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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

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

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

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

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

      This is the 2nd volume in that journey. Thank you for walking through the mirror with me.

      

      Peace,

      GK

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PREVIOUSLY…

          

        

      

    

    
      A summary of the story to this point…

      

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      Fortunately for Dagon, just as she fell under the mirror’s spell, Blakely discovered her husband had always fantasized about her going with other men while he traveled. She confessed to her wanting to be with Aaron. Her husband approved. She and Aaron had a time planned for Tuesday where she invited him to help with a ‘donated clothing’ project. They both knew it would be much more. Blakely was going to be the only project she wanted Aaron to handle.

      Along the way, Gavin discovered something magical about the mirror, wondering if this is why his wife had become so eager for sex so suddenly. But now, Gavin must return to the road for the next five days, leaving Blakely at home… with the mirror… and with Aaron. He wonders whether his wife will be the same when he returns.

      In the latest vision, a visit to France in 1185, Dagon revealed himself to Blakely. This was no longer a sexual dream of pleasure and pain. She now knew he was real, with fiery red eyes who called her by her real name. ‘You belong to me now… Blakely… forever!’ She came out of the vision abruptly, screaming in terror!
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            WORRIES GROW

          

        

      

    

    
      Blakely startled out of the vision this time, still screaming with the fear blazing across her heart. Shaken at the sudden change, she looked around. She was back in the bedroom, on her knees, sex facing the mirror, hands grasped behind her back. Fear was all she had as she struggled to catch her breath. Those eyes… oh god… he knew my name… How could Dagon know my real name? What was he?

      She reached down to feel her sex and ass. Despite the tingling and soreness from the constant use, nothing was there. Like a person who had lost their arm in an accident, but could still feel their fingers, Blakely sensed the swollen and raw openings, and the tortured skin of her back. Her jaw still ached from eating Lady V for so long.

      Dagon had taken her for… how long had it been? She glanced at the nightstand clock. She had been inside the vision for almost three hours.

      Shuddering, getting to her feet, Blakely hurried to the bathroom. She had to look. The birch branches had sliced her back so painfully, yet there was nothing, as she stared at the smooth white skin in the mirror. Not a red mark in sight.

      Blakely went back into the bedroom, sitting on the bed. Her wedding ring grabbed her attention as she stared at it on the nightstand. She knew her husband had these fantasies of her being with other men, but she suspected they did not include her serving the needs of… what was that thing even… a demon? She could only stare at her image reflected there as she placed the ring back on her finger. I am losing my mind!

      A growing fear seeped into her, as if for the first time. Blakely worried she really was going crazy. These visions seemed so real now. Totally immersive. She wondered if there was a risk of her never coming out of it.

      ‘You belong to me now… Blakely.’

      The thought of those words, the red eyes that seemed to glow, his using her real name… How could she be watching this in a mirror, she thought, while her body felt like the men had actually used her? She trembled on the bed, her head in her hands, wondering where this was taking her. How can he use me like that without a single scratch on my skin? It felt so real…

      ‘You are mine now, my slut. To use as I wish. After you finish with your boytoy tomorrow, you will return to me. I have much more to show you.’

      She heard it in her mind as clear as if someone was standing in the room. He knew everything… about Gavin… about Aaron… about their plans. That shuddering became a more violent tremble. He was inside her head! All her motivations in wanting Aaron and listening to Gavin immediately came into question. Were they hers or his?!

      In the session this morning, she and Dagon crossed some kind of line. She knew it in her very soul. Dagon could now speak to her directly, not just through her dreams. She heard his voice, just as he had inside the vision. Not only that, but he could read her mind. Subterfuge and hidden plans were no longer possible. He would know her inner feelings and thoughts.

      Despite the fear, all she could do was nod her head in acceptance. She must obey… felt it deeply. All her control of the situation seemed to have faded to nothing.

      Blakely got up, a little unsteadily. What was she going to do? She knew the visions were getting stronger, yet desire for more filled her. She walked around to the nightstand, pulling out a dildo, using it viciously, bringing herself to multiple releases. Her sex pointed at the mirror as she plunged the dildo into herself repeatedly.

      Visions of Dagon crept into Blakely as she used the dildo to satisfy this unending desire that consumed her. She could not stop the visions… or that growing need. Each plunge became his cock, giving her all she wanted. In her heart, all she could think of was the response he required. ‘I am yours.’

      But those visions gradually morphed into Aaron next door. His chiseled physique, her growing desire for him to use her. ‘Yes, that boy would do just fine’, she whispered to herself, as if she had decided something. Blakely looked at the mirror, nodding her acceptance to Dagon once again. She would make Aaron her boytoy, just as Dagon wanted.

      Steel resolve filled her. She no longer cared if Dagon was something supernatural, or even a devil’s spawn, or whether he had her in his grip. She refused to give up just because it frightened her a little. Blakely wanted to feel that pleasure again. And wanted Aaron to be the one to give it to her.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The rest of the day, and into the night, she did little besides plan for Aaron’s arrival. She ran to the store for snacks and a six-pack of beer… not sure if he would want that, but doubted a young man like Aaron would enjoy the whiskeys her husband preferred.

      During the day, she exchanged a few innocent texts with her new boytoy. About what she had planned… for the clothing project, of course… asking how long he could stay. He replied as long as she needed him. That drove her back to the dildo for another session in front of the mirror. The intensity of the desire grew with each plunge.

      Aaron stood over her, his naked body glistening in the soft light. She spread her legs to welcome him, gripping the shaft, guiding it eagerly into what they both wanted. He stopped just before entering, teasing the tip across her labia, scraping softly on her clit. ‘You want me, don’t you, Mrs. C?’ ‘Yes, yes,’ she cried out. ‘How much?’ he whispered, as his cockhead pushed the folds out of the way, finding the opening he needed. ‘Take me hard. I want you to fuck me with everything you have.’ ‘Gladly!’ he responded, as she wailed at his entry…

      The orgasm that flowed from the dildo left her gasping for air. Shaking her head, fear filled her again. She knew she was going in too deep. The combination of the visions, and now Aaron, left her feeling more out of control than any time since her dark days of Darius and the play parties in college. Yet, she didn’t want to stop. The vision this morning… of Dagon and Roland taking her so hard in that French bed… had opened something in her need. She wanted so much more.

      Memories of Lady Moreau, and how much she longed for Dagon as she laid tied on the bed, caused her to shiver. She WAS that woman, filled with the need for ever more stimulation. This boy is going to be the end of me!

      Later that afternoon, she laid out the new lingerie set. The one her and Gavin had purchased just so Aaron could take it off. THAT was a hot experience, she remembered. Especially being humped so hard in the SUV after they left the mall. Her cuckold could not keep his hands off her!

      Thoughts of what else she could wear made her think suddenly of something from the old clothing pile… She rushed downstairs, rummaging through her daughter’s throw-aways. There it was. A tube top. These were very popular for a while, though the girls back then always wore them with a bra, the straps showing. That would work for her.

      Blakely pulled her t-shirt off, pushing the tube top over her chest. It was a little tight over the bra since her breasts were larger than her daughters. She pulled it down on her abdomen, taking the bra off, bringing it back up to cover her.

      Her nipples poked out hard and proud. The thin scrunchy material of the tube top barely concealed anything. She decided at that point not to wear the top from the lingerie set. Her bra-less chest and this tube top would be a perfect announcement of her intentions. There was no way he would see this and not know what she wanted.

      She rummaged through the rest of her daughter’s clothes, looking for a red mini-skirt she used to favor. Regrettably, that skirt was not going around her 45-year-old hips.

      Out the door, she went. Back to the mall. She went through shop after shop until she found just the right one. A red miniskirt that barely hung to mid-thigh. This would look great with the beige tube top, she thought. Blakely giggled at the look on the salesclerk’s face. ‘Way too old for this, lady,’ the clerk had to be thinking. If she only knew, Blakely giggled more.

      Just before she got into bed, naked in front of the mirror, of course, her phone binged. A text message.
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        * * *

      

      Gavin Cooper was having one of the worst sales days of his career. His mind definitely was not into the schmoozing. All he could think about was his wife and Aaron, what they must be doing. He was constantly having to hide his erection as it poked through his slacks.

      Monday night, after all the sales calls, he spent hours watching cuckold porn, imagining it was Blakely, not the actresses, that were in every situation. He pulled his rock hard cock so often while he watched… to so many releases… he was getting sore.

      He had to know what happened, deciding to send her a text.

      
        
          
            
              
        [Gavin]: Have a fun day?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Blakely]: Nothing special. Running errands. Cleaning the house.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Gavin]: No visitors?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Blakely]: So that’s why you sent me the text this late. No, Aaron could not come today. He will be here tomorrow at 10.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Gavin]: Any plans for that visit?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Blakely]: Besides the project, you mean?

      

      

      

      

      

      That bitch! Gavin laughed to himself. NOT the fucking clothing!

      
        
          
            
              
        [Gavin]: Of course. The extra activities we discussed.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Blakely]: Maybe…

      

      

      

      

      

      Gavin could not take any more teasing, hitting the video call button.

      “Now, what are these extra activities you have in mind, my cuckold?” Blakely teased him.

      “You bitch…” Gavin was laughing. “You know very well!”

      “Oh…” she giggled, “THOSE activities…” She halted. “Want to see the outfit I am going to wear when I answer the door?”

      “Of course…” He barely got the words out before the image jerked, showing only the ceiling. She must have thrown the phone on the bed.

      Sometime later, the video image moved. What he saw caught his breath!

      “Oh, babe… fuck…” Her red mini-skirt and the tube top sent him rigid as he stroked himself through his gym shorts. The visible nipples, and little straps of the lingerie bottom barely visible above the skirt, left him hungry to see the rest.

      “I thought this would definitely give him the right impression. You like?”

      “Very much. Love the way it hugs your nipples. Don’t wear panties.”

      “I am only going to wear the bottoms of the set we bought, as you can see,” she answered. She moved her hips, showing off the way the thin straps of the bottoms were visible just above the skirt. “Even after removing the skirt, it still leaves my ass uncovered.”

      His gasp caused her to smile. “You really want me to do this, don’t you, Gavin?”

      “Babe, do whatever you think is best… for yourself. All I will say is that I will not be upset about your cheating on me, or anything silly like that. I approve of your being with him, as long as you tell me all the details later.”

      “I promise. Just hard to imagine having a new cock in me after 25 years. And a young one at that! A little nervous.”

      “It will be different, for sure. But I think you will enjoy the pleasure very much.” He got quiet for a moment, looking straight at her. “I know I will…”

      “Well, my cuckold, you are going to get your wish. There’s no way he sees me in this without knowing my intentions. He will be all over me before I get the door closed.”

      Gavin chuckled at the thought of Aaron’s mother, Molly, their neighbor, seeing her in that outfit. “Just make sure his mother does not see you in it. Could get awkward!”

      That left them laughing so hard, both struggled to keep the phones held up for the video.

      “I better let you go, Blakely,” Gavin said. “You need your beauty sleep… have a busy day ahead.”

      She held the camera close to her face. “I love you, Gavin Cooper, with all my heart. I like this new direction we are taking, but make sure you understand it has nothing to do with my heart. That belongs only to you.”

      “And I love you as well. Truth is, that’s why I want to give you this freedom. I want you to have all the pleasure in life that I can’t give you… with my being on the road so much. Let yourself go. Enjoy the time with your young stud. Be the slut you want to be. I’m good with all of it.”

      “Thank you, Gavin. I plan to.”
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        * * *

      

      After a bit more small talk, Blakely broke the connection, arranging her outfit carefully on the dresser. She walked downstairs, wanting to get away from the mirror. She did not know how the damn thing worked, but line-of-sight seemed to be important. The way Dagon required her to point her sex toward the mirror gave her the impression he had to see what was going on. Or wanted to, at least.

      She fixed herself a gin & tonic, went down to turn on the TV, relaxing on the sofa. Blakely never actually watched what was on. Her thoughts were so deep into her own needs, she knew Hollywood at its most creative couldn’t beat the weird, wacky world she was living in.

      Demons, unlimited sex, horny husband, a MILF desiring the hunky boy next door. Her saga would blow them all away. Yet, a creeping concern rose inside, growing more powerful with each vision session. Blakely knew she was no longer in control, had ceded that privilege to her own personal demon. What that meant for her and Gavin… and Aaron, for that matter… filled her with such dread, she could barely stop from crying.

      No matter which direction she turned, the inevitable outcome was whatever Dagon wanted. She quivered at his reaction if she ever really said no to him. Worse, now that the idea of resisting him came to mind, she knew she never would… didn’t want to. Something had happened in France. She had genuinely given herself to him.

      Blakely walked upstairs, crawling under the covers. Thankfully, images of Aaron filled her dreams all night. Dagon appeared willing to give her this break from the harder images that had been controlling her dreams of late.

      Her sex tingled continuously as sleep finally took her. Oh yes, she was very interested in what her new young stud would offer. She hoped he would fuck her hard, just like Dagon.
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        * * *

      

      Gavin could barely sleep himself after hanging up the phone. Everything they were as a couple was going to change tomorrow, at 10 o’clock. Funny, he knew the exact time when it would change! He couldn’t imagine Aaron putting up more than a token resistance… if any… to his wife’s advances. A woman as beautiful as Blakely would present too tempting an opportunity, especially when offered as willingly as he suspected Blakely would.

      He knew she had more experience before they got married… some guy named Darius. He couldn’t remember exactly. This guy really pushed her sexual buttons. The way she described it, she would struggle ever to say no to him. Hey, before they met, Gavin thought. Who cares? But now that she was becoming his hotwife, Gavin wondered whether she could stop with Aaron either? Or the next guy…

      She had no trouble saying no to me! Gavin chuckled to himself. No trouble with that at all. But a new man, full of the vigor of youth, offering her all the stiff cock she could want? Especially the way she has been since she bought that stupid mirror! Oh yes, she was going to be a very different woman by the time he returned; he was sure of it.

      As he got into bed, trying vainly to get to sleep. All he could think about was what tomorrow might bring. Visions of Aaron standing at the head of the bed, naked, as Blakely opened her arms and legs to him, created his own vigor of youth. He pounded his stiff rod.

      Life was definitely going to be different as he exploded all over his stomach. He just hoped it was a positive difference, not a disaster. As they say in Vegas, he has rolled the dice now. Will it be a winner or craps? He had no fucking idea, as slumber finally found him.
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            PLAYING WITH FIRE

          

        

      

    

    
      Just before 10 o’clock, Blakely went downstairs to make sure everything was ready. The basement where they stacked the clothing was in the unfinished ‘storage’ part of the lower level. On the finished side was a playroom, where they had a big-screen TV and a couch with other chairs. The kids had used it to play video games and host friends when they came over.

      She looked at the space, cleaning up a bit. Neither of them came down here much, since their youngest had left for college. Just in case they didn’t make it up the stairs to the bedroom, she draped a towel over the sofa.

      A quivering reaction filled her, a remembrance from yesterday. She knew that would not be acceptable to Dagon, even without his saying so. It needed to be in front of the mirror.

      Yesterday’s fear returned, shaking her resolve briefly. Not fear for her, she was past that now. Fear for Aaron and her husband. What would happen if Dagon stopped tolerating her significant others? The way her need for him was building, she knew it would not be long before she could no longer challenge any of his requests. That time was coming soon. She wondered what a man with that level of cruelty would require her to do.

      She shook off the negative thoughts as she looked at the clock on the wall. Her need for Aaron left no room for doubt. Time to play! Blakely left a note on the door for Aaron to come downstairs, where she stacked the clothes. That would insure Molly did not see what was happening, even if she was home.

      Walking into the backroom, Blakely spread some clothes out, trying to look like she was busy. She positioned herself so her back was to the door. That way, he could either walk right up, taking her in his arms, or she could turn at his words, displaying her slutty outfit to offer the invitation.

      There was no question she would make the first move, in case he didn’t. If he mentioned the outfit, she would walk right up to him, rubbing her breasts against his chest. She thought a simple, ‘like what you see…’ would be enough to give him the clue. If that didn’t encourage him enough, she was ready to go to the next level, following the breast thrusting with a light touch of his cock. She couldn’t imagine a vigorous young man like Aaron turning down an open offer like that!
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        * * *

      

      Gavin Cooper had an even worse time today than he did yesterday, especially around 10 o’clock that morning. His sleep that night had been nothing but tossing and turning, with accents of dreams of his wife humping. Concentration was not going well.

      He was in a client’s warehouse, helping them figure out how much inventory they needed. He could give a shit how many size 10 shoes they had, or whether the soccer balls met the new FIFA guidelines. All he cared about was whether Blakely was getting well fucked at that exact moment, just the way she wanted.

      His imagination could not resist painting a scenario of Aaron sweeping her into his arms, pulling her close for some kissing to start, then leaning her over the worktable, giving her the hard dick she craved.

      Since that weekend where they fucked like rabbits, he confessing his cuckold fantasy, and giving her permission to play, he knew his wife wanted to be taken aggressively by their young neighbor. He could see his wife hollering like she had that weekend, calling out repeatedly for him to fuck her harder. Gavin hoped Aaron would do just that.

      Twice over the next two hours, Gavin ran to the restrooms, beating off furiously, looking at his phone for some kind of proof. None came.

      Dread filled him, as he hoped he made the right call. Had he been thinking with his heart, or just his dick? The idea of her being with other men made his dick hard as stone, but he could not discount the risk of destroying their close marriage. He knew they were playing with fire.

      Gavin just hoped she was true to her word about her heart not being up for grabs. He would be nothing without her in his life. What if…

      The client came up to him in between the shelves. “Yes, Mrs. Johnson, we have those new FIFA soccer balls in our warehouse. Let me get the order placed. They should be here by Wednesday.”

      Real life intrudes… He broadcast his thoughts of best wishes over the miles, hoping she would have a good time.
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        * * *

      

      A noise came from upstairs. She heard steps as she hurried into position. Blakely leaned over the table, as if trying to reach something. That way Aaron would see straight up her dress to reveal the almost nothing she had underneath.

      “Hey, Mrs. C, what’s happening…” She could sense his stopping at the door, speechless at what he saw. She reached further, trying to pull the dress higher. He came around without another word, picking up the piece she pretended to reach for.

      She stood up, thanking him for the clothing, then turned toward him. His eyes riveted to her chest, and the nipples that were now poking out against the tube top. She knew the slinky material was hugging every inch of her areolas, giving him an excellent preview of what was coming.

      Blakely did not move, standing there, allowing her clothing choice to soak in. Aaron stepped to her, holding her chin in his large hand. “Is this what you want, Mrs. C? Been coming on pretty strong to me. Just don’t want to make a mistake… you know, get the wrong impression.”

      “What is it you think I want?” She teased, wrapping her arms around his trunk, pulling him in closer, until her nipples pressed against his t-shirt.

      “Just this…” he whispered, dropping his lips to hers. His desire could not have been more on display as he hungrily pushed his tongue into her mouth, pulling her even closer with his gigantic hands that quickly made their way down to fondling her ass.

      She moaned at the sudden beginning, thrusting her ass back against his touch, making sure he knew she approved, as her own tongue did the dance of love with his. He stepped back abruptly, pulling his t-shirt over his head. The chiseled mass of his chest and abs sent Blakely’s hands up to stroke his firm flesh.

      His hands reached down, tugging upward on the tube top. She happily raised her arms, allowing it to be removed. Her ample breasts jiggled in front of him as they settled down. Hands were all over those soft mounds, so eager for his touch. Blakely moaned, showing her obvious delight. She wanted this just as much as he did, her groaning said.

      Aaron stopped, looking at where they were. Shaking his head no, he grabbed her hand, pulling her into the playroom.

      He chuckled as they approached the sofa. “I don’t recall that towel being there when I came down to play video games with your son… Been thinking about this for a while, have you?”

      Without saying a word, Blakely turned in front of the sofa, unzipping the skirt, raising her hands. Their eyes never left each other. He got the message, reaching down to tug the skirt down her leg as she stepped out of the garment. All she had left was the lingerie bottom, leaving her ass completely exposed and her bald sex covered only with a transparent thong.

      “Do you need any more assurances, my dear? I have been lusting after you since you were down here last week.”

      “What about Gavin? Will I need to worry about his attacking me in the driveway one afternoon?” This seemed a genuine concern. She smiled, running back into the storage area for her phone. She flipped through her text messages until she found the one from last night, asking whether Aaron had been over yet.

      Aaron’s eyes grew wide at the ‘extra activities we discussed’ reference. “He approves of me being with you?” he asked, the confused look on his face making Blakely giggle.

      “It would have been a mistake if you thought I would do anything like this without his agreement. I love my husband very much. We have recently agreed to open things up a bit, to allow one new person to taste my charms, if that person is interested…” She reached down to stroke the hard cock sticking out of his jeans. “I see you are.”

      Whatever sliver of ice remained, that broke it. He was all over her, pushing her back on the sofa, his face buried in her breasts, his hands roughly groping her sex.

      “Hey there, my friend,” Blakely whispered. “We are in no hurry. Why don’t we go up to our bedroom? We can use that mirror you helped me with… how did you say it so delicately… to see how well we are doing?”

      He playfully grabbed one of her nipples, tugging her toward the stairs. Her giggling response and making no attempt to stop it showed she appreciated his playfulness and did not mind a little rough play with her breasts.

      Aaron had his hands all over her ass as he pushed her up the stairs.

      “I bought some beer if you want a drink…”

      “Later…” he said, as they turned the corner, up to the bedroom on the second floor.

      The tent under his jeans told her this guy was ready. Blakely knew how he felt, gushing with arousal as they moved toward the bedroom. She slowed briefly as she saw the mirror next to the bed, knowing what was required.

      Lying on her back, sex pointing toward the mirror, she signaled to him. “Come and get me, big guy. This pussy needs a bit of hard therapy.”

      He gasped at the language he had never heard out of her mouth, pushing his jeans off as he walked across the room. By the time he was on the bed, only his underwear remained. She sat up, crooking her finger for him to come closer. He stepped up, his cock preceding him across the bed as it tented his boxers.

      Blakely reached up, pulling the boxers down. She gasped at what she saw. Aaron was massive, a full 9 inches and wide around as her forearm. He smiled down at her as she wrapped her fist around his behemoth.

      “Bigger than you expected?” he chuckled.

      “So nice…” was all she could get out as she stroked the shaft, licking the pre-cum off the enormous head. He groaned at her touch, putting his hands on her head.

      While she licked the shaft, squeezing the balls gently, and taking what she could down her throat, Aaron talked… “I had a girlfriend last year that would get very upset if I was rough with her. When things went a little faster than she thought one time… mind you, we had made it multiple times by then… it just wasn’t what she was expecting, I guess… she threatened to call the police. I never went out with her again.”

      He groaned as Blakely took him further than any of his girlfriends, but he had to get this out. “Before her, I had one that couldn’t get enough. She yelled at me for being a weak pussy if I didn’t slam into her with everything I had.”

      Blakely sensed where this was going. He needed to know which she was. Pulling her mouth off him, leaning her head up, she looked him in the eye. “I like it rough. Don’t be afraid of going too far. I like to be taken hard. But just so you know, I am not an insecure young girl. If something happens I don’t like, I will tell you… without calling the police. You can count on that. Until then, I don’t want you to be a weak pussy either. I expect you to fuck my brains out for as long as, and as often, as you can get it up.”

      Aaron stared down at her. The flash in his eyes told her he considered himself the luckiest man on the planet.

      When she returned to sucking his cock, it was like a different man stood in front of her. He grabbed her head, shoving his cock roughly forward, forcing it deeper down her throat. She gurgled, trying not to gag, but did not pull back, allowing him to control her head.

      He was grunting now, feeling the growing wildness build. He could finally let out all the desire he had felt for his gorgeous older neighbor. Now free to let loose.

      Aaron moved to the side to get a better angle into her mouth, blocking the mirror. Blakely shifted to regain the view. He noticed. “You really like to watch yourself, is that it?”

      “Not always,” she said coyly. “I just want it to be available. Is that okay with you?”

      “Whatever you need, Mrs. C.” He pushed her onto her back, leaning over to pull the thong down her legs. “Right now, I need some pussy,” he chuckled.

      She leaned back, spreading her legs wide. “And this pussy wants you just as much.”

      He was inside her moments later, though he did not move fast. Aaron knew his size needed to be accepted. He teased the shaft up and down her gash, gathering moisture, then slowly pushed himself in. Blakely groaned at every inch, feeling the girth stretch her wider than she had felt since the Darius days two decades before.

      Once he was inside, all the restraint disappeared. He pounded into her, harshly, aggressively. She panted at first with the sudden rush, but her legs soon wrapped around his hips, ankles pushing harder against him, encouraging everything he had.

      And he had a lot, pounding repeatedly. The first time she came, her cry was so loud he slowed briefly, worried he had done something. “No… no… fuck me… oh yes…” He was right back at her. After that, her releases came often.

      He abruptly pulled out, causing her to gasp at the sudden withdrawal. Aaron flipped her over, on hands and knees, taking it to her even rougher from behind. She had to reposition once, when his force pushed her out of sight of the mirror. The rest was pure bliss.

      When he came, the flood of his seed filled her to the brim, causing her to scream out with the release it triggered, thrashing against the pole taking her.

      He rolled onto the bed beside his lover, pulling her into his arms. She rolled onto her back, pulling her heels up to touch her butt. The effect was to spread her legs in front of the mirror. She stared at herself; the cum making its way back out, slowly.

      Aaron smiled at her, thinking, ‘this gal has some serious kinks.’ He didn’t care, even pushed it. He reached to gather her hands above her head, pinning them with his arms laid across, then placed his leg over hers.

      Blakely quivered as she realized what he had done, trapping her in this exposed position directly in front of the mirror. She sighed, settling back against the bed, relaxing. Both her lovers seemed satisfied…
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        * * *

      

      For the next two hours, this young man took her hard and often. He seemed to understand her need to be in front of the mirror, making sure he did everything with a clear view. She relaxed after realizing what he was doing. The releases came easily and often after that.

      They took a break for lunch, but even then, she remained naked the entire time. It was the only time they made it outside the view of the mirror.

      She got on her knees next to the table, crawling between his legs. With her hand and mouth, he was hard moments later. She scrambled up on his lap, impaling herself against him. After a morning of his taking it to her hard, Blakely took her chance to be in charge.

      She bounced slowly on his rod… grinding on him every time he was as deep as he would go. He reached up, tentatively massaging her breasts.

      Blakely giggled. “They aren’t tender, you know. You can be rougher.”

      He looked her in the eyes, reaching up with both hands, pinching and pulling her nipples away from her chest. “Like this?” his eyes twinkled as he pulled harder.

      She groaned at the sensations, grinding herself on the massive rod, “Yes… yes… so good…”

      He smiled as their eyes met. She nodded, knowing what she had done… given him another tool to use on her. Aaron used it a lot by the end of their time together.

      All afternoon, her stud was inside her, eating her pussy, or kissing and cuddling for the aftermath. He finally took her ass late in the afternoon, entering her slowly until she groaned with each plunge. The sensitivity for her pleasure far exceeded her own experiences at his age.

      Blakely finally had to shoo him out deep into the afternoon, to make sure he was home before his mother returned from work. She needed the break anyway. Not since her time cock-storming with Darius had she been so thoroughly fucked. Her young stud rivaled even the mirror sessions.

      She walked upstairs after he left, lying on the bed, her legs spread, sex pointing toward the mirror. She stared into her reflection.

      “I hope you got what you wanted,” she said to the mirror. “I sure did.” She leaned back, closing her eyes, feeling the satisfaction pour through her.

      In her mind, a soft voice. ‘You are just the slut I need. There will be much more pleasure to come…’
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        * * *

      

      Oddly, instead of accepting the pleasure and Dagon’s praise, feelings of shame invaded her as she leaned back on the bed. Just like her time with Darius, she had forgotten everything but the pleasure. Sobs suddenly appeared unstoppable.

      What have I done? I have betrayed my husband, turned my back on my friend next door, even ignored my own standards of behavior adopted 25 years ago. Everything I thought I was… thrown out for some dick! What am I going to say to Gavin? No matter how much he wanted this, that loving man does not know what I was like before we met. I had only given him the PG version, not the reality of multiple men, about having multiples at a time…. Or worse, how much I loved it. If I open those gates again, I may never close them, no matter how much I love my husband.

      The sobs grew louder as she laid there, fear of this new direction breaking down all her resistance. Even before the sobbing could stop, her fear took a new direction. In her mind, a message broke through all her conflicting emotions.

      ‘You belong to me now… No need to worry about him.’

      Her body shuddered as the truth sank in. He was right. Every word. She could no more disobey his words than stop breathing. ‘I am yours, milord,’ she whispered to the room. The tears starting again.
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      This one could be my key to freedom. All this emotional angst shows only how deep her hunger goes. It frightens her because it is true. She can no longer live without the pleasure I give her. My grip on her soul could not be more firmly planted.

      ‘I am yours, milord.’

      Indeed, you are. Will she miss her husband? Regret leaving her boytoy? Possibly to both, but she won’t care in the end. Before I am done with her, the pleasure will be such an addiction she will turn her back on all of them! I have seen it too many times to believe fair Blakely will be different.

      That’s why she’s sobbing. She knows what’s coming. The life she knew and loved, and the people she shared it with, are no longer important, nor needed. When she took the birch branches in France, screaming for more, I knew I had found the right one. When she cravenly gave up all resistance as I insisted she pleasure Lady V with her mouth, disobedience was no longer an option for her. That is a truth she now understands. Those tears told me how successfully I had gained control.

      And the best truth of them all? This is entirely coming from within her. I knew it almost from the moment she stumbled into the mirror. When we first connected, I dredged around for sexual memories, trying to find a past I could use. Blakely had so many I had to choose from among them. Especially her continued longing for Darius…

      She might have hidden it from her husband, maybe even herself, but the hunger for ‘cock-storms’ was in her. That term alone told me everything I needed! She said cock-storm, but what she meant was pleasure-storm. She longed to feel it again, to be naked in front of a group and violated repeatedly as she screamed her unending releases. Darius had given her to so many groups of men, she no longer saw it as either odd or a violation. That desire blazed in her brighter than a lighthouse on a windswept shoreline. Unmistakable.

      Her Darius must have been a commanding lover. I wondered briefly if he had been one of my kind, an incubus that can lure women with the pleasure they give. He certainly lured the young Blakely to do what he wanted.

      But no, he had no direct control over her. When she refused to continue, he told her to go away, making no effort to encourage her return. This was not the incubi way. I had met several of our kind over the centuries. None let a woman go if they wanted them.

      Clearly, her willingness to be used by Darius came from her own desire, not any pressure the man had used. My visions in Rome and France showed her willingness to endure much for what she wanted. The way Blakely screamed as her boytoy took her so aggressively gave further proof.

      As if that was not enough, she casually obeyed my request to display herself after every session with the boy. Even made him pretend to bind her in that position as his seed leaked out of her.

      It was at that point I knew this one was the key to escaping my prison. She will soon forget about everything else.

      I need to bring her along carefully. Build the pleasure. Make the connection between pleasure and pain. Each vision must seduce her to want more, to obey me instinctively. Each dream must focus on her desire to please me, to find that pleasure only I can give her.

      Building on her need is the key. The more emotion she releases, the stronger my control will become.

      Watching her cry reinforced that direction. Let her! Now is the time for acceptance of what she has become. She belongs to me now.
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            UNDERSTANDING

          

        

      

    

    
      Blakely startled awake an hour later. All the sexual activity and crying had finally exhausted her into a dream filled sleep. Dagon was back with his hard visions in her dreams… of more men in the French hotel. And a new one. Of her being naked in a public square, head and wrists in a stock. Anyone that wanted could do whatever they desired. Men would violate her until they came, or whip her with sticks, rods, paddles. She could not stop cumming in that dream…

      What was happening to her? The build-up to Aaron and now these dreams every time she slept… She wondered how much worse it would get? Just as it had with Darius, her thirst for more already seemed unquenchable, out of control. All of this after only one visit from Aaron.

      She needed to curb this unbounded desire that threatened to consume her. Gavin… Jesus… he wouldn’t be home until Friday! She needed him to ground this unbounded need she felt growing inside her.

      She texted her husband, wondering if he was at an appointment, even though it was past 6 o’clock. She promised to give him every detail. Should I share the visions as well? As if Dagon were reading her thoughts, the response from the mirror was crystal clear.

      ‘NO! I am to be shared with no one… not even your boytoy.’

      She shuddered at how quickly she agreed to his will. ‘Yes, milord,’ was all she would even consider.

      Gavin called her back immediately, a video call. She wondered whether to answer since she was still naked! He wanted full disclosure. Here it comes, she thought, hitting the connect button.

      Gavin gasped when he saw her hair disheveled, nipples red and raw, face flush from the kissing and recent dreams.

      “Are you okay?” he asked, genuine concern on his face.

      “Been quite a day… quite a day.”

      His concern only seemed to grow. “You don’t seem too happy about it. Did he come over?”

      Blakely broke into tears again, openly sobbing while trying to keep the phone erect. “I’m so sorry, Gavin… I don’t know how to handle all these emotions swirling inside me.”

      “Okay… okay… calm down. No need for panic. We’ll get through this. Tell me what happened. Did Aaron come over?” All she could do was nod he had. “Did you two… do it?” She nodded again, the tears returning afresh.

      Now he was getting worried. He came, they made it, yet she was crying? What does this mean? Was she having second thoughts?

      “You didn’t like it?” he asked.

      “Loved it… want to do it over and over. Don’t you see? I’m out of control!”

      “Babe, you made it with him one time. And I knew about it. How bad could it be?”

      “He only left a couple hours ago…”

      A quick mental calculation. Oh, shit… he had been there over four hours.

      “A vigorous young man, I take it. So… again… why is that a problem? What we wanted, no? He made you cum, didn’t he?”

      She was crying now for real, full sobs of emotion. This time, she couldn’t keep the phone upright. He was staring at the ceiling, listening to his wife cry like she had just lost a family member. He wondered what brought this on?

      Finally, the crying slowed enough for her to speak. “Yes, we made it, Gavin. He fucked your slut until I could barely stand. He used every hole, and I wanted more. I had to force him out of the house before Molly came home from work.”

      Gavin laughed softly at first, but then his mirth rose to a full belly laugh. She couldn’t help but join him. The laughter was the antidote to her dour mood.

      “And the problem is what again? Sounds like you got what you wanted,” Gavin tried to get out between laughing bursts. “Let me see the damage. First the nipples…” She held the phone close to her tortured girls. “I didn’t know you liked that… having your breasts abused. Did you?”

      “I was on top when he did it, grinding myself on his glorious rod.”

      “Big is he?”

      “As wide as my forearm and long.” He didn’t know how to react to that! She just went on about the nipples. “He pinched them lightly at first. I don’t know what happened. A spark flashed into my sex. That brought a groan, and I thrust my chest out for more. The more he did, the more I wanted. I came and seemed not to stop for minutes. God… so intense.”

      “Well… that sounds fun. I’m glad I’m back in the hotel.” He moved the video to show her his cock, now raging against his slacks. He leaned the phone against something on the table, pulling his clothes off, stroking his cock with his hand. It was hard and pulsing with his desire.

      She stopped crying, staring at him. “You’re not upset I’ve become this wanton slut?”

      “Why would I be upset? I took you out to buy the outfit for just this purpose. I wanted you to have as many orgasms as he could give you. Why do I care how long it took?” He got quiet for a moment, a wry grin painting his face. “Are you leaving me for the boy?”

      She stopped crying altogether, immediately understanding. Of course not. “Gavin, do you really want to know? Might be hard to hear.”

      “Harder than fucking you for four hours?” He laughed.

      She nodded. “It was some of the greatest sex I ever had. I’m sorry if that upsets you. I don’t mean to disparage our sex life… which is great… but this was on some other level. Not since college have I ever felt anything like this.”

      “College?”

      Blakely gasped. Why did I say that?! “Before we met, I had an active love life.”

      “You told me… Darius something, right?”

      “When you return, I have some confessing to do. It was much more than just Darius.”

      “Okay…”

      Trying to change the subject, Blakely went on. “Do you want me to see him again?”

      “Who? Darius?” His grin was there, but she could tell he was worried about what she would say on the Darius front. Really worried.

      “Hilarious, you jerk… Aaron!”

      “Not if you are going to cry about it for hours afterward. It’s not worth that. But if you are still having fun with it, I see no problem. Now, dish… tell me all about it.”

      So she did. For the next 45 minutes, she described everything in as much detail as she could recall. Unfortunately for Gavin, for much of it, she was so deep in the pleasure; she had only a vague recollection.

      She gave him all she could. How she dressed. How they started. Their move to the bedroom. His taking her so hard for the first time. About how quickly he recovered. After the first couple of releases, he lasted a very long time without cumming. She needed to stress aerobics more in her workouts, she giggled, because he took her so hard and so often, she was breathless for much of it. They had to take breaks so she could recover.

      All the while she talked, his phone moved, reflecting the constant motion as he stroked his cock.

      She noticed. “You really like this, don’t you?” He did not answer, only panting at the growing pressure. She went on, this time with words chosen to excite him. “Your slut sucked his cock until he blew all over her face. Took his cock up her ass. Was naked with him the entire time. Even when we went down to eat, I stayed naked while he had a robe on. I wanted to be available to whatever he wanted. Even before we came back to the bed, your slut crawled up in his lap in the kitchen, impaling herself on his stiff cock. I wanted more and more.”

      While she talked, Blakely gave him a close-up tour of her abused sex. Her lips and rear bud swollen and red from all the friction.

      Gavin groaned at this last incontrovertible evidence, leaning the phone down so she could see him grunting his release, shooting ropes all over his stomach.

      “Oh, babe… if you want to do it again, you have my full support,” he gasped out as he tried to calm from the enormous blast.

      They hung up shortly after, her promising to see what Aaron wants to do. Inside, she knew it would be dangerous to let him come to her again.

      When combined with the mirror visions and her dreaming, she was afraid of becoming so sex obsessed that nothing else would matter. She had terrible memories of that exact thing happening in her freshman year, and how hard it was to stop.

      One comment of Gavin’s at the close stuck with her. “Look babe, I don’t mind if you want to do it again with Aaron, but if it makes you feel this exposed, maybe making it a regular thing would not be good. It increases the risk of Molly finding out, and I don’t want you ignoring me when I come home on Friday…”

      “No chance of that,” she had told him, but that risk was real. She knew that. How could she make it all day, every day, and not wear out by the time he returns on Friday?
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        * * *

      

      By the time she got to sleep that night, she had decided to call it off. To tell Aaron this was a onetime thing. But that was ridiculous. She knew if he came, she would not say no. She slept soundly all night, with no sexual dreams, but with the absolute confidence he would come.

      The next morning, just as she was about to send Aaron a text about not coming over, the doorbell rang. Aaron walked in as soon as she opened the door. Without even asking her, he had her clothes in a pile on the kitchen floor, fucking her roughly while leaning across the breakfast table.

      Blakely came repeatedly as he pounded her into multiple orgasms. Soon, they were back in the bed upstairs, and she could not say no, giving herself to him however he wanted. That she wanted this just as much became a moot issue in the face of his overwhelming aggression. Blakely had unleashed her own kind of demon in the boy next door.

      And Aaron unleashed something in her. A raw need for more. Repeatedly, he pounded into her as she clawed her heels in his ass, pulling him in deeper, screaming for more. She kept sucking him to renewed hardness after he would cum, even had him blast a load all over her face.

      By this time, she forgot the mirror. She paid no attention to the squawking when she turned away. Only Aaron mattered.

      The next day, Aaron returned. He found the door unlocked, allowing him to come straight to the bedroom. She was waiting naked on the bed, legs spread, ready for him. For hours, he used every hole in every position.

      They took showers together every day. She sucked on him as the water cascaded around her shoulders. He pounded her against the shower wall as she screamed with her releases.

      Each hour that passed, she fell deeper into this growing need. She no longer thought about her husband, her kids, or propriety. Only about the need. She wanted him inside her, giving her the orgasms she craved.

      Blakely desperately wanted him to stay the night, uncaring about her requirement to inform Gavin about what was happening, but he couldn’t. Aaron had an away soccer game on Friday, had to leave early the next morning.

      The conversation with Gavin on Thursday night was short and focused. He answered her video call, quickly removing his clothes to match her own nakedness on the bed. She had already brought her cell stand from the home office into the bedroom.

      Directing the video at her spread legs, she used the largest dildo she had while she described everything they had done in breathless detail. Gavin barely got a word in at all before they were both cumming hard. ‘We can talk tomorrow,’ she assured him before quickly hanging up.
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        * * *

      

      As soon as she abruptly hung up on him, Gavin knew this whole experiment was going wrong. The release and the dildo told him all he needed. His loving wife could have cared less about him or sharing details, the way she had done the first night. She was deep into something else, something internal.

      She could barely communicate with him. As they began the video session, she was talking to him about what she had done, but it felt more like she was doing it to relive the glory of what she experienced, rather than to share it with him.

      Blakely seemed to focus only on the dildo. She pushed it in more aggressively than he even thought possible. And after being taken so hard all day, her faced looked used up, eyes narrowed into slits, exhaustion plain. She needed this, screaming with each plunge inside as she described what his slut did.

      But it was her hanging up so quickly that put him on edge. As if she was done with him now! No sharing or loving words. He wondered whether she was going to continue the dildo after she hung up. What was he to make of that? He thought.

      His own sleep was fitful and filled with images of his wife screaming as Aaron took her on the kitchen table. Gavin was just thankful he was coming home the next day. They needed to talk without all the distraction of distance.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      That night, Dagon returned stronger than ever in Blakely’s dreams. These were not sexual, like after her first session with Aaron. Her demon used every wily trick he had to control her need for him, to return her focus to the mirror.

      ‘Glad you enjoyed your boytoy. Now it is time to obey. Tomorrow, you will present yourself to me, naked and ready. I will show you the true meaning of pleasure.’

      Images of Dagon’s version of pleasure filled her all night in her dreams. Of Rome, of France, and a new one. Of a village in Corsica where women lined up for him to use them. These women, like her, could not help themselves. They needed him and his glorious pleasure.

      Twice that night, Blakely awoke, wondering if she was one of those women lined up for her Master’s loving touch. She needed it just as much as they did, was certain of that. No matter what she had done with Aaron, a realization took hold inside her.

      No matter how much pleasure her boytoy could bring, she belonged to Dagon. She wondered how she would resist any command if she went through another vision. As she settled back, returning to slumber, she wondered what he had in store for her tomorrow.
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            RUSSIA, 1593 AD

          

        

      

    

    
      Blakely woke Friday morning refreshed after three straight days of debauchery. Her body felt relaxed after memories of all the pleasure returned. She laid back on the bed, gently tracing her slit with her hand, remembering everything that had happened. Even Dagon’s vision of Corsica and promises of more filled her with satisfaction.

      A fundamental truth shocked her. This was exactly what she needed after so many years of sublimating her deepest desires for her husband. Trembling at what this meant for the future, she knew it to be true. The emotional turmoil she had felt before had given way to the reality of her new world. She wanted to have Aaron again, eagerly looked forward to Dagon’s next vision, and she didn’t really care what her husband thought about that any longer. It was too late to worry about him now.

      She sent Gavin a quick text, knowing he was probably in an appointment already. When no reply came, she hopped into the shower. This time, the ritual cleansing became a sensual experience. She slowly scrubbed her skin, stroked her sex and rear with a washcloth to make sure they were especially clean, even milked her breasts. She was getting herself ready for her Master. Increasingly, she thought of him as her Master, giving herself to his control.

      Blakely groaned as she pulled her nipples, still a little tender. She knew they would abuse her girls today. Dagon had made that clear in her dreams last night. Memories of Aaron’s harsh treatment of her breasts, and the intense orgasms that followed, left her sex already gushing with arousal, longing for Dagon to do whatever he wanted.

      A razor scraped every stubble of pubic hair, returning her to the pristine smoothness she knew Dagon preferred. After shaving every day for a week, this had become almost second nature, like her mons was supposed to be bald all along.

      A bing came across the room from her phone. She knew it was Gavin. Too late, she giggled to herself. She belonged to Dagon at this moment; would deal with her husband when Dagon was done with her. Blakely shuddered at the casual way she dismissed her beloved now. How quickly things have changed…

      When she got out of the shower, she examined her skin in the bathroom mirror, a little worried about leaving evidence for Gavin to see. Aaron had left plenty. And not only on her still tender breasts! He had left colorations on her inner thighs, minor bruises showing evidence of his hips pushing against her.

      She sure hoped Gavin would accept these… though knew it made no difference. She was already so deep into this new thing they were doing, even her husband’s open protests would not change her mind. Blakely now needed more…
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        * * *

      

      The mirror shimmered as she approached, as if it were ready to receive her. As soon as she had her ring off, placing it carefully on the nightstand, her body reflecting its full image in the mirror, the now expected flash of light filled the frame, blinding her. The room went dead silent. As she recovered, the shimmering coalesced into a city view, people milling around in front of a building.

      Long mustaches and tall fur hats on every man on the street, in every shade from brown to black to white, told her she was in eastern Europe somewhere, probably Russia. The closer she looked, the more obvious it became. She had watched a documentary about Catherine the Great one time. These men were Cossacks. She was sure of it.

      Two men on horseback approached the entrance. Both were wearing those characteristic hats with heavy fur coats and wide belts, short swords at their sides. Men came up to greet them. As the image grew closer, she knew one of them was Dagon, even with the fur hat and large mustache.

      “Count Dagon, about time!” some man said, grabbing the rein of his horse, allowing Dagon to dismount. “We were about to start without you.” All the men laughed at his unmistakable joke as they bowed to the Count. Dagon barely acknowledged their presence.

      The long, short building had flickering lights inside. When they entered, the room was full of men and women in various stages of undress. Dagon immediately spoke.

      “Lyudmyla, who do you have for us? Vasily and I are feeling very vigorous tonight!” Lyudmyla must have been the mistress of a whorehouse. Blakely thought.

      Cheers went up around the room as the men gathered around the new fellows of their company. Blakely giggled to herself. Obviously, Dagon was a popular man in these parts, or at least a frequent guest at this establishment.

      “Mead for everyone, Mistress. We are here to go wild.” Blakely knew now why he was so popular. Rich men always attract a lot of friends while they spend their money.

      Lyudmyla smiled at her new guest, pointing to a serving girl to pour the glasses. “As you wish, your Highness.” She stepped up to him, taking his arm. The House Mistress was clearly very familiar with Dagon. Seemed intimately familiar, in fact.

      “Come, come…” Lyudmyla smiled at her favorite customer. “Several new girls from the outer villages have joined in recent weeks.” She leaned closer to make sure only Dagon could hear. “One, in particular, I have saved for you. She has been with no one else this week. She enjoys all manner of pleasure, willing to do anything. Just the way you like them.”

      They walked into a room off the main hall. Three young women stood around, waiting for the arrivals. They lined up in front of the men, clearly a house ritual where the men pick the one they prefer.

      Lyudmyla had dressed each in a flowing gown that covered everything, revealing only the ample cleavage each was pushing out to entice the new customers. Blakely could only shake her head, smiling, as she saw her face there, auburn hair flowing down her back, primping just like the rest.

      As before, there was another flashing bright light, startling her as the view shifted. She was no longer looking on. She had BECOME that woman, looking at the world through her eyes and experiencing her thoughts about the two men and her Mistress. Her name was Alina…

      But only Count Dagon had her eye. Her Mistress had held her back from serving men all week because of this man. Now that she saw the Count, she knew why. The cruel eyes, elegant mustache and solid build told her he would be the source of much pleasure this very night. Her sexual hunger had risen during this week of withdrawal, as the Mistress knew it would. Alina could feel the desire that raged in her, a bottomless need for more that only Dagon could provide. The girl knew it without question.

      “Come, Alina,” the Mistress said, grabbing her arm, pulling her closer. “This is Count Dagon. You are to do whatever he wants.”

      “Yes, Mistress. I will obey.”

      “Vasily, as requested, I have picked those with extra-large breasts to please you. Show him what you offer, ladies.” They quickly pulled their breasts out of the bodice. Blakely could not help looking. All were indeed beautiful breasts, large, well-shaped. Two of the three (including herself) had prominent nipples, now rigid with their apparent excitement. The other had areolas almost as big as the breast.

      She looked down at herself. Even inside these visions, she recognized her own breasts, down to the nubs on the areolas.

      The man called Vasily stepped up, gripping each of their breasts harshly, pulling the nipples. Each girl grimaced slightly at the roughness, though no one pulled back or objected. They must be used to this treatment. Alina knew, in different circumstances, the same treatment could be quite stimulating!

      Count Dagon stepped closer to her, holding her chin in his enormous hand, pulling her gaze up to him. “You will do whatever I want?”

      “I am yours to use as you desire, your Highness.” She shivered under his grasp, need gushing out of her sex.

      “You are mine.”

      Alina bowed her head in acceptance. She sensed somehow she could not resist this man’s control.

      “Have her prepared. I think the entire house will enjoy this one tonight.” Lyudmyla seemed a little surprised, but did not hesitate to agree, shoving the girls out a side door. On the way out, she heard Vasily speaking to Dagon. “You want to share her with the house? In the great room?”

      “She has needs… I can see it in her eyes. Many cocks are what she desires, one after the other. When they have warmed her up, I will give her the fucking of her life.”

      Vasily roared with laughter. “You are a cruel one, my friend. That wench won’t know left from right by the time you are done with her.”

      “Did you hear that, young one?” Lyudmyla smiled at Alina as she pushed her out the door. “Count Dagon has only done this with one other girl. He must see something special in you.”

      Alina shuddered at her words, not knowing what he meant, but Lyudmyla did. She had the girls stripped and cleansed. She scrubbed their private parts to make sure they were ready. Alina could feel the excitement in them as they stood shivering in the cool air. Soon, they would have every hole filled repeatedly.

      If her own feelings were any guide, she knew they had grown to love the repeated cumming that always accompanied the time on her back. Some men were excellent lovers. Others were users without a concern for the woman. But she had discovered in her time as part of Lyudmyla’s brothel that her body didn’t care. She came either way. Even when they were cruel with painful torment, she found her body responding in ways that sent shivers of joy through her. Excitement filled her at the prospect of having all the men use her!

      “Count Dagon was right,” Lyudmyla smiled at Alina. “You have the need. No question there. I hope you do not come to regret this desire. Tonight, every opening will be theirs. They will use you until you cannot keep your head up. I hope you are ready for that.”
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        * * *

      

      When Lyudmyla led their naked bodies into the Great Room, they could see everyone assembled. Even the other whores mingled with the men, anxious eyes hungry for what was to come. Lyudmyla had placed two large mattresses in the middle of the room with some kind of shiny material covering each.

      They flung Alina on one mattress. The other girls to the second. She stared out at the men. Virtually every hand was stroking a cock. Hunger filled her, needing every one of them inside her.

      Dagon stood in the middle of the room, next to the mattresses. “They are yours, my friends. Use them as you wish.”

      And the men were on all three. One was in Alina’s sex, another in her mouth. Hands were pulling her breasts aggressively. It did not take long before the cumming began. One after another, the men filled her, blasting their load, then moving aside for a comrade to take their place. She could hear the other girls getting the same treatment.

      Even some of her fellow whores were getting in on the fun. They took turns licking the cum out of her between each man, teasing her clit as they did it. She came to their licking as much as the men.

      Soon, a man pushed her over to the side of the bed, lying on his back. They picked her up, forcing her down on his rod, then another man pushed himself into her rear. A third took her mouth. This is the way she lived for the next hour. The cumming simply wouldn’t stop as she worshiped what they were doing to her.

      Alina glanced over to look at the other girls. They were getting it much worse than her. While the guys using her seemed focused on giving as much pleasure as they received… she being the favored of Count Dagon… but the whores on the other mattress were only holes. She could see it in their eyes… a growing fear of what would happen as this continued.

      One after the other, the men would slam into the other two, slapping their rears and yanking breasts. Repeatedly, she heard them cry out with genuine pain as one man or another went too far, without caring. They pulled one girl off the bed, four men grabbed a limb of the other, holding her on the bed as belts came out of pants. They whipped the poor girl all over her back and ass. With her backside covered with welts and red slashes, they pushed the girl off the mattress, doing the same to the other one.

      The three using Alina became even more focused on pleasuring her. After she came very hard, crying out with the power of the latest release, Dagon stepped beside her as she panted, trying to recover, whispering in her ear. He was speaking to Blakely, not Alina.

      “That is what will happen to you if you ever disobey me,” Dagon said. “You think you are safe because you are on the other side? Think again. Those belts will hurt just as much without leaving marks. Enjoy your boytoy as much as you want, but never hide yourself from my view ever again.”

      He stepped back suddenly. The guys in her bottom holes pulled out. The one underneath gripped her in his arms, pinning her to his chest.

      A bolt of intense pain suddenly creased her rear. She turned to see Dagon with the same belts used on the other mattress. Strike after strike rained on her ass cheeks. She screamed, trying to get away. The pain was so much worse than the whipping in Rome or the birch branches in France. These were hard, systematic strikes meant to hurt.

      Yet, something was happening to her at the same time. The pain seemed to sink into her very soul, and not just from the strikes. They stopped hanging on the skin’s surface, entering her body, scorching her sex. She felt herself pushing against the grip of the arms, but not to escape. She wanted to feel the bondage, to feel bound to her Master.

      The torment unleashed a monster inside she had been trying to keep down, buried for all time. She moaned, pushing her ass out, wanting more, finally giving in to the need. The man underneath pushed her upright, off his chest. Hands reached in, gripping her breasts, yanking nipples. The men did not stop as she fell hard to the sensations, floating along, becoming the pain. All the striking and pinching added to her agony.

      The striking stopped suddenly. Dagon stepped back to her ear. “I promised more pleasure than you had ever experienced.”

      With that warning, the striking began again, stronger, more sustained. Blow after blow. The guy underneath pulled her back down against his chest, pinning her in place.

      Blakely was no longer the girl in the vision. She felt it to her core. It was her, not some mythical woman in the mirror. Lost, floating, filled with sensations she could not contain, Blakely’s screaming began, full throated cries of pleasure/pain. In the back of her mind, she heard the room roar with laughter. She didn’t care as she thrashed against the growing pressure.

      Dagon stopped hitting her, stepping around as the man underneath pulled out, her Master plunged inside. She came almost instantly. The guy under her had to hold even tighter. This climax pushed out in wave after wave, bursting in her mind like a bomb, shattering everything she was. She thrashed underneath the continued torment as Dagon savaged her sex as only he could.

      Blakely came and came, unable to stop it or control the power. More screaming came, but not from the pain. The pleasure now became its own ordeal, to be endured as the waves burned through every ounce of resistance to his domination.

      She felt it in every cell. “I am yours, Dagon… Use me as you wish. I am yours.”

      As if she had triggered his response, he replied softly, “You are mine.”

      He pulled out, returning to the whipping. Her screams of agony filled the room, to the roars of the crowd. It didn’t last. He was back inside; her screaming just as loud from the constant cumming. He jerked her between intense pleasure & pain repeatedly until she no longer knew where she was or even who she was.

      She whimpered as another release tore through her.

      I am yours… I am yours… I am yours…
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        * * *

      

      Blakely jerked awake, lying on the floor in front of the mirror. It disoriented her for a moment as she looked around, panting with the constant whipsawing that had controlled her for the longest time. Instinctively, she got up on her knees to look at her rear in the mirror. She knew it would be free of any blemish, but her memory of the pain would not stop. She fell to her knees, genuine fear sinking in. What is happening to me?

      As if in response, a low pulse filled her. ‘You are mine.’

      This time, she finally admitted the truth. She WAS his. Everything she was, she had given to Dagon on that mattress. What will happen to me now?

      She wondered about how things had gone so wrong as she curled into a ball on the floor, suffocating with the dread, knowing she no longer controlled her own future.
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            A PLEASANT RETURN

          

        

      

    

    
      Startled out of her confusion about the future, her head poked up at the sound of the garage door opening. She glanced up at the bedroom clock. Shit, it was already late afternoon. She had been inside the mirror for over five hours!

      Blakely felt groggy, like she had just awoken from a nap, but knew Gavin could not find her naked on the floor. She reached for her ring still on the nightstand, ran into the closet, pulling out the tube top and mini-skirt she had worn for the first day with Aaron. Her cuckold would definitely enjoy that outfit, she hoped.

      He came in, hollering for Blakely. She ran down the steps, hugging him. He stepped back, looking at her, smiling. “Nice outfit,” he chuckled. “This is what you wore?”

      Blakely nodded. “You like my choice?”

      “Very much,” his only reply as he dragged her toward the stairs. “Your husband needs a serious boning… and he knows just who can do it!”

      She giggled, pretending to resist. But followed him anyway. Even though she had been in bed virtually all day, that was all in her head. Her body needed some actual release!

      And Gavin was more than happy to supply her needs. Moments later, he was slamming into her with a gusto they had not seen in years. Even more than the previous weekend. She kept taunting him with scenes from her Aaron sessions, which drove him crazy!

      They eventually took a break for dinner, but then went right back to bed. They had not seen a desire like this since they first started dating. Back then, he had been so uptight about being gentle that their sexual relationship had not captured her attention in the same way as it had with Darius. Now that he knew she liked it a little rough, he gave her everything he had. She came and came.

      When they fell asleep that night, Gavin was more in love with his wife than he had ever been before.

      For Blakely, her feelings were more complex. She loved him without question, but her loyalties had shifted slightly. Dagon had captured her in a way she could not hope to understand. She only knew one thing. Blakely Cooper could no longer resist Dagon’s control or demands.

      She went along with everything that Gavin wanted that night, even though she made sure they pointed her sex to the mirror at all times. When Gavin got active at the kitchen table, wanting to take her on the table, Blakely resisted, insisting they do it on the bed. He went along, unknowing that she MUST obey her Master.
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        * * *

      

      Much of the weekend was the same. They made love repeatedly, touched a lot as they went about their time together. Gavin wanted to know every detail of the time with her new lover, though he didn’t seem jealous, upset, or even feel inadequate.

      That surprised Blakely a little. Aaron was an incredible lover, able to last as long as she needed, get it up even more than she could stand, and was willing to accommodate her mirror fetish without questioning it. Her storytelling renditions for Gavin were full of her enthusiasm for what he did and how often she came last week.

      Blakely thought for sure her athlete husband would feel a competition growing, needing to reassert his ‘ownership’ of her pussy. She had read that was a thing with cuckolds. But he never did. Gavin was just curious, and so turned on…

      “Why do you want to know that?” Blakely would ask repeatedly, always surprised. It was almost comical to her, his interest in every detail. Did he really want to know how Aaron spread her ass cheeks before entering her rear bud? Yes, he did! And everything else as well.

      It quickly became a pattern. She would describe a particular session and what action took place. Gavin would act out what Aaron did while she talked. Kind of fun way to build a session. She got lots of pleasure in both the remembering and his active reenactment, especially his first time entering her ass. They had not done that in years.

      Her renewed interest, after the spectacular orgasms with Aaron, had made Gavin’s first time a wonderful experience for them both. They only stopped making love when they were both so exhausted they couldn’t continue.
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        * * *

      

      Gavin could not remember ever being so aroused. Listening to her stories… that face when she described the orgasms she had… He could not help but love her more. He was almost numb with the intoxication of her open desire. Loved that Aaron thrilled her.

      Blakely had always been an excellent lover, open to new ideas and willing to give him everything he asked. But this was different. Before, the impetus almost always came from him. HIS desire drove most encounters. This… this wasn’t him at all. This was ALL her! She wanted Aaron, loved what she had done. Her giggles about how big he was and stories about how strong he took her… oh my god! Gavin could not get enough of her happiness, drank it in like the finest whiskey he had ever tried.

      One time, he was eating her pussy as she described how Aaron took her especially hard from behind. He could not help himself. Hopping up, twisting her body around, he slammed his rigid cock in from behind, pounding into her with savage intensity. She cried out with her release only moments later. All the while he pounded, Blakely kept on with how Aaron had taken her in this same position, even while Gavin buried her face into the bedsheets, slamming away. He came hard just as Blakely wailed with her own release. So fucking hot!!

      He had lived with this fantasy for so long; he didn’t really understand why he never felt jealous or left out. It seemed more like a long-held dream coming to reality. Her desire exploded all over him, driving him crazy with lust.
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        * * *

      

      With all the sex this week, both with Aaron and inside those weird visions, Blakely could not help but follow Gavin into his unbridled enthusiasm as he shared his own stories. Of beating off in the warehouse that afternoon, slamming himself so often at night, he got sore. How hard he was all the time.

      But their lust faded. Neither were the young lovers they used to be, able to go day and night. They slowed active play, instead holding and touching each other for long periods afterward. Both wondered how they ever lived without this in the past and why it took them so long to try it.

      By late Saturday, they had to stop, though they continued talking, even if they were still naked in bed. Gavin wanted more details about her emotions, what it was like with Aaron? The practical reality of keeping the knowledge of the affair from his mother. He quizzed her on how their lovemaking styles differed. He even confessed to wanting her to do it again… if that’s what she wanted. Her unbridled lust for more could not have been more clear.

      This is when the conversation turned difficult. They went down to eat something. After a day of pure debauchery, both were starving. He put on his robe, handing her the one she usually wore. Blakely smiled, walking into the closet, returning wearing a nearly see-through coverlet that she typically wore with a swimsuit. Gavin smiled his approval, extending his arm to lead them down the stairs.

      As they settled down to eat, the discussion became more casual; about what was going on with his sales, the latest news from the kids, her dinner with friends last week. She mentioned something about State U in the news.

      That last triggered Gavin about that cryptic remark she made on a call… about her college days before she transferred to State U. When he brought it up, she tried to steer the conversation elsewhere. That would not work.

      “Tell me about Darius,” he insisted.

      She shivered, not wanting to talk about it. “Why do you want to know that? So many years ago…”

      “I don’t know… with all that’s going on now, and your open resistance to talking about it…” He left that last hanging. “Seems important, somehow… all the sudden.”

      She abruptly got up to get something from the fridge, trying to avoid his eyes. It didn’t take him off the line of questioning.

      “When we first started dating,” he said, “you told me about a guy named Darius… a former boyfriend or something… your freshman year. But now it feels like there’s more to the story. Time to come clean, babe.”

      Blakely scowled, wondering why she brought him up. She settled herself back in the chair. “Before we met, I had an active love life.”

      “You told me that… you said when I return, you had a confession to make. How active?”

      She knew it was time to offer that confession. If they were going to pursue this new direction, he had to know what she was like, and the potential dangers.

      “I had a boyfriend in high school…”

      “Billie, of course. We met at the 10th reunion. Seemed like a good guy.”

      “We were quite active with each other.”

      “Who wasn’t in high school?” he chuckled.

      “Very active… multiple times a week, more often on weekends. I really enjoyed making love to him.”

      “Again, high school. So?”

      “When I got to college, losing that constant stimulation was… difficult.” She turned her head away, embarrassment bringing a blush. “I went looking for alternatives.”

      “You found me!” Gavin laughed.

      “Before you…” she said, touching his arm, “… I found a guy named Vincent, who wasn’t a good guy like Billie. He liked porn, open nudity, and… group sex. He pushed me to play with others in front of him.”

      “And?” he asked. The excitement in his eyes caused her to cringe.

      “He took me to parties,” she said, her voice trembling. He wasn’t sure if it was from her getting aroused or fear of his finally knowing. “At first, I resisted being part of what the other girls were doing. But soon, I was naked at most of the parties and giving blow jobs to whoever wanted them.”

      Gavin couldn’t believe it. Not his Blakely! After her harsh rejection of a threesome with Kevin, he thought that was out of the question. Now, he might finally know why.

      “At one of those parties, I met an enormous man, with an even larger cock. That was Darius. I broke up with Vincent after the party, not wanting to stop the arousal I felt when Darius was around. Before the first party was over, he had me in a backroom naked. He took me on my hands and knees in front of the other guys in the room.” Her eyes filled with tears, uncertain of his reaction.

      “Blakely,” he said, touching her arm again, a soft stroke of understanding. “This needs to come out… you know that. Especially if this alternative lifestyle we have started becomes more involved.”

      She gasped at what this meant. Did he mean he wanted me to do groups as well? Jesus, where are we going with all this?

      But she knew he was right. Too late to stop now. “Things got wilder and wilder that year. He took me aggressively, in every way possible, frequently in front of other people. I really liked that… I’m so sorry, my love. It was before we met and…”

      “Shh… no need for any of that. I will not be critical or disappointed. It just seems important for you to get it off your chest. Please continue.”

      Blakely nodded. “I came a lot during that year. Got to like it very much. The combination of being watched and cumming… I really loved that. Became my thing.”

      Gavin stroked her arm more, giving her a tug, pulling her into the family room. This looked to be a long conversation. They might as well be comfortable. They settled onto the sofa. Gavin yanked her top off, pulling Blakely close to him, stroking her nipples. She shuddered, cuddling closer.

      “You have me forever, Blakely, no matter what you say. It was a long time ago. Still, I sense you need this. To be free of a hidden past. Do you?”

      She nodded. “It just got out of control. As the year went on, I fell harder into Darius’ world, with all its unlimited cock and wild excess. I’m sorry, Gavin, but I came to love it very much. I would do anything they wanted. And they wanted a lot. I would often be the only girl at a party of many guys.”
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        * * *

      

      “Tell me about that.” The shocked look on her face told Gavin he shouldn’t push it, but he sensed she needed this. “In some ways, they were all the same. Darius would take me to a party. My clothes would quickly fall near the door. I then did whatever they wanted the rest of the night. ANYTHING they wanted.” Her tears were falling down her face now. The crisscross of shame, desire, longing, regret, all warring inside.

      All Gavin did was hold her and let her talk. She went on about different parties, the things she would do for them. The shame she felt looking back on it. They didn’t force her to do anything. She wanted to.

      “What made you stop?” he asked. “You weren’t like that when we met sophomore year.” He stopped suddenly, as if just understanding for the first time. This was why she transferred to State U for her sophomore year… why she resisted doing anything with my friend when I suggested it… “That’s why you transferred to State U, isn’t it?”

      Blakely nodded, the tears flowing stronger now. “Darius took me to a party late that spring. I thought other girls were going to be there. All of them backed out. I was the only one with eight guys. They used me for the entire night, into the next morning. I was so exhausted by the end, despite cumming so often, I told them I had to stop. All my holes were just too sore. They didn’t care, wanting more.”

      Blakely started sobbing now, the shame and longing tipping decidedly toward the shame. Gavin held her tight, allowing her to let it out.

      Once it slowed, she continued. “They ended up pushing me out the door with my clothes in my hands, still naked. While I stood on the porch getting dressed in the cold air, I finally had to admit that I was only a willing hole to these guys.”

      The shame filled her again as she relived that memory of standing on the porch, frantically putting her clothes back on. “I couldn’t believe what I had become. Vowed never to do it again. Next time Darius called, I told him I would not be doing the group things anymore. He cursed me out, told me never to come back. So I didn’t. That was close to the end of the school term. I moved back home, transferring to State U in the fall.”

      The crying had stopped, but he could tell the shame remained, even 25-plus years later. He pulled her eyes to his. “I love you with all my soul, Blakely Cooper. None of that makes any difference to me. Even in the future, if we play more, I will never think differently about you, no matter how much you get into it.”

      “You won’t… think badly of me, if I get too into the play?” She asked.

      “Does it look like I would be angry after what we’ve done the last 24 hours?” He had a point there, she thought. I have spread my legs all week for a young neighbor. It just got him more excited.

      She straightened herself up, looking at him on her own this time. A stern look covered her face. A resolve. “It frightens me, babe. Really does. I got lost in the pleasure. I would have gone back to Darius if he had given me a break, not been such an ass. Only the pleasure mattered for most of that year.”

      “I get it…” Gavin said. “You’re concerned if this new playing goes any further, you will fall into the pleasure trap like you did then.”

      Her nodding was all that came out as the tears flowed again. “All these years, I’ve been hiding this inside,” she said. “I felt so abandoned… used… dirty… even though I knew it was my doing. I tried to bury it deep where it belonged, never to be seen again.”

      “That’s why you rejected Kevin so quickly, isn’t it?”

      She nodded, memories filled her, of Gavin asking to invite his best friend into their bed as he went through a difficult divorce. She refused, flat out. “I’m sorry, babe. I couldn’t take the chance… that it might get out of control again.”

      “No worries. I understand. Kevin found his own way. It was silly to push you into it.”

      Gavin got up, walking to the liquor cabinet, fixing them both a drink. When he returned, another question had formed.

      “What changed? Why the sudden willingness to play?” he asked. Her eyes immediately dropped from his. Oh, shit… what’s that about? He thought. He could see the battle going on inside.

      “I think it’s the mirror,” she said. “Seeing myself in the mirror on the bed has done something to me. Lit a fire I wanted to let loose. Does that upset you?”

      “Does it look like I’m upset?” He pulled his robe open, revealing a hard shaft poking out at her. She reached up, stroking him, a quizzical look on her face. “You really do like this, don’t you?”

      “I’d only be upset if you wouldn’t let me watch.”

      “Watch? You want to watch me with Aaron?”

      “Oh, yeh… I would love that!”

      “You want to watch me… giving myself to another man?”

      “Well, only if you wanted to. I don’t want you to do it just because I do. It has to be desired by both of us.”

      “You’re serious?” She wondered who this guy was.

      Gavin could tell residual shame and fear still existed in her heart, but the desire to play with Aaron again was pushing those feelings aside.

      “Should I call him up?” She asked. “See if he wants to come over?”

      “Not tonight. My rod needs a break. Maybe tomorrow night, before I leave? That would be a good way to send me off.”

      “Would you want to share me?” A sparkle of excitement in her eyes sent a shard of pleasure directly to his cock, which throbbed in response.

      “Oh, yes… more than I can say.” His look of lust caught her by surprise. The old athlete was back, eager for action. He grabbed her chin, gripping it in his grasp. His dominant side was back. “Oh yes, my little slut. I want to fuck your ass while he uses your other hole. I think you would like that very much.”

      She gasped as the arousal gushed out of her, shuddering with the surge of need.

      “I would love that,” she said. “Love that very much. I’ll send him a text in the morning.”

      He reached down to take a sip of his drink. The quivering of his rigid cock would not stop. He was indeed ready for that!
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      Sunday, they could not keep their hands off each other as they moved closer to Aaron’s arrival. Blakely had already sent him a text, asking if he could come at 6 that evening. He said he would be glad to, recommending she leave the lower level door unlocked so he can get in without his mother seeing.

      Gavin loved allowing his inner stag to bloom during their long shower at 5 o’clock. He scrubbed her, carefully shaved her pubic hair, even helped her pick out the outfit she would wear. The one he chose, a sheer silk spaghetti strap nightgown, only went to mid-thigh. She would not wear the bra and panty set that came with it. He could clearly see everything she offered through the sheer material. A solid-wood boner pushed at his gym shorts every time he thought about lifting it over her head in front of Aaron!

      They decided not to make love until Aaron arrived Sunday evening. He wanted to save them both for the main event!

      When they got out of the shower, still naked, they both walked downstairs. Gavin went to the lower level to arrange the playroom for Aaron’s arrival. Blakely went into the kitchen. When he returned to the bedroom, he saw Blakely standing in front of the mirror, glass cleaner and a soft cloth carefully wiping the entire surface.

      He heard her whispering to the mirror. The only thing he caught was something like ‘yes, milord,’ because she went abruptly quiet when he walked in.

      But his eyes caught a reflection of light on the nightstand. She had taken her wedding ring off. What the fuck? No one is thinking she’s unmarried. Why would she do that? As soon as she finished cleaning, Blakely reached over to place the ring back on her finger. After his experience of passing out in front of the mirror last week, the thing talking to him, he wasn’t sure he even wanted to know what that was all about.

      He couldn’t resist. “What’s up with the ring?” he asked.

      She did not hesitate. “Didn’t want to get any cleaning solvent on the surface.”

      “And what’s up with talking to the mirror while you’re cleaning it, babe? It talking back to you?”

      She just smiled, walking back to the bed for her nightgown, slipping it over her head, covering her luscious body. “How do you want to do this?” she asked, ignoring his question.

      He hesitated briefly, somehow knowing this was important, but Aaron was going to be here in the next few minutes. He needed to get downstairs. “I think I’ll go down to the family room. Wait for him there. We can have a quick chat, then come back up here to see you ready to go. Or do you want to wait with me downstairs? We can do it there just as easily. Plenty of chairs for me to sit on and the sofa would be good for you to let him…”

      “NO!” she almost shouted, interrupting him, her eyes nervously glancing at the mirror. “I would rather do it on the bed.”

      He did not miss the connection to the mirror, or the desperation. “Okay… no reason to get upset. Just a suggestion,” Gavin said as he walked into the closet. He changed into a loose, high-quality t-shirt with a clean pair of gym shorts. For easy removal, he chuckled to himself.

      Looking at his watch, he walked up to his wife. That glance at the mirror had put him on some edge he couldn’t quite define. He had to shake it off. Time to play.

      “Okay, we’ll come up when we’ve had our little chat.”

      “What are you going to say?”

      “Nothing that will stop the play, oh anxious one! Just going to make sure he knows I am fully on-board with whatever you do. That I might join in at some point, but mainly I want him to give you all the pleasure he can… just like before. Anything else you want me to say?”

      She only shook her head no, bowing slightly as if something had been said to her. He nodded, turning for the steps. What the fuck is going on?

      Before he could get to the stairs, he heard her talking again. Gavin quietly stepped around, listening from beside the door.

      Gavin poked his head around the doorjamb, looking inside as stealthily as he could. She had taken her clothes off again, placing the ring back on the nightstand. She was standing in front of the mirror having a conversation with the damn thing. He couldn’t hear any responses, but she sure could, nodding actively, clearly talking to someone… or something.
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        * * *

      

      Blakely could not hold it in any longer. The arousal she wanted to feel about Aaron’s arrival found a block at every turn. Dagon was unhappy.

      “You need to leave me alone when I am with him,” she whispered to the mirror. “I cannot listen to both of you at the same time.” She shuddered at Dagon’s insistence. Okay… okay… She pulled the gown off, setting her ring on the nightstand.

      ‘You are mine. Make no mistake about that. I am allowing you to play with the boytoy. There was nothing in that agreement that included the husband. He is not to touch you.’

      Tears formed in her eyes. “Milord… please… how will I be able to explain my not allowing his touch? He is my husband. We have been making love all weekend. He is allowing Aaron to come just so he can join in…”

      ‘I care nothing of excuses. Your time with him is about over. You belong to me now.’

      Blakely shook now, fear coursing through her. What did that mean? “What will you do to him, milord? Please… He is my husband. I love him. You must promise not to harm him if we are to continue. I insist!”

      She could feel the anger on the other end, though no words came back to her. Just as she moved to put the gown back on… and her ring… his words came to her mind.

      ‘This is the last time he will touch you, or I will make those birch branches seem like the most tender of kisses. You belong to ME!’

      The roar of that last declaration of ownership left her stunned.

      Blakely lifted the gown back over her head, straightening it on her body. Her hands trembled as she reached for the ring. In her heart, she had come to that turning point she knew would arrive eventually, between the person she loved and the madman she could no longer deny. She had just hoped it would be further in the future.

      A sudden movement caught her eye as Gavin pulled his head back from the door, hurrying down the steps. Oh, fuck… he heard the entire conversation!

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Gavin shook all the way down the steps. Blakely was having a full conversation with something in that mirror. He was certain of it now. He could not imagine what it was, but with that script writing on the front and her erratic behavior since it came into the house, he feared for the worst.

      But right now, he had to stay focused. Aaron was going to be here shortly.

      Fuck… he struggled to halt the growing fear. Her end of the conversation kept repeating in his head… not allowing his touch… he’s my husband… what will you do to him, milord… promise not to harm…

      He settled in the chair beside the family room door, waiting. Thoughts of Aaron no longer controlled his thinking. He was not afraid for himself. Gavin was a powerful man, worked out regularly to maintain that. He played football most of his growing-up years and was involved in several fights along the way. He was confident he could hold his own. No, it was fear for HER that drove his concern.

      How do you fight something inside a mirror? There was no doubt now. All those signs and concerns of before had coalesced in that one conversation. Either my wife is going stark raving mad, or there is something going on with that mirror! Before last weekend, when it fought me over removing the symbols on the front, I would have said it was madness. But now? Something was going terribly wrong that she was hiding from me. I must figure out this mystery… before it gets us all.
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        * * *

      

      Just as that thought took hold, the family room door opened, and there he was. Aaron. He certainly was a buff young man, Gavin thought. He could see why she liked him. Those muscles pushed against the t-shirt, tight across his chest. His gym shorts hugged a package, already semi-hard. If Blakely’s description was correct, and he could see it was, he had plenty to offer on multiple fronts.

      Gavin chuckled to himself as he made his assessment. Middle of the winter and the boy is wearing gym shorts and a t-shirt. Go figure…

      “Aaron,” he said, “glad you could come.” His tone tried to recapture the desire he felt only moments before… and still did. Only now that desire had become tinged with a concern about the future. Was Blakely doing this on her own… or at the insistence of whatever that was in the mirror? What am I thinking? A talking mirror? Need to get this out of your head before YOU talk to it!

      Aaron said nothing, staring at him. Gavin smiled. It scared the boy shitless, thinking I was going to pull out a gun or something.

      “Come. Have a seat. We need to talk.”

      “Only talk?” Aaron asked nervously, edging back toward the door.

      “You are here because I asked her to invite you. She loves what you do to her. And so do I, frankly. I want you to be here just as much as she does. Okay… maybe not quite that much,” he chuckled. “Please sit…” waving his hand to point to the sofa.

      Aaron walked over, sitting at the far end, away from Gavin.

      “I wanted to have a chat about this becoming a regular thing.” Gavin started. He paused a moment, as if trying to collect his thoughts, but how to handle the mirror kept interfering. Maybe he could bring Aaron in to help?

      “She is quite smitten with how you make her feel, you know. So alive with sexual pleasure. I have no trouble with that.” Their eyes locked. Gavin nodded, an understanding coming to the young man. “As you know, I am on the road every week, making sales calls. You are free to come here as often as she wants you to come… with only three requirements.”

      Aaron tensed up, wondering how those would impact what he can do.

      “First, I want you to fuck her brains out. She loves the way you give it to her. As long as she wants the same thing, you can do whatever you want with her. No limits from me. But if she ever says no… well, no means no. Is that understood? You are here only with her agreement.” Aaron nodded.

      “Second, I want to watch whenever I am in town, maybe even join in once in a while, a little threesome action for our favorite slut. I think she would enjoy having both her holes filled, don’t you? You’ve already been in her rear. Since I’m not as big as you, we can plan to have you on your back, her on top, and me in the back door. Oh yes. I think she would like that very much.”

      Aaron nodded, but now seemed nervous for another reason. Gavin smiled again.

      “I’m not into guy-on-guy, if that’s what you’re worried about, though I hope you won’t freak out if I accidentally graze your arm or leg while moving around. I assure you, it will go no further than that.”

      There was a noticeable relaxation of the boy’s shoulders. Gavin smiled, knowing that had been it.

      “And last, you must never tell your mother. Molly is a good friend and a fine neighbor. We do not want to destroy that relationship because we are a couple of randy old farts.” He winked at Aaron. “Have your fun with Blakely. Lord knows she wants it. Just be careful. Come in the back way, give reasonable excuses. Try to limit how suspicious she becomes.”

      Gavin stood, extending his hand to Aaron. “Do we have a deal?”

      Aaron said his first words since his early nervousness. “Yes, we do. Your wife is the hottest woman I have ever experienced. I’m so glad you have allowed this. Young women have nothing on her.”

      “On that, we agree.”

      The young man halted a moment. “I would never force her to do anything, Mr. C. You have my word.”

      “Good. Why don’t we go on up? She has a special surprise that I think you will enjoy.”

      Aaron turned toward the stairs, but before he got a couple of steps, Gavin touched his arm softly.

      “One last thing. You’ve probably noticed her thing with the mirror. She likes to watch herself in front of it.”

      “That she does. I let her, of course. We all have our kinks. We can do it in front of the mirror as much as she likes. Why would I care?”

      “On that, we both agree, but I would ask one more favor. If you ever think it is getting to be… TOO much… her focus on the mirror… in an unhealthy way, let’s say… I’d ask you to let me know. There’s kinky, and then there’s obsessive compulsive. I’m not asking you to make that call as to which is which. Just let me know if things get weird in her relationship with it. Okay?”

      Gavin guided them toward the stairs again. “There’s just something about that mirror. You and I need to keep our eye on it… just in case.”

      Aaron nodded he would. He had felt it as well. “She gets really uptight if I move around, blocking the view, even if she’s not looking at the reflection. It’s like she’s doing it FOR the mirror.”

      “I know. Weird…” Gavin smiled, guiding him back to the stairs. “No need to worry about that now. Let’s go up and fuck our slut. She has been looking forward to this all weekend.”

      Aaron practically bolted up the stairs. Gavin followed slowly behind. “You want something to drink?” he asked as he came to the main floor. “I’m going to fix a cocktail for the two of us. You want anything? We have beer and wine as well.”

      “Beer will be fine. Thanks, Mr. C. And thanks for sharing her with me. She really is a great lover.”

      “Come on, you’re fucking my wife now. You can at least call me Gavin, and her Blakely, don’t you think?” Aaron just smiled, nodding.

      Gavin smiled in return. “Now that we have settled on what to call each other, you go on and enjoy. I will be up shortly. Oh, and by the way, I will be in a chair watching. Might even take my clothes off if I get too excited. Do nothing different from what you usually do. She wants you to really fuck her. So do that. I want her to get all the pleasure you can provide. I’ll join in later.”

      “I can do that…” he smiled, rushing for the stairs.
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        * * *

      

      Gavin pulled out the drinks and mixers, sitting on a kitchen high-top stool while he prepped the tumblers. Aaron seemed like a good kid. Unlikely to hurt her. Gavin was sure he had been a good choice to be their first partner. He was really looking forward to watching her scream with pleasure as he pounded into her.

      And he really wanted to try double penetration with him. It had been a lifelong fantasy of his. He was sure she would go along, no matter what she told the mirror.

      The mirror… Gavin shuddered a little as he gathered the drinks, walking toward the steps. He wondered if he was going to have to fight her… or that fucking mirror… to maintain access to his own wife after this?! What will you do to him, milord… promise not to harm… Fuck…
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      Gavin walked into the bedroom, drinks in hand. Blakely was already on her knees on the floor, right in front of the mirror, with Aaron’s cock firmly in hand. The boy’s shorts were on the floor around his ankles, t-shirt flung across the room, yet the gown still covered her body. Her mouth engulfed his shaft as she swallowed all she could.

      Gavin chuckled to himself, a low moan of pleasure coming out of that throat. She was right. Aaron really was big. Gotta be 9-inches long, at least. And wide as a bottle. It amazed him she could get it in her mouth at all. Maybe not so surprising, he chuckled to himself. She had a lot of practice last week!

      He walked across the room, put their drinks on coasters he had brought with him, then settled into the bedroom side chair he carefully positioned earlier in the day. Not so close it felt like he was on top of them, yet close enough he could see all the action!

      Taking a sip of his own drink, he basked in the glory of what he had only imagined for so long. His wife… his Blakely… had her mouth wrapped around another man’s cock! So fucking hot! He shivered, the strength of these unfamiliar sensations taking control. He could tell she was loving it, loving every inch as it slid down her throat.

      He sat back in his chair, spreading his legs toward the duo so busy in front of him. For a moment, he thought about taking his shorts off so he could stroke himself, but thought it was too early for that. He wanted them focused on each other, not him.
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        * * *

      

      Blakely barely noticed Gavin walking into the room. Her full attention was on the rod, her mouth, and pleasing her young friend. She pulled her head back to take a couple of deep breaths, ready to continue.

      But Aaron paid attention, stiffening abruptly. He took her pulling back as a chance to lift her off her knees into his arms. He was ready for the main event, looking nervously over at Gavin. A smiling nod from her husband settled whatever residual concern the boy had remaining. Aaron turned Blakely to face her husband, pulling the straps over her shoulders, allowing the gown to fall to the floor.

      Blakely gasped at the realization. Here she was, fully naked in front of her husband. Stripped by the actions of another man. She glanced at Gavin’s cock. It was pushing out of his shorts so hard she wondered if it would explode! Their eyes met… such love, she could hardly comprehend it. Still, here he was encouraging another man to take her in the most intimate way possible… right in front of him.

      Arousal filled her every cell as her pussy throbbed with desire. Aaron was pushing her toward the bed, but she wanted to do something else first. She whispered something in Aaron’s ear. He agreed, then she turned toward her husband.

      Walking across the room, she kneeled in front of him, pushing his shorts down his legs, helping him get them off. Then took off his t-shirt. His rod was not small by any means, just not as big as Aaron’s. None of that mattered now. She took him fully down her throat, as she had done many times in the past.

      “Ready for this, babe? To watch me with this lovely cock?”

      Aaron stood right beside her. She looked at Gavin, her eyes twinkling with mischievous intent. Turning her head toward Aaron’s shaft, she buried it deep, only a few inches from her husband’s face. She smiled around the warm flesh as she heard her husband groan, his hand flying to his own cock.

      Blakely gave her young lover everything, just as she had done in front of the mirror. Lavishing him with her mouth, she licked up to tease the head, cradling the balls in her hands. Her eyes never left her husband. Moving down to the bring the balls in her mouth gently, she then returned to the tip for more full-throated sucking.

      Aaron was going crazy. The combination of her mouth and the husband being so close created a whirlwind of emotion inside the young man.

      Just before he could cum, Blakely nodded to Aaron, getting up on her hands and knees, head facing Gavin. Her hand pushed his away, caressing her husband’s shaft. She looked back at Aaron, nodding her approval. He promptly buried himself into her welcoming sleeve, hungry for more. Blakely went down on Gavin at the same time.

      Her first spitroasting in 26 years… outside of the mirror, she giggled to herself! Gavin loved it! He grabbed her head with his hands, forcing her down on his cock. She shivered at his control, arousal filling her as both the guys used her for their own pleasure.

      She drifted between them, allowing the men to do as they wished. Memories of the Cossacks taking her so many times added to the pleasure. Lost in the sensations once again, Blakely came hard on Aaron’s thrusts.

      Pressure from the mirror was growing intense. This position grew out of her husband’s needs, without concern for her Lord’s viewing. She could hear the demands in her head, finally giving in by moving slightly sideways. Both men felt the shift, knew what was happening, but went along. She needed this.

      Gavin was humping her face actively now, gripping her head, forcing himself deep. He knew from what she told him of her time with Aaron that she liked to be ‘forced’ in just this way. His slut was going crazy between them; groaning and thrashing against Aaron’s plunges while Gavin slammed himself down her throat.

      Her husband could not hold off much longer. He groaned, pushing up more aggressively. They had done this many times in the past. Blakely knew the signs. She pulled him out of her mouth, beating the shaft until he exploded all over her face and chest. Her own release filled her as Aaron grabbed her hips, savagely pounding. Her eyes remained locked on her husband’s.

      They continued to stare at each other as Aaron slowed, pulling out. He didn’t even seem winded. Gavin reached down to the floor, where he had placed a washcloth… for himself, he chuckled. Leaning over to wipe his seed off her face, his mouth took hers. The intensity of the kiss caught them both by surprise.

      Aaron didn’t care. He was in bull-mode now. Ready to ride! He yanked her out of the embrace, tossing her onto the bed. Blakely squirmed around until her sex faced the mirror. Aaron was in her moments later. There was no stopping this freight train now.

      He brutally plunged inside her, hammering his cock with a ferociousness that caught Gavin by surprise. She had described the session as rough, but he had no clue what that really meant. Or that his wife would respond… like that!

      Blakely cried out with the pleasure, pushing her hips out, wrapping her legs around, to give her more. This was just what she wanted.

      “Fuck me… harder… show my husband how you do it… oh god.” Once the releases started, it seemed like they would never stop. She would scream with each climax, then whimper as Aaron’s enormous hands yanked and whipped her breasts, continuing to plunge his cock into her sopping hole. Gavin could hear his balls slapping against her hips as he savaged her. Blakely shook her head wildly side-to-side with each release, unable to contain it any longer.

      When Aaron finally came, blowing his load deep into her pussy, the animalistic scream of her release shocked even her partner, who had done this with her many times last week. He bellowed his own positive response, finally collapsing on top of her.

      What happened next shocked Gavin. As if in a practiced routine, Aaron grabbed Blakely’s arms, trapping them above her head as he cuddled on his side next to her. Blakely pulled her heels up to her butt, leaving her knees spread wide, her sex fully exposed to the mirror. Aaron draped his heavy leg over hers, capturing her in this position.

      Gavin could not see it, but he knew there must be a gooey mess pouring out of his wife. Not for his viewing, he thought angrily, but for the mirror. He shuddered at what that meant as his wife settled back in this comfortable position. Everything that happened up to this point seemed done for this one purpose.
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        * * *

      

      That wasn’t the hard part. Gavin was no longer in the room, as far as these lovers were concerned. Aaron leaned into her, just as her head turned to him. Another practiced gesture. They started kissing. What started as soft touching quickly became a passionate embrace as Aaron’s free hand explored her body. These lovers were off in their own world again, kissing with a growing fervor.

      Gavin’s heart seized in his chest; intense jealousy consuming him. He had wanted this for so long, he only thought about them fucking. But in between the humping… He shuddered at what this would be like over the next few weeks… or months… Would they leave anything for him at the end, especially as he continued to travel?

      Things only got worse as he glanced at Aaron’s hip movements. He was rubbing himself against her body, hardening. Gavin couldn’t believe it. The young boy was ready to go again. He remembered being this way as a young man, but now days, he was seldom more than a one-and-done guy.

      Aaron didn’t care about any of that, nor notice. He was ready, and so was Blakely. Aaron rolled onto his back, legs pointing toward the mirror. Blakely got on top, lowering herself onto the shaft. Groans of her renewed pleasure filled the room. His wife and the neighbor boy were at it once again. She didn’t even look in Gavin’s direction as her lips returned to Aaron’s.

      In some weird way, the biggest shock for Gavin was her taking his own advice to heart. He told her to pretend he wasn’t there, to enjoy her time with Aaron, to cum as often as she liked. He didn’t think she would actually ignore him altogether! Worse, it was clear the mirror was more important than her own husband. She pointed her sex there, not at him.

      He could only sit and watch as the two lovers, and that fucking mirror, had the time of their lives.

      It truly was exciting, no question there. These two really went at it. All his fantasies of watching her taken by a vigorous lover had come true. Seeing her cum repeatedly had proven to be just as strong a pull for him as for her.

      Yet, now… Gavin was past that. His wife and her young lover were on the marathon portion of the program. Neither could get enough of the other, and Aaron appeared able to stay hard for extended periods. Much longer than Gavin ever thought possible. Certainly for himself, at least.

      He stood up, walking around the bed so he could see the action. Neither of them reacted to his movement. My god, this was hot! Watching her hips flex, plunging repeatedly onto this massive cock was maybe the hottest thing he had ever seen. He could see the vaginal lips give way when he entered, then moving fully out when he came back, as if they did not want him to go!

      At some point, he moved to get a better view, accidentally covering a portion of the mirror. He could see the shudder run through her body, as her glazed eyes turned to look at him. She was barely inside that gaze, but he knew. Nothing needed to be said. The pleading he saw was more than enough. He looked around, noticing his position, stepping away from the mirror. Paying no more attention to him, she returned to using the rod for her pleasure; the obstruction cleared.

      Gavin needed a break. He walked over, picked up his drink, walking downstairs. The humping couple on the bed didn’t even notice when he left. He thought for a moment of shutting the door behind him. No, that would give the wrong impression. He wasn’t upset, in the sense of wanting them to stop.

      He chuckled to himself. Just feeling a little inadequate, aren’t ya, you old fart. Your 40-something crank ain’t what it used to be. What’s that old country song? ‘I ain’t as good as I once was.’ No kidding, bud. Maybe it’s time I finally broke down and got some of those little blue pills. If we’re going to do more of this, I just might need it.

      Gavin poured the liquor in his glass, taking a solid gulp, continuing his self-reflection.

      That may be true, but I’m pretty fucking good… for my age. And his being able to do that was why I wanted her to have him. Even if I couldn’t do it like that anymore, she could! You wanted her to feel this pleasure, didn’t you?

      Then what’s all this pouting about? I can’t play football anymore, but I can still enjoy the game. Put me back in coach, he had said one time, after fumbling a pass that allowed the other team to score. The coach just nodded to him, calling the next play. He went for 40 yards on a scramble around the end. Gotta get back in the game, if you want to play.

      Gavin clearly had enough of his pity party. He might as well have stayed in the room, anyway. Her groans of pleasure and screams with each release were so loud, there was no doubt about what was happening. He refreshed his drink, then walked back upstairs. He had only been gone 15 minutes. Aaron and Blakely were still humping away! Good for them, he thought.

      Watching them go at it, he got more aroused. Yes, indeed. This was why I did this. So she could feel this pleasure… and because I like it too! Don’t kid yourself, you have wanted this for a very long time. Time to fess up to the truth.

      Just as he settled down, his own cock stirring back to life, they both came with a roar of pleasure that sent shock waves into his very soul. He wanted this, for her… and for himself!
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        * * *

      

      Aaron rolled her off him, onto her back in the same way he had before. Hands above the head, knees spread, his bodyweight trapping her into submission to the mirror. Her panting breath told of how much this had taken out of her, yet how comfortable she was in submitting to Aaron’s control.

      The boy did something different this time. He rolled on the other side of her, bracing his head up so he could look at Gavin.

      “Are you okay, Mr. C… sorry… Gavin? I noticed you walking out.”

      “Just wanted to refresh my drink. You two were pretty active, looked like a good time.” Gavin’s warm smile brought a nod from Aaron, but all Gavin could see was his wife on her back. She was not with them at the moment, murmuring something to herself as she laid trapped under his weight.

      The questioning look on his face caught Aaron’s attention. “She’s always like this after cumming a bunch in a row. Sometimes she even tries to get out of my hold. The first time she fought me, I let her up immediately, of course. Thinking I was hurting her or something. She started crying that she needed that, for me to capture her, hold her down. She liked that. I always do it now.”

      Blakely barely moved at his words, seeming not to hear them.

      “What is she saying?” Gavin asked.

      “The murmuring is mainly incoherent, talking to somebody for sure,” Aaron went on. “I asked her what she was saying the first time she did it. I had to shake her out of the spell or something. She didn’t even remember saying anything. Every once in a while I could make out a ‘milord’, like from a Downton Abbey episode. Not sure what that means.”

      A shard of fear pulsed through Gavin. The mirror! What could be the connection?

      Slowly, as they spoke, Blakely came out of her spell, moving her head between the two of them.

      “Did you enjoy the show, babe?” she asked Gavin.

      “Very much,” he laughed. “You two really go at it. I can see why you like him so much. Very… vigorous, let’s say.”

      She smiled, looking up at Aaron. “Yes, he is. Very vigorous. Gives your slut everything she needs.” She jiggled a little, signaling to Aaron to let her up. He pulled back, letting her get off the bed.

      Blakely walked straight to the bathroom. The two guys could hear running water. She returned to sit on Gavin’s lap.

      “You ready to join in, my love? I think Aaron has some more vigor left in him, don’t you, Aaron?”

      “Listening to you scream with two cocks stuffed inside you? I’m always up for that!” Aaron laughed.

      “Let’s get something to eat,” she giggled, “then come back up for some fun. Work for you both?”

      They nodded agreement. Gavin reached down, handing her the gown she had started the night with. She draped it over herself, taking their arms, leading them to the stairs.
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        * * *

      

      An hour later, they were still in the kitchen, talking almost non-stop. About what had happened. What they each liked and disliked. Plans for next time. The dinner was nothing but sandwiches and beer.

      Gavin was getting more excited about the double penetration to come, but when Blakely stood up, she swooned a little, almost falling over. Would have if Gavin hadn’t reached out to right her back into the chair.

      “Oh… feeling a little light-headed,” she said.

      Gavin looked at the stove. It was 10 o’clock. They had been playing for four hours already. He abruptly made an executive decision for them all.

      “I think you’ve had enough for the night. We can do this again after I return on Friday.” He reached out, gently squeezing her nipple. “You still owe me a double banger… just not tonight.”

      Aaron was clearly disappointed, but nodded his agreement. He ran up to grab his clothes, coming back down fully dressed. “I parked my car down the block. I’ll run down the alley, then drive home. Mom thinks I have a date with a girlfriend.” He looked at Gavin a little nervously. “And I guess I did, right?”

      That got them all laughing as he pulled Blakely into his arms, then shook Gavin’s hand. “Will I be able to see you this week, Mrs. C?” Aaron asked them, seemingly at the same time. That got them laughing again.

      “Up to her,” Gavin said. “I don’t mind. I’ll be gone, either way.”

      “I’ll send you a text,” she said. “We’ll setup a time. Right now, I’m so tired, having trouble keeping my head up.”

      Gavin waved as the young man walked to the stairs. He could hear the family room door open and close. Picking up Blakely in his arms, he carried her up to their bedroom, laying her on the bed.

      She was barely awake by the time he positioned her on the pillow, pulling a blanket up to cover her body.

      Half-asleep, she mumbled something. Gavin asked her to repeat it, holding his ears close to her mouth.

      “Thank you for not forcing me to disobey my Master,” she whispered, then was fast asleep. What the fuck did that mean?

      Suddenly, he noticed something on her nightstand. It was her wedding ring. She had brought a small dish over to put it in. Was the ring in its new home for the whole time he was out of town?

      Fear filled him as he walked back into the closet to pull out his travel bag, needing to be packed. He wondered whether he should go this week. All the signs built that something was definitely happening. And it’s all about that fucking mirror!
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      Gavin had an early flight the next morning. Connections to Minneapolis were not as common from their airport. He had to take what was available. Blakely barely stirred as he showered and finished packing.

      Her sleep last night was certainly not… restful. She tossed and turned all night, whimpering multiple times as if she was in some kind of pain, then she would groan with pleasure. Must have been a wild dream night, he thought.

      He leaned over to kiss her head as she snored softly, then walked out to his waiting Uber. He knew this could be a fateful week for them, unsure what she would be like when he returned. Yet, he had to go. All the way to the airport, and through a day of sales calls, all he could think about was that mirror and how it seemed to control his wife.
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        * * *

      

      Blakely finally woke a couple of hours after he left. The dreams from her Master were vicious. His anger at her touching her husband, and then his blocking the mirror… she was back in the public stock on the square, men repeatedly fucking her, but it was the brutal paddling and whipping in between that made her cringe in remembering. She screamed at the torment that wouldn’t stop.

      Before she could even get out of bed, her mind filled with his words.

      ‘You are mine.’

      She shuddered, tears filling her eyes. She got up, looking at herself in the bathroom mirror, washing her face, trying to get this horrible feeling out of her haunted eyes.

      Fear was all she had at that moment. Fear of what this meant for her husband and their relationship. Fear of what Dagon would do to her if she went into another vision. And worst of all, fear of where this was taking her. In her heart, she knew… her fate was no longer hers to decide. The demon tied her to him in a way she could not hope to understand… and barely control.

      Luckily, she had a women’s fellowship meeting at the church that morning. She dressed, walked out of the bedroom without standing in front of the mirror. Despite her Master’s constant impulses to come to him, to present herself, she resisted, finishing her morning routine out of sight of the mirror.

      Blakely shuddered at the dread of how Dagon would make her pay for her resistance later, but didn’t care at this moment. She needed some time to think, to get away from his constant meddling.

      On her way to the church, Aaron sent her a text. Was she up for an evening session, maybe have him spend the night? He wanted to know. Apparently, he told his mother the thing with his new girlfriend was getting serious enough for him to do an overnight with her. Her friend Molly even gave him a box of condoms, just in case.

      That made her chuckle, but she begged off, apologizing. Still tired from last night. Maybe tomorrow, she texted back. She regretted lying to him, even though she needed a break. Getting her thoughts together about where this was going had become her only concern.

      The sessions with Aaron were increasingly about Dagon. After repeated cumming, she needed him to force her into position, her dripping gash offered to her Master. He would talk to her while she pretended to struggle against Aaron’s hold. Somehow, Dagon was using the growing need for more pleasure to trap her deeper into his control. Aaron would have to wait.

      She avoided returning to the house all day. After the meeting, she went to lunch with a couple ladies from the committee, then went to the mall to look at some new lingerie for her next session with Aaron, taking an extended coffee break at a Wyatt’s Coffee next to the mall.

      During the coffee break, she texted Aaron. Asking if he was ready to start again. She chuckled at his reply. ‘Always.’ She suggested 10 tomorrow morning would be good. Her pussy was already tingling, anxious for his return. Then she texted Gavin.

      
        
          
            
              
        [Blakely]: You still good about yesterday? Willing to continue?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Gavin]: He’s not there already? <smiley face>

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Blakely]: Body needed a break.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Gavin]: No wonder there. The boy really gave it to you. Always like that?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Blakely]: Usually much more. He has amazing staying and recovery powers.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Gavin]: I saw that. Hope you have some left for me on FRI.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Blakely]: Always, my love. Always.

      

      

      

      

      

      Finally, she called her friend Alice for an early dinner. They had fun catching up. Her divorced friend had recently started seeing a guy. Apparently, an excellent lover. They had fun conversations about the pleasure she was receiving. Been so long, she joked.

      By the time Blakely returned to the house, the whole thing… with the mirror… her very own demon… seemed like a nightmare she was glad to have over. But as soon as she walked into the bedroom, she knew it wasn’t. Dagon blazed with anger at her ignoring him all day. She shuddered at the sensations, but knew she had done the right thing.

      She walked back down to the kitchen, had a small bit of ice cream, then sat in the family room to watch a movie, falling asleep on the sofa long before the credits rolled on the film.
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        * * *

      

      Blakely startled awake the next morning, lying on the sofa, her neck sore from the awkward sleeping position. None of that mattered. She needed that break. The constant flow of demands from her men… and Dagon… had left her unable to function. Her body had been screaming at her for some rest. She chuckled to herself. At least rest from spreading her legs so much!

      A breakfast omelet had her name written on it, she thought, walking up to the kitchen, pulling out the pans. She knew it was only a matter of time before she returned to the bedroom. The impulse of his control was just too strong for her to resist much longer, but she was glad she had the day to collect herself. And the omelet tasted great!

      Finally, knowing she had to do it eventually, she walked up to the bedroom. His blast of anger filled her very soul as she walked past the mirror into the bathroom, stripping her clothes for the ritual shower and shaving. As the hot water beat down on her body, her mind returned to Dagon, wondering what vision he planned for her today.

      A realization shook her. She wanted his return. Yes, it was frightening. And yes, she knew it would come to a terrible conclusion someday. But right now, her pussy gushed with her need to return to his visions, to feel the joy of his control.

      The ritual of the shower became her re-entry into his world. She scrubbed herself carefully, shaved every bit of hair, and got herself off several times to memories of Rome, France, and Russia. She loved how violently they took her. How pleasurably… She even pinched her nipples in front of the bathroom mirror to make sure they were hard and ready for his pleasure.

      She dried herself off, walked back into the bedroom, placing her wedding ring in the small dish, then faced the mirror.

      “I’m here, milord.” The anger that flashed at her made her step back. “I’m sorry for resisting your call yesterday,” she explained. “My body needed a break. Been used a lot the last week, and especially this weekend.” She immediately regretted mentioning the weekend. She could feel the pulse of anger grow stronger.

      ‘You will regret this token resistance, my slut. You are mine.’

      As soon as the words arrived in her mind, the mirror shimmered. The expected flash of light filling the frame. Blakely turned her head away until she could glimpse a small village. She knew immediately where this was. They had vacationed in the UK several times over the years. This was an English village. With the combination of horses and carriages, she figured 18th century, but wasn’t sure.

      This vision was unique, knew it immediately. There wasn’t a pan of the surroundings with an introduction of Dagon as some local dignitary. She went straight into the body of the girl, looking around. Pain shot through her head. A man in military garb had a hold of her long, auburn hair, pulling her with him.

      She glanced at her clothes as best she could. Peasant dress, for sure. Maybe a serving girl or house maid. Fellow villagers laughed as he dragged her through the town square. Several onlookers took switches they had on hand to whisk them harshly across her butt and legs. She screamed at each slash, glaring at them. By the time she got to the end of the square, half the villagers were standing around, watching her struggles.

      The guard led her toward a manor house at the end of the lane. Blakely tried to catch up to him, wanting to reduce the pressure on her hair, but the guard was making a statement. The closer she got, the higher he lifted.

      The pain was too much. She planted her feet, jerking her head back. The surprising strength pulled her hair free of his grip. The guard panicked, reaching to grab it again. Blakely dodged his grip, but did not run.

      “You don’t need to force me. I’ll go willingly,” she told the guard, staring at him. The challenge was real. If he reached for her again, she would bolt, humiliating HIM in front of the entire village as he chased after her.

      “Apologies, Miss. For before. Milord made clear, to humiliate ye openly in the public square.”

      “He succeeded. Now, can I just walk along? That hurt,” she complained, rubbing her head.

      The guard was embarrassed by what he had done. Clearly, abusing women was not one of his usual duties. “Apologies, Miss. Milord’s instructions be quite explicit.”

      “I got it. Here’s the deal. As we approach the castle, you can grab my hair again, and I’ll pretend you are hurting me. Will that be enough?”

      “As you wish, Miss Ada. Don’t ya be trying now, to get away. He’s given me permission to use all and every means possible to bring ya to him, so dunne play hard to get. Come away with me like a goof gurl now.” The stern look on his face brought a chill to her heart. He was serious. Any means meant just that!

      Blakely suddenly remembered her local name, Ada Blair, a serving girl at The Horse & Carriage tavern in town.

      “I’ll go… I’ll go…” she insisted, straightening up her skirt and hair.

      Villagers still stared at her as they walked the distance to the manor. She knew the soldier. Boyd from Scotland. Quite the talker, actually. Despite his dress, he was not a military man. He was a hired mercenary to protect the castle. His Lord had moved there only a few years ago. No one knew what required so many guards, but apparently, he hired a lot of them. She chuckled to herself. Pretty small village. Everyone knew everyone else’s business.

      As they approached the castle, she touched his arm, hiding behind a cottage aside the road. “What does he have planned for me?” she asked.

      “I have nee a clue, Miss. Ya know, just like last time.” He looked at her with some surprise. Memories flooded back. She had been a frequent visitor to the castle. “Milord does nee fill me in on his wee private assignations with the wenches.”

      Blakely blushed red, knowing what that meant. Everyone knew why she came to the castle so frequently, though she did not have any memory of being a prostitute. In fact, she was sure she had come to the castle, but had no memory of why.

      “You’ll look after me, won’t you, Boyd?”

      “Nee, Miss. Milord be your Master. He be deciding yer fate.”

      She knew this statement should frighten her. Instead, her sex dampened with arousal. Feeling Dagon inside her again was all she could think about.

      “Then we better get to it,” she smiled at him. Boyd’s smile, in return, told of more knowledge than he was willing to share. He knew what would happen once she got there.
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        * * *

      

      When they approached the house, Blakely leaned over, holding her hair in her hand, offering it to Boyd. He smiled, taking a hold of it, giving her locks a good tug, then they walked up the long gravel covered driveway.

      Nice house, she thought to herself. Jacobean columns surrounded the front door. When they walked in, Boyd had to pretend he had been rough with her. He gripped her hair brutally, tossing her on the granite floor like she meant nothing. Stepping back to stand rigidly by the door, he waited.

      Steps on the expansive stairway brought her head up as she rubbed her head, standing in front of Dagon as he approached. His outfit was of the period. Long frock coat, short breeches with white hose, all in a muted shade of brown, with silver embroidery. The coat looked almost like a dress, coming to his knees. The long waistcoat and linen shirt with frills underneath made him look so elegant, she thought.

      But the look on his face betrayed the anger he brought with him. He walked straight to her, pulling a dagger out of his waistcoat, attacking her skirt and dress, ripping it off her body. She didn’t know how to react, just let him do it.

      When she had no clothing left on her body, he turned to Boyd. “Bring her into the main hall. We’re ready for her.”

      This time, there was no pretense. He was under the watchful eye of his Lord now. Boyd grabbed her hair viciously, sweeping her leg so she fell to the floor, dragging her by her mane across the cold floor. He tossed her into the middle of the main room, giving an especially cruel twist as he did it, causing her to screech with the pain, before he stepped back.

      Blakely found herself in the middle of a large room with a bed in its center. The bed was surrounded by Boyd’s fellow guardsmen. All removing their uniforms. Lord Dagon was already on the bed, naked. His massive rod throbbed with its need.

      “Get on the bed,” he growled.

      Blakely knew the men would put her there if she didn’t go on her own. She rose to her feet, moving on to the bed on her hands and knees. Men closed ranks around the bed. She wiggled her ass at them, teasing with her wanton display.

      Her mouth did not hesitate, going straight to the luscious cock rigid in front of her. Oh… the pleasure! Physical contact with Dagon was unlike anything else, no matter what side of the mirror she was on. The pleasure charged her, made her feel alive; as if she was a battery that needed to be renewed with fresh current.

      The groan that came out of her throat caused the men to rustle around the bed. They had heard of this strumpet that would do anything for their Lord. Her exploits were legendary, especially how long she would go and her willingness to take on all comers.

      Dagon pulled out of her mouth, pushing her down on her back. His thrust would have been very painful if she hadn’t been so aroused. As it was, moments later, as he pounded into her, the groans became whimpers, wrapping her legs around his hips, allowing him to go deeper.

      Her first release brought a cry from her throat. The men growled themselves. This display was making them ready for their own turn. It would be awhile. Dagon took her hard, on her back, on her hands and knees, bent over her ankles next to her head. She was his to use as he wished.

      The releases came hard and powerful, waves of bliss spiking her every nerve. Every cry of pleasure seemed to increase the tension in the room. One time, after coming down from a particularly strong climax, she glanced around the bed. Every cock was rigid with the men stroking themselves, ready for their turn.

      And she found in that moment, she wanted them. Needed their hard cocks. All of them! That monster was back, ready to be unleashed inside her again. She wailed as Dagon’s powerful releases filled her again and again.

      “Fuck me… oh god… yes, milord… use me… I am yours.” She was panting with the waves that bashed at her, hungry for the next plunge.

      “You will soon discover how true that is,” he said, his eyes flashing that red of evil that only she could see.

      Dagon groaned his own pleasure, blasting his seed deep into her. As soon as he was done, he pulled out, reaching for his coat. “She’s all yours,” he said dismissively.

      Abruptly, the men flipped her on her stomach, seizing every limb in strong arms, pulling them fully away from her body. She was still quivering from all the cumming when belts, sticks and leather slashed across her back, ass and thighs. Blakely could not hold it in, screaming out with the pain. The men just laughed, hitting even harder.

      This torment did not last. They were just warming her up. A guard spun her onto her back, and was inside. She cried out at the burning as her backside hit the bed, but that could not stand up against the pleasure of being taken after such pain. The two extremes built on each other.

      One after the other, the men took her, pounding their aggression into a woman that appeared to have no limit. She wanted them, cried out with orgasms repeatedly, using her legs to force them deeper. They got the message. This slut wanted to be taken this way. Soon, her ass and mouth were fair game. That just got them even more excited.

      Every few times, they would pull her back to her stomach, returning with belts and leather while trapping her arms and legs tightly. Blakely could not get enough of the pleasure/pain mix, screaming out with the torment, moaning at the return of the cocks.

      She went crazy with lust, loving every thrust, every strike. She never wanted it to end. Inside, she sensed something was different. This was no longer a vision. Everything had become so real. When they hit her, it felt like genuine pain. The plunges in her ass included the uncomfortable stretch, not just the pleasure.

      Blakely didn’t care. Everything she was, everything she would be, she gave to her Lord at that moment. Crying out with the latest release as her body twisted under the man’s control, convulsions of pure pleasure wracked her body as the cocks and strikes kept coming. She floated, unable to stop. Not wanting to. Her lord stepped above her, eyes red and glowing. His arm… He held something…

      Take me, milord. Take me…
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            BEGINNING TO WORRY

          

        

      

    

    
      “Blakely… Blakely… wake up.”

      She startled out of the change. Aaron was standing over her, arms on her shoulders, shaking her.

      “Come on, Blakely… Please…” Aaron said, kneeling down to lift her head off the bedroom floor. She was lying on the floor, on her back, legs spread in front of the mirror.

      Blakely groaned at the sudden stop of the pleasure/pain cycle, wanting it to continue.

      She frantically pushed at Aaron’s hands. “No… can’t stop… let me go…” Blakely needed to return to the vision, to be inside again, to feel the pleasure, to be near her Master.

      Aaron would not allow it, fighting her flailing arms, pinning them against her chest. Panic set in. She was still halfway in both worlds, could feel the plunges of the men while Aaron held her arms. She desperately needed to go back.

      “Stop!” He yelled at her. SLAP! Her head snapped sideways. Aaron had slapped her hard across the face. That did it, breaking the spell. He could see the focus return to her eyes, looking directly at him.

      “What have you done?” Blakely whimpered, tears now coming. She ripped her arms away from his grip, covering her face as she cried. “Oh my god… you’ve ruined everything.” This time almost in a whisper.

      “What the fuck is going on? I came up to play and found you on the floor moaning. Then you jerked, like someone was hitting you, and I got worried. Was that some kind of seizure?”

      She looked at him with disgust, unable to hide the disappointment of being taken from the vision. Aaron noticed the disgusted look, stepping back.

      “I’m fine, Aaron, for god’s sake. Just tired. Fell asleep on the floor. Must have been a nightmare.” She looked around the room, seeing her wedding ring dish. Tears formed in her eyes again. “Please… just go,” she said. “I’m fine. That session the other night really wore me out. Can’t play today, anyway. Too much to do.”

      “Okay… just worried about you, is all…”

      Frustration filled her. She couldn’t explain to Aaron what was going on, barely believing it herself.

      “Just go,” Blakely said, sitting up. Her skin screamed as she rose off the floor. “I’ll send a text later, see what we can arrange. Okay? Really… I’m fine.”

      He helped her off the floor, onto the bed. Blakely carefully kept her front to him, afraid the soreness on her backside might be visible.

      Aaron moved toward the door. “Get some sleep. And please take care of yourself.”

      She smiled at him, sensing the growing attachment he was feeling. His concern. She nodded agreement as he walked out the door. She stayed awake only long enough to hear the family room door close.
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        * * *

      

      Luckily, Dagon left her dreams alone. She woke two hours later feeling like she had been in a bar brawl. Her entire body was sore. Struggling into the bathroom, she was shocked at what she saw. She held a hand mirror to look at her sex and ass. Both were sore, red, and swollen. Her rear bud still gaped open where they repeatedly abused her.

      But it was the back that truly frightened her. Deep red slashes covered everything from shoulders down to her knees. The shock of that pushed her into full sobbing as she sank onto the toilet seat. Cringing at the pain as she sat, Blakely could not figure out what to do with this information.

      It was all a dream before. No longer. The pleasure and the pain had somehow crossed from a vision to reality. Dagon had pulled her inside the mirror… for real, this time. She shuddered, remembering the sensations during the session. The impact seemed so real, like she was actually being whipped. Okay, it seemed real, she thought, but this? Those were welts from the belts, streaks of red from the whips & leather. The bruising was going to take days to clear. What if they were still there when Gavin got home?

      She shuddered as more tears came. What the fuck was happening to me?
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        * * *

      

      Blakely could not cry forever. She eventually got up from the toilet seat, rummaged around the bathroom cabinets until she came out with ointments to put on her backside. Then used a cream to spread on her sex and ass. She knew from her college days that the holes below would heal quickly. It was the stripes on her back she worried about, afraid they would remain in evidence until Gavin’s return.

      Right now, the need for a tall tumbler of something strong called to her, but first she had to get dressed. Unfortunately, to get to the stairs and the closet, she would have to walk in front of the mirror.

      She knew she could not go back inside that thing soon. The danger was just too great. Something terrible had happened today. The mirror… and Dagon… no longer cared about her or her family. The demon had other plans. Blakely didn’t know what those plans were exactly, though she trembled at the thought of what they meant for her… and her husband.

      Then again, she had to admit to herself, the compulsion to obey was so strong that, eventually, she would have no choice. Today, she must find the strength to get past it.

      Still naked, she raced by the mirror. The pull… oh my god… so strong! ‘You are mine’ rang in her ears as she hurried into the closet, putting on a sweater and sweatpants. The skin on her back was still tender, but she couldn’t walk in front of the mirror naked again. Just too dangerous.

      Now fully dressed, Blakely rushed by the mirror again, grabbing her wedding ring from the dish. She hurried downstairs to the kitchen, pouring herself an extra-large gin & tonic.

      As she thought about what a mess she had made of her life in only a week, practical reality intruded on her misery. Playing with Aaron this week was out. How would she explain the stripes all over her back? She sent him a text, telling him her period had started. They could not play this week. Disappointed, he replied, but understood.

      She cringed. Fuck! This was going to be a hard week. After two weeks of constant sexual pleasure, she would miss it. Just like she had during the time with Darius so long ago, pleasure had become a major focus of her life since she bought that mirror. Her sex throbbed at the thought of being totally cut off all week…

      Plus, Aaron was a smart young man. She wondered if the ‘period’ excuse would even work once he had time to think about how he found her. Aaron would suspect something involving the mirror. He always made sure her sex was pointing to it while they played. Even did the ‘pinning her dripping sex in front of it’ ritual after each session. He had to know how weird that was.

      None of that mattered now. Only the danger mattered. When this all started, she ignored the long-term, or what this meant for her and Gavin. She rationalized everything away. Dagon was just her active imagination. Even tried to argue to herself this surging sexual desire was emerging now that the kids were away. Having Aaron help her handle the mirror had simply awakened something she had buried deep after college. Nothing more than that. She kept telling herself.

      Now she knew better. Had the proof all over her back. This was no reawakened libido. This came directly from Dagon. The mirror was cursed or possessed. She wasn’t sure which at this point. And her own personal demon wanted more! She shuddered again. He had tried to pull me completely into the mirror today!

      What if Aaron hadn’t come by? Would she still be in there, trapped forever? An endless line of guards pushing her deeper and deeper into the lust she craved? Would she ever be able to break free of Dagon’s control if this happened? She could not grasp what this meant for her future… and for Gavin.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      She needed to get out of this negative spiral. Her husband… He would give her at least a momentary respite from all the chaos. As was their practice, she sent a text first, to make sure he wasn’t in a client meeting. Her cell buzzed moments later.

      “Hey, babe. How was YOUR day?” His attempt at a raunchy tone implied she had spent the day in bed with Aaron. Blakely was in no mood for playful banter.

      “Nothing like that. In fact…” she paused, “… I told him I had my period this week.”

      “Period?” Gavin laughed, then abruptly stopped, surprise painting his tone. “You haven’t had one of those since your surgery back in…”

      “Of course, Gavin,” she interrupted. “I know when I had my hysterectomy. That’s just what I told him.”

      “Not interested any longer? The way you two went at it Sunday night, I thought I was going to be sleeping in the guest room when I returned,” he chuckled nervously.

      “I don’t know… getting a little burned out, I guess, from all the playing last week and this weekend. Needed a break.”

      “Understood… take as long as you need. Or never go back. Always been up to you to play or not.”

      “I knew that, silly.” She got quiet for a moment, trying to find a good way to phrase this. “Actually, Gavin. I’ve been feeling bad about what happened… about Sunday night. I want to apologize for excluding you so much, not allowing you to join in the way you wanted. This is no excuse, but Aaron is such an aggressive lover, I just get lost in the pleasure. That wasn’t fair to you. Aaron told me later that you left the room. I am so sorry, but I didn’t even notice.”

      Her phone buzzed with a different tone suddenly. Gavin wanted to switch to video. She accepted. His face seemed full of concern for her. She was just glad she had clothes on so he couldn’t see the damage she carried on her back.

      Gavin’s rueful smile told her she was right to bring it up. There was no question he had mixed feelings about what happened. “I’ll confess,” he said, “it was a little hard to see you so wrapped up in what he was giving, especially the kissing and cuddling in between. The arousal got mixed with jealousy… let’s just say it was a bit uncomfortable.”

      “I’m so sorry…” she tried to get in, but Gavin wasn’t finished, interrupting.

      “Still… I’ll be honest, Blakely. Those feelings only lasted for a few minutes. And wasn’t why I left the room. I wanted you to have the pleasure he was giving you. Why I wanted you to do it in the first place, remember? I thought you would be more open to him if I weren’t there. The fact you went on so long and got so tired… that disappointed, but, hey, we ain’t spring chickens anymore.”

      The warmth of his understanding hit her in the gut as if he had punched her in anger! Jesus… what have I become? This loving man has been nothing but supportive and affectionate to me. How do I repay him? Running around with the neighbor boy and pledging my allegiance to this… god knows what… this creature in the mirror.

      Tears filled her eyes. Gavin could see the despair filling her, though didn’t have a clue what was going on.

      “What’s going on, babe? Something happen?” he asked.

      Dagon’s warning of never telling him held her tongue. How could she hide this? It’s becoming a genuine threat to him…

      “Just wondering if we should continue all this… outside play,” she said. “I don’t want it to interfere in our relationship, getting a little worried about that.”

      He smiled, another warm gesture of affection. “You going to leave me for the boy?”

      She shook her head, understanding. “You know I wouldn’t. So why worry? Is that what you’re saying?”

      Gavin’s face turned harder, staring at her on the screen. “I’m more worried about you and that mirror than anything Aaron might do.”

      Blakely almost stepped back from the screen. Would have, if she didn’t hold it in her hand. He noticed… “What do you mean?”

      “Come on, Blakely. Murmuring to the glass… milord this and that. Even when you were playing with Aaron, he held you so your dripping sex would be completely visible to the mirror. Held you! He told me you liked to be bound in that position after a round of humping. When I was there, you kept murmuring something while he held you in that position.”

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

      The way her eyes shifted, looking away from him while she spoke. That wasn’t it, and he knew it. What was she hiding?

      “You’re going to tell me someday, babe. Why not now?”

      “Because there’s nothing to tell. I’ve discovered a little voyeur kink is all. Like to watch.”

      Yeh, sure it is, he thought. “I’m heading out to grab a bite. Get some rest, okay? You look like you could use it.”

      Blakely nodded, gave him her usual ‘I love you’, then disconnected.

      There was no doubt now. She was caught. Dagon would not let her go on one side and she was now sure Gavin would be all over her for answers when he returned.

      She slumped back in the chair, tears returning. How could she have let this happen?!
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            UNKNOWN DIRECTIONS

          

        

      

    

    
      Aaron could not get the sight of Blakely out of his mind. He had been brooding on this ever since he left her alone with the mirror last night. It was just so weird! Her trying to push him away, not wanting him to interfere, or even wake her up. She was involved with the mirror.

      And more, it felt like she was actually doing something. When he held her, trying to get her awake, he could feel her body moving from the hips, like someone was fucking her. Her gasps and moans told him she actually was… in her mind, at least.

      He felt bad about slapping her, but couldn’t figure another way to get her to come back. Every time he thought about it, he knew something terrible was going on.

      If the mirror had her in its grasp, what did this mean for him… or for her husband even? He remembered some TV show about a demon in a well that spoke to a young child, convincing him to do all these things to break him free. He knew this was a TV show, but what could be weirder than whimpering at the pleasure she was receiving from a mirror? Or requiring him to hold her down so his seed would be clearly visible to that mirror.

      Something was clearly going on. As he walked out, disappointed about not playing, he remembered something Gavin had said to him. About if it ever got too much… this focus on the mirror. There’s kinky, then there’s something weird.

      He had seen enough to understand why her husband was concerned, even if he wasn’t sure how to react. If he called Gavin, it might damage his access to Blakely. If he didn’t, and something bad happened to her, he would never forgive himself. And neither would Gavin…

      ‘There’s just something about that mirror. You and I need to keep our eye on it… just in case,’ Gavin had said. With sudden certainty, Aaron knew they had already passed that point. He knew ‘just in case’ had been shouted loudly as he slapped Blakely.

      Rummaging through his phone, he made the call. “Hey, Gavin, this is Aaron…”
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        * * *

      

      ‘I knew it was that fucking mirror,’ Gavin thought to himself after talking to Aaron. ‘Nothing to tell, my ass!’ All the loose connections were finally coalescing into a conviction in his mind. Her odd behavior all started when that mirror entered their home. That has to be the source!

      But what the fuck does that mean? A mirror controlling his wife? Even thinking it… preposterous! This was so far outside his understanding of reality that it challenged every norm he recognized. Furniture did not possess people!

      Gavin shuddered, putting down the phone. Or did it? Maybe his whole conception of what is or isn’t possible needs to be reconsidered. Whether he believed it or not, SOMETHING was going on with Blakely, and he was certain now that the mirror was involved.

      He stripped down after a hard day of sales, hopping in the shower. He had done well, but his mind wasn’t in the game. All he could think about during the day was Aaron and his wife. Now… fuck, that was the least of his concerns. He’d give anything for it to be a simple hotwife situation.

      As he let the water cascade over his head, the pieces began clicking into place. Her sudden interest in Aaron… The new requirement that her sex always point toward the glass… Her annoyance whenever they blocked the mirror, even when she is not facing the damn thing… And that creepy way she wants to be held down, legs spread, so the mirror could see Aaron’s spunk drip out of her. He shuddered again at the memory of her mumbling to herself as Aaron held her open. And that fucking ‘milord’ when he walked in the room, her trying to hide it.

      Milord? That implies a person, or at least the vision of one. What could be there that would make her into a sycophant to some royal? Calm down… it’s not like the King of England’s in the mirror. This is completely different. Some spirit or demon… something… I need to watch more horror movies. Haven’t a clue what can possess a mirror!

      Gavin shivered as the deeper implications filled him. His wife of 25 years is lying to him. That much is obvious. She knows what is happening, but will not tell him about it. Who’s she loyal to, anyway?

      Another shiver… fuck… maybe she has no choice? So much of what is happening seems out of control… especially for her. She needs to be held so the mirror can watch the spunk drain out. She needed to clean the glass totally naked…

      Another click fell into place… the ring. She had to take the ring off whenever she was naked in front of the mirror. That’s why she put the dish there. She must do that a lot. The thing inside must not want any competition. Her loyalties will be questionable if she has the ring on.

      Another click fell into place… this one his fault. His trying to take the writing off the front should have been his first clue that something was off about the damn thing. It spoke to him! ‘STOP!’ it said. The mirror told him to stop! When he didn’t, it knocked him out to prevent him from taking further action.

      Holy shit… what has she brought into our house?

      Last weekend, before he left town, he stared at the mirror for long stretches, trying to figure out what she saw or hoping it would talk to him, or give some sign that there was something inside. Nothing. Nada. Zip. Just a mirror.

      He caught up on some paperwork for the rest of the evening, but sleep did not come easily. The worry filled his dreams with monsters and tentacles coming out of mirrors. I’m going out of my fucking mind!

      One thing is for sure, I need to figure out what is going on. Thankfully, the internet has about everything nowadays. Need to get some research started before I go home. Where do you find factual information about shit like this? Not like Stephen King is going to give me the real scoop on a demon possessing a mirror. Hey, who knows? Maybe a simple search would do the trick.
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        * * *

      

      For the rest of the week, Blakely worried about where this was going. She slept Tuesday night in the guest room. Eventually, she would have to go back, knowing Dagon’s anger would grow stronger with each day that passed, but for now, she needed a break. Hoping to cool things down.

      Blakely even considered covering the mirror with a blanket. She abandoned that idea quickly. The rage that would greet her if she did that… her back was still sore from the last time she had defied him. Instead, she moved back into the bedroom the next morning, though never appearing naked in front of the mirror. That would allow her some resistance to his control… for a while, at least.

      She knew it was futile in the long run. Unless she could muster the courage to take the damn thing back to Baranski’s, she would eventually succumb to his demands. Eventually… she would be unable to resist returning to the visions.

      It was getting harder every minute. Every cell in her body was screaming for her to get naked and present herself to her Master. Those cells demanded the pleasure again and again. At least, her body did. Right now, her mind had conjured enough discipline to maintain control.

      All these carefully laid resistance plans collapsed on her first night back in the bedroom. Sleeping in front of the mirror left her mind exposed, even if she kept covered all night. Dagon was on her immediately, pushing for a return… back to HIM! Every time she would pass the mirror, the pulse would fill her, getting stronger with every pass.

      Those pulses were not his only tool. He captured her dreams to paint ever wilder scenarios.

      That first night, she was back in the public square, head and hands in the stock, her naked body open to everyone that wanted her. This time, the pattern of alternating pain and pleasure seemed calculated to drive her to the same peak as the men in England. Man after man took her sex and ass while the canes, whips and belts left her quivering between each round.

      Wednesday night, he came for her twice. First, she was back in England, only this time, Boyd ripped her clothes off as they walked toward the castle. He forced her down on hands and knees while men and women paddled her all the way to the castle, taunting her with sexual slurs she didn’t even recognize. By the time she got to the main hall, her sex dripped arousal down her leg. Over and over, the men delivered everything she wanted.

      The second time, she was back in Rome, tied to a frame on her back, legs spread wide. Dagon and a man she knew was her husband, Lucius, had the entire legion lined up to take her, one after the other. They laughed the entire time as she came on each successive cock.

      Blakely woke every morning almost as tired as when she went to sleep, but the dreams were having the desired effect. She would awake consumed by sexual desire, her arousal leaving a broad pool all over the sheet. The drawer on the nightstand could not give up its dildo quick enough each morning. Plunge after plunge drove home the need that kept growing. Her resistance got weaker every day.

      The only thing that kept her from giving in was fear. After her time in England, she knew these were no longer visions about pleasure. There was genuine danger involved. Dagon had figured out how to move her directly into the mirror, to experience the pleasure directly.

      If he could leave her sex sore, and back striped with welts, he could do anything to her in that world. These visions had crossed from the realm of really wild erotic visions to genuinely dangerous.

      For now, Blakely was just thankful that the welts were already going down and the stripes were nearly gone. With continued cream and ointment treatments, her skin should be back to normal by the time Gavin returned on Friday.

      But her resistance enraged Dagon. She felt his growing anger through the pulses every time she walked by. Enraged beyond reason, beyond any form of anger she had ever seen, this was murderous rage. Yet the impulse to obey grew stronger.

      The struggle to resist was getting harder. She only hoped to hold on long enough for Gavin to get home. She vowed to tell him everything when he returned. They could figure it out together. Couldn’t they?
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      Rage filled me. I was SO close with that England scene! The wench was in so deep she didn’t have a clue what was happening, lost in the pleasure/pain. I almost had her! She was halfway inside my world. Just a few moments longer was all I needed to bring her far enough in to make the transit attempt. I had already picked up my knife!

      Until that stupid boy interfered! Damn him! I should never have allowed her to take on that boytoy. It ruined everything. Now she openly resisted, refusing to come back to the mirror. Even the dreams had not proven strong enough to bring her back.

      I had not identified the pattern yet, but was sure the spouse would return soon. His presence would only make it more difficult. A direct challenge to my dominance was forming, especially after the way he stared into the mirror over the weekend.

      Clearly, the husband had made the connection between his wife’s increased desire and the mirror. There was no other explanation. No one stands staring into a mirror without a reason. He was looking for something. I chuckled to myself, confident the rube did not know what was inside.

      I raged at the 140 years. At my stupidity being trapped by that Professor! And knowing it was my fault. I had fallen for the sweet taste of Cecelia… It took me a century to admit that, no matter how grudgingly! Now, my impatience threatened to spoil the best chance of escape in a decade. All this rage was doing nothing but delay what I want, maybe even endangering the relationship.

      A realization sunk in. I had gotten so close only because Blakely was the perfect candidate. She has massive untapped sexual needs. So strong, I haven’t even touched many of them during the sessions. Her past told me she could fall even harder into that desire if I let her.

      That’s the key, I finally had to admit. I should let her come to me, fall into those needs herself. It’s been 140 years! What’s another few weeks? I needed to settle things down, reduce the tension, allow her to come back in on her own.

      As the rage continued to surge inside, a startling truth came to me. If I continued threatening, it would only drive her back into the arms of her husband. And that might mean starting all over back at that antique dealer… for another decade.

      No. It was time to think of the longer aim and take smaller steps. She had to be completely naked in front of the mirror for me to make the transit. To get that, it had to be completely her decision.

      Just a little more time and I could have everything I want. That wench is the key to my freedom. Need to think about the possibilities. I’ll start slow next time, softer. More pleasure through simple intercourse, less BDSM at first. A good gangbang will allow her to relive the glory of her college years, without the pressure of the pleasure/pain to push her harder.

      Then, a gradual step higher with the pain. Getting her to transit across will require her complete acceptance, giving herself to me. But it has to be her choice. For whatever reason, that was part of the spell. She had to give herself willingly to join me inside.

      Oh yes, a trip to a New York session, strapped to a table… blessed climaxes raining down on her.

      Blakely will finally be ready for Syracuse and the transit. Only a few more times and she’ll be mine! Freedom, blessed freedom! So close…
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