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      Back in the 1980s, I saw a softcore porn movie called Pandora’s Mirror. This was back when porn directors thought the plot was important. The woman looked in the mirror and could see all of Pandora’s debauchery 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. One of my favorites was 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 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.

      

      Thank you for walking through the mirror with me.

      

      Peace,

      GK
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      “Can you believe this snow?” Adam said to the bartender as he ordered a whiskey rocks, taking a seat. 13-inches had already fallen, with another 10-inches predicted for the next two days. “I may never get on a plane at this rate.” Heads nodded all around. He settled into position, ordering another. Going to be awhile, he figured.

      He glanced around the room… the usual mix of March travelers. Some sales types in town because they had to be, and other people who were hanging at the hotel for the weekend package, enjoying the amenities while they escaped the weather.

      Adam was supposed to be home already. His son’s basketball game was Saturday afternoon. No chance he’d make that now. He picked up his phone, giving the wife the bad news. They’d be okay, she told him. A real trooper, that one, he chuckled to himself. As much as he traveled for his job, she was used to flight delays, especially during the winter. He just wished he wouldn’t be missing that game. He had already missed too many of them.

      The man sitting on the next barstool seemed really glum. He already had two empty tumblers in front of him. Got started early, Adam chuckled to himself. Wait, he looked at him again, a flash of recognition.

      Adam reached over, patting the guy’s back in the gregarious way he always considered his trademark. “Hey, Gavin. The weather’s not so bad. Your company will pick up the drinks, and we’ll wait it out. Be fine.”

      Gavin looked over at him, cracking a thin smile. “Shit… should’ve known you’d be up here. Good to see you again, Adam. How’s machine tools treating you?”

      “Good… good… why I’m up in this neck of the woods… Why else would I be in this hotel during a fucking blizzard?” He laughed!

      Adam reached over, offering his hand. “Good to see you again. Still at SportsCo?”

      “Yep… hockey season,” Gavin said, shirking his shoulders in that universal ‘what can you do’ shrug, taking Adam’s hand for one of those bone-cracking handshakes Adam was famous for. Adam was a gigantic man. He played tight end at Florida State back in the day. His grip had not weakened since then. He burst out laughing as Gavin waved his hand around in mock pain, trying to grin. Gavin was no slouch himself.

      “How long’s it been?” Adam asked. “Last year, Buffalo airport bar… right?”

      “Sounds about right. Same circumstance. Snowed in then, too!”

      They laughed. Adam and Gavin had met in a hotel bar 5-6 years before. Been reconnecting occasionally as they crossed paths. He had a lot of friends just like him.

      “Have you eaten yet?” Adam asked. “Been thinking about ordering something.”

      “Nah, only been here for a half-hour. A tough week.”

      The look on his face told Adam it wasn’t the sales that had been tough. He could see the fatigue in the stoop of his shoulders, the darkened rings under his eyes. Gavin was a good salesman, at least from the success stories he was happy to share in previous meetings. This was different. He wondered if that was why he was already past his second drink.

      Adam slammed back his first drink, nursing the second that had already arrived. He had some catching up to do. They started talking. Soon, a gaggle of drinkers surrounded them as they talked about everything, from how long the bad weather would last to who was going to win the coming basketball tournament. Whatever came up. It was the typical conversation of strangers trying to find commonality after being shoved together by inclement weather. Lots of laughing and joke telling.

      As the faces gradually peeled away, returning to their own tables, Adam and Gavin into their 4th whiskeys, the signs of something going on with Gavin grew even more pronounced. He really was in the dumps, and it wasn’t the weather. He would reply when asked a question, but mainly seemed in a stupor.

      Adam was never one to let a good conversation opportunity go to waste. “What’s up, bud? You seem a little down tonight. Weather got you feeling low?”

      “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

      “Come on. We have all night. The hotel manager told me when I checked in they were allowing the bar to stay open much later than usual hours, since the weather trapped everyone in the hotel, even the staff. We are in no hurry.”

      Adam was sure it was going to be Gavin’s being late on payments, or not hitting sales quota… the typical shit sales folks go on about.

      “I’ve got a hotwife at home.”

      That stopped Adam mid funny retort. “No kidding… How long has that been going on?”

      “Ever since the mirror attacked her.” Gavin looked a little embarrassed at having said anything, nervous even.

      “Hold on… a mirror… attacked your wife?”

      “I warned you… that you wouldn’t believe me…” Gavin chuckled. That chuckle was far from a laugh. Adam did not miss the tinge of sadness. Was he serious?

      There was something in his eyes, Adam thought. All his years in sales, learning to read people, came to bear. He may be bat-shit crazy, but this guy believes this really happened.

      “Now that’s gotta be a great story,” Adam laughed nervously. “We got all night.”

      “Okay, but don’t forget, you’ve been warned.” Gavin finished his 4th tumbler, signaling the bartender for another. Adam shook his head, wondering if this was a good idea to tell the tale, as many as he’s had. Must be something really hard.

      “It started when my wife brought home an antique mirror to soften the bedroom… she loves that Scandinavian shit with the ‘smooth lines and clean form’, she calls it. I call it stark and lifeless.”

      Gavin was chuckling at the thought of his wife and the furniture, then seemed to return to the conversation. “Sorry… got waylaid with a memory there. Blakely… that’s my wife’s name… brought home this fucking mirror. It was beautiful, no question there, but it turned out to be possessed.”

      “Possessed?” Adam looked at him, concerned. How many has he had?

      “Told ya… I’m not kidding. Possessed by a 1600-year-old demon named Dagon. I even know his fucking name!” Gavin chuckled again, that tinge of sadness coming back. This was not information he wanted to know!

      “Some professor trapped him in the mirror when he preyed on his wife. Turns out, the demon was an incubus that fed off women to keep himself alive.”

      “Jesus…” My friend has totally gone off the deep end, Adam thought, sitting back on his barstool. Known him a long time. Never seemed crazy before. Hey, just a story. What else do I have to do?

      “I know… it sounds totally bonkers,” Gavin protested, “but it almost destroyed our relationship and tried to kill her.”

      “Kill her?” Adam said. “What the fuck happened?”

      Gavin began to talk. It went on for the next hour. Soon, most of the bar was listening to the most whacked out thing Adam had ever heard.

      “A professor had trapped this demon in the mirror in 1888. Not sure exactly, but the demon claimed to be born in the late Roman empire. As I said, fed off women to stay alive. Somehow drained their life force, whatever that is, transferring it to him. Something like that. I don’t fucking know…”

      “Turns out, he had taken a liking to the Professor’s wife, fed off her several times. Unlucky for old Dagon, the prof was a demonologist as a side gig. Set a trap for him. He had been in that fucking mirror for over 140 years by the time we ran into him!”

      The surrounding group gasped. No matter how wild the story, Adam thought, the idea of being trapped inside something for 140 years seemed too horrible to even imagine. No wonder the demon was pissed!

      “Even trapped like he was, the demon figured out how to control women that saw their reflection. My wife did not know any of this, of course, bought the thing at an old antique shop because I requested some wood to soften the place up. First thing Dagon did was boost her own sexual desire so high she dragged the college kid next door into our bed, then the demon fed her all these wild visions… and, in a way I still don’t understand, partially pulled her into the mirror.”

      “Into the mirror?” one guy asked skeptically. “How could she be pulled into a mirror?”

      “How the fuck do I know how it worked? Some kind of fucking demon! I couldn’t even see it. The demon could only talk to women, apparently. But the way Blakely described it, they were realistic visions of incredible debauchery that left her even more turned on than before. My already loving wife became this insatiable slut.”

      Lot’s of murmurs around the room on that one. ‘Wish my wife could look in that mirror.’ ‘What’s wrong with that?’

      Gavin took another big swig, shaking his head, that sadness emerging again. He signaled for still another drink from the bartender. Adam just laughed. He’s had too many already. May get too drunk to even finish. Already slurring his words. I’ve seen this guy multiple times over the years. Never drank like this, or seemed crazy. I wonder if this is all true?

      “The catch was he had a plan to escape, needed my wife to help him do it. If he could kill her at just the right moment, he could exchange his body for hers, making his escape.”

      Another gasp from the crowd. This was really getting good! No other conversation was happening in the bar by now. Every head turned to Gavin.

      “Well? Did he succeed?” Adam said, exasperated that he might be too drunk to even continue.

      Gavin was swaying in his chair now, trying to reach for his drink. A guy on the other side reached over to stabilize him. He took another swig.

      “Kind of…” Gavin frowned. “I couldn’t let him take her…” Tears formed in his eyes. Memories taking over. “Been together for 25 years…” The tears were really flowing, streaking down his face. “And he made it so…”

      The storytelling stopped, Gavin swaying again, this time unstoppable. He slumped down, his face hitting his arm on the countertop. Dead silence filled the room.

      “What the fuck… Gavin? You okay, man?” Adam cried out finally. Every head in the bar nodded in agreement. “You can’t leave us hanging like this!”

      But Gavin was gone. No amount of shaking or noise would bring this guy back. They would be lucky to get him to his room, Adam mused.

      “Shit, now we’ll never know how it turned out,” Adam said to the room, to another round of disappointed murmurs.

      By this time, the bartender came over, checking his pulse. Gavin was blasted. No question there, but okay. The bartender went over to the house phone, calling the front desk. Two guys came in. Obviously, they had rousted drunks from the bar before. They jostled Gavin enough to get him to walk, with ample support, leading him stumbling through the door of the bar; presumably to his room.

      Adam looked around. Every face told the same story. What was that all about?!
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      “Have a wonderful trip, Gavin,” his wife said. “You still going to be home before the Church dinner on the 16th?”

      “Of course, my dear. I would never miss that.”

      Blakely just scoffed. Over the years, he had missed many such events, everything from anniversaries to birthdays (hers and the kids), and been stuck in multiple airports over holidays.

      Her husband, Gavin Cooper, was a salesman for a sporting goods company, spending a lot of time on the road. In recent years, these sales calls had become scheduled weekday trips. She much preferred this to the haphazard ‘rushing out the door for the next flight’ when he first started.

      Still, she loved him and cherished the time they had together, especially the powerful union they had built. Three kids had resulted from their passion for each other. Their oldest boy was now 24, living back east. The next, a 22-year-old daughter, had just graduated, taking a job in Cincinnati with a major consumer products company. The last, a boy only 18… Gavin and Blakely always joked about his being an ‘accident’… had left in September for college in a neighboring state.

      Blakely had quit working outside the home after the birth of their third. The cost of daycare was too much, and she wasn’t willing to have someone else raise her kids. Since Gavin made plenty to support them, she became a stay-at-home mom.

      She loved dedicating herself to raising her family and making sure Gavin had everything he needed to be successful. It turned out to be a satisfying life for her for the last 25 years, despite the burden of raising the kids mostly on her own, with Gavin out of town so much.

      Yet, now that the kids were all away, she entering her mid-40s, Blakely found herself bored. In previous years, she would be so busy with school activities, athletics, and the typical teenage drama of family life, she could barely find a free moment to spare. Now, she had nothing but time.

      She had been thinking about going back to work. Blakely had graduated with a degree in accounting, a minor in education. It would only take a couple of courses for her to be a certified teacher. But she hadn’t quite gotten around to it yet.

      This life of leisure had grown a little too comfortable since their youngest left for college. The first few months after he left, she organized storage in the basement, turned their yard into a showcase for the neighborhood, and got everything in the house fixed that needed it. She was a busy beaver, as she always joked to herself.

      But now… the house projects had diminished in importance and boredom drove her out of the house. She shopped a lot. At first, she would graze the mall, looking for things they just had to have. That grew boring after the fourth or fifth time returning with nothing.

      Then she moved to home improvement stores, looking for supplies for her various projects. Lately, she had been visiting antique stores all over the city. ‘The house looks sterile,’ Gavin had complained on one of his returns. Her taste in furniture had always been contemporary. She loved the clean lines of Scandinavian designs and had bought accessories to match over the years.

      Gavin wanted to see some wood. ‘Love your taste, babe,’ he had told her several times, ‘but we need to warm the place up a bit. Can’t we have a piece of wood somewhere?’ he had joked. ‘Soften the starkness.’

      It hurt her the first time he said that, wondering if he had disliked her decorating all these years. In the end, though, she came to see his point. Their lovely home had a ‘designer showcase’ look to it. Everything in its place, carefully coordinated by color and fabric. If it wasn’t for the picture wall with their family’s photos, it didn’t look lived in at all. Too perfect. A close friend, an interior designer, advised her to try antique stores. They often have eclectic pieces that can be quick fixes for needs like this.

      So Blakely went looking for antiques. Surely she could find an old butter churn, or distressed table, or gnarly lamp to lighten up the starkness Gavin hated. On one trip, she found a cypress root with multiple holes drilled in the top. It made a great conversation piece to show flowers in the main entryway. Gavin loved it! And so did she.

      By this bitter January day, she had spent the last several months visiting most of the major antique stores in town. She had picked up a few small things, but nothing really fit her vision of what Gavin needed.
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        * * *

      

      Gavin Cooper hated to travel so much. After doing it for three different companies for nearly 25 years, he was sick of it. You know the old salesman’s joke. “If it’s Tuesday, it must be Philadelphia!” He was now a salesperson, he had to remind himself. There are increasingly more women doing this every year.

      He loved the clients he met with and the money was excellent, but how many hotels can you stay in? The constant packing and unpacking, the meals at local greasy spoons and drinks at watering holes… always alone?

      Many of his colleagues picked up a series of companions on their routes to provide comfort on the long, lonely nights. When he first joined SportsCo, another salesman… salesperson… gave him careful instructions on how to pick up and bed them. They had spent a long night in a Detroit hotel bar together, waiting out a winter storm.

      Five years ago, Gavin got too close to a salesperson from a running shoe company. They found themselves at the same hotel in Minneapolis every quarter, running into each other at the hotel bar. After exchanging cell numbers, they started texting and planning for the next trip. She was giving him all the signals he needed to end up in her room.

      He could have gone that route, he laughed to himself. He was good looking enough, he guessed, despite being 45. Men get more distinguished looking when they age, right? He laughed again at that old bromide. At six-foot-two, he knew he was handsome, in a rugged sort of way. And very fit, especially for his age. A bull of a man, with full chest, arms that pressed out against about any shirt he could buy, and a stomach that was still relatively flat… well, for his age! This body had served him while playing football all the way into a full ride scholarship at State U.

      He kept his brown hair fairly short, though now, with tinges of gray forming around the temples.

      Gavin had always been an athlete. That’s how he got into the sporting goods business… His senior sales status now allowed him to stay in first-class business hotels, all with gyms, to provide a full workout as he moved around. In fact, weightlifting and jogging had become his primary hobbies. He wasn’t around enough to become part of any organized teams.

      He also knew his tool could give plenty of pleasure. His slightly above average girth and length always provided Blakely with multiple releases… when he was around.

      But running around on her while on the road? That was not his way. Never had been. He eventually told the shoe lady he couldn’t do it. That he loved his wife too much.

      In fact, in dark moments on the road, he fantasized about just the opposite. Blakely had shared the same lonely feelings during one of his weekends at home. He wondered if that loneliness ever tempted her to find refuge in the arms of another. Curiously, this did not fill him with anxiety or dread. Instead, he dreamed of watching her make love to someone else. Nowadays, that idea got him rigid as a post.

      You need to be home more often, he frequently whispered to himself, before sheer loneliness drives her to actually do it. He shuddered as his imagination built entire scenarios of Blakely screaming with her release as some burly repairman received ‘payment’ with her legs wrapped around him. Or a fellow PTA board member found her mouth wrapped around his girth after they finished the work on some project.

      Blakely was so gorgeous. With her long auburn hair and blue eyes, she had been the only one for him since they met in college. Nothing has changed since then. Mainly because of her efforts. She always kept her figure trim, reflecting hours in the gym to keep it that way, even after three kids. He always felt this said so much about how she felt about herself… and him.

      His cock suddenly grew rigid as he laid on the hotel bed, imagining her trainer positioning her correctly for the next exercise, his hands flowing over her large breasts, while her ass pressed against his enormous cock…

      Fuck, he thought to himself, as he reached for a tissue to clean up the mess he had just made. He needs to get off the road.
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        * * *

      

      Baranski’s Antiques, the ornate sign said over the door. She loved this stop on the east side of town. Dominik Baranski had created a jewel of a collection, constantly filling it with new pieces to draw her eye. She often found herself just wondering around. She loved the way he arranged the various rooms, giving the feel of a junkyard, with items laid out in such a way you had to meander through the stuff to move from room to room.

      Blakely always found something to make the trips worthwhile. The combined smell of all the old varnish, lacquers and waxes gave the place… she could never quite identify the odor… an ‘old’ smell she had grown to love. This trip, she decided to really look the store over, examine every nook and cranny for a gem she could use for Gavin.

      “Mrs. Cooper, so good to see you again,” Dominik said. “We have some delightful pieces for you to look at today. Let me finish with this customer, and I will walk you around.”

      “No need this time, Dominik. I’ll just go walkabout this trip. See what I can find on my own.”

      He nodded, turning his attention to the customer checking out.

      Dominik did not disappoint. She found a lithograph of an eagle that would go great in the family room, and a Dutch girl made by a tole painter in some past decade. Such exquisite detail. All the while she perused the shop, memories flooded her mind. This is why she loved Dominik’s shop so much. It seemed to trigger so many memories…

      A magazine rack reminded her of something Gavin had purchased for her in the early years of their marriage, must be over 20 years ago. The duck carving on the side made her think of the beaver magazine rack that still stood in her home office. So Gavin!

      Her husband had always been an athlete. Played football all the way through State U, but he also liked to hunt. He wanted to mount the dead carcasses on their walls. She laughed at the recollection. Blakely would hear nothing of that, promising a bachelor lifestyle for him if he forced that issue! Instead, he gave her a wooden beaver-shaped magazine rack as a gag birthday present one year. So like her husband!

      The back room at Baranski’s beckoned, as new items caught her eye. This was a large warehouse space, with inventory spread everywhere. He kept all the larger furniture here, and any items that have recently arrived, awaiting placement in the other rooms. She had found several marvelous pieces in this room before.

      Trying to make her way through the mass of ‘stuff’ lying around, she found the headboard of a bed set. As she stared at the slats down the middle, she got very aroused, remembering the time they made their oldest son. She and Gavin had only been married a few months when her husband suggested they spice up their love life. He tied her arms to the headboard with some rope, added a blindfold, then pretended to discover her there, helpless to stop him. He tore the clothes from her body, pounding into her more aggressively than he ever had before. She came and came that night, screaming with her releases. You know what they say. Lots of orgasms open the womb for delivery. It succeeded. They had a son 9 months later.

      They played that little bondage game several times after that, but Gavin eventually got bored with it. She never did, occasionally feeling a strong desire to be tied up. The things we have done! She giggled to herself as she walked around the warehouse.
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        * * *

      

      A sweet memory, she thought, but soon regret flooded her as she remembered their bed at home got little use anymore. Gavin traveled so much, she spent most nights by herself and even when he came home; he seemed so exhausted that he mainly slept and watched sports on TV.

      Okay, that’s not fair, she thought to herself. Not fair at all. They had an active social life with a wide range of friends that kept them very busy during his weekends at home. Though she had to admit to herself, those activities seldom included ‘active’ nights at home the way she would have liked. By the time they got to bed, they were usually so tired all they did was cuddle. She had a few silicon friends that helped her when she felt the need, but even those got less use in recent years. Just getting old, I guess.

      A vintage rain lamp caught her attention. It had a figurine of a woman standing on an artificial green bush inside the lamp. Memories came back again. Of Gavin and his parents. Gavin’s mom loved these lamps, had them all over the house as accents in corners. Her breath caught as she remembered one such time in their family room.

      Blakely and Gavin had just started dating. They were still going to State U, both sophomores. He lived in the athletes complex on campus but did laundry at home and frequently bragged about his mother’s cooking.

      Blakely had been over to the Cooper house several times by then, but never when no one else was home. Far from a virgin, Gavin and she had already been intimate. Still, she wasn’t quite ready for the bull that took her home that day. Her boyfriend only had one thing on his mind. They went straight for a daybed in the family room, right under one of his mom’s beloved rain lamps.

      She blushed at the memory of her being taken so hard by him, struggling to remember if she even got off that daybed all afternoon. Her Gavin was in quite the mood! She loved it when he was like that, even then. A satisfying memory, no question there. In fact, she was certain that was the day she decided to marry this man.

      They had met at a party earlier that year. He called her twice after that, though only a bare spark survived. It took the team intervening a month later to change that spark into a closed circuit. State U, never a football powerhouse, was having a terrible season even worse than their usual, only winning one game all year.

      After the last loss of the season, a 45-10 shellacking by their cross-state rival, Gavin called Blakely, asking if she wanted to get drunk with him. He felt the need to drown his sorrows. She invited him over to her apartment so he could ‘drown’ safely. He arrived, a case of beer in tow.

      That was the first night they made love, though neither claims to remember much about it. All they remember was waking the next morning, in bed, naked, headaches pounding at their skulls.

      It didn’t matter. They had already closed that relationship circuit. They did a reenactment of the vaguely remembered night as soon as they awoke, repeating that same fun memory repeatedly for the next several weeks. Gavin and Blakely were now officially an ‘item’.

      Her folks were not happy when she took him home to meet them. They were both only 19. You can probably write the conversation she had with her parents. Too young to get serious. A long life ahead, so many choices. Don’t sacrifice your future.

      As each day went by, and with Gavin becoming a more important part of her life, her folks finally accepted that this might be the one. Over 25 years later, they both love him as much as she does. Blakely used to joke that if she ever divorced Gavin, she wondered who her parents would want to stay with. They REALLY liked Gavin.

      And so did she. With all her heart. Even with all the separation, she had been faithful to him every moment, eternally thankful for being invited to that party sophomore year. They had great kids together, seemed compatible with all the important values that matter, and, when he was in the mood, he never failed to give her all the loving she could ask for.

      Blakely laughed to herself as she made her way through the back room at Baranski’s. She wasn’t sure why her thoughts had all been sexual during this trip. Odd…
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        * * *

      

      She always wondered why Dominik left the backroom looking like a warehouse as she made her way through the inventory spread everywhere. Large furniture pieces commanded the main floor, but Baranski left so many items haphazardly around the room, Blakely often tripped over something new.

      This visit, the space was so crowded with new purchases; she had to walk gingerly, trying to avoid stepping on the fresh pickings.

      As she stepped around one piece, she wavered slightly, almost losing her balance, trying to avoid something on the floor. Her hand came up for anything, finding the side of a piece covered by a long blanket. Her hand grabbed the side, righting herself.

      But as she pulled away, her hand caught on the cloth, pulling it off the frame, revealing a mirror underneath. Seeing her reflection in that mirror, a shivering spark flashed through her. A swell of sexual desire so strong she had to forcefully resist moving her hand to play with herself. Oh god… She groaned loudly at the power of the sensations.

      Dominik came running into the room, gasping as she saw her in front of the mirror. He quickly replaced the cover. It was too late. Desire for the mirror flooded into Blakely like she had just snorted a line of cocaine!
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      The mirror was a beautiful piece, a floor-standing Cheval mirror, about six feet high, as she pulled the cover back off, to Dominik’s protests. Looked English, maybe. Blakely did not know enough about the different periods, but it definitely looked 19th century. She pulled it away from the wall, looking for anything on the back. The owner seemed nervous about her even considering it.

      A brass plaque there, smudged with the dirt of a century, yet still legible, showed a firm called Howard & Sons made it in 1880.

      “That is a ‘High Victorian’ piece,” Dominik said. “Identifiable because of the curved top. Howard & Sons was a famous name in the day.”

      “So beautiful,” Blakely said. She could not help staring at her reflection. It was as if she was hungry for more. More of what? “How long has this been sitting here? Surprised I haven’t noticed it before. With all the dust covering it, must have been a long time ago.”

      “Oh… I don’t know… at least a decade. Been years.” Dominik got quiet suddenly, remembering the fear on the husband’s face when he acquired it. That fear had been etched in his mind ever since. “We received it from a family who seemed really eager to part with it. He gave it to me, warning there was something weird about it. All I can tell you is that it gives me the creeps every time I go near it. I finally put a blanket over the glass surface. Always had the weirdest feeling it was staring at me.”

      Blakely giggled softly, a skeptical smile on her face.

      “I know… I know… silly,” Dominik protested. “Still, the thing gives me the creeps.”

      “How much?”

      “Oh, Mrs. Cooper… with the aura this thing gives off, I would not want you to purchase it. It would not give your home the warmth you are looking for. Please… I have some other mirrors in the front room that might be…”

      “No,” Blakely said, cutting him off sharply. He caught the tone immediately.

      “I’m serious,” she went on. “How much? I really like it. Might be just the thing to soften the harsh designs of everything else in our bedroom.”

      Deep in her soul, she felt it. Only the bedroom. This MUST go in her bedroom.

      Shaking his head no, Dominik turned abruptly, walking back to the main counter at the front of the store. Blakely was shocked at his behavior. Since when was her antique dealer unwilling to sell her something on the showroom floor? Seemed quite adamant about it.

      She chased after him. “Dominik… what’s going on? You’re refusing to sell it to me?” Blakely felt this rising panic. She had to have it!

      His head shivered, as if he had seen a ghost. “I don’t know what it is, Mrs. Cooper. That piece has always filled me with dread. I have not been willing to entertain any offers on it for fear it would come back, reflecting badly on my shop. I even thought about taking it to the trash dump about five years ago, to make some room, but touching it gave me the heebie-jeebies… I just left it there, covered.”

      “Now you ARE being silly,” she laughed, dragging him back toward the mirror. “Since when did I ever bring anything back?”

      “Why do you want it so badly? You have always been such a tough bargainer. It feels like I could ask any price!” This confused him even more than her wanting the thing. Mrs. Cooper had always been one of his toughest customers, always pushing the price lower. She was a steady customer, but he seldom made money on her purchases.

      He looked at the mirror again, thinking about finally getting it out of his shop.

      “I don’t know… I like it,” she protested at his resistance. “The cut is clean and, despite our Scandinavian feel, I think it would work perfectly, giving Gavin the warmth he’s looking for.”

      Dominik stepped behind the mirror stand, carefully avoiding any touch. A small sticker at the top said $6,500. He peeled it off, handing it to her. “I can check my guidebooks for current pricing. This was a decade ago.”

      “$7,500! I’ll give you $7,500… in cash! Come on, you can’t turn down that offer? There’s a branch of my bank right around the corner. I could have the cash to you within the hour.”

      “No, no… a check will be fine. You are an excellent customer.”

      He turned away from her, a heated conversation obviously playing in his head. Turning down $7,500 was so contrary to his nature, he had to resist accepting it outright. Yet, the creepy thing haunted him. What would happen to her if she placed it in her home? In her bedroom, no less?

      The $7,500 won. The antique trade was not what it used to be. Young people disliked old things nowadays. He could use the cash.

      “Okay, Mrs. Cooper, I accept your offer. It won’t fit in your car. We’ll have to arrange for delivery.” He looked back at his ledger. “I can have a truck available early next week.”

      “NO!” Blakely said, her vehemence surprising them both. “I’ll go home, get my husband’s SUV. It’s large enough. We can place it in the back.”

      She rushed out the door, heading for home.
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        * * *

      

      Funny, as soon as she moved away from the mirror, her unrelenting need for it seemed to fall away. Yet, the debate raged in her head all the way home.

      She kept thinking that was an outrageous price for a mirror. They still had three and a half years of college left for their youngest and had been discussing improvements to the house, or a vacation cruise. She had seen modern wood mirrors for $1,200 at the local furniture store.

      Yet, it was perfect in every other respect. A lovely piece, well made, had lots of history, would definitely soften the hard edge of everything else in the room. She liked it quite a lot.

      A shiver passed through her… memories of the thoughts she had while staring into it… the burst of desire that still lingered. There was plainly something weird about it, and Dominik’s reaction to it, but that was superstitious nonsense. It was just a mirror.

      She grabbed the keys for his SUV, after sorting through the kitchen drawer where they kept them, then backed it out after piling a bunch of blankets in the front seat.

      Each mile closer, she grew more confident this was the right choice.
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        * * *

      

      The mirror turned out to be heavier than either of them expected. They had to get a hand trolley out of the back. Dominik made sure he never touched the thing, wearing gloves at every stage of the move.

      Blakely had the opposite reaction. Each touch as they moved it closer to the SUV aroused her something fierce. She could feel her sex dampening as she walked, the need for touching a man growing very strong. Dominik noticed the look on her face, stepping back from her touch at one point.

      Before he would accept her check, Dominik looked at her softly. “The previous owner told me some things about the mirror that frightened me. Please be careful. If you need to bring it back, I’ll allow it.”

      She chuckled at his nervousness, the picture of confidence! “Don’t worry, my friend. I’ll be fine.”

      They could get it in his SUV easy enough, but Blakely knew she would never get it up the stairs by herself.

      After paying him with a check, she turned the vehicle toward home, calling Molly, her neighbor, next door. She had a 20-year-old son, attending the local junior college. If he was home, maybe he could come over to help. Molly went to ask. Be glad to, came back the reply. She promised to call when she get closer.

      Joy filled her for the first time since she began her antiquing adventures. Finally, a piece that would be perfect in their shared space.
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            SURGING MEMORIES

          

        

      

    

    
      The ride home only took 45 minutes. She sent a text to her husband at a light, telling him about her find, avoiding answering the question of the cost at his reply. Just before she got on the interstate, another car cut in front of her sharply. She had to slam on the brakes, causing the blanket covering the mirror to slide sideways off the glass.

      Blakely shuddered at her reaction, staring back at the uncovered surface facing the top of the vehicle. It was too far down to replace the cover without her getting out of the car, so she left it.

      As she turned her attention back to the road, a flood of memories pressed against her focus. Sexual memories. Some she had tried to push away, to keep secret, to hide even from herself. She did not understand why she was suddenly feeling them, pushing at her consciousness.
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        * * *

      

      First to fill her thoughts was her boyfriend in high school, her first sexual partner. Billie had been a friend from grade school who really liked her. And truth be told, she liked him, too. They had been close for a long time, but she really didn’t think of him ‘that way’, wanting to remain friends. He had been pressing her to go out with him on a date for a long time.

      As she entered her senior year, she finally gave in. They had always gotten along well, so she said yes, agreeing to go with him to the homecoming dance. This surprised none of their friends. Everyone thought the two of them would end up together. And truth be told, she really liked Billie.

      The dance was a great success for them both, and for their circle of friends. That led to a period where Blakely and Billie saw each other a lot, frequently ending their dates by parking in a grove of trees only a few miles from her house. This thick grove had a small car trail in the center, leaving their car isolated from the road. Very private, especially in the dark.

      After a few parking sessions, the gentle kissing and conversation became passionate embraces with his hands all over her. She resisted at first, feeling like good girls didn’t let guys do this. But it felt so good. Her resistance quickly crumbled.

      Before long, they were nearly naked. Her t-shirt and bra routinely flung in the back seat. She quite liked the feel of his hardness through his underwear, but wasn’t sure what to do with it, so refused to go underneath.

      Finally, in early January, Billie completed their journey along the path they both knew was coming. As they stopped in their tree-covered spot, he got out of the car, shivering in the cold, taking all his clothes off, and getting back into the driver’s seat. She could only stare at his rigid tool, throbbing hard out of his lap. Unable to pull her eyes away from the purple head, Blakely was transfixed by the clear liquid already on the tip.

      “Your turn,” he whispered to her, offering his hands to help her. Instead, she repeated his process, stepping out of the car, pulling her sweater, jeans, and underwear off before getting back in. Even at this age, her boobs were large relative to her friends. They became 36D’s in adulthood and were almost there already. She glanced down at her nipples, hard as pebbles, poking out toward her friend, ready to go to the next level. Was she ready, too?

      Billie pulled her hand onto his shaft. The warmth and stiffness surprised her as she wrapped her fingers around her first live penis. She knew she shouldn’t be doing this, worried briefly about what her mother would say, but she no longer wanted to stop.

      Her fingers began stroking the length, warming to the task. His groans of pleasure sent shivers straight through her sex. She gasped at the power of the desire she felt.

      Then she reached for his hand, bringing him down to touch her, too. For the first time, she offered him open access to her without resistance or clothing to block the way. His lips fell on her as they groped each other, their kissing building their passion into a fire they both felt.

      Blakely could not keep her eyes off his shaft. She had heard other girls talking about blowjobs. Some hated them, others gave more glowing reports. She wanted to discover for herself. Pushing his hands away, she changed positions, getting on her hands and knees, leaning over to take him in her mouth.

      Oh god… she loved that! The memory of her desire on that first pull of a cock into her mouth filled her as she drove toward home. Blakely laughed to herself. Then and ever since, she has definitely been in the ‘glowing’ camp compared to her friends.

      She loved feeling Billie’s hardness enter her mouth after licking it a few times. Regrettably, this was his first time, too. After moving her mouth up and down for only a few strokes, he grunted loudly, spilling his seed down her throat. The excitement was too much for him as he stared at her, openly embarrassed.

      The volume of the cum surprised her, as she struggled to swallow it all, but she got most of it. She sat back in the seat, giggling at what she had just done. She could feel some remains of the cream on her lips. Staring straight in his eyes, she gave him a mischievous look as she carefully scooped the seed onto her finger, swallowing it as they stared at each other.

      She wasn’t sure what to do at that point. This was her first time. Was that it? Were they finished? Oh no, she was about to learn a prime lesson of youth - young men rejuvenate quickly. Blakely invited him to touch her, pulling him in for more kissing while they were at it. By this time, he was already hard again. He pulled back, opening the door, getting in the back seat. Blakely soon followed, surprised to find a blanket lying across the seat. He had come prepared!

      She laid on her back, spreading her legs for him to have open access. He was in her moments later. That first plunge hurt, as they had taught them in school that it would, but she enjoyed being able to offer him this pleasure.

      As she looked back at this memory, she realized how furtive and clumsy they were. He came so quickly after entering her, even after having cum already, that she hardly felt anything. It was nice, but no fireworks going off, that was for sure.

      Despite that, the floodgates of their passion were now open! They were humping constantly for the rest of her senior year. Every time they could find a private place or moment, they were at each other. She finally came herself on the fourth try. After that, she sought the touch as eagerly as he did.

      In early March, her monthly period was late a week. Blakely fretted she had gotten pregnant! Luckily, it was only a delay. Stopping was not even up for consideration. They worked out a one-week truce while the new birth control pills took effect, then were right back at it.

      By the end of her senior year, she was cumming regularly with his mouth, hand, and shaft, and she had gotten proud of her ability to give a blowjob, taking him almost all the way down her throat.

      But life intruded. Billie went away to school in another state, found someone else, and she eventually found Gavin.

      The lingering thought of this memory was how much she grew to love sex. Billie was an immature guy, very self-centered as a person, and definitely NOT marriage material. But he was an enthusiastic and attentive lover in discovering sexual pleasures in all its forms. She will always be thankful that he was her first lover.
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        * * *

      

      As if that phase of the memory was over, another pushed its way to the front… this one was not so pleasant. She tried to push it away, to think about other things. Whatever was bringing these old memories back would not relent.

      In her first year in college, she attended a school out of state, living in the dorms. She kind of dated this guy named Vincent. There was little passion of the kind she had with Billie, or would later have with Gavin, but they were friendly and compatible. Plus, he liked to have sex with her. After a year of constant sex with Billie, she needed to have a new outlet for her desire. Vincent took care of those needs.

      As she looked back, though, she should have seen the warning signs. Vincent liked to have sex, but it wasn’t about the two of them. It was about the sex. He had her watching porn with him, even inviting her to parties where a lot of sexual activity was going on around them.

      At first, she resisted taking part. It wasn’t just the whole ‘good girl’ thing. It was more about where this was going. She saw the way some girls were at these parties. They would go from guy to guy, not thinking about anything other than the pleasure they would receive. She wasn’t sure she wanted to be like that.

      But Vincent really got off on the idea of her being available to his friends. Several times, he encouraged her to go to parties without her bra, only to discover that she was the only girl there. The guys would leer at her all evening, often touching her openly after they had consumed a few too many beers.

      Truth is, she came to enjoy being the center of that attention. Once, after a few too many herself, Blakely ended up spending the evening with her top off, allowing all the guys to touch her as they wanted. That was so hot. When they got back to the dorm, Vincent gave her a fierce humping. She was more aroused than she could ever remember.

      This quickly transitioned to Vincent taking her to a party at a friend’s house. His name was Darius. This friend was a junior, and even worse than Vincent. Blakely felt almost powerless to stop the arousal she felt when he was around. Before the night was up, she gladly went into a backroom naked, allowing him to take her hard on her hands and knees in front of several guys. They cheered as she came and came, her tits flopping in front of them.

      The other guys were about ready to join the party, but Vincent came into the room, pissed at his girlfriend, giving herself so freely to these guys. He dragged Blakely back to the dorm. Shame filled her as she thought about betraying her somewhat boyfriend.

      It didn’t matter. Another gate had opened. One to almost unlimited desire. A new lover had replaced Vincent in her mind. Darius had an enormous cock and knew how to use it. Blakely was smitten, wanted to feel him inside her again.

      A week later, she found an excuse to go back to Darius’ place by herself. She tried to be coy about it. This did not fool him. He knew why she was there, quickly taking her into his bedroom. His roommates could hear her cries of pleasure throughout the house, as he took her hard repeatedly.

      Darius was an excellent lover. She wanted him inside her as often as possible, breaking up with Vincent shortly after that. When she told Darius what she had done, he invited her to become his resident plaything, which she did for most of her freshman year. Whenever she was in the house, she was to be available to do whatever anyone wanted her to do.

      Blakely couldn’t have been happier. Her studies suffered since it didn’t matter when or where, if a guy in Darius’s circle needed her to service them, she did… eagerly!

      Things got wilder and wilder. He took her aggressively, in every way possible, frequently in front of other people. She came to like that very much. The combination of being watched and cumming became a thing for her.

      He took her anally for the first time, shared her with another friend, then took her to a party where all girls were supposed to remain naked and do whatever anybody wanted. She gave blowjobs to complete strangers and had several guys fuck her one after the other, and in all three holes at once. People watching cheered as she came, screaming with the growing need for more. She could see other girls getting the same treatment.

      Blakely went back to these parties several times with Darius, eventually going by herself as well, invited by other guys and girls. She saw these students as close friends, growing to love the public sex and pleasure of each event.
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        * * *

      

      All this playing came crashing down when they invited her to a party late that spring, thinking there would be other girls there. She turned out to be the only one invited. Eight guys used her for the entire night, into the next morning. Exhausted beyond reason, despite the constant cumming that she loved, they ended up pushing her out the door with her clothes in her hands, not on her body, after she complained about being sore from the constant humping in all three of her openings. They didn’t care, wanting more.

      Blakely finally had to admit what she was to these guys. A willing hole? A slut? A whore? The label didn’t matter. Shame scorched her as she thought about what she had become. The next time Darius called, she told him she would not be doing the group things anymore. He cursed her out, telling her never to come back. She didn’t.

      The funny thing about life is that it often teaches cruel lessons only to use those challenges to lead you to incredible happiness.

      And so it was with Blakely. She transferred to State U at the beginning of her sophomore year and, six months later, she met Gavin. They started tentatively, but their passion for each other, and her interest in feeling sexual pleasure again, quickly became a whirlwind romance that has now lasted over 25 years.

      But thoughts of being in the center of a cock storm never left her. A couple times, Gavin has suggested they bring in another partner, his friend Kevin. He was going through a divorce. Gavin thought it would be fun to invite Kevin into their bed to help him through the crisis.

      Blakely rejected this completely. She knew… feared, really… if she started down that path again, even her love for Gavin could not stop her from falling completely under the spell of the pleasure. He never brought it up again.

      She only knew she no longer wanted to be ‘that kind of girl’… ever again.
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      My name is Dagon. I was born in the late Roman empire. My father was a legionnaire home on leave. I found out much of my family history many centuries later when I ran into my mother in a tavern in Iberia. Back then, she had barely stayed long enough to get me through my infancy, yet long enough for me to remember her face. We were both there hunting for the same thing… sustenance.

      After my mother left… they told me she died at the time… I spent my younger years living with my father’s sister in Rome. He had followed Emperor Valens to fight Gothic rebels, dying in the Battle of Adrianople when I was 12. Once his financial support for me ended, his sister sent me out to make my way in the world. Those were some tough years as I learned to survive on the streets of Rome.

      From an early age, I knew I differed from other boys. I was stronger, learned new skills quicker, especially languages, and possessed endurance to exceed all my friends. I became the leader of every group of kids I joined.

      Though by the time I reached my fifteenth year, women of all ages approached me in ways that confused at first. They would aggressively throw themselves at me, wanting me to touch them, to use them. It seemed weirdly compulsive, as if they couldn’t help themselves.

      I didn’t care. I would touch them as much as they wanted, as long as it got me fed, housed, and treated like royalty. Over time, my desire for them grew just as strong. Whenever I was inside a woman, I came away feeling stronger, more vigorous, replenished of all the energy I had lost. It was as if the very act of being with a woman provided a sustenance better than any meal, rejuvenating my very soul.

      Eventually, I latched onto a noble family where the husband was away at war most of the year. The wife had me move in with them as a servant, but the only thing I served were her lustful needs. Before I left them, in my 19th year, I had gained a title, allowing me to join the Roman Legion in Gaul, rising to Tribune at the early age of 25.

      Several severe wounds later, I discovered my strength and endurance did not mean invulnerability. Yet, this is when the difference between my fellow soldiers became apparent. My wounds healed unnaturally quickly, and I seemed to age slower than others. When I reached 35, still looking as if I was in my 20s, my legionnaires noticed.

      This came to a head after a skirmish, where I found myself trapped by a large enemy contingent on an open plain. They killed much of my cohort before the larger legion forced them back. I suffered a severe wound in my abdomen from a spear.

      While most men either died of these wounds or got infections that killed them later, I healed quickly, even miraculously. Whispers spread, especially after I healed faster when women from a nearby village began frequenting my tent.

      When several men from that village came looking for me one evening, I fled in the night, finding my way to Iberia, where I sought women to reestablish my fortunes.
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        * * *

      

      It was in my early 40s when I discovered the secret of my powers, a skill that would sustain me for the next two millennia. Whenever I entered a woman, not only did they experience the greatest pleasure of their lives, but my true nature as incubi emerged.

      My need for sustenance increased over time, requiring more feeding to sustain my body. This discovery came by accident when Lady Zenobia of Armenia was visiting the local lord. The family was shopping her around as marriage potential. Unfortunately for her family, she encountered me first. That night I felt a little tired at the start. As I took her repeatedly through much of the night, I grew stronger, feeling my vigor revive. Poor Zenobia only weakened, barely able to lift her head. The rush of this life force was so powerful I got careless, taking all Zenobia possessed.

      Inside, I knew what had happened, that I had used her to rejuvenate my body. Frankly, I could have cared less about her life - Zenobia was already boring me - but I remained confused how it was done, as I fled the castle just ahead of the hangman’s noose.

      At first, I had difficulty controlling the flow to meet my needs, though I loved the rush of delicious life. In the past, I had taken what I needed. The women would be tired, but still alive.

      I soon figured out it was my growing hunger. I had to pull more to sustain myself. This was all so new! Sometimes, the enjoyment of taking a woman overpowered all control, and I got careless, leaving only a lifeless husk behind. Too many times, I will admit, as I learned to identify my needs and how much I could draw. This made my life much more complicated.

      For the next five years, I moved constantly, testing my skills at regulating the feed. Several dead women later, I was confident I could pull what I needed just short of death.

      Draining them turned out to be only temporary, if any life remained. Rest and food allowed them to recover… eventually. Most women just thought they had caught a wasting disease. Though I quickly learned never to go back to the same woman a second time. The risk of being caught was too great.

      Yet, no woman could resist me. In my mind, it was a fair exchange. I would deliver a burst of indescribable pleasure. In return, they would give me some of their life to sustain mine. Once I figured out how to manage the flow, I never aged another day for over 1,600 years.
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        * * *

      

      During that span, I traveled all over Europe, from Russia to England, eventually to Barbados and America in the 1830s, often one step ahead of the constables after I used a woman too much. Along the way, I built vast wealth, but no political power. Since I didn’t age, I had to move constantly so no one would notice.

      Risk of discovery remained my greatest concern. If anyone knew the source of my talent, they would kill me in ways recovery would not be possible. Or worse, put me in prison, unable to touch the source of my sustenance.

      I ended in New York City after the Civil War, where the constant influx of new immigrants meant I seldom had a shortage of women for my needs. No one even seemed to care if an occasional body wound up dead in an apartment.

      By this time, regular sea transport with steam power was available. I would routinely cross back to England. The women there always seemed so much more uptight, and thus susceptible to my encouragement.

      But it was on one of my return trips to New York where I met the person who would seal my fate.
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            MORE EXCITING THAN EXPECTED

          

        

      

    

    
      Just before pulling into the driveway, Blakely called her friend Molly. She had promised her son Aaron would come over to help her get the mirror in the house. He was standing there as she backed in.

      She got out, gave him a polite hug, thanking him for coming over.

      “Hey, Mrs. C. What’s this?” Aaron asked as he opened the back gate.

      “A new mirror for our bedroom.”

      “Wanna watch how well you’re doing?” he chuckled.

      “Aaron!” Blakely laughed, gently slapping him on the arm. “I’m definitely NOT Mae West… I don’t need to watch myself. I’m too busy to care.”

      Her flush conveyed the amusement she felt at his flirting with her, seeming to encourage more. It occurred to her she had never had a sexual conversation with this young man, and here he was making jokes about her making it with her husband.

      “Gonna get quite a view with this thing,” he chuckled.

      She giggled again. With all those sexual images on the way home, she could not stop assessing Aaron in a new light. This was a handsome young man.

      According to her husband, he was an excellent soccer player, but didn’t seem very motivated. He never applied to any out-of-town schools, or even State U, settling on a scholarship for soccer at the local junior college. He continued to live at home and seemed to be there all the time; at least, she saw his car in the driveway a lot.

      None of that mattered to her at the moment. His light brown, almost blond hair, cut in a mop-top style, highlighted soft brown eyes and a body that could only be called ‘ripped’. At about six feet, he was extremely fit with a muscular chest that pressed against his t-shirt, arms out of a weightlifters magazine, and tight legs that pushed at the edge of his gym shorts. Even on this frigid January day, he dressed only in a long-sleeve t-shirt and a pair of gym shorts. She guessed he did not expect to be outside much.

      She couldn’t help her eyes tracing down to look at those shorts. His ample tool pressed against the material, even when soft, betraying his lack of underwear. Her imagination filled with the dirtiest of images of that cock pointing out at her, hard and proud. Her mouth moving lower… Blakely, you old slut! That’s Molly’s son! What is going on with you?!

      She had to shake herself to get that vision out of her head, concentrating on the mirror instead.

      When she looked up, Aaron was staring at her. No, not at HER. His eyes were much lower. She could feel her nipples poking out, pressing against the material of her blouse. She had taken her coat off, despite the chilly day, to keep it from getting dirty while they made the move. Now, her girls were broadcasting to this handsome young man exactly what she had been thinking. He did not miss the message.

      They struggled to get the mirror out, even with the two of them. It wasn’t so much heavy, even if the glass seemed to weigh a ton. Just awkward. A six-foot sheet of mirrored glass required delicate care. They wrestled it out of the back of the SUV, then removed the mirror from the stand, carrying the pieces in separately.

      She helped him bring the glass up, leaving it on their bed, then he ran down to retrieve the stand. As he left, she rushed into the bathroom, running a quick brush through her hair, straightening up her clothes. Desire filled her every cell.

      Blakely couldn’t believe the dirty thoughts she was having. She had spoken to him many times in the past, both as a young boy and more recently. He always seemed so full of video games and sports that she never noticed how sexy, fit and handsome he was.

      But now, as she thought about him, her nipples throbbed. Images of him licking her breasts and sucking her nipples made her shudder as she stared disbelieving at herself in the bathroom mirror. It was as if she had no control over her arousal.

      Suddenly, she had an impulse. Rushing back to her closet, she pulled out an old V-neck t-shirt, taking her bra off while changing. Her nipples were now clearly on display; her large breasts pressing against the thin material. She shuddered again as images of him crawling on top of her…

      Noise on the stairs pulled her out of these wild visions. Come on, girl. What is wrong with you?

      Aaron did not miss any of this when he returned. His eyes drank in the new visuals with a wry grin painting his face. As he came back, she turned to face him, displaying her newly free breasts for his eyes. She tried to cover what she was doing by directing him where to place the stand. It did not work. She could feel his eyes following her as he placed the stand next to the dresser, finding space directly in front of the bed.

      Fear gripped her. She had to get moving before something bad happened. Her thoughts were overflowing with how bad she wanted those things to be! The mirror on the bed… Blakely kept looking back at the mirror, instinctively understanding the connection between these thoughts and the glass.

      He moved right next to her, his manly smell so close, she could not help herself. She felt drawn to him. She moved to the other side of the bed so they could each get a side, then walked the mirror to the stand, fastening it back in place.

      While doing the reassemble and discussing where to put it, Blakely gave Aaron another close look, leaning forward so the V-neck top left her nipples exposed. His presence soaked into her like it was the first she had ever seen him. He was no longer the little boy she used to babysit with her own kids. This young man had blossomed!

      Blakely quivered next to him, a desire to hold him against her bursting out through the nipples that were hurting they had grown so hard. The memory of that first time with Billie intruded once again.

      She ran downstairs to get a pail of warm water and a couple of cleaning towels. They began washing off the accumulations of ten years sitting in a warehouse. Every time they would cross paths around the mirror, she would touch as they passed.

      When they discussed what to do next, she stood close to him. At one point, she was so close; he put his hand on her shoulder, smiling down at her. That touch made her tremble as she leaned forward slightly, causing another gap in the ‘v’ of her t-shirt.

      “This is nice, Mrs. C. Must have cost a lot.”

      “No, Aaron. Just found it in a junk store. The owner picked it up for cheap.” Why she felt the need to lie to him about it surprised her. The truth of it needed to be hidden. She knew it in her very bones!

      She stood, directing him how to position it. They had initially placed it right next to the bed. Somehow, she knew this wasn’t right. There needed to be a space in front of the mirror.

      As they moved it to the new location, her breasts accidentally brushed up against his arm. Aaron didn’t miss a beat, pushing his elbow out to press against them. He said nothing, nor gave any other reaction. But they both knew she had done it on purpose. Sexual tension hung in the air between them.

      She stood back, looking at the mirror. “What do you think? Seems the right place?”

      He moved right next to her, their arms touching. “I think so. Gives a great visual. Very clear.” He pulled her in front of him, fully in front of the mirror, wrapping his arms around her chest. She stared up at him as he smiled.

      Blakely shivered against his touch. She couldn’t help herself, leaning her head back against his chest. “Yes, it does… very nice.”

      She couldn’t believe she was shamelessly flirting with this young man, who was literally the same age as her own son! But those nipples told the complete story.

      Before anything else could happen, she pulled away from him, walking back to straighten the bed up. “Thanks, Aaron. You have been very helpful. Are you available for other projects? I have been trying to get some things done in our basement. I could use a firm hand to help.” What did I just say? A firm hand? Oh, my god. What has gotten into me?

      “Sure, Mrs. C. I can help with anything you need,” he chuckled. He did not miss any of the innuendo. “Classes don’t start for another week. I have plenty of time.”

      She had to turn away from him before she dropped to her knees! “I’ll call you,” she said, as she touched his arm, leading him back to the stairs.

      “Here, give me your cell number,” he said. “I’ll send you my contact info. No need to go through my mom in the future.” She gave it. He pinged her back with a text of his own.

      As she stood at the door, Blakely found herself drawn to him, touching his arm, thanking him with an effusive hug, pressing her breasts against him. “Really, you have been a great help. Couldn’t have done this without you.”

      “I will help with whatever you need,” he smiled down at her. “Anything…”

      She had to get him out of there before she did something she would regret. He stepped out, looking back at her with a quizzical look. Neither of them seemed to know what had just happened.
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        * * *

      

      As soon as he was out the door, Blakely ran upstairs, rummaging through drawers for ‘mommy’s little helper’, tearing her clothes off.

      Moments later, she had the largest dildo she owned plunging inside her repeatedly as a finger circled her clit. She needed no lube. Her arousal coated her sex and inner thigh as her body quivered with lust. Images of Aaron flooded her thoughts as she drove the shaft harder.

      In her mind, the mirror seemed interested. As if her body was listening to it unbidden, she turned her crotch sideways on the bed, pointing her sex at the recent addition to the room. She could see her reflection, legs spread wide, the dildo pushing her lips aside as she violated herself. Images of Aaron filled her fantasies.

      Aaron stood next to the bed. His massive cock poised to take what he wanted. She spread her legs wider, welcoming everything he had in mind. He moved onto the bed between her legs, rising above her like Adonis ready to claim Aphrodite. She could feel his weight as he settles down, pressing his manhood against her opening…

      Her breath caught as the climax consumed her; shaking as the dildo kept its pace of hard thrusts. Falling back on the bed, taking deep breaths of recovery, Blakely suddenly knew she hadn’t had an orgasm like that for a very long time. As she laid there, she kept her legs spread wide, facing the mirror, the dildo still inside her. It was not even a thought, just something she needed to do.

      ‘Such pleasure I will bring you.’

      Blakely shuddered, abruptly looking around. She had heard it clear as day, a voice… Her mind turned toward the mirror. What just happened?
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        * * *

      

      Her cell buzzed on the dresser, startling Blakely out of her confusion. She had to concentrate to will her body to move. Oh, no… a video call from Gavin.

      She rushed to the bathroom door, pulling her robe out, draping it around her shoulders.

      “Hey, babe,” she said breathlessly. She was still trying to recover from the power of what had happened. She knew her face was still flush from her orgasm.

      “Bathrobe?” he chuckled. “Taking a lazy day?”

      She giggled, looking down as if noticing her robe for the first time. “No, nothing like that. I brought home that new piece I texted you. It had been in the warehouse a long time. Aaron came over to help me get it upstairs. It was filthy. Apparently in the warehouse a long time. I was about ready to hop in the shower when you called.”

      “Aaron, huh? How’s he doing?”

      “Not sure… seems off school for winter break. Just hanging at the house. Sure glad he was available. No way I could get this upstairs.”

      “Okay… the piece is why I called. Let’s see it.” She turned the phone around, moving closer to the mirror, giving him a broad view. “Wow! That is BIG!! No wonder you didn’t want to tell me how much it was.”

      She smiled, still a little embarrassed at how much she had paid. “But it fits perfectly, don’t you think?” she implored. “Softens the room, just the way you wanted, and gives us a way to check our outfits as we leave.”

      “And to see how well we’re doing…” he snickered. The video camera was pointed away from her face, but Blakely knew that dirty tone, smiling to herself.

      “You men… always have your minds in the gutter. Aaron gave the same old line. That is NOT why I bought it.”

      “Too bad. Maybe Aaron could see if it provides the right view.”

      “Gavin Cooper! I can’t believe you said that,” even though she was openly giggling at his reaction. “That’s Molly’s son you’re talking about.”

      “I know… grown up to be a handsome young man, don’t you think?”

      “Give it up, you pervert! I will not talk to you about him like some boytoy.”

      “Too bad…” she heard him whisper across the connection. What did he mean by that?

      She ignored it. “Do you like it?” She was trying to change the subject back to the mirror.

      “Sure, babe. Whatever you want. Looks great. Am I going to need a second mortgage to pay for it?”

      “Don’t be silly…”

      They chatted a little more as she showed closeups of the fine details, then wished him a wonderful trip, cutting the connection.

      What was he thinking with those comments about Aaron? The same thing as you, you slut! Come on, girl, pull your head together.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Gavin Cooper was sure glad he was in his hotel room when he called. He had a boner for the ages! Images of Aaron on top of his wife, pounding away at her, had done the trick!

      He rushed into the bathroom, yanking down his pants, reaching for the lube he always brought… just in case. He simply couldn’t get that image out of his head. Aaron was a ripped young man, athletic and handsome. He did not know how big his cock was, but he bet he knew how to use it. Young men like that attract female companions.

      As he frantically whipped his shaft, closing his eyes, he could almost hear his wife wailing with the pleasure of each plunge. Gavin exploded all over the bathroom counter, grunting with the force of the release… and of his own arousal.

      Fuck! I need to get a handle on myself. I am on the road so much… Aaron is always around next door… if we open that door, it may be difficult to close.

      All those fantasies he had about Blakely with other men… He chuckled to himself about what Molly would do. Good old Molly. Great neighbor, but about as straight-laced an old biddy as ever existed. She would not take that news well at all, he suspected.

      Gavin got quiet suddenly, standing in the bathroom, staring at himself, his now flaccid cock still in his hand. He wondered if Blakely would be willing? Would she even consider taking a lover if he gave his approval?

      He couldn’t think about that now. His next appointment was almost a half hour away. He needed to get going. Quickly cleaning up his mess, he shoved himself back into his pants. Dreams of getting a video call from his naked wife and her lover filled him as he rushed down the hall.
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            DISAPPOINTING OF LATE

          

        

      

    

    
      Blakely was struggling at nearly being caught in her fantasy about Aaron. She couldn’t believe what she had done. Her neighbor and close friend’s boy? What was she thinking? Shame filled her. Even if she wanted to have an affair, it couldn’t be with someone like that! That boy is way too young.

      What would Aaron think about her saggy boobs? Blakely was in good shape from being a dedicated gym rat for years, which resulted in her relatively slim hips and trim stomach. She remained confident her body was very nice… for her age! But compared to twenty-somethings who never had kids? Not a chance.

      Unfortunately, Aaron made her blood boil this afternoon! Every detail of their touching and talking ran through her mind repeatedly. His hard chest… that firm ass… the way he looked at her… She could not shake the intense attraction. And he seemed just as interested. Those eyes gave him away, especially the way they flickered at her breasts constantly, especially after she took her bra off.

      The only mystery that remained was why the sudden heat today? In the last two years, she had seen him many times. She had even gone to a swimming party at another neighbor’s pool last summer, where he paraded around in swim trunks that hid nothing. At the time, she felt nothing, not giving him a second thought. But now, he was ALL she could think about!

      As if she was looking for an excuse, her thoughts quickly turned to the moribund state of her love life with Gavin. He was a great guy. They loved each other very much. He loved his family and had never given her a reason to think he cheated on her. Yet, he has not seemed interested in bedding his bride at all of late.

      He typically comes home from trips exhausted. Two trips ago, she suggested they go to bed, only to have him be asleep on the bed before she changed into something sexy. Even later in the weekend, by the time all the duties around the house had been done, and they had their night out with friends, they came home only to watch TV, only going to sleep when they finally made it into bed.

      Some of it was her fault, Blakely had to admit to herself. She had never been an overtly sexual person within their relationship, especially after the experience with Darius. She kept that part of her sexuality under tight wraps; seldom demanding more. They had three kids, she giggled, so there was some sex, but it was mostly at his suggestion. Now, 25 years later, it seemed unfair to make him feel guilty for not doing enough.

      She had to admit this growing need was not going away. True, it had prodded near the surface more frequently over the last few years, especially since their youngest left for college in the fall, but making love only once a month looked like the long-term plan for her husband. She was no longer sure that would be enough.
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        * * *

      

      Inside, Blakely knew most of her reluctance to push her greater interest was because of how far she had gone before they met. She had fallen hard, and deep, into Darius’s world of debauchery, with its wild excess and unlimited cock. She loved it, really loved it! Though after being discarded, left to feel used and dirty, she pushed those desires back where she felt they belonged: buried. Those needs could not interfere with the proper relationship she wanted with Gavin. She was afraid she could not stop if she did.

      Still, those hidden desires lurked just below the surface, even if never strong enough to make her go outside their marriage. Going that way again was out of the question. That way ended only in rejection, loneliness, and despair. She knew that with certainty.

      Even with that knowledge, the thought of experiencing all those orgasms again seemed very attractive. Her flirting with Aaron this afternoon, and the resulting monstrous orgasm, showed her how much she missed great sex… with her husband, or with someone else. Chuckling to herself, she wondered how Gavin would react to this new desire?

      Thoughts of Darius returned, of being taken by him so aggressively, even when he gave her to his friends. It left her feeling dirty in the end, but the sex along the way was simply glorious. She loved being at the center of that cock-storm, truly did.

      Memories of his parties keep resurfacing. She loved walking around naked in front of the guys, being their obedient fucktoy, dropping to her knees at any moment if one demanded she suck them. Or bending over for a guy to fuck her while another shoved his cock down her throat. She loved everything about the experience.

      One memorable Saturday night, there were only two girls at the party. She had only been Darius’s plaything for a couple of months. Her growing hunger for cock had not yet caused her to completely humiliate herself in her quest for pleasure.

      Blakely was so eager for the pleasure, she ripped her clothes off as soon as she walked in the door. When she found the first guy sitting on the sofa, she dropped to her knees in front of him, pulling his cock out of his pants. Just as she swallowed his hardening rod in her mouth, another guy stepped behind her, slamming himself in her eager snatch. She sucked on the sofa guy until they both came inside her, bringing many releases along the way.

      After that, they placed a blanket on the coffee table, positioning her on hands and knees. One after the other, all the guys at the party used her mouth and pussy until they came, making room for the next. She shuddered at the memory of all that cumming.

      By the time Darius took her home that night, she was nothing but a pile of goo, barely able to hold her head up. Darius didn’t care. He brought two friends home with him, using her for all they wanted deep into what remained of the night. God help her, but she loved every minute of being used in that way, giving herself to them totally.

      Another time, they tied her to a tabletop for the entire party, leaving her mouth and sex exposed… and open. Anyone that wanted could use any hole they desired. And they used them all, repeatedly. She felt so wanton, so filthy, but the pleasure pushed those thoughts away as she reveled in one orgasm after another. She couldn’t get enough that night, moaning a complaint when Darius took her off the table to go home.

      Even the gangbang at the end of her time with Darius had been a fantastic sensual experience, despite its ending. All eight guys had taken her repeatedly. She found herself so energized early on that she pushed them to use her more after they tired. They reluctantly gave in, but then got a second wind as she reached exhaustion. The number and breadth of the orgasms that night, even now, took her breath away.

      Why was she suddenly having this resurface again? She hadn’t thought about those college days for years. And those desires for Aaron?

      Was this all because of her declining love life with Gavin… her body telling her she needed more? Or was it something else? She knew the debauchery had pleased her body, even if it did not feed her emotional needs.

      Gavin filled those emotional needs and so much more. They had a great relationship. There was no way she was going to reenter that world of debauchery again, no matter how strong the desire was. She would never put what they had at risk. Nor was she interested in starting over with new relationships just to get a good boning every once in a while.
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        * * *

      

      While these thoughts swirled in her head, she hopped into the shower. Despite her lie to cover up the solo session on the bed, she really was a mess. The dirt of the mirror and the flood of her moisture down below had left her uncomfortable.

      As she stood under the spray, trying to collect her thoughts, all she could think about was the boy… desire for Aaron filled her. She felt a growing surge of need… to be taken hard… ravaged by hard cocks, one after the other.

      Her hand fell down to her clit, slowly tracing a circle as she closed her eyes. Visions of him standing next to her made her gasp.

      Aaron pulled the shampoo out of the dispenser, moving closer to her. She leaned her head to give him access. His scrubbing her hair… with his long, firm fingers… riveted her body. His hard cock poked into her back. She reached around, gripping the shaft with both hands, trapping her hands there, pinned by his desire as he scrubbed her head, slowly, sensually. He rinsed her hair, then scrubbed her body, finally pushing her against the shower wall, raising her hips to…

      She came with a shudder, leaning against the wall, startled suddenly as if she hadn’t done it herself. The images were so real… What is happening to me? She hadn’t masturbated in the shower in years. Suddenly, she can’t get enough releases?
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        * * *

      

      Gavin Cooper kept wondering what it would mean for him and Blakely if he encouraged her to let Aaron into her bed. It made him hot as a firecracker, ready to explode at any minute, but for their relationship? So much risk…

      It excited him in theory, yet if it actually happened, he knew his feelings would be all over the place. He wondered if he would be as accepting if he knew she was playing around while he was away, even if she had his permission.

      Would she be willing to do that? Frankly, she had never seemed all that interested in sex. Early on, when they first started dating, even past their first kid, she seemed hotter than a firecracker, an M80 or something! She would cum repeatedly and always seemed willing, encouraging him to get it up another time, but after their second was born, and more dramatically after their ‘accidental’ third, she grew increasingly resistant. The excuses got ever more inventive until he just stopped asking.

      Now that he was growing less interested, her desire seemed to have recovered. A couple of weekends ago, he was so tired from the four-day sporting goods convention in Vegas… and no, he didn’t stay up all night gambling… he came home and went straight to bed. Blakely had followed him into the bedroom, touching him all the way. She was clearly interested.

      She disappeared into the bathroom, emerging a few moments later in a lingerie set that made his cock think about bouncing. But he was so tired, he couldn’t keep his eyes open. She was disappointed, no question there.

      He wanted to make it up to her the next morning. However, she was long gone before he awoke… to some women’s group function.

      They made love Saturday night, though the spell seemed broken. She didn’t bring out the lingerie again, and it was over quickly. They cuddled, falling asleep afterward, with little fire.

      The reason he hadn’t brought up his fantasy was a concern she would only interpret it as a deceitful way to justify sleeping around himself. That certainly wasn’t it! With all the time he spent on the road, he just wanted her to have a satisfying sex life.

      In fact, the idea of her making love to someone else had become an obsession in recent years. He wasn’t an active porn guy, but when he did, it was always hotwife/cuckold videos where the husband watched the wife making it, or spent the night at home while the wife went out on her own. That made him SO hot! He would slam his pud until he was sore from trying to get it up another time.

      Now Aaron comes along… he just might be the answer. Strong, handsome, muscular. Yes, I think he could give her just the boning they both needed.
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        * * *

      

      After the shower, Blakely wrapped her hair in a towel, brushed her teeth, then had an impulse to look at herself in front of the new mirror. She walked out, still naked except for the towel around her hair. As she saw herself, a cringe blew through her, shattering her calm of the shower. Blakely quickly removed the towel. She needed to be totally naked. Not sure why, but she felt it strongly. She could only be naked in front of this mirror.

      Standing there, she thought about her body, evaluating and assessing. She supposed she was as narcissistic as the next person, though she seldom stared in a mirror, or felt drawn to look at herself every time she passed one. This time seemed different.

      She was happy with her appearance. All those hours in the gym paid off as she approached her 45th birthday. Her hips were still reasonably slim, her ass tight, the legs trim, though not long. She was only five-four. Even her stomach only had a little remaining baby bump. She could see the small C-section scar just above her pubic hair, where her third child had to be taken out quickly after they lost the fetal heartbeat while she was in labor. He was fine, but it was scary for a bit. The OB/GYN had done a great job of making the incision clean. You could barely see the scar.

      Next time I shower, I think I will shave myself. I’d like to see my pussy lips bare. A wave of positive reinforcement filled her.

      She brushed her hair slowly while staring at herself in the mirror. Her auburn locks trailed to mid-back, even at her age. She loved having long hair, and Gavin loved it, too. Most of her friends had already gone much shorter, just because of the hassle long hair brings. She was holding on to her youth; she giggled to herself, through her hair no less!

      But it was her large breasts that held her attention. They were still quite nice, at 36D, though the years and three nursing infants had stretched her nipples out and brought a bit of sag. One positive side effect of the nursing was that now, when aroused, they really poked out. Like large pencil erasers. I wonder what a nipple clamp would feel like if…

      The image of that suddenly filled her, as the pain of the clamp creased a shard of pain straight into her sex, causing her to gush with arousal. She looked straight down, shaking, wondering if she would see one on each nipple. It was as if she had just done what she thought about doing.

      Startled, Blakely ran her hands down each side, gripping her breasts, wiggling them at the mirror. Joy filled her at the playfulness of this gesture. She enjoyed showing off in front of the mirror. She could see herself as clear as if she was looking through an open window.

      This mirror was going to be so much fun.
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            ROME, 417 AD

          

        

      

    

    
      Abruptly, the mirror shimmered in front of her. A sharp flash of light filled the frame, blinding her. The room went dead silent. What the hell just happened?

      As her vision came back, the image in the mirror shifted, like a movie camera, closing on a sea of tents. She no longer heard the white noise of her home. All she could hear was the flapping of tent fabric blowing in the wind and horses. Horses?

      Staring in disbelief, it was like a scene out of some old movie, like Ben Hur or Spartacus. A military camp filled the image, as far as she could see, tent after tent.

      The image transformed, as if the movie had changed scenes. This was no sharp cut, like an edited transition. Instead, a fluid motion drew her closer to one particular tent. Two guards stood in front of the tent flap. She recognized the garb from her history classes. These were Roman legionnaires.

      A woman stood there in a tight, though quite modest, dress, made of flowing material. She had her auburn hair tied in a bun in the back and seemed completely out of place in this military camp.

      The sound of people talking drew the woman’s attention. She turned to look. Blakely gasped. It was her! She was the woman next to the tent, down to the small mole on the side of her neck!

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      A vast military camp laid out before her, as she stood next to one tent. Campfires blazed in the background, smoke rising above the encampment.

      This was clearly the commander’s tent, with two guards keeping watch on either side of the entrance. Their uniforms seemed so realistic, with the skirt, sandals, body armor, and helmet looking used and dirty, as if they had seen some action. She could even smell their body odor. The scene seemed so real…

      She looked at herself. Mirror-Blakely had a regal bearing, as if born to nobility. Maybe the wife of a high official or noble. Yet, her glancing around told of nervousness at being caught. Something else was going on. The uncertainty in her eyes. Her furtive looks. She didn’t really want to be where she was, or at least get caught doing it.

      The tight bodice on top revealed nothing, even though the thin material showed no bra underneath. Blakely giggled to herself. They would not invent the bra for another 1500 years! Yet, the flowing, colorful cloth spoke of wealth and of her status in the community, revealing much of the luscious curves underneath. Her own sparkling cleanliness contrasted dramatically with the veteran guards standing watch, as if she had spent the previous hours cleaning herself for this single moment.

      A shawl covered her hair, a headband across the crown, as if she was trying to hide her identity.

      Blakely giggled as she watched her own face and body move toward the tent. After her time in the shower, and using the dildo, she found herself aroused again by the thought of what she might do there. Heading to the tent of her husband, she thought, hoping for a chance at loving with him before he leaves for war.

      The woman approached the tent, but the guards closed rank. “You may not enter, m’lady. The Tribune will return shortly.”

      She could see the mouths move, but their lips did not sync exactly. Like a foreign film that had English-speaking actors dubbing words over the original language, she knew somehow that she was hearing the words in English, even if that wasn’t the native tongue of the speakers.

      There was another flashing bright light, startling her as the view shifted. Blakely felt nervous suddenly, shivering as she tried to hide herself against the tent. She was no longer looking on. She had BECOME that woman, looking at the world through her eyes and experiencing her thoughts.

      Julia… Her name was Julia…

      The exposure in the opening felt threatening as the truth of her situation soaked in. She knew why she was here… knew the woman’s thoughts as if they were her own. She wasn’t there to see her husband. The details and risk of her actions flooded into her. Emperor Constantius was firm in the punishment for adulterous women. Banishment into slavery! If caught, she was in real trouble.

      “The Tribune requested my presence,” she argued with the guard anxiously. “No one must see me here.”

      “That is not my concern, milady. No one may enter the command tent without the Tribune being present.”

      There was no question he would use force if needed. She shook nervously, standing to the side, wondering what would happen. Men were walking around the camp. What if her husband, or one of his men, saw her milling in front of this tent? They would know why she was here!

      Oh god, Julia thought to herself. She suddenly knew what she was about to do in that tent. Her husband had angered the Tribune during the last battle against the Visigoths, cowardly pulling back at a critical moment, causing the death of many soldiers. She was there to prevent him from being crucified as punishment. Whatever the Tribune demanded…

      She shuddered at the realization of what that meant. Her body belonged to him for the entire night. Arousal flooded through Blakely, as if she really was the wife.

      This Tribune was legendary in Court, as both demanding and able to deliver incredible pleasure, Julia remembered. Her friend, Lady Livia, had been with him to save her own husband last year. She described being violated by his member as the most pleasure she had ever had, though she warned he was also a fan of bondage and punishment. She showed her the marks where his strap had broken her skin, leaving a permanent brand of shame. The way Livia described the time with him… Julia knew she considered that scar as a memento of intense pleasure, not of shame.

      But she knew the Tribune took this commitment seriously. The wife was taking the punishment on behalf of the husband.

      Julia wondered how she would react to his demands. She had vowed to be submissive to whatever he wanted, to save her husband, but she had only been with one man in her life. Livia’s words had left her full of anticipation of what this might mean.

      The guards at the entrance kept looking at her, making her shiver with shame. They had to know why she was there, what he would do to her in the tent. As a shiver of arousal shook her, she wondered if they would join. She could feel the moisture gathering in her sex.

      All she could do was wait, hoping no one would see her.
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        * * *

      

      Men approached the tent, a group with white robes intermingled with men in military uniforms. The Tribune had a red cape and white skirt, holding a helmet with white plumage on the top. She tried to merge into the tent, to cover her presence. Nothing mattered. They walked right up to her.

      “So, this is your entertainment for the night?” one of the white robes chuckled.

      “Lady Julia is here to beg for Lucius’ life,” the Tribune said.

      “That worthless piece of shit,” one of the military men said, spitting on the ground. “He almost cost me an entire cohort when he…”

      The Tribune gave him a look. The words fell off sharply. “He still has much to offer…” the Tribune said confidently, “… if his wife has much to offer in his place. We will see how it goes. It all depends on how willing she is to serve my every need.”

      The other men roared as they reached in, pinching her breasts, shoving their fingers into her crotch through the material of her dress, grabbing her asscheeks. They laughed as she squirmed at the sudden assault with multiple hands. Being a lady of the Court, she was not used to this treatment. These men did not care.

      They left, waving hands for him to enjoy his treat.

      The Tribune raised his hand out to her, “Lady Julia… I think we have much to discuss.” She took the hand. The flush in her face suddenly became a rush of arousal at his touch. It was all she could do not to throw herself against him at that moment. What was happening to her? The gushing moisture in her womanhood jolted her into the reality of what was happening as they passed into the tent.

      “Tribune Dagon,” one guard acknowledged with a salute, as both guards stiffened in his presence. He paid the soldier no mind as he walked the lady into his tent.
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        * * *

      

      As soon as the tent flap closed, clearly sealed by the soldier on the outside, he turned, his face stern and demanding. “Get everything off your body… Get on your knees next to my cot, hands behind your back. You belong to me for the rest of the night.”

      Julia felt the arousal filling her as she stared at the man in front of her. She couldn’t get her clothes off fast enough, as if she needed to obey his every word. This was way beyond serving him for the needs of her husband. Her body demanded it.

      When she was naked on her knees, trembling in front of him, she couldn’t believe how her body was reacting. Her sex dripped and nipples pulsed with that arousal. Her eyes turned up to him.

      Dagon stepped closer, setting his helmet on a side pillow. He pinched her nipples savagely, but all she could do was groan as his hand touched her. Pleasure filled her like nothing she had ever experienced. She thrust her chest out to him. More, please more…

      “Undress me. Never allow your body to lose contact while you do it.”

      She rose. Julia had dressed her husband in his uniform many times, knew what to do, though she had never done it while naked. She giggled to herself at the thought. The cape fell to the side, followed by the tunic. She pressed herself against his exposed skin. Her growing sexual need seeped into her every cell. The arousal was unlike anything she had ever felt before, filling her entire body with desire. She shuddered as he ordered her back to her knees to remove his sandals.

      As she got them off, unstrapping each as she pulled them aside, her hands lovingly caressed his muscular legs. She couldn’t help herself. Every touch filled her with joy, the need to do more.

      “Bathe my feet with your tongue. Move higher as you go.”

      As she licked his toes, even the grit of dirt caused her to leak more down below. Moving up his ankles to his shins, she could hear the skirt unfastening, coming off, to be flung to the side. She knew what awaited her at the top of his legs. When she came even with his member, she gasped. It was long and hard, pulsing with his power over her. Much, much bigger than her husband’s! The enormous cockhead throbbed as he grabbed her head, pushing her mouth onto his manhood.

      It was so large, there was no way it would go all the way in, but she took it as deep as she could, allowing him to direct her head wherever he wanted.

      “You are mine, Lady Julia… to use as I want. You give yourself to me of your own free will, is this so?” He asked, pushing her mouth off his rod. She protested, wanting to have it back inside her. Such pleasure…

      “Yes, Tribune. I will do whatever you desire.”

      He pushed her head back toward his cock, shoving himself inside her mouth again. “I will use every hole, as long as I want, however I want. And when I am done, I will invite my men to do whatever they want. You are ours for the entire night.”

      She shivered at what was to come. She should be frightened, resistant to being used this way, but the cock in her mouth told her a different truth. A truth of unending pleasure, of the joy when he enters her, of how many releases she will have.

      This time, she pulled him out of her mouth, a look of hunger in her eyes. “You may do whatever you want with me. I offer anything that may please you.” Then pushing his cock right back into her mouth.

      The groan of her pleasure caused him to chuckle. “You can count on that, sweet Julia.”

      He lifted her off her knees, throwing her on the bed, and he was on her. His shaft slamming into her sex, brutally using her opening for what he wanted. The shock of penetration quickly gave way to an intensity that took her by surprise. Sex was not new to her, but this… the most intense joy of her life!

      Her arms and legs wrapped around Dagon as she shoved her hips up to meet his thrusts. She could not stop herself. Once the orgasms started, they seemed to come one after the other, growing stronger with each release. Blakely was panting at the excruciating need for more. She wanted this man, needed his cock.

      He pulled out, spinning her on hands and knees. She had never been in this position with a man before. Her husband had never been one for variation. When the Tribune returned inside her, it was as if she had never had any man before.

      Pleasure suffused her body as she screamed at the orgasms scorching through her. The rapture of his massive member, so thick and hard, pressed against the walls of her sheath, filling her every crevice.

      He never seemed to find his own release, just pushed her longer, taking her more brutally. Each of her releases found an untouched part inside. Her initial screams became bellows of animal sounds, groaning, grunting, whimpering. She needed this, never wanted it to end.

      “You are mine, Julia. From now on, whenever I want, you will come to me, to be used as I wish. Your husband understands this is part of his amnesty.” His sudden change in thrusting, an upward movement that touched something new inside, seared her brain with a blistering release that left her unable to breathe. Her head fell to the cot, shaking underneath his control.

      “Yes… yes… whatever you want. I am yours.”

      “You are mine,” Dagon said. Somehow, Julia sensed this went far deeper than his using her for sex.

      Nothing else mattered at that moment, as the blast of his release sent a surge of ecstasy through her. Her climax simply erupted, destroying every concept she had of herself. She no longer belonged to her husband, or to herself. She knew in her very bones that she belonged to him now… to Dagon… for whatever he wanted. She would never say no to him again.
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        * * *

      

      He pulled out, yanking her hips, pulling her over to the support struts for the tent. He tied each wrist to a strut, spreading her ankles to do the same. With no idea what was about to happen, he had her fully spread open, exposed to anything he wanted.

      Julia had barely recovered from the fucking on the cot, those blasts shaking her so hard her brain seemed foggy still. Now, she quivered with fear… and anticipation. She had never been bound like this before… so open… so vulnerable. Her nakedness seemed to take on new meaning as arousal poured out of her sex, unstoppable, dripping down her leg alongside Dagon’s side.

      Then a crease of pain came across her back. She cried out, turning her head. One of the guards from outside had a short whip, and he was laying into her with all his strength. The glee on his face chilled her heart. He was really enjoying the privilege of whipping a nude, high-born lady. Every part of her was fair game. Her ass, her thighs, her back.

      As he whipped her, Dagon went around to the front, twisting her nipples, pulling them away from her body, gripping her breasts harshly. She could barely contain the volume of pain. But as he pulled on her nipples, groping her roughly, his other hand came down to her sex. His rough treatment of her clit, while plunging inside, pushed her over whatever edge he had planned.

      She had no defense against the combination of pain and pleasure that took her as she came. She cried out again and again. With all the cumming of earlier, her body was so sensitive the releases came quickly, an agony of ecstasy that rippled through her core, shaking against the bonds as if she was having a seizure.

      The pleasure controlled her entire body while the creases of pain amplified every moment to new heights. Every part of her body shook against the ropes holding her firmly in place.

      All she could do was worship what he was doing to her, unable to contain the sensations of pleasure and pain. Screams flew out of her mouth. Screams of pure pleasure, continually followed by shrieks of pain, until she collapsed against the bonds; hanging by her wrists. Her body spent from the constant cumming.

      Julia was vaguely aware of Dagon removing the ropes from her wrists and ankles as he flung her roughly onto the bed. She looked up at him, hardly believing the feelings of worship she was having.

      No one had ever made her feel like this, or treated her so roughly, yet she had never felt more alive. She wanted so much more!

      After stepping back from the cot, he looked down at her, a look of total disdain. He waved to the two guards anxiously waiting at the entrance. “She’s all yours,” as he picked up his tunic and skirt, leaving the tent. The men were on her before the tent flap closed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE DEMON (PART II)
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      Cecilia was the much younger wife of a Professor taking up a posting at a newly established university in Syracuse, New York. The year was 1888. I ran across her during the dining hour one evening on the ship returning to New York. She was lovely, full of that fresh draw of youth; vital and invigorating. I could not get enough of her life force as I sampled Cecilia repeatedly the next day. She tasted so sweet I got careless, using her all afternoon while the Professor was giving a lecture in the main hall.

      When I departed her room, she could barely get out of bed. I didn’t care. She had met my needs. None of the rest mattered.

      Over all my millennia of feeding, few women had given me such a sweet taste of life. Several months later, I

      wanted to go back for a refresher, despite the risk! Since Professor Peck had gone to Syracuse, I headed north. It did not take long to find Cecilia, seeing her walk down a boulevard of large homes near the campus. The next morning, as soon as the Professor left for classes, I knocked on her door.

      For the next five days, I was there every day, all day, giving sweet Cecilia the best sex of her life, while carefully regulating my draw to sustain the source. I glowed with her energy, unable to stop feeding. By the end of the week, despite my efforts, I could tell she was getting weaker. I only needed one last taste.
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        * * *

      

      This is where my story turns dark. What I didn’t know was that the professor was a lecturer in psychology, but his passion was demonology. Professor Hoffenstein, a demon hunter that had hounded me several times in England so long ago, had taken him as a young apprentice during his time at Oxford.

      When I showed up Friday morning, Cecilia greeted me in a nightgown breathtaking in its transparency, but her hunger for more drew me in. I was smitten with the young woman as she took me straight into her bed.

      But her husband had not missed the sexual toll on her body that week. As I hammered my need into her, he had prepared a most unpleasant welcome. My need for her had become so great, I didn’t take care to examine the changes in their room.

      A line of white powder surrounded the bed in a circle with only a small gap at the foot. It looked like salt. He had moved a floor mirror into the room right next to the ring. Odd writing covered the surface of the mirror. By this time, I spoke 10 languages and could write in just as many. This script was new to me.

      She was crying out with her latest glorious orgasm when her husband walked in the room, sealing the white circle with a fistful of the same powder. She screamed as if surprised by his entry, thrashing underneath me to get off. I barely noticed. All I felt was the blast of power that came off the circle as her husband talked to me.

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

      I jumped up, bashing against an invisible wall, falling back on the bed. It was as if that ring had formed a cylinder around where I laid with my latest conquest. I turned to the man, now standing next to the mirror.

      “You are an incubus, are you not?” he 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.”

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

      I felt the room quiver as soon as the stone touched the powder. Knew immediately that everything had changed. This cylinder was no longer a cell to hold me. It was a trap for something worse.

      By this time, Cecilia could barely move. I had been taking her actively most of the morning, and repeatedly all week. She could hardly hold her head up.

      I jumped on the bed, putting my hands around her throat. “Release me or I will kill your wife.” I squeezed tighter. Cecilia choked, trying to fight me, but she was so weak by then, she could not resist.

      “Judging by her condition, I doubt she would have survived the morning with you, anyway.” He turned toward the mirror, continuing to speak. “I’m sorry, Cecilia, 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.”

      She gasped as my startled eyes flashed toward him. “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?” He chuckled. “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.”

      I didn’t answer at first, but it felt oddly cathartic, a long-held secret I could finally reveal. “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. “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 the Professor didn’t have a beautiful young wife to use for his trap! But enough talking, it is time for you to go before you do anymore damage… to anyone, ever again.”

      He waved his hands at the mirror several more times, in a specific pattern. I could only stare at his actions, dread growing. The lettering that formed a circle around the front glowed with a soft light. Holding a piece of paper up with the same writing as the mirror. He read in a strange, but lyrical language straight off the paper. Slowly, but methodically, he repeated the phrase like a magic spell.

      I tried to force my hands on Cecilia’s throat again, thinking to blackmail him with his wife’s life, but I could barely get the threat out of my mouth. Now, I was the one getting weaker, barely having the strength to hold my hands around her neck.

      As he spoke the incantation, I felt a tug from the mirror, growing stronger with each repetition. My hands were suddenly off her neck, trying to grab onto the edge of the bed. It was too late. My body vaporized as his incantation went on and on, my hands turning to mist, unable to stop the pull of the mirror.

      Screams of terror filled my throat, even though nothing came out. The mist of my body flowed toward the mirror, smashing into a surface that had somehow become a soft liquid. The mirror absorbed every part of me, then solidified again, trapping me inside.

      I could see out of the mirror, as the professor hurried to the bed, taking his wife in his arms. She could barely turn her head toward him, though she was still alive. The Professor reached on the floor, pulling out a long soft cloth. He looked straight into the mirror. I instinctively knew he could only see his own reflection.

      “Hoffenstein did not know what would happen if we smashed the mirror. He theorized that this might release the trapped demon. So, I am going to put you in our basement storage room, completely covered. We will let posterity figure out what to do with you.”

      Professor Peck hugged his wife, presumably hoping she would survive. When he was sure she was at least stable, he rang a bell on the side wall, helping her out of bed, into some clothes.

      Two men came up. The professor draped his cloth over my mirror, as the men carried it down into total darkness.
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            HELP AROUND THE HOUSE

          

        

      

    

    
      Blakely came out of the vision moments later, lying on the floor right in front of the mirror. Her head was a little groggy, like she was waking from a dream. She looked around the bedroom. Everything was as it had been. She was still at home. She couldn’t believe she had fallen asleep on the floor!

      Memories flooded back… of those dreams, Roman soldiers, Dagon, being used… She groaned suddenly at the pain on her back and ass, pressing against the carpet. Her sex and rear bud felt like they had brutalized her. Every muscle ached like they had used her multiple times for hours… and truthfully, they had.

      After Dagon was done with her, those guards had given it to her hard, being especially cruel as they fucked her in both her sex and ass, even using sword handles and candlesticks to push inside her. She could not help cumming repeatedly, even at this abusive treatment.

      It went on so long she was barely conscious when they threw her clothes at her, pushing her out of the tent, still naked. Passing men laughed at her as she hurriedly dressed, scurrying down the path to home.

      What a dream! Her nipples ached as well, but when she glanced down at them, worried there would be massive bruising, there was nothing. No redness or raw flesh… nothing. They looked just as they had when she jumped out of the shower. In fact, all the soreness on her back had already faded.

      She worked her way onto her feet, pulling her sex open. Even though it still felt a little sore, it looked equally normal, like her nipples. Her back showed no marks, creases, or bruising, either. She touched herself, expecting to cringe. Nothing. It was all gone…

      It seemed so real! Mere moments ago, she felt the pain and wounds of the assault, but now nothing, as if it had never happened. She got up to sit on the bed, shuddering at what this meant. The dream both horrified and opened her mind to new sexual possibilities.

      Blakely felt the lust growing. What had always been a burning ember of wicked need inside, so carefully hidden since her year with Darius, had ignited into an uncontrollable wantonness. Even during her time with her college lover, now so vividly clear in her memory once again, she could not remember feeling such thirst for more.

      Her own words filled her thoughts suddenly… ‘I am yours.’ Then, as if he was answering her in the bedroom, Dagon replied, ‘You are mine.’

      Fear filled her as she tried to understand what had happened. Either she had just experienced the weirdest fantasy ever or something truly frightening had taken control of her. It was so realistic… so complex… so controlling… She kept glancing at the mirror, somehow understanding it was involved… but not knowing what it meant, even if it was true.

      How could a mirror give her fantasies? That couldn’t possibly be right. The memory of Dominik being so upset about her purchasing the mirror came back to her. She remembered the powerful impulse to own it… Was the mirror involved in that, too? Get real, girl. Mirrors do not cause dreams! Don’t be silly!

      Blakely shook her head, pushing those thoughts away, reaching down for the hairbrush still on the floor. She needed to get dressed. Her friend Alice had called yesterday afternoon for her to join a group for dinner tonight.

      No question, she thought to herself as she walked to her car. That was the weirdest dream she’d ever had. As she started the car, moving away from the house, all the uncertainty fell away. Her mind dismissed the dream-mirror connection completely. She couldn’t believe she fell asleep right on the floor, in front of the mirror.

      Even though thoughts of the dreams faded, Blakely was alive with sexual desire. This need permeated every crevice. The time with Dagon and his men had lit a fire in her that would not go out. Like the uncontrolled lust of her time with Darius, she was already getting wet again, wanting more.

      Throughout dinner and into her dreams that night, all she could think about was Tribune Dagon and the massive cock that had delivered her to places she had never been before… and Aaron, the college boy next door.
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        * * *

      

      The next day, images of Aaron would not let her go. She needed a project to get him to come over. Rummaging through boxes downstairs… finding things to donate… old kids’ clothes… that might do it.

      God, she couldn’t believe what she was planning! Bringing him down into the basement. Closed off and isolated. What if he got the wrong signals? She shuddered at that thought. Oh, yes. She planned to give him all the wrong signals she could…

      She picked up her phone, sending a text:

      
        
          
            
              
        [Blakely]: Can you come help today?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Aaron]: Back by 11. Before lunch or after?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Blakely]: Before. I’ll fix us something.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Aaron]: What do you have planned?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Blakely]: Need to go through some storage boxes. Arrange for donations. And anything else that might come up.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Aaron]: Be glad to help in any way you need. See you at 11.

      

      

      

      

      

      Blakely couldn’t believe what she typed. Or his response. Clearly, he had not missed the double meaning of her words. Recurring visions of being on her knees in front of this young man kept her shivering with need all morning.

      Before he arrived, she went upstairs to change. She took her bra off, found a thin tank top that would show off her girls to the best advantage, and changed into a pair of yoga pants that would hug her hips and sex. Without panties, of course. She pulled them tight to make sure her sex stood out, clearly defined. ‘Nice camel toe, babe,’ she giggled to herself. Blakely expected to do a lot of bending over, wanted to make sure he got an eyeful. Oh god… what are you planning, you slut?

      Thoughts of Gavin flashed before her… the betrayal of what they had, of her vows. Almost as if she couldn’t help it, she picked up her phone.

      
        
          
            
              
        [Blakely]: Planning to have Aaron come over to help go through the storage boxes to donate the kids’ old clothes. How much should I pay him?

      

      

      

      

      

      Her phone rang so fast it was as if she had dialed the phone.

      “How many are you going to donate?” Gavin asked.

      “All of them. Mainly the kids’ clothes. We must have 10-15 boxes, at least. I figured the clothing drive at the church might be good.”

      “What would you have Aaron do?”

      “We need to sort through them, separating those too worn or having stains. He can help with that.”

      “So in the basement… close quarters… what are you going to wear?”

      “I was thinking about…” Did he just ask what I would wear? How could he know what I was thinking? “Why would that matter?” She asked, shuddering.

      “No reason. Just curious.”

      “I have on a tank top and yoga pants, my usual work clothes.”

      “No bra?”

      “Gavin! Why would you ask that?”

      He got silent on the phone for a moment. “Just thinking about Aaron. Big muscular guy, very attractive. He might like a show.”

      “You want me to show him my tits? How about I just take my top off completely? Jesus, Gavin… have you gone crazy?”

      “Do whatever you think is best, babe. I trust you. Hey, gotta head out. Have fun. I approve of whatever happens.” He cut the connection.

      Blakely had to sit down on the bed, wondering what his words meant. Did he want me to have a fling with the neighbor boy? Jesus… approve of whatever happens?

      But the need filled her. She had already gotten herself off in the shower. Her nipples would not go down, staying constantly hard.

      Did his words mean he supported her being more ‘playful’ with Aaron, even if it led to something more than teasing? Was he giving her permission to take him to their bed?

      She shook her head in disbelief. What was he thinking? The sudden realization hit her. What was SHE thinking?

      How could she do it? There was no question she wanted to. The need for it had grown so strong, all her remaining resistance was fading. She wanted to rip her clothes off in front of Aaron, inviting him to do what they both wanted.

      Now this… this cryptic comment from her husband, approving ‘whatever happens.’ She no longer knew what was right. After all these years of faithfulness, she couldn’t believe she was even considering it. This is Molly’s son!

      She walked to her dresser, intending to pull a bra out, to stop this brazen display, but an impulse filled her. ‘You want him.’ Blakely gasped at the strength of those words. The power of that impulse flowed through her in a ripple of fresh desire. She knew it was right. She DID want him, wanted to feel his hands on her, to wrap her hand around his cock, to… another rush of intensity hit her, seeming to grow stronger as 11 o’clock neared.

      No matter, she asserted to herself. This was her friend’s son. She was not about to jeopardize 20 years of friendship for a brief fling! But she didn’t put the bra on…
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        * * *

      

      Gavin couldn’t believe he had done that! All the way to his sales call, he wondered if he should have told her the thoughts he had been having. Too late to care about that now. He had let that proverbial cat out of the bag, already approving of ‘whatever happens’. Sweet Jesus…

      Images of Aaron in the basement, shirt off, sweating with hard work, had him trying to rearrange his own cock pressing against his slacks, as he imagined Blakely’s tank top, sweaty herself, the top hugging her hard nipples as she leaned against Aaron, reaching for a box.

      They suddenly stopped, eyes connecting, an unspoken permission given. Aaron reaches over, grabbing her in his arms, pulling her lips toward his. Her hands traced down his body, wrapping around the shaft already poking out of his gym shorts. They couldn’t tear their clothes off fast enough! He pushed her onto the floor, climbing on top. Her hand led him into her sex as she screams with the full shaft violating her…

      Fuck! Need to calm down, Gavin thought. Cumming inside these slacks before a sales call is not the right answer.

      He drove on, the lingering effects of the images not giving his hardness any relief. He looked at his watch. It was already 11:15. He wondered what they were doing at that moment.
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        * * *

      

      “Thanks for coming over, Aaron. I could really use your assistance.” Blakely said.

      He smiled, a wry grin of understanding. “Sure, Mrs. C. Glad to help.”

      His eyes could not resist falling to her nipples, which were so hard they threatened to tear through the fabric of her thin tank top. Blakely did nothing to turn away or object to his interest.

      “Come…” she said, touching his arm, guiding him to the stairs. “We have lots to do.”

      She led him down the stairs to the lower level, then back to the storage area. All the way through the family room, where the kids used to host their friends, a couch and chair on the side, she imagined being on that sofa with him. Getting ahead of yourself, aren’t you? Need to take it slow…

      Blakely stopped in front of a rack of shelves full of large boxes, but when Aaron stopped, his body was touching hers. She did nothing to push him away.

      “We need to get all these boxes down, go through each one of them. Sort out the ones with stains, too worn, or with a rip or something. I figured it would take us a couple of days. You up for that?”

      “I’m up for whatever you… need, Mrs. C.” His emphasis on the ‘need’ sent shivers into her sex.

      A long time ago, a girlfriend told her whenever she felt aroused, her sex would ‘tingle’. She laughed at the time. She was far from a virgin, even then, but tingling? Her sex had never tingled… until now. That tingle was all she could think about.

      “How does $10 an hour sound?”

      That same wry grin as before. “Sounds good. Payment is not much of an issue for me. We can work something out.”

      She shivered again, those tingles back again. Oh yes, I would definitely like to work something out leaning over this table…

      For the next hour, they went at the boxes. They pulled one down, dumped clothes onto the worktable she had taken from the garage, and began sorting by size and condition.

      As they worked, they talked of school, soccer, Gavin, her kids, his siblings, and his relationships. He did not have a girlfriend now. The last one had gone to college in another state. Wasn’t too interested in another right now. Too busy, he had joked.

      Memories of her own freshman year… and where Darius took her… made her chuckle. Quite an uncommon experience, she thought.

      As they moved around the room, picking up clothes, moving boxes around, neither shied away from touching as they passed. By the end of that hour, she sensed him intentionally lingering at those touches, his hand moving across her back and shoulders. She did not object.

      They took a break for lunch, sitting in the kitchen, talking more. This time, the conversation became more intimate, about his previous girlfriends and how far they let him go. She gave him the PG-rated version of her own freshman year in college.

      “It’s so different for girls,” she explained. “Guys your age are always so horny, it does not take much to get them interested. By the time I discovered I liked it just as much, I could have my pick of whoever I wanted.”

      “Why do the girls have to play games all the time?” he asked, clearly frustrated. “There’s always this silly dance you have to do with them. I know they want it as much as I do, but they can’t just say that. No, we offer hints, then they agree, then pretend shock that I would want that, then give in as if reluctant. So weird.”

      “Just part of our upbringing. As I said, sex is different for girls, wrapped up in babies, and marriage, and emotion. To prevent early pregnancies, they taught us ‘just say no’ as the basic method. 15-year-olds sitting next to baby cribs had to be prevented at any cost. Unfortunately, that laudable goal created habits which lasted much longer than needed, especially in the age of birth control.”

      All the while she talked, his leg pressed against hers. She knew what he was thinking about. That ‘tingle’ told her she was thinking exactly the same thing.

      “I suppose… just seems like it would be simpler to be honest about what they want.”

      “Welcome to the real world, my friend,” she giggled. “Human relations are often complex and difficult. Just the way things are. We better get back to work. I want to get this done before your mother gets home.”

      He pushed the chair back, turning quickly so she couldn’t see the boner pushing out of his shorts. She could only smile. He was having the same effect on her, though she could not hide hers. Those hard nipples betrayed every attempt to lower the simmering heat.

      For now, none of that mattered. She really wanted to get done before Molly returned. Didn’t want her thinking anything about what they might be doing.

      For the next couple of hours, they pulled down more boxes, sorting and talking, growing more comfortable with each other. She steered the discussion away from sex, but it lingered in the air like humidity in a New Orleans summer, clingy and drenching.

      All it would have taken was for her to make one move, one bold touch, and he would have been all over her. She was confident of that.

      Despite Gavin’s cryptic permission, she was not comfortable going that far without having an explicit conversation with him first! Once she opened that door, it would not be possible to close it again. They all knew that! Just because Aaron was broadcasting his willingness, and Gavin seemed okay with it too, didn’t mean she should throw away 25 years of fidelity callously.

      As she looked at the watch, she told him they were done for the day. Could he come by to finish tomorrow?

      “Sorry, Mrs. C, I won’t be able to come tomorrow. We have a soccer game out of town. Tuesday’s the earliest I could do it.”

      “That will be fine. I’m always here.”

      She walked him upstairs, hugging him as he left. That hug lingered a long time as she giggled to herself. Or maybe it was her pressing her breasts against his chest. His hands stayed on her back, though lower than before, pulling her into him.

      Blakely knew, as she watched that tight ass walking away, that if he returned, she could not resist feeling his touch in a more intimate way. She needed to talk to Gavin…
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        * * *

      

      As soon as he left, she was up to their bedroom, tearing her clothes off, scrambling for her dildo again. She brought the largest over to the bed with her. Oddly, she felt like she wanted to watch herself, moving her position so her sex faced the mirror.

      She screamed with her release as the dildo plunged inside, flicking her clit with her other hand. Images of Aaron, naked and hard, filled her fantasies.

      Blakely felt herself losing control of the desire again. Wanting to feel again all the pleasure Darius had provided!

      At first, those images of Aaron pushed her to new highs as she continued plunging the dildo into her need. But as she approached her release, all she could see was the Roman tent, Tribune Dagon’s massive cock filling her. The guards taking her so roughly. She reached across to her nightstand, pulling out a second dildo, shoving it down her throat as the plunges in her sex became harder.

      Those words kept coming back to her. ‘I am yours,’ she whispered to no one, anxiously waiting for his response. The response she needed… was growing to expect… that she now longed for, came shortly after. ‘You are mine.’

      The orgasm that time almost made her pass out. Her whole body shook with the pleasure. She was asleep moments later, the dildo still fully inside her sex, pointing at the mirror.
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            HER HUSBAND NOTICES

          

        

      

    

    
      When she awoke the next day, Blakely found the dildos on the nightstand. She glanced anxiously at the mirror, worried it had removed them, then laughed at herself, remembering she had taken them out when she got under the covers.

      Shit… what a day yesterday had been? That weird fantasy, then the teasing with Aaron all afternoon, that amazing climax afterward. She had certainly gone off in a new direction, wondering what would happen next…

      Over the last 25 years, she had so successfully sublimated her sexual needs that she did not know how to handle them as they pushed back now, stronger than ever! All she knew was that she and Gavin must come to terms with this before it destroyed everything they had built.

      She glanced over at the nightstand clock, gasping. It was already late morning. She had been asleep for almost 16 hours! Gavin would be home late afternoon.

      Blakely got out of bed, washed the dildos, putting them back in the drawer, and hopped into the shower. The impulse to stand in front of the mirror naked afterward pressed against her, but she had too much to do.

      First up, she rushed downstairs to arrange the clothes as if they had made some progress. Truth was, she and Aaron had spent so much time talking and pressing against each other, they had made hardly any progress. She wanted to make it at least look like they had accomplished something!

      Second, Blakely wanted to make sure everything would be ready for Gavin to go right to bed. She wanted her husband to fuck her brains out. He better not be tired!

      Last, she fixed a fancy meal, ready to be heated whenever they finished in bed. She hoped it would be much later. She placed candles on the dining table and prepped some soft music. They had some life-changing things to discuss.

      How she was going to ask her husband for permission to sleep with someone else remained a mystery. She wanted to… and he seemed okay with it… still, the gap between thinking about it and giving his formal permission seemed very wide.

      Blakely changed her outfit three times, going from ultra slutty to slutty romantic, before finally settling on a demure romantic with a skirt and a fairly thin blouse without underwear. She suspected she wouldn’t have it on long, anyway.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Hey, babe. I’m home,” Gavin said loudly into the room. This was his standard greeting whenever he returned.

      Blakely flew down the steps from the bedroom, throwing her arms around his broad chest, kissing him as if they were long-lost lovers at last reunited. He could not help being pulled into her enthusiasm. Even though he was a little tired, he had plenty of time for that later. For now, his wife clearly needed some loving.

      He dropped all his travel gear, picked her up in his arms, hugging her close as he carried her upstairs. Before he even sat her back on her feet, she already had his shirt unbuttoned and went right for his pants. Her own blouse and skirt were on the floor. For the first time, he noticed she wore no underwear.

      It did not matter. She was sopping wet even before they hit the bed. She pulled him on top of her, guiding his rigid shaft home. The loud groan that filled the room surprised him a little. Still, he didn’t care. His wife needed him. He was happy to give that to her.

      Blakely had positioned herself crossways on the bed, not in their usual position. When he tried to straighten her out, she resisted, gripping him tighter. She wanted to do it right here, staring across his shoulders. He looked back. She was staring at the mirror, spreading her legs wide as if she wanted to see herself there.

      Kinky, he grinned. He didn’t know she enjoyed watching herself. Again, he didn’t care. If she wanted to watch, he could do that. He pushed her legs up, shifting his to allow the image of their copulating to be clearly visible underneath him. Then he gave her the best pounding he could.

      What the fuck! His wife was coming apart underneath him, screaming her pleasure, calling for him to fuck her harder. Those words surprised him more than the rest. He almost fell out of her as he stiffened at the language. She had never used those in their lovemaking before. Now she couldn’t get enough, crying out for him to give it to her.

      When he slowed a little, she cussed at him. ‘Don’t be a pussy,’ she screamed in his ear. ‘Give it to me… harder!’

      Who is this woman? Cussing, now demanding? And she wasn’t finished. She was taunting him to do more. ‘What’s the use of all that working out, if you won’t fuck your slut? Fuck me…’

      She shrieked at him repeatedly. ‘Do it. Take me. I need it harder.’

      By the time he came, he felt like he was too brutal. Yet, Blakely wrapped her legs around him, pulling him in harder. Her hips pushed up with every thrust. The climax, when it came, shook his beloved on the bed under him, crying out with the intensity of the pleasure.

      Over and over, he noticed her staring at the mirror during their time, as if she was watching herself being used. If he shifted positions, accidentally covering the view from the mirror, she would subtly move him back to keep the exposure.

      In the end, he liked this new kink. If the mirror added this much excitement to their love life, he would move it closer!

      When he was done, he rolled onto his back, bringing her into his arms. She shifted with him, but her hands went straight to his crotch. While they kissed and hugged, the usual end of their sessions, she kept fondling him. Her own excitement was contagious. He was hard again, way sooner than usual.

      This time, she got on top of him, positioning her sex toward the mirror again. “Just lay there, big guy. Let me do the hard work this time.”

      With that, she slammed her sex down repeatedly. Because he had already cum, he seemed to last a long time. She lifted herself off his chest, bringing his hands to her breasts.

      “Play with them…” she whispered to him, “… roughly.” He groped them. She groaned loudly. “The nipples, use them, twist them. I have always liked that!” Since fucking when?

      But he wanted to give her what she needed. A gentle twist brought another groan. A harder twist, the groan became a moan. Okay, I can do this, he thought. He went at her breasts. Twisting, pulling, slapping, yanking the nipples away from her body.

      His wife exploded on top of him, shaking with the pleasure, thrusting her chest out for more as she rammed her sex onto his shaft. She came so hard; the ecstasy filling her body with the release, that he dropped her breasts, holding her steady on top of him.

      As soon as her body recovered, she went back to plunge onto his shaft, sitting up this time, grinding herself on his rod.

      “You like the new style, babe? A little rougher, more aggressive.” It was all she could do to keep talking as she ground on him. She wasn’t far off from another blast.

      “Sure… if you like it,” he said, not sure how to respond. She clearly wanted it. If he said no, would she not want to make it anymore?

      “Your slut wants you to use her whenever you want, to take her hard, to fuck…” She could not finish as she came again. This time… he didn’t know this could even be possible… she came even harder than before. Her entire body convulsed with the explosion.

      This euphoria took him over the edge at the same time. He grabbed her hips, thrusting upward as he delivered his second offering in less than an hour.
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        * * *

      

      Her face lit up with the releases and of their ‘new’ approach, finally rolling on his side, barely able to breathe. As soon as she was beside him, her hand reached for his cock again, fondling like she wanted to start over. He lifted her hand off. “Might need a break, babe. We can try again later.”

      She whimpered next to him, but settled down, cuddling close. He felt for a moment like she was going to purr with satisfaction.

      It was exciting, sure; he thought to himself, but what the fuck? This week had transformed his wife into a cock-hungry vixen. And since when does she refer to herself in the third person, much less as his ‘slut’?

      “What’s gotten into you, babe? Been thinking about this all week?”

      “Oh, yes… ever since you mentioned wanting me to…” She halted, turning her head away from him, embarrassment flushing across her face.

      “Mentioned you doing what?”

      She lifted her head up, positioning herself on her elbow, resolve on her face. “Being with Aaron, of course…”

      Oh, fuck… it WAS my doing… “You want to make it with Aaron?” Gavin asked. He couldn’t hide the surprise.

      She giggled again, sitting up, pressing her knees against his side as her hand stroked his light chest hair. His eyes could not miss the movement of her breasts, though cringed at the nipples, now red and raw from his earlier abuse.

      “You told me… what was it you said…” She pinched his chest lightly. “… that you approved of whatever happens. What was going to happen that you needed to approve? There was only one answer I could think of. You gave me permission to sleep with him.”

      His face flushed as he grimaced. How else could she interpret that stupid remark?

      Her hand reached out to stroke his cock. “You wanted me to… thought I would. Why else would you ask what I was wearing? You wanted me to flaunt myself in front of him.” She giggled with the discomfort he was showing, squirming under both the words and her hand. He was already hardening again.

      She smiled as she wrapped her hand around the growing shaft. The question on his face was plain. “And no, I didn’t sleep with him. He was very helpful in the clothing project, but he did not fuck your slut.”

      The relief flooding his face caused a full-out roar of laughter from his wife.

      “I could have,” she said. “As we worked the boxes, we touched a lot, moving around. All very innocent, but his interest was clear. If I had given him only one hint of encouragement, that boy would have been all over me.”

      “I was just joking around, babe.”

      “Were you?” she asked, as she continued stroking his shaft, now rigid in her grip. “Little Gavin says something very different, doesn’t he?” She giggled, stroking him with more purpose as Gavin groaned.

      “Will you be mad if I said yes?” He whispered.

      “That’s not an answer, Gavin. This is about you. You opened this possibility. Now’s the time for absolute clarity. Be honest. Do you want me to sleep with Aaron? It’s a simple question.” Her grip tightened on his cock. “Do you?”

      “Yes… yes… I think about you with other guys all the time,” he cried out, redness flooding his face.

      She sat back, letting go of his cock, staring at this man she no longer knew. THAT was unexpected. “All the time?”

      “I’m sorry for blurting it out like that, Blakely. You caught me by surprise with your aggressiveness and now this…” He pointed at his hard cock poking up, obvious proof of his arousal. “It started years ago. I travel so much, I kept wondering what you were doing without me around, especially when we were younger and you seemed to want sex more. I knew you wouldn’t do anything, but over the years, I thought about you actually going without me… to find someone. Got very excited about the possibility, kind of wishing you would.”

      “You wanted me to cheat on you?”

      “No… not like that… I wanted us to do it together. Not being in the same room while you did it, but my knowing where you were and approving. It’s called being my hotwife.”

      She looked at him like he had insulted her. “I KNOW what a hotwife is, you jerk.”

      “Oh… well, then you know what a cuckold is. Your hubby is definitely a cuckold and would love for you to do it… in a controlled way.”

      “So you want to control what I do with my pussy, is that it?”

      “No, babe… shit… I don’t know what I want. Until a few minutes ago, this was only a fantasy. I hadn’t thought through any of the details, or your reaction.”

      “But you approved of me sleeping with Aaron… didn’t you?”

      “Kind of, I guess… I don’t know. I hoped, then regretted what I said, then feared you would do it. All at the same time. Not making any sense, am I?”

      He reached over, pulling her face down to his, kissing her with all the feeling he had for this wonderful woman. “I love you, babe. Always have. Don’t want you going anywhere else… but if you want to have a fling with Aaron, I really am good with that. I only ask that you tell me about it, share some details. I want my hotwife to feed this weird kink that I have.”

      “Wow… Gavin, this has gone in a very different direction than I expected. The whole thing got me very excited, but to have you now wanting me to be your hotwife? Let’s go eat. We have a lot to talk about.”
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        * * *

      

      She got up, handing him a robe. She earlier had picked out her outfit, a transparent coverlet that she used with her bathing suit years ago. It covered almost nothing, but seemed more modest than staying nude.

      Blakely pulled the food out of the fridge, put it in the microwave, and lit the candles. Gavin smiled as she did her work. She had this planned all along.

      For the next hour, they talked. About his fantasy. About what this meant for her. How they could make it work! Were there any limits or rules they needed to obey?

      In the end, he only had one. He wanted to know what was going on. Not permission ahead of time, but if she went with Aaron, he would like to hear the details of what they did. Maybe have a video call while they discussed it, having some hot phone sex. They used to do that all the time when they were first married.

      “How would it make you feel, knowing I was sleeping with another man?”

      “That’s difficult to say, babe. I don’t know. Arousal, jealousy, anger, all three. No clue.”

      “That’s why I avoided doing anything with Aaron this time, even when you gave me permission. I didn’t want to roll the dice on our marriage, just so a young man can give me a few orgasms.”

      “I don’t want you to leave me, Blakely. I love you. But I’m on the road a lot. You need more than I can give. I know that. Here’s my proposal. You can sleep with others when I am out of town. We can have some nice phone sex talking about it, then you can fuck my brains out, just like upstairs, when I return on Friday. Would that work for you?”

      She pushed him back from the dining room table, straddling his lap, facing him. Her crotch pressed against his hard cock. Blakely smiled at him, pulling his robe open, pulling her coverlet up. She gripped his cock, lowering herself on her husband.

      They were necking like high schoolers, celebrating the love they have for each other. He knew what this meant. She had accepted his offer and wanted to thank him for giving her this freedom.

      By the time they both came, they had struck a deal. She would see where things went with Aaron. As to adding anyone else, they would talk more about that later. For now, his ‘slut’ needed more boning to get her ready.

      They made love repeatedly that weekend, but whenever they did it in their bedroom, she needed to have her sex pointing toward the mirror. Neither of them knew why that always seemed so important.
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            MYSTERIOUS SCRIPT

          

        

      

    

    
      In the middle of the night, Gavin woke, needing to use the restroom. He glanced at the clock. It was just past 4. The problem with traveling across time zones repeatedly is the damage it does to your body’s internal clock.

      He did his business, but when he returned, he found her bed lamp turned on with Blakely on her hands and knees, her sex facing the mirror. She had her face planted in the bedsheets so her hands could spread her ass cheeks, knees spread wide; her head turned sideways so she could see her own sex in the mirror.

      So weird, he thought. His wife had been lit on fire this week. No question there, but this new desire appeared to be bottomless. They had made it so often since his return, all with her demanding he be extremely aggressive with her, that her pussy lips were a little red. He could see slight bruises on her inner thighs where he had mercilessly pounded into her.

      Gavin chuckled to himself, burying his face in her snatch after he returned to the bed, his tongue thrusting, bringing a moan from her throat. Yet when his face covered her sex, she shifted her hips slightly to make sure she could see it all in the mirror.

      He had his kinks, Gavin supposed. She could have hers, too. He was game. Like in a porn video, he moved his head sideways, spreading her cheeks out of the way, to make sure his tongue was in full view of the ‘camera’. Her eyes lit with joy when she saw what he was doing.

      Then he went to work, broad tongue movement across the lips, then thrusts inside, followed by hard slashes on the clit. He was a man with a mission, having done this for her many times. He knew exactly what she liked and loved doing this, always had.

      At some point, he looked up to catch her eye, knowing she would be looking at herself as she moaned, but her eyes were closed. Okay, so she’s enjoying his tongue now; the visual is not as important. He moved to a straight entry again, so he could thrust his tongue deeper. Her eyes flew open, quivering at the change, whimpering, ‘no… no… please…’ She wanted him performing for the mirror.

      He was tired of doing that, anyway. His cock was hard as stone. Crawling up on the bed, he slammed himself into her soaking wet snatch, only to have her shift slightly to make sure they could view the entry from the mirror. He didn’t care by then.

      Gavin crooked a leg up on the bed, allowing a full view of his thrusting. Her eyes closed again as she pushed her hips back against each thrust. As soon as he had the rhythm going, the language started again, even with her eyes closed.

      “Fuck your slut. I am yours to use as you wish. Every opening is yours.” That was a new one, he startled in surprise. They had tried anal before, but Blakely did not seem to like it, so he never tried again. Was she willing now? Another time…

      Gavin quickly came to appreciate those porn actors who do these awkward positions all the time. He thrust as hard as he could, grabbing her hips to maximize penetration. Blakely went wild underneath him, crying out as each release took her. He pounded at her like a madman.

      But he was getting tired. At 4 in the morning, he wasn’t up for another marathon session. He suddenly had a thought. Pulling out of her, he pushed her flat to the bed on her stomach, then reentered after moving up to rest on her thighs as he wedged himself inside. Blakely whimpered her approval.

      He thrust forward as hard as possible until they both came in a rapturous climax. He laid down on her body, holding her tight, allowing himself to soften inside, then rolled over.

      When he got up to get a washcloth, things got weird again. Her eyes were closed, half asleep.

      “No… leave it… your slut wants to feel filthy with his seed.” She had spread her legs wide, sex toward the mirror again, groaning at some kind of pleasure she was feeling. Whose seed is she talking about?

      Blakely shivered as he came back to bed, groaning deeper as she felt his cock on her side. She refused to close her legs, rolling into a cuddle, so he draped his leg over hers. At first, it partially covered her sex. She rejected that, shaking her leg to get her clear.

      As his head hit the pillow, he settled down next to her again, leaving his legs beside her. She was already asleep, though her legs never closed. He could see his seed slowly dripping onto the bedsheet.
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        * * *

      

      When he woke Sunday morning, Blakely was gone. There was a note on his dresser that she had a church committee meeting before the service. Gavin wasn’t much of a churchgoer, so he relaxed on the bed, knowing from experience that she would be back around noon.

      The mirror caught his eye as the light glistened across its surface. Getting up, he grabbed a robe against the morning chill, walking over to inspect it.

      It really was a beautiful piece. He could see the craftsmanship on every edge and curve. The brass plaque on the back by ‘Howard & Sons 1880’ amazed him. How could the mirror have stayed so flawless for over a century? Up and down, he examined it. There wasn’t a scratch, indent, or imperfection of any kind. They don’t make ’em like that anymore, that’s for sure, he chuckled to himself.

      Gavin went in for a quick shower, then down for a scone. When he returned to the bedroom, he noticed, for the first time, some writing on the front surface. Faded script he did not recognize, in a dark blue ink, barely visible against the walnut. It was in a continuous loop around the front of the mirror frame.

      Why would someone deface a gorgeous piece like that? He thought to himself. Such a shame. I’ll just scrub it off. If it takes a little varnish off, the frame was due for a fresh coat anyway, after 140 years. He ran down to the storage area, looking through his tools for a scraper.

      As he walked back to return to the mirror, he noticed the piles of clothes all over a table in the middle of the room. He shuddered at the images of Aaron and Blakely filling his imagination… her nearly naked with that tank top and no bra pressing up against him.

      Friday night, they had decided she could have him if she wanted. Her husband wanted Aaron to bend her over the table, grunting as he slammed into her from behind. He wanted that in the worst way.

      Gavin wondered what this would mean for the future. It no longer mattered anyway. He was sure of that. Judging by her behavior over the weekend, he didn’t think he could stop it now, even if he wanted to.

      He picked up a few pieces of old clothes in a pile clearly meant to be trash. Those would work perfectly for his cleaning work. Then slowly closed the door on the way out.

      Oddly, Gavin had this feeling that this was now ‘her’ space. He no longer belonged there. He wondered how many other places would no longer be his as this new hotwife era found its way through their relationship.
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        * * *

      

      With a pale of warm water and the new rags, he came back to the bedroom, still amazed some joker would write on such beautiful furniture.

      Dipping a rag in the water, he kneeled to try a lower part first, in case it left a mark. As his hand moved toward the wood, a command filled his mind. STOP! He leaned back. What the fuck? He moved toward it again. The same firm command shook his resolve. There’s something really weird about this mirror.

      A sound from the garage, a door opening. Blakely must be home. He dropped the rag on the pile, leaving it for later.

      He and his wife had a blissful afternoon together. All this lovemaking had definitely closed whatever relationship gaps had emerged in 25 years. They went to Sunday brunch, walked through a local park holding hands, even in the chill of a January afternoon, then went for ice cream at Sally’s. He could not remember a time when they were closer or more attuned to each other.

      On the way home, she asked for him to stop at the mall with her. She needed to get something for next week, she said. Even though Gavin wasn’t a big shopper, he agreed.

      When they walked into the department store, she went straight for the women’s lingerie. A quizzical look on his face brought a smile he barely recognized. Direct, hungry.

      “I can’t have Aaron see me in the same old things I always wear. I want you to help me select sexy lingerie for him, but only HE will see it covering my naked body.” The crestfallen look on his face only brought a wider smile, as she cuddled closer, standing in front of him so her hands could caress his swelling cock so no other customers saw what she was doing.

      “Isn’t this what you want, my cuckold? To have Aaron peel off whatever I have on, to have his hands all over me? I want you to find something that would be perfect for my new lover… to show off your hotwife… for only him to remove… your hotwife’s first new cock in 25 years.”

      She had him pegged. His cock lurched under her grasp. Now hard as stone. She spun in front of him, looking into his eyes. “This is what you want, isn’t it, Gavin?” All he could do was nod his approval.

      For the next hour, they went through piece after piece. Gavin would hold them up to her, then move on. They ended up with a midnight blue double-strapped, open-back panty with a lace V-shaped panel in the front. It covered almost nothing, leaving her ass completely exposed. The matching bra had see-through mesh cups with floral appliques, strap detailing, and an easy-release hook on the spaghetti strap back.

      By the time they made the purchase, it was all she could do to hold him off until they got to the car. Gavin dragged Blakely into the backseat of his SUV, yanking her pants off. She was on her hands and needs as he slammed into her.

      Words poured out of her mouth. “You want me to suck on him, don’t you? To take his enormous cock deep into my mouth.” She accented each phrase with a push back against his thrust. “To be laid across that table downstairs, have him ram himself into your slut until he buries his seed inside me.”

      Gavin quivered at the words, no longer able to hold back. “And you’re going to do it, too, aren’t you? You ARE my slut. I want you to give him whatever he wants. To allow him open access to every hole.”

      “Yes… yes…” Blakely whimpered as they came together. The car shook as he hammered his seed into her.

      Both knew they had crossed the line of no-return, knowing she was actually going to do it with the young neighbor. His long-held fantasy was about to become a reality.
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        * * *

      

      When they got back home, she sat down to read a book and he returned to his project. This time, he did not stop when the mirror implored him, but the writing would not budge with simple soap and water.

      He told Gavin he had an errand to run, dropping by the neighborhood hardware store for sandpaper and varnish. He figured he would get it started this weekend, then finish next, confident in his ability to make it look like a brand new piece.

      The mirror started with a light tingle on his fingers as he laid the sandpaper to the lettering. He stood back, wondering what had happened? Then tried again. This time, the shock was stronger. A feeling of dread took him at that moment. The mirror seemed to insist he leave the writing where it was.

      Okay, he thought. He would leave it. Just paint over it with the varnish. A fresh coat would at least make it less visible, he thought. As the brush touched the wood…
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        * * *

      

      Gavin found himself on his back on the floor, Blakely standing over him. She had heard the thud when he hit the floor. Gavin had passed out next to the mirror. The varnish-drenched brush laid on the carpet next to him.

      Blakely wanted to take him to the Emergency Room, fearful of heart or blood sugar, neither of which he had ever exhibited before. He insisted he was fine. Just exhausted.

      But staring at the mirror, he knew, as if the mirror was talking to him. ‘Don’t do it. The writing should remain untouched.’

      A shudder of fear coursed through him. What had she brought into our bedroom?!
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            RETURNING TO THE ROAD

          

        

      

    

    
      That Sunday evening, as he prepared to hit the road again, Gavin worried about leaving. For the first time in many years, he was worried about his wife, Blakely, being by herself in the house. They had discovered so many new alternatives in their relationship this weekend. He wondered if he would even have a wife when he returned on Friday.

      His trips always went from Monday morning to late Friday afternoon, assuming there were no travel or weather delays. As he looked outside, at the bitter cold of this January Midwest winter, he knew the possibility of both was high.

      The sporting goods company he worked for stressed hockey equipment with the season now in full swing, so he was running through Minnesota, Wisconsin, Michigan, and upstate New York on this trip. Lots of opportunities for weather delays.

      But he had to admit to himself, it wasn’t possible delays that had him concerned this trip. It was his new hotwife scoring with the neighbor boy… better stop thinking of him as a boy anymore; he laughed to himself.

      Aaron was 20-years-old and a serious piece of manhood. Definitely a good-looking young man. At about six feet, he suspected his cock would not disappoint his ‘slut’ either…

      Slut! He had to shake his head at that one. It was still hard for him to use that word to describe his wife, no matter how many times she used it to describe herself. Still, after offering him the full ‘slut’ treatment all weekend, he had to wonder whether this had always been the way she was.

      When they first started dating, Blakely had told him about a guy she went with for her freshman year, named Darius, who pushed her to do a lot of things she now regretted. Gavin always figured this was why she never seemed sexually experimental.

      After this weekend, though, Gavin decided Blakely must have always been this way. She just needed an excuse to let it loose. The mirror and Aaron had triggered something deep inside.

      That night, Gavin and Blakely talked long into the night. Blakely seemed very nervous about where this new direction was taking them, wanting to confirm Gavin would be just as accepting of her sleeping with Aaron AFTER she had done it.

      All he could do was assure her, but no, that wasn’t enough. He also warned her about this new freedom. Life can go in odd directions, unexpectedly. With spending so much of his life on the road, interacting with people in all walks of life, he knew reactions could be unpredictable. Emotions go where they will, he knew with certainty.
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        * * *

      

      Blakely couldn’t believe Gavin was so nervous about what he clearly wanted. She would never leave him for a young man like Aaron. That was a ridiculous idea for so many reasons. First of which, and most important, she had no interest in doing so. She had cocks before Gavin…. good ones… none made a difference. Gavin was all she needed.

      She couldn’t imagine a world where she would trade away the love of her life, and the union they had built together, for a better cock. It was beyond her comprehension.

      As they talked more about his fantasy, though, she also wondered how deep this went for her cuckold. Was it just Aaron? Or would any guy work? Visions of Darius flashed through her mind, wondering where he was… Thinking about being at the center of one of his cock-storms made her sex tingle so badly she had to ‘go to the bathroom’ during one stretch of discussion, getting herself off behind a closed door.

      Blakely wasn’t sure why she didn’t want Gavin to know that got her so aroused.

      Maybe he had a point, she thought. Just as she had during her freshman year, with Darius pushing every boundary, she might get so enthralled by the pleasure that everything else seemed less important. Shivering at the implications of giving herself to all comers the same way, she went back out to Gavin, wrapping him in her arms.

      “I will do nothing without your permission, my love. Never! You will know what is going on, everything from when, why, and how. Always.”

      He nodded his acceptance, but she could see the skepticism on his face. And she understood why. In only one week of owning the mirror, and having Aaron around the house, she had gone from a normal housewife to a full-on slut who wanted much more. She already felt in her bones that Aaron was just a start. Blakely wanted… no, needed… even greater experiences.

      That was the rub, wasn’t it? Once she got what she sought from Aaron, would that be good enough? Or would she require ever kinkier fixes like she had during her year with Darius? She doubted she could stop the way she had back then, especially with Gavin on the road so much.

      And what about the mirror? While they made love over the weekend, she could not resist the pull, needing to display herself to it at all times. It was so bizarre, really… feeling the mirror’s tug… it’s control over her…

      She knew where they came from, but that same control told her not to tell her husband. ‘He would just think you’ve gone crazy,’ it warned her, like a chant. She agreed. She couldn’t believe it herself.

      When they went to bed that night, Blakely intentionally pulled the blanket over their bodies as they made love. She wanted this to be just between them. The impulse from the mirror screwed with her the whole time, demanding she display herself to it. She didn’t care. Inside, this was between them as a couple. The mirror be damned!

      Blakely sensed there would be a price to pay for that resistance, but wasn’t about to give in. The long, slow session that night was just what they both needed… between them alone.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      This did not mean Blakely wasn’t eager for him to leave. Revisiting the visions had captured her attention as she rose that morning. Her Roman adventure might have been the best sex she ever had, dream or not. Not only did Dagon have the best cock ever to be inside her, the rough treatment by the guards seemed just what she needed as well.

      She worried a little that the mirror sensed her comfort with the rough sex while she watched Gavin finish his packing. Here’s the rub. If the mirror sensed her comfort, what else might come? Would it want to push her harder in that direction?

      The next morning, he had to be out early for his flight. He got up, hopped in the shower, then went out the door with their usual light hug and kiss.

      His look back from the Uber did not help her nervousness. It was full of his own anxiety about what their world was going to be like when he returned. She stood waving him away, as she usually did, hoping he would get the message. She would love him always and be here when he returned. The same Blakely.

      Well…. not the same, exactly. That nervousness returned. The mirror called to her…

      Thoughts of what might happen competed with the anticipation of Tuesday. She had already sent a text to Aaron. He would be here at 10 to help with her ‘project’. Blakely suspected Aaron knew perfectly well why he was coming back.

      Her new lingerie would be the perfect undergarments. She giggled to herself. Maybe she should answer the door dressed only in that outfit? That would certainly remove all doubt! No, she liked the flirting and innuendo. She would let him take her clothes off, revealing the sexy undergarments. Much sexier.

      Yes, indeed, this was going to be some week…
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      Time had no meaning in the mirror. The professor had me truly trapped. For eternity, it seemed. I was slowly going mad, left in this basement closet, surrounded by nothing but darkness.

      Then, one day, the cover came off. Movers were emptying the house. I could hear them talking. The professor had died several years ago. His beloved wife, Cecilia, had passed away two weeks before. The new owners wanted to clear out all the junk in the basement. I saw a newspaper on the side. 20 years had passed.

      Over the next 80 years, I went from shops to homes, then back to shops. Over that time, I learned to stretch my powers. I could influence a woman looking in the mirror, feeding them visions of my experiences. In effect, this would bring them into the mirror, or at least capture their dreams to make them THINK they had been in the mirror.

      I did not age or need women to survive any longer, but the desire to escape drove me. True, I could not physically touch anyone on the other side of the mirror, but I found I could capture their attention by producing dreams of sexual activity which they fell into. Eventually, I would gain greater control over their actions through those dreams.

      In my 50th year of captivity, I figured out a more direct approach. After a few dreams, especially visions in the mirror, I discovered we had made a connection. I could talk to them anytime they were facing the mirror. This turned out to be a very effective method, giving me the same power over them as I had on the outside. After only a few dreams and visions, the women would do anything I asked.

      One woman tried to resist my control after she had gone too deep. I ordered her to kill herself right in front of the mirror. The bitch could not stop herself. I laughed at the fear covering her face as she plunged the knife into her own heart.

      These games were fun, occupied my endless time, but then I had another idea. I convinced one owner to become intensely interested in the occult, especially the demons known as ‘incubus’. She would do research for me, gathering morsels of information about how I could escape. My knowledge gradually accumulated using this approach until I knew what needed to be done. This took another 40 years.

      It turned out the technique for escape was quite simple. I would capture the woman through my normal dreams and mirror visions, only this time, convincing her she wanted to join me in the flesh to experience these pleasures all the time. Once they did that, this effectively brought her life essence into the mirror with me through their giving up on their life outside the mirror.

      Once inside, she would be vulnerable. I only had to slit her throat during the vision. The slitting of the throat was said to release the soul in a way that I could ride along, thus allowing me to flow out, exchanging their body for mine.

      Regrettably, this process took time because assuming control over them took multiple sessions inside my visions. It also required a certain type of woman. One willing to give up anything for sensual pleasure. And the special circumstance of unending access to her in front of the mirror, so I could influence her thoughts. But it could be done.

      I almost had that combination about a decade ago. Unfortunately, just as I was absorbing her in the mirror, knife in hand, her husband came into the room. He slapped her very hard, pulling his wife away from my vision even as I lunged for her throat.

      It did not matter if he stopped it this time. I would succeed when he left the house. But somehow, he had made the connection between her odd behavior and the mirror. While his wife slept in recovery, he covered my mirror with a blanket, taking it to an antique shop on the other side of town.

      Regrettably, this shop owner knows there is something off about this antique mirror. Maybe the husband told him of what happened. He kept the surface of the mirror covered at all times, hidden in a back part of the shop. There I remained trapped, for another decade, yearning for another attempt to escape.

      Now, finally… This one seems to be the perfect fit for another attempt. If only I can bring her into the mirror enough times without the husband interfering…
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            FRANCE, 1185 AD

          

        

      

    

    
      As soon as Gavin was on the road, Blakely went into the bathroom. For the first time, she noticed he had laid out a second towel, expecting her to join him this morning.

      That didn’t matter. Even after only one visit inside the mirror, she understood there was a ritual to the experience. Her mirror lover would not allow her to take that shower with her husband, or cum at his hand before coming to him. Instead, Blakely took a long, hot shower, shaved her sex bald, and got herself off as many times as she could. Then she would present her nakedness.

      After she stepped out of the shower, admiring herself in the bathroom mirror before she sat on the marital bed, Blakely marveled at the piece in front of her. The mirror seemed so innocent sitting there. She knew better!

      An impulse shook her. She stared down at her wedding ring suddenly, needing to be totally nude. She slipped the ring off, placing it on the nightstand behind her.

      Moving to stand in front of the mirror, she brushed her hair again. She was confident both Dagon and Aaron would find her attractive. Her hard nipples certainly confirmed they attracted her. She was so excited about what was to come.

      The hairbrush slipped to the floor as the mirror shimmered in front of her, a flash of light blinding her again.
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        * * *

      

      The image that formed when she recovered was of a busy town. Even though it had low-slung stone fronts to the residences, surrounded by a small castle, it felt like a good-sized city of whenever this was.

      As the image moved down to street level, she saw many street signs. This was clearly France, but she didn’t know the era. Gotta be Middle Ages, she thought. Lots of people on foot. Horse-drawn carts seemed to be the primary vehicles on the streets, though there were some carriages in the distance. She could see religious monks in brown robes and sandals milling about, usually in groups of two and three.

      Two men on horseback rode up to a large building covering much of the block. Hôtel Rosalie, the sign over the door, proclaimed. It was a gracious building, even by modern standards, with colorful shutters to offset the light brown rocks that formed the front.

      The door opened. “Welcome, Viscount Dagon. We are ready for you.” As before, she felt like she was watching a foreign movie with English actors overdubbing the words. The lips didn’t quite match. She knew they were speaking in French, but she was hearing it in English somehow.

      The speaker was a corpulent man, clearly the innkeeper. His rough leather pants, red vest and puffy sleeves showed considerable wear. His long mustache, that came to a point on either side of his mouth, showed a worldly man used to dealing with royalty.

      He escorted Dagon and his companion into what must have been their version of a suite. It felt spacious within this small building. A large bed dominated the center of the room with flaming torches and a fireplace on the back wall providing most of the light.

      Two women were on their knees next to the bed, hands tied behind their backs, eyes pointing toward the floor. Their hair contrasted sharply. One had hair braided in big circles on the sides of her head. It reminded Blakely of Leia in the first Star Wars. The other had long auburn hair. Still braided, though both strands fell behind her back.

      The only thing protecting their modesty was a thin white cloth that revealed their lack of any undergarments.

      The women shivered in the cool air, but Blakely knew that was not the reason they were shivering. Nipples poked prominently out of the white garments. She knew these women were excited about what was to come.

      “Two of your vassals volunteered their wives for your pleasure, milord. They bargained for the right. Apparently, Lord Moreau’s strumpet here was so enthusiastic, he offered two horses to Vauquelin to make sure she was happy. The offer fell on deaf ears,” the innkeeper chuckled. “Baron Vauquelin knew his lady would never forgive him if he allowed Lady Moreau sole access.”

      On hearing her name, the woman lifted her head. Even though she knew it was coming, Blakely could only gasp at seeing her face looking up. She was the Lady Moreau that wanted this liaison so much.

      As happened before, the perspective of the image shifted suddenly, increasing until all she saw was a bright white light. As the light faded, she was no longer watching. She WAS Lady Moreau, looking at Count Dagon from her knees, drinking in his presence with her own eyes once again. She could hear the crackle of the fireplace and smell the smoke in the room.

      Dagon stepped up, touching Lady Moreau’s chin, pulling it upward until their eyes met. Again, she knew it was coming, but it still surprised her to see him in this place. It was the same man as in Rome, using the same name. This had to be 6 to 7 centuries later.

      But his commanding presence was unmistakable. Long black hair, dark brown eyes, a chiseled build under his flowing cape, tunic, and trousers. His stare etched into her very soul.

      “Enthusiastic, was it?” Dagon asked. “How enthusiastic are you?”

      “I am yours, milord,” Lady Moreau said. “To use for whatever pleasure this body might give you.”

      He nodded his head several times. His stare became intense and controlling. “You are mine, then.”

      Their eyes held for a long moment. Those words… I am yours… you are mine… Lady Moreau felt it sink in deeper. She really was his at that moment. To be used, however he wanted. She shivered, struggling to imagine a future where she could resist her growing need for this man.

      The innkeeper spoke, taking them out of the hard connection. “Lord Moreau gave me specific instructions. He requests you do whatever you want with her, adding that she’s quite the slut, likes the sensual pleasures very much. He made clear she will do anything you desire.”

      Dagon nodded his head again, grinning. “We will give her all she could want. Don’t you agree, Roland?”

      His companion had not spoken a word to that point. “Let’s get this other slut on the bed. I could use some relief,” tapping Lady Vauquelin to stand. Untying her hands, he yanked the white cloth off her body, directing her to get on the bed, on her stomach. Dagon nodded his approval.

      Lady Moreau smiled as she saw the brazen way her partner flopped her breasts in front of the men on the way to the bed. She was clearly eager for what they offered.

      The innkeeper went to each bedpost, using the leather rope attached to wrap an intricate weave around her widespread wrists and ankles. Soon, he had her limbs tied so tight, Lady V was squirming with the pressure of being spread so wide, as the innkeeper begged pardons, leaving them to their fun.

      Blakely exchanged a smile with the woman on the bed. This was not unexpected, nor unwanted. The way she squirmed included a lot of hip movement, pushing her ass up at the men. She wanted this very much! Had done it many times before.
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        * * *

      

      Roland walked over to the side, taking his clothes off. By the time he undressed, his uncircumcised cock was hard and ready. With no warmup or lubrication, he stepped between her legs, driving himself into her dripping gash. Clearly, she needed no extra moisture.

      Soon, they were both groaning and grunting with the effort. Her releases came quickly as Roland savaged her sex. Dagon stepped on the bed, forced her head toward him, shoving his hard shaft into her mouth.

      Lady V went deeper into the pleasure when he entered her. Lady Moreau knew that feeling well. There was something about Dagon’s cock that drove her wild. She watched hungrily from the floor, still on her knees. Her eyes drank in the pleasure she knew Lady V was feeling, wanting to feel the same herself.

      Roland grunted loudly, releasing his seed into Lady V’s welcoming sheath. As soon as he got out of the way, Dagon replaced him. The woman shook with the pleasure of his harsh entry. Lady Moreau groaned herself as she heard the whimper of pleasure coming out of the lady on the bed.

      But Roland had not finished. He reached into the bag he carried into the room, pulling out a whip Lady Moreau did not recognize, made of a thick leather strand with a handle. As Dagon plundered her below, Roland stepped up to the bed, raising his arm.

      Strikes rained on her back as Dagon gave her all he wanted. Lady V did not care. She was shaking, moaning, thrashing under this dual assault. Her next release brought a scream from her throat that filled the room. Everyone in the building had to hear that one, Lady Moreau giggled!

      Time seemed to stand still as the men took poor Lady V any way they wanted. Dagon pulled out, adjusting himself until he pushed into her rear bud. No matter how aroused, this hurt going in. Lady V grimaced at the penetration. Soon, she didn’t care. This was clearly not her first time having her anus violated. She was quickly back to groaning, whimpering and grimacing as Roland continued his slashing on her back.

      The leather strap was leaving red slashes across her skin. These would take many days to heal, Lady Moreau suspected. If he hit any harder, the skin would surely break. It didn’t. He seemed to know just how hard to strike to avoid permanent reminders. Lady V came and came as the two men gave her everything they, and she, wanted.

      Dagon blasted his own offering into the shaking woman as she cried out with another hard climax. Her entire body trembled with the release.

      He turned toward Lady Moreau, still on her knees on the floor. “Lady Vauquelin has been with other men since I came around, needed to be punished.” She could not take her eyes off the woman on the bed. The dream-like state of her quivering body told Blakely Lady V had gotten just what she wanted. Blakely could only stare in disbelief at the abuse she had taken and how much she enjoyed it.

      Her mind flashed back to Rome, being tied to the tent struts. The glee of the guard whipping her. Memories of the orgasms she had as Dagon abused her breasts and sex shook her. Not such a mystery after all, is it, you slut?

      Dagon turned to look at her on the floor, his eyes burning within a lust filled face. “You’re next.”
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        * * *

      

      As soon as he softened, Dagon pulled out, reaching down to lift Lady Moreau off her knees. She squealed with the sudden change, unable to stop him with her hands still tied behind her back. “She is too messy. Clean her up.”

      He grabbed her neck, pushing her face into Lady V’s sex. Lady Moreau had never touched another woman. She pushed back against his hand, if only slightly. Anger poured out of Dagon. He yanked her ass up on the bed, across his lap, wailing on those ass cheeks with his open palm.

      “You belong to me, you slut. Never question me again.” He took the leather strap from Roland, striking her viciously across her ass.

      He had Blakely whipped in Rome, but this seemed different somehow, more personal. Knowing he meant this only for her, not Lady Moreau… as punishment. She shuddered underneath him, feeling her own control slipping away, unable to stop.

      As if someone had flipped a switch in her brain, a shudder passed through her very soul. She no longer wanted to resist; conviction bursting inside her. She had become his!

      “Yes, milord. I am yours… always. Please, milord. Let me prove it to you. Anything.”

      He abruptly pulled up, smashing her face back into Lady V. This time, she did not hesitate, driving her tongue deep into her gash, scooping the white cream into her mouth. After two vigorous men, there was a quite a mess. Scooping, licking, sucking, Lady Moreau felt desperate to get it all!

      Dagon leaned down to her ear. “Everything I want… whenever I want. Do you understand?”

      She pulled her mouth off only long enough to give him her obedience. “Yes, milord… anything…” Then right back to work.

      He stepped behind her, undoing her hands, lifting her hips, slamming his hard rod into her quivering sex. Her groan of satisfaction caused Lady V to squirm under her tongue, moaning as a release took her.

      Lady Moreau wasn’t far behind. Each thrust burrowed deeper into her soul, needing more. Her wail lifted her head away from Lady V. “Oh, my god… use me, milord… I am yours, always.”

      The orgasms came again, growing stronger, filling every crevice. Like a firehouse opening inside her, they blasted every other thought away. Only the pleasure remained. She could not stop squirming underneath him, wanting more.

      Dagon yanked her off Lady V, tossing her on her back beside the tied woman. Roland flew at Lady Moreau, slamming himself into her needy sex, begging for more. Her groan of pleasure grew to a scream of animalistic glee as Roland fell forward, his tongue licking the fluids off her face as she screamed her releases. Her arms wrapped around him, pulling him tighter, legs and ankles pressing into his hips, begging for him to use her.

      Dagon had been unfastening Lady V from the straps. Roland pulled out abruptly, moving Lady Moreau into the center while Lady V collapsed on the floor, exhausted. They flipped her onto her stomach before Roland returned to his jackhammering from behind as Dagon tied her arms and legs to the bed.

      By this time, there was nothing left of Lady Moreau. She was only the pleasure, the control, the submission to their will. She needed everything they could give her. Dagon had her fastened in Lady V’s place with all four limbs stretched wide.

      Walking over to the bag, Dagon pulled out a bundle of birch branches twine-wrapped into a hard stack with a flair of loose strands at the top. As Roland used Blakely for his own needs, Dagon whipped her back with his birch flogger.

      She had never experienced such pain, spread over her back, creasing into her skin like razor blades. Again, it was the combination of pleasure and pain that took her onto another plane, leaving her floating, trembling as the men used her body however they wanted.

      The climaxes would not stop, coming in clusters, one after the other. Blakely screamed and screamed, totally immersed in their control.
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        * * *

      

      Roland pulled back as Dagon threw the birch bundle on the floor. It was now his turn. He pushed a blanket roll under her hips, pushing them higher. Lady Moreau grimaced at the increased tightness against her bonds. But Dagon had her where he wanted.

      He pushed himself inside her sex again. The joy… the pleasure… the ecstasy… all exploded in her body at once. Everything else had been a preamble to this point.

      Mewling under his control was all she could do, unable to form a coherent thought. She was only his to use as he wanted. Every fiber of her being wanted only that. For as long as he needed her, she offered all she was to her growing need for him.

      After he came forcefully, bathing her canal with a pleasure scorching her very soul, Lady Moreau’s body could no longer contain the sensations. She shook underneath him. “Fuck me, milord… I need you inside me…”

      Her head turned toward the man taking her to so many places, cumming repeatedly. Dagon’s eyes flared a bright red, as if they were lit from within. A deep red of evil, the irises a pinpoint of white fire.

      “You belong to me now… Blakely… forever!”
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