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Chapter One

 The front door of
a large house, on a street with many such large houses, opened with
a slight creak. From the inner shadows of the house stepped a woman
that men went crazy for. At 5’7” and curvy in all the right places,
the blonde bombshell that stepped out into the light of the rising
sun was a sight to see. The reddish-orange glow of the morning
played over her tan body, making her shine. The warm rays of the
sun kissed her exposed skin as she cast seductive shadows against
the wooden walls of the house.

She was clad in a loose pair of pink
sweatpants that had been rolled up tightly about her waist. The
rolling made the pants dig themselves into her crotch, outlining
her pelvic region and cupping her firm round ass. On top, she wore
a simple cotton shirt that fell about her body. Her round melons
pushed against the thin material, and on close inspection in the
right light, it was possible to see the girl’s pink nipples through
the sheer fabric.

“Everybody line up!” yelled the tall blonde
from the doorway. Her name was Amber, and the doorway that she was
currently standing in belonged to the house that was under her
care. She was the senior girl of the house and commanded the
respect and admiration of the fifteen gathered girls on the
lawn.

Fifteen new college co-eds quickly scrambled
to form a line on the freshly cut grass. The young ladies stood
with mock military precision; chins up, chests out. The female
freshmen all wore the same stoic expression on their pretty faces
as they stared at the house they all wanted to live in this
year.

It was pledge week, and the fifteen girls
lined up in a row were trying to become members of the Pi Omega Eta
sorority. For the past five days, the girls had endured all manners
or hazing and embarrassment as the members of the house tested
their resolve. Now the weekend was upon them, and the final tests
for the gathered girls would be administered.

For the legacies, the tests were simple and
mundane. Four girls in the line had the distinction of being a
legacy. While they still had to participate in Hell Week, the tasks
they were asked to perform were always less severe than those of
the other girls. On the opposite end of the spectrum were the
notties, so named because they were not POE quality.

While pledging was open to all freshman
girls on campus, it was well known that Pi Omega Eta selected only
the prettiest newcomers to the school. The sorority was a social
club for head cheerleaders and prom queens. The main goal of a POE
girl wasn’t to get good grades, or to help the needy. A POE girl
had only one goal in mind. To find the men on campus that were well
connected, and to wrap them around their finger until that lucky
guy put a rock on theirs. The POE house was well represented at
many a company picnic, hanging on the arm of the business
elite.

But it wasn’t enough to simply be
attractive. To join the Pi Omega Eta house, a girl needed to be
charming. To possess self control. To know when and where to speak
or be silent. This was not a house of premier party girls, although
the women who lived in the house did know how to have a good time.
The three women at the end of the line, the notties, simply didn’t
have those qualities. But they did have the determination to stick
it out all week long.

This was a problem for the leadership of the
house. By the house charter, any girl who stayed through Hell Week
was admitted into the sorority, regardless of past transgressions
or the feelings of current house members. To break with tradition
would have put a stain on the leadership of the sorority. But the
girls of POE had dealt with this problem before. While the tasks
during the school week were meant to degrade and humiliate in order
to test their dedication; the last few days of the week, when
classes were not in session, was the time that the leadership
really put the girls through hell and back.

For the three notties, this meant a weekend
designed to scare them away from the sorority for the rest of their
time on campus. In the three years that Amber had been in the
house, a nottie had never made it through the entirety of Hell
Week. With this year marking her elevation to house leader, Amber
was not about to let the streak end.

“Listen up ladies! This weekend you will be
tested. If you pass, then you will become what you have all been
working for this week. You will become my sister in the sorority of
Pi Omega Eta!” yelled Amber, “For some of you, this weekend will
only confirm what my sisters and I have known for days, but for
others, this weekend will finally break you. Not all of you will be
entering the house behind me at the end of the weekend.”

“You will be divided into three groups. Each
group will be assigned a senior sister to be your guide for the
weekend. You will do whatever she tells you. Listen up for your
names!”

Amber called out four names, and the
legacies stepped forward before going off with a leggy brunette
wearing nothing but a baby tee and a pair of what were technically
classified as shorts, but which fit like a pair of hip hugging
panties. Stenciled to both clothing items were the Greek letters
for the house. The senior girl led the four legacies away while
Amber continued to call out names.

The second group of girls was far larger
than the legacies. This group contained all of the pledges who met
the exacting standards of the house, but who were not yet
affiliated with the sorority in any way. If these girls could just
make it through the next 48 hours, they would be accepted without
question into the sisterhood.

Three women remained standing at attention
on the lawn. Amber looked at them through slitted eyes. She shook
her head as she spoke.

“Tina, Amanda, Heather. Step forward. You
three are with me. Trust me when I say that the last five days will
be nothing compared to the weekend you are about to have. And just
to make sure everything goes right, I will be your senior sister
for the weekend. Understand?”

The three remaining girls on the lawn nodded
and looked at Amber. Their eyes contained nothing but a mix of
determination and admiration. They did not yet understand that this
weekend was meant to break them. Amber studied the girls that she
was in charge of scaring off. The trio looked the part to become
sisters, but they lacked the attitude to join the house. She let
her eyes wander from left to right across the group.

Tina. A skinny brunette with a decent rack.
Her face was a bit angular, but still attractive. Her flaw was to
many, a positive attribute. Tina was a virgin. Not only was she a
virgin, but she had pledged herself to stay abstinent until
marriage. The house couldn’t have a sister who didn’t put out.
While every man said they wanted a virgin, no man, especially a
successful one, really wanted someone with so little experience or
willingness.

Next in line was Amanda. Like Tina, she was
attractive. Her black hair fell down around her shoulders and her
breasts were full and round. But it was her eyes that made her so
desirable. Her eyes had a soft mournful look to them, like she was
constantly in need of cheering up. Amber knew from past experience
that men flocked to the girls with those same soulful eyes. She had
always assumed the puppy dog stare brought out the protective
nature in men. If it wasn’t for the fact that her father and both
brothers were in jail for a litany of crimes, she would have made a
perfect addition to the house. But no man wanted a wife with that
much baggage.

The last in line was the girl that Amber
actually loathed. Every time she looked at Heather, Amber wanted
nothing more than to physically remove the girl from her sight. It
wasn’t that Heather was ugly, or even unlikable as a person. She
was actually kind of cute. Shorter than the two other girls,
Heather had dark brown hair that fell to her mid back. Heather was
almost too skinny, leaving her body without the natural curves the
other two girls had. Her tiny chest and toned ass left Heather at a
slight disadvantage when it came to attracting men, but her full
lips and sparkling green eyes made up for the lack of attributes
below the neck. The only problem with Heather was that once she had
drawn in a man, she didn’t want him.

Heather was a proud lesbian. It was for this
reason that Amber hated Heather so much. Not that Amber hated gay
people, but the goals of the Pi Omega Eta house were well known.
Find a rich man, or a successful man, and marry him. Have his
children. Attach yourself to him. It was hard to do any of those
things when the thought to being with a man disgusted you. Heather
had no reason to pledge POE, but she had and this upset Amber to no
end.

Amber began to speak again, “Today will
begin with a simple set of errands. You will each have a list of
things to buy. Once you are done with the shopping, I want you to
meet me at the address listed on the top of your shopping lists.
Don’t take too long. We have a lot of preparation for tonight.”

After handing out the lists to the girls,
Amber waved them away before going back inside of the house. She
had a party to plan with the Alpha Tau house tonight. The Alpha Tau
fraternity had a reputation on campus much like the POE house did.
Successful, well connected men belonged to the Alpha Tau house, and
the first party of the year was always important. Too bad she would
have to miss the festivities tonight.




Chapter Two

 It was well into
the afternoon before Amber and her group were ready to begin the
weekend of torture. After the girls had finished shopping, Amber
had made them set up for the party they would not be attending. Now
that the chores had been completed, it was time to make sure that
the three girls following behind Amber didn’t make it through the
night.

As Amber led the group to the outskirts of
the college neighborhood, she listened intently for any idle
chatter. So far the pledges behind her had all stayed quiet as they
were ordered. Amber once again silently cursed the failing
attributes of each of the girls. Had their situations been
different, they would have made great trophy wives.

The group stopped in front of an old
Victorian house at the end of run down street. The entire street
was abandoned due to every house on the row being condemned. This
was the old Greek row, closed down after an earthquake six years
ago had made them unsafe. The Victorian in front of them belonged
to a party fraternity at the time. Two frat boys had died in that
house during the earthquake, crushed by an improperly secured wet
bar.

There had been rumors about the house even
before the earthquake. Many on campus swore it was haunted. All
total, nearly a dozen people had died in the house since it was
built over a hundred years ago. Suicides, overdoses and one very
unfortunate heart attack during a threesome were among the causes.
The wet bar incident was the final straw for the university and the
fraternity of Delta Iota Kappa was banned from school grounds.

“All right ladies, tonight’s task is simple.
We will be staying in the DIK house overnight. You have all heard
the stories of the house. If you make it through tonight, you will
be one step closer to sisterhood.”

Amber led the small group inside of the
musty house. Cobwebs covered much of the outer surfaces of the old
house, but when the door was pushed open, the girls found the
inside clean of spider webs. The four women moved into the large
rec room and set down their supplies. Food, water, toiletries and
enough alcohol to supply a medium sized bar were put down before
the girls broke off and headed upstairs.

The stairs creaked with every step the party
took to the second story. Natural light shone in through the
windows at the moment, casting odd shadows over every surface as
the rays of light tried valiantly to pass through the years of dirt
and grime on the glass. With no power or running water, the house
would become unbearable once the sun set.

At the top of the stairs, Amber ordered the
girls to each find a separate room for the night. As the three
girls moved off, Amber pushed open the door closest to the
staircase. She knew from previous visits to the house that this
room was the largest, belonging to the old head of house. She laid
her sleeping bag down on the dirt free floor and began to take out
sticky lights from her bag. The small round lights self adhered to
any surface, and with a slight push, lit up using battery power.
She used them in her closet, but they would keep the room bathed in
a fine white light for the night. Amber didn’t believe in ghosts,
but that was no reason to spend the night in total darkness.

Amber left the room and met back with the
rest of the girls before heading back downstairs.

“Alright ladies, for the rest of the time in
the house, you can speak. Since we are missing the Alpha party, I
figure you three can keep me company here,” said Amber.

The girls looked at each other, unsure of
what they should be doing. Amber moved to pour the group drinks,
hoping that she could make the best of a bad situation.

“So we are just going to sit around and
drink all night?” asked Heather.

Amber bristled at her voice but answered the
question, “No. First we are going to drink, and then we are going
to play a game. Then we are going to drink some more.”

“A game?” asked Tina.

“Yep. What kind of haunted house party would
this be if we didn’t break out a Ouija board?” replied Amber as she
poured shots for the group.

The group drank for hours, with everyone
loosening up. By the time they were all sufficiently buzzed to use
the Ouija board, stories and feelings had been shared, and the
group was at ease. Amber was thinking about how she was actually
having fun at the moment, without having to put on a fake front for
the Alphas and her sisters. Heather was thinking about how good
Amber was looking, while also admiring Amanda and her doleful eyes.
Tina meanwhile was worried about the Ouija board.

With the sun setting, Amber and the girls
lit a few dozen candles throughout the room, and for good measure,
turned on an electric lantern in an attempt to keep the shadows at
bay. Amber took the Ouija board from her bag and set it up on the
table in the middle of the room. The girls gathered around, each
placing their hands on the planchette.

“Who wants to ask the first question?” asked
Amber, “How about you Tina?”

Tina shook her head no and looked down at
the board.

“Alright then, Amanda? How about you?”

“Alright. Umm do I need to do anything to
start this up or do I just ask a question?” replied Amanda.

“You just ask. But you have to ask something
that the spirits might know,” said Heather while throwing her hands
wide and smiling at no one.

“Sounds easy enough. Umm. Ohh spirits of
Delta Iota Kappa, we have come to ask you some questions. Umm…Are
you here?” asked Amanda.

The planchette slowly slid upwards across
the board, moving towards the word yes. The women seated around the
table collectively held their breath as the planchette slid over
the word.

Amanda, looking slightly nervous, turned to
Heather. “Your turn now. Ask a question.”

“Okay I have one,” said Heather, slightly
slurring her words, “Spirits of the DIK house, do you like pussy as
much as I do?”

The heart-shaped piece of wood moved in a
circle before returning to the word yes.

“Liars. I really really love the pussy,”
Heather joked.

“Stop it Heather we shouldn’t make fun of
them,” Tina said. It was clear she believed in ghosts far more than
the other three girls sitting around the table.

“Quit being such a baby. Hey Tina would you
still be a virgin if you let me eat you out?” replied Heather.

“That’s gross! Quit making jokes this is
serious.”

Amber interrupted before a fight could break
out. “Okay Tina it’s your turn to ask a question.”

“Alright. Spirits of the house, do you have
any unfinished business?” asked Tina.

The planchette once again moved in a circle
before returning to yes.

“Ask another one Tina,” pressured Amber.

“Spirits, is there anything we can do to
help you complete your business?”

Once more the planchette moved only to
return to yes. Tina withdrew a hand and started to rub a small
cross hanging on a gold chain from around her neck. Clearly the
game was getting to her.

“I don’t want to ask any more
questions.”

“It’s my turn anyways,” said Amber, “Alright
spirits. What business do you need us to do?”

The planchette jerked quickly downwards
towards a half circle of letters that spanned a large fraction of
the board. Tina let out a yelp as the wooden game piece flew across
the board, seemingly out of control. The rest of the group held
their breath as the pointer moved from one letter to the next,
spelling out a message from beyond the grave.

F-U-C-K-U-S-A-L-L

“What the fuck!” Amanda yelled as she jumped
back from the table.

Heather started to giggle while Tina looked
to be on the verge of crying. Amber just stared at the board.
Suddenly the electric lantern sitting in the middle of the table
flickered and died.

“NO! No no nononono,” Tina kept repeating,
her cries merging together into one long repetitive sound.

“Calm down it’s just the batteries. Tina
it’s only a game ghosts aren’t real.” Amber moved to grab the
lantern, now bathed in softly glowing candle light. She stopped
when movement caught her eye. “Oh my God…”

With all four women looking on, they watched
as the planchette began to slide without anyone touching the wooden
game piece. It was pointing to letters once again. Tina began to
cry once more. The letters slowly formed words.

V-I-R-G-I-N-F-I-R-S-T

“NOOOO!” Tina screamed. A second later, and
without a breeze, the three dozen candles spread throughout the
room went out simultaneously. “Don’t let them take me!”

Panic set in as the four girls scrambled in
the dark for a light source. In their drunken state, the four just
stumbled through the darkness. In an unfamiliar environment and
under intense stress, the women forgot that they weren’t alone and
began to blindly seek some sort of shelter. Noises could be heard
in the darkness as they tripped and fell over items left on the
floor. One of the girls smashed into the table holding the Ouija
board, letting out a curse word as the corner of the table dug into
her flesh. Amanda was the first to regain her senses.

“Stop! Everybody stop! Take out your cell
phones.” A bright light in the darkness erupted in midair as Amanda
pulled a phone from her back pocket. She was bathed in the silvery
glow from the tiny screen. Two more floating light sources
appeared. The trio waited for a fourth cell phone to turn on but
the light didn’t materialize. Instead they heard a scream in the
distance.

“HELP ME!”

It was Tina. The fear in her voice sent
chills down the three girl’s spine. In the chaos of the dark, Tina
had somehow left the room, her voice sounded as if it was coming
from upstairs. Using the phones as flashlights, Amber found a bag
of supplies left in the corner and pulled out half a dozen mini
L.E.D. flashlights. She gave Heather and Amanda two each while she
pocketed one as well. All three clicked the tiny black buttons on
the back of the flashlights, sending out beams of harsh white light
through the darkness.

Tina had fallen silent. The trio downstairs
huddled together in the darkness, waving their flashlights through
the air in manic patterns. The group moved slowly out of the large
rec room and into the foyer. The girl’s lights played over the
stairs and down the hall. The house was quiet except for the
nervous breathing of the scared college students. As Heather and
Amanda headed towards the staircase in search of Tina, Amber had
other ideas.

The group passed by the front door. Amber
could see the street lights flickering outside through the stained
glass half moon decorating the door panel. Thinking only of getting
herself out of the house, Amber made a dash for freedom.

“Amber wait!” yelled Heather.

Amanda made a grab for Amber’s arm but the
blonde slipped the grip and pushed Amanda backwards. The efforts of
Amber were wasted on this attempt however. The door would not
budge. While Amber could see that the lock was disengaged, and the
handle moved freely, the door itself would not separate from its
frame no matter how hard she tried to open the portal to freedom.
Amber turned back towards the other two before pressing her back
against the door and letting herself slide down the wooden
planks.

“I have to get out of here! It wasn’t
supposed to be like this tonight. We were supposed to get drunk and
I was going to scare you into leaving. It wasn’t supposed to be
real!” Amber was sobbing deeply with her head between her legs.

She felt the hands of Heather and Amber fall
lightly on her shoulders. One of the girls was rubbing her back.
The gentle touches were comforting, but Amber wanted nothing more
than to be back in her own room in her own bed. The two other girls
tried to lift her back up into a standing position, but Amber
sagged against the grip.

Heather looked at Amanda through the
darkness, then down at the quivering form of Amber, “If you aren’t
going to get up I’m going to leave you here. We are going to go
find Tina and find a way out with or without you.”

Heather stood up and pulled Amanda away from
Amber, waiting for their nominal leader to pull herself together.
When Amber showed no sign of stirring, Heather turned to Amanda and
jerked her head towards the staircase. “Good luck down here by
yourself Amber. I don’t know what’s going on in this house but I
wouldn’t want to be alone right now. We are going to go get Tina. I
hope she is alright.”

The two girls ascended up the creaky steps
together; ready to confront whatever might have been waiting for
them at the top. Amber raised her head from her knees as they
disappeared into the darkness, trying to scream at them to come
back. But no sound emerged from her mouth as she felt cold ethereal
hands forcing her jaw shut. Amber had wanted to stand, to stay with
the group, but whatever force had been holding the door shut was
now holding Amber in it’s vice-like grips.




Chapter Three

 When the lights
had gone out downstairs and the group was plunged into darkness,
Tina had stopped in place. She was not ready for whatever was going
on in the house. She had not wanted to play the game. She had not
wanted to come here tonight. She was not even sure if she wanted to
join the POE house. Her stubborn conviction to see something
through until the end was the only reason she had not given up on
Hell Week earlier. But now that conviction had put her in the
middle of a supernatural event. And whatever force the girls had
woken up playing their drunken game had called out for her
specifically.

Tina felt the coldness wrap itself around
her before she could scream. When she opened her mouth to warn the
other girls, she felt a cold tendril snake its way down her throat,
freezing the air in her lungs. Tina grabbed at her throat to no
effect, and she felt colder, thick ropes wrap around her wrists,
ankles and midsection. A feeling of weightlessness joined the
freezing touch of the tentacles wrapping themselves tightly around
her body as the ghostly forces lifted her off the ground. She could
feel herself being pulled from the room at a great speed.

As she was pulled up the stairs, Tina could
see the muted streetlamps through the dirty windowpanes. With the
ability to see outside, Tina could piece together that whatever was
holding on to her was taking her upstairs towards the bedrooms. She
was pulled in to the room farthest from the staircase before being
let go by the ethereal grip of her captor.

Tina wasted no time as she tried to sprint
for the door. As she was running, she managed to finally scream at
the top of her lungs the words she had been trying to get out since
the lights had died.

“HELP ME!”

The door slammed shut inches from her face.
Tina didn’t have time to stop, and bounced off the door to the
floor. As she lay dazed from her run-in with the wall, she could
hear voices in the room. They sounded both close and far away. Loud
and soft. She tried to pinpoint a direction of the whispers, but
they seemed to be coming from all around her.

“A virgin…”

“How lucky.”

“Who first?”

“No turns. She has enough holes for us
all.”

Tina clamped her hands down around her ears,
trying to block out the whispers in the dark, but it didn’t shield
her from the ghostly voices. Unable to block them from her mind,
she tried to beg instead. “Please! Please let me go. I don’t want
to be here. I want to go home. Please don’t do this!”

“There is no leaving until we are done,”
answered the voices in unison. “All will have a turn tonight.”

Tina felt herself lifted back to her feet.
The feeling of multiple sets of hands played over her entire body.
She could feel them on her breasts, squeezing gently. Others
stroked her cheek and pushed her hair behind her ear. Yet another
hand was sliding slowly back and forth across her firm ass. She
felt fingers walk up the insides of her legs starting at her
ankles. They continued their northward journey until she felt the
fingers dance along the sensitive skin at the joints of her legs
and hips. The multitude of tender touching eased the fear that she
had felt since the group had entered the house hours ago.

Tina actually felt herself enjoying the
touches in a small way. She had always kept men at a distance,
afraid that if she let a man get to intimate that she would not be
able to stop herself from wanting his dick inside of her. Tina
wanted sex as much as any girl, but her upbringing had repressed
that sexuality.

The hands continued to touch her. As she
warmed up to the ghostly digits finding their way down her back,
through her hair and under her shirt, she noticed that these hands
were not the same cold bonds that had brought her upstairs. While
the feeling against her skin was much colder than it should have
been had the hands been alive, there was also the faint tingle of
electricity. The tiny jolts went unnoticed unless she concentrated
on the feeling, like static from running a balloon across your arm
hair. This otherworldly tingle added a new layer to the already
complex and confusing tactile sensations roaming her body.

Tina felt it. Her clit was pulsing. Her
nipples had become erect; partly from the cold touches, but also
from the erotic caressing that she was experiencing. It was unknown
if the apparitions surrounding Tina picked up on this change in her
body or not, but soon her clothes were being pulled from her skin.
Her shirt was the first to become lost in the darkness of the room.
She could feel the tight tank top being slipped over her head. Her
hair was pushed back from her neck and she felt the ghostly lips of
an unknown spirit start to suck on her skin. More hands were
pulling at the simple pink cotton bra she was wearing. The clasp
popped and the bra fell away, leaving her round breasts to bounce
free against cool, waiting hands of an invisible lover. The tingly
touch of the ethereal hands against her nipples sent shock waves
racing down her body before slamming into her pleasure button. Her
clit was pounding when erotic energy. She wanted nothing more than
to slip her manicured fingers down into her panties and release the
built up pressure, but she didn’t want to stop the action unfolding
around her.

As the top of her body was stripped bare,
she felt the downward tug of hands on her jeans. The pants slid
down her legs and she was left standing in nothing but a pair of
panties. The hands that had removed her pants were climbing back up
her legs. When they reached the summit of her lower body, she felt
the hands close in around the side material of her underwear,
bunching them up before pulling them down. As the last of her
clothes dropped into the darkness, Tina felt the army of hands pick
her up off the ground, positioning her for what she could only
imagine was to be the finale of the paranormal sex act she had
found herself trapped in.

The spirits maneuvered her onto her hands
and knees. Her tits pointed towards the floor, the nipples rock
hard. A gentle twisting motion could be felt on each protruding
teat. She could hear the whispers again.

“It’s time to open up for us pretty
one…”

“Time to make you cum…”

“Time for you to become a woman…”

She listened to the voices, the excitement
building inside of her with each new sentence whispered into her
ear. She was ready for whatever was about to happen. More than
ready. She wanted it.

She didn’t have to wait long. In the pitch
black room, Tina could feel a hand pushing against the bottom of
her chin, raising her head. She stared out in to the darkness as a
finger stroked the side of her cheek before circling her lips. The
finger pulled away for a second before returning, a slight pressure
parted her lips. Her teeth felt cold and numb as they contacted the
ghostly probe in her mouth. The meaning was clear. As the finger
withdrew, Tina opened her mouth wide, sliding her lips over her
teeth, forming a circle with her mouth.

The feeling wasn’t what she had expected at
all, and out of her five senses, only touch was being utilized. But
the lack of taste, smell and sight were made up for by the
otherworldly feeling of the spirit’s dick in her mouth. The same
coldness she had been feeling filled her mouth and pushed against
the back of her throat. The tingling electric feeling of the cock
made her tongue numb.

New sensations from the other side of her
body. She felt her tight pussy lips being parted. She was wet from
excitement, but the ghostly dick being thrust into her waiting hole
glided into her as if friction didn’t exist. While she could feel
herself being stretched, and the now familiar coldness spread
through her groin, it was hard to pinpoint exactly what was
happening inside of her. She had never had these sensations.

The new experiences weren’t over yet. There
was a new pressure behind her. Not only had an ethereal cock found
it’s way inside of her virgin pussy, but another, larger dick was
pushing against her asshole. With almost no effort, the thick rod
pushing against her anus shot inside of her body. She tried to
moan, but the cock in her mouth prevented much of the noise from
being heard.

Three holes, three dicks. As the spirits
slid their way in and out of her orifices, Tina couldn’t help but
think about how good it felt. Had she known that sinning could be
so rewarding, Tina would have spread her legs and became a fuck toy
long ago. The sensations she was experiencing right now could not
be equaled by the empty feelings that church had provided her over
the years.

The rhythmic pumping continued and Tina for
her part did all that she could to make sure she squeezed every
last drop of pleasure from the experience. She tried to grab onto
the cock sliding between her lips, but found only air in front of
her. Unable to increase the action in front, Tina pushed her hips
backwards, matching every double thrust, and forcing the twin dicks
inside of her deeper into her body. As she rocked back and forth on
her hips, the men behind her sped up, pumping faster and faster
into her naked body. She felt a pain as something inside of her
tore, but the pain was drowned out by the continued pleasure
building in her core. Just as Tina thought she couldn’t feel any
better than she did right now, a new player entered into the
mix.

With all three of her holes already filled,
this new spirit settled for fondling her breasts. Fingers traced
the outline of her nipples before flicking the tip of her jutting
tits. When this became boring, her nipples were squeezed gently
between ghostly digits and twisted. The sensations created by the
fondling added to the growing ball of sexual energy in her stomach
and clit, waiting to be released.

The ghost fondler wasn’t done yet. A cold
tongue flicked across Tina’s belly button before sliding down past
her waistline. Soon the tongue was between her legs, licking her
parted pussy lips and darting inside of her folds. While two ghosts
were drilling her from behind, this third was going down on her!
Tina couldn’t last much longer under the sexual onslaught. The
tongue tracked up her slick folds and contacted her clit. Like a
big red button labeled ‘Do not touch’, the light feeling of the
tongue dragging over her exposed clitoris set off a chain reaction
that would lead to an epic explosion.

Blissful waves of ecstasy radiated out from
Tina’s button. Her back arched like a cat and her stomach muscles
tightened uncontrollably. Her toes pushed against the floor,
increasing the arch in her back. Her body formed an almost perfect
upside down V as her ass pushed up into the air. Tina didn’t hold
this pose long. As soon as the first wave of pleasure subsided, she
sank to the floor, writhing in erotic gratification. Moans echoed
in the darkness as Tina’s orgasm continued for what seemed like
forever. Her own hands shot to her sensitive areas, furiously
rubbing and squeezing in an attempt to lengthen the heavenly
feelings.

Tina closed her eyes, drifting on the sea of
pleasure when she suddenly found herself in a brightly lit room. It
took her a second to realize that the room was the same one she had
just been fucked so completely in. But the room was not the
impossibly dark chamber that she had just lost her virginity to;
instead it was just a normal dorm room. Two beds were pushed
against opposite walls. A desk sat in the corner, beer cans and
text books were piled high on top of the pressed wood surface.
Pictures and posters covered nearly every exposed surface of the
room. Tina lifted her head towards the door, and that is when she
saw them.

Four men who looked to be the same age as
her, all standing in front of the door. All were muscular and
handsome looking. All four were wearing clothing that had the Greek
letters for Delta Iota Kappa stenciled on them somewhere. And all
four wore the same pleased grin.

The tallest one, a man with a day’s worth of
stubble and golden ringlets for hair stepped forward and leaned
down, offering his hand to Tina. She placed her small hand on his,
and he helped her to her feet. A second man handed her an odd
glowing orb, while the other two held out her clothes.

The tall one spoke, “Thank you for freeing
us. You are safe in this house now. Goodbye Tina.”

With those last words, Tina opened her eyes.
The orgasm was finally over. Her muscles untightened and her vision
swam back into focus. Tina rolled onto her stomach and pushed
herself to her feet. The room was filled with a soft white light. A
few feet away lay her clothes, neatly folded beside the electric
lantern that was last seen on the table downstairs. Tina moved to
get dressed; no longer feeling worried about her stay in the
house.




Chapter Four

 Heather and Amanda
had made it to the top of the staircase. They shined their handheld
flashlights down the seemingly unending hallway, unsure if they
should proceed. They knew that somewhere up here was their missing
friend, but fear kept them from moving farther into the dark
unknown. For three long minutes, the two girls simply stood at the
top of the steps in silence. It was Amanda who finally spoke
first.

“We have to check every room.”

“Should we split up? We could clear the
hallway faster if we each took a side.”

“No. We stay together Heather. Haven’t you
ever seen a scary movie?”

“I have, but they took our virgin first
thing so I don’t think the same rules apply.”

The attempt at humor lightened the mood a
little and the tension that was close to breaking the girl’s
resolve lessened a bit. Amanda’s hand reached through the darkness
in search of Heather’s. When their fingers contacted each other,
Heather pulled back for a split second, not expecting the feeling
of another human on her skin. But the hesitation only lasted for a
fraction of time, and soon Heather and Amanda were grasping each
other’s hand tightly. They began to move through the hallway
together.

The two girls stood together as they slowly
opened up every door on the top floor, one by one. So far every
room they had checked was empty. The pair’s next room was the one
that Heather had chosen to sleep in earlier in the day. Odd,
Heather thought to herself, I thought I left this door
open.

Amanda reached for the handle of the door,
and Heather stood ready beside her. Ready for what exactly was
unclear, but she was ready. Amanda pushed open the door.
Flashlights swept through the room. Heather’s sleeping bag and
small backpack were just where she had left them. With nothing
amiss, the two girls turned to check the next room.

That was what the entity inside of Heather’s
room was waiting for. It struck without warning, pulling Amanda’s
arm and dragging her into the room. If Heather had not been holding
her other hand, they might have been separated. As it was, the door
tried to slam shut after Amanda was fully in the room, and instead
closed on Heather’s arm. She screamed in pain, but then threw her
small body against the still open door, managing to push it open
wide enough to slip inside. The violent actions had caused Heather
to drop the flashlight she had been holding.

“Are you okay?” Amanda asked, clearly
concerned.

“My arm hurts a lot, but I don’t think
anything is broken. I dropped my flashlight though.”

Amanda, still holding onto Heather’s hand,
moved in closer and gave the smaller girl a hug. “Thank you for
staying with me.”

Heather hugged Amanda back and pulled out
the backup flashlight that she had in her pocket. With a click,
there were once again two bright circles of light in the room.
Heather tried to open the door, but like Amber’s attempt earlier,
the door wouldn’t budge.

“Well looks like we are stuck in here. Did
you get a look at whatever grabbed you?” asked Heather.

“No, but it was cold. Like ice. It let me go
as soon as I was inside of the room.”

“Well the room is pretty small and I’ve
already seen everything there is to see in it. So ghostie, why
don’t you show yourself. We aren’t afraid of you.”

The two girls waited, standing side by side
for something to materialize. A voice to call out. A touch from
something that wasn’t there. But nothing happened.

“Well now what Heather?”

“I don’t know, look for something useful I
guess. Scavenger hunt time.”

The flashlights scanned the room, starting
with the floor. When that search turned up nothing, they moved to
the walls. On one wall was a cracked mirror. As the light source
passed over the reflective material, the bright L.E.D.’s
temporarily blinded the girls.

“Wait do that again!” said Heather.

“What, you want to blind yourself a second
time?”

“No just before, I saw something in the
mirror. Just shine it so we can see ourselves.”

Amanda angled the flashlight, letting the
white circle skirt around the edges of the mirror. In the small
room, the light was sufficient to cause a reflection. Heather saw
it again, clearer this time. In the mirror, the unmistakable forms
of the two women were standing side by side. But behind them, an
inky black blob had coalesced and was slowly reaching out for
them.

“Look out!” Heather screamed as she turned,
blasting the wall behind her with the intense light. Where she had
expected to see a monster, there was only empty space. Heather
began to doubt what she had seen in the mirror. Until she checked
for a second time.

As she looked back at the mirror, the black
figure was still behind the two girls, it’s inhuman arms stretching
toward their shoulders. Heather averted her eyes and threw herself
bodily against Amanda, squeezing her tight. Amanda returned the
hug, and the two waited in silence for the attack they were sure
was coming.

Both girls had closed their eyes tightly,
waiting for the monster to make it’s move. They didn’t have to wait
long. A cold tendril crept along Heather’s arm. It touched her neck
and rustled her hair. Then she felt it near her ear. The coldness
flooded her ear, and into her head. On the other side of the hug,
the same thing had happened to Amanda. Both girls waivered before
letting go of each other and falling to the ground in opposite
directions. The coldness continued to flood the girl’s heads, and
it wasn’t long before they had both passed out.

When Heather awoke again, she felt dizzy.
She blinked her eyes and quickly threw a hand over her face as the
harsh light in the room caused them to water.

“Amanda?” Heather said, her voice echoing
unnaturally in the small room.

No answer. Heather sat up and looked around.
They were still trapped in the room, but it had changed. The walls
were a bright white. So were the ceiling and the floor. It was
difficult to see where the surfaces began and ended. A large bed
with dark red sheets and a golden headboard sat unused in what
Heather assumed was the corner.

Amanda was just starting to wake up when
Heather’s eyes focused on her unconscious body. Heather crawled
over to Amanda, making sure that she was the first thing that
Amanda saw when her eyes fluttered open.

“Open them slowly, it’s bright in here,”
Heather said to Amanda.

Heather helped Amanda sit up, unsure of what
to do next. But she didn’t have to wait long. The dark figure from
the mirror was suddenly in front of the two girls.

Welcome to my home.

Amanda and Heather locked eyes with each
other, without words they instantly understood what the other
wanted to ask. Confirmation that the dark shadow was in their head,
talking to them without a voice.

You are both right. I have moved past mere
vocalizations. I am in your heads. And through me, you are in each
others. Every dark secret, every hidden hope, every happy memory.
They are all connected now.

Heather panicked. There were thoughts in her
head that were most private. She tried to shield them, but by
thinking about them, it only brought the hidden thoughts to the
surface. A wall in front of the girls turned into a screen,
displaying her secret for Amanda to see.

It was a secret fantasy that Heather had a
few nights ago, during a naked run across campus for Hell Week. She
had been behind Amanda, watching her ass cheeks bounce slightly
every time her bare feet hit the ground. But here was where the
displayed memory diverged from reality. In her fantasy, Amanda had
turned to Heather and invited her to make love behind a
building.

Heather watched herself pull Amanda towards
her. The two girls pressed their naked bodies against one another.
Amanda leaned into Heather for a kiss. Their tongues met. Amanda’s
hand sought out Heather’s tiny breasts, cupping the entire small
mound in her hand and squeezing lightly. Amanda’s other hand slid
across her stomach, before two fingers broke away from the rest and
slipped inside of Heather’s waiting pussy.

Heather turned away from the image on the
wall. I’m sorry Amanda. I’m sorry.

Don’t be.

Heather looked at Amanda, alarmed. Instead
of watching the screen, Amanda was staring directly at her. Heather
had heard her voice inside of her head, just as she had heard the
shadow man.

Can you hear me? Heather thought to
Amanda.

Yes! This is amazing! Amanda replied
in thought.

“I really am sorry Amanda. I shouldn’t have
had those tho…”

Amanda cut off Heather, pushing her thoughts
into Heather’s mind. Stop it! I thought it was kind of
sweet.

You did?

Yep. So uhh, since we are kind of trapped
here with superpowers, any ideas?

Heather smiled at Amanda, I might have a
few.

The walls in the room exploded into a
thousand thoughts, each fighting for space. The ceiling and floor
were covered as well. Hundreds of different versions of how Heather
wanted the next hours to play out flashed around the two girls.

Amanda looked at each one intently. Images
of Heather and her intertwined on the bed, on the floor, against
the wall. Clothes on and off. Some weren’t even sexual. Images of
the two lying on the bed spooning, some with Heather as the big
spoon, but most with Amanda on the outside, clinging tightly to
Heather. Possible futures of the two; watching TV together,
shopping, a day at the beach, buying a dog.

Amanda reached out to touch one of the
images, and was surprised at the reaction she received when her
fingers met the memory. It drifted from the floor and into the air,
before stopping six feet off the ground. Amanda touched another
memory and it floated up next to the first. She touched both
airborne thoughts and they floated back down like feathers before
settling back into their positions on the floor.

Amanda looked about the room, an idea
forming in her head. She began to touch images one after another.
As she did, they would float to the middle of the room and hang,
forming a storyboard of actions. When Amanda was satisfied with her
choices, she turned to Heather.

I think this would be a good start,
she thought as she smiled and walked towards Heather. As she
walked, Amanda pulled her shirt off and quickly unfastened her bra.
Her round breasts popped free and sat perfectly on her chest. The
cream colored nipples stood out against the rest of Amanda’s tanned
skin.

Heather looked up at the line of thoughts in
the air, amazed at the selections that Amanda had chosen. She
watched as her friend and fantasy moved with a purpose in her
direction. When Amanda reached her, she picked the smaller girl off
the floor and dragged her to the bed. Amanda pushed Heather down
atop the red satin sheets, before climbing up herself. She
positioned herself above Heather, legs on either side of Heather’s
torso. Amanda leaned back and looked into Heather’s eyes.

As Heather looked at Amanda, she was struck
by this turn of events. Her dreams were becoming a reality. The doe
eyed girl that she had admired from afar was on top of her,
controlling the situation. And if they followed the storyboard the
Amanda had picked out, the situation was going to be amazing.

Amanda leaned in for a kiss, pushing her
tongue deeply into Heather’s mouth. In return, Heather began to
stimulate Amanda’s nipples. Her soft touch brushed against the
nipples of the large boobs that were all Heather could concentrate
on. Her own tits were so small. She wished she looked more like
Amanda.

Don’t think like that. I like how you
look. Now let’s unwrap you and see what kind of present I’m
getting, thought Amanda to Heather.

Amanda moved off of Heather and began to
undress her, roughly tugging the t-shirt and booty shorts from her
body. Heather was left on the bed in nothing but a sports bra and a
pair of pink lace panties. Soon those had been removed as well.
While Amanda still had on a pair of tight jeans, she was naked from
the waist up, while Heather was completely bare.

Their bodies could not have been more
different. While neither girl was fat, Amanda had much more going
on up top than Heather did. With C cup breasts, Heather couldn’t
get hand around the swollen melons that Amanda kept pushing
Heather’s face into. In contrast, Heather had the barest hints of
boobs. Stuck somewhere between a 34 A and a 34 B, her rack would
never win any awards, but her nipples were as erect as Amanda’s,
and that was all that really mattered at this point.

Both women reached out and grabbed the
other’s perky nipples. Communicating telepathically, the girls
passed along just how they liked to be touched. How to tweak the
nipple just right. How gentle the other should be, or how rough.
For the next fifteen minutes, the two fondled, tickled, kissed,
licked, bit and flicked each other’s tiny pink top hats. Moaning
and giggling in pleasure.

Amanda hopped off the bed and reached under
the mattress. She pulled out a box that she knew would be under
there, because she had simply thought it into being. Inside the box
was a wide assortment of sex toys. Handcuffs, rope, blindfolds,
gags, dildos and more. Amanda dug for the item she was looking for,
happy when she finally found it.

Pulling off her jeans, Amanda stripped down
to just a simple black pair of boy cut panties. With the jeans off,
Amanda pulled something new up her smooth legs. It was a harness.
As Amanda moved it into position, she tightened the straps, making
sure that the harness would stay securely in place around her
groin.

On the front of the harness sat a black O
ring, and into the O ring, Amanda attached a long, thick, purple
dildo. She climbed back up onto the bed and positioned herself
between Heathers legs. The smaller girl looked at the large package
strapped to Amanda. Her eyes grew a little wide, but then she
relaxed against the bed, completely trusting Amanda with her
body.

She wasted no time. Amanda pressed the big
purple cock against Heather’s slick folds. The purple shaft
disappeared as it slid into Heather. Amanda could feel the
sensation of the fake dick inside of Heather through their mind
link. She began to pump the dick in and out of her tiny
partner.

Heather grabbed at the sheets of the bed and
Amanda sped up, the purple cock driving deep in between her legs.
The feeling was amazing. Heather watched as Amanda’s boobs bounced
and swayed with each forceful thrust. Just when Heather couldn’t
think of anything better, a new sensation was added into the fold.
Amanda had turned on a vibrator inside of the cock.

Now with the fake dick pushing out
vibrations into her sensitive pussy, Heather could not contain
herself. She began to moan uncontrollably. The walls in the room
shifted to images of Amanda fucking Heather, colors floating and
fading in and out of existence behind the image. Heather could feel
the pleasure build in her pussy. The erotic pressure was growing
and soon it would release itself. She knew this orgasm would be the
most fantastic that she had ever had.

Heather was right. The combination of the
deep dicking and the pussy pounding pulses from the strap-on set
off an explosive orgasm. Heather moaned loudly and reached out to
grab Amanda. The walls shifted and colors that didn’t exist in
nature were splashed against every surface of the room. Heather
held onto Amanda tightly as the orgasm rushed through her tiny
body. She held her breath, trying to prolong the feeling of pure
ecstasy.

Amanda was faring just as well as Heather.
Even though Heather was the one being penetrated by the large
purple dick, the mind link that the two women shared in this room
passed every feeling of pleasure that Heather had to Amanda.
Heather’s orgasm hit Amanda with such force that she felt like she
was drowning. It was the most intense high that she had ever felt.
Combined with her own heightened state of arousal, it was too much
for Amanda, and when Heather pulled her in for a hug, Amanda
pressed herself against Heather, struggling to maintain
consciousness. The pleasure was just too great for Amanda however,
and as the waves of bliss continued to rush through her brain, she
passed out for the second time that night.

Amanda woke back up only moments later and
leaned in to kiss Heather. Instead she found herself disoriented
and confused. She was on her back and the room was dark. She
couldn’t feel the warmth of Heather’s body against her skin. Her
skin; Amanda was once again fully clothed. She sat up quickly,
confused. She tried to find Heather’s mind, but was unable to make
the connection. Amanda wanted to cry. It was like a part of her was
now missing.

On the other side of the room, Heather was
likewise just waking up. Without Amanda with her inside the bright
room, Heather had been pulled back from whatever wonderful place
they had just been. Heather called out to Amanda, “Are you
there?”

“Yes,” answered a subdued voice in the
darkness.

“Were you in a bright room a moment ago,
with me on a bed?”

“Yes.”

“Was that real?”

“I don’t know.”

Amanda crawled through the darkness towards
Heather’s voice. The flashlights that the women had been carrying
had turned off after they had dropped them. Amanda made contact
with Heather’s foot, and pulled herself in close to the small
woman.

“Real or not, I liked what I saw Heather. I
want to share all of those memories with you.”

The two moved in closer, hugging each other
in the dark, arms and legs intertwined. Amanda sat, sliding her
fingers through Heather’s silky hair as she laid her head on
Amanda’s shoulder. Neither one of them was in any hurry to pull
apart from the other. But all great moments have to come to an end.
Theirs ended when the door of the small bedroom opened and a harsh
white light poured into the room.

Standing in the doorway, silhouetted by the
lantern’s light, Tina stood like an action hero in the doorway.
Without asking about what had been going on in between the two, or
that she was okay, Tina instead asked the other girls one simple
question that Heather and Amanda hadn’t thought to ask in
hours.

“Where’s Amber?”




Chapter Five

 Shortly after the
girls had vanished up the stairs, Amber was pulled violently
through the first level of the large house. Whatever had hold of
her had her in a headlock, and Amber stumbled blindly through the
dark as the unseen force continued to drive her towards their final
destination.

She stopped in front of the basement door,
and heard the knob turn. The door was pulled open slowly and the
hinges groaned under the effort. A musty smell wafted up from the
subterranean level. Please God don’t let me be taken down there.
Please no. No no no!

But the thought of rescue or divine
intervention wasn’t enough to stop the angry spirit that had hold
of Amber. She felt the ghost push her, and she went flying down the
stairs. Her hands shot out to arrest her fall, and she managed to
grab on to the banister in time to catch herself. But the spirit
behind her was insistent that she continue down into the lower
level, and she felt herself be picked up, her body thrown over an
invisible shoulder and carried the rest of the way. Amber tried to
grab hold of anything to stop her descent, but her fingers could
not find purchase.

“You have been a naughty girl Amber,” said a
voice in the dark, “It’s time for you to be punished.”

The room lit up with an unearthly red glow.
Amber’s breath was taken away when she saw what awaited her in the
large underground room. Chains hung from padded scarlet walls.
Paddles, whips and rods were laid out on a wooden table. A wooden
stock sat in one corner, open and waiting for someone to be locked
in tightly.

Amber tried to scream, but as soon as she
opened her mouth, a rubber ball flew into it. Attached to multiple
strips of leather, the ball held firm in her mouth as the leather
fasteners hugged themselves tightly around her head, securing the
ball in place. Amber tried to pull the gag from her face, but she
felt her hands being forced away from her body, and soon after, a
cold pair of steel handcuffs closed around her wrists. She felt a
matching pair shackle her ankles.

“Tsk tsk my naughty girl. You can’t be
allowed to leave yet. You need to be punished for your behavior.
You lied to those girls, built up their hopes just to crush them.
And when they needed you tonight you tried to run. You are supposed
to be the leader of your peers, but you cracked under pressure. You
need to be taught a lesson.”

Amber wanted to argue. Wanted to scream at
her accuser to let her go, but deep down, she knew the voice was
right. She had played the girls upstairs for fools. She had
befriended them only to stab them in the back. She had left them
when they needed her the most. Whatever the voice had planned for
her, Amber knew she deserved it.

The unseen voice pulled at the handcuffs
around Amber’s wrists, dragging her closer to the waiting wooden
stock. She felt her head being forced down into the semicircular
depression in the middle of the wooden beam. The odd height of the
stock forced her to bend in an almost perfect 90 degree angle at
the waist. She heard the soft ratcheting of the handcuffs and the
metal hoop fell from one of her wrists. The hand with the cuffs
still attached was pulled into a smaller wooden depression before
she heard the soft clicking of the hand cuff’s teeth once more.
When she tried to pull her chained hand away, she found she was
cuffed to the beam. Her other hand was also cuffed and secured to
the beam before the top half of the wooden device was lowered into
place.

Her head was now trapped on one side of a
heavy oak woodblock, unable to fit through the small hole where her
neck now lay. Her hands were likewise immobilized. She felt
something slide down the back of her shirt, and realized that her
clothes were being cut from her body. She was being stripped naked
by her unseen captor.

Now completely naked, her clothes laid in a
tattered pile on the floor in front of her. She felt completely
exposed as she waited for whatever punishment the spirit had in
store for her. She heard the voice in the darkness again.

“Now now Amber, I’m not going to hurt you
too much. There is goodness inside you somewhere, but we are going
to have to work a bit to bring it to the surface. The process is,
well, it’s going to hurt a bit.”

Amber grew scared at this new announcement.
She heard the rustle of more chains behind her. Unable to see what
was going on, her panic and fear grew exponentially. Amber bucked
against the wooden stock, but the struggle was pointless. She
waited for the punishment to start, but as the minutes ticked by,
Amber started to feel abandoned.

The lack of attention was worse than the
thought of whatever was going to happen. She started to crave the
feeling of a whip landing across her back or a paddle contacting
her firm white ass. She wanted to feel something right now instead
of the hollow loneliness that was setting in.

A few minutes later, Amber’s wish was
granted. A pair of heavy nipple clamps were secured and tightened
into place. The cold metal squeezing against her soft nipples
radiated pain outwards from the source, but even though the pain
was intense, Amber could feel herself grow exited. The pain
reminded her that she was alive, that she wasn’t alone anymore. And
that she utterly deserved it.

Amber felt a soft tapping on her rear. Tap
tap tap, then nothing for a few seconds. Then her entire body
jerked as a large wooden paddle was brought down on her bare ass.
An angry red paddle mark blossomed across both cheeks, and the mark
was soon joined by a dozen more as the paddle slapped against her
ass again and again in quick succession. On the other side of the
stock, Amber was crying behind her gag, and tears rolled down her
face.

The corporal punishment stopped. She felt
another clamp attach itself to her body. This one more painful than
both the nipple clamps and the paddling combined. This clamp bit
onto her throbbing clit. But that was only the beginning. With her
mouth currently stopped up by the thick rubber ball, the ghost went
to work making sure that her other holes were equally filled.

Amber felt a great pressure as something was
shoved deep into her ass. She had let boys fuck her that way once
or twice, but this was no dick. It was angular and cold. She tried
to push it out but couldn’t. Next the biggest dildo she could have
ever imagined was pushed inside of her empty pussy. The sheer width
of the object felt wider than a beer can and twice as long.

With her ass on fire, her most sensitive
area pinch and in pain, and her holes filled to capacity, Amber
didn’t know how much more she could take. The strain that her body
had been put under was physically painful, but she felt somehow
lighter at the moment. The pain had taken away some of the guilt
she had been holding inside. The doubt and resentment over the life
that she had been living was lifting away. That’s when she heard a
new voice in the room.

“Amber? Are you down here?”

It was Tina! Amber stomped her feet in the
corner of the room, the chains around her legs danced and jingled.
In moments, Amber was looking up at Tina. But not the same Tina
that had come into the house with her earlier today. That Tina had
been unsure and nervous. This Tina stood in front of her exuding
confidence. Tina unstrapped the gag from Amber’s head and the ball
fell to the floor.

“Tina help me! Get me out of here before he
comes back. Please get me out of here!”

Tina just stared at Amber. She dropped down
into a bent knee stance, bouncing on her tip toes, now eye level
with Amber.

“I don’t know how to get you out Amber, but
I wouldn’t if I did. This house gave the rest of us something that
we all needed but didn’t know about. This must be what you needed
to make you whole.”

Tina bounced back up and moved out of
Amber’s field of view. “When you are done down here Amber, we’ll be
waiting for you upstairs. Have a nice night!”

“Tina! Heather! Amanda! Anyone! Please don’t
leave me alone down here!” Amber began to cry again.

“See now. It’s only been an hour and already
you miss your friends. You have bonded with them tonight far more
than you can ever know. To lose them in a few days, to chase them
away so you can carry on a failing tradition. Is that what you want
Amber?” asked the voice.

“No. I want them to stay with me. I want to
change the rules. I don’t want to be in charge anymore. I promise
things will be better just let me go.”

“Ohh I will let you go. You have one final
punishment waiting for you. This one is my favorite. You see, I
don’t want to break you Amber. I want to make you better. I want
you to make the tough choices. Now I have a box here that is hooked
up to another box. That box is hooked up to you. The first box has
two buttons Amber. See?”

A small gray box with two bright buttons
hovered in front of her eyes. One button was green, the other
blue.

“Now when I push one of the buttons, the
second box with produce an electrical charge. The charge will go
out over wires to your nipples, your clit, your ass and your pussy.
Depending on the button, the charge will either feel pleasurable,
and you will immediately orgasm from the sheer intensity of it all,
or it will hurt more than anything you have ever known. I leave the
choice to you. But choose quickly or I will leave you down here
until you can act in a timely manner.”

Amber wasted no time in choosing a color.
“Green!” she shouted as she mentally prepared herself for the
pain.

Instead, strong vibrations pushed into her
body from multiple points. The feeling really was as intense as the
voice had said. It was like her body was a tuning fork, vibrating
in a perfect pitch. Within seconds, Amber was wracked by the most
powerful orgasm she had ever had. The vibrations rushing through
her body didn’t cut out the moment she climaxed either. The
feelings of pleasure continued to build until they were on the
verge of becoming overpowering. In the space of only fifteen
seconds, Amber had experienced a feeling of euphoria that she would
probably never again feel. The thought was both wonderful and
sobering.

As she drifted back down from her full body
high, Amber felt the objects nestled deep within her body pulled
free. The chains dropped from her body and the top of the stock was
raised. She was free. Amber stood with a new outlook on life. Her
back hurt from being hunched over for so long, and her ass cheeks
were so red she probably wouldn’t be able to sit for days, but she
was happy with what had just occurred.

Amber rejoined the three ladies waiting for
her upstairs in the rec room. Amanda headed upstairs with Heather
to grab a set of clothes for Amber to wear. As the couple passed
the front door, Heather noticed something. The door was no longer
closed. A small crack of light spilled into the house from a gap
between the door and the frame. Heather called out to Tina and
Amber who came running.

They truly were free now. The girls headed
upstairs as a group to gather their things before flinging the
front door wide open. They stepped out into the cool night air and
began the walk back to the POE house. The house that, thanks to
tonight, would be where all four would live together for the rest
of the year.
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Jessica was just a normal college sophomore
until a few weeks ago when she began to have the same reoccurring
nightmare every time she fell asleep. As the nightmares gets worse,
Jessica begins to lose her hold on sanity, and doesn’t think it can
get any worse. She couldn’t be more wrong. She is abducted in the
night by an unknown entity that seems to have only one mission, to
breed with Earth women at any cost. Can Jessica escape her fate, or
will she be trapped by her captor forever?

The Hatchery is an erotic short story
involving kidnapping, reluctant tentacle sex, alien cross breeding,
an outer space master/slave relationship and an ending you won’t
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Nikki screwed up. A
hangover from too much partying the night before an important match
caused her soccer team the match and a chance at an Olympic medal.
As punishment, her team chooses her as the nominee for a sexy bet
between her team and her nation’s Men’s team. The Men’s team has a
plan for poor Nikki, and it’s one she will never forget.
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sex, reluctant oral, vaginal and anal sex, soccer themes and a
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AUDIENCES ONLY!

 


iVe

 


Christopher Bower is a successful business
man who suspects his wife of being unfaithful. When Chris is told
to talk to a mysterious man to help solve his wife’s infidelity,
Chris is lured into participating in a sexy sci-fi program designed
to control the orgasms of women. Will Chris give in and implant his
wife with an orgasm controlling device?

IVE is a
4,200 story filled with orgasm control, sexy slaves, and steamy
blowjobs.

 


iVe: Emily’s Story

 


Emily Bower wakes up in a South American
hospital to find out she has been implanted with a device that
controls her orgasms! What is worse is that her husband holds the
remote. Emily has no choice but to be a slave to her husband’s
desires or else she will never have an orgasm again.

iVe: Emily’s Story is a companion
book to iVe. It is a 7500~ word, first person story that
contains graphic sex, BDSM themes and more orgasms than you can
count.

 


iVe: Two Book Bundle

 


iVe: Two Book Bundle
contains both sexy stories of Emily and Chris
Bower. Each story focuses mainly on one of the Bower's as their
lives are forever changed by Devin Baxter, his assistant Amy
Levine, and his orgasm controlling device named I.V.E.
 

The stories contained within this bundle
contain hi tech orgasm control, sexy female slaves, hot sex scenes
and more orgasms than you can count. This bundle is meant for
mature audiences only.

 


Step Sister Slumber Party

 


Olivia comes home from a long day at work,
intent on surprising her husband Jake with some surprise sex. When
she sneaks up to surprise him, she catches her husband masturbating
to pictures of his step sister! Instead of being angry, Olivia
decides to make her husband’s fantasies come to life and invites
his sister over to spend the night, with the intention of having a
wild and sexy night for all three.

Step Sister Slumber Party is a 5400~ story
containing pseudo incest, light bondage themes and steamy sex. This
book is meant for adult audiences only!

 


Suckled by my Step Dad

 


Jamie is a normal eighteen year old girl in
the last weeks of Catholic High School until one morning when she
wakes up to find that her breasts have grown and are leaking
copious amounts of milk! Home with only her Step Dad Rob to help
her, Jamie confides in her Daddy about her new problem. The close
bonding over trying to solve Jamie’s lactation problem ends up with
Jamie and Rob in a compromising position. What had started as just
another day for Jamie quickly spirals out of control, and before
the day is over, the father-daughter relationship between the two
will change forever.

Suckled by my Step Dad is an erotic
work of fiction containing Pseudo-incest, Catholic school girls,
Lactation, the deflowering of a virgin and lots of warm milk. FOR
MATURE AUDIENCES ONLY!

 


My
Husband, My Panties

 


Annie has just arrived home after working
late again at the office. When she finds the front door locked,
Annie begins to panic. Mark, Her husband, never locks the door.
Expecting the worst, Annie instead finds Mark in an embarrassing
position on the bedroom floor. Mark had passed out wearing her
clothes! Seeing an opportunity for a little fun, Annie decides to
change Mark into her own little female friend, and tests the limits
of how far Mark is willing to go.

This 6,000 word story contains adult themes
and includes fake dicks, cross dressing, pegging, and a couple with
fluid gender roles. FOR MATURE AUDIENCES ONLY!
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