactly how this felt. I tried to get up and run, not caring about my clothes or that Jesse’s cum was still in my ass, just wanting to get the hell out of there, but I slipped in the puddle of my own filth, catching my ankle in the channel and falling. I fell on my side, twisting my ankle just a bit but luckily not enough to break it. I turned and saw that something was coming out of the drain.
For a moment I felt the atmosphere of the room change, take on a charged quality like a lightning bolt about to strike. The room seemed to take on several gravities, and I felt pinned to the ground as a black smoky mist unfurled from the drain, reaching up to connect with the skull. As soon as it did, the smoke took on a physical quality, outlining a form that was huge, vaguely humanoid. Then with a brilliant red flash, a being the size of a mutant grizzly bear materialized before my eyes.
It had no skin, I could see the tendons and sinew of it’s muscled body, like one of those digital rendered anatomy pictures showing human musculature. It’s hands featured three multijointed claws that ended with jagged yellow nails that could be called talons if they didn’t look ravaged by toenail fungus. I realized somewhere in a distant part of my brain that the top half of the head was made up of the skull that sat on the pedestal. Yellow blood shot eyes the size of my fist filled the once empty sockets, staring around the room, blinking rapidly as if disoriented.
Jesse started screaming hysterically, and that’s when the thing turned and pounced on him. Just before it did, I could see it throw it’s head back to roar. I tried to scream his name, but my voice was lost over the low baritone roar the thing emitted. If you’ve ever heard a fighter jet kick in it’s after boosters just before breaking the sound barrier, it was like that mixed with the piercing shriek of an eagle. I clapped my hands over my ears and tried frantically to scoot away. I saw the two massive clawed hands reach up, and then descend. There was a struggle, followed by what I thought might have been Jesse screaming, but he sounded like he was half a mile away, invisible cotton stuffing my deafened ears.
Then I saw the two halves of his body being held in each clawed hand. I saw his organs, which were many different colors and shapes and sizes splatter on the ground. I saw him looking at me, his face frozen in a rictus of agony, and I could see his spine poking out from the ragged maw of his abdomen. I would of gone on looking at him, laying there stupefied as the beast began to eat the pile of organs, discarding the two halves of his body the way I would discard an egg shell after cracking the yoke into the pan. Then I felt hands seizing me, pulling me up and away from that abomination, from that absolute horror that haunts my dreams every night despite the myriad of tranquilizers I now take.




Chapter 11.
Before I could even fully comprehend what was happening, I was being drug outside, hands hauling me out by the armpits, me kicking and screaming hysterically. I could hear a muffled voice speaking into my ear, but he too sounded like he was talking in another room. He dropped me on the ground, and I turned to see that we were some fifty feet away from the entrance to the stairs. He had on a black suit and a huge billowy black duster, dark sunglasses and I saw a black briefcase next to the entrance. Brilliant light emanated from the stairwell, as if the sun itself existed within those stone walls. I saw the man take out several cylinder shaped objects, and it was only after he lit the fuse did I realize they were pipe bombs.
He tossed them in as soon as he lit each fuse, the green slow burning kind you found on children’s fireworks. There were five in all, and just as he finished tossing the last one in, a huge three fingered claw shot up from the ground. I tried to scream, but found I had screamed myself hoarse. The man was fast however. He approached the hole, and he reached inside the big over coat of his and produced a pistol grip shotgun. With an expressionless face he fired round after around at the claw until it was nothing but a pulpy stump, the arm attached to it retreating.
He left the suitcase, and ran towards me. We have to go now his lips said. He picked me up again, this time in a fireman’s carry. I could feel toned muscle underneath his coat, and wished I had a coat of my own, for it was dark out now, and freezing. Except it was around noon when we went in the hole. I may have been in shock and slightly drunk, but I knew we weren’t in there for longer than an hour or two.
He put me down on my feet.
“Can you walk?” He shouted at me, or at least I think he did, he still wasn’t very loud. I nodded, and shakily walked with him. We approached the gate, where I saw the black sedan had ran right through the gate, it’s front end scratched up and dented in some places. “Get in!” He yelled, but I didn’t, I only stood there, looking at the hole, where light still shone like the brilliant beacon of some divine destination.
“Jesse!” I tried to yell, but the man was already opening the door and shoving me in.
“That guy in there? He’s dead now, and probably rotting in hell, literally. We need to go.” He said as he crammed me into the passenger seat. As soon as he was in the car, he threw it in reverse, metal squalling faintly as his car reversed through the jagged hole it had made previously. He whipped the car around in a two point turn, and floored it, flying down the gravel road we had previously walked down. I felt a series of percussive thumps that buffeted the car, and looked back to see a great cloud of dirt and smoke where the hole once was.
We kept driving, racing past the Taurus, which had the remainder of our worldly belongings in it. I sat in the car, holding myself, from the cold and from the shame of being stark naked, and the man dug around in the back seat until his hand came out with a wind breaker. He handed it to me. I gladly accepted it and slipped it on. I looked down at the lapel, which read AGENT CRAWFORD. I stared at it for a very long time, trying to remember where I’d seen the name Crawford recently. Then it came to me, when I was perusing the old sector 5 website. The picture of Mobley standing next to two men, posing for a picture outside of the Dupo breaking-ground ceremony. I remember the caption underneath the image. Wolf, with founding sector 5 members Martin Crawford and Daniel Lasik, on the day of the founding of Dupo.
The man had removed his glasses. For awhile he didn’t look at me, and despite the cold bite outside, I could see a few trickles of sweat running down his scalp, his thinning brown hair plastered to his skull. Eventually we came to the junction where the gravel road met the state highway, and I saw a line of old farm trucks and cars lined up on either side, folks standing by the road, some of them had torches, honest to god torches. They tried to surround the car as Crawford approached, but when they saw he wasn’t slowing down, they reluctantly got out of the way. One of the farm folk threw their torch at the car as it passed, hitting my side of the window, where it bounced off with a shower of sparks.
“Fucking locals. They knew the deal, no reason to get pissy about it.” The man said as he pulled out onto the highway. For awhile we kept driving, and the farther away we got from Dupo, the more the sky lightened up, as if a huge nimbus cloud had decided to perch over the little township and nowhere else.
Just before we got onto the interstate, he pulled over onto the shoulder of the road. I saw his hands were shaking now, and he reached into his coat to retrieve a flask, which he took a long pull from. Then he turned to offer it to me, and for the first time I saw his face clearly. A scar ran from his hair line down to his left cheek. His eyes were blue, except the left one didn’t quite match the right, the pupil’s aimed in slightly different directions. He had a glass eye I realized. I also noted that his cheeks and nose were ruddy with broken blood vessels, and in my daze noted the man probably was an alcoholic, the shakes in his hands not coming from the chilly climate. After staring at him for a moment, I took the flask. Without speaking I took a swig, found my aching throat first scorched and then pleasantly numbed from some kind of high end scotch.
“Who are you?” I asked, my own voice muffled sounding, feeling the resonance of my vocal chords more than hearing it. I put my hands up to my ears and found crusted blood formed around each of my ear lobes. Crawford reached over, popping open the glove box and pulled out a box of Cleanex, motioning for me to clean my ears out with them. After removing a disgusting amount of dried blood and wax, I found I could hear slightly better, but everything still sounded thin and tinny.
“Can you hear me, Miss Conover?” He asked, talking in a normal conversational tone. I found if I looked at his mouth while he talked, I could make out most of what he was saying, and I nodded. He sighed, and finished the remainder of the scotch before depositing his flask back in the duster, which seemed to have unlimited space for anything.
“Well, judging from the search history we wiped from your laptop, you already know a good amount about Mobley. Not the full story, of course, but a good amount. The only reason I’m about to tell you all this confidential, sensitive information is that you’ve already compromised a shitload. We’d been following you, listening in on your laptop when you guys talked about going to Dupo. Of course, I had to use the pretext that you all were potential terrorist suspects in order to do this, convince my boss that you all were a splinter cell of religious extremists trying to enact Theron’s legacy just to plant the backdoor taps and hack into your phones. Really though, I knew you all were just some thrill seeking perverts. I just didn’t think you’d actually succeed in awakening the old boy. You’re in it up to your neck, as we say at the agency, so I’m sure you’ll be getting debriefed by someone like me anyway. So, where to begin?” he said. He produced a pack of cigarettes, offered me one, but I declined. He pulled one out, lit up, and stared in the rear view mirror, watching the black cloud over Dupo as it slowly dissipated.
“I first infiltrated sector 5 in 2001, when we received the tip about Theron being spotted in Ohio. We figured he would go somewhere like Ohio, or Idaho, Montana, one of those places where a man could focus on his work undisturbed. You see, he didn’t have a break down, at least not in the traditional sense of the word. When he left the agency, he was a man more determined than ever to continue his work. But he didn’t want to abide by the agencies rules, scant though they were. Tell me, you are familiar with MK Ultra correct? I’m assuming you do, it’s our most well known work, silly and pointless as it all was.” He said, bemused. I nodded, still replaying what he said about my laptop being swiped.
“Well, MK ultra was only the tip of the iceberg, at least for Theron. You see, we had several other operational wings all devoted to subjugation and control in the 1980s. Russia was scaring the shit out of us, and we were desperate to find ways in which we could deal death and destruction to them without actually pulling the trigger or pushing the button leading to mutually assured destruction. Well, Theron had always had an interest in the occult. He thought that some of these radicalist splinter groups we’d targeted were onto something. Specifically a sect of Russian Satanists who’d been hiding out in the Ural mountains during the collapse of the USSR. Several high ranking colonels in the red military had ties to this sect, who believed that Hell was just another dimension of existence, not a place one went to repent for their sins, not a final destination, but an alternate one. One of the shaman’s, as they were called, managed to escape from Russia and fled to America seeking asylum. We gave it to him, but on the condition that he spilled everything he knew. He wouldn’t budge at first, said the information was too dangerous, especially for us foolish Americans.”
“…And that’s where Theron came in…” I said, dazed. He nodded his head.
“Correct. Theron pursued anything that interested or bothered him like a blood hound on the scent of a freshly killed buck. When we told him that the Russian refused to speak, he whipped up one of his famous truth serums, which today one of you kids would probably take before going out to a fucking rave, but anyway, he drugged the Russian, made him watch a series of videos and listen to a series of noises until the poor old bastard was wrapped around his finger. And boy, did he talk. And Theron listened.” He said, taking a long drag off his cigarette. He paused in his talking as four state troopers pulled in off the highway, rushing towards Dupo with their Sirens on.
“The original transcripts of the interview were burned, and I didn’t get into the agency until after Mobley went AWOL. But that day was infamous in the agency. One of my first assignments in the field was tracking down Mobley, finding out what he was up to. You see, that Russian infected him with tales of alternate dimensions, higher consciousness and supposed super natural beings that would do your dirty work for the right price, usually a price paid in full with blood. They all thought the old bastard was crazy of course, his sect being a bunch of inbred mountain folk worshipping an ancient form of satanism that hadn’t been seen in hundreds of years. But Theron… He thought it was the next big thing, the way we could beat the Ruskies. Summon demons to terrorize the countryside, put the fear of god into those people. That was when Theron went completely off the reservation, wasting agency funds on research for this stuff. Eventually we fired him, sent him on his way with a headful of his own mind scrambling truth serum that we thought would put him out of commission. It didn’t. It wasn’t until after I had gone undercover and been accepted into the sector 5 ranks, and saw my first chaos ritual, that I saw we were all wrong about him, and that he was right. More right than we could of guessed.”
“The scar on your face…” I said, now feeling quite dissociated from my body.
“That thing you saw in there? Is known as a third tier lesser demon. He’s grown since I saw that son of a bitch last, which tells me our fears were right. We thought we destroyed it back during the raid, and that the town’s rampant Christian fanaticism, a sort of magic in and of itself, would keep it from growing. You see, there are forces in this world that are like Mobley, and the mad Russian from the Ural mountains. Someone out there saw what you and your boyfriend were doing, and saw a perfect opportunity to awaken a beast without having to lift a finger.” He said. He threw out his cigarette and started the car.
“I don’t understand. Are you… are you saying someone set us up? Knew this was all going to happen?” I asked.
“You’ll understand eventually. Like I said, you just opened up a literal pandora’s box. The next few weeks of your life are going to be fast paced and confusing. You’re going to undergo an identity change, you’re going to be relocated, renamed, everything. I hope you’ve always fantasized about a fresh start kid, cause you’re getting one whether you want it or not.” He said.




Chapter 12.
He was right. My name used to be Elizabeth Conover. Now it is Anne Jennings, and I live in Eugene, Oregon, working as a library assistant at the university. I am technically property of the United States government, my every move, my every bowel movement and phone call and shower are monitored by unseen eyes. They believe that those who put in motion the events that led to Jesse’s death are still out there trying to recruit me, to get me to join their side. I don’t believe them, but then again, after everything I’ve learned, I don’t know who to believe. Existence is a gray pointless blur, that is occasionally marked by intense episodes of grief for Jesse.
I wrote this manuscript not only as a way to get some closure, but also to remember the one man in my life I felt I could truly love. So I could remember all the good times me and Jesse had, the intimacy between us and all the things I’ll never get to do with him again. There is a hand gun buried inside my mattress. It’s been there for two months, so I know they don’t know about it. I told myself after I finished writing this, I would use it on myself. Despite everything they do know, we still have no idea where the human soul goes once it dies. I would be fine if it didn’t go anywhere. I am tired, and I just want to rest.




Part 2. The Blood is Love




Chapter 1.
“…Are you sure this is the right place?” Cynthia asked as she walked with Sharon, arm in arm down the sidewalk. This was the farthest she’d been from campus, and she didn’t like the part of town they were in. She knew Saint Louis was notorious for it’s crime rates, and here she was, a hundred twenty pounds soaking wet, walking with her even smaller girlfriend through a neighborhood marked with graffiti and used needles laying haphazardly about.
“Yes, this is it. Look, I know it looks sketchy, but I promise you, these people are legit. You wanted good shit? They got it.” Sharon said, pulling her along. They were walking up the cracked walk way leading to the ancient looking white house, three stories tall, the paint faded and chipped, the front yard a mess of bizarre sculptures, many of which were sexual in nature. Gargoyles fucking supple young cherubs in various poses, devil like creatures sitting regal upon a throne made of the bodies of women who’s faces looked agonized. It was all quite distasteful to Cynthia. God this acid better be out of this fucking world, she thought.
Together they walked up the steps, Sharon knocking on the gothic looking brass knocker. While they waited, Cynthia looked around, and noticed that this was the only actual house on the street. All the other buildings were shabby apartment complexes crammed together with hardly a two foot gap of alley way between them. This house had an actual yard, some breathing room. It looked wholly out of place here, to Cynthia anyway. She flinched when the door opened suddenly, and a pale faced young man answered the door. He was blonde haired, blue eyed.
“Ah, Sharon, good to see you again.” He said, and then smiled a shark like grin at Cynthia. “I see you brought your special friend. Most excellent. I’m brother Damien.” He said, extending a hand to shake, which Cynthia did so reluctantly. He moved and ushered them inside. The potent smell of cannabis and incense hit them like a physical thing as they crossed the threshold. They entered a large rectangular living room that was completely devoid of furniture or decorations. There was a TV sitting against a far back wall, on the screen was a long haired man who was talking directly into the screen. Sitting around the TV were eight people who dressed identically in black garbs. They didn’t seem to notice the women at all as they entered.
Cynthia knew they were dealing with a peculiar group, and she knew she was going to have to perform for them if she was going to get the discount price she’d been promised. That was all fine by her. But she didn’t know she’d be dealing with an actual fucking cult.
“You are nothing without your brothers and sisters. You are all a part of something greater than yourselves. You are a part of the Flock of the Golden Shephard. You are the Shepherd’s disciples. You will listen when it speaks…” The man on the TV droned on in a lilting southern accent. He had long blonde hair, piercing blue eyes, and a strong masculine jaw. He looked like every panty soaking male celebrity out there. And he had the room’s total and complete attention save for the couple and their chaperone.
“This way, please, to the ceremony room.” Damien said. They followed the man upstairs, Cynthia holding tight to Sharon’s arm. She was keenly aware that none of the faces she saw in there were black. Cynthia didn’t think these people had a racist aspect to them, her understanding of the flock is that they were a peaceful group who were a ubiquitous presence at festivals all across the country, selling their infamous home brewed hallucinogens to folks and recruiting people who wanted to be part of the new revolution, of spiritual enlightenment. She assumed (hoped, really) that that was how Sharon knew them. Never mind that Sharon was a blonde as well and they’d only been dating for six months. Cynthia thought she was good at reading people, and there was no way Sharon rolled with these weirdos. Besides, she seemed just as creeped out as Cynthia was.
The house was bigger than it appeared from the outside, and the upstairs hallway had a bizarre layout, in that there were only two doors, they were both at the end of the hall, directly across from each other. One door was red, and bore a symbol that was also emblazoned upon all their black shirts. An upside down cross that had what appeared to be an eye at the top. The other door was black, and featured several esoteric looking symbols carved into the wood. Damien ushered them through the red door, and Cynthia’s eyes widened when she saw the room.
Everything inside was all the same identical shade of deep red. Blood red. The walls were bare and painted red, the floor was hard wood, stained red like the body of Cynthia’s Gibson SG. Painted on the floor was a large geometric figure. It wasn’t quite a pentagram, it had more angles and points to it, with words in some kind of language Cynthia had never seen before encircling it. Both the symbol and the words were painted a brighter shade of red than the floor, giving it the impression of a recessed shadow.
“This is where you will be performing tonight. We are all very excited to witness it. We believe that the human orgasm is one of the most potent forms of life energy. Some call it sexual magic. We call it the language of the shepherd.” He said.
“Yeah…About that. Do we get to try a taste of this infamous Shepherd? You’re cutting us an amazing deal, and I want to make sure this stuff is as good as the hype makes it out to be.” Cynthia said. Damien smiled that awful grin again and nodded.
“Oh absolutely. In fact it is required that you ingest the body of the shepherd before you perform. You must operate at the same frequency that we do in order for the energy to be harnessed by us.” Damien said.
“…Okay.” Cynthia said, trying not to be rude at how absurd that sounded.
“I’ll be right back.” Damien said, and walked through the red door, and directly across the hall to the black one. He knocked, and someone quickly let him in, shutting the door before Cynthia could get a glimpse inside.
“Girl, did we just step into an episode of the fucking twilight zone?” Cynthia said under her breath, laughing in awe at all of it. Sharon gave her a slightly reproachful look, and shrugged her shoulders.
“Hey come on… they’re not bad people. They’re harmless, they just want people to be in touch with their sexual selves. New age self-actualization with a tantric twist.” Sharon said. Cynthia was surprised to hear her girlfriend getting defensive about the group. Something about that struck her as not right.
“How did you come to know who these people were anyway? Do they have members on campus or something?” Cynthia asked, still keeping her voice low. But before Sharon could answer, Damien returned, and he brought with him a friend, he too of the blonde hair, blue eyed variety. The newcomer had on a pair of black gloves and a respirator, and on the finger tips of his right hand were three small paper squares, the familiar symbol printed in gold on each one of them. He held them out in invitation for the two girls to take.
“Luckily for you two, brother Dillan has just finished with the batch that you all will be buying wholesale. Go on, each of you take a tab.” Damien said.
“Just one?” Cynthia asked, plucking the tab delicately from her fingers, staring at it for a second before placing the acid on her tongue, Sharon doing the same. There was no bitter after taste or tingling, so it was clean at least.
“Trust me, one tab is all you will need. We have found ways of maximizing potency that no one else utilizes.” Damien assured them. “Faster acting too than the normal stuff. You should feel a come up here in about twenty minutes.”
“Jesus… Listen, is there anyway I can take a peak at your setup?” Cynthia asked. Damien’s face turned serious.
“No, there is not, sorry. We have a secret recipe that is closely guarded. Anyway, my group is just about ready to begin. We just have a few preparations that need to be made. I will return shortly.” He said, and he and the chemist proceeded to walk out the door, before he paused just short of the door way, and turned.
“Sharon tells us you’re a virgin. Is that really true?” Damien asks. Cynthia’s eyebrows raise and her mouth hangs open slightly, before she shoots a look at Sharon.
“What the fuck? What does that have to do with anything?” She asked the room. Sharon cleared her throat, her cheeks blushing.
“I’m sorry Cynthia, I know it’s a sensitive subject…It’s just…”
“It’s absolutely nothing to be ashamed of, my dear. We only inquire because…Well, our beliefs dictate that virgins are some of the purest forms of humans available. So rare…These days.” Damien said. Cynthia sighed, shaking her head.
“Yeah, okay, well, technically I am. I’ve liked girls since I was a kid. When I got older and started screwing around, I never let a woman finger me. Penetration…It scares me. So… You know, just clitoral stimulation.”
“I see…So, your hymen, it is intact?” Damien pressed on. Cynthia sighed, throwing her hands up in incredulity.
“Jesus Christ…Yes. Not that it’s any of your fucking business.” Cynthia said. Already she was starting to feel like the gravity in the room was lessening, her hands and feet beginning to tingle.
“Oh goodness. I’m sorry to pry, this is just… so wonderful. I’ll be back shortly. Please make yourselves comfortable.” He said, disappearing. When he left, Cynthia glared at her girlfriend.
“Is there something you’re not telling me Share? I wanna clear the air before this shit kicks in and makes the sex awkward.”
“No… I’m sorry, it’s just, this acid is really good. And when you told me about your plan to flip it all… That’s a lot of money, honey. Especially if we sell to those dumbasses in the fraternities. No more student loan debts.” She said, squeezing Cynthia’s hand. “I just wanted to make sure they accepted our offer, even if I had to cater to their…Peculiar interests.” She said. Then she put her arms around Cynthia, and proceeded to plant a few wet kisses on her neck, before moving on and nibbling her earlobe. Gooseflesh rippled through Cynthia’s coffee colored skin, the rapid onset of the come up making any and all tactile stimulations intense, her extremities extra sensitive.
“You’re right. This is gonna solve all our problems.” Cynthia said, sighing contentedly as she wrapped her arms around Sharon, letting herself be kissed, aroused. They looked into each other’s eyes, Cynthia becoming lost in the deep blue oceans of Sharon’s iris, which shrank as her pupils began to dilate, like a black hole opening up in the sky and devouring everything. “God you’re beautiful.” She said. They kissed, the world around them temporarily forgotten. You’re getting paid to have some mind blowing acid sex in exchange for enough acid to pay your way through five semesters of Washu, quit being so negative girl, she thought as her tongue danced with Sharon’s.




Chapter 2.
By the time Damien returned, Cynthia was almost full blown tripping. Which is why she simply stood there gap mouthed when the ten or so people filed in behind him, all of them naked, including Damien himself. An armada of pale bodies, each one tattooed with the symbol on their chest. They all looked to be Cynthia and Sharon’s age, mid twenties, but she didn’t recognize any of them from the university. Filing in behind them, the last one to enter, was a woman who appeared older than the rest, her body almost completely covered in tattoos. She exerted an air of superiority and seniority. She smiled when she looked upon the two women. To Cynthia she looked strikingly beautiful, her hair an almost golden sheen, her eyes somehow more dazzling and piercing in their shade of blue than the rest. Her breasts were taught and high up despite her age, perhaps mid forties if Cynthia had to guess.
She was so distracted by the woman’s intricate inkwork, that she failed to notice what was between her legs. It was a cock, normal in size and shape save for the fact that something didn’t quite look right about the head. Unlike a normal cock, the head was not a bulbous helmet with a flared rim. It instead tapered off to a thin point, giving it a slightly conical shape. There was no discernable testicular sac either. It seemed there was something else down below that wasn’t testicles.
“You are sure she is pure?” The woman asked Sharon. Sharon nodded vehemently. The woman smiled, and nodded.
“Excellent. You have done very good, Sharon, you may disrobe of your worldly threads and find a partner. You have made sister Sephora proud. After tonight you will be ready to be branded, like the rest of us.”
“Thank you sister Sephora. Thank you so much.” Sharon said, and grabbed Cynthia’s hand, turning to look at her. “I’m sorry I haven’t been totally honest with you, Cynthia. But I do love you, I really do, and we can still be together. If you join us, you won’t regret it. We have so many beautiful things the shepherd can show you.” She said, almost as if in a trance. She had disrobed quickly, taking off her WashU tank top and short shorts revealing the young, supple body, the pale flesh that Cynthia had worshipped every inch of.
Cynthia was only vaguely registering the implication of what was being said to her. She understood her girlfriend had lied to her, but this seemed inconsequential. She kept staring at that cock, at the woman and her artistic canvas of a body. She knew she must have been tripping full on now, because the tattoos appeared to move across her skin.
“Am I…Supposed to fuck you?” Cynthia asked, her eyes unable to peel away from the anatomy between the woman’s legs. Ever since she’d grown older, she’d had a mild fascination with experimenting with penetration. Except she didn’t want to break her hymen with a dildo. Something about that seemed so wrong, depraved. Yet she was not attracted to men, at all, never had been. But this? This could be an interesting loophole. The thought of having this beautiful exotic specimen have full on intercourse with her stirred something deep within her. Longings and urges she’d never had before rippling to the surface of her brain.
“Yes. If you want access to our product, to be a part of our group, you must undergo initiation. And god…it has been so long since I’ve been with… A pure one.” She said this last with such a reverent tone that it moved Cynthia to hear her chasteness be spoken in such a positive light. Normally she felt she would freak out in a situation like this, being in a room filled with nude strangers, who were a part of a fucking cult of all things, and being propositioned by people who call themselves brothers and sisters. But the acid was enhancing her mood, a new found euphoria she’d never experienced with LSD before. She didn’t know about joining this group of nut jobs, but she felt very good about having sex with this woman. The thought excited her, caused her loins to tingle with warmth.
“You must want it though. You are not being forced into this. You are free to leave if you do not feel comfortable.” Damien spoke up from behind.
“Yes, your pleasure, the combined forces of our shared orgasm and sexual energy is your payment to us. You must want this, for this session to be of any use to us.” The woman said. Her voice was calming, soft. It was like honey to Cynthia’s ears.
“Oh yes. I want this.” She heard herself saying, and upon her verbal agreement the woman came forward, gentle hands pulling clothes off of her. When she was totally naked, her dark skin standing out in stark contrast against all that alabaster flesh, the woman embraced her, and they kissed. Cynthia almost recoiled when she felt the two swirling appendages caress her tongue. Then she remembered seeing tattoo magazines of people who’d had their tongues split. This struck her as intoxicatingly hot.
“Let us commence the ritual. Damien, lead the flock meditations. Verse one of blood of the lamb.” The woman said in between kisses.
“Bl…Blood of the lamb? Are you sure, Sister se—”
“Yes!” The sister said impatiently. Cynthia looked at the man, who’s eye’s were completely dilated now, as where Sephora’s. They were all tripping. “Make sure we have this documented. Brother Simon will want to witness this.” She said excitedly to someone in the corner. Cynthia saw that one of the brothers, one who wasn’t paired with a woman, was holding a video camera, panning it around the room. She was okay with all of this. She didn’t care about the circumstances. She pulled the woman towards her. The woman was surprisingly strong, her arms held Cynthia tight as they kissed, before Cynthia was swept off her legs and carried over to the middle of the large symbol she’d seen painted in the floor.
As the woman lowered her, gently, like she was handling an infant, she heard the group begin to chant. Some far away part of Cynthia’s mind recognized it as Latin, but she was too caught up in the tactile sensations and visual stimuli to sus out the meaning. Soon all rational thought was obliterated as she felt the two probing tips of bifurcated tongue find her pussy, first tracing her labia before joining and centering on the throbbing pearl of her clitoris. Cynthia was momentarily robbed of breath when this happened. She felt like she’d just been struck by lightening, the sensation was so intense. She closed her eyes and let herself collapse against the floor as the woman’s tongue did incredible things.
She opened her eyes just as she was about to achieve her first orgasm, and saw the woman on her knees between her legs, the tongue working in tight circles while her hands caressed Cynthia’s thighs and stomach. She saw that everyone around her was engaged in some kind of sexual act, and witnessed Sharon scissoring with one of the other women, all of them repeating the chant, their voices becoming raspier and more breathy as they went on. It took on a pleasant rhythmic cadence that set the tempo to their love making, and she realized everyone’s movements were in time with this tempo. Even Sister Sephora’s tongue strokes were in time. Sanguis autem Agni, venite bibendum. Every syllable felt like the bass beat at a club, becoming a physical thing. To Cynthia it began to feel like the whole house was breathing with their words, uttering it with them, like it was alive.
Then all of these thoughts evaporated as the charging ball of climax finally erupted, and she felt her whole body clench, a fireball of warmth spreading throughout her, her clitoris feeling as if it was emitting lightning bolts with how intense the tingling sensation was. Her toes curled and her hands scrabbled at the hard wood floors, trying to get a grip as the orgasm threatened to hurl her off into oblivion. For an unknowable amount of time, orgasmic bliss nearly drove her mad, until finally she felt the tide of it’s power ebb to a trickle.
“Excellent.” The woman said, her voice sounded strange, modulated. She brought herself up and mounted Cynthia missionary style. Cynthia looked down at her body, saw that the words she saw scribed across the woman’s breasts in black ink were the same one’s she heard coming from their voices. Then she stared down at the woman’s misshapen cock, which was fully erect now, the tiny head bright and pink against the thick base of it’s shaft. Cynthia looked at it for a long time, before she realized the thing for what it was, a massive, overgrown clitoris. She blinked stupidly as she took in this realization.
“Yes, that’s right.” Sephora said, as if reading her mind, stroking the long pink organ that jutted from her crotch. She lifted it up, so Cynthia could see the pink gash just underneath the base of the cock. Both the tiny tip of her cock and the opening of her vagina drooled the same milky substance, it was one of the most jarring signs of arousal that Cynthia had ever seen. “Some call me deformed. Some have called me a freak. Some have undergone radical surgery to look just like me, because they believe me to be a god.” She said, and laughed at this. “I suppose this last is the closest. Although none of them have really ever seen my other side. But they are about to see. Let them judge for themselves if what they bear witness to is the work of god.” She said, shouting this over the cacophony of rapturous yelled Latin that pounded against the room walls, the audio waves seeming to go into and through Cynthia, the way she could feel the air pressure from her bass player’s huge full stack when he really cranked it.
Sephora grabbed Cynthia’s face, and forced her to maintain eye contact with her as she entered Cynthia’s now thoroughly moist cavern. She was once again robbed of breath as she felt the mounting pressure down below build, build, until there came a definite, pop, a tear, and she cried out momentarily. The hermaphrodite’s eyes grew wide as her cock ruptured the hymen, and she slowly exited, looking down at the diluted blood that coated her cock.
“qui mittendus est agnus!” She shouted, her voice somehow carrying over the rapturous cacophony of the group chant, which had reached an ungodly volume. They stopped suddenly, all of them frozen in various postures and tangles of limbs. “Qui mittendus est agnus…” She said again in a quiet, reverent tone, before lowering herself to lick up Cynthia’s blood. She gasped as she felt the two prong tongue enter her, drink greedily of her essence. When Sephora once again rose up to look at her congregation, Cynthia noticed the woman’s head and shoulders were different now, more pronounced, new angles and edges that weren’t there prior.
“Oh yes…That is good.” She said, blood smearing her lips and cheeks. The serpent tongue came out, cleaning the blood from her lips, her eyes rolling to the back of her head for a moment, relishing the taste as if it were pure ambrosia. Then, with a shudder, she thrusted back inside of Cynthia. Despite it’s strange tapered shape, her walls still hugged the member tightly as the cock ventured where no one had ever been. At first there was pain, but as she continued, the pain turned into a strangely pleasant fullness that began to increase with every thrust.
The crowd started up their chanting again, this time speaking the new phrase that Sephora had uttered. Qui mittendus est agnus.
The lamb has been bled. That snatch of phrase came up from all the sexual chaos surrounding Cynthia, a phrase she’d heard in one of her philosophy classes from some other dimension. Was she the lamb being bled? What did that have to do with sexual energy? Her deductive mind, the one that got her into WashU in the first place, couldn’t fathom such things however, as the woman began to thrust harder, taking one of her hands, who’s fingers seemed to grow longer and more claw like, and placed it on her pelvis, a many knuckled thumb joint stroking Cynthia’s throbbing pearl as she thrusted deep and hard.
The element of penetration added a whole new dimension to Cynthia’s understanding of climax. There was a bone deep sense of release with every thrust, like scratching an invisible itch you couldn’t find for the longest time, or finally rubbing loose a knot in a muscle that had eluded you and caused you pain for days. Combined with the clitoral stimulation, it was like experiencing a whole new  flavor of sex. Sweat sheened on Sephora’s skin, and her slick flesh was pressed against Cynthia’s as she lowered herself to kiss the woman , her pierced nipples rubbing and tickling against Cynthia’s own. Cynthia wrapped her arms around the torso, which felt much more muscular and barrel chested than before, but didn’t care about this perceived change. She was getting close now, every stroke building up that same charging ball of sensation and pleasure, except this was no longer the surface level, quick flash burn of a clitoral climax. She felt the cock growing bigger and harder inside of her, swelling to new dimensions, something deep within her being steadily hammered away at.
She was faintly aware that the painted lines she laid on were heating up, and when she looked down at the floor next to her, she saw the lines and painted words were glowing a dull blood red. Cynthia blinked, trying to tell if she was hallucinating this or not. Then those long talon like hands were in her hair, pulling her to meet Sephora’s eyes once again. Looking into those dilated pupils was like staring into the abyssal chasm at the bottom of the ocean. Looking into them gave her a sense of vertigo, and she had the feeling of falling with Sephora in her arms, the two of them stumbling into space, falling away from the earth. She felt herself leave her body, leave this whole place.




Chapter 3.
What brought Cynthia back to her dimension, to the small cramped room where 10 sweating bodies surrounded her in a writhing mass of limbs and flesh was the first hot jet of lava that erupted within her. She could feel that narrow head swelling and pulsating, the whole organ lurching with each powerful expenditure. Sephora was screaming with each pulsation. Cynthia was fully in her climax now, the semen that erupted inside of her hot enough, and her walls sensitive enough for it to act as a catalyst to spark the blazing conflagration of her orgasm. She was screaming too, screaming from the whole body surging of each intense orgasmic wave. Her loins were a hot, throbbing epicenter of a quaking bliss that bordered on painful from how intense it was. But her screams were lost over the sound of Sephora’s, which became more and more bestial with each pump, her features contorting into something inhuman.
She was still holding onto the woman as this transformation occurred, feeling the spine crack and contort into a bowed, hump shape. The ribs shifted underneath the skin to make way for new, infernal anatomy. The cock swelled and throbbed inside of her, elongating, growing wider, deeper, until finally the woman beast had to pull her huge member out. It had grown purple and mottled, the tip spurting a thick white fluid that also gushed from between Cynthia’s legs when the cock departed, letting the torrent that had been pumped inside of her flow freely.
One of the cult members had lurched forward, a woman, and clambered to mount Sephora. Cynthia realized it was Sharon. Sephora now resembled one of the gargoyle statues she’d seen in the yard than a human, and she wanted to cry out as Sharon squatted down, eagerly trying to get the almost two foot cock inside of her. She managed, the steady stream of ejaculate now flowing into her.
“Yes, sister Sharon, receive the sacrament of the Shepherd. You have done good bringing me a ripe vessel to germinate. So good.” She said, grasping the woman and picking her up, holding the woman close to her and giving one savage thrust, the impossibly long cock sinking all the way up to the hilt inside of Sharon. She screamed, but only held on tighter as a milky white pink fluid began to gush from her legs as blood mixed with the thing’s foul seed. A tale made from what looked to be human vertebrate had erupted from the base of Sephora’s back, just above the buttocks. The open wound it created bled freely, as did the two calcified horns that erupted from her forehead.
“Sharon!” Cynthia tried to scream, but no one listened to her.
“My life for the Shepherd!” Sharon screamed before Cynthia saw Sephora’s head split in two as the jaws grew impossibly wide, like a python’s distended jaws. She saw teeth that were more canine than human sprout from the growing maw. Sharon twitched as the cock grew inside of her, no doubt sundering organs and causing massive internal bleeding. Her screams of rapturous joy were cut off however as the jaws closed around her head. There was a great tearing sound, followed by wet sundering noises as Sharon’s head was torn off.
The woman beast thing then shoved the corpse off of her, her massive cock coated in entrails and blood. It began to droop and shrink as it’s great expenditure had finally concluded. She aimed the spurting stump at the congregation, who had not ceased in their fucking even as all this went on.
“You must bathe in sister Sharon’s essence. Let us remember her for blessing us with an able bodied surrogate!” She screamed, her voice deep, modulated, an inhuman baritone that thundered off the walls. They did as commanded, lathering themselves in the blood that spurted from the still twitching corpse, until they were one giant writhing indistinguishable mass of crimson limbs.
Cynthia screamed. She kept on screaming until her vocal chords blew out, and even then she couldn’t stop from letting out a grating croak as the ceremony concluded, and they cleaned her up, and then took her to a special room in the basement of the house. It turns out she wasn’t alone, another woman was down there with her, kept in a sort of prison. Her belly distended with a painfully large mass that Cynthia refused to believe was a baby. But she soon learned it was. And that she was a part of something much bigger than herself.
The flock of the Golden Shephard had grand plans, and Cynthia was now a cog in their wheel.




Part 3. Of Lust and Lilith




Chapter 1.
Ian approaches the shop, notices it is right next to Washington University campus, which is a good sign. Usually the more academic they were, the more legit the “private” sections of the library were. Ian entered, and was greeted with the comforting smell of aged books, with a slightly musty undertone of very aged books. It was cool and dry in there, as were most of the private reserve libraries he’d entered. Ian assumed it helped keep the older books from decaying even further. There are only two other people in the place besides Ian, not including the old clerk at the mahogany wooden counter. He looks up over horn rimmed spectacles when he sees the gaunt young man enter. He smiles and nods.
“Welcome to Abner’s Reserve Stock and Library. How can I help you?” he croaked. Ian walked over to the counter, his eyes peering over the rows and rows of books. He knew from the online listing that this was a specialty book shop, where only rare and hard to find texts were stored. Biographies on obscure people, blasphemous religious texts, tomes on the occult, self published memoirs from infamous criminals and madmen, and grimoires with arcane instructions for spells and summoning certain super natural entities. It was this latter that tied into his mission. He had been to five others just like it across the country, in search of two specific books. Books containing information that would hopefully change his life for the better.
“Ah yes, I was hoping you could help me find a certain text. My name is Ian Goldman, I believe we spoke on the phone… You are Abner himself, correct?” Ian asked. The man chuckled nervously, comprehension, and with it, anxiety, dawning on his old leather face.
“Ah Yes… Mr. Goldman, the one who inquired about The book of Magus…”
“And also the seventh edition of Luciferian pedagogy: Techniques and Invocations by Sir Saint Francis Wycombe” Ian said automatically. He had inquired about the texts so many times he didn’t have to look up their long titles anymore. The old man cleared his throat.
“Right. And which university did you say you belonged too?”
“No university. I mean, I graduated from Berklee with a Masters in Music Composition, but that’s unrelated. This is an independent inquiry by a… Self driven academic.” Ian said. Abner paused, sizing up Ian for a long moment. He saw a clean cut twenty something year old man in an Armani suit, with leather shoes and bright white teeth that alluded to someone of great wealth. Cool blue eyes regarded Abner with something like mild contempt, annoyance at his questions.
“…I see. Well Mr. Goldman, I must tell you, I am not keen to open up the vault unless it’s for serious inquiries. Some of these texts are very very old, you see, and any exposure to oxygen degrades them fu—”
“This is, a serious inquiry.” Ian said, cutting him off. “There is information I am seeking that is of vital importance to me.” At this Abner swallowed thickly, a thin smile on his face as he noticed the young man’s jaw clenching.
“Yes…But… “ Abner began to protest, but Ian sighed, and took out his wallet, producing eight hundred dollars, the bills crisp and clean, fresh out of the ATM. He handed the money to Abner casually, as if he were lending a friend a few dollars to cover a meal.
“I looked up your salary before coming here because I figured you’d either have too many questions or raise a fuss. I also know your wife is currently dying of stage four lung cancer and the radiation treatments are draining your bank account.” He said, putting the money in Abner’s hand when the stunned man didn’t at first take the bills. Abner blinked, seemed to consider it, and pocketed the money. “Smart man.” Ian said.
“Right this way.” Abner said with some reluctance, and led Ian Goldman towards the very back of the shop. On their way back there, Abner turned to look at Ian.
“And what does a young man such as yourself want with a medieval spell book written by a heretic priest, and an instructional book on teaching satanism written by an absolute madman?” Abner asked. Ian stared straight ahead as he talked.
“That money was not only supposed to buy my access to those books but also your silence on the matter.” Ian said impatiently. Abner sighed and kept walking. There was a hallway that led down to a room encased in clear glass. On one side of the glass wall was a digital panel that Ian knew controlled the oxygen saturation and humidity in the hermetically sealed room. He had been to several rooms just like it before. There was a small supply closet off to the left, and Abner reached in to grab a box of rubber gloves, and head caps like what doctors wore during surgery. Ian was instructed to wear both while the room’s vacuum reach equilibrium.
Once the proper attire was dawned, they entered, Abner closing the door behind him. There were only five shelves in here, each book encased in a plastic sleeve. Not wasting any time, Abner took Ian to the third row of shelves, this one labelled “OCCULT/RELIGIOUS/MISC”. He brought out two thick volumes, one in a moldering tanned leather bound, the other bound in a black, almost seal skin like material. Ian’s eyes widened at each book, their titles barely legible. Abner removed the first one, The Book of Magus, and brought it over to the only piece of furniture in the room: a large mahogany table. He gently set it down on the table and did the same thing with Luciferian Pedagogy.
Gloved hands trembling, Ian opened Magus first. The pages looked to be made of Papyrus, the diagrams and scripts within faint but legible. He flipped through a few pages, examining the writing, but not for long. He did the same with Luciferian Pedagogy.
“These have been verified as legitimate copies?” Ian asked.
“Why of course. These are actually from the university, they pay me to store them here since their own library is full. Only certified historical texts make their way to the morgue, as I call it… Of course, the Luciferian Pedigogy, that is a seventh translation. There was only ten copies made of the original Germanic text. So, the English translation may not be as completely accurate.”
“I see…And how much will it cost me to walk out of here with these two books?” Ian asked. Abner laughed, shaking his head.
“Oh… Son, you misunderstand. These books are not for sale, they are property of Washington University. They were donated to the school by an anonymous source, and are considered relics despite their…macabre content.” Abner said. Ian’s jaw clenched again, and he shot a hand out, opening up the index of The Magus. He scanned his finger down several spell names until he came to one in particular, tapped his finger on it, and then took a large swath of pages and flipped to a part of the book showing a diagram of a roughly sketched female shape, with somewhat monstrous proportions. The artist made her seem like a woman that was in the middle of transforming into a wolfish monster. Ian studied it intensely for a moment, his pupils contracting as he struggled to read the faint text.
“Alright.” He said after a moment of thoughtful consideration. He closed the book. “Thank you for showing me these.” He said, and walked out of the room without helping put the books back, as was his nature.




Chapter 2.
Three weeks later, he sat in what was once his father’s study, the two thick volumes out on his desk, each one in a protective vacuum sealed bag. Sitting across from him in one of the big plush reading chairs was Simon Jennings, who had been his father’s right hand man and financial advisor for ten years before the heart attack took him. Now, he served as an unwanted, and in Ian’s opinion unnecessary executor to Roger Goldman’s remaining legacy. Simon’s beady little eyes regarded him with contempt, disdain, but Ian seemed nonplussed.
“A quarter of a million dollars, for some old books? I need not tell you your father would be rolling in his grave right now.” The man’s high pitched, reedy voice floated across the table to Ian.
“My father could barely roll himself over in bed by the time his heart quit. I do recall you had to assist in wiping his ass a few times, no?” Ian said distractedly, pawing at the books affectionately through their protective layers. “Besides, knowledge is priceless, especially rare, knowledge. I’m sure the old man would be in agreement with me on that.”
“He would never approve of such frivolous spending. That is exactly why he had me listed as head trustee to your trust fund and the remaining accounts in his name. To prevent against silly little impulse purchases like this. Why he signed over everything to you at the last minute is beyond me.” Simon said, venom in his voice.
“Yes, which raises the question of why you are here. You were not invited to counsel me on this purchase if I recall.” Ian said as he unsealed the first of the two books.
“I came here to warn you that if you don’t get your spoiled little impulse buys in check, that you will run this families legacy into the ground. 250,000 dollars may seem like a drop in a very big bucket, but I promise you Ian, there is a bottom to that bucket. You will hear it’s dry metal clang sooner than you think.” Simon said, standing up indignantly. Ian sighed, and made a shooing gesture towards the large oak door leading into the study.
“Please leave. I am firing you effective immediately.” Ian said distractedly, opening up the Luciferian Pedagogy. Simon froze, looking stupidly at him.
“What? You can’t, I—”
“I can, and I will. Please, get the fuck out of here. You remind me too much of that fat old bastard. Your services are no longer required. I will see to my own finances thank you.” Ian said, a child like smile spreading on his face as he found the page he was looking for. Simon let out an incredulous huffing sound, and then stomped towards the door.
“You know, your father always pegged you as a disappointment. He had big plans for you, to take over his accounts, to train you in the art of book keeping and real estate, but no, your pathetic little artistic delusions led you astray. A degree in music?” The old man said, and snorted laughter. “You have all of Roger’s worst traits, and none of his redeeming ones. Have fun pretending to be warlock, soon you will be homeless on the street, and I will come and spit in your change cup.” Simon said before slamming the door behind him. Ian’s smile widened.
He’d first heard about the invocation of certain paranormal entities back when he was at Berklee, his dorm mate, Stephen, something of a bohemian who believe the occult could be treated like an aphrodisiac to someone’s sex life. The long haired saxophone playing hippy could be heard making love to his girlfriend for hours on end, in something he called Tantric love making, which Stephen claimed was a transcendental experience. Mean while Ian would always be alone in his room, fantasizing about killing his room mate and strangling the air headed bitch who was always stinking up their apartment with weed and joking that Ian needed to get laid.
He stared up at the painted portrait of his mother as he opened the Luciferian Pedagogy to a section written in Latin called “Lamia Invocatione”, with the rough English translation next to it- “Invocation of Lilith”. It was this very phrase he’d been seeking for so long. He’d spent hours pouring over online articles, trying to find legitimate chaos prayers that brought forth the guardians of the night, as they were called. His eyes went from that phrase, up to his mother’s acrylic gaze. Whoever painted her did a good job capturing her radiant beauty. The luscious long red hair, the deep azure of her iris’s. In the picture she was sitting in a regal posture in a green sundress, a hint of cleavage and the swell of her bosom implied, pale legs crossed at the knees. He missed his mother deeply, he felt she was the only one of the two parents who showed him any love. Did he have some latent Freudian urges because of that? Was his ingrained complex that no other woman could compare to his mother’s beauty be the reason for the impotence that kept him a virgin? Most likely. But that was neither here nor there. 
He took a deep breath, and released the hand resting atop the Luciferian Pedagogy, not realizing that he had clenched it into a fist as he thought of those weeks after her death. The suspicions that his father had arranged for her to die, to make it look like an accident. The way he finally, openly bragged about it one night after he’d consumed a half bottle of Glen Livet, the night of his eighteenth birthday party, which was supposed to be a large, grand celebration, even though it was comprised mostly of Roger’s business associates.
“Finally, mother, you will have a chance to show me what love you had waiting for me.” He said with a shaky breath. He stood up, aware he had an erection pulling at his slacks, and ignored it. He read over the Lilith invocation, saw the supplies and preparations he would need, and closed the tome. He had much work to do.




Chapter 3.
It was three days later that he was laying in what was once his mother and father’s bed, a large king sized memory foam behemoth with silk sheets kept fresh by the house keepers who stopped by on a weekly basis. Following the instructions to the T in the book, he laid prone, his heart pounding in anticipation. An hour previous, he had gathered the ingredients he ordered online into an obsidian basin. Juniper, tumeric, belladonna, and the goat testicles, which he had to order from a sketchy vendor on the gutters of the dark web, as well as a half cup of his own blood, and five locks of his mother’s hair, which he had taken from the brush that remained in her bathroom. Her closet and bathroom had remained untouched since her death, and Ian usually found himself in there, smelling his mother’s perfumes and deodorant, the scents bringing back powerful memories. It was there he found the old brush filled with her luscious red hair.
Once he had mashed in the goat testicles and plants into a pulp with the blood and hair, he was instructed to leave this mixture underneath his bed as he slept. He repeated the Latin invocation aloud five times prior to laying down. He had ingested the mescaline a half hour prior, and began to feel it’s disorienting effects as he lay prone in the dark. He’d never dabbled with hallucinogens, even in college when it was all the rage with his dorm mates, so his anxiety kept his palms damp and his heart racing as he waited. He was supposed to fall asleep, that was how the guardians of the night came to you, was while your mind operated on a different wave length than waking, the mescaline supposedly aiding in this connection.
He began to feel like he was floating away from his own body, as he was instructed to lie totally prone for at least an hour, on his back, in order to induce a sort of sleep paralysis once he finally did pass over realms. He didn’t realize he had passed over, thought he was still awake, when he opened his eyes, and found he couldn’t move. The large room was dark save for the evening light that flowed in through the large bay window, illuminating the room in a gray wash.
Ian’s eyes widened when he saw the black mist drift down from the ceiling. A long liquid form melted through the ceiling panels, taking shape before him at the foot of the bed. It seemed as if the black mist poured into an invisible humanoid shaped container, and once the outline was completely filled, there was a red flash that left an after image on Ian’s eyes. He tried to raise a hand to shield his face, but found he couldn’t move. He blinked rapidly, trying to clear away the negative after image that floated in front of his stunned eyes.
He gasped when his vision finally cleared, and he caught a glimpse of the thing that was crawling on the bed towards him. He could tell by the swell of the breasts and the feminine angles of the face that she was indeed female. Red hair similar to his mothers, similar but not identical, sprouted from a long face, the cheek bones high and strong, luscious red lips peeled back in a maddening grin that revealed long yellowed teeth, like that of an old wolf. The eyes were pure white, no iris or pupil discernable, just egg shell white and almond shaped.
The rest of her body was jet black however. Not black as in of African descent, of colored people, but purest obsidian, the skin shining as if with a layer of sweat. Yet he felt a cold radiate from her, as if he were standing in front of an open freezer. She straddled his naked body, and despite the fact she made no impressions in the sheets as she crawled towards him, he could feel her skin make contact with his. At first it was icy cold, but quickly warmed, like the muscle relaxing cream he had to put on his injured elbow every once in awhile.
“My my…” She spoke, in a voice that sounded like a whisper, but hearing it made it feel like invisible ice picks were pressing against his ear drums. ‘A…Virginnnnnnn?” She hissed as she lowered her head to sniff his groin, a long serpentine tongue spiraling out, dripping saliva that burned his skin when it splattered against his crotch. She flicked the tip of his erect cock, he didn’t realize he was erect until he had looked down to see it rising over his navel, towards her mouth. He tried to sink his hips into the bed, and shrink away, but he couldn’t, nor did his abject terror have any effect on the rigidity of his erection. She sniffed the air again, looking at him.
“You are afraid…. Why? Was it not you that summoned me?” She said in a raspy hissing voice, a note of confusion in it.
“You…You…” Ian stammered, realizing he could talk, unsure of whether he was alive or asleep. “You’re not… What I asked for.” He said. The thing smiled again, and he caught a whiff of her breath, which smelled of burning meat.
“That… Is too bad.” She said, and proceeded to lower herself down, and he felt his cock pressing against a wet cavern, the juices of which first stung and then tickled his head as she pressed down. He gasped as he entered her, his member enfolded within a cold wet velvet that slid deliciously over him. He had experienced orgasm only a handful of times in his life. Twice after he had found the nude photos of his mother in his father’s desk drawer, a site so shocking, so exhilarating he didn’t know how else to respond. He had been twenty then, yet his adolescent urges, his fascination with his own dead mother still gripped him like a fist. Each time seed poured fourth from him, a wave of shame and self-loathing immediately washed over him.
He had always thought of her any time he had masturbated, and he decided this time would be no different. If he couldn’t summon a demoness to act as a physical avatar for the one he truly loved, he could at least fantasize while he experienced this incredibly orgasmic sensation. Soon the terror acquiesced to reluctant arousal as she began to ride him, first sliding all the way down until icy cold buttocks pressed against his testes, and then rising up until he had almost exited her, and repeated.
He sighed and relaxed slightly as she rode him, but then cried out as he felt stiff cold claws at the sides of his face, ripping his eyelids open.
“No… You must look at me while I rob you of your seed. You do not get to escape this. Pathetic little swine. Wanting to fuck his own” But she didn’t even say it. “… Disgusssstinggggg.” She snarled at him as she increased the tempo of her thrusts. He stared into those dazzling white eyes, his head feeling like it was caught in a vice. He felt her clench his cock in her folds like a fist as she rode him harder, an intense sensation that bordered on agony. Hearing her speak of his urges, things he’d never ever vocalized aloud sent a cold chill through his body, and he shuttered with self loathing and revulsion that was quickly eclipsed with ecstasy as she continued to mercilessly fuck him.
He felt himself accelerating towards climax, his muscles going rigid, the slick velvety walls of her bringing forth intense tactile sensation with every inch of friction.
“Yes…That’s it… I need it… Every drop, you will give to me.” She said eagerly, going still faster as she rode him. Her cold breasts bounced heavily against his chest as she did this, and he found himself wishing he could have one of those coal black orbs in his mouth, a perverse desire to suck on this beast’s teat like that of a nursing child. As if reading his mind, she quickly removed one of her hands and shoved her massive right breast right into his face. He opened his mouth and felt the soft supple flesh against his lips.
“Suck, little pig, suck.” She said, and he did so, his tongue finding a rough hard little nub that he assumed was a nipple. When he sucked, a hot bitter tasting fluid shot into his mouth. He tried to gag, but she took the clawed hand and kept his jaw clamped to the nipple. It tasted like curdled milk, but he had no choice but to swallow. He tried to call out as his cock gave the first in a long series of throbbing contractions, felt himself erupt inside of her. He convulsively bit down on the nipple, but it was like biting into a diamond. Sharp pain filled his mouth as he felt himself chip a tooth on the impossibly hard nub, and then he was blinded with bliss as a second, third and fourth pump of orgasm robbed him of coherent thought.
It was the most powerful orgasm he’d ever experienced. She knew he was coming, and mashed herself against him, beckoning him as deep as he could possibly go. She clenched and pulsated her wet channel, squeezing him with every intense burst, milking him.
“Yes…That’s it…” She said, slamming herself down hard against him with each thrust, until his balls ached and felt deflated, a strange hollowness in his loins where immense pressure always seemed to loom. By the time he’d emptied himself with a fifth sputtering throb, he felt himself shrinking mercifully. But she only grabbed onto him tight, forbidding him from leaving the wet cavern.
“No…We’re not done yet.” She said, and he felt her abdomen suck in, her core brace, and suddenly he felt suction down there, as if her vagina had turned into a penis pump. He gritted his teeth, his tongue coated in the foul milk that spurted from her breast, and tried not to scream as he felt his cock being pulled and elongated unnaturally. She kept thrusting as this happened, and every centimeter his tender head rubbed against her walls brought forth a wave of intense tactile sensation. Soon he felt himself growing hard again, a deep ache in the base of his cock as his strained tissues once again engorged with blood.
“No…”He tried to call out, but she laughed.
“Yesssssss. You play with fire, little pig, and you will get burned.” She whispered into his ear, even her whisper hurt his ears, every syllable felt like a scalpel lancing his tympanic membrane. She was soon thrusting again, his cock now radiating a searing friction heat that brought tears to his eyes. Despite the pain, there was still that mind blowing pleasure underneath, that thrilling exhilaration of release as he once again built up and ascended the peak of climax. His build up was much quicker this time, the thrusts bringing simultaneous pain and pleasure.
This time, when he felt the first hot burst marking yet another intense release, he felt that suction return, his tip sucked hard into a narrow channel as his aching balls contracted, shooting forth the remainder of his ejaculate. This time he did scream as he thought his cock would soon be ripped from his body as the second and third pumps barely brought forth the much desired seed, his urethra almost crushed underneath the immense muscular contractions of her vaginal canal. He heard bestial, primal grunting sounds, saw the thing’s teeth come together in a snarl, and realized she too was experiencing orgasm, or whatever hellish reaction passed for orgasm in her world.
Her walls pulsated rapidly, and suddenly the suction was released, and then came again, released, hot breath being snorted against his face. Finally, as his fourth pump emptied him completely, she felt him mercifully release him, his tenderized hamburger remains of a cock flopping out against his thigh.
“Good… I expect more next time.” She said, dismounting him. She stood up on the bed, looking down at him the way someone would regard a cockroach on the floor, and simply floated up and disappeared through a wavering black hole into the ceiling, her ascent completely silent. For awhile he lay there, dazed, stunned, stupefied, aching.




Chapter 4.
When he awoke, he felt extremely hungover. His head throbbed in time with his testes, and his stomach felt filled with acidic bile. He limped to the large ornate bathroom, and projectile vomited into the white basin of the toilet. The smell that wafted up from the basin made him vomit some more, and when he finally opened his eyes to look, he recoiled. It looked like he had vomited a gallon of pus into the toilet, stinking of rotten eggs and spoiled milk. Upon first waking, he had convinced himself it was all one strange intense nightmare. The puke was one thing, but when he looked in the mirror, and raised his upper lip, he saw the small chipped portion of his front tooth that corresponded with the way he bit down on Lilith’s nipple.
“You screwed it up somehow. This isn’t right.” He said to the haggard reflection in the mirror. He dragged himself downstairs, putting on some jeans, being careful to slide the fabric over his stinging and sensitive penis, and a t-shirt to make himself somewhat presentable. Still, he elicited a shocked response from Katya, the live in maid who prepared his meals and tidied up around the house, tending to the plants and other chores. The blonde Russian lady had been with them since before Roger had died, had watched Ian grow up from a reclusive spoiled brat into a full grown repugnant replicant of his father, minus his rotund size.
“Oh my god… Mr. Goldman, are you alright? Did you catch something? Do you need me to call an—”
“No…No Katya, I’m fine… Just, hit the bottle a little too hard last night.” He croaked, and sat down heavily at the large dining room table next to the kitchen. “Can you please fix me up some bacon and a cup of coffee?” He asked, putting his head in his hands.
“Of course, Mr. Goldman. Right away.” She said, disappearing into the kitchen. He did not feel like eating, but knew he needed to get some food in him. He had a meeting with insurance adjusters today regarding some of his father’s real estate in Florida that had been damaged during the last hurricane season, as well as a thousand other mundane things he didn’t feel like dealing with. All he wanted to do was recover, and then pour back over the texts, seeing where he had screwed up, went wrong. The demon’s words implied she would make a return visit, something that simultaneously horrified and excited him. Regardless of his feelings, he needed to rectify this matter. He didn’t pay a quarter of a million dollars to fuck a horse faced demon. He paid that money to be able to see his mother from beyond the grave, to experience the love she promised him.
He took the few strips of greasy bacon and steaming coffee with him to the study, opening up Luciferian Pedagogy. He reread over the text, not spotting a single error on his part. A thought came to him as he finished the last of his bacon, a thought so horrible that it nearly caused him to throw up again. Abner the bibliophile’s voice came back to him, talking about how these were English translations, the volume he couldn’t remember exactly. “So there may be some inaccuracies in translation.” The old fart had said. What if you summoned the wrong demon? Not the one that simply takes on the shape of the person who’s DNA you provided it with… but something else entirely?
Just as he was about to turn to the coda on demoness invocations, trying to look for the passages that would cast free his bond to this entity, Katya knocked.
“Uhm, Mr. Goldman?”
“What?” he asked irritated, hating interruptions.
“Mr. Newton, your chauffeur, is downstairs waiting to take you into town for your meeting… Just thought you wanted to know.” She said. His eyes widened and he looked over at his cellphone, which he had forgotten about on the desk. It was 9:35, his meeting with the adjusters was at 10.
“Shit… Alright, thanks K.” He said, getting up and hastily going to his room to find a clean suit to throw on.
The next four hours went by in a blur as he sat through meeting after meeting with vapid old men who all claimed to be good friends of his father, all of them shaking his hand and trying to sweet talk him into this deal and that. He listened half heartedly to their conversations while his mind reeled from last night. Am I… Still a virgin? Does sex with a demoness count? Will she come back tonight? Will—
“Uh… Mr. Goldman?” Gary Woodbury said from across the table. Ian blinked, cleared his throat.
“Sorry, I uh got distracted for a moment. Run that by me again?” He said.
“Ah, no problem. Well, like I was saying, package A has higher interest rates per month, but less overhead to worry about in the long term. Package B on the other hand, and let me tell you, this is the one my clients have been loving, offers 10% down…” the man droned on. By the time the meetings were done, he couldn’t remember a single thing any of those men said to him. That was alright, he didn’t care. He just needed to be back home, to research, to make things right.
When he did finally come back to the Goldman manor, he was feeling a bit better. His crotch still ached, but the nausea and general sense of misery had lifted, and he found he had the energy to pursue his esoteric research. What he found however would soon change that.
After perusing the Luciferian Pedagogy for any and all reverse invocations, repelling spells and other cast away devices, he couldn’t find a single thing on the entity of Lilith, and how one might be gone of her presence. So, he opened The Magus instead, which had more extensive background history on the various demonic entities known throughout human history. There was a rather large chunk dedicated to “Guardians of the night”, the subset of entities that Lilith belonged too. Lilith herself was supposed to be the head succubus of a genus of female oriented creatures who thrived off the male aura. What he read at the end though made his stomach sink down to his feet.
“One important distinction between Lilith and the hierarchy of lesser demons is her lifelong bond to those that summon her. Unlike the lesser demoness, those that serve under Lord Paimon, Lilith operates within her own agency, and does not abate her summoner upon one or two collections of male essence. Lilith’s bond is eternal, and can have a harem of up to fifty male souls before she must purge them and give her collected essence to the corresponding incubi so that they may breed with human females. Reports from sixth century warlocks and fallen clergymen corroborate the fact that Lilith remains a reoccurring specter right up until the moment of death, and is often the last thing to be spoken of before death, indicating she acts as the ferrying shepherd between this life and the after. No known reversal invocations or spells waiving her bond are currently known to exist.”
“No….No…” Ian said, flipping back and forth between The Magus and The Luciferian Pedagogy, frantically trying to find contradicting information that would absolve him of his fate. But he had no such luck.
He spent the rest of that afternoon getting very drunk on the reserve stock of Glen Livet that his old man hoarded in their cellar, along with bottles of wine that cost thousands of dollars each. The man was a prodigious drinker, and seeing his father drunk and sloppy all the time had the lasting impression on Ian that alcohol, and any sort of intoxicant were useless, dumb substances that ruined people. But that night, he did not care. He sought oblivion anywhere he could get it.
Later, as he was lying in bed, the room spinning on an invisible axis, he tried to brace himself for her return. He did not realize he had fallen asleep until Katya roused him from sleep at eight AM, informing him that he had a meeting with investment bankers in an hour to discuss the investments tied to his trust fund. He had fallen asleep and awoken unmolested, and this gave him hope.




Chapter 5.
In fact, for the next three days he slept like a baby. By the end of the week, Ian had convinced himself he’d had a minor break with reality, a psychotic episode fueled by stress and lack of sleep. He’d suffered a mental breakdown in college where he thought the whole university was conspiring against him to fail, so he’d had the appropriate abnormal psychological history to support that theory. Which is why he almost screamed when he awoke Thursday night, roused from a deep sleep, to see that the ceiling of the master bedroom had turned into a quavering obsidian void. Slowly descending from it was the familiar black shape that began to materialize before his very eyes.
“No…” He breathed, and squeezed his eyes shut tight, trying to bring the blanket up over his head like he used to do as a child, but once again found he couldn’t move. He shivered as he felt the chilly aura wash over him, a thin serpent’s tongue sliding over his navel and up his throat.
“Look at me.” She hissed.
“No…” he whispered, his voice tremulous.
“Look AT ME.” She said, loud, her full volume voice was like a thousand locusts taking flight, like the screams of women who’d ruptured their vocal chords after being tortured for hours on end. It was the sound of damnation. Of evil. And it commanded obedience. He felt his eyelids opening against his will, invisible fingers prying them apart to witness the abomination before him.
She’d changed this time. Her face was slightly more human, the hair more luscious and full. She still had the long wolfish teeth rotten with tartar and plaque, but the lips that contained them were plump and human. In fact, she was starting to look like a twisted, morphed version of his mother. Her body was no longer coated in obsidian snake skin, but had the pale freckled flesh that he had fantasized caressing and rubbing for so many years. His heart skipped a few beats as he took her in, this slightly more humanized version of her aroused him immediately.
“I see you’ve recovered nicellllly.” She said, taking one of her hands, and raking the long claw like nails down his chest. They were no longer the hooked talons of an eagle, but human hands, minus the tapered serrated edges of her long nails. “Do you like what you see?” She said, forcing him to meet her egg white eyes. He could now see the filmy, milky irises faintly through the white sclera, the hint of cool blue shining through the creamy film. She was slowly morphing into the object of his desire. At this realization he became rock hard instantly. She grinned wider, and took his throbbing cock in one of her hands, careful not to cut him with her nails.
She stroked, slowly, tenderly almost, her tongue tickling him with it’s stinging saliva.
“My my, my sweet baby boy sure has grown up.” He heard his mother’s voice call out to him. He gasped, and looked around, before realizing it came from the demoness. “That’s right, my precious sweet boy.” She said again, this time her voice overlaid with a raspy, hollow undertone. For an instant he had a flash of his mother’s radiant cherubic face stretched across the pointy severe angles of Lilith’s own visage before disappearing. It didn’t matter. It was enough.
She once again straddled him like before, except this time she didn’t immediately shove him in. Instead she began to press her pelvis against the base of his cock, shoving the stiff member backward until his head was touching his navel, pointed towards his face. His member now painfully flattened against him, she began to slide her juicy lips along his shaft, and he felt a stiff, rough little nub tucked away against those folds, rubbing against him and swelling the more she glided against him.
“Oh yesssssss.” She hissed, her voice half demonic, half his mothers, and let out a lusty moan. Ian strained against her, his cock so hard now he thought he would tear his skin open like an overcooked bratwurst if he got any harder. His shaft tingled as her fluids flowed freely, lathering his rock hard manhood until he was slick and tingling. Finally, just when he thought he couldn’t take it anymore, she slid herself all the way up past his tip, allowing his cock to slide up, away from his stomach, and she lowered herself just before it sprang back to it’s full mast position, and slipped him in.
She gripped him firmly, his cock encased in a velvet glove that rippled and pulsated with every thrust. She moved slowly at first, letting him feel every inch that slid over him, her throaty moans causing a mild vibration to course through her channel as he entered deeper, deeper still. He imagined  Scarlett’s slightly chubby, pale body straddled atop him, this illusion almost complete as the red hair obscured the demon’s face and tickled his shoulders and chest and she lowered herself and began to stroke faster, harder.
“Mother…” He panted, and just speaking the word aloud caused him to throb even harder.
“Yessssss, my sweet honey.” The demon whispered in his ear, the voice now fully the one he’d grown up with. That was it. Upon hearing her name, the red hair, the voluptuous breasts that pressed against him and the firm grip of her grabbing his swollen shaft as he slammed in and out of her was the trigger.
He screamed as he bucked his hips, his fists clenching and toes curling as an explosion so intense and thick in volume he thought his very soul was exiting through his penis racked him. There was a grunt of satisfaction from the demon, and he felt her core go rigid, and he braced himself as that suction power was once again pulling his dick taught. He screamed again through gritted teeth as he pumped again, his cock straining against the vice like grip, the semen being sucked away into some unknown orifice of her body as he came. She released and clenched in time with his expulsions, making sure every drop was extracted. By the time he arrived at his quivering final contraction, she had loosened, just enough to alleviate the pressure but not enough to let him slip out. He knew she wasn’t done with him, and that was okay. Looking at the Scarlett emulate before him, he felt he could go all night.
For awhile they lay there, like lovers almost, her more-human form a comforting weight against him. He realized her body actually made indentations into the sheet this time, and wished he could put his arms around her. He realized she was becoming more substance in his realm. He wanted to kiss her badly, but remembered the sight of those yellowed fangs, and fetid breath.
“I don’t bite.” She said, once again reading his mind as she pressed her lips to his, making sure to keep her mouth closed. She was gentler tonight, easier on him, her presence more maternal than demonic. Maybe being stuck with her for life wouldn’t be such a bad thing. He’d finally have someone who would stick around. The thought warmed his heart, and he felt a small surge in his cock. She laughed.
“Oh, someone is ready for round 2 aren’t they?” She said, once again in that Scarlett sounding voice. Just hearing it was enough to get him to half mast, but he had to grit his teeth as his tender head rubbed against her walls. It was an agonizing ecstasy. She started to thrust gently, holding her body against his, her breasts pressing against him, her hair spilling over those freckled shoulders and covering his head like a cowl. He felt one of her hands go down there and she began to pleasure herself while holding up her body with the other hand.
He looked down and saw she was using one of her long nails to rake the engorged clitoral nub that was rapidly engorging between her folds. It was the same way someone would try to scratch off a scab, and he saw she was making herself bleed as she did it. He looked away, not wanting to see the reminders of what she actually was. He preferred this maternal façade instead. She began to grunt and moan, the voice of his mother barely there now. She rode him faster, his cock getting harder as he once again approached orgasm.
“Give it to me. Give it all to me, Ian.” She snarled. She once again began to pulsate powerfully, gripping him spasmodically as her walls began to quiver.
He began to moan with her, and as her contractions intensified, squeezing him hard like a silken vice, he began to scream involuntarily as the first burning pump once again forced semen through his bruised urethra. As soon as his seed hit her walls, she clenched even harder, that suction feeling returning with a vengeance. Just when he was about to go a second time, there came a commotion from the right. Lilith froze, her head whipping around as Ian heard the door to his master bedroom open.
“Mr. Goldman, are you okay? I heard—Oh my god… Oh my dear Jesus. Oh—” Katya began before the succubus sprang off of Ian and shot across the room with cobra like speed. Ian couldn’t turn his head to look, but with a horrified awe he could hear what happened. The sound of meat ripping. The sound of blood splashing upon the floor. Katya’s garbled scream as blood filled her lungs. The thumping of her feet on the carpet as she struggled to get up. That thumping eventually stopped. He could smell urine and the sharp coppery smell of blood as Katya’s fluids were released from her body.
A moment later he saw Lilith floating above him, in her true form now, the hideous wolfish one, all traces of her maternal avatar gone.
“I HATE interruptionsssssss.” She snarled. She saw the puddle of semen that had gathered in his navel when she’d lept off Ian in mid orgasm. He noticed the ejaculate was tinged pink with blood. “Look at that. Wasted seed. Horrible. Terrible. Next time, NO interruptions.” She said, lowering her face down to his and smiling. He could see strands of flesh stuck in her gums, her teeth stained red. Then she simply floated away through the obsidian void in the ceiling, as if she were never there.




Chapter 6.
He awoke in the morning thinking it was all a bad dream. Then he stared down at his scabbed cock, the white film of dried ejaculate stuck to his pubic hair. For awhile he just laid there, too afraid to get up. He no longer smelled blood or urine, but knew he could very well of gone nose blind to that while he was asleep. He counted to ten, and forced himself to get up, walking around with his eyes closed to try and get to the bathroom. His barefoot stepped in something cold and sticky. He let out a strangled cry as he opened his eyes, and saw the puddle of dark, drying blood soaking into the plush carpet. Katya’s body was half in and half out the doorway leading to the master bedroom, her swollen purple face looking right up at him with a frozen rictus of horror. Her throat had grown a second, wide red mouth just below her jawline, a ragged maw opened by diseased teeth not from this world.
He stood there, frozen, his foot still in her tacky blood. He’d always heard the phrase “deer in the headlights” and never understood how animals could freeze in dumb shock when they encountered a vehicle coming at them at high speed. He understood now. Finally, the urge to vomit broke his paralysis, and he ran to the bathroom, leaving a bloody right foot print along the way. He dry heaved, but nothing came up. The action of gagging caused a sharp pain to course through his tender testicles, and he collapsed against the toilet bowl, and began to weep. A picture of total pathetic abhorrence, laying naked on the floor with a woman’s blood coating his foot, his genitals coated in his own semen, dried spittle flecking his lips.
He felt himself on the verge of another breakdown. His world closing in around him, invisible iron bands tightening around his lungs. He began to hyperventilate, and knew a panic attack was coming on but had no power to stop it. He forced himself to get up, and get in the shower. The warm womb like environment had always helped him calm down. He stepped in, and set the water as hot as it would go. His pale flesh soon turned bright pink as he forced himself to endure the scalding stream, relishing the distraction that the pain brought him. Soon it became so steamy and sauna like in the bathroom he had to get out.
He thought he was going to be okay until he walked back outside and saw Katya’s corpse again. He needed to get out of the room, he felt the walls closing in on him. But the only way out was to step through the blood, over her body. Ian screamed and sprinted, trying to vault over the corpse and into the hallway without stepping foot in the blood. He didn’t bother to get dressed as he did this, and he ended up slipping in the blood smeared on the hardwood floor of the hallway. He fell back against Katya’s body, getting gummy blood all over his backside as he flailed wildly to get away from the corpse. In the process of the fall he’d heard her release some kind of flatulence, either a burp or a fart, he couldn’t tell, the air around him immediately filling with such an intense fetid miasma that his eyes watered.
He rolled off her, gagging uncontrollably as he did so. He crawled away on his butt, smearing more blood against the floor as he did so until finally he managed to scrabble to his feet. The hallway sprawled forty feet on either side of him, and he began to walk aimlessly, butt naked, through the huge mansion, which felt like a maze he was trapped in more than his childhood home.  His mind reeled as he struggled to process the reality of the situation. He simply couldn’t accept it. The absurdity of everything he’d done in the last two weeks finally sunk in.




Chapter 7.
Simon Jennings let out a frustrated breath as he knocked for the 5th time on the huge brass knocker. He refused to be put off any longer. Ian could ignore his calls all he wanted. He needed the spoiled little brats signature on the new trustee agreement so that his severance could be complete. Otherwise he was still technically employed to the Goldman’s, and per there agreement could not be bound to any other trustee lease until the papers were signed.
“Fuck it.” He said, and tried to open the big wooden double doors. He expected they’d be locked, but to his surprise they swung open. The vast empty foyer was dark, none of the lights were turned on. “I swear to god, you little shit, if you flew the fucking coop… I’m going to find you and kill you myself.” He muttered as he brought out his phone, using it as an impromptu flashlight. If Ian was here he knew where to find him. He immediately headed up the spiraling stairs, going to his left, where he knew the master bedroom was. He paused ten feet from the doorway, the almost physical wave of rotten flesh stopping him in his tracks.
“What the hell…” He said as he slowly approached the legs that sprawled out from the doorway of the master bedroom. The feet were swollen and black, flies buzzing around the blackened crust of blood. He put a hand to his mouth and forced himself to illuminate the rest of the corpse. He barely recognized Katya, her bloated blackened face staring up at the ceiling. He then turned and saw the foot prints leading from the corpse down the hall. “Ian? What the fuck is going on around here?” He said, wishing he’d brought a gun. He knew that little bastard would turn out crazy just like his mother did. He walked past Katya and followed the foot prints.
Eventually he came to Roger’s old office, where he’d had so many good times before the old man succumbed to his vices, smoking Cubans and drinking single malt with Roger while hookers sucked them off. Talks of making lots of money and acting as if they owned the world. He pushed open the large oak door and recoiled.
“Jesus fucking Christ!” He yelled, startled at the sight before him. Then he forced himself to enter, pulling out a handkerchief and covering his nose with it. The smell was even worse in here.
Before him was Ian Goldman, heir to the Roger Goldman estate. He sat completely naked in his father’s large leather chair, his head cocked to one side from the force of the blast. In one hand was his father’s golden monogrammed .357 magnum. In the other was his shriveled cock. One side of his head mushroomed outwards, and a casserole of brains, skull and hair painted the floor in a crusty geyser ten feet from the chair. His milky eyes were staring up at the portrait of his mother. Jennings let out a laugh of disbelief.
“Jesus Christ. Well son, you just made my job much easier. Thank you.” He said, and picked up the half empty bottle of Glen Livet that the young man no doubt drank from before blowing his brains out. He took a very long swig, not perturbed at all that he was drinking a dead man’s drink. He was alive and the crooked, possibly incestuous family he was forced to work with for over twenty years was now done. He whipped out his cock, and made good on a promise he’d made the last time he spoke to Ian. He found one of their family portraits, took it down, and proceeded to urinate all over it, humming a merry tune while he did so.




Part 4. Lilith’s Return




Chapter 1.
“O Lilith, O guardian of the night, may her light be diminished, may she come fed. May she be satisfied before entering my stead.” Came the high pitched, almost feminine voice of Preston Jennings as he repeated the dimming spell of Lilith’s Invocation, which was to be repeated three more times, at the corner of each bed. It was a nightly ritual he’d had to perform for the last year. It was the ritual that saved his life. Except that wasn’t exactly correct. It didn’t save his life, only prolonging the inevitable death. It weakened his symbiote to the point where her ravenous appetite for his seed would be diminished to sustainable levels.
He went to bed naked, with a towel under the spot where he laid. Despite his obscene wealth, the sheets that adorned his bed were the cheap variety, because there was no point in getting silk or thousand threat count. He soiled himself every night now. He had to explain to his house keeper that he’d developed some kind of strange disease that weakened the muscles of his urethra, causing these reoccurring nocturnal emissions. It was the most embarrassing lie he’d ever told, but he was sure if he spoke the truth, then his parents would have him locked up in an insane asylum.
He winced as his dry, chaffed skin touched the course linens, easing himself into the bed and lying prone. He repeated the dimming spell one more time before reaching over to his night stand to turn out the light. On it sat The Luciferian Pedagogy, a book he’d come into owning by attending the estate sale of the Goldman family. All of their possessions had been auctioned off when the last surviving heir, Ian Goldman, committed suicide and left no will for his belongings. Preston’s father, Xavier Jennings, was good friends with Roger Goldman, Ian’s father and patriarchy to the wealth of that family. The man figured it was only suitable that wealth acquires the ashes of previous wealth.
He glared at the book hatefully as he turned out the light, always feeling a slight tinge of shame for the utter recklessness in which he’d used the material and knowledge contained within those passages. He had no idea Ian was also a connoisseur of the occult, but they’d only met once, at Ian’s 18th birthday party. They’d been encouraged to hang out and spend time together, but the Goldman boy was incredibly weird and awkward. After seeing what Ian had gotten into however, he understood why the young man had ended his life. He was aware he would soon be Lilith’s next victim if he didn’t find a way to break her attachment to him. Until then he would simply enjoy what he originally summoned her for, the sex.
The mixture of bourbon and sleep medication ensured he was out quick despite his anxiety. At some point the ceiling began to shimmer as the portal began to open and ripple like a mirage. His heartbeat quickened as he saw her form materialize. It always happened the same way. It was like someone would pour black liquid into a clear glass container shaped like a human woman. Once the container was full, she materialized fully with a brilliant flash. Her form had evolved since they’d first met that fateful night last year. At first, she looked almost identical to Scarlett Goldman, and the implications of that sickened Preston, even if the woman’s avatar was incredibly beautiful.
Eventually however she began to morph into her own being. Red curly hair soon turned to a luscious black that flowed past her shoulders like ink. Her breasts swelled pleasantly yet remained impossibly high and tight. A frame that was once an hour glass figure had filled out considerably during their time together. He understood she was fattening up on his essence, which he certainly had a lot of…used to have a lot of, that is. She floated down to him, hair flowing past her shoulders and tickling his chest as she lowered herself.
“Hello Preston.” She said, her voice, though spoken at a whisper, had a lancing effect to his ears. But he was used to it by now, and let himself relax as cool thighs pressed against his pelvis. His cock throbbed to life, pressing up against her moist folds. She giggled, a sound both sweet and horrifying. She pressed against him, the tip of his cock now penetrating the silken folds. She did not slide him in the rest of the way, however, not yet. Although the spell had tampered down her feral virility, it did not inhibit her wicked sense of humor, and the fact that he too could deliver pleasure to her meant she liked to toy with him. It turned her on, teasing him like a cat pawing at a mouse before delivering the death strike.
Her long serpentine tongue uncoiled from her mouth, dripping a saliva that simultaneously burned and numbed his skin. She traced his cracked, blistered lips with the tip, before enfolding him in her arms like a lover, kissing his stubbled neck as she did so. Long claws like nails gently raked his back, causing his body to break out in goosebumps. She then proceeded to slide her cool body up his, until her crotch was next to his chin.
“You know the deal, Preston. Do your tongue work, and I shall give you control of your body.” She said. He understood very well, nodding his head slightly, for that was all he could manage. “Good boy.” She hissed, and scooted her self up to where her pussy rested on his lips, her cool thighs pressing in on the sides of his head like a fleshy helmet. He stuck his tongue out, the tip parting the folds which at first tasted bitter and stung his mouth like acid, before quickly turning to a sweet, numbing nectar. She let out a low rumbling moan like a tiger purring as his tip found the stiff little bud of her. It engorged at his touch, and he began to rub the tip of his tongue in tight circles around the rapidly swelling organ of her clitoris.
The thighs increased their pressure as she squeezed his head. She began to thrust in a rhythm that accentuated his tongue movements, moving faster and faster, his tongue growing raw and blistering until she shuttered, and the bitter fluid that erupted from her filled his mouth.
“Swallow.” She said. He grimaced, and did so, knowing the acidic ejaculate from Lilith would wreak havoc on his body later on. By the time she had finished her orgasm, she moved back down to her original position. As he gasped for breath, she proceeded to put her arms back around him, and brought him up, cradling him like a baby. “Arise.” She said into his ear, and suddenly he had control of his limbs. He raised his arms, wrapping them around the lean, muscular body, putting one nipple to his mouth and sucking hard. He didn’t move with the grace of speed like he used to, before Lilith’s constant ministrations wore him down, but he could still throw a move around occasionally.
Holding onto her, he spun them around in a quick movement, and Preston found himself on top of the demoness, she on her back in the missionary position. She quickly wrapped her strong legs around him, and with one flex of her thighs had shoved him in. He gasped as he entered the nearly scalding hot cavern, which was so unlike the rest of her icy cool body. After a moment where he had to regain his composure, he began to thrust. His cock was gripped by the velvet glove of her channel, tightening and convulsing as he used his thumb to stroke the tip of her clitoris as he thrusted.
She began to grip him hard with her legs, shoving him deeper and causing him to thrust harder as she made him slam into her over and over. He began to feel her grow increasingly wet down there as she yet again approached orgasm, or whatever passed for orgasm with her species, and he too felt himself building to an epic climax. His cock stiffened until it was rock hard, and she grinned, exposing needle teeth. He faltered just for a moment, as those teeth were a sign she was transforming into her fully demonic self. The spell was supposed to prevent that from happening.
He ignored this, focused on the task at hand. He stroked and thrusted even faster, felt her thigh muscles quiver and her clawed hands tear holes into his sheets. Finally, he let out a cry as the first eruption took him. Lilith grabbed hold of him and squeezed with her whole body, and he hung onto her for dear life as she milked him, flexing her walls in time with his contractions, a mild sensation of suction going on down below as she took in his seed, collecting it for whatever nefarious purposes she used it for.
After his 5th pump, in which nothing more than a dribble came from him, he collapsed against her, still inside of her, shrinking but not exiting. She held him, gently stroking his hair, whispering his name until his ears bled. He tried to get up, but she whispered “stay” and he was once again in the throes of sleep paralysis. She rolled him over like a child taking care of an invalid parent, letting him exit from her. As he lay prone on his back, he saw where her skin began to take on the obsidian black sheen of her demon vessel.
“You thought you could control me with those silly spells.” She said, and he felt his blood freeze in his veins. How had she known he had used the spells on her? They were supposed to be unaware of your goings on outside of the bedroom, for she was supposed to be in another dimension until he had entered sleep, whereupon she was granted access into his dimension via the Delta waves he emitted in deep sleep. But Lilith was no mere lower demon. She was never meant to be summoned by the lowly men seeking interdimensional concubines. He should of known. “Don’t worry Preston, I will take good care of you. There is no need to try these scripts of mortal tongue on me. That will only infuriate me.” She said, and lowered her head very close to his. She nicked his earlobe with her teeth, taking out a chunk of flesh. “You don’t want to make me mad, Preston. You very much do not want that.” She said, lapping at his wound with her tongue, the acidic saliva burning intensely.
He’d been associating pain with orgasm for so long with her that the burning flesh of his ear caused his aching cock to give a small throb. She knelt down next to his crotch, and began to tickle the semi flaccid penis with her tongue. She used the fork tip to penetrate the meatus, and he whimpered through gritted teeth as the thin tongue went down his urethra, deeper, deeper, until she was past his base, going deep into his inner workings. She carefully stroked his cock with her other hand, making sure not to injure the organ she so much sought after.
He felt a bone deep pulsing sensation somewhere in his loins, and knew she must of gotten to his prostate somehow. She did this when he wasn’t producing enough for her to be satisfied with. His cock gave one intense contraction before rapidly swelling to it’s full rigidity again. Lilith gave one more twist of her tongue, causing another deep contraction that he could feel make his balls swell. He twitched and trembled involuntarily as her tongue receded back into her mouth, causing a small jet of pink tinged ejaculate to erupt from his tip. She grabbed his cock, hard grip cutting off the impending eruption, and with a cobra like quickness had straddled him again, shoving him back inside of her.
He let out two painful spurts as soon as he was inside, his sensitive tip screaming with pleasure and agony as she began to ride him. There was no slow preamble this time. She began to buck and thrust like a bull in heat, her clawed hands digging into his arms as she gripped them for support. His climax was fast approaching, his balls aching as the muscles responsible for contraction and release strained to keep up.
“Yes, give it to me, give it all to me mortal pig.” She hissed. “Think you can control me.” She said, and threw her head back in laughter as he came. Every spurt brought with it a deep agony from his bruised urethra, but an intense mind blowing pleasure from the way her walls hugged and rubbed over his inflamed tip. It was a dichotomy that he was slowly becoming addicted too.
By the time he’d emptied himself of his second load, she withdrew from him, sensing his uselessness now. She regarded him with eyes that had gone a milky white, in which he could see his own distorted, horrible reflection. A face that was once masculine and contained a strong jaw line and thick luxurious hair that women fawned over had now been transformed into a pale, sunken eyed golem, a husk of the athletic virile man he once was.
“Remember, no more spells.” She warned, before floating away through the ether.
He awoke at seven AM that morning, his lower half feeling like he’d tried to fuck a wrecking ball. His phone chirped a notification that he’d gotten an email. His head throbbing, stomach in queasy knots and balls aching severely, he opened the phone and suddenly all the peripheral pain he’d been experiencing faded away. It was an email from RMantell71. The man he’d been trying to get in contact with for the past six months. He’d finally responded. Brimming with a restored hope, Preston forced himself out of bed and began the tedious task of cleaning himself. The days after Lilith’s visitations were filled with obsessive cleaning.
He already had a compulsive disorder about his hygiene, and the succubus’s grand defilements and all her fluids on him and in him drove him into a nearly psychotic cleaning frensy. He vomited twice while he was in the shower, one of his teeth clanking against the tile floor and washing down the drain hole. It was only after his groin and surrounding regions been scrubbed raw, and his teeth brushed four different times did he feel ready to face the day. As he stood looking out of his high rise Manhattan apartment, he made a call to the private charter service his family were members of. He arranged for a driver to meet him at Tulsa international airport. It looked like his potential salvation may lie in Oklahoma, of all places.




Chapter 2.
Preston almost couldn’t contain his excitement as his chauffer parked on the street just outside the ex-cultist’s house. He got out, bemused by the scene of rural Americana he was greeted with. They were on a gravel backroad, somewhere in the middle of Oklahoma, with rolling hills of wheat stretched out before him on one side. A combine chewed through one of the fields in the distance. Behind him was a fenced in pasture where plump cows grazed lazily. He got out just in time to see a large bull push out a forearm sized turd ten feet from where he stood.
“Jesus.” He said, recoiling at the site. He walked over to the driver side window. It rolled down, and the lined face of Mr. Perkins loomed up at him from the driver’s seat. “It might be awhile, but keep the car running and the A/C on.” He said.
“Yes sir Mister Jennings.” He croaked, and proceeded to unravel a newspaper. Preston scoffed as he walked down the gravel drive way towards where the rustic little farm house loomed. It’s the fucking 21st century, who the hell still reads an actual newspaper? He wondered as his Gucci loafers took on a coating of rock dust. Cow shit was redolent in the air, the heat and humidity not helping in that matter. Preston told himself if this Rick Mantell character was bull shitting him about having the personal collection of Theron Mobley, infamous cult leader and ex-CIA spook, and a certain sought after volume that Preston was looking for specifically, he’d murder the lying hillbilly and feed the corpse to his pigs. He didn’t see any pigs around, just cows, but where there was cows, there was pigs. In places like this, there was always fucking pigs.
He walked past a scabrous old truck that looked like it saw it’s prime back when Perkins was a strapping young lad. Despite the fact he felt like he’d entered a time machine back to the great depression, he had his hopes up. Everything the man said checked out. It was verified that he used to be in Mobley’s cult, had lived in the town of Dupo where the cult operated, and was listed as the sole inheritor on Mobley’s will. If what the man said was true, he’d be the last living survivor of Theron’s insane cult, called Sector 5. All of the members had supposedly died in some kind of mass suicide ritual, but there was some controversy about the authenticity of that claim. Preston had heard the conspiracy theories, had looked up the missing people who disappeared while trying to explore the cultists property. He didn’t really give a shit either way, he just knew Theron was rumored to have some very rare occult tomes on spell magic and sex magic.
He was going to knock on the screened in door when the shadow of a huge man filled the doorway. Preston took a step back, alarmed at the bulbous mass that was nearly as wide as the doorway itself. A moment later a middle aged man who was at least seven feet tall and Preston guessed to be in the realm of 500lbs answered his summons.
“Howdy! I heard your car pull up.” He said in a typical rural drawl. He had on sweat stained suspenders and nothing else apparently. Preston tried very hard to keep his composure, he was fastidious to the point of obsession about his hygiene and cleanliness. In his mind he saw morbidly obese people like Rick Mantell as filthy, because of all those folds and excess skin that could not possibly be washed and kept clean all day. Judging by the man’s intense body odor hygiene was not high on his priority list.
“Are you… Rick Mantell? The man I spoke to on the phone?” Preston asked, trying to be polite and hide his utter revulsion. Rick grinned, exposing a mouth that was more gum than teeth. He nodded jovially.
“Yessir! I know I look a bit different than the photos. I used to have dreadlocks, can you believe that? Those were awhile ago… and well, I been through a lot. Some people turned to booze and drugs. I turned to food and farming. Although I still like myself a drink every once awhile. Prolly don’t help matters.” He said, and that’s when Preston saw the sweating can of Budweiser in the man’s hand. The other was outstretched in a greeting, a calloused, plump dirt covered appendage that Preston forced himself to shake.
“I…I see. Um, well, yes, do you have it? The third revised law of ritual magic?” He asked, his voice shaky with anticipation.
“Yessir I do. Bunch of other stuff of Theron’s as well. Personally I don’t wanna have it, but I don’t really know what else to do with it except put it online and—”
“Yes right, can you present it? I’d very much like to see it, confirm it’s authenticity.” Preston said anxiously. Rick nodded, took a lumbering step back and beckoned him inside the filthy house.
“Come on in, have a beer! I’ll go get it.” The big man said. The thought of it made Preston’s thin frame shiver with revulsion.
“Uh, sorry to be rude sir but I really must be going. I have a plane to catch. If you could just bring it out in the sun light where I can get a good look at it please.” Preston called through the door way. A cat had sauntered it’s way out from underneath the porch at the sound of their voices. It walked over to Preston, trying to rub on his freshly pressed slacks. He was deathly allergic to cats, and just seeing the matted fur of it’s coat was making his eyes water. He was about ten seconds away from high tailing it back to the car. He shoved the cat away with one loafer, making a sound of disgust as he did so.
He heard the big man’s slow approach and wanted to scream for him to hurry, but instead used his last shred of will power to remain calm. If this was the authentic version of the law of ritual magic, his life would soon see a big improvement. If he could finally be purged of Lilith’s presence, he could go back to living some semblance of a normal life again, get his health back on track, perhaps even entertain the idea of getting a real human mate before he died. He played with fire and very much got burnt. He was willing to accept that now, and prayed that the man had the real thing.
Rick reappeared a moment later, a red book sealed in a plastic bag in his hands. Preston couldn’t help but seize it from the man’s grimy grip. Emblazoned on the red leather bound cover was THE THIRD REVISED LAW OF RITUAL AND CHAOS MAGICKA. Underneath it were the authors, A. CROWLEY, M. BROWARD, ET AL. With trembling hands, Preston opened the bag, taking the book out and cracking the cover of the thick tome, finger searching for a publication date. The pages were yellowed and stiff, a good sign. An authentic copy would have been printed in 1927. All the copies after that were printed for mass market purposes and had been edited severely for public consumption. According to Preston’s research, only 50 of the pre ‘27copies were ever printed.
“Oh thank Christ.” He said under his breath as he saw the publication date. It was in his hands now. The only other book he knew of in existence with authenticated, verified summoning spells for succubi and other night guardians. He put the book back in the bag, and proceeded to pull out the check he had folded away in his shirt pocket. “How much do you want for it?” He asked, his voice trembling. The man gave him a strange look.
“And what’s a fella like yourself want with a book like that? It’s full of hogwash you know. If Theron bought into it it was hogwash. I know that now. I don’t want there being another Theron. Some psycho trying to use witch craft for evil things. It’s unholy and I repent every day for the reckless decisions I made back when I was with sector 5.” He said with some consternation.
“I need it for…research purposes… I’m an…academic. Anthropologist actually. This is a very rare text, and the university I work for would very much like to be in possession of it, for historical preservation.” Preston said, the lie coming easily to him. He was the farthest thing from an academic, but this big galoot didn’t know that. “How does four thousand sound?” He asked before the man could reply. Bushy eyebrows were raised at this price.
“Four thousand dollars? For that?” He asked in amazement. Preston honestly couldn’t tell if the incredulity came from how high or how low the price was. Trying to appraise such an obscure text if a copy wasn’t in the hands of historians or university libraries was impossible.
“…Yes.” Preston said with some hesitation. “I mean… I’d be willing to haggle with you.” He added after a moment.
“Four thousand. My god. There’s so much I could do with that.” Rick said, and stared off into the sky contemplatively, Preston assuming he was imagining all the Budweiser and fast food he could buy with that lump sum.
“So what do you say? We have a deal?” Preston asked impatiently as Rick took on the vacuous stare of his bovine neighbors, contemplating his new found wealth.
“I mean… Shoot yeah, I could sure as hell use the money. Thank you mister. Thank you so much.” He said, watching with wide eyed glee as Preston handed the check over with one of his monogrammed pens.
“Excellent. Just fill out the amount and cash it when you’re ready, I already signed it. Keep the pen.” Preston said quickly, backpedaling towards the limo. “I’ll trust you fill in the amount we agreed upon. Otherwise I will end you.” He said casually as he sauntered over to the limo, leaving the big man to stare stupidly at the blank check.




Chapter 3.
Preston walked through the front door of his apartment. He’d gone to get groceries from the corner market down the street, and also met up with his old weed dealer from college to buy a few grams of mescaline.
“Shit man, you sure you don’t just want some boomers or acid? Fuckin no one fucks with mescaline no more. That’s like a grandpa drug.” Sid the sidewalk dealer told him. Preston insisted it had to be mescaline. He would follow all the rules in the book to a T. He would not make the same mistake Ian did. Once inside, he set aside his normal groceries and took out the notebook he bought, and the ten candles. Timing was very important for this, so he watched the clock with a more obsessive fervor than he usually did. It pained him to make a mess of his normally spotless apartment, but the summoning spell required he make the ten pointed star of Nyp’eth via salt.
Before doing that however, he took out the old fashioned calligrapher’s pen he bought from the art store in midtown. The sight of blood always made him squeamish, so he did not look forward to the most crucial step of the ritual, which involved writing out his wishes for the demoness he would summon, using his blood for ink. But he would do it, even if he had to down a half bottle of Johnny Walker to accomplish it. Once he had all the supplies set out on the table, he proceeded to take a long, hot shower to pass the time. He’d already taken two since this morning, his skin dry and chaffed, but he was nervous, and the repeated showers were one of his most comforting rituals.
He came out of the steaming bathroom and saw it was eight in the evening. If he wanted everything to go right, he would have to eat the mescaline now, so he could peak at midnight, performing the ritual as instructed, with his third eye completely open. He went into the kitchen, where he began to grind up the dried green cacti buttons in a mortar and pastel until they were a fine powder. He mixed this with some orange juice, the taste of the OJ making it more palatable to get down, as well as the acid in the juice helping to potentiate his dose. He’d learned that trick in college, back when he’d unwind from a successful basketball season and quite liked the euphoric, child like wonder that mushrooms instilled.
After choking down the mixture, he prepared a small snifter of whiskey, which he forced himself to sip on instead of gulp down. He didn’t want to get drunk, that might interfere with whatever neurochemical actions the hallucinogens were supposed to alter. Just enough to steady his nerves and prevent a panic attack from happening before he even began to trip. The glass in one hand, the handle of salt in the other, he began to pour out a large circle on the hardwood floor of his living room, scooting the couch and coffee table out of the way to do so. He walked over and consulted the thick book, which was sitting splayed open on the kitchen counter.
The symbol he was instructed to make was like the typical satanic pentagram you saw tattooed on goth kids, but this one had a few more extra lines and points to it. Once he had the design burned into his mind, he carefully poured the salt out until it roughly resembled the “Star of Nyp’eth” as it was called in the book. Then he took the candles, each in their own little jars, and set them at each point of Nyp’eth’s star. He would wait until just before midnight to light them. Once he had all the preparations in place, he turned to the kitchen knife and the ink basin.
He paused with the knife point in his palm, hands trembling. He had ingested the hallucinogen some twenty minutes ago and could already feel a subtle come up begin to work it’s way through him. He had to get this part over with now or soon he’d be too out of it to do so carefully. He closed his eyes, and sunk the sharp tip right into the middle of his palm, jerking it a few centimeters forward to slice deep enough for a good flow, but not deep enough for an artery or muscle to be nicked. He hissed with pain and had to drop the knife and grab the counter as he got light headed, thinking he might pass out. But he commanded a grip on himself, and placed his palm over the ink well, where the pooled blood spilled out.
He kept his head turned away, knowing the sight of it would make him vomit or pass out for sure. He instead counted mentally to twenty, and then grabbed the clean dish towel sitting next to the basin, making a fist around it to staunch the flow. He looked and saw the blood had overflowed from the little basin, and felt his gorge and all that acidic cacti sludge rise with it. He took a huge, painful gulp however, fighting his gorge tooth and claw, and blinked rapidly. You can do this, he told himself. 
He took the pen with his right hand, forcing himself to steady the arm before dipping the ornate pen in the crimson ink. He had torn a piece of plain white paper from the notebook before cutting his palm, and very carefully scrawled his message on there. He wrote each letter slowly, methodically, putting all his concentration into it. His arm began to feel much longer than it normally did, and he feared messing up the note in his inebriated state. But after some ten minutes, the message was written, the summons in his blood.
He looked at the clock, and was shocked to see two hours had went by. It was 10:30. The witching hour grew near. He got up to walk over to the circle of salt he’d made, bringing the lighter and the letter with him. He sat down Indian legged, disturbing as little of the salt as possible. His body began to feel off kilter, like the floor was tilted slightly. He stared at the big ornate clock in his living room. His father had gotten him that clock. His father, who was the infamous oil Barron Robert Jennings, would have a stroke if he knew about Preston’s dabblings in the occult. He began to giggle as he thought of what he’d say to his dad right now.
Hey ol pops, guess what I’m doing right now? Sitting in my high rise suite on 53rd street, trying to summon a succubus, in order to piss off another succubus and get her to leave me alone. Or have them fight to the death. I’m pinning these two girls against each other, isn’t that some shit? The reality of his situation hit home then, and the laughing turned into nearly hysterical cackling that sounded like the baying of a deranged mad man. His mind was trying to wrap itself around what his life had become. From a once promising college athlete on ride with a full scholarship to resting completely on his father’s laurels and taken instead to a life of boozing and whoring, which in turn led him to that goddamn book which got him here in the first place.
He thought of Lilith, and the physical transformation she had caused. His teeth were now rotted and decaying inside of his mouth due to her fluids he ingested. His hair began to thin and his muscles erode away as he ejaculated roughly ten times a night. He was unable to replenish the large amounts of zinc and other crucial minerals that were excreted in male ejaculate at such a high number, because his stomach was constantly in a roiled state due to the foul curd milk that he sucked from her breast like a helpless babe in feeding. He experienced torsion in both testicles from all the repeated orgasms and contractions. His body was falling apart from the inside out.
“You were so fucking naïve.” He said to the empty apartment as he remembered being a young bear of a man in college, getting his pick of the swim team co-eds and thinking he could go all night, even though he usually tapped out after his second or third round. He’d never been truly pushed to his limit, until Lilith came along. Despite all the physical ailments her visits manifested, he had a feeling he would miss her nightly visits, long after she was gone, if she left. She could be sweet when she wanted to be, when the spells were doing their work. She understood he had limits, but simply could not control herself, which in itself turned Preston on. To be so driven by sex, for that to be your very existence. He wished he were man enough to satisfy her, to endure her worship of his seed. No other mortal woman would ever be so sex starved for him and only him. In a way, their relationship was cruelly ironic.
He flinched, snapped out of his increasingly rambling inner monologue by the tolling of the living room clock, which dinged out the first ten seconds of Chopin’s “Nocturne number nine”. The bells, which he’d heard so many times before and grown indifferent too, sounded so heart breaking and beautiful that for a moment the somber melody rendered him frozen. He longed to hear it again, but remembered why he was tripping in the first place, why he was sitting completely naked in the middle of a fancy salt pentagram. Using a book of matches he kept within peripheral reach of the diagram, he quickly lit each of the ten candles around him, trying not to be mesmerized by the dancing flames, who’s flickering auras spat out ethereal tracers that swam around his apartment like forest spirits.
Once all the candles were lit, he opened up the piece of paper he kept folded up, his blood ink smeared slightly, and read the commandment aloud.
“I command the presence of the one known as Nyp’eth. I seek the permission of her queen, Naamah, for use of this demoness as a concubine. I command the presence of Nyp’eth for the use of her vessel for donation of seed, to seek pleasures of the flesh. I wish for her physical manifestation so that she may take my donation for the creation of the cambions, those which you seek to birth in our world. Please accept my offer. Please, accept my offer.” Preston said, his own voice sounding strange and insect like to his ears. Then he folded the letter back up, and proceeded to touch one corner of the paper to the candle closest to his left. Flame licked up the paper as he quickly touched it to the second, and so on and so forth until the paper was engulfed in flame.
He held onto it for as long as he could, until he dropped the smoldering blacked paper in the pile of salt. The smell of burnt salt and blood stung his nostrils, and he once again had to swallow his gorge down. He continued sitting in the circle, slack jawed and glazed of eyes as he watched the flames dance around hypnotically. A distant, far away part of him knew he’d lost his mind. Here he was, sitting naked in his living room on a heroic dose of mescaline, trying to summon a lesser demon, for the sole purpose of testing the esoteric loophole of a succubus abandoning her charge for a breach of contract. It is well documented in all the occult texts he’d read that succubi do not tolerate infidelity, which Preston found ironic because most succubi were known to have a harem of men they harvested semen from.
His plan was that Nyp’eth would come, they would do their sexual dance, and once Lilith, the big dog of this subgroup of demoness, abandoned him, he could use his knowledge of banishing spells to be rid of Nyp’eth, who was noticeably lower on the food chain than Lilith. As the climax of the peyote began to take it’s hold, he felt the room take on several gravities. He felt like he was trapped in one of those hermetically sealed vaults where such books as the Luciferian Pedagogy sat, in oxygen deprived vacuums. He tried to stand and rise from his salt diagram, but he saw that the small tendrils of flame had stretched out, and he was enclosed within a cage made of fire. The ten arcs of fire radiated brilliantly, and as he looked around, he saw the dimensions of the room began to change.
His circle grew larger, or he shrank, he couldn’t tell which one, until the border of Nyp’eth’s star was wide enough for him to lie prone on and still be enclosed. He saw the big bay window overlooking Manhattan ripple as if it were the translucent surface of a lake, and from it the indentation of a person was shaped through the ripples. Soon the shape clarified into the silhouette of a woman with very large breasts. This transparent specter floated across the living room, a tendril of the window sticking with it as if it were not tempered glass but the very fabric of space time itself. As she crossed through the pillars of fire created by the candles, her features took on a solid form as she fully entered his dimension.




Chapter 4.
Her skin was the purest white he’d ever seen. Her whole body was one shade of light alabaster, save for the ram horns that protruded grotesquely from her head. Those looked to be made of obsidian, a shining black that almost hurt the eyes in contrast to her body. Her breasts did not feature nipples, but instead were smooth milky globes that hung impressively from her chest. As her full body entered the cage with him, Preston saw her long legs spread apart as she floated two inches off the ground in front of him. He saw a hairless cleft, already slick and dripping, as if she were in a state of perpetual sexual arousal. A small protrusion that he realized in his delirium was a massive, overgrown clitoris throbbed in time with her heartbeat.
The eyes were similar to that of Lilith’s, glazed over with a white cataract-like film. They pinned him to the spot, her long face a study of starvation and desperation. Except it was not food she hungered for. She looked down at his cock, and he immediately felt a tingling there, his member, still sore from Lilith’s most recent ministrations, throbbed to life. He thought he would be in agony from another erection, but it seemed this entity was the antithesis of Lilith when it came to her effect on the human body. She floated down to him, gently lowering herself upon him. She pressed her warm, silken body against his, and at the contact of her skin he felt his whole body relax, become motionless.
His breathing and heartbeat softened as her thighs nestled against him, her flesh a comforting warm blanket against his body. She was so tender compared to Lilith, the way she began to slide her slick warm lips up and down his shaft. Her excretions did not burn and numb like Lilith’s did, but rather soothed and replenished. She moaned as the engorged member of her sex rubbed against him, a warm pearl that nestled against the base of his cock as she rubbed up and down slowly, thoroughly coating his cock in the sweet nectar she dripped. He wondered if he were to taste her down there, if she were to be sweet and tangy, where Lilith was bitter and acidic.
He felt something smack against his legs as she continued these slow motions, and he looked past her shoulder to see that a long tale with a flared tip flailed about similar to the way a cat’s does when you scratch it’s ears. He thought the tip, which was pink and veiny in contrast to it’s long white shaft, uncannily resembled a human penis. Although he had no homosexual desires he was aware of, the thought of that long flexibly member pushing against his prostate made him harder than he already was, if that was possible.
He made an attempt to get up, thinking he would be paralyzed like in Lilith’s presence, but he was surprised to find he could move. But not just move, he was no longer on the ground, but floating just a few inches above it. The sensation was exhilarating. Using his hands, he caressed the velvet like flesh, tracing her smooth thighs and hips, outlining the swell of her breasts. She grabbed his hands, clasping their fingers together like lovers would, blessedly normal fingers that were not prodigious claws. They slowly rotated in the air, her long black hair flitting and falling over his shoulders as they turned, until he was the one on top.
He took his cock, and began to rub his own sensitive engorged tip against Nyp’eth’s clitoris which was almost the size of his thumb. First he rubbed in slow circles, loving the way her fluid coated and soothed his once aching tip. Now he felt as if he hadn’t been laid in weeks, like he was once again the testosterone fueled steroid pumped athlete who had once fucked four women on the varsity tennis team in one night. Her tail quivered between his legs, and her whole body trembled as he did this.
Soon he couldn’t take it any longer however, and moved his tip all the way down her bulbous organ, parting the folds below it, and slid himself inside. For a moment they both shuddered, Preston gasping at the sensations he was experiencing. He didn’t know if it was the mescaline, or her particular species of demon, or what, but his member felt like it had just entered nirvana itself. The softest walls he could ever imagined grasped him firmly but gently, so unlike Lilith’s iron fisted canal that not so much coaxed him as throttled him.
She grasped his shoulder and he helped her up, until she had her arms and legs wrapped around him, beckoning him as deep as he would go. She held him tightly, pressing her engorged pearl against him as he thrusted, and she let out a whimper that was simply angelic, her voice as soft as angel hair. It was harmonious beauty to his ears, which were so used to Lilith’s grating rasp. He began to pick up a rhythm, assisted by the fluid movement of her legs. They moved in perfect harmony, every motion of her body meant to progress the act of sex along. He returned her tight grasp, kissing her neck and tasting perspiration the flavor of some unknown fruit, sweet and nectary.
He went up to kiss her mouth, and soft plump lips met his. A long tongue entered his mouth, and he danced around it, feeling profoundly connected to her as both ends were now sealed with contact. His thrusts increased tempo, and she moaned, the vibration of her voice causing his whole body to vibrate as if the sound of her voice could destabilize atoms at a molecular level. Suddenly he felt the tip of the tale pressed firmly against the base of his balls, applying a gently pulsing pressure there, the slick warm liquid that spirted from it’s tip coating his sack in a cooling salve that also tingled.
He felt her clitoris began to swell even bigger, and he ground his pelvis against her as he thrusted. He felt the climax rocketing towards him, the build up causing his cock to strain against it’s own flesh as he slammed into her. Her grip on his member increased, slowly and firmly, but not hard enough to hurt, just enough to increase the sweet slick friction as her velvet interior closed around him like a glove. She began to cry out, her walls pulsating and the clitoris noticeably pulsing as her own demonic orgasm came upon her.
The tip of her tail shot forth a hot fluid that coated his balls and shaft, initiating the climax that he had been at the very tip of crossing over into. Her nails sunk into his back as the first epic spurt shot forth from him. The expulsion was so intense, so powerful he thought his very soul was exiting through his testes. He thrusted again, a shuddering, soft attempt at a thrust as every inch he slid against her brought with it a mind blowing tingling ecstasy. A second and third pump came in quick succinct bursts a moment later, and he felt her walls quivering and pulsating, maneuvering the sperm deeper in her womb.
“Deeper, harder.” She purred, it was the first words he’d heard her spoken since coming inside the ring of fire. He obeyed, and grunted with effort as he slammed as hard as he could into her, the fourth burst a bone deep contraction that was aided by the probing tale, which pressed against his prostate, facilitating the drainage. There came a fifth, final sputtering dribble, which in Preston’s third eye he could see was being sucked along with the large puddle of semen he’d just deposited into a pink velvet channel, the white fluid draining into some chamber deeper within the demon’s body. He didn’t want to see this image, but he was forced to visualize it, to see that his copulation had an insidious purpose to it, that she was not just summoned for his pleasure alone.
Time seemed to suspend as they floated there, holding each other, she gently grasping his shrinking manhood, doing as Lilith had, preventing him from decoupling until she was filled to satisfaction. That was alright with him, for Preston felt confident he could give her everything she wanted. The combination of her healing properties and the hallucinogens he’d ingested made him feel more than human, his physical body untethered from the constraints of his dimension. She decided however not to wait on him to recharge, as the slicked tip of her tale went from the base of his balls back further, probing between his cheeks until it pressed against the tight rim of his asshole.
There was a spurt of lubrication from the tip, coating his anus and allowing it to slip in. He gasped as what felt like a thick eel entered him, stretching his ass out and probing deeper, until he felt a pressure begin to build somewhere in his inner plumbing. She was sniffing out his prostate, and had found it. The tip of the tale began to swell and pressed against him rhythmically, causing his cock to stir to life. He felt the last remaining drops of ejaculate from his last orgasm pushed from his urethra as the pressure increased on his prostate. It was a strange but amazing feeling.
His cock throbbed to full erection instantaneously, the pressure building and his balls swelling as the limb seemed to take on it’s own autonomy, working with a singular purpose. Nyp’eth began to slide her flesh along his, beckoning him to thrust. He did so, his cock throbbing with pre-orgasm contractions with one or two thrusts. He could feel himself emitting small spurts of prostate fluid as she pumped, the tip of the tail pulsing in time with her clit. He began to rub her clit with the ball of his thumb, and the tail once again quivered, the head jerking hard inside of him. This abrupt motion caused him to ejaculate instantaneously, his thrusting punctuated by a pained moan as she forced the seed from him.
Each thrust brought forth a never ending explosion of semen and prostate fluid, the tail thrust just as hard into him as he into her. He kept rubbing her clit until finally her legs locked around him like a vice, forcing him in balls deep. She kept him locked in the position like a boa constrictor around a lamb while her tail slammed into him, causing his whole body to twitch and convulse as his balls contracted, forcing the very last drops from him.
Suddenly Nyp’eth’s body went rigid, the tail whipping out of him. Her eyes grew wide as she looked past Preston. He was brought out of his orgasmic bliss as he noted he could no longer see his apartment beyond the cage of fire he was trapped in. They seemed to be enshrouded in a black mist. The air began to feel charged, as if at any moment a bolt of thunder would strike down from the heavens into his very cage. Instead there came a loud sonic boom, and he could hear the muffled tinkling of his living room windows imploding. Nyp’eth suddenly shoved him away, his body flying through the pillars of light and fully back into his dimension.
He felt gravity shove him downward, he no longer weightless but obeying the laws of earth physics. His body hit the cold wooden floor with a thud, and began to shiver violently as it felt as if he’d been plunged into the arctic sea. He watched as Nyp’eth began to throw herself against the pillars of light created by the candles, but she was confined to the circle, bouncing off the flame pillars like they were made of stone. A look of profound panic began to show on her face, and she increased her efforts, flailing about like a rabid bat until Preston saw a form race across the black mist and enter the circle, shattering the flame cage as if it were glass.
“Oh…No…” He said in horrified awe as he watched the shadow black form of Lilith grasp Nyp’eth by the horns. They began to scream at each other in some language that sounded like a percussive torture of vowels and consonants. Suddenly Lilith let out a bestial roar that shook the very floor of the apartment, before jerking hard with both of her arms. Nyp’eth was torn apart at the skull, her body splitting in two, the sundered halves quickly melting into an obscene putty in the salt circle.
She turned to face Preston, and as she exited the circle and came closer, he saw she was in a horrifying, new form.
“You naive fucking fool. Summoning one of my inferiors when you had the queen herself. Is it your will to enrage me?” She said. “IS IT?” She screamed before grabbing one of his feet and hurling him across the apartment. He rolled and slid only a few inches from the edge of where his floor to ceiling windows once were. He could hear the ambient sounds of Manhattan below him, the angry blat of taxi horns, the various accelerations of engines. She hovered over him. What he saw broke his mind instantly, it was so horrifying to behold. “Ah yes, you thought my form was whatever you wanted it to be? No, I spared you my true form, our true form, because your weak mortal brains cant comprehend it.” She said.
He stared up at a face drawn freakishly long, like a horse’s head but more triangular. Several yellow eyes lined the long bridge between the dripping snout, and the long alligator like teeth that protruded from a black maw glinted off the city lights. Her body was vanta-black, a black so black that her body sucked in any source of ambient light around it, causing her to shimmer like a mirage, her very being a void in itself.
“We will have such fun with your soul when you cross over.” She said, before opening her maw wide, wider, strings of saliva snapping as she unhinged her jaw. Her head came forward, and with one brisk jerking motion, bit Preston’s head off. She let the spurting stump of his neck paint the floor inches from the window, before shoving him over the side of the window ledge, letting his body plummet lazily through the smog filled air, where it hit with a muffled splat some ten stories below. She masticated and swallowed, before raising back up through the ceiling, back to her dimension.




Chapter 5.
“Jesus Christ.” Said detective Henderson as he walked up to the puddle of flesh and bones that was once a human being. “Walt, why the fuck did you call me out to respond to a jumper? I’m homicide, man. This aint our goddamn problem.” The detective said to his partner as he took out a cannister of Vick’s to daub over his nose. He punched the shoulder of the large framed black man who was looking up at the shattered windows. Walt shook his head.
“Foul play suspected. I just cased the apartment. It’s a fuckin wild scene in there Laird. Satanic ritual shit. Semen out the wazoo, foreign matter we can’t identify melted into his floor. Not to mention, we got a body but no head. Mr. Jennings either took his leap of faith without his head on his shoulders, or someone beheaded him and tossed him. The head in question is nowhere to be found. So it is our problem.” The detective said somberly, lighting up a cigarette.
“Fucking Hell. This city never ceases to amaze me.” Henderson said, accepting a cigarette from Walt’s pack.




Part 5. She Bites




Chapter 1.
Laird Henderson stops just outside the door, and looks up, examines the sign. Janie’s House of Pain. It’s not big or flashy, you wouldn’t notice the logo walking by unless you were consciously looking out for it, which was just how the owner liked it. This was an invitation only club. He opens the door and steps in, going from a frigid Manhattan night to a steamy violet hued waiting room decked out in black light negatives of pentagrams, depictions of Baphomet fucking nubile young women and a well endowed dominatrix wielding a whip, with a speech bubble saying “Welcome to Janie’s House of Pain. Take a seat you maggot. We’ll be with you when we feel like it.”
The swarthy detective smirks at that, thinking Jesus these people are experts, and takes a seat in one of the three uncomfortable chairs spaced haphazardly about the room.  He could hear the muffled sounds of women barking orders, flagellation of leather against flesh, the moans of docile men. He would soon be one of them, and the thought excited him. Technically he was on the job, going under cover, but he was also technically doing this off the record. He was looking for somebody who operated within these circles, someone who could be much more dangerous than just a sadomasochistic babe who will stomp on your cock and spit in your face for $350 an hour.
He just so happened to be the man who liked the services these women offered, so in the end everyone went home happy. He tried to make himself forget about Miss Crimson until the session was over with, and try and enjoy himself until then. Being a detective in this goddamn city was grim work, and his ultimate release besides a fifth of Johnny Walker was getting degraded, orgasming while feeling one inch tall, getting his rocks off with a double shot of shame. He didn’t know why he was like that. He was not submissive in every other aspect of his life, so why he felt a desire to inflict himself with pain and demoralization was beyond him. He just rolled with it. It was a better choice then crack, right?
The heavy clomp of platform boots causes him to raise his head. A voluptuous redhead stood before him, her pale no doubt silky smooth skin was pulled taught by a spandex one piece suit that had a deep V, revealing oiled cleavage, her chest a colorful bloom of tattoos. He could tell her tough girl act faltered just a bit when she saw the beefy bear of a man sitting before her.
“Jesus Christ hunk, you sure you in the right place?” She said, a bit of Jersey smear in her voice. She took a step back at the site of him. Henderson laughed, his strong jaw flexing just a bit as he smiled.
“Yes. I know I’m not like your usual clientele. Don’t worry, I’ll be a good dog.” He says. She sizes him up, eyeing the 6’5 heavy built man with close cropped brown hair and intense hazel eyes like a dog eyeing a suspicious piece of meat. After a moment, she nods.
“Alright. You try anything stupid and we got two body guards on the premises who could pick you up and eat you. Literally” She says. Henderson nods, puts his hands up.
“I believe you. Just tell me what to do miss.” He says. She walks over to him, the cane in her hand suddenly under his chin. Back in character in a flash, these people were good.
“I wanna what sort of baby dick you got tucked away down there. You strip, now.” She said.
“Right here? I—” but the cane was up, levelled at his crotch.
“You speak when spoken to. Yes now. What, are you embarrassed? Afraid someone’s gonna see that teeny tiny cock? If those clothes aren’t on the floor in thirty seconds I’ll be very mad. You don’t wanna make me mad.” She hissed. Henderson complied. He had on a freshly starched work shirt and black suspenders, and he took these off, along with his plaid briefs and wing tip shoes. A hairy, muscular body with a little bit of a beer gut was illuminated like some sort of strange purple alien in the black lights. He saw the way the woman looked at what hung between his legs, her eyes widening. “Jesus you’re just full of surprises, aren’t you?” She said, taking hold of the thick veiny member and appraising it.
She pulled on his cock, hard, causing him to stumble forward a few steps. She bent down, still grasping his manhood, and tucked his clothes under one arm, grasping the shoes with her hand.
“Come with me.” She said, grasping his cock painfully tight, using it like a handle as she led him down a dark hallway with several open doors. He walked past the first one and saw an obese man tied down to a chair, a plastic bag on his head with a small breath hole cut out of it. A pair of busty young women in leather corset’s and spandex where whipping his belly, calling him a human blob, a disgusting pig. Henderson could see the man’s small nub of a cock poking up from a pair of swollen balls.
“Eye’s forward!” She yells, and slaps him across the face. Stunned, Henderson obeys, resisting the urge to look in on these men and watch them embark on their own shameful journeys. He comes to a door at the end of the hall, and is led by his throbbing cock through the doorway.




Chapter 2.
The room is small, the walls and floor painted a flat matte black, with a strange black chair that reminds Henderson of something you’d see in a gynecologists office. The dominatrix points and orders him to sit in the chair. She drops his clothes in the corner, going over to the large black chest that Henderson didn’t notice. It’s nearly invisible, blended into the wall as it was the same color as everything else. A large neon clock that looked like something from a cheesy eighties scifi movie said it was 5 minutes past 11. He paid for an hour, it was all he could afford. At least she was punctual.
First she brought out some thick twined rope, and proceeded to tie his hands to the arm rests, pulling tight enough to hurt as she tied the ropes off. The next thing she pulled out of the chest was a thick metal cock ring with an opening about the size of his wrist. She spit in the palm of her latex gloved hand and proceeded to lubricate the ring with it. Then she walked over, and took his balls in one hand.
“The safe word is Fragile.” Was the only warning she gave before the thick hairy scrotum received a firm squeeze, proceeding to cram his throbbing balls into the ring one testicle at a time until his sack was pulled taught. He gasped and grunted with exciting pain as she did this. His cock was now fully erect, increasing the strain on his poor balls. She looked at his cock with amazement. “You know, most of my clients don’t get to ever see what my pussy feels like, but then you had to go and surprise me with this monster third leg of yours. Today is your lucky day you god damn cave man. Jesus, this will be my first time fucking a Neanderthal.” She said, and proceeded to hit a switch next to the chair. The chair Henderson was in began to recline until he no longer sat up right but lay parallel to the floor.
“Do you like the taste of pussy you hairy mongoloid?” She asked.
“Yes.” Henderson breathed. The muscles on his body bulged as he tensed, enduring the pain.
“Good, you didn’t really have a say in the matter. Now stick that fucking tongue out.” She said and hauled one leg over his head until she had mounted his face like a saddle. Her rubber suit was assless and there was a hole in the crotch where two plump pink lips protruded. Henderson did as he was told, sticking his tongue out. He felt the tip part her hot moist folds, slide along the sides of his tongue until he felt the little fleshy nub of her clitoris bump against his tip. She moaned, gripping his hair roughly in both hands, then slapping his cheek, hard.
She began to thrust methodically, grinding her pussy against his tongue with a steady rhythm. His moans were muffled as his cock was rock hard and throbbing now, his balls starting to turn purple, the veins standing out against his skin. She thrusted faster, his tongue going raw from all the intense friction, until finally she came to a quivering stop, pulling his hair hard enough to make his eyes water.
“Good dog.” She said, and proceeded to shove herself down to where his crotch was, straddling him. He grunted with satisfied pain as she pushed herself against his cock, pressing the stiff member against his stomach until his tip was aimed at his head. He strained hard against her, just the way she wanted him too. She began to slide her wet lips against the thick vein of his urethra, starting at the base, squishing the balls and cock ring with her ass and slowly sliding up until she came to the flaired tip of his cock, and then sliding back, sliding along his base like a stripper on a pole.
She did this for an eternity, until Henderson thought he was going to go crazy. She smiled at his obvious agonized ecstasy.
“Poor thing, you must be ready to explode huh?” she asked in a pitiful baby voice.
“Yes.” He said, his face sweaty and red, the veins standing out in his neck.
“You paid extra, so I guess I could give you your money’s worth, huh?” She said, and slid up again, this time going past his tip and letting up so his cock could spring back to it’s natural position. She thrust herself down before that could happen, her hot moist lips catching him as he entered her. They both gasped as hot silken walls pulled against his cock, which had already been dribbling pre-ejaculate for the last ten minutes.
For about ten seconds she didn’t move, holding him firmly but denying him the orgasm he almost had just then. When she was sure he’d backed off the trigger just a bit, she began to ride him, slowly, while smacking him in the face. At one point she pulled his mouth open and spat in it, forcing him to swallow it, all the while slowly gyrating her hips, causing him to move in and out of that hot velvet channel that gripped him like a fist.
Soon however she began to speed up her thrusts, getting delicious penetration pleasure as she felt areas deep inside of her being stimulated by the monster eight inch dick. Normally the men who paid to fuck her were the size of her pinky and got off in ten seconds.
“I don’t mean to stoke your ego but I’ve never been with someone as big as you.” She said, breaking character as she began to approach orgasm herself. “Jesus fuck that hit’s the goddamn spot.” She said, thrusting faster while rubbing her clit furiously with a latex gloved hand. A few thrusts later Henderson’s whole body seized up and he screamed as his cock gave one powerful throb, his swollen testicles pulsating against the ring as he began to explode deep inside of her. “Holy fuck!” She screamed, coming with him as the hot jet of semen that slammed against her pulverized cervix initiated an intense orgasm.
Henderson almost passed out as the hot velvet walls tightened around his cock as she came, the second and third bursts from him filling her completely until thick white fluid began to drool from her lips and drip down his ringed balls. They gasped and panted in time until finally she came to a stop, pressed hard against him and slamming her cheeks against his scrotum, milking him with one final excruciating burst, every contraction bringing with it agony and ecstasy as he pumped his final expenditure balls deep into a cavern already flooded with his ejaculate.
Slowly she dismounted from him, gasping as a small stream erupted from her pussy, splashing against the leather chair as she exited him. She pulled up just a bit, and her body tensed as she pushed out what felt like a gallon of the man’s seed, letting the puddle soak into his pubic hair. There was a metallic clang as the ring fell to the floor, his shriveled balls finally sliding through the opening. Henderson collapsed against the chair, panting heavily, his cock laying like a dead viper against his thigh, his aching balls throbbing in time with his heart beat.
“You know you only got to blow inside of me because you paid four hundred extra. Next time it’ll be five hundred. Gotta get an STD test and some plan B now.” She said, annoyed but also a little giggly. He assumed she didn’t get off much on the job, judging by the looks of the clientele that frequented her. She went to clean up, leaving Henderson tied up naked as she went to some other part of the building to rinse off.
When she came back, she glared at him, and then the huge neon clock. It was 11:55.
“You got five minutes left. Unless you think you can shoot your squirt again in the next five minutes I consider us done.” She said, untying Henderson and tossing him his clothes. She was out of character now, lighting up a cigarette and staring off in the distance, pretending like she didn’t just receive a cream pie from a stranger.
“Can I ask you something?” He said as he slipped his suspenders on, palming his back pocket to make sure the badge and his wallet were still present. They were.
“Oh Jesus, don’t tell me you wanna ask me out on a date. The answer is no.” She said, exhausted. Henderson smirked.
“Nah, not that. You ever hear of another dominatrix, one called Miss Crimson?” He implored. She had been tapping her platformed foot against the floor as she smoked, and stopped as soon as the name left his lips. She looked at him with an unreadable expression.
“Miss Crimson? Where’d you hear about her?” She asked, her eyes narrowing. Henderson shrugged.
“Does it matter? I hear she’s a specialty dame. Does things most of you girls wouldn’t even consider. Charges a pretty penny too. She has my interest.” Henderson said, trying to sound casual even though his heart was racing. The last time he mentioned Miss Crimson’s name in a place like this, things got messy.
“It does matter. Not a lot of people know about Miss Crimson and she wants it that way. Sorry Charly but the queen isn’t gonna tangle with the likes of you, even if you threw your whole 401k at her. You gotta be somebody to be with her. She wouldn’t even look twice at a hairy schmuck like you.” The dominatrix said. Henderson chuckled and nodded.
“It ever occur to you that I might be somebody? I’d assume someone of importance wouldn’t just wanna go around telling people he or she is into the whips and chains shit for the hell of it.” Henderson said, feeling the badge in his back pocket, hoping he wouldn’t have to flash it. He knew most of these joints operated in a gray area, and that the dominatrixes usually had a landlord they paid to keep their operations running. Said landlord more than likely had some kind of side gig running on the side to keep the lights on. In Henderson’s experience that side gig was usually illegal and involved trafficking, usually of drugs, sometimes humans. The woman laughed, and eyed him like he was a sun dried dog turd.
“You aint nobody mister. I recognize big wigs when I see one. You’re probably what, a public attorney? An accountant? You got some okay threads, but you carry yourself like a peasant. You gotta be fuckin ruthless to be someone in this city honey.” She said, and that’s when Henderson sighed, made the call in his head, and pulled out his badge.
“You better watch your tone, honey. I can be fuckin ruthless if I need to be. And right now I’m looking for the one called Miss Crimson.” He said, and her jaw dropped when she saw the badge.
“You’re a fuckin cop? What the hell, they vet all the clients, how in the hell did you…”
“A VPN and a fake social. Come on honey, get with the times, or hire a better concierge to book your appointments. So, now that we know you offer more than just a little slap and tickle, you’ll go the whole nine yards… making this prostitution, why don’t you tell me more about this woman who all of you seem so scared of, and I’ll walk away forgetting this place even existed.” He said. This was his fourth time in the ringer with one of these vixens, and their reactions were all the same when that moniker was mentioned.
“Why do you wanna know asshole? We’re all just trying to make a living out here. My job is to pleasure pathetic men like you. Your job is to shoot dogs and profile black people when you aren’t jerking each other off in the donut shop. Why don’t we keep it that way?” She asked, a small bit of desperation in her voice. Henderson laughed. He liked this girl, she had balls bigger than his to be talking to a detective like that.
“Because, this girl is wanted for the murder of a NYPD detective. Under cover cop who went into her little primordial fuck hole and never came back out. I’ve asked around. No one seems to wanna spill the beans on her.”
“Yeah? Well there’s a reason for that. Crimson is free agent, she don’t report to nobody. Aint got no dick skimming thirty percent off the top and threatening extortion when we don’t play ball. She’s something else. I don’t know who she is or where she’s located. Just word of mouth in the leather communities. She’s famous for serving some household names in her dungeon.” She said.
“Leather community? Dungeon? You’re gonna have to elaborate for me sweetheart.” Henderson said.
“Look you wanna find out more go down to Kink Incorporated, it’s off of 31st and Wilson. That’s where we all go to get our props. Chances are she’s been there. That’s all I’m sayin’. Ronnie!” She shouted. Henderson withdrew a pair of cuffs.
“Listen sugar, you’ve been helpful but not enough. I know you’re hiding something. I get your scared. She got a mob connection or something? She stompin some wise guy’s balls in exchange for protection? Work with me, swee—”
“RONNIE GET YOUR ASS IN HERE!” She screamed this time. Henderson winced, took another step closer when he heard heavy foot falls coming down the hallway. He smelled the body guard before seeing him, a wave of Versace cologne washing over him like a physical thing. A moment later a huge man filled the doorway, with spray tanned skin, slicked back black hair and biceps the size of Henderson’s head. The big brute hesitated only a moment when he saw the badge, before he swung one of those huge tree trunk arms towards Henderson’s head.
He ducked, and the orange fist flew inches away from the dominatrix’s face.
“Jesus fuckin watch out!” she cried as the big man stumbled from the lost momentum. Henderson immediately threw a right cross into the man’s kidney just as a big veiny hand grabbed at his head and shoved it against the wall. The cheap drywall sunk in as Henderson’s head made contact with it, leaving a cast impression of the side of his skull. He immediately rebounded and side stepped, knowing exactly how to handle these types. He knew this man pumped heavy loads of iron in his spare time and probably hadn’t been in a scrap since high school. He relied on the intimidating size to scare most schmucks into submission. Henderson was not most schmucks.
Despite Henderson’s own hulking size he moved quick and light on his feet, growing up in the streets of Brooklyn fighting fast and loose with the wannabe barrio gangs taught him how to float like a butter fly and sting like a bee. Ronnie didn’t know how to hide his intentions with his moves, and Henderson saw the haymaker coming from his left long before the big fist could make contact with his head. The man’s own inertia betrayed him and he stumbled as the massive limb struck at open hair. Henderson popped up a moment later and sunk two knuckles into the man’s wind pipe.
Ronnie gasped, grabbing at his throat while kicking out, a size thirteen Gucci loafer catching Henderson in his bad hip before the detective grabbed the thick leg and used the little bit of Judo he knew to get the big man on his ass.
“TONY! TONY!” The woman started screaming.
“You’ll be hearing from me again.” Henderson breathed as he limped out of the room, trying to run but his hip screaming as he raced towards the door. Luckily whoever Tony was proved not to be light on his feet, as Henderson exploded out into the cold night without spray tanned hands reaching for him, immediately making his way down the sidewalk towards his unmarked cruiser parked a few blocks away. Halfway there he remembered he’d forgotten his coat, muttering “shit” as trembling hands unlocked the Crown Vic.




Chapter 3.
Kink Incorporated was exactly what it sounded like. A fetish shop situated in the seedier part of Midtown, near Chelsea. Laird took a few days to recover from his scuffle with Ronnie the body guard, bitterly reminded of the fact he was no longer a young buck full of piss and vinegar, but a forty five year old man with a drinking problem and a bum hip courtesy of a 7.62 round in the ass delivered by a child soldier somewhere in Fallujah. The doctors did their best to rebuild his shattered left hip using a metal ball and socket deal that ached like a mother fucker on cold nights and didn’t respond well to direct trauma, say a size 13 Gucci clad foot kicking you square in the ass.
On top of that was the goddamn gout, which showed sometime in his late thirties after all his years of eating burgers and drinking beer down at Capelli’s Corner with the boys caught up with him. He switched to whiskey and club soda and munched on chicken and salads instead of the burgers and stout, got put on meds and only had to deal with the incredibly painful flair ups once a year if he was a good boy about his diet. But when they came, it was always at an inopportune time, like when he was in the middle of the most important investigation of his career.
He’d been drinking more since Walter’s death however, which his gouty left foot was quick to remind him didn’t help matters. As he walked with the slightest limp into the god forsaken smut shop, he thought of his partner’s dark skinned smiling face. Walter was the closest thing he had to a best friend. They faced the hellish deserts of Iraq together, became partners when Walter found Laird down on his luck as a security guard for a bank, a raging alcoholic and recently divorced, offering him a job on the force. Walter was there when no one else was. Helped get Laird’s drinking under control by telling him he could only drink when he was at Capelli’s with the boys. No drinking alone, no drinking when you were pissed. It was a simple rule system that kept Laird’s relationship with the bottle in check.
He could still taste the cheap bourbon on his breath as he entered Kink Inc. This mixed with the overwhelming smell of latex and leather almost made him gag. He controlled his gorge however, trying to not be conspicuous. He immediately stuck out like a sore thumb, a middle aged ruddy faced man in a peacoat among a crowd of people his estranged daughter’s age, their skin marred with pierced metal and tattoos. He had to stop and gaze in amazement at the assortment of leather dresses and masks he saw. Walls of whips and chains, aisles filled with nothing but dildos, including one that was the size of his leg.
“Hi… Can I help you?” a friendly female voice said. Henderson turned and was greeted by a skinny rail of a woman with pink hair and gauged earlobes the size of silver dollars. She had on a tank top with the words SLIPKNOT emblazoned upon it. A small name tag that said CHERRY was stuck to one corner of the shirt.
“Uh, yes. Hello Cherry.” He said, trying not to gawk at the nipple rings he could see through the thin fabric of the shirt. “Tell me, where can I find uhhh, one of those pocket pussy things? A flesh light or whatever they’re called.” He said, a blush rising in his cheeks as he fumbled for an answer. The woman smiled awkwardly and pointed past his shoulder down to an aisle that said FOR HIM. “Thanks!” He said, and proceeded to walk casually down the aisle, taking a curious glance at the prostate massagers before coming to shelves filled with tanned fleshy looking tubes, the ends shaped like vaginas and assholes. He picked out the cheapest one he could find, and proceeded to walk over to the front counter.
“This it for you?” Cherry asked, ringing up the Velvet Kiss Anal Emulator to a total of twenty something bucks. Henderson dug a crumple twenty and a five out of his wallet, nodding. She bagged the sex toy up and slid it across the counter to him. “Anything else I can do for you?” She asked. The detective looked around the store, saw most of the customers were preoccupied and out of ear shot, and leaned across the counter.
“Yeah, there is actually. Listen, I’m a guy who uh, likes it rough, if you know what I mean. I like me a real badass woman to put me in my place. You know where a guy could find those sorts of uh… services?” He asked quietly. The woman raised an eyebrow at him and laughed.
“You mean… Like a dominatrix? Huh, I wouldn’t of pegged you for a sub, pardon the pun.” She said, Henderson not understanding what was so punny about that but not interested to find out. He nodded in ascent. She laughed again. She pulled out her smartphone and waved it in his face. “Dude, it’s the 21st century. You can literally order escorts right to your door. Just search local dominatrix’s in your area. It’s fucking New York City, they’re everywhere.” She said, as if explaining something very simple to a child.
“Right… I tried that. See, I’m looking for someone specific. I do believe she goes by Miss Crimson? That name ring a bell?” Laird asked. The woman blinked, and swallowed, taken aback by the question.
“And you are?” she asked.
“Detective Henderson, metro PD. Homicide, specifically.” He said, wondering if it was a good idea to approach this like he was on the books. So far as the PD was concerned, Wallace’s death was closed case. Man had a notorious taste for hookers and the extreme stuff. Was found in a hotel bedroom with phenobarbital and Grey Goose in his system, his body drained of blood, his organs gone. A text conversation on his phone revealed someone named Mizz Crimson was going to meet up with him and give him that “life changing experience” he asked for. It was simple on the surface. Ol’ Wallace’s pension for black market pussy put him in league with some shady characters. They find out he’s a cop, lot of people hate cops. An opportune man or woman in the trade of organs and other nefarious goods would be notified.
“Whoa dude, okay. I wanna like, talk to a lawyer before I tell you anything.” She said, taking a step back from the register. Henderson smiled.
“You aint gotta talk to a lawyer sweetheart. I just wanna know where I can find Miss Crimson. You’re not in any trouble and whatever you say won’t get you in trouble. I’m a cop, remember, I can’t lie to you. That’d be entrapment. Please, Miss Cherry. It’s a matter of great importance.” Henderson said, trying hard not to lose his temper. If one more person told him he was a nobody to someone like Miss Crimson he would shove that four foot horse dildo in the corner up someone’s ass.
“Look, I don’t know her personally or anything, okay? But she does come in sometimes. I only know it’s Miss Crimson because she special orders the body bags once every six months. Most people don’t buy those because of how expensive they are, plus you need the pump to go with it or the things are basically just huge balloons.” She said.
“…Body bags?” Henderson asked, unsure if he heard the woman correctly.
“They’re for people who are into vacuum and asphyxiation fetishes. Basically huge bags with special nozzles on them so you can vacuum seal them. Some people get off by sealing themselves inside, unable to move, feeling paralyzed.” She said with a casualness like someone discussing stock prices. Henderson took out a note book and began writing.
“Okay, now we’re getting somewhere. You got an address for me?” He pried. She shook her head.
“First of all, dude, even if I did have the address, you’d need a warrant for me to give it to you, that’s private client information. We promise discretion with our clients. Second, she comes to the store herself to pick them up. When I asked for a name on the account that’s what she gave me, was Miss Crimson.” She said.
“Okay. Can you give me a physical description at least of this woman? Short, fat, tall, skinny, hair color, you know.”
“Uhhh, sure. She’s pretty tall, like, freakishly tall for a woman. Very busty, She had very pale skin, jet black hair down to her ass, and her eyes were a…weird color.” She said, her voice distant as she tried to remember.
“Weird colored? Weird Colored how miss?” Laird implored.
“Like… I don’t know. I can’t remember exactly but like, when you tried to look into them your eyes just sorta slid away. Looking at her made me feel kinda funny. Also, I think she was like, part Asian or something. Her eyes sort of had that slanted look to them, but again, it was hard looking at her face.” She said.
“Excellent. Thank you. Any identifying marks or tattoos? Or anything else you can tell me about her?” He asked. At first she shook her head no, but then paused, remembering something.
“Wait… yeah. This probably doesn’t help, but I always found it kind of weird. Every time she came in to pick up the bags, it was always right before closing. We don’t close until 11, so the fact she always waited that long before coming in was kind of weird. And it was fucking rude on her part, pardon my language. But at 10:55 I’m closing this bitch down. Then I gotta go all the way back to our special orders room to get her heavy damn bags and drag them all the way to the desk.”
“I see… And she was alone all these instances?”
“Yes.” The woman said, and looking around. The customers had stopped milling about and were casting glances towards the register. “You better get out of here man, you’re gonna spook my customers.” She said under her breath. Henderson nodded but didn’t put away the notebook.
“Just one more thing Cherry. Can you give me the product…er uh, model name of the bag she ordered? Then I’ll be outta your hair.” The detective said. Cherry sighed, and typed something into the store computer. Thirty seconds and four mouse clicks later she gave him the name of the company and specific model bag the woman ordered. He tucked the notebook away and reached into his wallet to pull out one of his cards. He slid it across the desk to Cherry.
“Look, if she calls again and sets a time and place to pick up some more bags, let me know, will ya? I got a hunch this broad might be someone very dangerous.” He said. She looked unsure, but nodded just to get him out of there.




Chapter 4.
Laird lived on the fifth floor of Locust Street apartment complex B, which was just as glamorous as it sounded. A ten story building where the higher up your number, the ritzier the digs, his small one bedroom unit was one of a hundred in the huge sterile white building, he just another middle class drone in the hive mind of the complex. Since Walter’s murder, he didn’t come here much. The monotony of the many doors he had to walk past in order to get to his place reminded him of the dull pointless life he was living, with a pointless career in putting away bad guys in a city that never runs out of homicidal nut jobs.
He had just stepped out into the hallway from his front door, heading down to the parking garage, when he noticed the two men walking behind him. They came out of nowhere, and he didn’t start to notice them until they had followed him down the six hallways and four flights of stairs to the garages. They kept their distance, heads down, wearing black jeans and t-shirts. They didn’t look like wise guys, but they didn’t look like most of the miserable middle aged people who lived there either.
He took a swig from his flask as they finally parted ways with him as he took the second door out into parking garage A. Getting fuckin paranoid old man, he told himself as he limped to his car. He’d been up late, trying to track down the manufacturer of the “body bags” only to find out some company in Taiwan made them, and they could not give out order history without an international warrant or some shit. So instead he stayed up all night, perusing the kink forums on various websites, trying to find his elusive Miss Crimson.
Thinking back on it, he told himself if he’d had more sleep (he’d only managed to clock two hours last night and three the night before that) he would have been more vigilant about the assholes who jumped him. But it was 5:30 in the morning, he was hungover, his left foot felt like a Doberman had been chewing it apart all night, and he had to face it: The punks got him with his guard down.
He’d been bending down putting his briefcase in the back seat when a flash of movement in the rearview mirror caught his eye. He shoved his fist up just in time to block a hand with a foul smelling rag in it. He shoved back, slamming the car door into the rag handler and eliciting a grunt of pain from the assailant as he did so. He turned around to see a man in a black pea coat stumbling back and slamming into one of the concrete pillars situated throughout the level. Henderson started walking towards the man when he heard shuffling feet from behind, and threw up an elbow that connected with somebody’s jaw. The bastard had a chin like a brick house, he’d struck his damn funny bone on it and his whole arm went numb as the guy’s momentum carried them both forward, the man dazed but still determined to get him to the ground.
Laird cried out as he was forced to put all his weight on his left foot, which was currently swollen big enough to make his shoe look like a moon boot and felt like it was being stabbed by rabid fire ants any time he put his full weight on it. That was the clincher, that was what did him in, was the fucking gout. Shouldn’t of had that bottle of Turkey last night, he thought as he tried to buck the guy off him. But Mr. Rag handler was getting to his feet and dog piled on the old detective like an NFL lineman in full tank mode.
Henderson was wrestled to the ground, and the rag was shoved in his face. He had no choice but to breathe in, just that little scuffle had taken the wind out of him, his head pounding and lungs on fire. He inhaled deeply and judging from the sharp tang knew he’d be out like a light in a minute. But he fought hard for that minute, kicking and writhing and struggling like a bull with a Texan strapped to it’s back, until finally the world washed gray. 




Chapter 5.
When Henderson awoke, his hangover was back with a vengeance. He felt like his head was a in a vice, with a power lifter turning the handle. The thump of a bass drum and a synth like a screeching cat sounded through many walls and layers. Fucking club music, he thought bitterly.  He could faintly smell the tang of shitty weed somewhere, but it was dark wherever he was. He disappeared again for a little while and when he came to this time the world was painfully bright.
When his eyes finally came adjusted to the harsh light, he saw that a woman was standing in front of him. She wore black stilettos, with long muscular legs clad in fishnets. An hour glass body was clad in nothing but a thin black line bikini and a leather corset that just barely contained the swell of her breast. Her long luscious black hair fell almost to her thighs, enshrouding her like a cloak. When Henderson tried to look at her eyes, he found that Cherry was right. In the light they radiated a strange azure that made him dizzy when he tried to look directly into them.
“I hear you’ve been asking around about me. Poking your head where it doesn’t belong. Tell me who you are.” She said in a silky soft voice that was like butter to his ears.
“The names Laird Henderson. I’m a detective for Metro PD.” He said, not caring if they got his identity. He was all out of fucks to give at this point.
“A cop?” She said, and grinned. Henderson thought he must be seeing things from the ether he’d inhaled because the set of dental hardware that woman packed look more at home on a sabre tooth tiger than a human being. “You have no idea what you’ve gotten yourself into, have you old man?” She asked.
“I know you probably got some fat cat friends in some high places. When your name is mentioned people in the room get shifty. Something tells me you got quite a bit of fuckin clout to swing to garner a city wide reaction like that. Nah, I think I got an idea.” He said. He tried to move, found he couldn’t. When he looked down he saw he was tied to a wheel chair. He laughed. “You on the mafia pay roll or something? I bet there’s good money to be made stompin on some good fella’s cock and tellin him he’s a cock roach. Bet that’s one hell of a—” he began, but in the blink of an eye the woman was upon him, strong hands gripping his throat.
“No, you really don’t have any idea. Don’t worry, I’ll give you a grand tour. And just for your tenacity I’ll even throw in a little show before we dispose of you. You deserve it.” She said, and let out an inhumanly long tongue, the tip circling Laird’s Adams apple, plump lips planting light kisses where his carotid artery would be. The lips lingered, teeth nicking his stubbled skin. He found himself breaking out in goosebumps, his cock giving a twitch of arousal despite the dire situation he was in. She shivered as she tasted his blood, and when she pulled away he saw a small red smear at one corner of her mouth. “You’re incredibly lucky I’ve just fed, or you’d be dead already. Tell me, what is a NYPD detective doing sniffing around fora  specialist such as myself? Marital troubles at home?” she said, one long slender finger as pale as alabaster stroking the tan line on his ring finger.
“You killed my partner. I don’t know what kind of sick fuckin black market organ trade you got going on but you used the wrong asshole that time. You’d been talking to him for awhile, saw your number saved to his phone as ‘Mizz Crimson”. The number he texted was a burner phone, go figure. Ever since then I’ve been trying to track you down.” He said. He planned to spit in the woman’s face when he finally found her, but now that he was in her presence, he couldn’t help but find himself hopelessly seduced by her.
“That’s very noble of you, Mister Henderson, but one thing you need to understand is I only service those men who want what I offer. If your partner had my number, then surely you’d know he asked for what was done to him. He wanted to become like me.” She said. “Fortunately your species has created such an inaccurate lore about us that people actually think a bite is all it takes to turn someone. It does not work that way. Nor does Garlic have a repelling effect on us, nor do wooden stakes through the heart kill us.” She said, smiling again, revealing eye teeth that glimmered perfectly white save for a small smear of red at their tips.
“You’re fuckin crazy, bitch. Talking like you’re a fuckin vampire. Christ just bump me off and get it over with.” Henderson said impatiently. He was expecting mafia, hell maybe even cartel involvement. But this? A bunch of goth kids pretending to be Dracula? He caught another glimpse of the teeth. She even payed for dental implants or some shit. Incredible, he thought.
“Oh, my naïve summer child. It will be such a pleasure showing you around. But first, I need to work off some of this meal. I decided to indulge myself and masticate some gluteal tissue along with my usual four pints a day. I must say, the ass is the most succulent part, next to the testicles that is.” She said, winking at the detective before wheeling him out of the small room he was in. He was wheeled down a hallway lit in some sort of strange purple light, and in that violet tint he saw the rows upon rows of bags hanging from the ceiling, with squirming, twitching human shapes inside them. Small clear tubes protruded from the bottoms of these bags, fluid that glowed under the light as it pass through the tubes and disappeared into holes recessed into the floors.
“You see, there’s several of us in important positions in the world who can’t afford the scandal of being caught while feeding. So, it’s my job to bottle it at the source and sell it to them like a fine scotch. The dominatrix thing, I guess you could say that’s a side hustle. You see, you can get high if you suck the blood of someone in the middle of an endorphin rush. And the fact some of you cattle like to be treated just as such is always fun for me. You get your rocks off, I get a rush more potent than heroin when I tap into you. Everybody wins… Well, sort of.” She said, wheeling him past the hangers and into a room that put every other dominatrix dojo Henderson had frequented to shame.
Several metal apparatuses hung from the girders, with ropes in intricate knot systems dangling from those. A large bed with rubber sheets was the focal point of the room. Crimson wheeled Henderson over to the bed, and left him there while she closed and locked the thick metal door behind her. When she came back, she sat in his lap, put her arms around him.
“Now listen, I want to make this fun for both of us before I have to put you down, okay?” She asked. Henderson tried to headbutt her, but she was too quick, her speed like a cobra. She giggled. “That’s the spirit! I love it when you men are feisty. So I’m going to untie you, and as soon as I do I want you to go crazy. Surprise me if you can, even though none of you never do. Cunning is not an attribute I’d assign to your species.” She said, bending over, her large breasts inches away from his face as she cut the ropes loose with hands who’s nails had grown long and claw-like in a span of seconds.
Henderson only stared stupidly down at his arms for a minute, before his brain caught up with his body and he immediately threw a right hook into the woman’s stomach as she leaned over him. It was like punching a brick wall covered in flesh. She laughed, and shoved his chair back hard enough for it to physically leave the ground with him in it, slamming him against the back wall. He was stunned for a minute, collapsed against the wall, and heard the click of her heels as she walked over to him. She kneeled down beside him, talking like a baby.
“Awe, is that all the big stwong man has? Is that—” She began before he sprang from the wall, clawing out with one hand and punching with the other. She moved back but not fast enough, his hand ensnaring in her corset and ripping it away, the big, but high and tight breasts bounced in a way that nearly hypnotized him as her milky upper body was revealed. She grinned viciously as her breasts popped free. “Yes! That’s it. Come at me, big boy.” She taunted. Laird did, charging her, meaning to tackle her to the ground, but she turned at the last minute and used his own momentum to throw him onto the bed, ripping his shirt off in the process.
Before he could even turn over he felt claws raking down the backs of his legs, cutting through the pants and nicking his legs as she tore his pants to ribbons. He cried out, and kicked out with his legs. She had an iron grip on them however, and threw him over onto his back, and pulled him down towards her. He tried to swing at her with his fists, but she grabbed them easily and pinned his arms to the bed. He tried to struggle, but the feeling of her cool skin pressed against his, the comforting swell of her breasts pressed against his bare chest, his tired exhausted body, all of it was too much. He was starting to come to grips with the situation, as absurd as it was. This woman was stronger than a shermhead body builder on a three day PCP binge.
Laird decided he’d go along with her game. If what she said was true then this would be his last lay ever. He may as well enjoy it. With him pinned down, she once again brought her long tongue out, tracing his lips with it. He was too tired to resist
“That’s it. Good boy.” She hissed, and proceeded to nip his skin with her teeth, working her way down to his stomach. She let go of his hands, and for a split second thought about once again trying to make a move. But the allure of orgasm and shame stopped him from retaliating. He instead plunged them into her luscious hair, eliciting a giggle from her as he pulled at the roots. She bit into his waist band, tearing it to shreds in a minute with her jaws, and pulled the tatters away. “Oh…My…Goodness. Look at this.” She said, handling the already half flaccid cock with awe. “You are most certainly one of the more well endowed lambs I’ve sent to slaughter.” She said, and he gasped as she took his whole cock in her mouth.
Very gently, she took him in, the tips of her teeth just barely grazing the skin of his member as it rapidly engorged. Laird let out a quivering moan, exhilarated and terrified at the same time. He’d never been with a woman who could swallow all eight inches of him, but this freak of a woman was taking him in with ease, her lips touching his base and going all the way to the tip in one smooth motion. She did this until he was hard enough to cut diamonds, and then she raised her head up, giving him a mischievous look.
In a flash she was back on him, this time climbing up him and shoving her crotch in his face.
“Eat it, you little lamb. Eat it.” She said, pressing her pussy down against his face. Her crotch was smooth and hairless, the lips of her sex plump and wet, and very hot against his face despite the cold temperature of the rest of her body. He felt the talons sink into his skull as she gripped his head like he had just done with her, and with a wincing cry he shoved his tongue out. He gripped her thighs hard enough to sink his own stubby finger nails into the flesh, but she didn’t mind, and he found the abnormally large clit poking out from those lips. He took it between his teeth, biting hard and licking harder, treating the clitoral organ like a tough piece of jerky that wouldn’t come apart.
He thought this would inflict some kind of debilitating pain on the beast of a woman, but the screams that came forth from her mouth were those of ecstasy, not agony.
“Yes! That’s it. Eat it. Fucking eat it.” She screamed. He did, using his front teeth to bite and pull at the tough piece of flesh. He expected blood to trickle into his mouth at any moment, but her hide was tougher than normal human skin. Instead he got a mouthful of foul bitter ejaculate as she came, he could feel her lips quivering against his chin and the organ swell even bigger in his mouth until it was almost the size of a micro-penis.
In a sudden fit of lust driven rage, he threw her off his face and down onto the bed. He got on his knees and roughly yanked her by the fishnet clad legs to him, his huge throbbing cock jutting out from between his legs, ready to spear anything in sight. He was nearly mad with horny rage filled lust, a feeling he’d never experienced before. He felt like a wild animal that had just been given a shot of testosterone.
“That’s it, think your in control my precious lamb.” She said. She locked her strong legs around him like a vice, felt his cock press against her almost scalding hot sex, and with a rough flex of her legs she shoved him in. They both had to gasp momentarily, he from the incredibly tight silken glove of fire he’d just slipped into, she from the utter size and girth of this man, of this mere lamb. She’d only ever experienced someone of this size with her kind, the vampire men naturally more well endowed than the human men for biological reasons.
He began to thrust, every inch of wet flesh that slid over him creating an intense tactile sensation that blotted out all logical thought in his mind. He thrusted hard, slamming as deep into her as he could possibly go, and proceeded to wrap his big hands around her slender throat as he did so. His ropey forearm muscles bulged as he squeezed, throttling her with all his might while the cock slammed in and out. She grinned wildly.
“Yes. Yes. Harder.” She said through gritted teeth. Sweat coated him as he thrust like a mad man, the sound of skin slapping against skin reverberating off the black walls while he attempted and failed to crush her wind pipe. He felt himself growing larger, that last big swell before the explosion. She could sense his nearing orgasm, her legs tightening around him. “Give me that useless seed. Let it swim around and die in my cunt as your pathetic sperm is slowly dissolved. Do it. Give it to me.” She hissed.
“Fuck!” He screamed at the top of his lungs, and gave four more hard thrusts before the first wave rocked him. He felt his cock convulse inside of her, a jet of his seed erupting from him with such force it almost hurt. He reared back and thrusted again, but the vice grip of her thighs kept him pressed ball deep within her as he emptied himself. He could feel himself drip out of her, causing the rubber sheets beneath the to grow wet. He tried to release from her, but she only clamped her legs tighter around him, hard enough to pop bones in his back as she squeezed him like a boa constrictor, milking him cruelly as he continued to pump inside of her.
With his hands still wrapped tightly around her throat, she brought up her arms and broke his grip as easily as if she were swatting away the hands of some curious child. He felt his wrists snap as she did so, his arms buckling. Laird collapsed on top of her, his sweaty chest pressed against hers, and that’s when she wrapped her arms around him, like a lover in missionary would, except this grip was tight, merciless. He felt her fangs tear into the side of his throat, felt himself spilling out into her mouth, the tongue lapping at the wound the same way he’d just eaten her pussy.
He twitched and convulsed on top of her as he let loose the last few spurts of his seed inside of her, and with it all his energy and murderous rage were gone. After taking four hearty gulps from his carotid, she threw the naked detective off of her like a goose down pillow, where he bled freely on the rubber sheets. He turned to look at her, saw she was giggling drunkenly, her eyes glazed over as she experienced this blood driven high she told him about.
“Oh yes… What a feeling.” She said dreamily as she got up, walking shakily over to grab his feet and pull him off the bed. His body thumped to the floor, he tried to get up, but putting pressure on his wrists brought agonizing, blinding pain. His flaccid cock still dribble ejaculate as it flopped uselessly around while she pulled him through the open door, back into the hallway with the hanging bags.
“Hans! Get the bag ready. We have a fresh one.” Miss Crimson said as she dragged him across the floor. The neon green tubes flitted past his vision as he was dragged, until he came to a stop next to an empty one that sat on the ground. One of the men he recognized from the parking lot was there, dressed in all black, crew cut blonde hair emblazoned a strange gold in the light. He grinned at him, revealing eye teeth fangs that paled in comparison to the woman’s.
“You fucking bitch.” He managed to mutter as the man began to open the bag, hooking up the blood tube at the bottom. The naked vampire hunched over him, looking him in the eyes. He was already delirious from the orgasm and blood loss, but looking directly into those eyes paralyzed him as if his spinal chord had been severed.
“You poor thing. You should of just left well enough alone detective. Let sleeping dogs lie I believe is an expression from your species. But, alas, you sought out Miss Crimson, and you got what you were looking for. You didn’t even have to pay a single red cent. I’d count myself lucky if I were you.” She said, taking another bite out of the other side of his neck to increase the blood flow before the two vampires shoved him into the body bag, his screams and protests soon muffled.
Like what you’ve read? Please be sure to check out my other bundle of horrors, The devil you know-
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07YGPYMNG
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