

Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14





Finding Rachel

Part Two: The Conclusion




Copyright © Finding Rachel Part Two (2025) Matthew Lee

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner

without the prior written permission of the copyright owner,

except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction and any similarity to persons living or dead is purely coincidental.




By Matthew Lee


Chapter 1

Rachel Almond sat the tub of chicken soup in her cart and wheeled away. She smiled. After all she’d been through, simple grocery shopping felt like something special. She turned the corner and stood, amazed, at the vast display of fruits and vegetables. So many colors! She breathed in through her nose, enjoying all the varied scents. Her supernatural lovers had imparted heightened senses, originally intended to seduce her and keep her enthralled, but now they had been turned loose on her everyday life.

A man walked by and stopped to stare. Rachel stood rooted, eyes misty by the staggering beauty of it all. A sense rose in her, a feeling of universal connection. Not to the life common humans knew, but the real life, the grand scheme.

“Are you going to move your cart, lady?” the man grumbled.

Rachel snapped out of her reverie and apologized. She pulled her cart aside and allowed the man to continue shopping. Once he’d gone, Rachel wheeled her cart to the beautiful stacks of cucumbers, so cleverly displayed, stacked like felled trees. She lifted one from the top, examining the waxy skin. She curled her fingers, feeling the thickness, and suddenly her mind jumped to Cana’s cock, erect in her hand. His penis was quickly replaced in her mind by Rashad Cain’s, and then by the minotaur beast who fucked her so well. Rashad had been an elegant lover, refined and sophisticated. Cana made love to her, every touch packed with emotion. But, for sheer animal lust and the joy of fucking, nothing compared to the minotaur and his hunger. Her pussy tingled as she recalled her own spread legs and rampant, runaway desires. She held the cucumber with both hands and absentmindedly squeezed the deep green phallus, her mind a million miles away from the glaring white, fluorescent lights of the grocery store.

She missed them. She missed her otherworld lovers.

A soft chuckle brought her back to the moment. Several embarrassed shoppers watched her fondle the cucumber. She turned to the girl that had giggled, and she was instantly smitten.

The girl was young, perhaps twenty, and easily the most beautiful female Rachel had ever seen. The girl wore a short black pleated skirt and dark wine-colored top, unbuttoned a little to show deep cleavage. Her long hair was deep burgundy and so were her eyes. Her skin was pale, contrasting perfectly with the dark cloth of her outfit. The black fishnet stocking and black choker around her throat set everything off. She carried a basket with two bags of hamster food in it, but Rachel barely noticed that detail, struck soundly by this gorgeous creature’s stunning gothic beauty.

“I need to meet the man you were just thinking about,” the girl said to Rachel. “By the way you describe him, he seems like a lot of fun.”

“I didn’t describe—” Rachel said, her voice drifting off to silence as she noticed the large cucumber she held and realized what she’d done. “Damn it.” she chuckled. She lifted the vegetable to give the girl a better view. “Yeah, he was a prince.”

The women shared a knowing look and Rachel moved on, placing the cucumber in her cart. She continued to weave through the aisles, collecting items for her and Anders for the week. Her cart slowly filled.

At last, she finished and checked out, although the bill was much higher than it used to be. She aimed her cart out the door and around the building to her car. Movement drew her eye, and she yelped and jumped backward. A large rat stood in her path.

“Go away,” she hissed, pretending to kick the rodent.

The rat seemed to listen to a faraway sound and then circled around Rachel, approaching from behind. Rachel quickly found herself steered, forced to enter the alley between the grocery store and the nursery. The rat advanced slowly.

“Leave me alone,” Rachel whined. “What are you even doing here? Go away. Stop bothering me.”

“I understand the creature’s attraction to you,” a young woman’s voice said. “You are so very lovely.”

Rachel looked up. The gorgeous young girl from earlier stood at the mouth of the alley, feet spread, balanced, ready for action. The girl was more radiantly beautiful than before. Another button was now undone on her shirt, and her full, firm breasts seemed to call Rachel, begging to be touched, caressed, suckled. The rat stood on back legs, swaying, front legs hanging limp. Rachel stomped her foot and hissed, and the rodent walked backward, watching, studying Rachel.

“Does that seem weird to you?” Rachel asked the girl, staring at the retreating pest. “That rat’s behavior seems weird to me.”

“Archibald has a mind of his own,” the girl said.

Rachel and the girl locked eyes. A mental connection formed and flared. Rachel felt a faint stirring in her mind, like someone was in there, opening drawers and poking through closets.

“Who are you?” Rachel croaked.

“Call me Kali,” the girl replied, moving closer.

“What are you doing to me, Kali? I can feel someone in my mind.”

“Getting to know you. I’d like to know you. Would you like to know me?”

Rachel ran her eyes over the nubile princess. Kali was a dream: perfect tits but not too big, tight body without being muscular, gorgeous face with large dark eyes and high cheekbones. Long dark hair framed her face like a portrait. She was shaped by a million young men’s dreams, but it was Rachel who succumbed.

“Yes,” she whispered, her eyes lingering over every feminine curve.

“Good,” the girl said.

Kali moved closer still, taking Rachel’s hand and gently tangling their fingers, drawing Rachel deeper into the alley and away from public eyes. With a razor-sharp fingernail Kali snipped a button from her own shirt, causing the top to pop open more. She shaved another button and then another, opening her shirt and gradually exposing her breasts. She wore no bra and Rachel gawked as Kali’s perfect tits came into view.

“Do you want to kiss them? Kali asked, grinning.

Rachel could only nod. Kali held the two halves of her shirt and opened them like a book, fully displaying her tits and stomach. Rachel moaned softly, flooded with terrible desire. Kali giggled, enjoying her effect on Rachel. She lifted Rachel’s warm hand and placed it on her bare breast, palm over the nipple. Rachel felt the nub stiffen against her hand. Kali was cold to the touch but ignited an inferno in Rachel’s mind. Kali wet her lips and leaned forward slightly.

“Do you want to kiss me?” Kali murmured.

“Yes,” Rachel croaked, staring at her hand cupping the girl’s firm tit. “Yes, I want to kiss you.”

Kali leaned closer. Rachel moved her gaze to Kali’s full red lips and then closed her eyes, pressing her mouth against the goth girl’s young mouth. The ground lurched. Rachel’s head spun. Soft and warm and wet and inviting, Rachel poured more of herself into that kiss with each passing second. Kali returned passion with passion, her lust growing in step with Rachel’s. Kali gently guided Rachel’s free hand under her short skirt, and Rachel gasped as her fingertips glided over the bumpy fishnet stockings to arrive at Kali’s smooth bare pussy. The heat radiating from the younger woman’s slit shocked her and her hand suddenly had a mind of its own, easing a finger between soaked labia and sinking two-knuckles deep. That cunt gripped her delicate finger like a vise. Barely clinging to her mind, Rachel managed to mutter a warning.

“We shouldn’t do this here. People.”

“I think we should,” Kali said, lifting her hand to caress Rachel’s breast. “An audience makes everything more fun.”

She pinched the front of Rachel’s shirt and pushed the older woman backward, deeper into the alley. She spun and put her back against the brick wall of the grocery store and pulled Rachel into her arms.

“We’ll get arrested,” Rachel whimpered.

“Let me worry about that,” Kali said.

When Kali placed her hand atop Rachel’s head and gently pushed, Rachel squatted before the gothic seductress and Kali lifted the front of her black pleated skirt. Rachel’s gaze latched onto the pretty vulva before her, wrapped in strands of black fishnet. One thread split the small bare pussy lips. Kali nudged again and Rachel caved, her own desires too strong to resist. She angled her head and pushed her face into the girl’s crotch, gently tonguing the delicate folds. Kali exhaled with delight.

“Good,” she murmured. “Good girl. Like that, yes.”

Encouraged, Rachel opened her mouth and sucked the girl in, wiggling her tongue as far up into the sexy vixen as she could get it. Kali parted her legs a little to give Rachel access and pulled the woman’s head all the way in. Rachel feasted on the sweet, wet, delicious cunt.

“What the hell’s going on here?” a deep male voice said.

Rachel panicked and tried to stand but with one hand and incredible strength, Kali held Rachel’s head in place. She straightened her shoulders which opened the front of her shirt, fully exposing her tits, and the guard stared. His gaze rose to meet her eyes and he hesitated. His jaw went slack.

“You are store security?” the girl asked, unruffled.

The man’s voice softened.

“I am.”

“Then stand guard,” Kali told him. “Turn your back, keep us safe. I promise to reward you.”

“All right.”

Rachel heard the power of persuasion in Kali’s voice. The hackles on her neck stood up, warning her not all was right, but the savory pussy in her mouth pushed those concerns out of her head. Kali said she’d handle being discovered, and she had. Rachel burrowed her tongue deep and then dragged it back across Kali’s clit, causing the younger woman’s strong legs to tremble. Rachel caressed Kali’s breasts with one hand while moving the fishnet with the other. She pushed her middle finger deep into Kali’s soaked pussy.

“Let me make you cum,” Rachel pleaded. “I want to make you cum.”

Kali pulled Rachel’s face close.

“Worship me,” she said. “Make your tongue worship me.”

Rachel complied, throwing herself into giving Kali pleasure. The girl was so pretty! Rachel felt lucky, grateful to be chosen. Kali ground her sopping cunt into the older woman’s mouth and climbed towards orgasm. Rachel tried everything, teasing and licking and sucking every inch of Kali’s sensitive flesh. She pumped her finger and Kali lifted a leg, bringing her foot down on a stack of pallets, granting Rachel even greater access to her pussy. Rachel added her tongue beside her finger, double fucking Kali.

“That’s lovely,” Kali softly groaned. “You’re so sweet.”

She drew her razor nail down her inner thigh, just a scratch. Crimson blood oozed. She let Rachel eat her pussy a moment longer and then steered her away from her slit and guided Rachel to her fresh wound.

“Suck that,” Kali said. “Taste me.”

Rachel did not hesitate. She pounced on the trickle of blood like she’d been entrusted with the girl’s life. She pressed her lips to the nick and sucked, drawing out droplets of blood.

The instant they hit Rachel’s tongue, her mind exploded. Kali’s blood was hot as the sun, tasting of scrumptious, succulent honey. Rachel sucked and then sucked harder. Strength and vitality coursed through her veins. Every nerve caught fire and dazzled her, filling her with utter euphoria. A spontaneous orgasm shook her body and mind. She groaned like she’d been shot. Fear, anxiety, insecurity, all wiped away in an instant. Kali’s blood electrified her and turned her world upside down. She sucked again and Kali laughed, delighted. Rachel saw Kali’s long line of lovers stretching back to Babylon. She saw women and men, groveling to please, her dark, devastating youthful beauty seducing kings and queens. More recently, near the head of the line, she saw her husband.

Detective Anders Almond had fucked this radiant beauty.

She sucked hard one last time and fastened her mouth again to Kali’s smooth mound. Her husband had been inside this woman. His lovely cock, the same cock she so enjoyed, had ejaculated seed in her. There was no room for jealousy. Rachel felt pride. Kali was suddenly infinitely sexier, and she was already the sexiest creature Rachel had ever met. She knew Kali manipulated her, but she didn’t care. Husband and wife had shared the same lover! It was the hottest possible connection they could have. Rachel devoured the cunt her husband had fucked, devoured the cunt so many through history had known. Rachel was thrilled to be Kali’s lover; to have her name etched into the archives of history, right next to her husband’s.

Untouched, Rachel orgasmed again, her mind overcome. She soaked her panties and her pants and used her tongue to fuck Kali as hard as she could. Kali welcomed the onslaught, leaning against the brick wall, spreading her legs and accepting Rachel’s devotion. She grabbed the woman’s head and forced her deeper, climbing rapidly towards an earthshattering climax. Rachel’s submission was total, and Kali savored the conquest. When her orgasm hit, she covered her mouth to smother her scream, grinding her pussy onto Rachel’s tongue. Kali soared, losing herself in wave after wave of bliss.

She returned to herself slowly, delighting in Rachel’s continuous suppliant licking. She stroked the older woman’s soft hair and gazed down at her adoringly. Hungry for something extra, she called the security guard closer. The man obeyed, walking backward to maintain his vigilance. When he was close enough, Kali placed one hand on Rachel’s head to keep her licking, and the other hand around the man’s throat, pulling him close. She sank her teeth through the man’s flesh, his hot blood spurting into her mouth and showering them all with fine red spray. Rachel heard the man groan but kept licking pussy, eager to please Kali. The she-demon gulped the man’s life as Rachel worked hard to make Kali cum again.

Soon the succubi moaned as her body shook from an intense climax, drinking hot blood as her submissive human licked. Kali sucked and swallowed until, eventually, she let the man’s lifeless body, now merely a husk, drained dry, crumble to the asphalt.

Rachel burrowed her face even deeper between Kali’s legs, licking and sucking and nibbling, desperately trying to please. She had to be stopped, with a gentle hand under her chin, or she would continue to feast. Kali lifted the woman and French kissed her, sharing her bloody mouth and tongue.

Rachel reveled in her new power. She felt Kali’s blood running through her veins mixed with the essence of her former lovers. Rashad, Cana, and even the beastly minotaur had all given something of themselves to her, altering her into something more than human. Now Kali had added to that mix and what that might produce, Rachel had no idea. She was ravenous for more, but Kali held her back.

“It’s time for me to go,” Kali said.

Rachel stepped back, disappointed. A wide circle of crimson surrounded her mouth and chin.

“Will I see you again?”

Kali lifted Rachel’s hand.

“Yes. In fact, I suspect you’ll see me sooner than you think.”

“I need you,” Rachel whined. “Right now. Come home with me.”

The hot young gothic babe stepped close and kissed Rachel lovingly.

“Go home to your husband. Go home to Detective Almond. Have him think of me when the time is desperate. I’ll answer. I can open doors. Remember that. I can open doors.”

Rachel froze, clearly dismayed.

“That’s disheartening,” she said. “I thought you picked me in that store because you saw something in me, not because of whom I’m married to.”

Kali kissed Rachel again.

“I did pick you for you. You’re an extraordinary creature, Rachel. I saw you and I had to have you. You glow in this universe like a meeting of dimensions. But there are unpredictable forces at work that will soon require our attention. I need your help. Will you be ready?”

“I’ll be ready.”

“Your husband may need convincing. Will you help me with that, too?”

Rachel nodded enthusiastically, stepping forward to kiss Kali passionately. Kali returned the kiss, breaking from Rachel reluctantly.

“Go home,” Kali said, gesturing towards the shopping cart. “Put your groceries away. Your ice cream melts.”

Rachel nodded and turned. She turned back to look at the stunning gothic temptress. Her eyes ate the girl alive as she stood there, boldly, shirt open, blood sprayed breasts casually and carelessly exposed. Then her gaze drifted down to the security guard lying on the ground, drained of life. She knew she should feel some level of remorse and guilt, but all she felt was the thrill of victory. He was a lesser form of life, best suited to slave labor or to feed upon. She knew that was Kali’s blood in her talking, but there was no denying how right it felt.


Chapter 2

Abigail paraded naked in front of the bathroom mirrors. This new body was a delight. Men, even proud men, made fools of themselves for a chance to be with her. Pleasures of the flesh had been denied Velmorath for centuries, and he was unwilling to part with them just yet.

Riley can wait, Velmorath, who was Abigail, decided.

She stood in front of the mirror and lifted both breasts, scooping from underneath before dropping both, allowing them to wobble. Everything she did felt good. Some of the men had done things to her that felt fantastic. She circled a stiff nipple with a fingertip and watched herself in the mirror.

She exited the bathroom and entered the living room of this small apartment. She’d arranged the dining and living room chairs into a circle facing each other. Almost a dozen golems, bones stolen from the living and enchanted to serve, all while still remembering their former lives, sat staring at each other with eyes driven insane by their fate. One by one they’d fallen prey to her seductions and one by one they’d had their bones removed and reassembled.

She’d played with them first, allowing them to think they’d scored a night with the sexiest woman they’d ever met. Though possessed, Abigail was fully aware of the tortures Velmorath made them all, including her, endure. She saw how the men suffered. She felt their terror and anguish. Powerless, she could do nothing as Velmorath used her beauty to snare one man after the next.

Abigail stepped into the circle and twirled naked before her victims. Their eyes filled with longing, following every move she made. She turned and whirled, spiraling before them, displaying herself from every angle. They watched with eyes no longer alive but not fully dead, yearning to touch her.

“Arise, my little army. Arise and join me. Let us recruit new soldiers. Follow me into the inky night. Let us hunt your brothers.”

Abigail left the circle and the golems stood, walking with jerky motions as they followed their mistress off the balcony, dropping to the alley below. Naked Abby assembled her creatures and then shuffled away, prowling, hunting for new, unsuspecting men. She’d seduce them and claim their bones, adding to her growing legion.


Chapter 3

Lord Ur drew himself up to his full height, standing head and shoulders above his acolytes and almost reaching the ceiling in this abandoned church. Some had volunteered, some had been captured, but he’d continued to absorb the flesh and muscle of others. Now he radiated physical strength and stamina. He opened the Book of Misty Vales and placed it on the dusty altar. His followers closed in.

“Does the book reveal our treasure, Lord Ur?” a believer asked.

“It does,” the massive creature answered. “But I know not the names of these places. Who here recognizes these shorelines?”

Several worshippers advanced, eager to peer at the hand drawn map.

“I know where that is,” a young man with green eyes said. “I grew up near there. That’s Commencement Bay, an arm of the Salish Sea, along the coast of Tacoma. The mountain the map leads to is Mount Rainier, an ancient volcano. It’s huge.”

“The dagger is there,” Lord Ur said.

“On the mountainside?” Green Eyes said. “That place is crawling with hikers, especially during summer. Someone found it by now. It’s been centuries.”

Lord Ur pointed a large finger at a spot on the map.

“Not on the mountain,” he rumbled. “Under it.”

The young man looked to the other worshipers.

“How is that better?” he asked. “How do we go under the mountain? We’ll need heavy equipment to dig.”

“There are old mines,” a girl with short black hair said. “I’ve hiked them. On the north side. I know how to get there.”

Lord Ur laid a huge gentle hand on the girl’s head.

“Sweet child,” his voice rumbled. “I wish all had such faith as you. But we will not need mines to follow. I shall descend the very throat of the mountain.”

The young man took a step backward.

“Mount Rainier is an active volcano,” he warned. “A dangerous one. There are constant earthquakes. The mountain vents steam. The mountain vents gases like hydrogen sulfide. The entire top is covered in deep snow and ice. How will we get through? The mountain is over fourteen-thousand feet high. That’s almost three miles. It’s crazy to think you can enter the summit crater.”

“Crazy?” Lord Ur said.

He grabbed the young man by the throat and lifted, choking and pounding on Ur’s arm, off the ground. Ur brought their faces close.

“I am born of fire,” he growled, staring into terrified eyes. “I have neither need nor room for your doubt. Du lok!”

Lord Ur’s hand burst into flames, engulfing the young man’s head. The man kicked and hit and would have screamed if he could draw a breath. Lord Ur held him steady, allowing the sizzling fire to do the work. Ur watched the desperate man fight for his life and chuckled, The man emitted a strangled cry, flailing frantically. Beneath his black, heavy robe, Ur began to swell and grow erect. Flesh popped and sizzled and soon the young man struggled no more.

Lord Ur lifted the man higher, and flesh began to flow, peeling away from the dead man and traveling down Ur’s hand and arm where it melded with his body, engorging his frame.

Enthralled by his own power, his rising cock, expanding along with the rest of his body, split the front of his robe and lifted into the air.

“Nothing will stop me,” Ur told the shocked crowd. “The faithless should leave now. If you are not with me, you are against me. There is no in between.”

After a moment of tense silence, several men turned to leave. Ur signaled to his most devout followers to grab them. Others, eager to prove their fidelity, joined in and the fleeing men were quickly pinned to the ground. Ur approached and placed his hands on the closest, muttering an incantation. Skin and muscle and sinew began to erupt, and the man screamed in agony as his body abandoned him, adding, again, to Lord Ur’s mass.

Ur’s large erection throbbed with power. He repeated the process on the next captured man, and then continued, one by one, until the faithless were consumed and the screaming stopped.

The girl with short black hair fell to her knees, repulsed by the murders she’d just witnessed yet irresistibly drawn to the thick throbbing cock waving before them all. She wrapped her fingers tightly around the shaft and began to stroke the length, stuffing the plum-sized head into her stretched mouth. She sucked hard, slurping.

Another girl joined her on her knees, orally worshiping the large ball sack hanging below. Lord Ur gently stroked their hair as they adored him, seduced by his power, sucking from fear and lust. He watched them for a short time.

“The emerald dagger lies hidden beneath the mountain,” he said without looking away. “I will go to the mountain. I will choose two of you to accompany me while the rest remain here, hiding, for now, until we are prepared to burst forth and claim the world. I will once again rule all and you, my loyal servants, will receive your reward.”

The girls took turns bobbing on the head, wrestling the thick shank back and forth, fighting for the right to suck their lord. The girl with short black hair won, drawing delicious precum up the shaft and into her mouth where it tingled like mild electricity. Her tongue teased under the head, milking the man, swallowing his leaking essence. The other girl dipped under, slathering Ur’s fat and heavy balls. He allowed them to please him, knowing the message it sent to those watching. He spied one young man, the girl’s boyfriend, watching through hurt and jealous eyes. Ur took the girl’s head in his huge hands, guiding her on his meat, fucking her mouth while never looking away from the boyfriend. The young man’s pain was obvious. Ur held her head firmly and began to thrust his hips. He would ejaculate down the girl’s throat and break the young man’s heart. He began to chuckle as he felt his climax take hold.


Chapter 4

“I simply cannot take on a case right now,” Detective Almond said into his phone. “I’m sorry, Evelyn. Please tell Gwen I will come as soon as I am able. A friend has gone missing, and I must find her.”

“Whom?” Evelyn asked.

“Her name is Abigail. She’s a nun. We worked on a case together. She’s been possessed and I must get her back. I will call you when I’ve finished.”

Evelyn was quiet for a heartbeat.

“Go get her, detective,” the old woman said.

They exchanged a few words more and ended the call. Almond sat his phone on the low coffee table and lifted his eyes to Rachel and Riley.

“We’re going to England?” Rachel asked.

“I don’t have a passport,” Riley said.

Almond sighed.

“Soon,” he told his wife. He turned his attention to Riley. “You’re not coming when we go.”

“Why the fuck not?”

“Because you’re too young for this kind of work,” he said. “Go get a boyfriend. Go to college. Go be a social media influencer or some shit. I can’t keep taking you on these dangerous missions. I know you have a personal stake in this one and that’s fair, but you’re not my partner. I don’t do partners. You’ll end up dead like all the others. I can’t bear that.”

Rachel sat next to Andy and put her arm around his shoulders. She considered telling him about Kali’s seduction but decided now was not the right time.

“I can’t go home,” Riley complained. “I have no home. I moved out after I legally became an adult to spare my mom Velmorath’s awful torments. She’d see what he did to me but was powerless to help. I couldn’t keep putting her through all that. I’m all alone now and if you don’t help me, then when he gets bored with tormenting Abigail and returns his attention to me, I’m dead. Abigail will probably capture and torture me.”

Rachel left Andy to sit with Riley, slipping a comforting arm around the girl. Riley accepted the embrace, leaning into Rachel.

Detective Almond sighed. His shoulders sagged.

“She’s safer with you than all alone,” Rachel said. “You know she’s right.”

Andy stared at his phone on the coffee table.

“Fine,” he said at last. “But you do what I say when I say it. Every time.”

“Understood,” Riley said.

“Let’s get some sleep,” he said. “Tomorrow morning is our appointment to view the library’s microfiche files on The Book of Misty Vales. We need to know why Lord Ur wanted that tome so badly. Hopefully, we can figure out what he’s doing next.”

They cleaned up, stacking empty cups and plates in the dishwasher. Riley said goodnight and headed for the guestroom and Andy and Rachel moved to the master bedroom. They brushed their teeth, crawled into bed, and said good night. Despite their troubled minds, they fell asleep quickly.

Rachel, lost in that hazy twilight between being awake and struggling against the veil of sleep, was awakened hours later by Andy’s fingertip gently circling her nipple. Her husband had spooned her sometime after they’d fallen asleep and now held her close. She leaned her breast into his hand.

“I was hoping you’d try something,” she murmured.

His fingers spread around her full tit, rolling over her stiffening nipple, and then he turned her towards him, sliding down her body under the covers. He pushed her legs apart, kissing all the way down as he moved lower. She gasped when she felt his hot breath on her pussy.

“Are you going to eat me, Baby?” she asked, hopeful. “You know I love it when you do. That talented tongue drives me crazy.”

Although still waking up, Rachel was thrilled. Andy had been so busy lately trying to find Lord Ur he’d had no time for sex, and lately sex was all she thought about. She put her hand on the back of his head and hurried him towards her slit.

“I need it, lover,” she mumbled. “Don’t tease.”

Andy dove in. He slapped his wide tongue across her asshole and dragged the wiggling appendage across her pussy opening. He found her clitoris and sucked on it like it was a melting ice cube. He pushed his tongue inside, twirling like a propellor. Everything he did was different from his usual approach. She spread her legs wider, enjoying his oral surprises.

“I like your pussy,” Andy whispered. “So warm and wet and soft. So different from mine.”

Rachel crossed her ankles behind his back, savoring the luscious feel of his tongue gliding, lost in the bliss.

Wait, she thought. What?

She pulled his mouth closer, allowing him to continue, reluctant to question and learn the truth, eager to cherish the fantastic pleasures he gave. But her mind latched onto those words and refused to let go. Finally, she had to know, grabbing his hair and pulling him higher for a kiss. As he emerged from under the blankets his eyes were closed. Avoiding eye contact was a sign Andy might not be himself. But if not Andy, then who?

“Beckett?” she whispered. “Is that you, Darling?”

Andy opened his eyes. Rachel looked into her husband’s eyes but did not recognize who was in bed with her. He teased Rachel’s wet opening with a finger and then pushed the digit deep.

“Not Andy,” Andy rasped, grinning. “Not Beckett.”

Andy kissed Rachel passionately and pumped the finger in her pussy. He leaned back to grab Rachel’s large breast and caressed it, marveling wide-eyed at the size. He leaned down to suck the nipple before meeting her eyes again.

“Janet,” he hissed. “I’m Janet, and you’re so pretty.”

Rachel froze. Andy’s finger worked her pussy, and her hips rose and fell in time. It felt too good to stop but surely this must be wrong. Where was Andy? How could Janet simply take over? Andy lowered his mouth to tease her nipple again and Rachel cared less that her husband was unconscious. Janet had breasts too, in life, and certainly knew how to handle them. Her soft tongue lapped and swirled, so different from the way her husband did such things, and Rachel softly moaned.

Andy kissed Rachel’s breasts and then all the way down her body to her pussy again. He feasted on Rachel’s gushing cunt, pumping the buried finger.

“Can I play with your butt?” Andy asked.

Andy, who was Janet, did not wait for a response, wetting a finger and slipping it up Rachel’s asshole. She moved his digits in opposing time, licking and sucking, giving Rachel no chance to catch her breath.

“Fuck me,” Rachel finally moaned.

Andy ignored the request.

“Fuck me,” Rachel said again. “I need cock.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean put your big cock in me.”

Andy stopped eating and rose on his knees. The covers fell away, and he gazed down at his large erection, baffled.

“Fuck me, goddamn it,” Rachel whined.

Confused, Andy lowered his mouth to Rachel’s pussy, but Rachel caught his face in her hands, lifting his chin to gaze into his eyes.

“No,” she said, pointing at his cock. “With that. Put that in me.”

Understanding dawned. Andy grabbed his erection with both hands and squeezed, tugging on the long, solid piece of meat. He shuffled his knees closer and watched as Rachel clutched his penis and guided it between her pussy lips. Andy’s eyes grew huge as his inches sank. Rachel chuckled.

“That must feel amazing,” she murmured.

“Oh my gosh,” Andy stammered. “Oh my gosh!”

“Do you want to push it all the way in?”

Andy nodded, stunned. He shoved the remaining inches and closed his eyes, savoring the incredible sensations of being buried. He held himself there until Rachel tapped his butt.

“You’re supposed to pump your ass,” she suggested. “Push and pull your dick in and out. It feels even better.”

Clumsily, Andy began to fuck Rachel. Astonishment spread across his face. He braced himself on both hands over her and stared down at his penis vanishing and reappearing. He looked up at Rachel in amazement and then looked down again, watching himself. He met Rachel’s eyes, and they shared an intimate look.

“Don’t tell me how old you were when you died,” Rachel said. “I’m just happy to give this to you.”

Andy lifted himself over Rachel to take in everything at once. He watched her breasts sway and wobble as he fucked her body.

“Your boobs look amazing,” he muttered. “I wish mine looked like that.”

He moved his hips with gentle, tender thrusts for a long time, worried that the power of his huge cock might hurt Rachel. She was touched by his compassion and tenderness. She softly ran her fingertips over his sensitive skin. They kissed delicately for a moment, but then Andy stopped. Then, the kiss turned rough, his tongue forced into her mouth, his whiskers scratching her face. Andy leaned away, a menacing grin twisting his lips, and Rachel saw someone else behind his eyes.

“You need a real fucking,” Andy’s voice said, husky with emotion. “The kind of fucking only a real man can give. I know the kind of woman you are. Let’s put this big cock to work.”

Andy drove his hard meat all the way in, smashing her cervix and forcing the air from her lungs in a rush. She swooned but quickly recovered, grabbing Andy’s face and staring into his eyes.

“Who are you?” she croaked, gasping around the unyielding spear buried in her guts. “Where’s Janet?”

Andy pumped his hips, rough, fucking Rachel hard. She struggled but Andy was too strong. Worse, Andy’s cock felt fantastic. He’d never been so big and hard. Rachel felt pinned to the bed, impaled, and loved it. His hips rose and fell like he sought to master her and not merely fuck her. Their eyes met again and she knew. She saw who it was that powered that cock. She’d hoped for a lusty Beckett but that’s not who pounded her into the mattress right now.

“D— Daddy Almond,” she stuttered, alarmed. “You’re my husband’s father. My father-in-law.”

“That’s right,” Andy sneered. “I always told my boy you weren’t good enough for him and I can see now that I was right. If you were any good at all you’d demand I stop, but we both know you won’t.”

Andy pulled his cock almost all the way out and held it there, just the fat head nestled inside her lips. She broke quickly, lifting her hips to recapture the man. Andy grabbed her wrists and pinned her hands beside her head. His knees forced her legs wide open and then he slowly began to push each inch into her. Her groan grew louder the deeper his invasion. When he reached her cervix, he kept going, pressing the fat head against her inner barrier. She moaned. He pressed harder and she arched her back off the bed, groaning loudly.

“You like how Daddy Almond fucks you.”

“I do,” she mumbled, ashamed.

“You’re sexy, I’ll give you that. I see why my son married you.”

“Just shut up.”

Andy began long stroking her, withdrawing almost all the way before sheathing that big cock deep. It was obvious to both she would quickly orgasm.

“Cum for me,” he said. “Whore.”

“No,” she whimpered. “I don’t want to. That would be wrong.”

Andy ignored her whines and moved his hips faster and harder. He fucked her into the mattress, pounding her cunt. Her big tits bounced and continuous moans floated from her throat. She grabbed his arms and squeezed, fighting the urge and losing. Andy gave a sinister chuckle.

“Give in, bitch,” he taunted. “Daddy Almond is fucking you like the whore you are. Andy is big like his daddy. You feel that big cock opening you up inside? Can you feel me rearranging your guts? Just wait until I blast you full of cum. My son is lovesick when it comes to you, but I know the truth. You don’t fool me.”

The sounds of slapping flesh filled the room. Rachel hated herself for loving this rough fuck, for loving the wrongness of what she did, but there was no denying it. She loved being manhandled, the harder the better.

Movement at the door caught her eye.

Riley!

No!

Riley had heard the sex and came to investigate. Sweet young Riley stood in the shadows and watched Andy pound Rachel into the sheets. Rachel closed her eyes. It was all so wrong! Andy’s cock began to expand inside her, orgasm looming, and that was more than she could take. With Riley’s eyes glued to her fucking and Andy who was Daddy Almond laughing mercilessly over her, Rachel exploded in a mind-shattering climax. She clawed Andy’s arms and lifted her ass high off the bed. His cock was a thick piston, pummeling her tight wet hole. There was no love, there was no tenderness, there was only hard veiny inches punishing. Rachel cried out as an orgasm seized her body and mind. Her eyes flew open to see Dad above and Riley watching from the doorway. Rachel’s climax shot even higher, and she shrieked, wrapping her leg tightly around the man, grinding on his fat cock and losing her mind.

She still soared through the heavens when Andy growled and filled his lungs. His orgasm started as a low rumble but quickly exploded. She felt his thick hose bucking and jumping as it spewed hot liquid straight into her womb. He shot over and over, grunting as he forced each boiling spurt into her. She clutched at him, hearing herself begging for more, hearing herself begging him to pound her unconscious. She lost herself in the tainted merging of their bodies, knowing this was not her husband, knowing innocent eyes watched. Their corrupted mating only made her cum harder. The man was right; she was a cock-loving whore.

Finally, balls utterly drained, Andy collapsed, chest heaving, sweat dripping from his chin. Rachel hugged him gently, gratefully caressing her lover, but afraid her husband would return at this most inopportune of moments. Nobody moved. A glance at the doorway showed Riley had slipped back to her room.

“I won’t tell him if you don’t,” Dad muttered.

“You want me to lie?” Rachel whispered. “To my husband?”

Andy nodded slightly.

“Yes,” he murmured. “If you ever want me to fuck you like that again, this must be our little secret. My son cannot learn the truth.”

Rachel did not respond. Andy sent a surge of blood into his still buried cock, expanding himself inside her. Rachel gasped.

“Admit it,” Dad murmured. “You need to be fucked like that.”

Rachel chewed her lip.

“I do,” she whispered, hating herself.

“You want me again.”

“I do.”

Andy flexed his ass and pushed his cock deeper.

“Whore,” he muttered.

“I am,” Rachel whimpered. “God help me.”

She pulled her husband’s head down so she could devour his lips with a maddening passion she barely understood.  These lips, this tongue were Andy’s, but the man himself was someone else, and the depravity thrilled her.


Chapter 5

Detective Anders Almond woke exhausted. Rachel still slept soundly beside him, so he moved carefully, slipping out of bed. His hand hit a huge wet spot. He lifted the covers on his side, gauging the size.

Did we fuck last night? he wondered.

Vague memories floated through his mind, faint recollections of tight wet pussy and hot breath.

Was it a sex dream or did I fuck Rachel? I must have been exhausted.

He went to the kitchen to make coffee. Riley was already awake, avoiding his eyes. He said good morning and asked if she wanted a cup.

“Sounds good,” she said. “Thanks.”

He poured two cups after the brew, and they chatted about current events and possible college for Riley. Rachel joined them after a while, avoiding their eyes too, and gulped half her cup. She asked questions about what degree Riley might pursue, and the conversation moved on. When Andy left to use the bathroom, Rachel changed the subject to what mattered most.

“Did you watch us last night?”

“Yes,” Riley admitted.

“Please don’t mention it to Andy. He would be mortified if he knew you saw us. You’re too young.”

“Us?”

Rachel nodded vigorously.

“Yes. Me and Andy. My husband.”

Riley looked skeptical but agreed not to mention what she’d seen. Andy returned from the restroom and the conversation drifted to other topics. Soon they all gathered their things and left for their appointment at the library. A librarian’s assistant brought them to a viewing room and showed them how to use the equipment.

Forty-five minutes later, they knew.

“Mount Rainier,” Riley said, shaking her head. “That’s a tough climb.”

“Maybe we don’t have to climb it,” Rachel suggested. “Maybe there are old mines we can use.”

Riley shook her head again.

“From when? A hundred, maybe a hundred and fifteen years ago? Come on. This dagger was hidden under the mountain millennia ago. There were no mine shafts back then. There were only the lava tubes themselves, starting at the top. We must enter from the top.”

Andy rotated and zoomed a photo of the mountain to see more clearly.

“The peak is packed with snow,” Riley said. “In some areas it’s over fifty feet deep. The mountain is covered with twenty-eight different glaciers. No matter what route we take, we’ll have to deal with them. No way can we punch through that much ancient ice. Not unless we can make the mountain erupt. That would melt everything.”

They all stared at each other, perplexed.

“There’s no way in,” Almond said.

Rachel chewed a fingernail, pensive.

“I might know a way,” she murmured.

Riley and Andy turned to look at her.

“Let’s hear it,” Andy said.

“Oh boy,” Rachel breathed. “Don’t get mad, but something happened between me and Kali. Something inappropriate.”

Andy came out of his chair, throwing his hands in the air, instantly angry.

“What?” he shouted. “What? You and Kali? When? Why the fuck didn’t you tell me before now?”

“Calm down,” Rachel said. “She approached me at the grocery store.”

Andy stopped, frozen.

“Approached? What do you mean? Like with a business proposition?”

“Kind of,” Rachel nodded. “I was grocery shopping for all of us. I wanted to make a nice family dinner. This breathtaking young woman approached and flirted with me.”

“Did you flirt back?” Riley asked.

“Of course. She was irresistible. I didn’t know who she was then. I found out later. She told me after we had sex in the alley.”

Andy slapped his hands on his head.

“What?” he shouted, flabbergasted.

“Who is Kali?” Riley asked.

“She’s a hot gothic girl my husband fucked,” Rachel said.

“She’s a succubus,” he retorted. “She’s a she-demon, a blood-sucking vampire who manipulates everyone. You can’t trust a word she speaks.”

“Did you fuck her?” Riley asked, matter of fact.

The detective sighed. His shoulders sagged.

“Yes.”

“Then Rachel gets to have sex with her too. That’s totally fair. Why are you so upset at Rachel for doing the same thing as you?”

“Because Rachel doesn’t know how dangerous Kali is,” Andy said, dropping into his chair again. “You should have told me sooner. How long ago did this happen? What did she want?”

“It happened a while back. She wanted me. She said to her otherworldly eyes, I glow. She wanted me to tell you that she can open doors. She told me you’d need help and if you called for her, she’d answer. I think this is what she meant. I think she can help us get under Mount Rainier. Maybe she wants Lord Ur dead too.”

“There is no way to know what Kali truly wants,” Andy said. “She always has a hidden agenda.” He sighed, resigned.

“Was it hot?” Riley asked.

“Was what hot?” Rachel said.

“The sex with Kali. Girl on girl is so sexy. Was sex with her hot?”

Rachel rolled her eyes, making a sweeping motion with her arms.

“It was insane,” Rachel said. “We both orgasmed so hard. I saw stars. She did too. Mine was infinitely better than any other time because she gave me some of her blood to drink. That amplified everything.”

Andy hung his head.

“You drank her blood?” he asked, staring at the floor.

“Yes.”

Andy squeezed his eyes shut.

“That’s it then,” Andy muttered. “She has us.”

“Is that bad?” Riley asked.

“Yeah. Her blood fills you with power but it also connects you to her permanently. She always knows where you are. She senses what you’re feeling. We’re tethered to her now. There’s no escape.”

“Then we might as well call her,” Rachel said. “We need help. We need her to open a doorway under the mountain. She told me to remember that.”

“We are stuck,” Riley added.

“All right,” the detective relented. “I’m out voted. Let’s find someplace safe and try to summon her, someplace away from everyone and everything.” He lifted his gaze to look at his wife. “In an alley? Weren’t you worried about getting caught?”

“A little. But she was too hot and sexy to refuse. Plus, she made a man, a security guard, stand watch over us.”

“And how did things turn out for him?” Andy asked.

“Not so great,” Rachel admitted. “Kali bit his neck and drained all his blood while I ate her pussy.”

Andy left his chair and opened the door to the media room. He marched out, mumbling obscenities, heading for the parking lot.


Chapter 6

The massive brick building sat resolute, a stubborn medieval castle rooted between skyscrapers of glass and steel. Sister Abigail, formerly of Saint James Cathedral in downtown Seattle, stood before the huge double doors leading into the church, ruefully noting the lack of exterior handles. They pretend to serve the masses but in truth, you must wait for them to open their doors to you. Such hypocrisy.

Memories of her many years of service spent here were all too vivid at this moment. She wore her full habit for the first time in years, including the wide black choker with small gold crucifix dangling.

“Please,” she muttered to Velmorath inside her. “Please, please, please don’t make me do this.”

The demon merely chuckled inside her head.

Why not? he said. The priest has wanted you for years. Let’s give him what he wants. I share your mind, Abigail. I know your thoughts. I know all those times you recognized his desire. I know how you forced yourself to resist your urges. I am here to help you give in to them.

“I mustn’t.”

You must. You will. When he sees what you wear beneath your frock his defenses will crumble. Men cannot resist your allure, Abigail. It’s a sin to hide what the Good Lord gave you. Why did he do that, I wonder? Surely, he expects you to share. Open the door. Let the seduction begin. Once you have drained his essence, I will remove his lovely bones and fashion a new golem. Priests make the best pets.

Abigail felt herself submerging once more into the mire that was Velmorath's control.  Her whole being was pulled under thick, hot mud with only her face barely above the surface. But her face left partially free was more of a curse than a kindness.  Her eyes were forced to watch the torture of seeing her body used for unspeakable horrors.  Her mouth was allowed to break the surface of control, but only so that Velmorath could delight in her appeals for mercy. Her pleas would go unanswered as the demon enjoyed the arias of pain in her voice.  Such sweet anguish would make his cock swell if he still had one. But the warm juices of Abigail’s cunt still pleased the demon with every step. She watched her hand rise and her knuckle rap. Soon she heard footsteps within, short, fast footsteps with a heavy tread.

Reverend Mother Iris, Abby thought. Someone noticed me and spread the word that I had returned.

A smaller door beside the great portal opened. Reverend Mother Iris folded her arms across her massive bosom.

“What do you want, Abigail?” she asked. “You are no longer welcome.”

The older woman wore a traditional habit with all the accoutrements. Rosaries dangled from a sash at her waist. Velmorath imagined Iris stripped and bleeding from multiple cuts and Abigail shuddered.

“I’m here to speak to the Most Reverend Paul Stevens. Give him this message: I was there when the first stone was cast, and Saint Stephen stumbled. Tell him it was I who whispered in the ear of Saul of Tarsus and set him on his righteous path.”

The Reverend Mother stepped back as if struck.

“You are not Abigail,” she murmured.

“I am Velmorath, from the plane of suffering, and I will have words with the Most Reverend Paul Stevens. Fetch him, old woman, before I turn your bones to jelly.”

Reverend Mother Iris backed away and entered the church, shutting the door behind her. Abigail adjusted the tight corset under her habit, feeling her stiff nipples drag against the coarse fabric of her frock.

“He won’t come,” Abigail murmured.

He’ll come. Saint Stephen is his namesake and the first Christian martyr. The man’s pride and curiosity will undo him. Watch.

The big doors without handles creaked and groaned and swung slowly open. The Most Reverend Paul Stevens, dressed in his traditional vestments, white alb under a layered black chasuble, stepped bravely forward. He ran his wary eyes over Abigail, pausing a fraction of a second too long on the swell of her large breasts.

We have him, Velmorath gloated.

Abigail despaired. Reverend Paul Stevens was a devoted man, giving his life to God from an early age. She’d seen him sacrifice for others again and again, selflessly caring for those in need.

“Who are you and what do you want?” Stevens said.

Abigail felt Velmorath dig deep, summoning all the formidable feminine charm and appeal that Abigail possessed. She knew she was attractive to others. She knew she was a temptation. Her whole young adult life she’d struggled with her innate ability to entice. It was her burden to bear. Desperate to be more than an object to desire, it drove her to the convent at an early age. Now, it was being used against her, her, and any man unlucky enough to cross her path.

“I have secrets to share,” she heard herself say. “Things the Lord has whispered to me that he wants you to know. A special message for your ears only. Can we go somewhere private?”

Velmorath pitched Abigail’s voice perfectly: warm seduction mingled with vulnerable need. No man alive could have resisted the subtle offer nestled in the word private. Stevens stood taller, straightening his shoulders. Abigail had served under him for years at Saint James. He’d seen too much of her to refuse that offer now. A memory from two years ago popped into his head: Abby, bright summer sun behind her, hanging freshly laundered tablecloths to dry, the outline of her desirable body obvious through her frock. He’d felt a tightening in his testicles back then and prayed for guidance that night. He’d avoided Abigail for weeks, until he felt he could once again look upon her as nothing more than a sister. Now, all those thoughts and feelings of desire came crashing into his mind. He remembered her caught in a sudden rain; wet dress painted on her ridiculously feminine body. He remembered one night praying together, innocent Abigail dropping to her knees as he looked down. How guilty he’d felt when he’d begun to engorge. How unworthy. Now here she was requesting an audience.

Somewhere private?

Abigail saw the change come over him. She wanted to warn him, to scream she was not herself, that Velmorath used her, manipulated him.

“Of course,” Stevens said, voice filled with compassion and understanding.  “Let’s go to my office.”

NO! Abigail screamed in her mind. Run! Danger!

He led her away from the main sanctuary, out a side door and towards the Solanus Casey Center, a series of small rooms used for storage and offices.

He’s taking me to his personal office, Abigail realized, remembering the cramped space and shelves filled with books on theology.

I’ll make him fuck you on his desk, Velmorath chuckled. Better yet, bent over. You’ll take his cock and smear his dignity at the same time, sprawled over his important documents and unfinished tuna sandwich.

Abigail wanted to shriek.

Stevens led her across an open plaza and through a narrow door. He turned left at the end of the hall and held the door open. Abigail entered and Stevens closed the door behind them. He gestured to an open chair for her to sit, while he circled behind his desk, settling into his chair.

“Now,” he began. “What secrets did you wish to share?”

Abby did not sit. She did a slow turn, remembering the office well. When she faced him, she pinched two sides of her frock and lifted the garments over her head, revealing the laced black corset and black stockings. Tiny white panties barely covered her bald mound. The corset lifted her tits like an offering; hard nipples pointed at the man. She dropped her habit to his office floor and placed her fists on her hips, staring him in the eyes. His jaw dropped. His gaze roamed the wonder that was her face and body. Reality paled in comparison to what he’d seen that day in the sunlight, to every memory he had of her. Her she was, exposed, and Abigail was spectacular. He studied every inch of her and then did it again, and then did it again.

She soaked it in. His expression thrilled her and not merely because she was possessed by Velmorath. The Most Reverend Paul Stevens was a nice-looking man with a fit body. Despite years of trying, she still craved the male gaze, just as she’d craved his gaze while working with him. She had been correct to leave the church. She had no business being in the Sisterhood. Velmorath made her stand there and take it, forcing her to admit things to herself she did not want to believe.

“This is so wrong,” Velmorath made her mutter.

“Without question,” the priest said, never taking his eyes away.

“Do I excite you?”

“Like no woman ever has.”

“Do I make you hard?” she heard herself ask.

“Shamefully, yes.”

“Show me, Father.”

The Most Reverend Paul Stevens hesitated, glancing at the unlocked door. He rose from his chair and came around the desk, flipping the deadbolt as he passed. Abigail snickered. Stevens backed against the office wall and raised his robe over his head. He wore boxer briefs, and he quickly shed those too. Abigail saw the tortured look in the man’s eye. He hated what he did. This was a violation of everything he believed in. But he could not stop. Abigail affected men in a primal way, fueling the urge to mate more powerfully than a man could resist. His briefs traveled down his pale legs and when he stood again, she saw his proud erection throbbing, pleased with his size.

“I was there,” she heard herself tell him. “I was in the crowd that day. I whispered in the ears of the Jewish elders, and I whispered in Saul’s ear too. I made sure everyone dug a rock out of the dirt and held it ready.

“What are you talking about?”

“We dragged him by his feet. He was terrified but trying not to show it. He told them Heaven had opened to him, and he saw Jesus at the Lord’s right hand, but it was me. I’d given him that vision. I knew they’d be furious at the suggestion. I knew they’d condemn him to pain and death.”

“Shut up,” Stevens said, gawking as Abigial slowly turned her body side to side, allowing him to drink in her beauty.

She slipped her panties down her legs and tossed them on his desk. Her tits fell forward, now resting atop the corset.

“The guilt tore Saul apart,” she continued. “I sipped on his agony until he ran from himself, changing his name and his life. I laughed in his face at what he’d done.”

Stevens was beginning to understand. What Abigail was saying sounded familiar to church teachings.

“Abby? Are you saying you were present at the stoning of Saint Stephens?”

“I am. I was. It was me.”

She turned away and shoved books and papers off his desk. She spread her upper body across what remained and parted her legs, giving him a clear view of her wet and ready slit from behind. He groaned.

“I cannot,” he mumbled. “I mustn’t.”

“You can. Just come closer and let it sink into me. I want it. I want you inside me. I need it. Please.”

Paul staggered forward, eyes glued to her waiting pussy. His cock strained to reach her. She reached back and grabbed a butt cheek, pulling herself open. Her puckered asshole winked at him. Her swollen cunt beckoned.

Please, Abby begged Velmorath. Please don’t do this. Please stop. Please don’t do this to him and don’t do this to me. I’m begging you.

Velmorath made her open her legs wider.

The Most Reverend Paul Stevens took his hard cock in hand and walked closer, disbelieving such an opportunity presented itself. He admitted now he’d always wanted her, lying to himself that prayer had brought his lust under control. Accepting that lie revealed countless others. His faith was a fabrication, a cover for a life he feared. He rested a hand on the small of her back and Velmorath returned some control to her, forcing her to live the moment fully. When Paul placed his cock head at her opening, Abigail eased her hips backward. She couldn’t stop herself from doing it. The pressure of his hard cock created such need. At the last moment, Velmorath gave her full control. She could jump away if she wished. She could flee the room. As The Most Reverend Paul Stevens pushed his thick cock into her, Abby arched her back and pushed her hips backward to meet him, her polished and painted nails carving grooves in the antique desk. He sheathed his hard dick in her slick pussy, and she grabbed his hand, guiding it to her sensitive breast.

The dam burst.

Stevens was overcome by the sensations. His cock, after decades forgoing intimacy, decades without feeling himself inside a woman, electrified his mind and made him giddy. Abigail knew in her heart she should stop but Paul felt too good. Velmorath was a bastard. The demon knew she wouldn’t. He laughed inside her head as she fucked the priest all on her own. Paul circled her narrow waist with both hands and clumsily pumped his hips. His awkward rhythm thrilled her, highlighting his lack of experience.

“This is amazing,” he grunted. “I’ve never felt anything like it.”

Abby clamped her pussy around his firm inches.

“Oh my God,” he groaned.

He pushed her into his desk, slamming his hips over and over. He stepped closer, kicking her legs farther apart and pinning her, dominating her. Her cunt was like nothing else in his experience.

“Cum in me,” Velmorath made her say.

Abigail wanted to cry and yet she felt an orgasm brewing. The decadence of their act thrilled her more than it disgusted her.

“Fuck me,” she growled, and realized she alone said it. “Fuck me, Reverend. Fill me up. Pump your hot seed deep.”

Abby lost track. Was that Velmorath making her say these vile things or was her own depravity boiling over? She straightened her arms, lifting herself off his desk, bracing herself to help drive his cock deep and make her tits bounce. They degenerated into pure animal fucking, gasping and snarling as they chased mutual orgasms.

Abigail came first and Velmorath stepped aside completely, forcing her to feel every nuance of it. She felt Paul’s stiff dick driving deep and she felt how badly she wanted it. The demon fucked with her mind as hard as the Reverend fucked her incredible body. Abby covered her mouth with one hand, moaning as waves of bliss smashed into her. The Most Reverend Paul Stevens soon followed, arching his back and driving his cock all the way in. His head filled with stars and the small room tilted this way and then that way. His balls exploded, pumping out what felt like gallons of hot sperm into the former nun. On and on his climax went until his legs buckled and his heart threatened to burst. Nothing had prepared him for what he felt with her, and he knew returning to his life would be difficult. For now, that did not matter. He held her tit and her hip and he shot her full of sperm.

When the deadbolt lock splintered and the door flew open, neither of them stopped fucking. Mother Iris ran into the room with several nuns. They took in the scene in an instant and grabbed Abigail and the Reverend and pulled them apart as the final spurt of semen ejaculated, landing on Iris’s habit. The women quickly tied Abby’s wrists and then her ankles. Velmorath tried to struggle but there were too many. One of the women covered the Reverend Paul Stevens with a blanket and led him from the room. The others moved to cover Abigail.

Once bound, Abby was placed in a chair. Reverend Mother Iris leaned over, getting in Abby’s face.

“You used to perform exorcisms for us,” Iris said. “Now it will be we who perform one on you. I do not know your name, demon, but I will learn it and banish you forever.”


Chapter 7

Detective Almond paced the rooftop, concentrating on the succubi, his former lover. The nightlights of Seattle glittered all around. He had no idea if this would work but it was worth a try. He imagined he sent his signal out into the world, and somewhere, Kali would hear his call. She’d told Rachel she’d answer. He thought of her gorgeous face and pale skin and could not stop himself from picturing her nude. Memories of her body made his heart ache.

“Miss me?” a voice like music teased.

The detective spun around. Kali stood balanced on a large silver air conditioning duct, gloriously nude, seductive. Her perfect female form flowed from one sensuous curve into the next. Andy caught himself following her lines and rapidly sinking into her clutches.

“Stop that,” Andy said. “You know I can’t resist you. Why tease me?”

“You’re no fun anymore,” she joked, floating down to stand before him. “Rachel is much more fun than you.”

The detective averted his eyes.

“Why did you seduce my wife? She was out of the game, staying at home, cooking and cleaning and buying groceries. Why couldn’t you leave her alone?”

Kali stepped closer. Andy could not stop his eyes from roaming her exquisite body. His penis began to fill despite his misgivings.

“She’s special,” Kali said. “Like you. The netherworld has touched her and changed her and made her better. We have need of all the help we can get.”

“Why?”

“Forces work in the shadows. A creature seeks to awaken an ancient god who must be left sleeping. We need to stop this creature, or all our worlds will overlap, and that’s good for none of us.”

“You mean Lord Ur.”

Kali looked surprised.

“You always impress,” she said. “Yes. Lord Ur. He seeks the Emerald Dagger because using it will increase his power but using it also risks awakening the one who owns it.”

“Who’s that?”

“The tentacled beast you met in the sewers. You saw the creature rip your companion apart.”

“I remember. Gary.”

She waved his inconsequential name aside.

“Whatever. Livestock. My point is we want that monster to slumber. If it were to ever truly wake, we’d all suffer. Your kind fed the beast for millennia and it grew huge and strong. The ice came and those tribes moved on or died out, and the beast, belly full, fell asleep. It stirred briefly, to destroy your companion, but it never fully awoke. Lord Ur will return the creature to full awareness. That cannot be allowed.”

“You’ll help us kill Lord Ur?” Andy asked, hoping for another ally.

“I will. But the dagger must be destroyed.”

“What’s the big deal with this dagger?”

Kali stretched like a cat, like she’d just awakened from a nap. She lifted her arms high overhead which lifted and accentuated her tear-drop breasts. Almond ran his gaze over her body, remembering the passion of their sex.

“The dagger is alive,” she said. “It’s part of the beast. The creature travels space encased within an emerald shell. I told you once that sentience is delicious. Me, and those creatures like me, might drain the blood from a person, killing them, but the beast that sleeps drains their life force. I kill them. That thing destroys them utterly.”

“Is there a difference?”

“Huge. You of all people should know a lot can happen after death. If the beast consumes you, it’s as if you never existed at all. Worse, your life force makes him bigger and stronger. The idiots that fed him for centuries had no idea what they were doing. He’s already gigantic. If the world were to discover him today, with the population what it is, he’d feed until there was no life on Earth and then grow a new shell and leave, off to destroy some other fertile world.”

“How do we destroy the dagger?”

“Maybe we can’t. Maybe we drop it into the deepest trench under the ocean. We place it out of reach and let the sediments bury it forever.”

“The Mariana Trench.”

“Or something similar. Don’t worry, I’ll handle that part of it. Humans cannot be trusted to do the right thing.”

Almond laughed.

“Demons can?”

Kali smiled so sweetly his heart melted.

“I don’t lie,” she said. “I don’t cheat or steal. I’ve never betrayed you and I never will. For you to live, something else must die. That’s true of me too and I don’t see you morally indicting yourself over it. Why point an accusing finger at me? Kill Lord Ur and retrieve the dagger. I’ll take over from there.”

“How do we get under the mountain?”

“I’ll open a door, when you’re ready. Gather Rachel and the girl and dress warmly. My blood gives you both protections, but the girl will suffer.”

“How do we kill Lord Ur?”

“He is but an enchanted human. The crimson cleric dove in front of those bullets for a reason. Kill Ur the way you’d kill anyone.”

“Why not kill him yourself? You enjoy using humans to do your dirty work.”

“You’re right. I do. Like every boss around the world.”

“So, you’re my boss now?”

Kali kissed his cheek softly.

“Haven’t I always been?”

Her dazzling smile melted him.


Chapter 8

Abigail fought ferociously, aided by the extra strength Velmorath gave her, but there were too many. Sister nuns had poured through the doorway, ready for a fight. They bound her wrists and ankles and carried her to the chapel. The doors were locked and sealed with wax and the altar had been carefully prepared. Large white candles standing tall on golden candlesticks, burned in a circle around the room. More, unlit, stood waiting. White silk ropes sat anchored at each corner of the large marble block, which sat atop four concentric circular steps. Placid statues of white marble and polished gold watched passively. High above, three domed ceilings looked down. The skylight was dark. The sun had set.

“I will rip your body to shreds!” Abigail growled. “I will Eat your heart! I will bathe in your blood!”

Reverend Mother Iris slapped Abigail across the cheek.

“Be silent,” she snapped. “You are in the house of God. Tell me your name, demon, that I might address you respectfully.”

“I will fuck you up the ass.”

Mother Iris slapped Abigail again.

His name is Velmorath! Abigail wailed mentally, desperate to form words.

“No matter,” Mother Iris said. “We will continue without. The process will take longer, and you will suffer more, but the result will be the same.”

“I will possess the Reverend Father and fuck your ass bloody. I will ack—!”

With surprising quickness, the Reverend Mother pushed a hard rubber crucifix into Abigail’s mouth, slipping the straps behind her neck and fastening the Velcro. The eight-inch cross cast a shadow across Abby’s face. Reverend Mother dipped her fingers into a dish filled with holy water and drew a cross on Abby’s forehead. The beautiful bound girl groaned as if suffering a migraine, arched her back and pulled hard on the silk ropes. Someone had hastily covered her nude and sweaty body with a thrown bolt of sheer gauze, but Abigail’s writhing had caused most of it to slide off. Her heaving breasts and flat stomach drew the eyes of several attending sisters.

The Reverend Mother snapped orders and the girls followed without question, silently preparing Abigail for the exorcism. The gauze scarf was pulled away and arcane symbols painted on her naked flesh. One of the sisters, younger than the others, lingered as she wrote near Abigail’s bald vulva.

“Do not tarry,” Reverend Mother barked. “These glyphs will prevent the demon from reentering Sister Abigail once we’ve summoned him forth. Be precise in both your placement and your script.”

The young nun focused and finished the symbol assigned to her, taking one last yearning look at Abby’s little pussy.

After they completed their tasks, the nuns stepped away. Reverend Mother lit all the large candles, save one, and began to chant. Thin wisps of smoke from the candles drifted upward until the Reverend Mother spoke a few words of Latin. Then the smoke coiled around itself like dancing snakes, slithering and sliding. Mother Iris continued her chant, and the smoke began gliding across Abigail’s body, curling around each breast and slinking between her legs, even gently parting her labia. Everywhere the spirit of Velmorath had taken refuge, the coils of smoke crept and probed. Abigail was soon moaning.

“What’s it doing to her?” a novice sister asked.

“The smoke tempts the demon with worldly pleasure,” Mother Iris said. “Netherworld creatures cannot resist the lure of indulgence. The smoke baits the demon, teasing, coaxing the creature to follow.”

“Sister Abigail seems to be enjoying what’s done to her.”

“Yes. The pleasure is real. A demon knows the difference. I’ve witnessed women climax undergoing this treatment. For centuries the church used pain and suffering, trying to drive evil spirits from the host by attacking the host. Eventually we learned demons, like humans, respond better to bliss. Move the unlit candle between her legs.”

The novice sister lifted the tall stand, noticing for the first time the heavy, thick candle had been carved into the shape of a large erect penis, exquisite in every detail. Veins ran along the shaft to vanish beneath the great, helmeted head. Questions leapt to her mind, but she held them, because now was not the time. She turned her attention to Abigail. Tendrils of smoke tickled Abby’s body, stroking her slit, curling around stiff nipples, dancing lightly across her skin. Abigail writhed and moaned, tugging half-heartedly on her restraints, causing the tall, hard rubber crucifix stuffed in her mouth to wobble. Sister Abigail began to rhythmically lift her hips off the marble altar. She thrust her pussy towards the ceiling and tendrils of smoke-like fingers slipped between her legs. Her moans deepened and grew louder, and she began to thrust her hips harder, pumping as if some phallus now filled her. Her breathing grew rapid and shallow.

“She’s going to orgasm,” one of the nuns breathlessly noted.

“Indeed,” the Reverend Mother agreed, focused on Abby.

Now! thought Velmorath. The cackling hens are distracted. It’s a risk I must take!

The demon easily slipped free from Abigail, releasing her psyche and abandoning her spirit. She felt him leave, her mind suddenly her own again, but the gag prevented any communication. She tried to shout a warning, but her plea went unnoticed, mixed in with her other rantings.

The Reverend Mother had no chance. Velmorath was an ancient demon with vast experience and formidable power. Before she knew he was at her door, he had her, easing deep into her mind, sinking claws into her soul. At first, he did nothing, continuing her chant. The other nuns suspected nothing.

“Place your hands on Sister Abigail,” the Reverend Mother heard herself say.

Velmorath laughed on the inside.

It is easy to make them do what they want to do anyway.

The nuns stepped close. Abigail tried to fight the intense pleasure the smoke had wrought but failed. When a dozen hands touched her electrified naked flesh, she moaned deeply. The sisters began to glide their hands over Abigail’s sweaty skin, caressing, touching, teasing, always avoiding the painted symbols. They seemed to believe helping Abby reach climax was part of the ritual, and the Reverend Mother did not dissuade them.

Mother Iris screamed on the inside. Never in all the times that she’d performed an exorcism had the demon taken her. She cursed herself for being such a fool. A moment’s distraction was all he needed. She fought for control but felt utterly overpowered. The instant he claimed her she learned his name, but that knowledge was useless now. She doubted she’d survive this possession and worried terribly, horrified for her vulnerable ladies. Her girls had no idea! Iris mentally wrestled with all her might, but Velmorath had mastered her completely.

“Disrobe, sisters,” the Reverend Mother said. “Stand like our beloved Abigail. Join her on the sacred altar. We entered this world naked, and we stand with our sister that way now.”

The nuns hesitated. Surely this cannot be right, some thought. The youngest nun paused only a moment before drawing her habit over her head, exposing her nubile body. Velmorath howled with laughter. Iris sobbed in frustration.

The other nuns quickly followed.

“Mary Ann,” Mother said. “Climb atop Abigail. Comfort her with your loving kisses. She is trapped inside herself, and she is afraid. Show her every kindness. Warm her heart with your touch. Try to reach her. Let her know we are here.”

“Yes, Reverend Mother,” the young nun said.

Mary Ann climbed onto the marble altar and straddled the bound Abigail. Unsure what was allowed and what was not, she kissed Abby on the forehead, inadvertently dragging a nipple through a tendril of smoke and across Abby’s nipple. Mary Ann gasped at the stimulation, eyes darting to Mother Iris, worried she’d done something wrong. Mother smiled reassuringly.

“We use pleasure to lure the demon,” Velmorath, who was Iris, said. “Please Sister Abigail. Drown her in bliss. Shower her with your love.”

That was all the encouragement the sisters needed. Years of pent-up sexual energy now had purpose. The women descended on Abigail like hyenas, kissing her everywhere, licking and nibbling and driving waves of ecstasy through her body. They lacked skill and experience but countered that with raw lust. Nature took over. Abigail melted under their assault. One nun eased a finger into Abby’s soaked pussy. Another wet a finger and pushed it up Abby’s asshole. Abigail lifted her hips to meet them and groaned with deep satisfaction. Reassured they did the right thing, the sisters doubled their attacks. Mouths descended on nipples. Tongues licked a wet slit and stiff clit. Abigail wailed into the rubber crucifix gag and the sisters were inspired. She vanished beneath a mound of writhing naked bodies. As Velmorath expected, the sisters quickly turned on each other, influenced by the smoke and praised by the Reverend Mother, the altar erupted in a twisting pile of sweaty, moaning female flesh.

The Reverend Mother watched it all and laughed. Velmorath searched the older woman’s memories and discovered she was wicked in her youth before she was chaste, turning to the church to save her from a life out of control.

Please, Iris begged. No. Please, no.

YES, Velmorath insisted.

Mother Iris shed her habit, her body no longer young and firm like the girls, but hard work and a healthy diet had kept her fit. She pulled Mary Ann from the pile and forced the girl’s face into her crotch. Iris wept and Velmorath laughed. Mary Ann’s tongue jolted Iris, a pleasure long denied. Iris pulled the girl firmly against her cunt.

“Lick me,” the woman ordered, and Mary Ann eagerly complied.

Velmorath watched for a moment and then raised his eyes to enjoy the chaos he had created. The destruction of their innocence thrilled him. The corruption of their vows was a delight. He watched young women attack each other and Abigail, feasting with wanton decadence on the very women they’d worked beside for years. Naked lust poured forth, surprising even him. The girls’ fingers and tongues fucked each other with abandon, finally releasing years of repressed desire. The demon chuckled, enjoying the devastation. His gaze landed on the tall candle between Abby’s legs. He searched the Reverend Mother’s memories and quickly learned how it would be used.

“That’s enough for now,” he told Mary Ann. “All of you; wet the candle and fuck Sister Abigail with it. Let us fill her empty space and bring her euphoria.”

Mary Ann left Iris and lowered the candle, licking all around the head and down the shaft. One of the sisters left the pile and assisted, coating the waxy inches with saliva. Holding the candlestick like a spear, they walked together between Abby’s legs. A sister saw them approaching and spread Abigail’s labia with two fingers, reaching for the large white wax head and guiding it in.

Abby groaned loudly as the large helmet made contact and then louder still as the head pushed through her tight opening and expanded her insides. The sisters advanced with slow, deliberate pressure. Abby clawed the marble and lifted her hips. One of the nuns dropped her mouth to tongue Abby’s clit as she was penetrated. Abigail wailed as an orgasm she did not want began to build. The girl licked with growing ferocity as slick inches sank deep. Abigail tried to resist, tried to forestall a climax, fearing it meant her complete surrender, but there was no place to hide. Pretty girls licked and touched all over. Her stuffed pussy sent waves of bliss rocketing through her body and the damnable tongue torturing her clit pushed her ever higher.

Velmorath watched it all, wishing it was he that fucked beautiful Abigail.

The candle, he thought. I can possess anything.

He remembered hiding from an angry crowd a thousand years ago, slipping into a smooth stone by the roadside. He waited almost three years for a man to pick up the stone and free him. By the way the nuns all fixated on that huge waxy phallus, he would not need to wait that long this time. 

Velmorath left Iris gasping as he jumped to possess the thick wax cock sliding deeper. Abigail screeched like her soul was leaving her body as the strongest orgasm of her life wracked her. His mind exploded with a thousand new sensations as he felt a penis burrow deep into gorgeous Sister Abigail. The roaring of a monstrous waterfall filled his head. Blinding bliss filled his mind. Abigail was wrapped like a wet fist around his cock, and he lost himself in the pure ecstasy and obliterating delight.

“Pull it out!” the Reverend Mother shouted, rapidly returning to herself. “Now!”

They hesitated for only an instant. Mother Iris darted forward, grabbing a brush. She quickly dabbed a glyph on the candle near the bottom, sealing Velmorath within. The demon was unaware, still lost in his euphoria. Mother Iris spun the wax shaft and rapidly dabbed another around from the first, then backed away.

“Do not touch it,” she warned. “The demon is trapped within.”

The sisters seemed to wake from a trance. They looked at their own nakedness and then at each other. Life at the cathedral would never be the same. The Reverend Mother hurried to a nearby lighter and then carefully lit the wick without touching the candle. The flame sputtered and took and now, finally, Velmorath sensed his danger.

No! his mind screamed. No! NO!

The ancient demon threw himself at his prison. Designed for this purpose, the wick burned slowly, gradually consuming space, forcing Velmorath lower and lower. Melted wax ran down the shaft, reducing the demon’s abode by the minute. Velmorath scrambled to find a way out. He sent his mind searching but found himself blocked by the painted symbols. He sought human contact, but Iris had warned the girls to stand back. Velmorath ran in frantic circles, seeking an exit, but finding none. Lower and lower the candle burned as naked young nuns stood back and watched.

Nooooo! Velmorath wailed.

His dwelling grew smaller with each passing moment. He panicked, screaming, as the flame crept lower, centuries of torture and vile evil deeds, coming to an inglorious, liquifying end. His legion of golems would crumble into mysterious piles of bones all around the city.

Mother Iris warned the girls to stay away and they did. A few darted glances at the naked sisters around them and Mary Ann made eye contact with Ada, her favorite, sharing a knowing smile. The candle burned lower, and the liquid wax dripped to the cathedral floor.

A door across the room opened and the Most Reverend Paul Stevens entered, wrapped in a dark robe. The sisters saw him and suddenly remembered their nakedness. Mother Iris lifted her habit from the floor to cover herself but never took her eyes off the burning candle. Lower and lower the sputtering flame burned.

“Is it done?” Reverend Paul Stevens asked.

“Nearly,” Iris answered.

The two church officials watched in silence. The candle melted lower, approaching the brass dish around the base. Drippings fell to the floor.

No, Velmorath whimpered. Not like this. Not like—

Stevens took Iris’s hand and held it as the last of the wax turned liquid and spilled over the edge, dribbling to the stone below.

Velmorath was no more.

“It is done,” the Reverend Mother said.

“Everyone get dressed,” Stevens murmured. “Cover your nakedness. We will never again speak of this day.”

The sisters shared guilty looks, but not all were ashamed. Mary Ann avoided Mother Iris, just as Mother Iris avoided all the sisters, but Mary Ann took Ada’s hand briefly and squeezed it. Their eyes met. Ada silently mouthed the words: my room, and Mary Ann gave her a quick nod of understanding. The sisters dressed slowly, casting glances at all the naked female flesh. The cathedral had changed this day and changed forever, and they all knew it. Velmorath was gone but the seeds he’d planted were buried well in fertile soil.


Chapter 9

Lord Ur stretched out his hand and caressed the breast he found. Nude women were piled all over his massive frame. His bed was a mass of blankets and pillows, allowing for his female followers to bury him under warm flesh. No woman could resist his animal magnetism. His other hand went exploring and followed the curve of feminine buttocks. He laid his head back against a smooth thigh. His male followers, mostly husbands and boyfriends, slept in a circle around his bed. Wives and girlfriends had been willingly handed over, given up to the cause. None of the men enjoyed the price they paid, but the promise of future power was worth it.

Lord Ur felt warm lips slither around his soft cock head. A hand gently kneaded his large ball sack, followed by another. The women in his group competed to earn his seed, despite the tortured faces of their men as they watched. He released the breast and found the head that suckled him, pushing his large spongy cock deeper. She responded to his touch, moaning and opening her throat, easing limp inches all the way in. The women had learned the proper ways to please him, lavishing attention before he became fully erect and unwieldy. He searched for another head to guide to his penis and then another. He gazed at the dark ceiling, pondering his next steps, as multiple hot and wet tongues showered his growing inches with pleasure. He woke a fourth woman and put her to work, sucking his huge balls. An agonized face drew his attention. Her husband, tormented to see his loving wife so enamored, so eager to please another man, watched from the outside ring of men. Lord Ur spread his legs to give the man an unrestricted view.

“You should feel honored,” his deep voice rumbled. “How many women are denied entry to my inner harem? Your wife was selected for her beauty and her loyalty. Her efforts reflect on you. Be pleased she worships me. Few are allowed the distinction.”

The man watched his wife nudge another woman away from the head and slip her mouth over the end. She choked herself trying to take all she could. She forced Lord Ur deeper, veins rising on her neck as she strained, trying to capture as much of the man as possible. Lord Ur locked eyes with her husband and gently placed his huge hand on the back of her head. He pulled her down and forward, pushing his cock into her throat. She gagged but refused to retreat.

“You see?” Ur taunted. “It’s what she wants.”

The man watched his wife struggle with the large penis, trying to suck and bob but forced to give ground as Ur stiffened. She backed off until only the flared head and a few inches remained in her mouth. Ur waved the husband closer.

“Come,” he said. “Stroke her lovely hair. Feel her head rise and fall as she loves me. Watch my cock slip in and out. Does it drive a stake through your heart? Your eyes say yes but you shake your head no. Look at your pretty bride. She’s making me hard. Should I gift her womb with my seed?”

The woman moaned with desire, thrilled to be considered.

The man moved closer as ordered. Lord Ur took the man’s hand and rested it atop his wife’s head, rising and falling. He caressed her hair and watched the veiny phallus pump in and out. Lord Ur shifted again, spreading his legs wide. The husband was close enough to hear the gentle slurping. Ur was rigid now, pulsing with virility.

“Help her,” Ur said. “Help your wife climb on my lap. Help her guide my cock into her wet pussy and help her stay balanced up there while she fucks me. Do it. Help your wife coax my massive load into her steaming cunt. Do it.”

The husband was in a trance. He lifted his wife under her arms and helped her straddle Lord Ur. He held her steady as she lined her slit up with that big throbbing cock and then he helped her settle onto it. Her groan was loud and clear.

“Tomorrow, I go to the mountain,” Lord Ur stated. “I may never return.”

“Don’t say such things,” the wife said, saddened. “You must return to us. What would we do without you? What purpose would life have?”

Her husband’s face showed disbelief, but he lifted her under the armpits and settled her on that big cock again. She took over, tossing her head back and dragging her soaked cunt up and down the rigid pole. Women crawled closer, sucking his big balls or teasing her breasts. The woman and Ur gazed into each other’s eyes. That she loved him was obvious to everyone. The husband saw it too and backed away, watching his beloved do all she could to extract Lord Ur’s hot and copious load. His psychic pain was unmistakable. It crushed him to see his loving bride give herself so completely to another. Lord Ur turned his attention to the suffering husband and sent a surge of blood into his erection, expanding himself inside the man’s wife. She groaned loudly, feeling him stretch her, feeling him fill her pussy with hard cock.

When she cried out in orgasm, her husband jerked like someone had struck him. His expression was pure agony. Each of her passionate cries was a dagger slipped between his ribs. He sent his eyes around the room, looking for understanding, but no one took his side. Other men watched, relieved it was not their wife chosen.

“I can’t do this,” the husband mumbled. “I thought we were going to kick ass and take over the world. I understand you are Master, Lord Ur, but why must you claim our women? I have been a faithful servant to your cause.”

Lord Ur laughed in his face.

“Our cause,” he grumbled. “I’m sure you meant to say our cause. It is clear to me you see yourself as an outsider. You think I take your wife for no reason. I take all these wives to remind the men they serve me. Men follow where their wives go. All are willing, save you.”

“I’m her husband. There’s no good reason for you to fuck her except as a means of controlling me. This is bullshit. Hand her over. We are leaving.”

Lord Ur laughed and leaned back. He took his hands away from the woman, leaving her unrestrained.

“You are free to go,” he told her. “Release yourself from my cock. Gather your things and leave, leave our cause. There will be no retribution.”

Ur stopped speaking and turned his eyes on the husband. The wife ignored his suggestion, bouncing even harder on the thick meat that stuffed her. She rode Lord Ur with rapturous joy, fucking herself on the biggest cock of her life. She clung to his thick neck and pumped her cunt up and down his veiny pole, squishing sounds from her wetness exciting the onlookers.

“Stop,” Lord Ur commanded. “Your husband wishes to leave. Stop fucking me and do as he says. You are his woman. You vowed to be faithful. He believes I hold you here so show him I do not. You are free to leave.”

As he spoke, Lord Ur skewed the husband with a steely stare. Everyone there saw the truth: the wife craved Lord Ur beyond anything else. She rode that spear hard and fast until she climaxed again, shattering her husband’s heart.

“She chooses to stay,” Ur told the man. “You see it for yourself.”

The husband looked away, distraught.

“She stays, and so do you.”

The man lifted his eyes to watch his wife grind on Lord Ur. Nothing else mattered to her. The arcane creature filled her senses and filled her cunt, and she lost herself in the sensations.

“Cum in me,” she whispered to Ur. “Fill me with seed. I want it. My husband and I will raise your beautiful baby as our own.”

Ur grinned at the husband and began to flex his hips, helping the wife fuck herself. As she approached yet another orgasm his built as well. He held back, waiting for her to peak again and then roared with grim satisfaction, blasting massive gobs of steaming semen into her waiting pussy. He flooded her womb, gushing hot sperm, and she lost her mind, howling as she slammed her hips down over and over. Dejected, the husband sat on the ground where he was, Lord Ur’s scrotum rising and falling in front of his face. He looked miserable. His wife stayed seated until Ur began to soften and flopped out, a river of milky white following his long thick tube.


Chapter 10

Rachel leaned alone against the railing of the Anacortes ferry. She let the cold wind and ocean spray whip under her dress and blow in her face, which sent shivers racing. It was the last ferry of the evening and the last ferry of the season. Dusk had arrived and the heavy cloud cover made the top deck even darker. Everyone else was below, seated by the heaters and sipping hot cocoa.

Heavy footsteps turned her head.

“Hello, husband,” she murmured. “Miss me?”

Andy did not answer. He spooned her against the railing, placing his hands next to hers. She welcomed the heat from his body.

“Where’s Riley?” she asked. “Below? Enjoying the heaters? Has she eaten?”

Andy pressed his crotch against her ass. She felt the rigid urgency there. Her head snapped around and she gazed into her husband’s eyes, quickly realizing this was not Andy.

“Beckett?” she asked, hopeful.

“Try again,” Andy growled, shoving his hard cock against her.

“Daddy Almond,” she whispered, ashamed to welcome him with a backward thrust of her ass.

“Right,” he rasped. “Now, lift your dress. I’m going to fuck you right here.”

“We’ll get caught. Andy will find out about you.”

“No, we won’t. It’s too cold and too windy. We’re alone up here. Do as I say. Pull your panties aside.”

“I’m married to your son,” Rachel said, humiliated. “We shouldn’t. It’s wrong and you know it. How can you do this to him?”

Andy leaned close to her ear.

“I’m doing it to you,” he rumbled. “Stop playing innocent and offer me your cunt. I know you’re already soaked.”

He took his cock out and probed under her butt cheeks. She felt the blunt end poking and prodding and glanced around to make sure they were alone before gathering her dress in her hands. She hooked her thin panties and pulled them aside as the head pushed between her thighs, seeking her slit. He pumped back and forth, turning her legs weak as the stiff rod dragged across her clit. A gust of wind blew salt air into their faces. Another couple joined them on deck but stood far away down the railing. The threat of discovery added to her decadent thrill. Daddy tried to find the right angle, thrusting short jabs at her. She tilted her hips up to help and felt his cock snag.

“I knew you’d take it, Slut,” he croaked. “Whore.”

She used a finger to press beneath the tip of his cock and suddenly he was parting her inner lips and plunging inches deep. She gasped at the thick penetration and shuddered at her own self-indulgence. The depravity of fucking her husband’s father turned her on. She comforted herself with the knowledge it was Andy’s body but deep down she recognized that for the rationalization it was. She was fucking Daddy Almond. They both knew it. He drove his stiff cock deep, reaching her cervix and pressing hard. She stifled a soft groan, admitting to herself she loved feeling stuffed with hard dick.

“God,” she moaned.

What is the power this man has over me? Rachel wondered.

He moved a hand from the railing to maul her breast. The slow rolling of the huge ship added a rhythm to their mating. The distant couple moved slowly closer, watching the sunlight fade and the city lights come up. Rachel tried to hold back a long moan, but they were close enough to hear it. The couple slowed as they passed, getting an eyeful and adding to her shame.

If they only knew how indecent I truly am.

They stopped and stared, and Rachel felt her orgasm take hold. Andy released her breast to cover her mouth and Rachel spasmed as she bucked, skewered on his stag horn. The couple started moving again but kept their eyes glued.

“That was so hot,” she heard the woman say, the words carried away by the wind. “He was fucking her.”

“He was,” the man agrees. “It sounded like she came.”

They giggled. Rachel felt her climax spike again. Andy thrust short and hard, extending Rachel’s pleasure until she finally returned to Earth. He stopped his hips, holding her tight, leaving her gasping.

“What are you doing?” she breathlessly asked. “Why did you stop?”

He remained motionless.

“Give it to me,” she whined. “Cum, Daddy. Finish.”

She turned to look at him. His blank face said he was no longer home. Her gut said he battled for control with someone but who, exactly, was a mystery.

“Are you all right?” Janet asked.

“Janet?”

“Yes. Oh my God, it feels so good to have a cock. Your pussy feels amazing. Let me just. Oh my gosh!”

Janet had taken over and now slowly pumped her hips, stunned at the wash of powerful pleasures. After several, she froze.

“You want my cum in you?” Daddy Almond rumbled. “That little bitch can’t fuck you like I can.”

“One of you needs to fuck me,” Rachel whined.

Daddy grabbed the railing with both hands, pinning Rachel. He began to thrust long and deep, driving his hard cock far up into her. Rachel braced herself and pushed back, a willing victim. He soon announced his approaching climax and filled a hand with her hair, pulling. Rachel lifted her eyes to the cloudy skies. Moments later, thrusting hard, Daddy Almond groaned as his balls clenched and he blew a hot load deep inside. He shot over and over and when the last of his load was gone, he pushed her away and pulled his cock out. He smacked her ass and drew her dress down to cover her legs. He turned without a word and strode away.

Rachel adjusted her panties, sealing him in, and exhaled, emotionally drained. She considered telling Andy the truth but was not yet ready to give up fucking Daddy Almond.


Chapter 11

Riley, Rachel, and Detective Almond stopped to look up at the mountain. Strong winds blew curling wisps of snow off the peak, fourteen thousand four hundred and eleven feet above their heads. Gusts buffeted them, blowing sand and dust in their faces. Nimbostratus clouds surrounded the peak, threatening rain and keeping the other hikers home. They climbed the mountain alone. Refreshed from a good night’s sleep and well fed by a hearty breakfast, they stood in awe of the formidable challenge.

“We can’t do it,” Rachel said. “It’s too big. It’s too steep. This is crazy.”

They’d driven the rental car as close as they could and taken well-marked trails to begin. As they drew closer, they left the trails and made their own path, following small creeks upward, always upward. Andy looked around for a flat area and found one, dropping his backpack. The women did the same.

“What now?” Riley asked. “We pray to Kali and hope she hears us?”

“Something like that,” Andy said. “I was able to summon her with my thoughts on the rooftop. I think she’s connected to those with whom she shares her blood. I think that’s one of the reasons she does it.”

“She also does it to create more powerful servants for herself,” Rachel said. “The only reason I’m even on this mission is because she toughened me.”

Riley looked thoughtful. Andy looked sad.

“She manipulates situations so that others also want what she wants,” Andy explained. “Then she sends them to do her dirty work. If they fail, meaning they die, she just finds others to replace them.”

“Demons don’t play fair,” Riley said. “Trust me. I know.”

Andy walked a few steps away and closed his eyes, picturing Kali. He could not stop himself, again, from picturing her naked. Every man has a look he prefers, and Kali was a perfect match for his. He shook his head to clear his mind, but naked Kali remained.

Fine, he conceded, embracing his own desires. Kali naked.

He imagined her standing before him and the ache filled his heart again. From her captivating eyes to her tear-drop breasts to her porcelain skin and petite mound, everything about her fueled desire.

High above his head the dark clouds parted, and Kali descended, dragging a thin tail of clouds with her. Andy ran his gaze over her luscious form. She caught him. He darted a look at Rachel to see if she’d caught him as well and discovered his wife looked at Kali with lust equal to his own. The succubi used every trick to ensure loyalty. Even Riley looked at the gorgeous demonic female in awe.

“Lord Ur is under the mountain already,” Kali warned. “We must hurry.”

“You are so pretty,” Rachel said.

“How did he beat us here?” Riley asked.

Kali opened her arms and embraced Rachel with a hug.

“He entered through a lava tube near the top,” the succubi said. “He is resourceful. He has learned some magic during his long life and can summon flame. He melted a path through to the heart of the mountain. I had planned to open a portal under the mountain, but such powerful magic would have weakened me greatly. Now I can open a much easier path to the mountaintop. We can simply follow him down.”

“Follow the powerful magician underground?” Riley said. “That sounds incredibly dangerous.”

“Yes,” Kali casually agreed. “It is.”

“So, we can count on you coming with us?”

“Of course.”

Riley looked doubtful. She turned to Andy.

“I don’t trust her,” she said, jerking a thumb over her shoulder.

“Trust is scarce in this group,” Andy admitted. “But we can’t exactly call the cops or hand this off to anyone else. It falls to us. No one else even knows the danger they are in. If Lord Ur succeeds, there will be no stopping him. We have a chance to stop him now, before he gains far greater power. What choice do we have?”

Kali raised an eyebrow at Riley.

“Don’t you have any clothes?” the Riley asked.

Kali lifted her arms, utterly unashamed of her nakedness.

“Can we just go?” Riley said, looking away. “I’m cold.”

Kali lowered her arms. She studied Riley, seeing something in the girl.

“Put on your backpacks,” Kali said.

She turned her back on the group and began to draw arcane symbols in the air. A growing static charge lifted the hairs on their arms.

“Is that from her or from an approaching storm?” Riley asked.

“Her,” Rachel said.

The air around them began to vibrate. The symbols Kali drew lingered like faint lavender sigils before evaporating. Kali worked faster and a chill, disembodied breeze began to blow in their faces.

“When it opens,” Kali growled. “Step through quickly. This is taxing.”

With the sound of a bedsheet tearing, a rift opened in the air before them. Through the breach they saw boulders covered in snow and steep cliffs.

“Go!” Kali gasped.

They hurried through. Kali walked forward slowly, maintaining her concentration and continuing to chant. The tear snapped shut behind her once she stepped through.

The party found themselves in a small caldera, surrounded by rock and ice. Strong winds blew overhead. The crater deepened at the end towards the mountain with the black mouth of a small cave at the back. Andy took Rachel’s hand and led her towards it.

“I’m scared,” she said.

“Me too,” he admitted.

Riley fell into step with them and Kali, impervious to the freezing wind, followed. The mouth of the cave was an entrance to a lava tube. Recent heat had melted the snow and ice, which had quickly frozen again in new, smooth, twisted shapes. They passed through the opening and into a dark tunnel and quickly stumbled upon two piles of fresh and bloody bones behind the first boulder.

“Lord Ur consumed his followers before beginning his descent,” Kali said.

“That’s horrific,” Rachel said.

Riley turned on the small headlamp sewn into her heavy beanie. Rachel and Andy did the same. Footprints in the snow showed three people had come this way but only one person had continued down the tunnel under the mountain.

“Judging by the space between each step,” Riley said. “The person that made these was large. Like, really big.”

Kali saw the worried looks on their faces.

“He can be killed,” she assured them.

Andy studied the tunnel walls. Clear ice coated the throat of the tube, recently melted and refrozen.

“I have spent too much of my life walking through tunnels,” he said.

“At least this one doesn’t stink like a sewer,” Rachel said.

Andy took her hand and held it, leading the way. Riley fell into step behind them and Kali took the last spot. The tunnel was icy cold but only Riley seemed to feel it, drawing her down jacket tight. Exhaled frosty breath hung in the air like little clouds, all except Kali.

Riley looked over her shoulder.

“If you’re such a bad ass,” The young girl said. “Why are you hiding at the back? Shouldn’t you be leading us?”

The she-demon did not answer, other than to smile at the girl.

Detective Almond led them ever deeper. After a while the ice-covered walls gave way to porous, pitted, sharp-edged stone, which gave way to walls as smooth as glass.

“What forms these tunnels?” Riley asked. “Anyone know?”

“A variety of conditions,” Kali said, surprising everyone. “Sometimes a crust forms but the lava continues to flow. When the eruption stops and the lava drains, the crust remains. Sometimes the lava cools a little, becoming like paste. Trapped gases rise, pushing through the paste and leaving behind a tunnel. Sometimes hot lava encounters underground springs and steam erupts, which forces a path to the surface. Lava tubes have many ways in which to form.”

Andy had stopped to listen and now the whole party stared at Kali.

“What?” she asked. “I am very old. I’ve had time to pay attention to a lot of different things.”

“You are full of surprises,” Rachel said.

Andy got them moving again. Deeper, they began to encounter additional tubes of all sizes, crisscrossing and intersecting the one they followed. Andy drew the hunting knife at his hip and began scratching arrows into the stone, pointing towards the exit. No explanation was necessary. Riley shivered, imagining herself lost down here.


Chapter 12

Eventually they reached an open area with a ceiling high enough to stand comfortably. They stretched weary muscles and drank water. Kali moved to the mouth of the tunnel leading out and listened, tilting her head.

“The sound comes from far away,” she said. “But I hear water surging.”

“We are far, far underground,” Riley said.

“Is it possible Puget Sound comes this far inland?” Rachel asked.

Andy laughed darkly.

“Yes,” he said. “I encountered the Sound my first time underground, back when I hunted you. There was an ancient altar with faded carvings. The first tribes in this area worshiped the thing under the water, the monster we want to avoid.”

“Worshiped, and fed,” Kali added. “Like fools.”

The party ate a little as they rested and then packed and continued deeper. The air slowly turned damp. Soon they smelled salt water and the stench of decay and foul growing things that needed no sunlight.

“Looks like you got your stinky tunnels after all,” Rachel nervously joked.

Andy was about to reply when something sloshed far down the tunnel ahead. They all looked at each other, worried, except Kali.

“Proceed,” she said.

The tunnel slowly expanded until they were able to walk side-by-side, two and two. Andy and Rachel took the lead. With Kali beside her, Riley occasionally darted glances at the spectacular nude female form walking next to her.

“Like what you see?” Kali murmured.

Riley didn’t answer but continued to cast sporadic looks at the gorgeous succubi.

“Shh,” Andy shushed everyone. “I hear a voice ahead.”

The group slowed to a crawl. They moved forward, and flickering light in hues of red and orange came gradually into view. They peered over an outcropping of basalt and saw a massive chamber with vaulted ceiling covered in glowing blue lichen. Lord Ur had lit several torches, casting amber light all around. The center of the chamber was a pool of dark, oily water. A wide ledge ran around. At the head of the cave was a platform carved from the volcanic rock. Three wide steps led up to a massive block of shaped basalt, stained by centuries of blood. Rusted manacles dangled from the four corners of the altar, and a glittering emerald dagger stood at the head, stabbed many inches into the rock. Lord Ur stood over the altar, chanting.

“Fuck,” Andy whispered.

“Why doesn’t he just pull it out?” Riley asked.

“He dares not risk shattering it,” Kali answered softly. “He chants protection magic, solidifying the blade for removal.”

“That man is huge,” Rachel said. “He’s a giant.”

“Yet, still a man,” Kali said quietly.

They watched Lord Ur move with practiced precision, carefully gesturing as he cast his spells, carefully orating each syllable.

“He wisely fears the beast,” Kali murmured.

“Won’t withdrawing the blade wake the monster?” Riley asked.

“Possibly,” Kali said. “Partially.”

“Partially?”

“There are many levels of sleep. The beast can take action without full consciousness. The detective knows what I mean.”

Andy shushed them again, drawing his gun.

“Don’t miss,” Riley said.

“I was an incredibly accurate shot before Kali shared her blood,” the detective said. “I’m fucking deadly now.”

Almond braced his arm against the outcropping and lowered his gaze. He exhaled slowly, allowing his long training and experience to assert itself.

“Hurry,” Kali muttered. “He reaches for the blade.”

Most would aim for the head, but Detective Almond centered his target on the creature’s heart. Andy slowly squeezed the trigger.

With a speed that belied his size, Lord Ur finished his spell and triumphantly whipped the emerald dagger out of the basalt altar. He held it before him, just as Andy’s gun fired. A gold-dipped bullet flew from the barrel and crossed the distance, striking the flat of the blade. The dagger jumped from Ur’s huge hand, deflecting the bullet into the stone wall before clattering to the rock floor.

“Goddamn it!” Andy snarled.

He squeezed the trigger again and again, emptying the clip, but Ur was too fast. As bullets ripped into his flesh he dove for cover behind the altar.

Riley and Rachel aimed their guns at the altar while Andy reloaded. Ur reached for the dagger and Rachel fired at his arm, hitting his hand, but Ur grabbed the dagger anyway, vanishing again behind the huge block of stone. They heard him chanting.

“He heals himself,” Kali said. “We must attack now while he’s weakened.”

The succubi pushed Riley aside and raced around the corner, charging the altar. Andy quickly followed, as did Riley and Rachel. After a few steps, Kali’s body began to change. Sensuous curves gave way to sharp angles and short thorns and hard, chitinous shell. Her body melted, shifting into her true form, a demon of scales and claws and fangs. Andy and the women slowed, stunned by the sight. Gone was the gorgeous young female and in her place was a human horned toad, a nightmare of horns and spiked armor. Kali screeched as she threw herself over the altar, slashing with long and deadly claws. Chips of stone flew as she vanished behind the massive block. Lord Ur and Kali rose together, locked in battle. Kali loosed unbridled savagery, ripping at the man’s body, clawing at his face, biting at his arms. Ur slashed and hacked at her with the dagger, lacerating her stomach and arms. Kali howled with rage and pain and sank her fangs into the man’s shoulder.

Riley and Rachel stopped, shocked by Kali’s ferocity. Gone utterly was the charming and enchanting vision of feminine beauty, replaced forever in their minds by the fierce and vicious whirlwind they witnessed right now. Kali screamed in anger. Lord Ur drew his arm back and stabbed, his strength and weight pushing through Kali’s plated skin and driving the blade deep. She shrieked in pain.

The still waters surged, a huge mound rising in the center before dropping again, sloshing waves over the lip. Rachel screamed for Ur to leave Kali alone and raised her gun but there was no clear shot. Riley impulsively rushed closer, lifting her pistol too, but, like Rachel, found no good angle to fire at the warring creatures. Andy holstered his gun and charged the combatants, attempting to tackle Lord Ur, but Ur only staggered backward a step. Kali dropped to the floor as Ur slashed at Andy with the dagger. Andy grabbed Ur’s wrist, trying to twist the dagger back on Ur.

“Du lok!” Lord Ur barked, and the detective’s arm burst into flame.

Andy backed away, screaming, waving his arm to put out the flame but only making it worse. He ran to the water and shoved his arm under. Ur turned on bleeding Kali and lifted the dagger overhead. Rachel shouted at him to stop and then she began firing, squeezing the trigger until she’d fired every bullet. Lord Ur staggered backward but Rachel missed anything critical, and he lurched forward again. Riley ran at him and jumped atop the altar, leveling her gun at his head. She fired once before Ur knocked her flying. She landed hard, close to Kali, and the back of her head smacked the stone floor. Lord Ur walked towards them, lifting the emerald dagger.

“You shall be the first,” his deep voice rumbled.

Andy, in agony, drew his pistol and fired, hitting Ur several times and slowing him. Riley lifted her head and saw her fate. She crawled to Kali, who barely clung to consciousness, and placed her forearm against Kali’s mouth.

“Drink,” the young girl said. “Let my blood give you strength. You must save us. Andy and Rachel need you.”

Kali opened her eyes to slits, smelling the rich young blood pulsing beneath thin, soft skin. Fangs pierced the flesh and blood squirted. Kali sucked hard, swallowing fast. Andy reloaded awkwardly with only one good hand and then aimed at Lord Ur’s head.

A tentacle broke the surface of the water and whipped around the platform, coiling around Rachel’s leg. Andy swung his arm to aim at the appendage and fired. A second tentacle burst from the dark waters and knocked Andy flying. His gun skidded across the stone floor. A third appendage erupted and slapped Ur across the chest, coiling around his throat.

Rachel felt herself dragged towards the water and clutched an outcropping of basalt. The suckered limb slipped under her clothes, searching for leverage, and then ripped her shirt and jacket away, quickly discarding the garments to wrap around her torso. The second tentacle whipped away from Andy and slithered over Riley, curious, seeking, lifting the girl by her ankle, dribbling blood from her wound across Kali. A fourth appendage left the water, tangling itself in Riley’s jacket and shirt, ripping those from her young body. Dazed, she beat the thick appendage with weak fists. The limb crawled her body, pulling and tugging at her clothes, stripping her, seeking the flesh within. Soon her boots and socks and pants fell to the ground, leaving her naked and flailing.

More limbs burst forth. Andy and Rachel and Riley found themselves coiled and stripped by multiple appendages, now more inquisitive than angry.

Rachel groaned when the tip of a tentacle found her sphincter. She squirmed and tried to move away but the limbs slithered over and around her body. The appendage pushed through her tight puckered ring, probing her insides. Her legs were forced wide, and another tentacle entered her pussy, crawling the smooth, warm, wet walls, stimulating her despite her fear. Andy was hung upside down. The crawling limbs roamed his body too, curious. He grunted when a tentacle pushed through and entered his ass and then moaned when another coiled around his cock, sliding across sensitive skin.

Riley had multiple limbs entangle her arms while others crawled across her young body, suctioning stiff nipples, rubbing between her legs.

The party was wounded, dazed, hurt, and bleeding, it was their wounds that saved them.

Lord Ur used his incredible strength to fight the tentacle which grappled with him. He slashed with the dagger, cutting deep, and several tentacles answered, exploding from the dark waters to coil around his limbs and pull. He continued his struggles, cutting soft appendage flesh when he could and the monster lifted him by his head and pulled his arms and legs. Like a starfish, Lord Ur was lifted high over the altar. The dagger fell, forgotten, as Ur pulled uselessly on the appendage which strangled him, his formidable strength nothing when compared to the monster under the water. He fought hard but his massive strength was no match. The monster’s limbs pulled taut, stretching Lord Ur between them, holding him just over the edge of agony. The monster relaxed and Ur sobbed, gulping huge bushels of air, only to scream again when the beast under the water snapped his arms and legs taut again. Harder and harder the creature pulled, torturing Lord Ur until blackness threatened to take him. The monster backed off one last time and then Lord Ur’s strangled cries rose higher. He shrieked when an arm was torn from his body. His legs went next, ripped apart like a wishbone. Finally, his head popped from his torso to land with a thud on the altar, spinning to a bloody stop.

Andy was dropped to the stone floor and did not move. Rachel was lowered, unconscious, to the floor beside her husband, and her tentacles joined the swarm already exploring Riley. The younger girl was turned right-side up and held spreadeagled above the floor, like Lord Ur had been, but her lack of resistance kept the monster from harming her. The curious appendages roamed her naked body, exploring, flicking her nipples and grazing her clit. Riley gasped when one pushed through her anus and groaned when another wiggled into her pussy. They pushed deeper and Riley whimpered, frightened, but unable to ignore the rising pleasure she felt. Finally, another tentacle slithered around her throat and entered her mouth.

They began to move in unison, rhythmically pumping her openings, observing her reactions. The other limbs crawled over her flesh, tiny suckers sticking and pulling softly, teasing without meaning to. Riley groaned, dazed, but overcome by all the simultaneous pleasures. Her defenseless mind could do nothing but take it all in, all of it, all at once. Her body shuddered at a spontaneous orgasm wracked her. There was a faint intelligence behind its actions as the creature measured her responses, pursuing the path of greatest stimulation. Riley was held suspended, helpless when her next orgasm hit. The girl twisted and writhed, impaled in every opening by thick pulsating tentacles. No respite was given, and the girl soon climaxed again, screaming from mind-blowing pleasure around the suckered meat stuffed in her mouth. Her full ass and full pussy overloaded her senses and left her hovering above consciousness. She orgasmed again, convulsing.

Blood loss, and the blow to the head finally defeated her. She succumbed to the inky blackness which beckoned.


Chapter 13

“Wake up,” Kali croaked.

Andy opened his eyes. The succubi, once again the gorgeous, nude, goth girl, although bloodied and wounded, stood over him. He tried to move his arm and searing pain lanced through his body. Rachel lay nearby, Riley next to her. They were unconscious, bloody, bruised, and beaten. He tried again to climb to his feet, but failed, too weak to stand.

“Riley is dying,” Kali said, her voice trembling. “In my desperate need, I drank too much. I need your help to save her. Wake her up.”

Andy used his good arm to drag himself closer to the girl. He lifted her into his lap, pulling away a hand coated with clotted blood from an open wound on the back of her head.

“She landed hard,” he said. “Her hair is caked.”

He looked at the deep bite marks on her forearm and then shot Kali an angry look.

“She offered,” Kali said, weakly. “I accepted. What’s done is done. Wake her. Let me save her.”

Andy doubted the wisdom of waking Riley. She was faintly blue and cold to the touch. He cradled her head and brushed the hair from her streaked face.

“Riley,” he whispered. “Don’t leave us. Stay.”

He stroked her forehead and wiped streaks of blood from her face with his shirt. Her eyelids fluttered and she opened her eyes, unfocused, bewildered. Kali knelt and lowered her breast to Riley’s face. She used a razor-sharp fingernail to slice her areola and then stuck the bleeding nipple in Riley’s mouth. She squeezed her breast.

“Drink,” Kali rasped. “Tell her to drink.”

Andy leaned closer.

“Riley, your instincts will save you. Suckle and live.”

For a long moment, Riley did nothing. Kali’s wound dripped onto the younger girl’s tongue. Then, Riley mechanically swallowed. She softly sucked and swallowed again. Kali leaned over, mashing her full breast against Riley’s sweet face. The younger girl’s cheeks dimpled as her suction increased. Color began to return to her face. Her strength grew and her hands rose to cup the lovely tit. Now she suckled earnestly, drawing life-giving blood from Kali. Soon Kali had to force the girl away, pulling her nipple free with a pop. Riley opened her eyes and looked around, trying hard to focus.

“Did we win?” she mumbled.

“I don’t know yet,” Andy said. “I just woke up too.”

Riley got to her feet on trembling legs. She surveyed her surroundings and immediately checked on Rachel, who was just beginning to wake up. Satisfied Rachel was okay, she noticed her own nakedness for the first time and then the nakedness of the others.

“What the fuck happened?” she asked.

“I can tell you what I saw,” Kali said.

She described the battle, with Rachel and Andy adding what they remembered. Andy tried again to rise but couldn’t, his right arm, his shooting arm, scorched and useless. Riley wandered to the altar, stepping over the lacerated arm and legs of Lord Ur. She saw the emerald dagger, drenched in blood. She lifted the blade and shuffled to Lord Ur’s torso, where she cut out his heart, collecting a dull lump of coal.

“Why do I feel so strong?” she asked the group. “I was just about dead.”

“My blood,” Kali said. “The blood you consumed grants increased abilities. You’re stronger now, faster, and with greater stamina. Your hearing and vision are better too, and you’ll be able to see at night almost normally. There will be other advantages too, but you’ll learn those as they happen.”

“Cool.” She looked at the dagger she held and the Heart of Ur. “What should I do with these? Throw them in the water?”

She looked at the grotto and froze, memories flooding in. Her face fell. She started to cry. She hurried to the edge.

“That thing—” she stammered. “God. God! That monster did things to me.” She looked at her own body with disgust. “Goddamn it. Did I dream that shit? Did that monster fucking fuck me?”

“It did,” Andy said. “It molested Rachel and me too, but nothing like what it did to you. I was in and out of consciousness and it seemed to go on forever. I tried but I couldn’t save you. I’m sorry.”

Riley shook her head.

“It’s my job to save me, Andy,” she said. “Not yours.”

She stepped closer to the dark waters, ready to throw the objects in.

“Keep those artifacts,” Kali warned. “Do not cast them into the water. Guard them. The creature has returned to his deep slumber. We are lucky he never fully awoke.”

“Did you just say fucking lucky?” Riley snarled.

“He will awaken, some day,” Rachel interrupted.

“Yes,” Kali agreed. “He will, and on that day, life on Earth will change forever.”

Andy tried to stand again, and Rachel came to help. Together they got him on his feet. She examined his hand and arm and grimaced.

“We need to get you to a hospital,” she said. “We have extra clothes in our backpacks. Let’s eat and rest and then get out of here. Snow and ice can reclaim this awful place.”

Kali moved close to Riley.

“What will you do?” she asked.

Riley looked confused.

“I still need Velmorath dead,” the girl said. “That was the plan. After we take care of Lord Ur, we go after Velmorath.”

Kali stepped closer, her breasts close to Riley’s face.

“Velmorath perished days ago,” Klai said. “I felt him leave.”

“Banished? Returned to that shit dimension where I found him?”

Kali shook her head, placing a gentle hand on Riley’s shoulder.

“No. He left existence. He was destroyed forever.”

Riley felt a wave of relief but then stared at the ground.

“I get it,” she mumbled. “You didn’t tell me what happened to him because you wanted me to complete this task.”

“Yes.”

“You manipulated me.”

“Yes, I withheld information. Now I’d like to propose something new.”

She jerked her chin at Andy and Rachel hugging.

“The good detective is finished but does not know that yet. Lord Ur burned him with a fire that does not heal. I have need of a human agent and you’ve proven brave and resourceful. Perhaps we can work together? There are other tasks I need done.”

“You just lied to me but now you want me to work for you?”

“Indeed, although it was a lie of omission. I did not speak falsely to your face. I merely withheld things I knew.”

“Fucking demons,” Riley muttered. “You’re like lawyers.”

“You may keep the emerald dagger,” Kali said. “That blade has the power to easily dispatch netherworld creatures.”

“Like you.”

“Yes, like me. I almost succumbed to it. It is not of this Earth and I, like my brethren, are vulnerable to it. You cannot use it on humans as that would wake the monster, but slaughter all the demons you wish, other than me, of course.”

“Once again we have me doing your dirty work for you.”

“It is my nature. I know you harbor deep hatred for demon kind. Velmorath saw to that. I offer you the chance to hunt them down.”

Riley sighed.

“This is why you gave me your blood to drink. I can feel our connection influencing my decision. This is how you got Andy to do your bidding. Rachel too.”

Klai said nothing but smiled down on Riley.

“You are so goddamn pretty,” Riley said.


Chapter 14

Abigail, dressed in white, was waiting for them when they got home. Riley and Rachel saw her clear eyes and hopeful expression and raced for a group hug. Andy held back, still in pain. Kali took that moment to slip away, unnoticed.

“He’s gone,” Abby told Riley.

“I heard,” she said. “I’m happy you’re freed but I’m even happier he was destroyed. I can finally sleep at night.”

Andy shuffled closer, a crutch under his good arm and his other arm wrapped in gauze and resting in a sling. Rachel opened the door, and they moved inside the house. Around the dining table, each shared their story.

“What a team,” Andy said at last. “I am surrounded by beautiful, intelligent, courageous women. We can accomplish anything. The Almond Detective Agency has never looked better.”

Abigail and Rachel laughed, delighted, but Riley looked away. Andy noticed.

“What’s wrong, Riley?” he asked. “You have other plans? Once I’m healed, I’d love for all four of us to solve cases together.”

Riley met his gaze.

“You won’t heal, Andy,” Riley said, her voice cracking. “I’m so sorry.”

“What do you mean?” Rachel interjected, concerned.

“I mean Kali told me about the fire that burned Andy. Lord Ur conjured demon flame from a spell. Kali said it will never fully heal. Your arm is as useful as it will ever be. I’m so, so sorry.”

Quiet descended on the group.

“Do we know if Kali is right?” Abigail asked. “Do you know if she’s telling the truth? She’s a succubus. Demons lie. Demons manipulate.”

Riley snorted.

“Tell me about it,” she said. “But, in this instance, I believe her. I guess time will tell but I believe she’s telling the truth. Hopefully her blood in your veins at least eases the pain, but your days of battling evil are over.”

Andy, somber, leaned back in his chair. He looked down at his useless arm. The pain had receded but his ability to control it had not improved. 

“There’s always a chance,” Abigail said, hopeful. “Kali was probably exaggerating, bending the truth for her own plans.”

Andy raised a hand to silence them all.

“No,” he said. “Now that I am forced to think about it, I can feel that she’s probably right.”

“I’m thrilled to hear it,” Rachel said.

Everyone turned to look at her.

“Enough is enough,” she continued. “I’m not happy you’re hurt but I would be thrilled if we retired. We’ve been through hell. We barely escaped. We have our lives back and a lot of money in the bank. Let’s tour the world. Let’s go places and see things and lie in the sun on some faraway tropical beach. If I never crawl through a stinking tunnel or get fucked by some mythological creature again, I’ll be happy. Let someone else risk everything for people that don’t even know them. I’m done.”

Abigail and Riley looked away, but Andy studied his wife.

“You’re right,” he said. “It’s time. The Detective Almond Agency has officially closed up shop.”

“I hope you’ll still be available for the occasional consult,” Riley murmured.

All eyes swung her way. She drew a folded cloth from her bag and laid it on the table. She opened the fabric, revealing the glittering emerald dagger.

“What the fuck are you doing with that?” Rachel snapped.

Andy laughed.

“I get it,” he said. “Kali. Kali told you I was finished and then recruited you to take over. Am I right?”

“You are.”

“Do you know what you’re getting yourself into?”

“I do.”

Rachel took Riley’s hand.

“We’ll always be there for you,” she said.

Abigail did the same.

“Ditto,” she said. “Whatever help you need.”

Andy stood and kissed Riley on top of the head, placing a gentle hand on her shoulder.

“You are the daughter we never had,” he said. “Rachel and I are proud of you. Abigail too. If there’s anything you need, and I mean anything. Just ask.”

“Can one of you teach me how to drive?” Riley asked.

End.
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