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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Back in the 1980s, I saw a softcore porn movie called Pandora’s Mirror. This was back when porn directors thought a plot was important. Anyway, the woman looked in the mirror and all of Pandora’s debauchery could be seen through the glass… in an R-rated way, of course!

      This concept always intrigued me, leading to a lifelong love of mirror movies and books, like Stephen Donaldson’s 1986 classic fantasy series, Mordant’s Need. Especially the incredible The Mirror of Her Dreams (BOOK 1), one of my all-time favorite fantasy novels. Mordant featured mirrors throughout. Here a woman has a man walk through a mirror into her home, only to discover she has power over the mirrors… on the other side. So, she walks back through the mirror with him. Adventures ensue. So good!

      Even the great Delores Swallows took this theme into the erotica world with his Midnight Mirror, about a woman who sees erotic visions in her mirror.

      All this inspired me to write my own interpretation of a mirror-based story. This started as a piece for Medium.com, an online service for shorter essays. But as the story developed, with more scenes and additional characters, it became a full-blown erotic horror series of 3-books, featuring the battle of Gavin and Blakely Cooper against the control of a demon trapped inside the mirror, trying to get out, and the erotic adventures they had along the way.

      This is the 3rd, and final, volume in that journey. Thank you for walking through the mirror with me.

      

      Peace,

      

      GK

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PREVIOUSLY…

          

        

      

    

    
      A summary of the story to this point…

      

      Blakely is married to Gavin Cooper, a representative for a sporting goods company. He’s on the road a lot. That didn’t bother her while their three kids were growing up, but now that they were all out of the house, she was getting a little bored.

      Maybe she should go back to work, or add to her volunteer commitments, Blakely kept thinking to herself. Someday, she joked. She’ll do those things. For now, she is enjoying the freedom of being an empty-nester at the ripe old age of 45 after their youngest went off to college in the fall. For 24 of her 25 years of marriage, she has been a mother, always putting the needs of the kids first. She liked the idea of having a little time for herself… at least for a bit longer.

      She did projects around the house at first, lots of them. Those gradually morphed into redecorating. Her husband has always complained about the stark nature of her furniture, mostly Scandinavian, with clean lines and simple forms. He wanted something a little warmer.

      In pursuing this renewed interest, she fell in love with one particular shop, Baranski’s Antiques, with its constant flow of new pieces and vast space of disorganized inventory. She often wondered around. ‘Going walkabout’, she always told Dominik Baranski, the owner.

      On one visit, while trying to step over new products on the floor, Blakely tripped, grabbing the side of a free-standing mirror to break her fall. This pulled the cover that had hidden the glass for nearly a decade. Blakely gasped at the feelings that surged through her. Dominik tried to talk her out of it, but she had to have this mirror, not really understanding why.

      The mirror did. Trapped inside was an incubus demon named Dagon. He was born during the waning days of the Roman empire, consuming the life force of women while he used them. This gave them the greatest sexual pleasure of their life and effectively made him immortal as he moved from town-to-town for over 1,600 years.

      He would take a little of their life force, risking only the anger of the husbands in the village; confident no one would notice he had used them for his needs. But occasionally he would get carried away, loving the taste of sweet life from a particular woman, consuming all she had, leaving a dead carcass behind.

      This meant he was always on the move, just ahead of the hangman’s noose, moving from Rome to France, Russia, and England, ending up in the United States after a brief stay in Barbados. At each stop, he would use the surrounding women to fill his needs, then move on.

      Unfortunately for Dagon, one of these stops was the wife of a professor who specialized in demonology. Dagon loved the sweet taste of his wife so much he could not help going back for more, not caring if her life was in danger. The professor knew what was going on, setting a spell to ensnare Dagon as he fed on his wife, Cecelia.

      Dagon could not stop the power as the spell entrapped him into a mirror placed next to the bed, saving the professor’s wife. The year was 1888.

      For the next 140 years, as the mirror went from owner to owner, Dagon discovered he could capture the dreams of the female owners, even bring them into visions of his sexual exploits, while using them to do research. He needed to escape this hellish existence.

      One of those owners discovered the secret of his escape. He must get a woman so enthralled by the sexual pleasure that Dagon could draw her into the mirror willingly. By slitting her throat just at the moment of transition, he could ride her life force out, essentially exchanging places with the woman, freeing him from his prison.

      He tried unsuccessfully several times, almost succeeding 10 years ago, but the husband found out at the last moment, pulling his wife away. They then sold the mirror to Baranski, afraid that breaking it would release the demon outright.

      Now, Dagon had Blakely in his sights. He had increased her already powerful sexual desires, using her dreams and visions in the mirror. He resurfaced her own active sexual memories, especially of a guy named Darius from her freshman year of college, and pushed her into the arms of a young man in the neighborhood, who had a thing for her. Aaron was 20 years old, handsome and strong. His desire for Blakely made him very willing to accept her advances. By turning her entire focus to sexual needs, Dagon hoped for Blakely to join him inside.

      After a series of dreams and visions, including visits to ancient Rome, 12th Century France, and Russia in the time of Peter the Great, Dagon prepared her for his first attempt at making the swap in an 18th Century English village. Unfortunately, Aaron shows up in the middle of this attempt, pulling her out of his spell before he could kill her.

      Blakely knows now there is genuine danger, both for her and her husband. Dagon has madeWW.. it clear she is not to touch Gavin, or suffer his wrath in a future vision. Blakely has tried to create some separation between herself and her demon lover, without success so far. The impulse to return grows stronger with each day she avoids stepping naked in front of the mirror.

      Now, Dagon changes his tactic, pushing more softly, using her desire for the neighbor boy to build that desire. He encourages her to play repeatedly with what he calls her boytoy, even approves of her husband joining in. And used her old college sexual partner to drive her deeper.

      Along the way, Gavin discovers there is something magical about the mirror, wondering if this had some influence on making his wife eager for sex so suddenly. But now, Gavin returns to the road for a sales trip. His growing uncertainty about the mirror causes him to ask Aaron to help him.

      Blakely, Gavin, and Aaron must find the strength to defy the demon before he makes Blakely the key to his escape.
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            MEMORIES & RESEARCH

          

        

      

    

    
      All of Thursday, Blakely avoids stepping naked in front of the mirror, even though she senses a change in the demands Dagon is making. They seem softer somehow. Even her dreams last night were filled with multiple men giving her one orgasm after the other, but none of the switching between pleasure and pain that had been his approach before.

      One featured Darius… She wondered what he was doing now days, what it would be like if he… Fuck, girl! Get THAT thought out of your head! Going to Darius would be beyond risky. Gavin has given his approval to play with Aaron, but Darius and his gangbangs? Not a chance! You don’t even know if he does that anymore.

      Blakely shuddered, remembering one weekend during her first year of college, where she stayed in a house for what Darius called a ‘free use’ weekend. She was required to remain naked the entire time, and do whatever sexual act anyone asked of her. It started Friday evening and continued until Darius took her home late Sunday night.

      The memories flooded in of their own accord as she sat at her desk in the home office on the main floor. She didn’t know the total extent of Dagon’s powers, but she knew the line-of-sight to the mirror was critical to his control. His constant impulses seemed to disappear when she wasn’t in the room with the mirror.

      Dagon had already forced her to relive so many memories, Blakely had gotten used to them. But this one was all her own.

      Free use… Her sex gushed with the memory. She reached into the bottom drawer, looking for a dildo she had hidden there after the first week of owning the mirror. Just in case, she had giggled at the time.

      Blakely had been with Darius for only three months. 18 years old. She had fallen hard for the pleasure he alone seemed able to bring. Already, she had become his personal party favor, providing blow jobs to every guy Darius requested. He had taken her on hands and knees in front of a crowd, her tits flopping freely as she cried out with her releases. The guys cheered every time she came. This had already become one of her favorite things, to be taken while other people watched. It made the releases so much more intense.

      Yet her relationship with Darius never moved past the sexual. Even though she spent many a night sleeping in his bed, Darius left no doubt this was not an exclusive arrangement. He saw himself only as a guide to expanding the sexual universe of a young woman.

      “Babe, you ready for the constant flow,” Darius told her one evening after a parade of guys came in to visit him… and her. She never knew how he decided who got access to her, but he favored some guys with a blow job. Others got to have her mount them in front of everyone until they both came. Others simply enjoyed the pleasure of her being naked in front of them. They would often fondle her breasts, even finger her, yet no one challenged Darius for control. She was attached to him, and everyone knew it.

      “Time for free use,” Darius declared. She didn’t know what that meant. She blanched as he went on about doing whatever guys told her, whenever they wanted, the entire weekend.

      In her memory, she couldn’t believe she was even considering it, but Blakely knew, even then, there was no way she would turn down the pleasure that Darius provided. If this was what he wanted, she would do it; nodding her head, agreeing to go along with him.

      “You gonna love this, babe. These guys all have stiff dicks and know just what you want.” She remembered blushing at those words, knowing he was right. The prospect of being taken repeatedly for an entire weekend had a powerful appeal for her.

      Sitting in the office, Blakely rubbed the dildo across her labia, already glistening with the arousal of the memory, as she plunged the dildo deep inside.

      So much pleasure that weekend… She had experienced nothing like it before. Darius had arranged for her to be the resident slut at the Phi Delta Delta fraternity. He did not stay, though. Dropped her off at the house, telling her to have fun.

      “You will not be there?” Blakely remembered asking, shocked.

      “You don’t need me. Just do what they say. Have fun. If they ask you to do something you don’t like, tell them. These boys don’t want my wrath hanging over them.”

      She remembered how nervous she was walking up to the door by herself, not knowing anyone inside. Yet when the door opened, the entryway filled with guys eager for her arrival, she knew Darius was right. This was just what she needed.

      At first, the guys were polite, asking her what she wanted to do. When she told them this was a free-use weekend, that she was here for them, hands were all over her, clothes quickly thrown to the side, and they wasted no time bringing her into the main area of the house. They had laid blankets and mattresses across the space, ready for their special guest.

      The first couple guys did not want to enter her, just had her give them oral sex until they came all over her face. After she scooped the white cream into her mouth, smiling at what they had done, all remaining reservations left the room.

      By late Friday evening, Blakely was in the middle of her first ‘cock-storm’, something Darius loved arranging for her after that. They filled every hole for as long as she could take it. Even now, it stunned her. She wanted as much as they could give.

      Virtually every minute that weekend, they filled her with cock, or she serviced the guys in some sexual way. Even overnight, she moved from bed to bed, sleeping in fits as the guys took her in one-on-ones, two at a time, and more. She did whatever they asked, refusing only when some guy wanted to pee on her.

      Blakely could not count how many orgasms she had that weekend, but the guys seemed focused on creating just the right conditions for more. She always suspected later that Darius had told them what she liked. Time after time, with a stiff rod in every opening, and more in her hands, she floated in the pleasure she had grown to love.

      By late that Sunday, she had cum countless times and resisted leaving when Darius returned to take her home. Her monster within had bubbled forcefully to the surface! Darius just smiled, listening to her descriptions of what she had done, and how much she enjoyed it.

      As these memories washed through her, she drove the dildo hard into her sex, only regretting she didn’t have another in the drawer. She needed to have every opening filled again. A trembling climax shook her as she returned to the present, plunging the dildo repeatedly until her cries filled the room.

      Leaning back in the chair, as her breathing slowed back to normal, she thought about where this was going. That mirror had brought a change to her married life. She wasn’t sure she accepted… nor wanted… it to continue. Dread filled her a little, knowing it may be too late to stop now.

      Her monster inside HAD reawakened. Thoughts of Dagon and Aaron flooded her. Dagon’s dreams and visions had left her hungry to relive the pleasure, no matter the danger. Aaron gave it to her in real life. She hungered for more of both.
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        * * *

      

      Gavin Cooper could not believe he had left his wife with that thing in their bedroom. Somehow, he knew the mirror was to blame for what was happening to them, but the how of it was beyond his reasoning. Maybe that’s it, he thought. This was beyond reason, into the realm of the supernatural.

      Something had come into their home through the window of that fucking mirror. It had attached itself to his wife, and he had foolishly left her there to fend for herself. What was he thinking? Okay… he had a job which requires travel… too much. Couldn’t he have stayed at home for a week until they figured out what to do?

      But no, he hopped on the next plane to Minnesota on Monday, doing his usual sales gig all week. He had a great week. Hockey was in full swing. Lots of gear going out the door. Yet none of that really mattered in the face of what was happening at home.

      Fear now controlled his heart. He wanted his wife to be with Aaron, to experience all the passion of her youth again. Watching them last weekend was a dream come true, despite being hard to watch at times.

      Still, it all came back to the mirror. So many terrible signs. Things like… her sex needing to be pointed at the mirror all the time. Her visceral reaction every time they accidentally blocked her view of the mirror. Her demand that Aaron hold her legs open after he came inside her, so the mirror could watch his cream drip from her sex.

      Gavin didn’t even know how to grasp all that was happening. His wife had been so worn out by the constant sex the previous week, and over the weekend, that she told her young stud, Aaron, that she had her period. Her period! She has not had one of those since her hysterectomy five years ago. That cancer scare had been a wake-up call for them both, but it eliminated all future periods.

      Why had she done it? She wasn’t THAT tired. He had seen his wife exhausted before. That was not what it looked like. Something else had happened. Did she have a falling out with Aaron? Or problems with the mirror? He had tried to bring it up on their nightly calls, but even those had been terse and short this week. She seemed interested in talking about anything but that situation. She wasn’t even in the bedroom when he called her.

      Clearly, she needed a break from the hypersexual pace of the previous week. In some ways, he was glad. Gavin could use a return to normal after what they had gone through. Would she be the same person when he returned tomorrow? He had no clue.
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        * * *

      

      Before she did anything else, Blakely needed to figure out what she was dealing with inside that mirror. Dagon…

      She spent the rest of the afternoon doing Internet searches. Amazing what is available out there.

      In some spirit guide, she found references to an incubus named Dagon. The legend said he lived forever, sucking the life out of women to sustain his own. They noted his presence all over Europe. She even found references to his being in Georgia before the U.S. Civil War.

      All notice of him disappeared in the 19th century. Blakely wondered if this was the same Dagon in her mirror. Kind of fit. They created the mirror in 1880. Somewhere after that, Dagon became trapped inside, unable to break out. It must be the same one.

      This led to research on the meaning of ‘incubus’. According to another source, an incubus was a demon in male form. Incubi were said to spread their seed, producing witches and demons, or to result in the deterioration of health for the woman, depending on the culture the legend came from. Several women were said to have died after dealing with him. The guide revealed the incubus would suck the life out of the woman. No one knew how.

      Before her own experience, she considered these as myths, right up there with unicorns and Valhalla. Now she had to reconsider all of that certainty.

      Sitting back in her chair, she thought she had a handle on how the incubus did it. He sucked the life out of these women during sex. How else to explain the extreme pleasure? There was always fatigue after she was with him in the mirror, but nothing a little rest would not cure. She speculated the mirror had reduced his powers somehow.

      But how did he get trapped in the mirror? Still a mystery, so she turned her attention to the mirror itself, and the writing. Someone actually listed the mirror in an antique catalog online. Howard & Sons, 1880. At least she didn’t overpay too much! Listed as sold at $6,800, she had only paid $7,500!

      How about the writing? There was a dark blue, almost invisible script on the front surface of the mirror. It turned out to be Sumerian writing. Sumerian… Wasn’t the creature from Ghostbusters a Sumerian god, too? Those Sumerians, she laughed to herself, sure knew their demons! Unhappily, she had no way to translate the script.

      All these pieces of research came together in a greater understanding of both what she faced and the dangers. Dagon could not suck her life out, as he had on the outside. So, the danger was mainly psychological. The pain that she felt inside the visions sure felt real! But it hadn’t become real until the English village.

      Only in England, when he had his guards use her repeatedly, did she come out of it with actual bruises and sore openings. She could not understand whether that was her doing, or Dagon. Psychosomatic, maybe? Perhaps she came to believe it as real, so it became real…

      Blakely did not know. She knew only that an incubus demon named Dagon haunted the mirror, that he has been in there since the 19th century, and that he needed her to be involved in his sexual visions for reasons she did not understand.

      Memories of those visions flooded into her, just as they had with Darius earlier. Of serving his needs to save her husband in Rome. Of Lady Moreau, the strumpet who would do anything for Dagon’s touch. Of the village girl in Russia that loved being at the center of men. And of the serving girl in England… she shuddered at that memory… being taken by Dagon’s guards. The pull of that session was so strong, she almost lost herself in the pleasure. Until Aaron interrupted the play.

      She was so pissed at him. Aaron had pulled her out just as Dagon was approaching to give her that shaft she loved so much. Now she wondered whether he might have saved her life. She had gotten so into the play that she seemed to actually enter the mirror. She didn’t understand how that would be possible, but there was a moment when she could feel the men taking her inside the mirror at the same time Aaron was touching her on the outside.

      It seemed so real. If she went fully inside, would she ever be able to get back out? Or would it leave her trapped inside, just like Dagon… for all time?

      None of it made any sense to her. Yet the draw was too strong. The prospect of permanence scared her to death, but the thought of never experiencing his pleasure again was unacceptable. She needed it. Wanted more.

      As she sat at the desk, finished with her latest round of research, she decided. Blakely had resisted the pull all week. Tomorrow morning, she would return. She had to feel his touch one more time.

      She walked out the door, tearing her clothes off as she walked up the stairs into the bedroom, certainty making her step quicker, more secure. As soon as she saw the surface of the mirror, she started talking to him.

      “I will return to you, milord. Tomorrow morning. My husband comes back late tomorrow afternoon. I would love to spend the day with you.”

      ‘I have something special planned.’

      She heard his words in her head, clear as if Dagon were in the room with her.

      “Thank you, milord. My body is yours to use as you wish. I am yours.”

      ‘You are mine.’

      A shudder passed through her, but the certainty of pleasure was all she could think of. She crawled into bed, under the covers, wondering what he would have for her tomorrow.
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            BARBADOS, 1790

          

        

      

    

    
      Ever since her visit to the English vision earlier in the week, Blakely had been afraid of returning to the mirror. The soreness and bruising had only disappeared the day before. Yet, as she awoke Friday morning, she could not have been more eager for what was to come.

      All night long, Dagon had fed her dreams of endless pleasure. Memories of Billie from high school, the softer side of her first college boyfriend, Vincent. Even allowed her to relive Aaron’s delicious releases. Something was definitely different compared to the constant pleasure/pain mix of his earlier dreams.

      As soon as she woke, memories of those dreams filled her, adding to his already strong demands to return to the mirror sessions. At first, after Aaron interrupted the English vision, Dagon’s frightening rage caused her to avoid returning to the bedroom. Now, the demands seemed softer, as if he accepted her concerns. She stared at the mirror as her feet came off the bed.

      Blakely did not have the strength to avoid him forever. Each time she entered the bedroom, the impulse to obey got stronger. Every time she felt his pulse of control, the ugly truth washed through her again. She wasn’t going for Dagon. Just like Darius before him, it was all about the monster within. She wanted to feel the pleasure all for herself… even the pain.

      The heady mix of pleasure/pain that had been Dagon’s trademark from the start never failed to deliver an exquisite level of pleasure that had a grip on her heart. She needed to feel that again.

      Memories of his touch filled her as she stood looking at her reflection. Maybe he’s luring her in for another tough session, she worried. If that’s true, then his tender approach last night would just be another trap. She didn’t care. She needed to be with him.

      ‘Come to me. Pleasure awaits. The village was too strong. You were not ready. We will proceed slower this time. Only pleasure.’

      Blakely startled at hearing the words so clearly in her head. Dagon could now do that any time she was in the mirror room… ever since Rome… Still, she struggled with it. Knowing someone was listening to her internal dialog was always a little unnerving. She chuckled, walking toward the mirror. Too late to do anything about it now.

      “Yes, milord. Let me get prepared properly. I am yours.”

      ‘You are mine.’

      The ritual answer and reply steeled her for what was to come. A similar ritual of preparation awaited. Might as well get to it. She only hoped Dagon would be done with her before Gavin returned this afternoon.

      Now, to the ritual. Her wedding ring went into the dish on her nightstand as she walked toward the shower. First, a thorough cleansing with the hottest water she could stand, with especially close attention to her lower openings. Then shaving to make sure her pubis was smooth and bare. Finally, getting herself off in the shower as often as she wanted.

      Today, Blakely found her own releases did not seem as urgent, as if she was saving herself for her Master. Spending three days away from his control had left her hungry for the intense orgasms only he could bring.

      Blakely stared at herself in the bathroom mirror, brushing the tangles out of her long hair. She kept it long, even at her age. Gavin liked it, and so did she. Those traitorous nipples gave away her arousal at what was to come. They were hard and pointed, like pencil erasers. She had to concentrate to keep from moving her free hand down to her sex.

      She took a couple deep breaths, said a soft prayer that she was making the right decision, then walked into the bedroom, standing naked in front of the mirror. “I am yours, milord.”
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        * * *

      

      A flash of bright light blinded her momentarily. As she recovered, the shimmering mirror coalesced into an island view. She could see the tropical landscape, palm trees, and water clear to the horizon. She was on an island somewhere near the shore. Maybe Caribbean? She and Gavin had spent a week at a resort in the Bahamas a couple of years before. She recognized the island feel.

      This seemed different, though. No cars. As the image drew closer in the now expected way, she saw a horse-drawn carriage with two passengers coming slowly up the road. A large house appeared at the end of the road. As the carriage drew closer, she smiled. There she was, riding along as the passenger, with Dagon holding the reins. They were chatting like lovers out for a Sunday ride in the country.

      She had on a day dress made of challis. Bamboo colored, with delicate hand-painted wild strawberries covering, offset with ruffles at the top, puffy cuffed-sleeves, and the low cut in front betraying the bodice below. It was simply exquisite. Even in those days, Blakely could not imagine how much this must have cost.

      Another flash of light and she could feel the damp tropical breeze off the water. She had become the woman in the carriage, feeling the roughness of the carriage ride as they moved toward the house.

      “Welcome to Barbados, Blakely.” It startled her to hear Dagon say her name in the vision. “I will not insult you further by pretending you are someone else,” Dagon chuckled. “You are here to be my guest. I have much planned for you this day.”

      During one of her visits, Blakely had let slip that she knew who and what he was.

      “Thank you, milord,” she replied. “Such a lovely place.” The mansion at the end of the driveway was truly spectacular, with delicate columns, a yellow color, and white shuttered windows.

      “They built it for me just outside of Holetown as a quiet refuge from the masses. Isn’t it beautiful?”

      “Oh yes. How long have you lived here?”

      “Only for the last 10 years. May move on soon…”

      “You move around a lot?” Blakely asked, chuckling. She had visited him in Rome, France, Russia, and England, with nearly 1,500 years spread between the visits.

      “Of course,” Dagon replied, appreciating her sense of humor. “The way I am, and with my needs, I must move to avoid detection. The locals would not appreciate the news. Could get very difficult.”

      She nodded an understanding. How could it not? Never aging. Rich as Croesus. Preying on women.

      “How do you satisfy your needs here?” Blakely asked tentatively, unsure how much she should reveal about her new knowledge about him.

      Dagon just smiled. “Been doing some homework, I see. No problem. You are in no danger from me. I have slaves to fill my needs. The women come to my bed, receive all the pleasure I can give, then go back. If I accidentally go too far… I can always purchase more.”

      “When is this?”

      “1790.”

      “The British are going to outlaw slavery soon. What will you do then?”

      “Move on… it is my way. The American Revolution is over now. I have been considering a move to Georgia. Some fine plantations there and acres of available land.”

      Blakely did not want to say anything about the coming U.S. Civil War that will consume Georgia.

      “What do you have planned for today?”

      “For me, I have a meeting at the docks. The rest of my belongings have arrived from England. For you, debauchery, of course. I have much planned.”

      “You aren’t going to be part of the session, milord?” she asked, worried.

      Her concerned tone made him chuckle again. “Do not worry, young lady. I will return long before you must depart for your husband. I will give you all you need… and more.”

      She blanched softly, giggling. It had been a long time since anyone had called her a young lady! But compared to Mr. Long-Lived here, she was indeed very young.

      The carriage pulled around the drive to the front. Dagon got out, helping Blakely off. She loved the feel of the dress so full around her legs, yet the undergarments were not as comfortable. She wished she did not need them.

      He escorted her into the house, into a large anteroom off the kitchen. This was indeed a mansion. Not quite the castle he owned in England, but gorgeous none the less. The open room had a bed positioned in its center.

      Blakely stopped short as she entered the room. Dagon filled it with black men wearing only white pants that came just below the knees. They were very fit, heavily muscled men with visible calluses on their hands. Her eyes could not avoid the bulges already forming in the front.

      Dagon chuckled. “Yes, my dear Blakely. They are for you.”

      He reached around, beginning the slow process of unbuttoning the dress down the back. “They are to make sure they constantly satisfy you until I return.” He nodded to one man, clearly the leader. He spoke to the slaves in an African language she did not know. The men dropped their pants to the ground, tossing them aside. Most were already hard.

      Blakely gasped at the size and girth of the eight men standing there, all uncut, stroking themselves. Dagon continued talking while he pealed the rest of her garments off. “You have no choice, of course. Not that you want any, my little strumpet. What a joy it has been to discover you are as much into the pleasure as I am!”

      She blushed even redder as she continued staring at the men, now fully naked. All she could do was nod in agreement. The sex with Dagon had been a revelation for her as well.

      “You like it rough, I know,” Dagon said. “I have given Michael here the order to make sure you get it long and hard, paying no attention to your protests or desire to stop. You are there to service them. Every opening is fair game as long as his men can keep erect. This will be their first white woman, especially one with large breasts like yours.” Picking up her long locks from behind, he whispered, gripping her hair viciously in his fist. “Your long hair is simply a bonus. So lovely. Michael assured me his men will last a very long time.”

      Blakely’s sex was quivering with anticipation as she gave into the pressure on her hair. “Thank you, milord,” she said, turning to Dagon, rising on her toes to kiss his lips, pressing her exposed breasts against his chest. “Please return soon. These men may bring pleasure, but I came here for you, not them.”

      Dagon chuckled again, more satisfied this time, as if he knew exactly what she meant. “I will return. You will get everything you want today. And maybe a few surprises.”

      He spoke to the men in their language. They moved to surround the bed. “I told them to spare the belt, unless you want that again. I have seldom seen a woman respond so strongly to the mixture of pleasure and pain I love. Do you wish it?”

      Blakely shuddered, her need warring with caution inside. She shook her head, no. Just in case this time left marks, she did not want to return to Gavin with proof of where she had been all afternoon.

      “Very well. Today is all about you and them. Give in completely, offer some resistance. Whatever you wish. They may even enjoy the fight in you. Whatever you wish. But make no mistake, you have no choice. They will fill every hole as we both know you want.”

      Blakely could not help herself, stepping closer to the bed, as she blushed more after hearing Dagon’s knowing chuckle. She wanted this… so badly.

      “Take her,” Dagon barked, walking out of the room.
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        * * *

      

      Strong arms reached out, yanking her to the bed. Coarse rope wrapped around her arms and legs, spreading them both wide while positioned on her back. She fought them, afraid they were going to whip her. That did not happen. The leader, Michael, pointed to one of them, who eagerly hopped onto the bed.

      His stiff rod found her opening, slamming himself inside. Blakely cried out with the sudden entry, so hard, so rough, but it did not take long for her to react. She moaned as he continued violating her as roughly as he could. Her body didn’t care. The first release came shortly after.

      Man after man crawled on top of her, filling her with his seed, then making way for the next. By the time they had made it through all eight, they loosened her bonds, pulling her into the middle of the bed, on her hands and knees. She felt so exposed like this, surrounded by men, her sex dripping with their cum. But she was deep into the need now. She almost screamed for someone to be inside her! Instead, she waited, the anticipation making her legs quiver.

      One man laid on his back, pulling her toward his already hard shaft. She groaned as they positioned her above him. Another man came up behind, finding her sex sopping with their cream. He soaked himself inside her for several plunges, then pulled out. The man underneath pushed himself into her sex while the man behind pressed against her most private of openings. Soon they were both viciously thrusting into her.

      The ferocious climax that came almost caused her to pass out. Wave after wave crashed into her. They forced her a little off the man’s chest. A third man pushed his cock into her mouth while two others began pinching and pulling her breasts.

      Release after release filled her. She couldn’t believe the sensations rocking her body. The men would rotate through, one cumming, another taking his place. Her breath struggled to keep up with the demand, yet she could not… would not… stop.

      Time had no meaning suddenly. She floated in the pleasure, crying out around each cock that filled her mouth while more brought her clusters of orgasms below. Twice, they took a brief break when it looked like she could not continue, but when she reached for another cock instead, they got the message. Right back at her.

      She had no say in what they were doing, gave herself to them to use her any way they wanted. Dagon had been right. She needed this badly. She WAS the wanton slut she had always suspected she was.

      Their control of her went on and on. Soon, the floating pulled her to new highs, finding herself relishing the cascading releases brought by men that never seemed to fatigue or flag.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Stop,” a yell came from the entryway. She barely heard it. The fog of the constant cumming left her unable to make sense of what was happening. But the men knew. Dagon had returned. They pulled out of her abruptly. Blakely whimpered at the sudden stop, needing more.

      They rolled her to her side. What she saw was a vision. A man standing there, taking his clothes off. A picture of male perfection. Muscled, lean, owning a handsome face surrounded by long coal-black hair. By the time he had his pants off, the men had her pulled onto her back, holding her arms and legs spread wide again.

      Blakely could hardly catch a breath as she watched Dagon get on the bed, his massive manhood sticking out, hungry and throbbing. Her short, shallow breaths became groans as he entered her.

      All the cumming before had been nothing compared to her Master. She howled as the pleasure tore through her, finding every crevice of her body to excite. Her orgasms pulsed, pussy contracting around his enormous shaft. Her body was on fire as he fed her need.

      At first, she fought the men holding her stiff, needing to wrap her arms and legs around this man. But then she gave into the bondage. It amplified the pleasure, pushing it deeper. She could not resist the magical touch of her Master, combined with the bondage.

      Blakely came and came. Dagon would not give up. He unleashed all his power on her, pressing harder. He would not quit until she was shrieking louder with each release. She was no longer a person. Simply a receptacle for whatever this man would give her.

      Abruptly, she could feel him inside her; deep inside. She shuddered at feeling something different, something bottomless growing there. His eyes were back to glowing red, hard focused on her. Blakely could not take her eyes from him, feeling her old self ripping away, her new Master taking its place, glowing and fierce as he pummeled her.

      “You are mine, slut. No one else’s. I own you now!”

      Blakely panted underneath him, whimpering at his dominance, mourning the grip of herself she was losing. She could not stop. Every ounce of her being was his. Needed to be his. The constant explosions of his pleasure placed a stamp on her.

      As a climax shook her like nothing she had ever experienced, a hurricane of waves battering her shores, she knew it was true. She could no longer resist him. The old Blakely Cooper no longer existed. She cried out into the room. “I am yours,” before passing out with the vision of his wicked smile filling her vision.

      Dagon continued to smile. Almost ready…
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            DISCOVERY

          

        

      

    

    
      Blakely woke to Gavin tapping the bottom of her foot, still lying naked on the floor in front of the mirror. Her arms and legs spread wide, as if she was still on the bed, sex pointing toward the mirror. Gavin still had his coat on from outside. Kneeling beside her.

      “Hey, babe. You, okay? I’ve been trying to get you awake for a bit. You were groaning, whispering to yourself.”

      She groggily noticed his presence, turning toward his face. Images of Dagon filled her senses… the joy of his pleasure… the men one after another… the floating…

      Gavin touched her again. A harder tap this time. She startled, pulling back into their room and to her husband. Gavin’s eyes… so loving… his touch so soft… oh fuck… As if she just figured out where she was, Blakely bolted upright, pulling her arms and legs in.

      “When did you get home?” Blakely asked, partially covering herself while still on the floor. “Must have fallen asleep.”

      “In front of the mirror, your legs spread wide… come on, Blakely. What’s going on?”

      ‘Do not concern yourself with him any longer. You are mine.’

      Blakely knew he was right, that she had given herself to her Master only moments before, but Gavin was here now. She bowed her head, acknowledging what Dagon said.

      Gavin noticed, helping her off the floor. “You’re not going to tell me?”

      She pretended to look casually around the room, avoiding his question, while he helped her up. What she needed was to check herself, dreading what she might find. After the English session, where her body came away striped and raw, she worried it would be the same. Thankfully, it wasn’t. A quick glimpse at her sex and breasts revealed nothing. Clear as if she had just gotten out of the shower, like the first few mirror sessions.

      She could feel the moisture of her arousal. Even if it was only a dream, being taken so long, and so hard, had left her sex soaked. Glancing at the nightstand clock, she startled abruptly. She had been inside the mirror for over six hours!

      Mentally, she was wasted. Cumming as often as she did, and that final round with Dagon, had left her brain barely functional. Shuddering at the implications of having her husband see her like this, she pressed her naked body against him, trying to hide her embarrassment.

      Nothing about Dagon, or the future, or her obedience to him mattered now. Her body was on fire. Blakely could not recall ever feeling lust like she did at that moment.

      “I bet I know a weary traveler who could use some tenderness,” she whispered to her husband.

      Gavin wrapped his arms around her, pressing those breasts against him. “Great to see you, too.” His nervousness about the situation was giving way to his overwhelming need to have her.

      “Had a productive week,” he said, trying to reestablish their relationship before hopping into bed. “Hockey season is in full swing, and you know the margins on that product line are so much better than many other sports. We’ll see a handsome payday for this week.”

      She took him by the hand, guiding him toward the bed, completely ignoring his comments. Her hands were busy trying to remove his clothes. He felt oddly like a maiden reluctantly giving into her suitor’s demands. It was obvious she could not care less about business. Only one thing mattered.

      Yet, he went on about the week, about who he met. The new regional manager. His recent uptick in sales. Nothing he said would distract Blakely as she sensually went after his overcoat, then his suit and tie, then his pants and shoes, all the while pressing her naked body against him.

      “Good to hear,” Blakely smiled. “I think my dedicated husband needs a reward. In fact, I’ll bet that salesman has some pent-up demand ready to go, despite his disappointment that his hotwife did not bring in her young stud this week.”
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        * * *

      

      The mention of Aaron brought Gavin to full mast as the last of his clothes hit the floor. That fantasy of his wife and other men never failed to get him going. Yet, finding her on the floor… naked… her sex glistening with arousal.

      All this from being in front of the mirror? Now this unending lust? And the look on her face… so hungry… so eager for him to be inside her. He struggled to put the pieces together, trying to figure out what was going on, but he knew this was exactly what Aaron had described.

      He picked her up, throwing her playfully on the bed. “Oh yes, definitely some pent-up going on here… been thinking about this all week!”

      But Gavin did not want the rough, aggressive sessions that had been the rule last weekend. He enjoyed it for a change… but for now, he wanted to reconnect with his beloved.

      Inside, he could feel a growing disconnect between them, especially her withdrawal of affection. It was there like a pinprick burrowing under his skin. She wanted to play, had the physical desire. No question there. It just felt mechanical, not the loving touch they had enjoyed all their years together.

      They had been married for 25 years. Gavin knew what their bond felt like. This was something different, as if a breech had opened between the physical pleasure itself and their emotional connection. He felt that withdrawal down to his very core. They needed to find that loving relationship once again, get reacquainted before it was too late.

      He laid on the bed next to her, Blakely frantically stroking his cock, needing him inside her. As she tried to reposition them so her sex was facing the mirror, Gavin refused, pushing her under the blanket in the center. He could feel the pulse of need in her, fighting his unyielding insistence. None of that mattered. This time was for them, not that thing! She finally gave up, lying in the bed looking at her husband.

      Gavin pulled her lips to his, trying to reclaim the wondrous love they had always shared. He could feel the flashes of her need… her desire for him. Despite her need to be taken, Gavin wanted to give those feelings a chance. It will happen, beloved, but in my good time, not the mirror’s.

      They made love for the next two hours, cuddling, kissing, stroking each other. Soft and gentle. When he entered her for the first time, Blakely groaned with the need that filled her. Yet, she pressed him to be more aggressive, needing more. Slow and steady prevailed. Inside, she must have known what he was doing, and went along.

      Their love for each other would not be denied, no matter what promises she had made to her Master. He knew he’d made the right decision. She needed the reconnection as much as he did!

      Though Blakely’s lust would not be pushed off for long. After they had cuddled enough, she rolled Gavin on his back, sucked him until he was ready again, then used his rod to satisfy her needs. While on top, she rolled him, exposing her sex to the mirror. He reluctantly gave in, knowing how much she wanted it. Her pure lust kept him constantly aroused.
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        * * *

      

      Blakely wondered what Dagon would do later, after this was over. His constant stream of derision directed at her husband while they made love on the bed left her trying to find the best balance she could between the loving husband sharing that bed right now, and her demanding Master who could not tolerate another man’s hold on her affections.

      After they had done all they could, Gavin suggested they go out to eat. She dressed up in a tight-fitting top with no bra, plus a short pencil skirt that barely went to mid-thigh. No panties either.

      Gavin looked at her closely. “You’re going out in that?”

      She walked to the mirror, looking at herself. There it was again, he thought, that head nodding, as if she was answering someone else’s instructions. “I think this makes me look good, don’t you? Very sensuous.”

      “Very…” Gavin chuckled. “Only… Look, I love it… it’s just… not sure I like everyone else… you know I love your nipples, babe. Do we need to let everyone in the restaurant have a look, too?”

      Blakely did not hesitate, grabbing his arm and coat off the floor. “Let them look. I only want you to have a good time. Be ready for another round when we return.” She softly stroked his cock through his jeans.

      Gavin agreed with that! All the way to the restaurant, she asked him questions about his sales that week, what this meant for the quarter. They had always openly discussed his business, especially sales trends. This time, she seemed extremely interested.

      She had chosen a Thai place over on 32nd, hoping the crowd would soften her husband’s mood. After 25 years, Blakely knew he would not let this go. Finding her on the floor in front of the mirror… naked, for god’s sake… may have been more than he could stand.

      By the time they sat at the table, she could feel the growing tension about what had happened, wanting to bring it up. Gavin was not a weak guy, afraid of pushing his wife if she needed it. He had been quite forceful over the years. Yet this was so odd, so out of their ordinary. He was holding back for fear of what that conversation would bring. Gavin may not understand what was happening, even if the effects were clear as a cloudless sky.

      Blakely decided bringing it up first might give her some flexibility about how to answer, wanting to keep the conversation away from her Master. “Sorry about falling asleep in front of the mirror. Just exhausted.” His raised eyebrow told her she had missed the mark completely.

      “So, that’s your story… ‘just exhausted?’ Come on, Blakely. I think I deserve some honesty, at least.”

      “I can’t be tired?”

      “Sorry,” he chuckled. “I forgot about all those times you slept naked on the floor before the mirror came along. The mattress was too soft, or something… Wasn’t that it?”

      “I can’t explain it, Gavin,” she said, acting exasperated. “Just fell asleep.”

      “How long we been married, do you suppose?” She started to answer, then went quiet when he continued. Obviously a rhetorical question. “Long enough to recognize when you’re lying to me, or worse, intentionally trying to mislead. Why?”

      He touched her hand. It took everything she had not to flinch back at that touch. The war inside would not stop. Her powerful need to obey her Master pushed against the love she still had for her husband. Without the mirror there to buttress her resolve, she was already melting for the man she had loved long before Dagon came along.

      Gavin took both hands in his, stroking them softly. “Come on, Blakely. You need to let me in… tell me what is going on. I’m worried about you.”

      Dagon’s warning about not telling Gavin about him made her shiver with the uncertainty of his reaction, but she had known this man a long time. Once Gavin had his mind set on something, he was going to get it. One last effort…

      “What do you mean? Just because I fell asleep on the floor?”

      She shrank back at the look on his face. Hard, unforgiving, reddening… pissed!

      “Let me see… where should I start…” and he rattled them off one after the other. About her sudden increase in desire. The need to be pointing at the mirror all the time. Her talking to it. The milord’s this and that. The nodding heads. Her demand that Gavin practically rape her. Her sudden interest in playing with Aaron, seemingly out of nowhere. And demanding Aaron take her brutally, while, of course, demanding he spread your legs in front of the mirror so his cum could drip out in full view of the mirror. Even wanting him to pin her in place, pretending he force her to be displayed that way. Now, falling asleep on the floor… “Should I go on?” he finished.

      “It’s hot, don’t you think? Spreading myself open like that… watching the cum drip out.”

      “Come on, Blakely. Of course, it’s hot. You pushed me aside with that line once already. Not going to work again. I need the truth. I told you then… that someday you were going to tell me the truth. That time has arrived. I want the whole truth, RIGHT FUCKING NOW!”

      He said that last bit so loud several other patrons turned to look in their direction. Blakely was clearly embarrassed, didn’t want to make a scene. She sat back against the chair, sighing deeply, closing her eyes, trying to gain the strength.

      “There’s a creature trapped in the mirror…” she started, her eyes still closed.

      “What kind of creature?”

      “A demon, named Dagon.”

      “You even know his name?”

      She nodded. “His kind are called incubus. They feed off women to survive. I don’t know how, but someone trapped him inside that mirror a long time ago. They made the mirror in 1880, so after that. Not sure when.”

      “Jesus… he’s the guy you call ‘milord’? How’s he do it? Talk directly into your head?”

      Her simple nod, and that calm tone, may have been the most frightening items of the night. The demon DID talk to her, and she had no trouble with that.

      “He also gives me dreams at night. I see visions in the mirror… and yes, he talks to me.”

      “Is he talking to you now, trying to tell you not to say anything?”

      “No, Gavin,” she giggled. His face showed no sense of humor, only an increasingly strong anger. Blakely could feel him ready to explode. “I’m sorry… please don’t be angry, babe. I am so used to it now; I have been careless with my reactions. He cannot speak into my head unless I am in the room with the mirror. Not sure how it works, but clearly line-of-sight is involved. As for the dreams, I don’t know how he does that. For the visions, I must appear in front of the mirror naked after showering and shaving my pubic hair. That’s why I have to take off my…” she gasped, staring at her hand. She had forgotten to put her wedding ring back on when Gavin interrupted her Barbados session.

      Gavin’s face hardened even more. “So, this is how I rate… What the demon says goes… Gavin a distant second… is that it?”

      “No, my dear. It’s nothing like that…” she paused suddenly, tears forming in her eyes. Of course, it was like that. I have pledged myself to Dagon.

      “Sounds EXACTLY like that to me!” Gavin reached up, signaling for the check. Blakely cringed, uncertain where this was going.

      As soon as he paid the check, he walked toward the door, ignoring whether Blakely followed.
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        * * *

      

      Gavin no longer knew how to react. This story was so preposterous, so far out of bounds of anything he would have believed only a couple weeks ago, that he knew it had to be true. One thing he knew for certain. Blakely was of sound mind and body. There was no way she would make up this story. It was simply too far out there. He’s not sure she COULD make it up, even if she wanted to.

      They hardly spoke all the way home. When they arrived, he went for an adult beverage, fixing them both something, walking into the family room. He had to pull her back before she went up to the bedroom. They were a long way from being able to do that again. He told Blakely to take all her clothes off and to sit next to him on the sofa, that they had some talking to finish first. Somehow, he knew her being naked was important.

      Then he peppered her with questions. About the mirror, the lust, the desire for Aaron. When she found out. What she knew about the incubus. The Sumerian writing on the outside.

      She didn’t think of lying, or turning her back on her husband, though it may have been for reasons other than her love for this man. Her heart broke, knowing he only did this out of concern for her.

      For Blakely, it wasn’t just about her needing him to understand. She needed him not to interfere. What would happen if Dagon ordered her not to touch her husband again, or have any relationship with him? Or worse… There was no doubt in her mind of the severe consequences if he did. She needed to make sure that never happened.

      How could she make such a horrific choice after being with this loving man for 25 years? A coldness filled her heart. It didn’t matter. She would have no choice. Blakely had already told Gavin about his existence, in obvious violation of his instructions. She didn’t have enough strength in her to disobey her Master on something that important to him… knew that clearly. Even trying would bring horrible retribution… Fear of what horrors he would bring filled her suddenly.
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            TALKING GIVES WAY TO ACTION

          

        

      

    

    
      They talked late into the night. What did it mean? How could this have happened? Could it even be real?

      Gavin insisted they sleep in the guest room that first night, but he quickly understood the futility of this gesture as his wife thrashed in her sleep. She was whimpering, mumbling repeatedly, ‘Please, milord, no…’

      As far as he knew, the bastard was torturing her in her dreams. He thought line-of-sight was required… not for dreams; he guessed, resigning to the inevitable. Dread filled him as he tried to figure out what to do. But whatever those dreams were, when she awoke, it was back to the lustful flames.

      Gavin could see the change in her, as if she went straight from one strong emotion to the other. The fear etched on her face when she awoke quickly became unchanging lust, her hands all over him. He was really worried now. Nothing else mattered to her.

      How could he pull her away from this demon? Fuck if he knew! For now, her increasingly distraught touching told him, whatever that demon had done, he could not stop it. Sleeping in a separate room made no difference. Her dreams last night only grew her desire. She had become like a drug addict that needed a fix. Instinctively, he realized the truth. He had to give her relief before she came apart.

      She forcibly dragged him into their own bedroom, throwing him on the bed, his legs spread in front of the mirror as she fell to her knees, driving her mouth on his shaft, making sure the cock was always visible to the image.

      He knew he shouldn’t allow it, needed to do something about what was happening, but couldn’t help himself. Her overwhelming desire for him pushed every erotic trigger he had, plus made it clear this was REQUIRED, not just desired.

      Soon, he was battering into her like a stallion at a horse farm. She cried out with release after release as he was back to that first night, making sure the mirror was available for each plunge. Even more than last weekend, when she had been more forceful than he had ever seen, Blakely had moved to another level. His shaft seemed to satisfy a hunger now fully in control.
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        * * *

      

      After giving her all he could that morning, in desperation, he sent a text to Aaron, begging for some help. An hour later, the two of them were filling her holes. Those screams for more only drove them harder. It went on and on.

      Both of them understood now the role of the mirror in this new desire. They fed her with it, making sure the mirror was always front of mind in their positioning, and her access. If this is what she needed, we can do that, Gavin thought.

      When they tired, or couldn’t get it up again, Gavin rummaged through her drawers until he found a stash of dildos. He and Aaron tagged teamed her until she had cum so much she fell asleep on the bed, a dildo still in both her holes.

      Finally, sensing a chance to get away, he walked Aaron to the door, looking at the hall clock. It was only 9 o’clock. “Thanks so much for this. I’m lost without your help.”

      “No problem, man,” Aaron said. “What are you going to do? That’s the worst she’s been. It’s the mirror, isn’t it? Making her so horny all the time. Why don’t we just smash the motherfucker?”

      “What would that do?” Gavin said. “I gotta figure you break the glass. You break the prison.” Aaron nodded as if he understood. He hadn’t thought about that. “Maybe removing it from our house is an option, but Blakely’s rising need tells me that could be dangerous for her, too. Like forcing a drug addict to go cold turkey. You never know how her body will react.”

      “Look, man. I love giving it to her. She’s the hottest thing that has ever happened to me. Still… how much longer before that lust consumes her? She was wild up there, unwilling to stop. We’ve gotta do something, don’t we?”

      “Definitely something…” Gavin said, clearly upset with their limited choices. “I think we should give her what she needs this weekend, sate her as much as possible. Monday morning, I’m back on the road. The demon will have full control of her again, but at least we won’t have to worry about her doing anything crazy.”

      “How can you be sure?” Aaron said. “I’m afraid to leave her with that thing…”

      “Not sure how it works,” Gavin said, “but line-of-sight appears to be needed. He can influence her dreams from any room, which builds her arousal, but he can’t force her to do anything unless she can see the mirror. Besides…” Gavin chuckled, “… you’ll be available to give my wife an occasional poke… won’t you?”

      No growing fear could overcome Aaron’s willingness to give her all he had. Turning down a passionate woman willing to fuck him until they both dropped with exhaustion was not possible… no matter the reason!

      “Sure, I would never turn down a chance to be with Mrs. C… Sorry, with Blakely. This is the best sex I have ever had!”

      Gavin nodded, understanding. “Good… next week, come back as often as you can. Give her everything you have. Take her roughly just the way you both like it.”

      He stood back, a thought suddenly… an idea. Gavin nodded to Aaron, his partner in crime. “I just had an idea. Come back tomorrow morning around 10. She told me one of her demon dreams was of being tied on a stock with men able to paddle or fuck her, however they wanted. She apparently really enjoyed that. I was thinking we could reproduce that by fastening her arms to the headboard, spreading her legs wide with ropes, then doing whatever we want.”

      Aaron chuckled, looking at his neighbor with new admiration. “Giving her what she wants…”

      “Hey,” Gavin smiled back, knowing they would all enjoy this. “I figure wearing her out by pushing the lust would be safer than strapping her down, trying to do some kind of exorcist thing. That appears to be our only choices. She might even enjoy it.”

      “Fuck yeah! That sounds so hot! Need me to bring anything?”

      Gavin reached over for his wallet in his coat pocket near the door, pulling out two hundred dollars. “Go to that sex shop on Broad Avenue. They have got to be open still. Know the one?” Aaron nodded. “Get us a nice leather cuff set with soft lining inside and eye bolt fasteners. We can use that to hold her in place, leaving no visible marks. I’ll get some belts…” He reached into his wallet again, thinking of something else, pulling out another $100. “Find us one of those thin wooden paddles. You know, like the fraternities used to use. That would warm her rear nicely, while we recharge for another poke.”

      Aaron took the money, heading for the door. Before he walked out, he turned, that fear returning to his face. Gavin’s chest ached.

      “We’re going to push her pretty hard. Will that help? Or drive her closer to that thing?”

      “I wish I knew, my friend,” Gavin said, patting him on the back. “We’re playing this by ear… shit, who am I kidding? I haven’t got a clue. Just trying to give her what she needs until we can figure out a better plan. You still in?” Aaron nodded, allowing the door to close behind him.

      Despite the relatively early hour, all the playing had left him exhausted, too. He went back upstairs, looking in on his wife. She was snoring softly, with no visible evidence that the demon was bringing more dreams. Maybe that’s a good sign. If they give her what he wants on the outside, the demon wouldn’t need to do the stuff to her on the inside. At least, that’s what he hoped. It all seemed a pipe dream at this stage.
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        * * *

      

      Blakely woke the next morning, cuddling close to her husband. He was doing his usual half snore, half breathing that she loved over the years. She cuddled closer, feeling his warmth. An understanding came through the mirror. The incubus had somehow infected her with its lust, even through the mirror. If this was his new way of controlling her, it was working…

      Gavin seemed eager to sleep longer, so she got up, standing in front of the mirror. She hoped her whispers would not wake him.

      ‘When is his next departure?’ Dagon asked in her mind.

      “Tomorrow morning. He will be gone all week.”

      ‘Excellent. We are going to travel in our next sessions, fair Blakely. I see trips to New York in your future.’

      “What will we do there?”

      ‘I must teach you a lesson for your insolence. Do not hide it. You directly disobeyed me in telling him about my presence in the mirror. For that, you will discover another level of pain.’

      She shuddered a little, looking at herself in the mirror. Afraid, but not as much as she had been before. “You have taught me much, milord. About my tolerance, and I look forward to more. Never thought pain would be something that I enjoyed, but you have taught me otherwise, Master.”

      ‘Excellent. Then your education will be complete soon. A fond farewell is planned.’

      “I look forward to it.”
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        * * *

      

      “Having a little chat, are we?” Gavin said, smiling at her from the bed. She spun at his words, her face flushing red with embarrassment. “So he has taught you much about pain tolerance… you really like it…”

      Blakely came over to sit on the bed, her hand stroking his body over the blanket. “One mirror session, he took me to a place in France, early Middle Ages, I think. I was the wife of a local noble who wanted to have access to Dagon for sensual pleasure. And it was… so pleasurable. But along the way, he used some kind of tree limbs on me, formed into a bundle. He called it a birch flogger. He would plunge into me until I came, then his partner whipped me with the branches. Those alternating cycles of pleasure and pain seemed to drive the pleasure higher, even as they increased the pain. Dagon brought me to so many orgasms this way. I have never cum so hard in my life, Gavin.”

      While she talked, Gavin just listened, not really sure what to say. What a story! The fullness of the dream… the period detail she described… the look of pure pleasure on her face… He wondered if Dagon was simply bringing her into his own memory to relive the events of his past… or was he creating these new, tailored to her benefit?

      “In Russia, he had a room full of men take me one after the other, whipping me with belts and rope in between being taken. So many hard releases. The combination of the two seemed to…”

      What else could it be? Gavin kept thinking while she told him of her experience. Detecting motivation had always been the key to his success as a salesman. He turned all those years of experience to bear on this fresh problem.

      Why would Dagon go to all this trouble? Just to give his wife some extra powerful orgasms? It didn’t make sense. Something else must be involved. But what?

      While she spoke, Blakely gradually pulled the blanket down, stroking Gavin’s rising cock. All these stories of her being taken by other men had done exactly what she wanted. Her husband was ready for more.

      “In Rome, he took me to a military camp,” she continued. “I offered my submission to his sexual demands to save my husband from crucifixion. He used his cock on me so long, I struggled to breathe, then Dagon fastened me between two tent struts until…”

      She could not help herself, betraying how much she enjoyed every minute of what he had done to her. She spoke of it with such loving tones he couldn’t help but regret they had not tried more BDSM stuff over the years. Gavin tied her to the bed in the first years of their marriage. Only a couple times, he recalled. Regrettably, he got bored, moved on. Maybe he is right to revisit that world with Aaron today.

      Listening to her continue her Rome story, suddenly a piece of hard certainty came through the fog of reeling images, like one of those ‘KAPOW’ bubbles he loved in the comics when he was a kid. Gavin understood now.

      The demon was going to use his wife to make his escape. There’s no other viable solution for why the bastard would go to all this trouble. Even in the demon world, the only place where any of this is even possible, there must be limits. By his calculation, over the last two weeks, there have only been 4 visions in the mirror. That must mean he has to recharge, or prepare somehow. And pleasure/pain is the key.

      Gavin wondered if the plans he had with Aaron would help or hinder that goal.
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            DOING WHAT THEY WANT

          

        

      

    

    
      Just as he heard a sound from the family room door, Blakely’s mouth dropped to his rod. Her eyes locked on her husband.

      “You love me being your slut, don’t you?”

      No use trying to hide what is going on now, Gavin thought. “I do…”

      “Love to watch me give our young stud everything he wants?”

      “I do…”

      “Want to continue?” They both heard Aaron walking up the stairs.

      “Yes… in fact, we have lots of plans for you today,” Gavin chuckled. It took every ounce of will he had to push her off his raging manhood. Aaron walked in the door, two bags of goodies in his hands.

      Even before he got his clothes off, Aaron threw the cuffs on the bed. They were black leather, with a soft felt lining. Gavin and Blakely looked down at them, like a gauntlet that Aaron had just thrown… a challenge to both of them. But Gavin was ready.

      “Put those on your wrists and ankles, slut. We are going to see how far this pain tolerance goes.”

      Blakely picked one up, rubbing her hand across it like the finest silk, her mind playing the game of submission she had learned to love. Abruptly, she worried, glancing at the mirror. She seemed to wait for the demon’s approval.

      “Don’t pay attention to him,” Gavin barked. “Do it, NOW!”

      Blakely shuddered, uncertain what to do, then nodded, putting the cuffs on her wrists. She shifted slightly on the bed, to ensure her sex pointed toward the mirror as she spread her legs, placing the cuffs on her ankles.

      Gavin had been thinking about the best way to do this most of the night. He’d give her a little mirror action, then take it away abruptly with a change of position. THAT should drive her crazy!

      “Stand facing the bed, thighs against the mattress. Pussy facing the mirror.” She moved into position as Aaron handed him the eye hooks. Gavin fastened her wrists behind her back, then roughly pushed her face onto the bed, leaving her ass in the air, exposed.

      He laughed at the sight. She was already glistening with arousal, her lips swollen and ready. He pulled the rope he had gathered from the garage last night, now hidden under the bed. He tied a knot to one ankle, looped it around the leg of the bed, flinging it underneath so Aaron could reach in, doing the same to the other leg.

      Gavin walked around, threading the rope through the eye hook on the opposite ankle, pulling forcefully tight. This yanked her legs apart, confining her thighs hard against the bed, unable to move, just as Aaron pressed her face into the bedclothes.

      She shivered, making no attempt to stop them. Oh yes, Gavin thought. She wanted this alright. He could see the need as the first drops of her arousal seeped through the opening.

      ‘A little surprise,’ Aaron whispered to Gavin as they stood behind, letting her imagination paint what was next. Reaching into the bag, he handed Gavin a bottle of lube and a medium-sized butt plug.

      Gavin smiled, nodding his approval, but before he did anything to her, he turned to the mirror.

      “Sorry, there, bud…” he said, seeming to talk directly into the mirror. Gavin could not stop laughing to himself. It was absurd talking to this mirror, though no one in the room questioned what he was doing. They all knew. “… but she is ours for the day. If your view gets blocked occasionally, tough shit. That is part of our torment… of her… and of you. We are going to do with your slut whatever we want. And you can’t do one fucking thing about it!”

      He took the lube from Aaron’s hand, dripping it on her rear bud, stretching her with first one finger, then two more. Blakely squirmed as he roughly opened her hole. Gavin could only smile.

      She LOVED being powerless to stop what he was doing, even pushed her ass back at him as best she could.

      The slow entry of the butt plug, and her whimpering acceptance, drove them all wild. Aaron ripped his clothes off, stroking himself. Gavin nodded, allowing her young stud the first ‘crack’ as he spread her ass cheeks apart, giving him a ripe target… Oh, fuck! I’m enjoying this way too much!

      Aaron’s enormous cock pushed into her. She was so aroused, he slid straight in as Blakely howled into the room. Gavin nodded to him, whispering, ‘Give it to her hard.’

      As the boy next door gladly hammered away, Gavin walked to the other side of the bed, leaning over so his face was next to hers. She was whimpering at the pleasure now cascading from his rough treatment.

      “For the rest of the day, your young stud and I are going to do whatever we want with you. You will be bound in one position or another until we tire of fucking you, then we have found several other fun toys which we will use as well.”

      All Blakely could do was nod her head slightly, in between gasps at Aaron’s rod finding its full penetration in this exposed position.

      Aaron slowed slightly, waving his hands, getting Gavin’s attention. ‘Her eyes,’ he mouthed, pointing to the bag. The boy has been busy, Gavin thought. Getting up, he found a blindfold in the bag. Of course, not allowing her to see the mirror will drive her crazy.

      Sure enough, when he placed the blindfold over her eyes, she went wild, thrashing against the wrist cuffs and fighting to get it off. Aaron abruptly pulled out, slapping her rear with fierce determination. “You belong to us today, not him.” She continued to fight, so Aaron systematically covered her ass cheeks with more blows.

      Gavin leaned forward again, whispering in her ear as she writhed under the dual torment of the spanking and her being cut off from the mirror. “You have no control today, my slut. Might as well accept it. If you want to stop, just say so. We will put all the toys away and pack the mirror off to Baranski’s. I’m sure another customer will pay an outrageous price for it.”

      Suddenly, she stopped struggling. Removing the mirror was the worst threat he could have made. Aaron was right back inside, doing his best jackhammer imitation as Gavin rummaged through the bag, looking to see what else he brought.

      He found a slim wooden paddle with four large holes cut through the center, about three inches wide, that felt like it could leave a serious imprint. Also, a short flogger with plastic strands that looked like they would sting on contact. A bigger butt plug if we wanted to go that route. And nipple clamps connected with a chain.

      The two men looked at each other, smiling. ‘You done good,’ Gavin mouthed to him, nodding his approval. All Aaron could do was bang his slut harder.

      Gavin walked into their bedroom closet, returning with two belts. A soft woven belt he was sure would sting, but not hurt. And a heavy leather dress belt. This motherfucker would do the trick, he was sure.

      He moved beside Aaron, tapping him on the shoulder to pull out. He did, to their slut’s whimpering protest. Gavin striped her ass with the woven belt, loving the sound of Blakely’s cry and wriggling. This time, he only used the heavier belt twice, medium taps, to get her attention. Then he stepped back again, allowing Aaron to return inside.

      And this is how it went for the next hour. Aaron would pile drive her, wriggling the butt plug with his thumb, until she came, then Gavin would use every tool they had to torment her ass. Both belts, the paddle and flogger got full use.
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        * * *

      

      Aaron could not hold off any longer, blasting his cum into her warm sheath as Blakely shuddered with the release this brought.

      Gavin unfastened the ankle ropes, pushing her on her back, wrists still fastened behind her back, allowing no movement. She was panting heavily as all the cumming of the last hour challenged her body’s ability to recover. Her men did not care, knowing this was what she really wanted, even needed.

      Following Gavin’s hand gestures, Aaron walked to the other side of the bed, gripping her legs, pulling them above her head, spread wide. Then Gavin joined the party, standing beside the bed, slamming his cock into her as brutally as he dared. Blakely simply could not get enough. Pushing back against him with her hips, she came repeatedly as her cries of release filled the room.

      Aaron relaxed his grip on her legs, allowing her to wrap them fiercely around Gavin’s hips, pulling him in for more. Aaron had other things in mind. He reached in for the nipple clamps. Just as Blakely seemed ready for another blast, he dropped one on each nipple, yanking them hard as she came.

      Blakely screamed, a full-throated cry of pleasure that caught her men by surprise. Gavin had heard the stories of what Dagon had done, seen her eyes glisten with the pleasure of the memory, but watching her actually react that way when they did it shocked them.

      If this is what she wants, then we can do that, he pledged at that moment.

      Gavin did not have the staying power of Aaron. He pointed at her mouth. Aaron understood immediately, shoving his growing hardness into her mouth. The groan of her pleasure at sucking him down her throat gave Aaron all he needed to get hard again. Gavin groaned himself, letting her receive his offering.

      He could not help himself, staring down at his writhing wife, cumming hard on his release. She had found another plane of existence, one that included physical pleasure as its primary source. Even though he couldn’t see her eyes, he knew… her entire body was flailing against him, against Aaron, relishing the joy of her submission to them.

      Gavin chuckled to himself. Time to let the boy loose. She needs a good fucking. He pulled out, rolling his wife on her side, whispering to Aaron, asking if he wanted her bound again? He shook his head no. Gavin nodded his approval, unfastening the wrist cuffs, rolling her back.

      The nipple clamps coming off caused him to cringe as she cried out with the pain, seeming worse than when Aaron put them on.

      Aaron knew what to do. He laid on his back beside her, leaving the blindfold on. Gavin helped move her above him, impaling her on Aaron’s massive rod. Jesus, he still couldn’t believe how big that kid was! Gavin whispered in her ear, ‘Use him as you wish. He wants you to.’

      Her hips ground on him, then her whole body moved with it. She reached up, ripping the blindfold off her head, and fell to find his lips. They had done this before.

      Gavin needed a break, sitting on the bedroom chair, watching. He chuckled to himself, getting up to stand in front of the mirror. Blakely gasped, turning away from Aaron to look at him. Gavin’s smile told her he would not be moving out of the way. Her wry grin told Gavin she understood.

      But her husband wasn’t finished. While Aaron hammered away at his wife, Gavin turned toward the mirror, whispering as softly as he could so Blakely couldn’t hear.

      “You know we will never let you out of your cage. Every time you come close, one of us will be there to pull her back. I have made it my life’s mission to destroy you. Not just because of what you have done to my wife, it’s too late for that now. But to prevent you from ever doing it to another wife again.”

      Blakely jerked, closing her eyes. Gavin could see her nodding head. The demon was talking to her. She tried to get up, stop her husband. Aaron glanced over. Gavin shook his head. Do not let her up. His arms stretched, pulling her down harder on his rod, then lowered her mouth back to his. Her strength was no match for his as she struggled, finally giving up. Soon, Aaron forced her attention back to him.

      “You see,” Gavin said, continuing his monologue to the mirror, “you’re in the box. Going to stay there. We’ll tolerate you until you become a nuisance, then we’ll throw you in a trash dump to spend the rest of eternity at the bottom of piles of garbage… where you belong. I thought for a bit of simply smashing the mirror, freeing you so I could kill you outright, but that’s too good for you. Spending eternity inside is just what you deserve.”

      Blakely wailed, a cry of frustration that shocked Aaron, but Gavin knew just what it was… the anguished blast of a frustrated demon unable to do what it wanted, taking it out on his wife. The War had been joined.

      He smiled at himself, telling Aaron for the two of them to have fun, walking out of the door. He needed to begin his research. If he was going to taunt a demon, he better know how to fight back when the battle actually begins.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE DEMON (PART VI)

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Dagon icon]
        

      

      My rage at being interrupted before was nothing compared to this. I lashed out at my wench… MY WENCH, NOT YOURS… ordering her to stop what she was doing. The boytoy held her in place no matter what I did. Blakely finally gave up trying to resist.

      No matter what I said, she would not stop. And that husband would not let it go. Threatening me… ME! I will show him what that means.

      I ignored them. Let them have their fun. Her husband would be gone tomorrow. The boytoy will not be around all the time. Only I knew the reality of what I needed. The harder they push her, the more she will be ready for the next round of my visions.

      She was almost ready in Barbados. All their treatment over the weekend, and the hard turn of her husband, has left my wench hungry for more. I will encourage her to go even further, giving her boosts as I capture her dreams.

      One more round of visions to prepare her will be enough. By then, I will have the strength to make another full escape attempt… likely by the end of this week, before he returns.

      But that won’t be enough for this impudent man. He needs to be punished for challenging me. And I know just who to use for my revenge. Buried deep in her sexual memories.

      Darius… he will work just fine.
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            TRAVELING AGAIN

          

        

      

    

    
      Gavin came back into the bedroom later that afternoon, when the noise had died down. They were lying on the bed, Blakely’s legs spread open, trapped under Aaron’s control so the mirror could watch the evidence of his cream flowing out of her opening. He could only speculate how many times Aaron had cum inside her. There was quite a mess.

      She whimpered in her typical way, talking to the mirror, but this time was different. Tears leaked from the corner of her eyes as she listened to the voice only she could hear. Gavin wondered if he had pushed the demon too hard, that his wife might pay the price for his macho bullshit.

      Aaron noticed him standing there, unraveling their arms, getting up. Blakely did not budge. Remaining deep in the conversation, her legs spread.

      They both stared at the mystery of what this means… finally walking out, Aaron grabbing his clothes on the way by. They had been at it for much of the afternoon. Gavin thought a break was in order.

      Their young neighbor took a seat at the kitchen barstool while Gavin tossed him a beer. The kid wasn’t old enough to drink, but after giving his wife everything she wanted all afternoon, he deserved it. Gavin reached for the Jameson, adding one ice cube to open the flavor.

      “What was that with you and the thing in the mirror?” Aaron asked. “Not sure it was smart to taunt it like that.”

      “You may be right. Couldn’t help myself. That asshole had already done so much damage, not sure Blakely and I will ever be back to the way we were.”

      Startled, the young man looked at Gavin anxiously. “Do you want that… to go back to the way it was before? I thought you liked her playing with me?”

      “I do, Aaron… enjoy it very much. Look, don’t take this the wrong way. You’ve been great for her, and very exciting for me. But you’re young. Things are going to change in your life. They do for every young person. Job offer in another city… scholarship to play at a new college… meet that certain someone that you want to be with… shit happens. As deep as she has gotten into this, she’s going to want to play more after you’re gone. Groups of more, maybe. I don’t know where it is going to go. But one thing I know. You were just the first.”

      Aaron nodded, a tinge of sadness on his face. Gavin knew exactly what he was feeling. His wife had been so aroused at making love to her new stud that she may have spoiled him for every woman that will come after. Let’s face it, he chuckled. How many times are you going to come across a demon-enhanced lover enthusiastically doing any sexual thing you desire?

      “Been fun, though, right?” Gavin chuckled.

      “So much… if my mom only knew…” That got them both laughing. So loud it seemed to attract Blakely’s attention. She finally came downstairs in that transparent coverlet she had worn for him the first time.

      “Hey, babe. Glad you could join us,” Gavin said. “Have a good chat?” His smile betrayed a nervousness about the future.

      A mix of fear and anger painted her face. “Why did you do that? So fucking stupid… and I’m going to be the one that pays the price.”

      Gavin shrugged his shoulders, understanding both that she was right and that he had to get his licks in before he left. Too late to change it now.

      “A trash dump burial? For god’s sake, Gavin. What were you thinking?”

      “He deserved it. Look what he has done to us… to you.”

      She shivered, reaching for his Jameson, taking a big swig. “He has ordered me never to touch you again. If I do… and he’ll know, no matter which room we do it in… he promised to make the birch flogger feel like a minor tap.”

      Gavin blanched at those words, noticing the open fear written on her face. It never occurred to him the demon would take that step, or that she would obey him if he did. “You would do that? Choose him over me?” he said, the shock showing in his tone.

      She came close to him without touching. “You just had to get the last word in, didn’t you? Taunt him like some fucking guy on the football field, getting him riled for the next play. This isn’t football, you ass. This is real life.” Gavin tried to touch her. She jerked back. “My life!”

      Blakely shuddered again, sitting at the kitchen table. The Jameson had become hers as she took another sip, lost in her own misery. The two guys just stared at her.

      Continuing to examine the drink, she talked, just on the edge of tears; not speaking to them, only working it out in her own head. “It all seemed so much fun at the beginning. A game, kind of. The excitement of thinking about Aaron. The discovery of your arousal at wanting me to do it. Dagon encouraging me to play with my boytoy… then he brought me into those incredible visions, so full of powerful orgasms and pleasure. Nothing in my life could have prepared me for those experiences. I fell hard into his world, not knowing the risk. Now, it’s too late.”

      “What does that mean… too late?” Gavin asked, now getting worried.

      “You still haven’t got a clue. I spent the whole day yesterday telling you every story, yet you taunted him anyway. Just thought you’d have some fun. I was already on his shit list because I told you about him. He had forbidden me to tell you. Now, I am out of choices.”

      She shook her head, staring at the tumbler in her hand again. “Here’s where we are, my DEAR.” Her open derision at that term caught in the back of Gavin’s throat. “In one of those visions, I went so deep that I came away with stripes and welts on my backside. My sex was raw and sore. He didn’t pull me into that place. I wanted to be there. Do you understand? I chose to join him! If Aaron hadn’t stopped me that day, I could have fallen completely, joining him in the mirror forever.”

      “What the fuck?” Gavin cried out, staring at Aaron.

      Aaron just shrugged. “I ruined everything, she told me over and over. I didn’t know what that meant. She told me to get out after that, then started her period. I didn’t see her the rest of the week.”

      “It’s true,” she said, turning toward Aaron. “I’m sorry, my friend. I just couldn’t allow you to see my body so marked up with the slashes he had given me.”

      The tears forming in the boy’s eyes shocked Gavin. Was it his being pushed away? Or being lied to?

      “Don’t you see?,” she went on. “The rules of the game changed. Now you… shit…” She got up to pour another drink, turning to Gavin, genuine anger, even hatred, in her eyes. “Now you… just a fucking game… let’s taunt the demon… have a good laugh… Jesus, Gavin, don’t you realize what you’ve done?”

      Her head was in her hands, openly sobbing now. The two guys stared at her, trying to find a path forward that made sense. Gavin tried to take her hand, kneeling closer. She jerked her hand away again, screaming at him. “DO NOT TOUCH ME!”

      He was reeling backwards now. No longer certain of even what game he was playing, much less understanding the rules.

      “Don’t you understand?” She cried out. “It’s too late… I BELONG to my Master now. I cannot say no to him any longer. I had convinced him to allow us to continue being a couple, because I feared your reaction if I cut you off. Now… after taunting him… my Master no longer cares.”

      “Your Master? What the fuck?” Gavin sat on a barstool next to Aaron, staring at this woman that used to be his wife. He licked his lips, a sudden dryness catching his attention. He could feel the anger growing. “Aaron, I think it’s time for you to go. My WIFE and I have some things to discuss.”
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        * * *

      

      By the time Aaron had finished getting dressed, Blakely giving him a passionate hug and kiss on his way to the family room door downstairs, Gavin’s anger was in full flower.

      Blakely did not give him a chance. Before they even heard the door close, she was walking up the stairs to their bedroom. As soon as he followed her back into the room, she rummaged around in their closet, looking for his travel bag, tossing it into the room.

      “Maybe you should grab a room at an airport hotel to make sure you won’t miss your flight in the morning.”

      Gavin simply stared at her. Not once in 25 years, even through the major fights that every couple has, did his wife ever suggest he get out of their house, much less sleep somewhere else for the night. Tears formed in his eyes, which only fed his anger.

      “I’m sorry if this hurts your feelings, Gavin, but that stunt of yours has left me with no options. You cannot touch me. It is simply too dangerous… for me. Please go…”

      Anger roiled inside him. He stomped over to the mirror. Blakely tried to stop him, but recoiled when he almost touched her.

      He stood in front of the mirror, staring into his own face. Nothing out of the ordinary, but he knew better. “GET OUT,” he screamed at his wife. He walked toward her, threatening to grab her in his arms. She fled the room as Gavin slammed the door on her way out.

      He had been packing for trips for many years, knew what needed to be done. Calmly, he threw everything for the bag onto the bed, directly in front of the mirror, deciding to pack while they had a little chat.

      “You think you have won by forcing her to throw me out? Let me assure you, just the opposite has happened. You have done the one unforgivable thing… driven a wedge between me and my beloved.”

      He reached around, finishing the rest of the bag, pulling his coat on as he stood staring into the mirror. He couldn’t believe the rage pasted clearly in that image.

      “You have made an enemy of me for the rest of your life… as short as that life is going to be. You don’t know jack about me. Should have paid attention before you did it. I’ll tell you exactly what you can expect. I’m smart, relentless and strong as a fucking ox. You will regret what you have done today.”

      Gavin did a quick double take, a standard procedure he did before every trip, just to make sure he had gotten everything, then he walked up to face the mirror directly for the last time.

      “While they were playing this afternoon, I was down doing research. There were all kinds of references to incubus and many more examples of how to KILL them. I know them all now. If I come back and find you have done any harm to my wife. In any form. I will haul you out of that mirror and cut your fucking head off. You will not heal quickly from THAT, I can assure you! Mark this moment and hear my words clear. NO HARM. Or I will hunt you down like a rabid dog. Do not confuse me with the weaklings you appear to have dealt with in your long-life of carefully hiding in the shadows. NO HARM. Make… no… mistake.”

      Gavin turned, giving the mirror the middle finger as he pulled the door open. He walked past his wife, staring at him as he passed without saying a word to her, slamming the door to the garage on the way out.
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      By bedtime, Blakely was beyond tears. Every direction she faced seemed to contain only worse alternatives than the previous one.

      How could she have thrown her own husband out? She had never seen him so angry. They must have heard his screaming at the mirror down the block, but she shuddered at what the words meant. He clearly knew something about the demon she did not.

      Why would Dagon want to harm her? She was doing everything he wanted, even enjoying it. She had some bruises and welts, but those did not seem to harm her in any permanent way, didn’t even leave scars. Why would this week be different?

      None of that mattered. The decision to choose fear of her Master over her love for her husband was the only one she COULD make, but it still filled her with sadness… about their future as husband and wife, if they would ever have one again… and about what it meant to be linked to an incubus demon in a mirror.

      It all seemed so silly as she crawled into bed, by herself, knowing her husband was sleeping only a few miles away in a hotel… that you forced him to go to, you bitch! What have I done?!

      Sleep came fitfully, even after the exhaustion of playing all day. So many changes left her feeling so alone…
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        * * *

      

      The dream found her at a bar, sipping a drink, wondering what she was going to do with her life. A tall man stepped up next to her. Familiar somehow…

      “Hello, Blakely. Been a long time.”

      That deep voice.

      “Darius, what brings you to town?”

      “You,” he said. “Heard you had moved to State U after grad, wanted to see what you were up to.”

      “I’m married, you know.”

      “Not happily, I have heard. Would like to upgrade your sex life. I can help with that. Call me.”

      He reached over, touching her chin with his hand. “We had much pleasure together, Blakes. I would like to turn you loose again, let you devour a room like you used to. No one could take a room like you, Blakes. I want to see it again…”
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        * * *

      

      Blakely woke with a gasp, arousal filling her every cell. That touch… only Darius could get her going like that. She relaxed back into the pillow. Memories of a time when Darius had taken her to a small barn on the outside of town filled her. There was a party going on inside. People milling around the grounds.

      They had only been together a few months. Naturally, with Darius, ‘together’ meant her being shared with anyone he asked. Just two nights before, she had been to a party where she sucked and fucked most of the guys in the building.

      “Your job tonight is to do whatever these people want. I’ll hang around to watch. You know I enjoy watching you in action. But you… you’re the party favor. If you like this, I can get you invited to a lot of these, give you all the dick you want.”

      Memories of pleasure captured her again. So many guys, so much pleasure. When they first walked into the barn together, a guy ran up to them. “Darius… good to see you, man. This is the girl you mentioned… willing to do anything?”

      Darius nodded. “She the one. Give you all you can handle, won’t you, babe?” All Blakely could do was nod.

      The guy walked up to her, dragging her t-shirt over her head, revealing no bra underneath. “Nice…” He pulled her gym shorts down, no panties either. “Better keep your shoes on. The ground here is rough.” As he walked away, he turned back. “Thanks, Darius. You hanging? Jackson told me to say he was near the keg. Have fun.”

      The guy led Blakely to a cluster of people on the other side. She stared back at Darius already walking toward Jackson, a friend of his she had met at another party. This group had men and women, yet she was the only one standing naked in front of the rest.

      “Time for some fun. Blakes here is our party favor. She’ll do whatever you want.”

      Hands reached out to touch her, pulling her into the center. Boys and girls were doing the touching. Soon, she was on her knees sucking one guy while another fucked her from beyond. Before the night was over, she had a cock in every hole, been eaten by multiples of the women, and had so many orgasms she could barely breathe.

      The memory stopped suddenly. Blakely wondered if this was her actual memory or one of Dagon’s… Does it really matter? She would love to be at a party like that again, to be a new party favor. As slumber reclaimed her, all Blakely could think about was where Darius was now days.
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        * * *

      

      When she woke the next morning, she looked at her cell, expecting the customary departure time and flight info her husband always sent. There was nothing. A sadness filled her. Something had gone seriously wrong, and not just for throwing him out. That was just the latest sign.

      Her decision making had become flawed of late. She knew it was her new relationship with the demon, but also knew that was becoming an excuse. She was in control of her own decisions. She CHOSE to stay with her Master. After 25 years, she had thrown her loving husband out because he threatened to cut off her sexual pleasure. In the end, that was the source of her sadness.

      She put a robe on, took a quick shower… she couldn’t believe the way her sex looked. Aaron can be quite vigorous! Then she ended in front of her laptop in the home office. Without hesitation, the first thing she did was search for Darius’ name.

      There he was, in her own city! A senior official with the municipal government, in charge of managing relations with the various public sector unions. The look on his face had barely changed. His milk chocolate skin and dark eyes contrasted with the broad smile that permeated every picture she found.

      On one listing, they had his work number at city hall. Before she even knew what happened, her hand was on her cell, dialing the number. A pleasant assistant answered the phone. Darius was on the line as soon as he heard her name.

      “Blakes… can’t believe it. Been a long time.” She giggled to herself. He was the only one that ever called her ‘Blakes’.

      “Hi, Darius… had a dream about you last night, thought I’d see what you were up to.”

      “A dream… sounds fun. We had some good times. Where do you live?”

      “In town. I ended up at State U, met my husband there.”

      “So let’s get together. Catch up. I’m open for lunch today. Give me your cell. I’ll send an address.”

      She texted him her number. After that, all she could think about was what this meant… for her… for Gavin… for her Master. She walked into the bedroom, standing in front of the mirror.

      “I have contacted an old flame, a guy named Darius.”

      ‘From your educational years. You have my permission to do whatever you want with him. Your memories of him have been quite entertaining.’

      “You wouldn’t mind me going with him?”

      ‘No. He has brought you much pleasure. Can do it again.’

      “Why do you object so strongly to my husband being with me? Even Aaron, you want me to stop that, too… They both bring me pleasure.”

      ‘Aaron is a boytoy. Darius is a source of pleasure. Neither matter. Your husband threatened to interfere with our play. That was unacceptable.’

      The doorbell rang. Blakely walked out, the mystery of this creature growing stronger.

      It was Aaron. He came into the room, sweeping her into his arms. “What happened last night? Did Gavin leave?”

      She simply nodded, dragging him by the hand. This was just what she needed to start the day… and prepare her for Darius.

      Her clothes were off even before she crossed the bedroom door. The next two hours, they fucked like high schoolers that had just discovered the joy. He had her in every hole and in every position, all in front of the mirror.

      Though, uncomfortably, this was full out performance art for her, as if put on for an old boyfriend you no longer cared about. Something was missing from the joy. A piece of her heart ripped out, left to lie untreated on the side. After they took a shower at the end, her getting ready for the lunch date; she told Aaron she had a very busy week. She could not see him until the weekend when Gavin returned.

      He nodded, hoping everything was okay between her and Mr. C. She did, too, she told him.

      Blakely dressed in a relatively proper business skirt and jacket, though the bra and panties were revealing lingerie she had purchased for Gavin on one of their weekend’s away. You never know…

      The sour taste of her session with Aaron filled her mind on the way to the restaurant downtown. What had changed since only the day before? They had been on fire then, especially after Gavin left them alone for the afternoon. He had given it to her hard and fast, just the way she wanted it.

      But now, it felt wrong, as if the fight last night had changed what Blakely had been doing. Without her husband there to know what was going on, the time with Aaron had suddenly become garden-variety cheating. For the first time since they had started three weeks ago, she felt shame. Then why are you on your way to see an old college boyfriend, you slut! One who had been nothing but sexual, without telling your husband?

      She knew why; the shame growing deeper. She could not deny her lust any longer. Needed to quench her thirst for more. Her Master had loosened the tight control she had of her own internal monster. That creature now needed to be fed. Maybe Darius was just the right answer. He could arrange a few group sessions for her, allowing her to satisfy this itch for more, without having to rearrange her entire life. Maybe even get her husband back.
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        * * *

      

      “My oh my, you look just as beautiful as ever, Blakes,” Darius declared. “Can’t believe it’s been nearly 30 years.”

      ‘Blakes’ accepted his friendly hug as she sat at the table he had arranged. This was a new place for her, near downtown, but off the beaten path. It was small with a romantic vibe. Perfect for her ‘rendezvous’ with her former lover. Don’t kid yourself. He was your sex partner, and maybe pimp. There was no love involved. She often wondered whether he made money off all the times she served as his ‘party favor’, even if she enjoyed it.

      At first, the conversation seemed a little strained, trying to catch up on their lives and how they fit together now. Darius had been married for about 15 years, but split when the woman tired of what he described as his ‘libertine’ lifestyle. Blakely described her years with her husband, faithful throughout.

      When she said that, Darius looked at her skeptically. “You… stayed faithful all those years? Now’s the time to be truthful, babe. I know what you’re like. No need to be embarrassed or lie to me. I know…”

      She ignored his question, interrupting him. He was right. It was time to get to the point. “You still involved in all that group play, like you were back then?”

      He sat back in the booth, appraising her anew. His smile told her this was the Blakes he expected. “Fell off when I was with Keisha, only occasionally back then. Now, pretty active again. Have a planned get together tonight, in fact.”

      “Tonight… What happens there?”

      “Faithful married lady like you… happily married, the way you talk… Why do you want to know?” His knowing smile made Blakely cringe inside, even if she was happy to hear it.

      “My husband and I have recently decided to open things up a bit. See what we can find.”

      Darius looked at her. “Does hubby know about the decision he has made?” A penetrating gaze saw right through the lie. “Not sure why you need to lie to me about it, Blakes. I’m open to cheating if that’s what you want to do.”

      “But I…” she got quiet suddenly. Knowing this guy could read her too clearly, even after so many years. She needed some version of honesty. “My husband is a cuckold. Wants me to go with other guys. I tell him about it later.”

      “Now I get it… a hotwife. Our groups do a lot of hotwives. Oddly, considering the number of guys typically involved in our gangbangs, they think it is safer. We are all medically tested and vetted by yours truly. Never had a problem.”

      “You organize gangbangs?” Blakely had never heard of such a thing.

      “What did you think I did in college? You think those guys just happened to be at a party? I got them all together, promising entertainment. You were one of my most popular girls, babe. Everyone always asked for Blakes to be there. The girl that would do anything.”

      She blushed red, now embarrassed at the way she had been… or the way she was becoming again…

      “No need to be embarrassed. You were discovering your desire back then. Found a limit and stopped. Perfectly reasonable. Now days, most of the women we host want the feel of a gangbang. Some come back for repeats, others have their curiosity sated, go back to hubby. In fact, the woman scheduled for tonight is a hotwife. She’s a regular with us.”

      “You play with her regularly, with the same guys?”

      “I have a group of… oh, let me see… about 15 guys that switch off. Usually five or six at a party. Mostly brothers like me, with big dicks and the ability to use them. You interested in that? We have five coming tonight.”

      “I thought you already had someone reserved?”

      “She’s a regular. Would not mind moving it to Wednesday. The guys always like someone new, especially someone as hot and motivated as you.”

      This was it… her moment of truth. She wanted it so badly her pussy trembled at the thought, but what about Gavin, her Master, even Aaron? It felt like a betrayal of them all. Yet the desire would not go away…

      His hand went under the table, touching her thigh. He scooted a touch closer in the booth, pressing his leg against hers. She groaned softly at his touch.

      “You contacted me for a reason, Blakes. And it wasn’t to catch up on old times.” His hand went higher, touching the cleft between her legs, rubbing her clit through her panties. Her moan became louder. All he did was smile.

      She nodded her head.

      “Not going to interpret head nodding. I need agreement from you. Do you want to join our little session tonight, or do we write this up as a trip down memory lane?”

      “Yes, I want to join,” she gasped out, suddenly realizing she’d been holding her breath. “Want that very much.”

      “Will hubby, the cuckold, be joining to watch?” he asked, smiling.

      “No, he is traveling on business this week.”

      “Understood. Will he ever be joining or are we keeping this more low-key?”

      “That has yet to be decided. Tonight is just for me.”

      “Good… good…” He reached into the briefcase backpack he carried, pulling out a sheet of paper. “Here is the standard contract we use. Nothing fancy. Just says you agreed to do this of your own free choice. That the guys get to do whatever they want, in any hole, unless you say your safeword. Which is even simpler… ‘Red’ for stop. Also includes non-disclosure language. Anything that happens in the room stays in the room. Is all this clearly understood?”

      “Not the casual approach of college anymore…” she giggled.

      “The reality of adulthood, I’m afraid. All my guys have jobs. Some have families. The legal system being what it is, we can’t have the ladies coming back claiming we forced them to do anything. Not our style.”

      Blakely giggled. “Of course, I agree with all of them. I used to call the parties you took me to as ‘cock-storms’, allowing me to give myself to the pleasure for a little while. I am looking forward to being in one of them again.”

      “Then how long do you want your cock-storm to last? I like that… cock-storm… Tonight can be a couple hours… that’s the minimum we ever do… or an all-nighter. We rent a hotel room for the fun. Not for tonight, of course, but we have even done some weekends. You might actually enjoy spending an entire weekend with cocks inside you. I remember some pretty wild times back in the day. Remember the guys at Phi Delt? They kept asking when you could return for another weekend. When I told them you had decided not to play, even changed schools, they were really disappointed. I got the feeling you liked that whole ‘free use’ concept.”

      “What’s your end?” she asked, ignoring his statement. “You get a cut?”

      “The guys pay me to arrange the girls. You do not get paid, that would be illegal. I simply arrange the hotel and the girls. They pay everything else.”

      “Was I one of your girls back in college? Making money off my willingness?”

      “Where’s all this hard feelings coming from, babe? I’m not mad you left. You shouldn’t be mad that I asked you to play. But no, back then, it was just for fun. I was only… the party planner, you might call it now days. Strictly amateur.”

      “Now a pro?” She asked.

      “Let’s just say my guys are motivated consumers. They like to play. The women like them to play. And they know how to please a woman. They have tag-teamed together a lot. Know how to do it safely, and pleasurably. Isn’t that what you want?”

      That is EXACTLY what I want…
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        * * *

      

      The hotel was on the east side of town. Not close, but she could get home, take a shower, shave her mound, and get dressed appropriately. She had chosen the overnight option so she could get as much cock as she could stand.

      As she pulled into the driveway at home, she wondered if Darius would be one of the players. She remembered him as being an excellent lover, at least when she was 18.

      When inside the house, she immediately sent a text to Gavin. She always tried to connect with him just before dinnertime. No reply, either by text or call. She definitely had some bridges to mend in that relationship. She wasn’t sure how it was going to be done, but, as the old joke goes, some groveling would likely be involved.

      When she walked into their bedroom, her Master congratulated her on finding Darius and arranging the meeting. She had to shake her head. Still a little unnerving how he can read her mind like that, but she thanked him for the recommendation to call.

      Quickly showering and shaving her mound, Blakely returned to stand naked in front of the mirror.

      ‘Obey them. Allow them to use you as they once did in your youth. Allow them to be a vessel for your pleasure.’

      “I will, milord. My plan all along.”

      Her phone binged as she wriggled into her pencil skirt and sheer blouse, neither with undergarments. She would be a little cool in transit, though was sure she wouldn’t have either on very long, anyway.

      Blakely looked down at the phone. It was Gavin. She picked it up.

      
        
          
            
              
        [Gavin]: Too soon to talk after being kicked out. Get it out of your system.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Blakely]: Get what out of my system?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Gavin]: When I return, things are going to be very different.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Blakely]: Not sure what any of this means.

      

      

      

      

      

      What was going to be different? As she sat on the bed, placing her wedding ring in her dish, her heart cringed. She knew what getting it out of her system meant. Exactly what she planned to do tonight.

      Her memories of Darius and the pleasure of her youth kept finding her unprepared for how aroused she got. None of that mattered. Blakely was all in now. Her lust needed to be fed. Inside, she knew that lust was out of control, damaging to her and her loved ones. Yet she could not stop. Would not. She wanted more. Needed everything she could get.
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        * * *

      

      “Come in, come in,” a handsome black man said. Five other men stood behind him, including Darius. “My name is Oscar. These are my friends. Darius you know.” As he introduced each, she walked up, giving them a hug. Each surprised her by removing a piece of clothing during the hug.

      By the time it was done, she was standing in a sea of men, the only one naked. Blakely loved the memory of being like this at the college parties. Wanted to remain naked. “Let’s get something to drink. Did you guys bring anything?”

      One man reached into his suitcase, pulled it open for her. Seemed like an entire bar’s worth of liquor was inside. “Pick your poison,” he chuckled.

      “Normally I do gin & tonic, but I think Jameson rocks would be best for tonight. Make it a double.”

      That brought the room to roaring. ‘You’re gonna need it.’ ‘Better double the double.’

      As she milled through the men standing around, each took a chance to touch her, to fondle her breasts, to trace her back, feeling her rear.

      “You some handsome woman, Blakes,” one said. “Work out a lot?”

      She nodded, then looked around the room. “I prefer my workouts to be more… hand’s on.”

      That was the end of the drinking. A guy picked her up, flinging her on the bed. And they were on her. For the next two hours, there was seldom a moment when she didn’t have a cock in one of her openings. Often three at once.

      Darius had clearly told them what she liked back in college, giving her plenty of opportunity to be spitroasted and double penetrated, even triple played. By the time they were done with her the next morning, she could barely walk, had barely slept.

      When she got back in her car, pulling her phone out of her purse, she glanced at a string of messages from Gavin. Only the last one really mattered.

      
        
          
            
              
        [Gavin]: Hope you got what you wanted.

      

      

      

      

      

      Blakely immediately texted him when she got in the car to no reply. She no longer cared. The debauchery of the night had blown that fire of lust back to a bonfire. She wanted even more.
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      As soon as she got home Tuesday morning, she hopped into bed, needing a rest. Every opening was sore, but she settled under the warm comforter, still feeling the memory of cumming constantly. She felt fantastic. Her body hummed with the aftermath of the cock-storm.

      Before she could get to sleep, her Master spoke to her.

      ‘Come to me this morning. I have prepared something special.’

      “I need to sleep for a bit, milord. Not sure I could keep my eyes open for a long session.”

      ‘You will be ready soon. Sleep for now. Then prepare yourself.’

      She nodded her acceptance as sleep finally took her.

      When she awoke mid-morning, she grabbed her phone, hoping for a reply from Gavin. Nothing came. She wondered briefly if she had made the ultimate mistake in a long line over the last three weeks.

      Blakely laid in bed, thinking about Gavin. He had been everything to her for so long that his departure left a vacuum no amount of physical pleasure could fill. Staring at her phone, her hope for a text or call or email had finally been dashed. Fear gripped her soul as she stared at the empty screen.

      How could she have done that? Thrown him out so carelessly. Because of a demon in a mirror? She wondered if she would ever see her husband again. Lying her head back on the pillow, despair seemed her only companion.

      ‘Come to me, fair Blakely. I have much pleasure to show you.’

      All her despair burst like a balloon too full of nothingness. Desire for more sensual pleasure was all that remained. She needed to get busy. It was nearly noon.

      The ritual had become second nature now. Ring in the dish. Then a shower, carefully scrubbing her sex and ass. After the way they had abused both openings last night, she was a little tender to the touch. Finally, she shaved her pubic hair.

      Blakely looked at herself in the bathroom mirror. Her nipples were a little redder than usual after being repeatedly abused overnight. Otherwise, she was ready to play.

      Something else caught her attention. The growing darkness under her eyes. It was exhaustion; she told herself. Just need some sleep. But she feared it was more than that; a growing darkness inside, now etched on her face. The monster she feared she would become in college, that caused her to flee for State U and a new life, had been fully unleashed. She had become that monster, saw it in those dark rings, betraying the darkness growing just as strong as her lust. It needed to be fed. She shuddered at what this meant for her and Gavin.

      An impulse from her Master told her it was time. Trying to shake off all those murky thoughts, she turned to the mirror, and her Master. She was ready.

      Standing in front of the mirror, Blakely eagerly waited for what her Master offered.

      “I am ready, milord.”
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        * * *

      

      A flash of bright light blinded her momentarily. As she recovered, the shimmering mirror coalesced into an all-urban view. Though not modern urban. No cars on the roads, but lots of carriages pulled by horses. There seemed to be thousands of horses and carriages crowded along the busy city streets. Every man walking had on a suit. Oddly, there were very few women walking around.

      It was a major city. New York or Chicago, maybe. As the vision flowed down one street, she recognized the place as the image flowed over the landscape. It was Union Square. She and Gavin had vacationed in New York City several times, attending Broadway shows. They loved the vibe of the area, always staying at a small Chelsea inn.

      The image flowed down the thoroughfare, into a large building, then into a broad open room on the 3rd floor. Blakely could only smile. The room was full of bodies. Naked bodies. Every form of intercourse imaginable was already taking place. She had never seen an orgy before, but this was surely one.

      “Dagon, there you are!” Blakely heard from across the room. “What took you so long to get here? I’ve been holding off every cock-of-the-walk to save this one for you and your party. She’s going to come apart if someone doesn’t get busy.”

      Blakely turned toward the voice. There he was. Her Master. His black hair flowing just below his ears. A top hat accented the thin mustache that came to a curious point at each end. Some kind of fashion of the day, she thought, seeing several men with the same facial hair. His black frock coat accented with pinstriped pants and pointed leather shoes made him look very much a gentleman of the 19th century. And obviously wealthy. She wondered if this was his building.

      Dagon glanced around the room, examining the action. “Light turnout this session, Manfred.”

      “True, Sir. The Orange Riots between the Irish immigrants have caused people to stay at home. Lots of mean-spirited people looking for someone to hit. The important ones are here, though. THE most important one, of course, is over there.”

      He used his hand in a sweeping gesture toward the corner of the room, where she saw a woman strapped to a short table. Her wrists were bound to the front legs, her face near the edge. Her legs hung over the opposite end, tied to the back legs near the floor. This position, with her ass in the air and legs spread wide, left her vulnerable to whatever anyone wanted to do.

      No matter how many times she takes part in her Master’s visions, seeing herself inside the vision always caught her by surprise as the woman turned her head toward the gentlemen walking toward her. It was her. Blakely was the woman on the table.

      Another flash of light and she could feel the weight of her body on the table. The soreness of her legs bound in this position for too long. The pressure of her breasts pillowed out on the tabletop. She had become the naked woman looking out at the crowd.

      “Please, someone fuck me!” Blakely cried out from the table. “What are you waiting for?” She felt jittery with need, even more than her usual. She must have taken something. Now she remembered the cocaine. Manfred had given her a dose before they tied her to the table.

      “Silence,” a man said behind her, as a belt creased her ass, causing her to shriek. “We don’t want to hear a word out of your mouth, slut! You are here only to get fucked.”

      More strikes followed, morphing her cries into moans of pleasure. She shook her ass to the room, wanting more. A roar of laughter rose from the onlookers.

      Dagon stepped in front of her. Kneeling, his face was in front of her. “Fair Blakely, always eager for another cock… and more. You will get that this evening. Everything you want.”

      Standing up, he pulled his cock out, shoving it down her throat. Blakely almost came as the pleasure of touching his shaft again coursed through her body. Everything that had happened, the sourness of her time with Aaron, her split with Gavin, all fell away as Dagon used her mouth aggressively. Such ecstasy!

      Just as she relished the feel of her Master in her mouth, another cock entered her sex. She came with an explosion that withered her insides. This was not a slow-building release that took its time. Her slippery sex gobbled the shaft hungrily. Her release expanded from his entry as if he was shooting the pleasure up her snatch with a hose. A long, gurgling wail rose from around the cock, using her mouth. The shock of the power left her quivering with heat as she ground her sex back to the cock below, wanting more.

      Suddenly, a sharp crease of pain slashed across her back just at the start of the climax. You’d have thought this was the greatest pleasure of her life. She cried out with the unstoppable orgasm that blossomed inside, filling her every cell. She writhed under the three-pronged assault of mouth, sex, and pain.

      That was just the beginning. Cock after cock found both holes below, eager to receive more. In between men inside her, every form of torment they could find flew against her skin. Belts, paddles, whips, rods. She couldn’t get enough, crying out to be fucked again.

      Soon, the entire room surrounded this one woman, out of her mind with the pleasure/pain taking her down an ever-darker path. She didn’t care. Mewling, moaning, crying out with a harsh strike. She could not get enough. Every time a cock would pull out of her, she would whimper for its return, even as the slashing scraped her skin raw.

      The familiar floating arrived; an out-of-body experience she had felt every time Master took her into a vision. The cycling between severe pain and indescribable pleasure left her drifting… sailing along the river of physical sensations. She could not find herself, only the sensations.

      Abruptly, everything stopped. The whips pulled back; cocks fell away from her pleasure. “No, no,” Blakely cried out. “Please, don’t stop. I need more.”

      Dagon kneeled right in front of her again. Gripping her chin in his hand, he pulled her back to the reality of being on the table, back to Him. His eyes were back to blazing red, burning bright, boring into her very soul.

      “You and I have some unfinished business, Blakely. In all my years, I have never met a woman with more capacity than you. Almost as much as mine. You are going to join me here forever. Nothing but endless pleasure all the time. No family, no food, no job. No need for anything but pleasure. I can show you limitless new variations to feed your needs.”

      “Please Master, take me.” Blakely said on the table, groaning loudly as the fucking began again. But the words coming out made Dagon smile. “I am yours, my lord, anytime you want me. I am yours.”

      The intensity returned as cocks took her even harder than before. The whipping left her gasping with the pain, yet the unbelievable floating pleasure from the combination filled her with a fathomless joy.

      I am yours… I am yours… I am yours…
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      Blakely woke on the floor, remembering every word. She knew in her heart she meant it; wanted to join him.

      But her body was still on fire. Even over the last few weeks, she had felt nothing like this. All the playing of the week had left her quivering as the need grew stronger. But now… the monster was fully out of the cage! As they took her on the table, she could feel it breaking loose, finally giving in at the explosion of raw pleasure pushed away all restraint. She had truly become the girl that would do anything!

      Blakely needed to be fed. Her lust was now out of control. Lying back on the floor, memories of the pleasure coursing through her body, a slice of pain ran up her leg. In a flash, she was off the floor, looking at herself in the mirror. A thin line of red ran down the back of her calf. You could barely see it, but it hurt like hell.

      ‘You are mine, fair Blakely. Of that I am now certain.’

      Blakely shuddered, feeling his words sink to wrap an iron grip around her heart.

      ‘We left you with a souvenir to remember us by.’

      She looked back at the crease of red, already fading. The shuddering grew worse as she realized what this means, fear now finding its form again. Blakely always wondered how he could own her. He was in there; I was out here. Now she understood. After England and now this, her Master had a way of pulling her inside. The things happening in there were coming real for her. She looked at the crease on her leg. Blakely had actually been inside, just as he had promised.

      ‘Return to your college friend tomorrow night. Get as much pleasure as you can. Find your boytoy. On Thursday, you will return to me. We will join in our final transition.’

      “Yes, milord.”

      That was not even close to a difficult instruction to follow. Her ravenous desire would not loosen its grip. Worried about the crease on her leg, she looked down. It was nearly gone.

      Her first text was to Aaron. He could be there at 6 o’clock. ‘Want to spend the night?’ she asked. ‘Yes,’ the excited reply.

      Her next text was to Darius. His reply came back quickly.

      
        
          
            
              
        [Blakely]: Can you move your hotwife to another night?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Darius]: Who do you have in mind to take her place? <smiley face>

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Blakely]: I have an old friend in mind.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Darius]: That old friend have a number in mind?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Blakely]: She remembers a time when 8 were too much. She would like to test that limit again.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Darius]: We can do that. Will be back with instructions.

      

      

      

      

      

      By the time she showered, Aaron was already in her bed, ready to play. They humped all night in front of the mirror. Aaron couldn’t believe the hunger for more. Every time he would cum, she would give him a moment after her display time in front of the mirror, then she would have him in her mouth, ready for another round.

      Even a young stud has limits. Late in the night, after his fourth release, he protested her trying to restart, and they fell asleep buried in each other’s arms.
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        * * *

      

      Red eyes blazed in front of her as the memory of being taken and whipped on the table filled her dreams. Those eyes mesmerized her. She could not shake how important they were as she moaned in one climax after another.

      Blakely turned her head to see him again. He was standing over her, a wicked smile on his face, a knife held in his hand. ‘You are mine forever.’

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      She startled awake, looking at the clock. It was only 5:30. What had that dream meant, Dagon claiming to be his forever and holding that knife? She knew dreams were often windows to understanding. The brains attempt to piece together disparate information. She simply couldn’t make the connection. Why would he need a knife to claim her forever?

      Blakely wished Gavin was here to talk to. How could she face him now? With all she’d done this week, all the men. And more coming tonight?

      Lying back in the bed, feeling Aaron’s warm body. Shame filled her. She carefully got out of bed to make sure she did not wake him, walking down to the kitchen dressed only in a bathrobe.

      That shame blossomed to full out sorrow of the mess she had created. Unable to stop, yet afraid to go on, she cried and cried. The compulsion to return to the mirror pushed at her unrelentingly.

      Blakely tip-toed back to the bedroom, grabbing her phone. She sent a series of texts to Gavin, begging him to call or text her back. Nothing came. The crying grew worse now. She went into the family room, sitting on the worn sofa that had provided so much fun for their kids, just so Aaron wouldn’t hear her crying. Was she really willing to give herself to Dagon, leaving her husband forever?

      The only thing she knew for certain was the significance of Thursday. That was the day before Gavin’s return. Dagon knew a showdown was coming on his Friday return. Something about his doing research and knowing how to kill an incubus. He had to take whatever action he planned for her before Gavin’s return.

      Aaron startled her out of her misery, walking down the steps, his cock already hard and ready. The lust surged inside Blakely once again, but she didn’t want to walk back upstairs. She had him sit on the sofa as she straddled his lap, lowering herself on his wondrous rod.

      He tried to move forcefully upward. She controlled her hips, slowing him down. This was not the frantic pounding of last night. Blakely wanted to thank him for what he had done. Somehow, she knew this would be their last time. She lingered, her lips finding his.

      Aaron responded with all the tenderness they both felt for each other. They made love together on that sofa, slowly, sensuously, finding a thread of emotion that had grown over the last three weeks. Neither of them thought of the future, or relationships, or demons. This was just them, tender and loving.

      They came together, not in a fiery explosion of passion. Instead, and they both seemed to know this may be their last time together. A sad farewell to the love they had shared, but may not share again.

      She rolled off him, cuddling close beside him on the sofa. The compulsion to run upstairs for the display was so strong it made her cringe, yet she held back, wanting to share this tender moment with her young neighbor.

      “Thank you, my friend,” she said. “You have been a great lover, and understanding about all the nonsense with the mirror.” Her tone was sad, final.

      “Are we never going to be together again?” Aaron asked. His own sadness now welling in growing tears.

      “The future has become so opaque to me, especially with my relationship with Gavin now in jeopardy. We need to let things cool for a while. See where things go. The answer is a firm ‘maybe’,” she grinned, unwilling to close the door completely.

      Aaron simply nodded, walking back up the stairs. Moments later, he returned, fully dressed. They hugged at the door.

      “Think about me occasionally,” she said, giving him a kiss on the cheek.

      He roared with laughter. “Now, you’re just joking with me. Forget you? THAT will never happen. You have my number. Text me if you ever change your mind.”

      Aaron looked back at her one last time before walking out the door, closing it softly behind him.

      Blakely sat back on the sofa, tightly wrapping her robe around her for solace, then started crying again. How could I have screwed everything up this badly, this quickly?

      Gavin abruptly came to mind. She walked back upstairs to find her phone, typing a quick text.

      
        
          
            
              
        [Blakely]: Thank you, my love, I understand now.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Blakely]: I got it out of my system. I just wish you were here so I could say goodbye.
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        * * *

      

      The rest of the day, she hung around the house, everywhere but in the bedroom. Her phone was never more than a few inches from her hand, in case Gavin tried to call or text. He never did.

      But by that evening, she could no longer hold back the flame that still burned like a never-ending torch. At 7 o’clock, as agreed, she was tapping on the door of a suite at the Ambassador Hotel.

      Opening the door was Oscar, who had been her host for the first session on Monday. Seven more men stood in the living room of the suite, looking at her. All were large black men, hungry for a piece of her. But there was something different about this group. It was in the faces. These were hard faces, demanding. Darius was not one of them.

      “Welcome back, Blakes. We are sure happy to have you join us again, and so soon! Darius extends his regrets. He had a scheduling conflict with the city. Will join later if he can get away.”

      Blakely could only nod her acceptance.

      “And this is also a very different group Darius has arranged for you overnight. You have elected a ‘free use’ night, where we get to do whatever we want with you.”

      She shuddered in place, nodding again.

      “Please do not nod, Blakes. We need verbal agreement to all commands, understood?”

      She almost nodded again, then smiled. “Yes, I understand.”

      “Once we begin,” Oscar continued, “you will address each of us as Sir, acknowledging your acceptance of every command with a ‘Yes, Sir’. Is that understood?”

      “Yes, Sir,” she smiled again, giving a mock military salute with a snapping of straight fingers on her forehead.

      “Do you remember your safeword?”

      “Yes, Sir. ‘Red’.”

      “That is correct. Use it if things ever seem out of control, or you feel we are going too far. But use it wisely. Once you say the safeword, all play will stop for the rest of the night. We will pack up and go home. Is that clear?”

      “Yes, Sir,” she said again, but with none of the humor of before. This had all become very serious suddenly as she trembled before these large men…. she the only woman. Blakely could feel the rising sexual tension in the room. Their desire for her.

      The largest man in the room, a guy she would later learn was named Kenny, barked for her to get her clothes off. As she hung up her coat, slowly removing her clothing, she examined each.

      Kenny looked like an NFL linebacker. Deep into six-feet, with monstrous arms and chest, his milk chocolate skin contrasted with his spiky hair that stuck out like she had seen NBA players wear. She just knew this package came with a very large tool to match.

      Trayce was even taller than Kenny, but thin, with African dark skin. He had a predatory look about him that told her his demands were going to be tougher than the rest.

      Rylar was shorter, barely six-feet, built like a bull. He had already started taking his clothes off, revealing one of the largest cocks she had ever seen. Wide and long. Jesus… she wondered if that thing would even fit inside her.

      Andre was the lightest skinned of the group, almost white. He had dyed his hair blond to finish the look. He was big like Kenny, but didn’t have that muscular edge. He may have played football when he was young, but he had not kept his physique the way Kenny had done.

      The other three guys never introduced themselves. It was as if they were last minute add-ons to get the number to her required eight.

      By the time her clothing sat in a pile on the floor near the door, they were on her. They ordered her to the floor, to suck every cock, to start. Then they had her in every position in every part of the suite. On the bed, across the sofa, held between two of them as another sawed into her.

      At no time, for the rest of the night, did she have a moment without a dick in her or being touched by her. They INSISTED! After the first three-way of a man in every hole, she could not stop wanting more. The cumming started early and continued often throughout the night.

      At one point, they decided a break was needed, though not for her. They had her kneel on the coffee table, holding her sex open for their visual pleasure while they chatted and drank. Every once in a while, one of them… Rylar, she thought, but could not remember… would lean over, stabbing her clit with his tongue until she quivered, almost ready. But before she could cum, he would pull back.

      The third time this happened, she groaned with the frustration as the room burst with laughter. Kenny picked her up, carrying her to the bed, positioning her on hands and knees. Then they ran a train on her. One after the other, slamming into her with all the force they had. She cried out with each release, going deeper into the desire as the night progressed.

      They were not gentle, pinching, pulling and groping her breasts roughly. She loved that part, thrusting her chest out whenever one of them wanted to abuse them!

      The highlight of the night was when Rylar got on his back. They picked her up, forcing her down on his log. One man after the other switched off between her other two holes until she had cum so often she felt those releases in every cell.

      Rylar had incredible longevity. He just laid still until all the others had their turn. Then he swapped places, Blakely on her back, while he viciously pumped away, using that log to split her wide open. The cumming wouldn’t stop!

      Rylar went on and on, a machine pounding into her. She had never been filled like this before, wrapping her legs around him, pumping her hips as her cries of release came long, hard, and frequently. When she got so loud they thought hotel management would be called, they pulled her panties off the pile, stuffing them in her mouth.

      In the middle of the night, she collapsed on the bed, unable to continue. All attempts at revival failed.

      Darius woke her around 6, lying in bed next to her. His naked frame, so familiar, yet so new, pulled her tight. The other guys had gone. The next hour was just the two of them, finding the joy of the relationship they once had… renewed for the future.

      Blakely could not believe how much she missed his touch, his cock, his skill. Even though she was a little sore, she could not help herself, encouraging him to do whatever he wanted. It wouldn’t have mattered, anyway. One hallmark of their relationship had always been his complete dominance of her. Whatever he wanted to do, he did… and she willingly went along.

      She loved giving up all responsibility. The orgasms he brought out of her were unlike anyone else, even her beloved Gavin. Powerful and relentless.

      But even her desire for Darius could not push past her physical limits. Blakely was already past exhaustion. Darius knew it, allowing her to fall back asleep as he held her in his arms. Both of them hoped this would not be the last time they could share a moment like this.
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        * * *

      

      By the time she got home late Thursday morning, Blakely worried her Master would be angry with her late arrival. He had big plans for Thursday; he had said. Yet he did not react.

      She looked at the mirror on the way into the bedroom. Spending an entire night being fucked had partially sated her bottomless desire. It was still there, a pilot light ready to spark that furnace back to full blaze, but nothing could disturb the glow she felt. The calmness.

      Something had happened between her and Darius. Something more than they ever had in college. She felt it in every touch as they made love. This was different. They were making love, unlike the fucking of the previous night. Blakely wondered where this would go, what Gavin would say if she asked to have him as a regular partner.

      ‘Come back to me, fair Blakely. This is our big day.’

      “Yes, Master. Let me get a shower. I am messy from last night.”

      She hopped in, cleaning herself as quickly as she could, shaving her mons again. The uncertainty of what was to come still filled her, but the fear was gone. She had accepted her fate. As the saying goes, she made this bed. Now she had to lie in it.

      As she stood in front of the bathroom mirror, brushing her hair, she finally understood what Gavin had meant. She needed to get it out of her system, her husband has said. Somehow, she understood she had. She had sated the frantic draw to the pleasure after all the play inside and outside of the mirror over the last few days and weeks.

      Blakely knew if she did not enter the mirror for good today, that her time as it’s slave was over. Real life had finally won.

      ‘Come to me, fair Blakely. We have our destiny to meet.’

      She shuddered a little, not knowing exactly what that meant, but stepped in front of the mirror anyway, her breasts quivering with the desire. She wondered if she would ever come back out again.
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            SYRACUSE NY, 1888

          

        

      

    

    
      The brilliant flash of light blinded her. As she recovered, snow drifted over the ground as the vision swept through tree-lined streets. Victorian homes filled both sides of the block as the image moved toward one stately mansion. She could see a tower down the avenue. She recognized it immediately. The red stone Victorian building that is the unmistakable center of Syracuse University, even to this day. Famously in every picture of the school.

      Blakely did not have time to linger on the image. The vision flowed easily through the door, slowly up the long staircase to a bedroom on the second floor.

      On the bed, she could see Dagon taking it to some woman, eagerly hammering his cock into her barely moving frame. The cries of pleasure seemed weaker than her own when Dagon used her in the same way. She expected to see her face on the bed, but it wasn’t her. She was younger, maybe mid-30s. Her face was ashen. Blakely could sense something different about her. Dagon tied her to the pleasure in the same way, but she now seemed unable to gather herself. As if he had drained her of all energy.

      Dagon twisted his head toward Blakely. He did not slow his hammering of the woman on the bed. “This is why I need you. To replace her. Cecelia has given all she has to give.”

      Another flash of light filled the image. Blakely gasped as her perspective changed, staring upward at the ceiling, looking at Dagon. Then she felt her own energy sag, collapsing to the bed. She had become the woman, feeling Dagon taking her.

      The joy of having him inside her again felt the same, only something was wrong. She could barely raise her head. Maybe it was all the sex she’d had with the group last night, or the combination of the two groups and Aaron in three days, but she could barely hold her head up, or keep her hips moving with her Master.

      She cried out as the latest orgasm ripped through her. It was almost painful, as if it was tearing something away.

      Suddenly, a man came into the room. Dressed in the formal suit of the day, a professorial beard. The man had a handful of a white powder, sprinkling it on the floor. This seemed to complete something, because Blakely felt a surge of power fill the room, encircling the bed.

      Blakely screamed, realizing abruptly that the man was the woman’s husband.

      “Not sure who you are,” the man said, “but you have come to the wrong house. This magic circle will not allow you to leave that bed.”

      Dagon looked up at the professor, a smirk on his face. He dismounted Blakely, but the circle around the bed had created a barrier. He could not get off the bed, though the demon didn’t seem to care.

      “You are an incubus, are you not?” the professor said. “I have never met one, but Hoffenstein had been up against one several times around Oxford. Maybe you, for all I know. Luckily, he taught me how to handle your kind. You have fed on your last human female.”

      The professor pulled a stone out of his pocket, a gem of some reddish crystal. Holding it close to his mouth as he whispered slowly into the stone, it glowed with a soft light as he placed it carefully on the fresh pile of salt he had used to close the circle.

      Blakely felt the room quiver as soon as the stone touched the powder. Shuddering at the sudden pressure closing in on her, Blakely could not move. It would not have mattered, anyway. After being so active over the last few days, she had no energy left. She could hardly hold her head up.

      Dagon smirked at the professor again, threatening to kill Blakely if he didn’t let him go, but there was something in his demeanor, as if he was acting in a play, fulfilling the required lines. He knew what the professor was doing, and why.

      “Judging by her condition, I doubt she would have survived the morning with you, anyway.” The professor turned toward the mirror, continuing to speak. “I’m sorry, my dear, I understand what he has done, that you had no power to resist this beast. He sealed your fate when you first encountered him on the boat.”

      A flash of the woman’s memory filled Blakely, of meeting Dagon on an ocean liner crossing the Atlantic, of a passionate tryst one afternoon on the ship. “Yes,” the professor chuckled. “I knew she had taken a lover then. You think a husband wouldn’t recognize that his wife had been sexually active all afternoon? Not too bright, are you? Coming back for second helpings was especially stupid. Thought you incubi were supposed to be long-lived… how old are you, by the way? Just curious.”

      Dagon stood proudly. “I was born during the Roman empire. My father fought with Emperor Valens against the Goths. I was a Tribune under…”

      The professor gasped, another chuckle out of his lips, shaking his head. “That’s enough,” he interrupted, raising his hand for him to stop. “I was just curious how someone who has lived as long as you would fall so easily into this trap. Professor Hoffenstein told me the incubi he chased eluded him multiple times. I guess Herr Hoffenstein didn’t have a beautiful young wife to use for bait! But enough talking, it is time for you to go before you do anymore damage… to anyone, ever again.”

      The professor waved his hands at the mirror several more times, in a specific pattern. Blakely could only stare at his actions, dread growing. This was when she would join with Dagon, knew it to her very bones. The lettering she recognized, that formed a circle around the front of the mirror, glowed with a soft light.

      Holding a piece of paper up with the same writing as the mirror, the professor read in a strange, but lyrical language straight off the paper. Slowly, but methodically, he repeated the phrase like a magic spell.

      The professor’s words filled the room. A chant repeated over and over. Dagon doubled his effort, returning to slamming into her.

      Blakely felt an odd atmosphere around her, different from where she was. She sensed herself in the real world. She had merged again to be in both places at once. In her own bedroom, Blakely collapsed to the floor, feeling weaker every minute.

      Pulling a knife out from under the pillow, Dagon taunted the professor. “You’re too late, Professor Peck. I will have my replacement ready even before you can finish the spell. Your wife was mine as soon as we met on the trip across from England. You just didn’t know it yet.”

      As her master’s eyes glowed his evil red, a wicked smile looked down on her. “Thank you Blakely. You have been an enjoyable partner while I made my preparations. Now, it is time for me to escape… and you to die.”

      Dagon cackled madly as he pulled the knife up to Blakely’s throat. She could barely hold her head up to watch her own death.
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            CRASH!

          

        

      

    

    
      Just as Dagon pulled his knife up to slash her throat, she saw Gavin burst into their bedroom, a large hammer in his hand. Hauling his powerful arm back, he took one swipe at the center. A shocked Dagon looked suddenly at the shards of himself splitting apart. Gavin did not stop. Smash after smash, he pulverized every part of the mirror.

      “I warned you, you motherfucker, that I would be back,” Gavin yelled at the mirror. “Welcome to oblivion!”

      Blakely could hear Dagon screaming in pain, as if his own life were being stolen away.

      ‘You,’ the demon could barely get out, until he went silent.

      By the time Gavin finished, there was nothing left but piles of shattered glass all over the floor or still attached to the frame. Not even enough to get a reflection.

      Gavin dropped the hammer, reaching for Blakely on the floor, hoping he wasn’t too late. She was barely breathing as he gave his plea to God for help. “Please, my love. Come back to me. Don’t let him take you.”

      Her head turned slowly, as if seeing him for the first time. “Gavin…” she said weakly, then she passed out.

      Gavin leaned down to make sure she was still breathing. He was so afraid he would be too late. Picking her up, he laid her on the bed. Tears fell as he stroked his wife’s naked form, still breathing, but dead to the world.

      He leaned over, taking her head in his enormous hands. “Please, come back to me.” He was crying like a baby. Everything that meant anything to him was lying on that bed, struggling for life.
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        * * *

      

      Blakely woke several hours later. Gavin had gone downstairs to get some water. When he came back up, she was staring at him. He ran across to the bed. Sweeping her in his arms. She was so weak she could barely raise her arms.

      “Stay still, Blakely. Rest. You will need some time to recover. The book said the women recovered, but it would take time, depending on how much life force the incubus had drained from them.”

      She leaned back on the pillow, tears running down her face. “You knew what he was going to do?”

      “I’m so sorry, babe. I knew what he was trying to do, but didn’t find out how until last night. Then you sent that text about saying goodbye and I knew that today was the day. The first flight home didn’t get me into town until noon. Fuck… I can’t believe it. I was almost too late.”

      He said that to himself. She was already gone again.

      Four hours later, the sun long gone at the end of a cold winter day, Blakely opened her eyes again. Gavin was sitting on the chair, his tablet in his hand, reading. As soon as he noticed her movement, he was back to sit on the bed, stroking her hair.

      “How’re you feeling? Better?”

      She nodded, looking at him with such love they were both in tears. “You came back for me… after what I did?”

      “I would never abandon you. You are the joy of my life. I don’t surrender that to any man, much less a demon.”

      Blakely was sobbing now, all the tension of the last few weeks finding a release. Gavin tried to be manly but could not help himself, tears falling just as heavily. He leaned down, hugging her as they cried.

      “Oh my love, please forgive me,” he said. “I should have known sooner, been able to help you in your struggles with him. I was so blinded by my excitement at your playing with Aaron, I didn’t look to see what had caused this radical change in behavior.”

      He looked over at the floor, at the broken shards on the floor, a hard cast to his face. “He won’t be bothering you anymore.”

      “How did you know? To come back?” She asked.

      “Rest, now… We’ll have plenty of time to talk.”

      He pushed her back, head onto the pillow. She was asleep as soon as it found the soft cushion.
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        * * *

      

      Gavin had gone down to get something to eat, in case she woke up. Fixed himself a drink while he was at it. It was well past 11 o’clock. When he returned, Blakely was sitting on the edge of the bed, feet on the floor, drinking the water he had left on the nightstand.

      “Feeling better?” He asked, taking her in his arms.

      “Surprisingly… feel pretty good. Rested. He has been in my dreams so much over the last three weeks that I never really got much sleep.”

      “Hungry?”

      She nodded, taking the peanut butter & jelly sandwiches off the plate. It was a favorite of hers and he thought they would be easy to digest if she continued to feel weak.

      Blakely looked up at her husband, a renewed love for him that seemed to have struggled recently. No more.

      “Thank you, Gavin. You saved my life. I was so weak on the bed I could not stop him. He had a knife to my throat just as you smashed the mirror.”

      “I didn’t know how he would do it, but knew he had to take your life just at the moment of transit. The book said he needed you to come across to swap your life for his, to break the spell.”

      “How did you know? To come back… break the glass?”

      “I didn’t know about the glass… exactly. But when I walked in, seeing your deathly color on the floor… I wasn’t going to let that fucker take you from me. My hammer was smashing before I could even think about the consequences.”

      Gavin shook his head; now thankful his instinct had been right. “The book said there was a risk that smashing the mirror would release the demon. I came prepared just in case he appeared in front of us.” Gavin pointed to the floor by the door. A 10-inch Bowie Knife laid on the floor. “Bought it from one of our vendor stores the day I left. I was not sure whether I would need it when I returned home. An incubus heals quickly, especially after having their life force renewed by women. But nobody recovers from having their head cut-off.”

      “And you knew that how?” The surprise grin on her face told him they needed to talk.

      “Let’s go down to sit comfortably on the sofa. That discussion may take a while.”

      He helped her up, wrapping a warm robe around her. He was still in his street clothes. On the way to the sofa, he grabbed the bottle of Jameson and two tumblers. One fortunate outcome of her adventures is that she now seemed to enjoy whiskey.

      “After you told me about the visions and what happened in them, I began some research of my own,” he started. Then he told her what had happened.

      First, he went after the term incubus and incubi, trying to learn all he could. There was a lot online. Different types, what they feed on. Amazing amount, really. Some cultures believed their seed gave us witches and demons.

      Then, he went after more specific recommendations on how to kill them. Turns out, they are normal humans. A simple stab to the heart would do it, or cutting off the air until dead. The difference was they healed quickly. Your Dagon fed off the life force of women. If injured, he could make it with a few women and be good as new.

      Luckily, the women seemed to recover after being used in that way. Unluckily, sometimes the incubus got carried away, would take so much of the woman’s life, there was nothing left. Probably why he had to move around so much.

      Somewhere in that research, he found a reference to mirror spells and how they could trap this type of demon. He found it in the newly digitized archives of the Syracuse University library, written by one of the world’s leading experts on demons, a Professor Peck.

      Blakely gasped. The professor in the vision. She told Gavin what had happened in the bedroom with the professor. About his wife, the bed with the salt circle. The red stone that unleashed some kind of power. About the writing on the mirror frame glowing. The professor chanting something in a language she did not know.

      “Sumerian,” Gavin cut in. “The writing on the frame was Sumerian.” Blakely nodded. She had figured that out in her own research.

      “Those Sumerians knew their monsters,” Gavin chuckled. “Had a lot of them in their mythology, but they appeared to be a practical people as well. Developed techniques for controlling and killing them. The Professor discovered them in his own research. Though since mirrors, as we know them at least, weren’t invented until the 12th century, not sure how the professor figured out it would work as a trap. He didn’t say.”

      Gavin continued his story. In those newly digitized archives, Gavin found his treatise on the subject, from 1890. It was hard to read. The professor couched all his language in theoretical mumbo-jumbo, theorized about that spell, this method to trap. Gavin could tell the Professor tried to convey the trappings of scholarship. He talked about a story the professor had ‘heard’ of a mirror being used to trap an incubus demon in 1888.

      Something just clicked in his head, Gavin told Blakely. He wondered if the professor was not speaking theoretically at all. That this had really happened and that our mirror was the actual one holding the demon.

      Reading further, I found a footnote. The professor theorized that after trapping the demon in the mirror, you could either destroy the demon by smashing the mirror, or, doing so, could release the spell, allowing the demon to escape. The professor stressed several times that this was theoretical. He did not have the courage to test either hypothesis for fear it would release the demon from its prison.

      Next, he went after the mirror itself. You’ll be surprised how much information is available about really old furniture, he told her. He called Baranski to ask about the mirror. He seemed very nervous to talk to him about it, but Gavin assured him the research nature of the project, he gave several names to call.

      They were very cooperative. He traced it from the manufacturer to a warehouse in New York. The pieces had all come together. He grew more confident this was not only a mirror from Howard & Sons of London, from 1880, but THE mirror holding the demon.

      He even found a weird story of a woman who had killed herself standing in front of a mirror in Binghamton, NY. Apparently plunged a knife directly into her own heart. They almost charged the husband, but it turned out he was with a crew on a road job at the time, couldn’t have done it. Still, the husband claimed the mirror made her do it.

      “Guess where the last store sale for our mirror was, before Baranski’s?” Gavin said, a smile on his face.

      “Binghamton.”

      “This had to be the one,” he went on. “I discovered this crucial piece of information last night. And with that text you sent to say goodbye, I knew he planned to act the next day. I was too late to catch a plane out. Was on the first one home the next morning.” He looked at her with such a pain of regret, she blanched. “I should have tried to call, but wasn’t sure you would have talked to me, anyway.”

      She blanched, knowing she would have been in the middle of the group all night. She wouldn’t have been able to answer the phone, even if he had called.

      He gripped her in his powerful arms, holding her tight. “I am so sorry, Blakely, that I didn’t figure it out sooner. And that I forced you to make that decision about touching. I knew even then you had no choice. Wasn’t happy about it, but I hold no grudge. The demon was pushing you. I know that now.”

      Her tears flowed again as they held each other. Like survivors of a plane crash or a boating accident, they were both just happy to be alive.

      Gavin smiled, standing up. “I think we need to take care of one important matter before it’s too late.”

      He led her by the hand toward the stairs, grabbing a saltshaker from the kitchen on the way. They both stood above the broken glass of the mirror, spread all over the floor. Gavin held the saltshaker in his right hand, shaking the salt over his left shoulder. He handed it to Blakely to do the same.

      “Make sure you do it over the left shoulder.” She seemed confused, but did it anyway.

      “Hey, just our luck. We would finally get rid of the fucking demon only to have the bad luck of breaking the mirror kill us!”

      That got them both laughing as they fell into bed, holding each other fiercely.
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            EVERYTHING CHANGES

          

        

      

    

    
      The next morning, they made love. It felt like their first time. And it was… in a sense. A renewal of their love for each other. They went downstairs for breakfast, being careful to avoid the glass still on the floor. They avoided returning to the bedroom, and the shards of glass that remained, for as long as they could.

      All day Friday, they continued to talk. She explained the different visions Dagon had fed her. How important, in retrospect, the sequence of those visions turned out to be.

      Then it came time for her confessions. About her contacting Darius on Monday, spending the night with his group. Her return Wednesday night for more, with Aaron in between. How sorry she was for doing it without his knowledge, or even discussing it. Gavin could only stare at her. His expression one of disbelief at what he was hearing.

      In the middle of the discussion about the Wednesday night group, Blakely went silent, memories filling her. “Oh my God… I just figured it out. It was Dagon. He wanted to hurt you and knew that Darius was a man in my past I really liked. It was the night you taunted him, then stayed in the hotel. I dreamed all night about Darius. The next morning, Dagon told me to call him.” She looked up at Gavin, embarrassed about what she had done. “So I did.”

      “How was it?” Gavin asked nervously.

      She stood up, walking across the room, not wanting to face him. The power of those sessions still filled her, merging with the memories of the cock-storms of college. How could she ever face her beloved again? She had blown apart every vow she had made, to him AND to herself.

      The truth settled in for an unwelcome stay. Even though the demon was gone, the damage was done. Dagon’s pushing, and visions, had released the monster of her need. It would not go back down so easily.

      Gavin got up, standing behind, wrapping his arms around her chest. “You’ve been through a lot, babe. He pushed a lot of buttons that you’re now struggling with. Not sure how to…”

      “No,” she interrupted, pulling away. She still couldn’t face him. “Don’t you see? Dagon was just the trigger. He said it once in a vision, that he had never met a woman with more capacity for desire than him.”

      “He was just saying that to move you closer to him. I can’t believe…”

      “No, Gavin,” she said, tears forming. “Don’t you see? It was true. I am that woman.” She spun around, grabbing his hand, pulling him to the sofa, in full confession mode now.

      They sat tight to each other, her hands grabbing his. “Truth is, Darius wasn’t really my boyfriend. We made it many times during my freshman year, but in every way that mattered, he was my pimp. He organized parties so I could service the men attending. I never got paid, and he claims he didn’t either. ‘Strictly amateur’, he told me. He did it for me, Gavin. I needed it, wanted the groups. I would walk in the door of a party he arranged, take my clothes off and do whatever the guys wanted, because I loved the pleasure. Addicted to it.”

      She took a deep breath, knowing this needed to come out. “Don’t you see? It was already in me. I fell so hard into his visions because I wanted to feel that again.”

      Blakely was crying now. The internal conflict raging. How could she tell her loving husband how much she loved being taken by multiple guys until she screamed with the power of the releases?

      Gavin sat back on the sofa, letting her cry. This was her story to tell. He let her take whatever time she needed.

      Once the crying slowed, she looked up at him. “Please forgive me… I love you; I do. With all my heart, but this experience has triggered something inside that won’t let go. All this sex over the last three weeks has resurfaced memories I had suppressed for years. Now, they won’t go away.”

      “What are you saying? You want to do those groups again?” She could only nod her affirmation. “Shit,” he said. A long pause settled between them. “Well, need to think about that some, don’t we? Let’s go clean up the mess I made. Let that simmer a little.”
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        * * *

      

      Gavin got up from the sofa, helping her join him. “Better get some shoes on. Might be a bit of a mess.” They both rummaged through the entryway closet, finding hard-soled shoes that would work. Then they went looking for supplies. In the laundry room, he found a broom, a dustpan, and a hand vacuum; rinsing out the vacuum dust bin to make sure only the glass would be inside. Blakely found a sturdy paper bag, running down to the basement for pliers and a scraper, in case some glass remained in the frame. She also got heavy rubber gloves from under the kitchen sink. She wasn’t sure touching the glass would be a good idea.

      The room was a mess when they walked upstairs. They found slivers of glass for several feet in front of the mirror stand. Some pieces remained stubbornly in the frame, despite Gavin’s thorough job of smashing every reflective surface.

      It was quick work, though they wanted to be careful. They placed every piece of glass in the paper bag, then vacuumed the rug, carefully pouring the glass dust and pieces from the vacuum into the bag. Finally, they deliberately pulled every remaining piece from the frame, making sure nothing remained under the grooves.

      For a long moment, they both stood above the paper bag, staring at what remained of their demon. Blakely felt nothing from the glass, no impulses or thoughts. She hoped he was truly dead.

      Blakely carried the bag down to the garage, and Gavin hoisted the frame. Neither of them knew quite what to do with it. Would a new mirror somehow find any remnants of the demon that remained? In the end, they took it to the dump. Why risk it?

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Even though it was only late afternoon, when they returned to the kitchen, Gavin grabbed the bottle of Jameson, pouring them each a tumbler.

      “Glad that part is over,” Gavin said, turning to his wife, offering her the glass. “What about the other parts? Do you want them to be over?”

      Blakely was stunned at the question. “You want me to continue?”

      “Want would be strong… Gets me going, that’s for sure. The thought of you being at the center of a bunch of dicks is quite erotic for your cuckold. The rest is in the ‘depends’ category.”

      “What does that mean?” She asked.

      “You enjoyed playing, didn’t you? Want to do it more…”

      She bowed her head with a soft “Yes,” reaching out to him. “I was afraid you would be mad.”

      “No, not mad. Confused would be a closer word. After 25 years of genuine fidelity… you never went out on me, did you?”

      “Gavin, how can you say that? I never…”

      “Just so…” he interrupted, raising his hand for her to stop. “This is different… thus, my confusion. To discover now that you want to be gangbanged regularly? It’s a little much to take in. Still, I want you to be happy, Blakely. Always have. You really enjoyed being with Aaron. That was plain for all to see.”

      She blushed, nodding her acceptance of what he said.

      “If you did these gangbangs, would I be able to watch… at least occasionally? See one of your cock-storms in action?”

      “Of course, any time you want. Darius already said you were welcome, though truthfully, he thought I was just a cheating wife, using your being a cuckold as an excuse.”

      “Technically, he was right then,” Gavin chuckled. “I didn’t know about it.”

      Sorrow flashed through her eyes, finding only mirth in his.

      “I’m not upset about it, babe. After all we’ve been through, this feels kind of minor.” He halted for a moment, as if he just thought of something new. “I guess, now that I think about it, I am a little concerned that you talked to Darius about more sessions, even if I wasn’t going to be there. We ARE going back to our full disclosure now, are we not?”

      “Of course, Gavin… of course. I would always tell you what was going on.”

      Gavin nodded, accepting her promise. He touched her chin with his hand, a warm, affectionate gesture he had done many times. “I really enjoyed watching you with Aaron. Adding more guys just seems like… more of the same.”

      A flash of understanding passed through her, excitement growing. “You’d let me do that? Take part in groups again?”

      “Hey… why not? If it makes you happy… I’m away so much… I wouldn’t mind if you received that kind of pleasure while I’m gone. Maybe, occasionally, you can do it on a weekend so I can watch. I would really like that.”

      He looked at her with another wry grin. “Now, tell me more about Darius. Seems like an interesting guy. And I want the whole truth this time. No hedging to spare hurt feelings. We’re past that now.”

      That grin told her he was serious about wanting to know, but not making an accusation. So she did. About her first year in college. How hard she fell for him. About the parties he arranged for her, even about the Phi Delta Delta free use weekend.

      She had already told him about the end of her time with Darius, the eight guys. What she hadn’t told him before was how much she loved it. That description went on a little longer. In the end, she felt shame, not sure this was the way she wanted to be as a person going forward. A dark path had opened in front of her. That was not the way she wanted to live her life, she told him.

      Gavin chuckled. “Well… that’s changed, hasn’t it?”

      She shrugged, then went on. Telling him about finding Darius online, about his role with the city, about the groups he arranges. Before, he had arranged them for her because he felt like she wanted them. Now, it’s a side business for him. He has a group of guys that pay him to arrange for women that want to be gangbanged. Typically, she told him, 4-5 at a time, but he has a stable of guys he brings in when needed.

      “Shit,” Gavin laughed out loud. “The market will provide, won’t it? Who would’ve thought there would be a market for gangbangs?”

      He looked at her closely, still uncertain what this all meant. “Let me make sure I understand. This week, Monday night, you went with five guys, and the next day Aaron came over, then Wednesday night, another group, this time of eight. Is it always going to be that frequent?”

      Blakely smile. “No, babe. Don’t forget, in between, Dagon took me to New York to be tied to a table for any number of people to use, and then to Syracuse for…”

      “Hold on, I must have missed that one. Tied to a table in New York?”

      She giggled to herself. With everything that had happened, she had not told him about that one. She explained about the orgy in New York, about how he had her bound to a table, her legs spread wide, and mouth near the front edge. About how anyone that wanted to could come up and use her, however they liked. Usually multiples at a time. That’s when Dagon explained she was the only woman he knew that had as much capacity as he did.

      Gavin burst out laughing. “Well… he had you pegged! You do like to get fucked.” She smiled, understanding the mixed tone of his joke. “And you know, I just realized this for myself. I like for you to get fucked. I enjoy your pleasure. Really, I do. I get plenty… every time I’m home. I’m confident I’m a decent lover. It’s not a matter of quality. You just really like it. Need more. Speaking of which, what are you going to do about your boytoy?”

      Blakely shuffled a little, uncertain how to drop this last bomb on her husband. “When he left this week, I implied it was over. Dagon told me things would be different after the session on Thursday.” Shame filled her face, unable to look at her husband. Her voice was quivering with so much emotion she could barely get the sentence out. “Dagon was going to bring me into the mirror… forever. To have nothing but pleasure all the time.”

      Blakely visibly shuddered in front of him, knowing what this would have meant. “I don’t know what to say… after all that went on this week… I was in so deep… I never wanted to stop.” The myriad of bad choices flaring up again, bringing another round of tears. She was openly sobbing, face in hands.

      Gavin wasn’t sure what to do. How do you accept your wife chose to go with another… forever?

      “Look, Blakely. I can’t tell you all this hasn’t surprised me just as much, added some hurt along the way… for both of us. But that demon pressured us in ways that… let’s be generous… were unexpected.”

      He took a deep breath, nodding his head, holding her hands. The love in those eyes brought another round of tears to her.

      “I’ve decided…” he said, an enormous sigh escaping from his chest. “… to hold no grudges… about you, or what happened yesterday. Just glad it’s over. Let’s agree to start fresh today. Okay?”

      Her tear-filled eyes broke his heart. “Thank you. I can’t explain what happened. I was in so deep… he wasn’t clear what he was going to do… I wasn’t…”

      “Enough of that. Looking forward, remember?” Gavin took another big swig of his drink. “Having said all that, we have to figure out where we’re going from here. It happened. Things are different now. Remember the Smithson’s, involved in that terrible motorcycle accident where they lost their left legs? They wish it would have been different too, but reality is a bitch. Need to accept and move on.”

      She pressed herself against him. The warmest hug he could ever remember. The love he felt for this woman had never been stronger.

      “Truth is,” Gavin said, “I don’t mind if you do an occasional gangbang. Even have Aaron over regularly. For whatever reason, I don’t get jealous. It makes me feel… excited… aroused, even. But we need to have a firm agreement about full disclosure and honesty going forward. There won’t be any demon excuses to fall back on later. Just you and me, and our relationship. Can you do that?”

      “Yes, my love. Yes. Until Dagon came into our lives, I can honestly say I had never even thought about cheating on you. Now… it won’t be cheating, since you’ll know about it.”

      “And I accept. Why don’t you go on up to bed? Get naked. I need to drain the pipe. Be up in a few. I need you to spread your legs the way I like. Let me see all of what you offer. Can you do that… just for me, this time?”

      She ran for the stairs, pulling her pants down, mooning him. “I’ll be ready,” she said, running up the stairs.

      Gavin picked up his phone.
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        * * *

      

      A few minutes later, he walked up the stairs. There she was, his gorgeous wife, lying on her back, legs spread for his pleasure. He could tell she had been fingering herself because the arousal glistened on her lips.

      ‘Good,’ he thought, reaching around to pull Aaron through the door. Blakely stared at the intruder for a moment, wondering… Then she looked at her husband, smiling.

      “Yes, I think you love to get fucked, and I knew just the man to do it.” He turned to Aaron. “Are you interested?” Gavin asked Aaron. “I guess you are…” as Aaron’s clothes flew around the room on the way to the bed.

      He sat on the bed as he watched Aaron lay down beside her. “Give her a good humping, my friend. I’ll be back in about an hour. Save some for me. I plan to join in when I return.”
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            CLEANING UP THE MESS

          

        

      

    

    
      Gavin smiled as he walked down to the garage, grabbing the paper bag in his hand. He could already hear her moaning as he closed the door. It was only 4 o’clock. He was sure they would be open.

      Glassblower’s Plus, the sign said on the door. The shop had been there for years, but he had only been in it once, when the kids were younger. He walked in, bag in hand.

      A salesperson came out, asking how they could help.

      “I wondered if you did custom work? I have some glass I would like to have melted and shaped into an object of your choosing. Is that possible?”

      The clerk went into the shop, returning, waving him to follow through the door. The shop was larger than he remembered, with two kilns, both full of the red/orange of an active flame. A class stood around one kiln while an instructor walked them through the ‘how to’ of glassblowing.

      An older man came over. His torn t-shirt and ragged jeans told of a veteran glassblower. The man pushed the safety shield off his face to hang above his head, holding out his hand. “My name is Greg, owner of the place. What is it you want done?”

      “My wife and I had an old mirror that was broken accidentally. We wanted to see if it would be possible to melt it and put it into some kind of object. Don’t really care what.”

      “A mirror… we typically use lead crystal glass. If we were to do this, we would need to fire the kiln, do the melting and then empty the kiln for a cleaning before we could use the kiln again. That will cost you something extra.”

      “How much extra?” Gavin asked.

      “$400 should cover the heating, melting, shaping and cleaning of the kiln.”

      “I can live with that. When can you do it?”

      “The class is taking up one flame, but we can use the other. Want to watch?”

      “You bet…”

      Gavin looked at his watch. Only 20 minutes had gone by. He knew those two would go at it a long time as he followed Greg to the flame. He handed the bag of glass to the blower.

      “Big mirror,” Greg chuckled. “Gonna be a large object.”

      “We don’t care.”

      Greg walked into the back room, bringing back a large vase-shaped plaster object, with an opening on the top. He poured the glass pieces into a holder at the top of the flame, placing the mold close to the side.

      The heat went to full hot when Greg turned a knob on the side of the kiln. Gavin smiled as the glass melted. ‘I told you not to fuck with me, you bastard. You deserve this,’ he whispered to the melting glass.

      “What did you say?” Greg asked. “Didn’t catch that.”

      “Nothing, just thinking out loud.”

      Greg shrugged, turning back to his work. As soon as the glass was molten, he dropped the mold under it, turning another knob. The molten glass flowed smoothly into the mold.

      “This will take some time for the annealing process to take place. I’d come back tomorrow. We’ll have it available for you.”

      “Thanks, appreciate your help.”

      Never had Gavin felt more satisfied that he had done well… for himself, his family, and for the world. The beast was gone, and the world was safer.
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        * * *

      

      By the time he got home, the two were deep into their second round. Blakely was on top of Aaron, slamming herself on him as he abused her breasts to cries of pleasure. Something about her tits being abused like that still made Gavin uncomfortable, but hey, she liked it. That was good enough for him.

      She noticed his arrival, crooking her finger for him to come closer. She sat up straight, hardly slowing her hip movement, helping get his shirt off, then his pants. He was soon down to nothing as she reached for his cock, leaning over to take it in her mouth. A moan of satisfaction from deep inside made Gavin smile.

      He was already hard. Walking around to the nightstand, he pulled out a bottle of lube. Blakely smiled, leaning on her lover, spreading her ass cheeks with her hands. Gavin’s smile grew wider. Great minds think alike!

      Blakely was soon screaming as her two men gave it to her long and hard. When one would cum, the other would take over. When they both needed a breather, she would lie between them, with her legs draped over their hips, enjoying the total freedom of openness. Aaron spent the night as they played repeatedly.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, Aaron snuck out the back, trying to avoid his mother seeing him leave. Gavin took his wife to Ronnie’s for breakfast, with a quick stop at a glassblowing place nearby. Gavin explained to his wife he had something to pick up.

      When they walked in, the clerk recognized him, running to find the owner. Greg walked out, a flustered look on his face.

      “I need to apologize, Mr. Cooper. I don’t know what happened. Mirror-glass usually comes out blue or clear, sometimes with a little silvery-tint from the chemical. This one… well, take a look.”

      He led them to the workshop. Sitting by itself on a table was a large glass vase with a unique angular shape, coming to a curved top. It was beautiful but a shocking deep red color, almost dull in how red it was. The glass barely shimmered in the morning light.

      Blakely stared at the glass, then up at Gavin. “That’s him?” She asked.

      “It is,” Gavin smiled.

      The owner was clearly embarrassed. “There must have been some old glass in the kiln that we didn’t get out. I am so sorry. I haven’t been able to figure out why it turned red like that. Look, I don’t want you to speak badly of my shop. Please, no charge for this.”

      “I’ve got a better idea,” Gavin said, looking down at his wife. “We’ll give it to you as a gift. Sell it for what you can to recoup the costs of the melting. We do not feel bad. Unexpected, but it was old anyway. No loss for us.”

      Blakely gasped at his words, giggling softly. She had to turn her head away from the owner before he saw her laughing.

      “Thank you, Mr. Cooper. Again, please accept my apology. I appreciate your tolerance for this mistake.”

      “Think nothing of it,” Gavin said, leading Blakely out the door.

      “I can’t believe you melted it down. You gave it to the bastard good, didn’t you?”

      “I told the motherfucker not to mess with me, or you. He deserved it.”

      They were both laughing as they walked to their car.
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        * * *

      

      Aaron spent much of the weekend with them… or, Gavin laughed, with Blakely. He kept busy around the house while his randy partners kept up their steady pace of moaning and groaning. He joined in a few times, but he could not keep up the pace of his younger partner. That guy never seemed to tire.

      On Sunday night, Gavin and Blakely spoke for several hours about what they were going to do in the future. Gavin gave her permission to play.

      She did. Aaron spent many days and nights at their home. Several times, even bringing friends along. She called Darius, telling him her husband had given her permission to play regularly. Every few weeks, she would call him up and she would relish in those cock-storms she loved.

      For Gavin’s birthday, she arranged a surprise, taking him to a BigPlay club on the east side. She didn’t take a pill, but they made the rooms for group play. She sat her husband in a chair on the side, while Darius and four of his men gave it to Blakely as long as she could stand. Gavin joined in at the end, pounding away at his satisfied wife while the men cheered. He would always remember it as one of his favorite birthdays. They were thinking about lifestyle clubs next.

      The demon had definitely been a challenge for them both, but Dagon had been a door to a new world of physical pleasure and love. Gavin and Blakely had never been happier together. They both knew that none of this would have been possible without Dagon and the mirror.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            EPILOGUE: FOUR WEEKS LATER

          

        

      

    

    
      “Honey, come over and look at this piece,” a young woman said to her husband. They were walking through Glassblower’s Plus, looking for something decorative for their living room. A particular piece caught her eye. “I wonder how they got it to be this curious shade of red.”

      It was a somewhat standard vase, even if a little larger than they were looking for. It was available in multiple colors around the store, but the red of this one… so unique.

      “Come on, babe,” he replied. “Just a red vase. We haven’t got any of that color in the house. Where would we put it?”

      “I don’t know. Just like the color,” she said.

      An impulse filled her, the need to touch it. So beautiful, she thought, staring at the red. Such an interesting piece as she picked it up.

      A surge of sexual desire filled her, almost causing her to drop the glass. She shuddered at the power of the wave that struck her.

      She stared at her husband, a hunger on her face that caused him to step back. Holding the vase against her chest, she bored those hungry eyes into her husband.

      “This is a delightful piece. Let’s get this one.”

      “You still didn’t answer where we would put it.” He stressed.

      Another shudder ran through her, the sexual desire deepening. “How about the bedroom?”
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