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“Fuck,” I groaned, slave to the sinful throb of my cock.

She laughed as I unsnapped my jeans for her. I ripped open my fly, the darkness in my soul swelling in strength in me. It was a ravenous beast eager to devour. She licked her lips, glorying in the power she had over me. I shoved both my pants and boxers down. The reverend would be calling for me at any moment, and here I was letting her do this. She rarely was so bold.

“You're such a wicked slut,” I growled, the darkness in me rejoicing.

“I know,” she moaned and swallowed my cock.

I groaned at the warmth of Mrs. Beranek's mouth on my dick. She felt so good. For two years, we had an affair. I couldn't stop it. I ran my hand over my belly, feeling the scar through my T-shirt. I was such a piece of shit for doing this to the reverend, but...

Mrs. Beranek's mouth felt amazing on my cock. She suckled with such passion on me. She worked her lips up and down me. She bobbed her head, nursing. Her cheeks hollowed. My dick throbbed with the pleasure. I groaned.

My fingers slid through her red hair. I loved the texture of it. The silky strands. She bobbed her head, working her mouth up and down my cock. I wished she was at work at the hospital. Why wasn't she? Why did she have the day off?

“Damn, damn, damn,” I groaned as she suckled on me. Her cheeks hollowed with her passion. “You dirty whore!”

She moaned at those words. Reveled in them. She took such pleasure in them as she bobbed her head, working her mouth up and down my cock. It was just an incredible moment. I loved the way she suckled on me.

It was fantastic. Amazing. The sinful pleasure of it overwhelmed my conscience.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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The Wicked Preacher's Wife Summons Their Master

Andrew C. Bale

I slid my finger across the thick scar that ran across my belly. I had gotten it ten years ago. Unpleasant memories washed through me. I grabbed my T-shirt and yanked it over my head. I stood in the attic bedroom that Reverend Radek Beranek had given to me when he took me in ten years ago.

When my life of pain had ended and a new life had begun. I was twenty now, and would forever be grateful for what that kind man had done for me. He was a sweet, Czech man who preached love and compassion. I owed him everything.

And betrayed him again and again.

As I adjusted my glasses, my bedroom door opened and Mrs. Beranek slipped into my room, a naughty smile on her lips. The preacher's wife was a busty woman with red hair that fell around her lush and wicked face. She was Reverend Beranek's second wife. His first had died a year or so before I had come to live with the family so I had never met her. Just seen her in photos.

The reverend had remarried five years ago to Jezebel.

A wicked woman. A sinful woman. She sauntered to me in her house robe, this hot gleam in her eyes. A nurse, she had taken care of the widowed Mr. Beranek when he had liver cancer. She had comforted him during his treatment. The doctors thought he would die. Instead, he pulled through.

He claimed it was because of her love. He married her a year later when I was fifteen.

Two years ago, when I turned eighteen, she had come to my room for the first time. In the middle of the night, she had slipped into my bed and taught me things. Made me into a man while her husband slept beneath us.

My cock was so hard, the dark lust in me consuming me, as I said, “We shouldn't do this. Your husband's home. Your daughter!”

“Mmm, my sweet, little step-daughter,” she cooed. “You wish it was her that slipped in here, don't you?”

My heart pounded. I knew this was wrong. A sin. I just couldn't resist Mrs. Beranek or that dark impulse to enjoy her. That beast that lurked in me that begged to devour her. I hated that darkness. How much it wanted her. I wanted her, too. She was so gorgeous. She exuded sex like a siren. It spilled from her pores like a wanton perfume that bewitched my senses.

“You should leave,” I said. I had to stop this. For two years, I had been trapped in this sin. For two years, I betrayed two people I cared for. The reverend and his daughter. Veronika. A year younger than me. A slender angel that I love, but...

Her step-mother opened her robe and exposed those large, lush breasts of hers. They were full and round and heavy with fat nipples. She had a serpent tattooed around her left tit. The snake wound about her boob, almost squeezing it. My eyes trailed down to her shaved pussy.

The clit ring nestled in her folds gleamed with silver light.

“Fuck,” I groaned, slave to the sinful throb of my cock.

She laughed as I unsnapped my jeans for her. I ripped open my fly, the darkness in my soul swelling in strength in me. It was a ravenous beast eager to devour. She licked her lips, glorying in the power she had over me. I shoved both my pants and boxers down. The reverend would be calling for me at any moment, and here I was letting her do this. She rarely was so bold.

“You're such a wicked slut,” I growled, the darkness in me rejoicing.

“I know,” she moaned and swallowed my cock.

I groaned at the warmth of Mrs. Beranek's mouth on my dick. She felt so good. For two years, we had an affair. I couldn't stop it. I ran my hand over my belly, feeling the scar through my T-shirt. I was such a piece of shit for doing this to the reverend, but...

Mrs. Beranek's mouth felt amazing on my cock. She suckled with such passion on me. She worked her lips up and down me. She bobbed her head, nursing. Her cheeks hollowed. My dick throbbed with the pleasure. I groaned.

My fingers slid through her red hair. I loved the texture of it. The silky strands. She bobbed her head, working her mouth up and down my cock. I wished she was at work at the hospital. Why wasn't she? Why did she have the day off?

“Damn, damn, damn,” I groaned as she suckled on me. Her cheeks hollowed with her passion. “You dirty whore!”

She moaned at those words. Reveled in them. She took such pleasure in them as she bobbed her head, working her mouth up and down my cock. It was just an incredible moment. I loved the way she suckled on me.

It was fantastic. Amazing. The sinful pleasure of it overwhelmed my conscience.

No matter how much I wanted to honor the reverend who took me in and loved me, I betrayed him with his harlot of a wife. Mrs. Beranek reveled in it. I could see how much she gloried in cheating on her husband. In cuckolding him with me.

I groaned, my eyes squeezing shut. I was tall and strong. A handsome man. She couldn't resist me, or so she claimed. I wondered how many other men she cheated on the reverend with. Her tongue danced around my cock.

It was amazing. Fantastic. She worked her mouth up and down my cock. She suckled on me with such passion. It was an outstanding pleasure. I couldn't stop her. I wanted to cum in her mouth. I craved it.

“Yes,” I groaned.

She nursed harder, a gleam of delight in her eyes.

“That's it, whore!” I growled, my darkness rejoicing. “Suck my dick, harlot!”

She moaned, her eyes melting with her joy. She suckled even harder. She bobbed her head, reveling in her namesake. She was Queen Jezebel come to life. She nursed with her hunger on my dick. My cock throbbed, the pressure building and building in me. I would have a big spurt of cum.

Just flood her mouth with my spunk. I would erupt and drown her in my cum. I couldn't wait for that moment. It was so good feeling her working her mouth up and down my cock. It was just an outstanding delight.

“Damn, damn, damn,” I groaned. “That's it. That's fucking it. Yes, yes, just like that, harlot!”

She worked her lips up and down my cock. She bobbed her head faster and faster. The suction was so intense. So amazing. I hurtled toward the moment when I would erupt. I would spurt all that spunk into her mouth. Just flood her with all the jizz.

She stared at me with her green eyes, her cheeks hollowing with her suction. The pressure in my balls tightened. I hurtled toward the moment when I would cum in her mouth. She nursed on me, her tongue flicking around me.

“Harlot!” I snarled.

She ripped her mouth off with a loud plop and grabbed my dick. She fisted my cock, aiming it right at her tits. She smiled at me as she stroked me, her left hand squeezing her tattoo breast as she smiled at me.

“Cum all over my breasts,” she moaned. “Jizz on them. Mmm, yes, yes, treat me like a harlot, Andrew! You sexy stud! Spurt your seed on my tits! I'm such a whore! Anoint me with your spunk!”

Her hand stroked up and down my cock. I groaned as she did that. It felt amazing to have her working her hand up and down my dick. The pressure grew as her breasts jiggled. Her green eyes smoldered. I hit the bursting point.

“Harlot!” I roared and erupted.

My cum spurted from my dick and splashed across her tits. She moaned in delight, ecstasy crossing her face. Her hand fisted my erupting cock, aiming my stream. I painted ropy lines of spunk across her tits.

I grunted with the pleasure. The ecstasy slammed into me. I savored it. I dumped my load on the whore's tits. The sinful woman moaned. My cum splashed on her left hand, coating her wedding ring. Stars danced across my vision.

“Shit, shit, shit,” I snarled, savoring the pleasure and hating myself for betraying a good man again. “You fucking whore!”

I erupted one last time. A final spurt that plashed on her right nipple, smothering the nub. I panted as the pleasure swept through me. I felt so good. A big smile spread on my lips. The bliss smothered the guilt for a few glorious moments.

“Andrew!” Reverend Beranek called. “Andrew, come! We must go!”

“Shit,” I snarled and yanked up my boxers and pants. I fumbled to zip up and fasten, my darkness retreating.

Mrs. Beranek just smirked as the cum dripped off her tits. I darted around her and out the door. I closed it behind me and headed down the narrow stairs out of the rest of the attic. At the bottom, I found Veronika stepping out of her room. She was a gorgeous creature. Nineteen with blonde hair and blue eyes, a dainty nose.

“Andrew,” she said, smiling shyly at me.

My heart beat in my chest. I loved her so much. I was such an asshole for enjoying her step-mother. I wanted to stop. I wanted to be faithful to my girlfriend, but that siren slut just had to whip out her tits, and I was lost. I was such a weak man.

“Have a good session,” she said and hugged me. She gave me a chaste kiss on the cheek.

“Andrew!” her father shouted with a slight, Eastern European accent. He had come to America as a teenager fleeing communism with his family. A strong man with a slut for a wife. “Come, come, you will be late.”

Guilt flushed through me. “Coming, sir.”

I broke away from Veronika and headed down the next set of stairs. Reverend Beranek awaited. He was a balding man with a long nose. He stood tall, though he was a slender man. He had survived a bout with liver cancer but he had never gained back a lot of the weight. He had an energy to him, though.

A zest for life.

“There you are,” said Reverend Beranek. He slapped me on the shoulder, a big smile on his face. “Young man always dawdling. Not on the phone, eh, looking at things you should not.”

“No, no,” I said, my cheeks burning.

He just chuckled and pushed me toward the car. He was a good-natured man. My cheeks burned with guilt as we headed out to his pickup truck. He was driving me to my appointment with Dr. Love, my psychiatrist, on the way to work at his church.

I had been seeing Dr. Love since I was ten. She was helping me deal with the trauma and the nightmares of what my father had tried to do to me. I felt that scar as I climbed into the truck. It was always there. A reminder.

“Well, let us get your head shrunk,” said the reverend with a jolly smile. “By the head shrink.” He chuckled at his awful joke.

I smiled, feeling so ashamed for cumming on his wife's tits. The image of them dripping in spunk burned in my mind.

~~*~~

Jezebel Beranek

I headed downstairs with my robe open, Andrew's cum dripping down my tits. He had grown into such a handsome, young man. His brown hair and chiseled chin gave him such a handsome physique. His glasses enhanced that. Gave him an intelligence beyond his years.

He was irresistible to me. I had ached to seduce him, waiting for him to turn eighteen so I could slip into his bed. I reached the base of the stares. Veronika, my step-daughter, waited there. She glanced at me, her face pale as she stared at her boyfriend's cum on my tits.

She licked her lips, her blue eyes flaring.

“It is time for you to pay,” she purred. “Unless you are going to renege on our pact.”

“No, Mother,” she whimpered.

“Good,” I purred and pulled her face down to my tit. The blonde slip of a girl moaned and licked up the cum on my tit. I shuddered as she did that. She brushed my nipple soaked in Andrew's jizz. There was something very special about that boy. I had noticed it the first time I walked in on my future husband lying on his hospital bed, his daughter and foster son at his side. Andrew had been fourteen then, but I could feel it.

He was special.

“We have to prepare the ceremony,” I purred as Veronika lifted her head from my breast, Andrew's cum on her lips. “It is time to awaken your powers. You're a Virgo. This will be powerful.”

“Yes, Mother,” she said with dread in her eyes.

I kissed her, tasting the cum and that dread. The despair. She didn't want to do this, but she had made a deal. She had promised to do anything. It was time for her to pay up. My pussy clenched in excitement at what was to come.

~~*~~

Andrew C. Bale

Dr. Love swung her pendant before me. I lay on her couch as I watched the gold oval swinging before me. The light caught it, flashing in a rhythmic pattern that was soothing. Comforting. I had nothing to fear here. I could just fall down into sleep.

“That's it,” she purred in a soothing voice. The Black woman had a gentle tone. She was good at this. “That's it. Go back to the day when the hurt happened so you can change it in your memories and escape the pain. Go back...”

I was supposed to go back to the day when I was ten, but...

I went back to the night of my eighteenth birthday. The night of my great shame.

The door opened. I woke up to Mrs. Beranek standing in my room in a thin robe of lilac that did nothing to hide her naked body beneath. The moonlight spilled through the window as she sauntered to me.

My cock went hard in a flash. I wore just a pair of boxers. I had tried not to ogle her in the past. She had filled my fantasies, and now she was here in the flesh. She moved toward me, this smile on her lips.

“Happy birthday, Andrew,” she purred and gripped my covers. She threw them back. “I have one more birthday present to give you.”

She opened her robe and revealed her naked body. I had never seen a woman's tits before. I had been a faithful Christian. I listened to Reverend Beranek's sermons. I followed his teachings and of Christ, but now... now...

There they were. These big, full tits that swayed before her. She smiled at me as she stared at my near-naked body, Her tongue flicked over her lips. I couldn't look away from her breasts. I was shocked by the tattoo of a snake wound around her left tit. Or that her pussy was shaved. Shaved!

I knew guys at school that joked about bald beavers and how great they were, but... but...

And was that a ring? Her clit was pierced. I wanted to resist this. I had to resist this. A part of me knew I was supposed to change this moment, but... My cock was so hard for Mrs. Beranek. She had lived in the house for three years. She had been this source of temptation the entire time, and now...

Now...

“Mmm, it's time to make you into a man,” she purred.

Anger rose in me. She was here to betray her husband. The good man who took me in and loved me. Who showed me how a father should act to his son. I rose from the bed and shoved her back as she tried to slip into it.

She stumbled back and smiled at him. She was naked and wore this smirk. I had to resist her. Throw her out. I couldn't, though. Something in me awoke at that moment. This darkness that I hated. It filled me up as I stared at her hand sliding down her belly to her pussy.

“You know you want this, Andrew,” purred Mrs. Beranek. “Let my pussy make you into a man. Worship at my temple, Andrew!”

The darkness snarled in me to take her.

“I can't escape the darkness.”

“Seize control, Andrew.”

Those distant words drifted through my mind as I snarled and dropped to my knees. I knew I shouldn't do this. I should be a good man, but that darkness took me over. The lusty beast in me snarled with joy as I grabbed her hips and buried my face into her pussy.

I shouldn't know how to eat her snatch, but I did. I feasted on her with confident hunger. I licked at her, grabbing her hips. She gasped in shock, staring down at me with these sparkling green eyes. Then she moaned in delight.

“My, my, you are a lion in sheep's clothing, Andrew,” she whimpered. “Yes, yes, feast on me!”

My tongue stroked trough every flesh. I licked at her with all that I had. I stroked her with passion, loving the spicy flavor of her cunt. I slid my hands around her waist and grabbed her ass. I squeezed her rump. I kneaded her butt-cheeks and held her against my face.

She moaned her delight as I licked at her. I lapped at her with hunger. My tongue swept through her folds. She moaned in delight as I did that. I licked at her with passion. She tossed her head, her face contorting with delight.

I brushed her piercing. I batted that gold ring threaded through her clit. I didn't know how I knew these parts of a woman. I just did. That darkness in me hungered to feast on her. I let it consume me. It was so powerful now.

I was so aware of it now.

“The darkness has me.”

“You can control it, Andrew.”

I thrust my tongue into her pussy and swirled it around in her. She tasted so good. I couldn't get enough of the preacher's wife's spicy juices. I flicked about in her, savoring the thrill of doing this. The conquest of cuckolding the good Reverend Beranek.

The darkness in me reveled in it. My dick was so hard as I tongued her twat. I swirled around in her silky depths, her juices trickling down my chin. She gasped, her big boobs bouncing over me. She slid her fingers through my brown hair.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned. “Oh, Andrew, that's so good. Ooh, just feast on me!”

“Harlot!” I snarled, hating her for cheating on her husband as much as I reveled in cuckolding the man.

“I am!” she moaned. “Oh, that's it. Feast on me! I can't believe you're a virgin!”

I flicked my tongue to her clit and stroked it. I batted the piercing. She loved that. I flicked the gold ring back and forth, her juices spilling down my chin. Her scent filled my nose. I gloried in that aroma as I tongued her bud.

I suckled on her pierced clit. She gasped, her tits heaving. She gripped the back of my head, moaning louder and louder. Veronika was in the house. I loved her. We were dating, and... and... I was eating out her step-mother. I devoured Mrs. Beranek's pussy.

I nibbled on her pierced bud. I suckled on it. She gasped, her moans echoing through my room. How had no one heard us? My fingers dug into her rump as she trembled, her hot pussy lips rubbing on my lips.

“Andrew,” she moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, what a man you'll make. Oh, this is incredible. I knew you were special. I... Yes!”

Her spicy juices gushed out.

She bathed me with her passion. I was shocked by the juices gushing out of her. It was good to have that flood of her spicy cream soaking my lips. I enjoyed it immensely. She trembled, her tits heaving. It was exciting to watch her cumming like that.

Her moans echoed through my bedroom as my dick was so hard. I had to fuck this harlot. I had to pound her sinful cunt. Her cheating snatch deserved to be filled with my cock. The darkness growled with that impulse.

“Yes, yes, Andrew!” she moaned. “You are such a stud!”

I rose and shoved her back into the wall. She gasped, her tits heaving. I thrust down my boxers. I stepped out of them, my cock hard before me. She stared at my dick and licked her lips as I advanced on her, my rod bobbing.

“So big,” she moaned. “Fuck me!”

I pinned her against the wall and kissed her with my lips stained in her pussy juices. My cock rubbed into her shaved pussy folds. I thrust into her cunt with hard strokes, the darkness roaring in triumph as her silky snatch engulfed me.

I growled into her lips, savoring the feel of her hot snatch around me. It was incredible being in a woman's pussy. In the reverend's wife's cunt. Her married twat squeezed around me. I shuddered at this wicked bliss. I gloried in it.

Nothing in the eighteen years of my life had ever felt so good.

I drew back my dick.

She moaned, her pussy clamping down on me. She held me tight with her pussy as I slammed back into her. I buried to the hilt in her snatch. I fucked her hard and fast. She groaned as I did that. Her pussy massaged me as I fucked her. I pounded her twat with all that I had. It was so good to be in her. I thrust away at her snatch.

To fuck her cunt with hard strokes.

Powerful plunges.

She held me tight, her pussy clamping down on me. I gripped her hips, her legs wrapping around my waist. She kissed me with passion, moaning into my mouth as my big dick drove into her cheating cunt. Her big boobs piled into my chest.

I loved every sinful thrust into her pussy. Every glorious plunge into her cunt. It was amazing to feel her pussy around me. The darkness snarled like a satiated beast in me as I fucked her hard and fast. I churned her up with all that I had.

She broke the kiss and gasped out, “Yes, yes, yes! That's so good!”

I grinned at her, fucking her cunt hard. “Yes, it is!”

She shuddered, squeezing her pussy down about my dick. She held me tight with that hot flesh of hers. I enjoyed every plunge into her pussy. I savored every last thrust. She felt so good around my cock. Just so amazing. I hurtled toward that moment when I would cum in her.

She squeezed her pussy down around me. It was so good. So amazing. I loved every last second of the heat of her cunt. Her snatch drove me wild. She moaned, her boobs rubbing into my chest as she clamped her twat down on me.

I hurtled toward that moment of cumming. I hammered her pussy, slamming to the hilt in her snatch. I fucked her hard and fast. I pounded into her pussy. She gripped my cock, massaging me with her flesh.

“You can change it. Stop it, Andrew.”

“I am not in control. He is.”

“Steal back control.”

The darkness was too strong. The need to fuck Mrs. Beranek consumed me. I fucked that hot pussy with all that I had. I drove my dick into that silky heaven again and again. I loved this. I savored doing this to her. I enjoyed it so much.

She moaned louder. Her wanton passion echoed through the air. Her nipples rubbed hard into my chest as I hammered her cheating cunt. The reverend's wife held me with her silky snatch, the need to cum in her spilling. I had to stop. I had to change this.

The darkness demanded I keep fucking her.

“Andrew!” howled Mrs. Beranek. “Yes!”

Her pussy convulsed around my cock for the first time. I experienced the heaven of her cunt rippling around me. It was majestic. I enjoyed her snatch rippling around me. She suckled at me with her hot flesh.

“Shit!” I groaned, needing to stop as the darkness drove me to fuck her. It wanted that release. That glorious release. I knew it would be incredible. I drove to the hilt in Mrs. Beranek's pussy and snarled out, “Yes!”

I erupted.

My cum spurted into the preacher's wife's pussy. I flooded her with my spunk. The heat rushed through me. I grunted with each explosion of cum that erupted into her cunt. I had lost all control to the Darkness. To the pleasure of her pussy.

Her cunt controlled me. I was enthralled by her pussy. Chained to it by the sinful hunger in me. I spurted more and more of my spunk into her pussy. I filled her up with all my jizz, the pleasure rushing through me. It was an outstanding delight.

“Shit!” I groaned, the pleasure crashing into my mind. “Oh, shit, that's good!”

“So good!” whimpered the preacher's wife as her pussy writhed around me. “Oh, you're making me feel so good! Just amazing! Oh, Andrew!”

Her pussy milked me. She worked out every drop of cum that I had in my balls. I flooded her with all that I had. It felt so good to have her do that. I shuddered, spurting into her snatch again and again. It was fabulous.

Outstanding.

“Damn,” I groaned as she lifted her lips and kissed me.

My mouth melted to hers, the darkness wanting more. I knew there would be more. Pleasures that I had scarcely imagined were going to happen. I had to change this. Stop this, but it was too late. I had already fucked her. Already crossed that sinful line.

My dick throbbed in her married pussy. The heat swelled in me. The need to cum in her again and again burned through me. I broke the kiss, staring into her green eyes. She smirked at me. She knew she had me, the bitch.

The fucking harlot.

“I'm going to sacrifice her,” she purred.

The darkness laughed with such delight as fear shot through me.

I gasped awake from the hypnotic trance. I bolted upright, my body drenched in a cold sweat. Dr. Love blinked at me, the Black woman sitting on a chair next to the couch, her legs crossed. She had dark nylons, her pencil skirt riding up. Concern flashed across her mocha-brown face. Her glasses slipped on her nose.

“What was that?” she asked, panting. Her pendant, about her neck and nestled into the cleavage of her low-cut blouse, gleamed. “What just happened, Andrew?”

“She's in danger,” I growled and jumped to my feet. “I have to go.”

“Wait, what, Andrew?” my psychiatrist called. “We're not done. We have an hour on the session. What just happened? We have to talk about it!”

I burst out her door and ran through her waiting room. I didn't take the elevator down. I raced down the stairs, my heart pounding a mile a minute. I had to get home. Veronika was in danger. That harlot was going to sacrifice her.

My darkness purred with hungry delight in me, a lion eager to pounce on an innocent gazelle.

I hit the streets and ran as fast as I could. I passed a familiar woman who watched on the street corner, the sun shining behind her head. I ran down busy streets. It was miles, but I charged with breakneck speed. I reached my street, walking by Mrs. Morales gardening in her front yard.

The house was ahead. My darkness snarled in me.

~~*~~

Veronika Beranek

Fear clenched through my belly. Fear and a perverse excitement as I drew the magic circle in the middle of the living room. Right on the hardwood floors that my step-mother had installed a year into her marriage with her father.

I made a deal with her. It demanded a sacrifice. Me. I promised to pay any price. Any.

I was scared and aroused. How could that be? I knew what was coming. What I would be giving myself to. Beneath the robe I wore, I was naked. I worked under my step-mother's supervision. Jezebel had me practice this circle for a year. Ever since I turned eighteen.

It had the twelve marks for the zodiac signs around the edge of it, making it seem like a clock. I wrote other strange markings, too. Symbols of power. In the middle, I drew a star. the pentacle. Or a pentagram, depending on your orientation. The tip pointed to the north.

“The north is the land of Bashan,” purred Jezebel. “That is the Land of the Underworld. The Grave where Mount Hermon lies.”

I nodded. I knew Mount Hermon and Bashan. The giant Og ruled Bashan during the conquest. Mount Hermon was the tallest mountain in the Holy Lands, a place of wickedness. Worship to Baal and Pan happened there. Jesus told Peter that the Gates of Tartarus would not prevail there. Shemyaza led the Watchers in rebellion against God as they stared down upon the Daughters of Man. They lusted for them from the heights of Mount Hermon.

A place of demons and fallen angels, of Nephilim and Rephaim.

“Perfect,” my step-mother said. “Now lie naked on the circle, your feet pointed toward your sign, Virgo. Then spread your legs and wait to be claimed by your new master.”

I was selling my soul. To the Adversary. The Shining One. To the fallen Watchers and the corrupted souls of the Rephaim. I made a choice, and now I had to pay. I stared up at the heavens. I knew God looked down at me in disgust.

I'm sorry, Lord. I'm sorry.

“I invoke the Spirits Above and Below. Send to us a Familiar. An Intellect to awaken Veronika Beranek into the Knowledge of Good and Evil. She offers her Sacred Virginity as her price. Appear and awaken her.”

The house groaned around us. The wood creaked. A darkness fell on us, snuffing out the daylight pouring through the window. I could feel it. The restless shades bound in the gloom of Hell were stirring. My heart pounded as the demonic swirled through the house.

I didn't want to give myself to a demon. I wanted to give myself to Andrew. To the sweet boy I grew up with. Who I had fallen in love with the moment he moved in. A girlish crush, but it had blossomed into something more.

Let him rescue me from my mistake, Lord, I prayed.

“Appear!” cried my naked step-mother, dried cum on her face. She was a witch. She consorted with demons for power and pleasure. “Appear, Intellect, and awaken the Sacred Virgin. Birthed when the sun cloaked Virgo in its majesty, she comes to give herself to you. Be her familiar and serve her! Awaken her to the Knowledge of Good and Evil! Appear!”

The house shook. The ceiling fan started to lazily turn. The knickknacks on the shelves clattered. A picture of my mother fell off the wall and crashed on the floor. I trembled, my heart pounding in my chest as I stared toward my feet.

And the door of the house. Please, please, let Andrew burst through that door and save me.

“APPEAR!”

The door exploded open and Andrew burst into the room like a roaring lion. He was fierce and furious. His hands balled into fists. His glasses gleamed, hiding his eyes. Thick shadows flowed behind him as he rushed into the house and stopped at the edge of the circle.

Fear crashed into me. I wanted him to save me, but now he was seeing me in such a vulgar position. Shame slammed into me that the man I loved now witnessed me spread open for the sacrifice. That I had pledged my virginity not to him, but to a demon. To a familiar that would give me power and make me into a harlot like my step-mother.

A woman who cheated on her husband. On a good man.

Tears spilled down my cheeks as Andrew stared down at me like a ravenous beast, a penumbra about him. The world seemed to darken as my terror pressed down on me, reducing my vision to just him. No one else was here.

~~*~~

Andrew C. Bale

“You?” gasped Mrs. Beranek. She stepped back, naked and coated in my dried cum. She stared at me in shock as the darkness snarled like a ravenous beast. “How are you here? How did I summon you?”

Sacrifice, the darkness growled in me.

I stared down at Veronika. She was naked and offered up on a magic circle. A virginal sacrifice to a demon. My dick went hard in a flash. She was mine. No one else but me could own her. I loved her. I craved her. If she would sacrifice herself, it would be to me.

“You!” I snarled at Mrs. Beranek. I could see her for what she was now. A witch. She consorted with demons who wanted to corrupt this family. “Get your slutty ass over here!”

The words bellowed from me. Roared from me. I felt so strong. The darkness and I were in agreement. Veronika was mine. She belonged to me. No one could have her but me. And I wanted more. I wanted Mrs. Beranek. She was the summoner. She was on the menu.

“I am not owned by you,” Mrs. Beranek whimpered.

“You are now. MOVE!”

The house groaned with my words. She gasped out, “Yes, Lord!”

She rushed around the magic circle and pressed her tits into me lewdly. She trembled as I stared at her then down at the woman I loved. Veronika looked so scared. She did not want to be here. This harlot had forced her.

“Ready her for me, witch,” I growled.

A wanton smile crossed Mrs. Beranek's lips. The preacher's wife shuddered and purred, “I do so love feasting on her virgin pussy. It wasn't just your room I entered. When she turned eighteen... The things I did—”

“Put your whore-tongue to its proper use,” I growled, drawing on the darkness. It infused me. Strengthened me. Something had changed. I no longer wanted to fight it. The moment I burst through the door and saw Veronika, I knew what I had to do. Destiny crashed into me. “Now!”

“Yes, Lord!” moaned Mrs. Beranek. She spun around and dropped to her knees in the midst of the circle. The chalk drawing pulsed in power. Constellations were drawn around it. One pulsed, drawing my eye. It was like a lion.

“Jezebel!” gasped Veronika. “Oh, Mother, yes, yes, ready me for him!”

The fear had vanished from Veronika's eyes. The shame. The dread. She didn't want to be taken by a demon. She wanted to be sacrificed to me. I ripped off my T-shirt and kicked off my shoes. Veronika shuddered as her step-mother feasted on her. It was... erotic.

One woman enjoying another. Such a sin. A crime against nature. One man. One woman. The darkness in me wanted all the women. To have a harem like King David or King Solomon. Like even Jacob. Israel himself.

I thrust off my jeans and boxers. Veronika gasped as my cock popped into view. “So big.”

“You have no idea how big he is, daughter,” purred Mrs. Beranek into her step-daughter's cunt. It's magnificent.”

I dropped to my knees, my cock slapping down on Mrs. Beranek's rump. I had fucked her asshole before, but I didn't want to dirty my dick before I took Veronika's virginity. I slid the tip of my rod down the reverend's wife's flesh to her hot pussy.

I nuzzled into her shaved cunt. I brushed her pierced clit. She moaned into her step-daughter's pussy. Veronika whimpered. I smiled at her and thrust my cock into her step-mother's slutty cunt. I buried into that cheating snatch.

“Yes, Andrew!” moaned Mrs. Beranek. “Lord, Lord, your cock is glorious!”

“Just devour her, slut!” I snarled and gripped her hips.

Her pussy clamped down on me. she felt so good about me. I drew back my cock, reveling in Mrs. Beranek's hot flesh around me. She massaged me with that wonderful snatch. I buried to the hilt in her cunt. I fucked deep and hard into her twat.

She moaned her wanton delight into Veronika's pussy. My girlfriend squirmed on her back, her small boobs quivering. Her blue eyes stared at me with such pleasure now. Her blonde hair spread out around her sweet and innocent face.

“Oh, yes, yes, Mother,” she moaned. “Oh, Jezebel, ready me for him!”

“I will,” groaned the preacher's wife.

I fucked her hard. I pounded her cunt with hard strokes, churning up her pussy. She groaned as I did that. She whimpered as I fucked to the hilt in her pussy again and again. She squeezed down on me. She held me with that hot flesh.

It was so good to fuck her. To pound her cunt. I hammered her twat with all that I had. It was such a good delight. I loved it. I buried into her cunt again and again. I fucked her with such force. It was just a wonderful thing to bury into her.

My nuts slapped into her pierced clit. She moaned, her red hair spilling over her step-daughter's belly. I loved the sight as I fucked her hard and fast. I thrust into her pussy with passion. She feasted on Veronika who squirmed there.

“Oh, that's so good,” the beautiful girl moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, Mother! Ready me!”

I grinned at her as I fucked into her step-mother's pussy. The need to cum swelled and swelled in me. I hurtled toward that moment when I would cum in Mrs. Beranek's pussy. I hammered her cunt hard and fast.

She squeezed me tight as I churned her up. I pounded her with all that I had. Veronika gasped. She arched her back, her slender body trembling. Her blue eyes squeezed shut. She whimpered as she enjoyed being devoured.

“Oh, that's it!” she cried out. “I... I... Yes!”

She bucked and squealed out in delight. She trembled through her orgasm, her pussy juices gushing out and bathing her step-mother's lips. I slammed hard into Mrs. Beranek as she drowned in her step-daughter's cunt cream.

“Oh, Lord, yes, yes, she's ready!” squealed the wanton preacher's wife. The sinful witch's pussy convulsed around my dick.

I groaned at the heat of her cunt writhing around me. She felt so good spasming about my flesh. It was just magical. I drew back, her cheating snatch rippling around me. The pressure in my nuts burst as I slammed forward.

I erupted into the whore's cunt.

My cum spurted over and over into her pussy. The pleasure slammed through my mind as I spurted into her again and again. I erupted into her cunt, her pussy milking me. I growled out my pleasure. I roared out such bliss as I dumped my load into her spasming flesh. She milked my cock dry. I snarled in pleasure.

I enjoyed every last second of that bliss sweeping through me. It was powerful. I grunted with each eruption into her pussy. I felt so good as I spurted over and over into her twat. The heat crashed into my mind. I erupted a final time into the whore's pussy.

“Oh, yes, yes,” whimpered Mrs. Beranek. “She's all yours, Lord!”

The witch crawled off my cock. Veronika trembled beneath me. The virgin needed me to fuck her. I pounced on her, growling with my eagerness to devour her. The darkness and I both ached to take her hard and make her mine.

My witch.

~~*~~

Veronika Beranek

Andrew was on me. My handsome boyfriend kissed me with those lips. I groaned as I trembled from my orgasm. For once, I didn't feel ashamed after my step-mom made me cum. I just wanted to be taken by Andrew. He was here to claim me.

I was a sacrifice to him.

His cock nuzzled into my folds. Into my virgin flesh. I trembled beneath him, my hands stroking up and down his back. My heart rejoiced as I made out with him. My step-mother was chanting again. The magic circle hummed around us.

The ritual was not yet complete.

He broke the kiss and stared into my eyes. His were a deep brown. Shadows surrounded him, a penumbra that swallowed everything but him. I shuddered, feeling his darkness around us. He would open me up. Fill me with knowledge. Awaken me.

“I'm ready,” I whispered. “I'm so glad it is you.”

“You are mine,” he growled. “I would never let something else have you.”

I shuddered with joy as he kissed me again. I moaned into his lips as he thrust his cock against my pussy folds. My cuntlips parted for him. My hymen stopped him, though. My chaste maidenhead guarded the entrance to my virginal depths.

He thrust against the barrier. The membrane stretched and stretched.

Popped.

I moaned in delight as he sank into my pussy. He was in me. That was just incredible to fill. He entered me. So big and thick. He stretched me out. I shuddered beneath him, quivering. The magic circle burst with light around us.

“Yes, yes, awaken her!” moaned my step-mother.

He filled me up with his cock. I groaned as he drew back his shaft. He massaged my pussy walls. I rejoiced at that heat. It was so glorious. He growled and thrust back into my pussy. I loved his cock filling me up. He thrust into me.

I held him with my arms and legs, my pussy gripping his shaft. He felt so right in me. I stared into his brown eyes behind his glasses as he thrust into my cunt. He fucked me hard and fast, growling as he did. He was so primal. So animalistic.

Like a proud lion taking his mate.

I gasped in delight as he thrust into me. My pussy melted around his cock. It was so good. Another orgasm built and built in me. It felt so right. This was my man. He was in me. He filled me up with his cock. He drove me wild.

I squeezed down on him, whimpering, “Andrew!”

“My Veronika,” he groaned.

“Yes!” I moaned, loving when he was so possessive of me. I wanted to be owned by him.

I loved him so much. I didn't have to feel guilty any longer. I was his. I could feel it. He opened me up. He thrust into me. Shuddered, something in me waiting to blossom. I shuddered, aching for that as he thrust away at me.

He rammed deep and hard into my snatch. He fucked me with passion. He was so amazing. That big dick reached so deep into me. He touched my womanhood in all these exciting ways. It was such a brilliant thing.

He drove his cock into my depths. The pleasure burst in me. I squealed into his mouth as the ecstasy rushed through my body. It was so good to feel. My pussy convulsed around him, suckling at him as he drove in and out of me.

“Yes, yes, Andrew!” I moaned. “I'm yours!”

“My witch!” he snarled and buried his cock into my pussy.

“Your witch!” I howled in agreement as he came in me.

He spurted his cum into my deflowered pussy. His seed flooded me. It felt so right to have all that cum rushing through me. I loved it. I quivered on him as he grunted. I trembled beneath his strong form as he spurted over and over into me.

He roared his pleasure as he filled my pussy with his spunk. I shuddered, loving what he did to me. He erupted into me again and again. He filled me up with every drop of spunk that he had. It was so good to have all that pleasure rushing through me.

“Oh, Andrew!” I moaned, my pussy spasming around him.

“Yes, yes, Veronika,” he growled.

His cum flooded me. More and more of his seed spurted into my cunt. He erupted into me over and over. I loved his jizz flooding my cunt. My pussy milked him. I shuddered through all that ecstasy. It was so amazing to have him in me.

More than cum poured into me. I felt something awaken in me. Knowledge. Power.

My pussy worshiped him. He groaned as he fired the last of his cum into my pussy. I trembled beneath him, staring into his brown eyes. I quivered beneath him, holding him tight with my arms and legs.

“I love you,” I moaned and kissed him.

His lips melted to mine. He thrust his tongue into my mouth. I shuddered at the boldness. It was a glorious kiss that did not last long. He broke it and stared into my eyes, his burning to have his questions answered.

“What the fuck is going on?”

~~*~~

Dr. Chanel Love

I picked up the phone and called my Master.

“It's started,” I purred.

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for The Master Enjoys His Wicked Witches!

If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon!


Sneak Preview of “Awakening His Sleeping Genie Bride”

“Mrs. Loves, what are you doing?” I asked and backed up.

She followed, her fingernails scratching at the material of my shirt. My heart beat too fast. I took another step back and hit the front door. She licked her lips again, her green eyes almost glowing. My cock throbbed so hard.

“I normally prefer married men, but you...” She breathed in deeply. “You have become irresistible to me.”

“Married men?” I had heard... rumors of her affairs. But that was just it. Rumors.

“It's more... delicious when vows are broken, but...” She leaned her head towards me as her hand slid up to my throat. Her fingers slid over my pulse shooting up my carotid artery before she reached around to garb the back of my neck. “You, Max. What have you become tonight? You're so... kingly.”

She kissed me.

Her lips melted on mine. I was so shocked to have the reverend's wife kissing me. This was so wrong. Reverend Loves had almost been like a father to me. I didn't know my real parents. I went through thirteen foster homes, some bad, some just okay. But Reverend Loves, he had always been there. A role model with advice. My guide to being a man and...

His wife thrust her tongue into my mouth.

She moaned as she swirled it around in me, her lips so soft and plump. They were different from Virginia's. Aggressive instead of timid. Hungry instead of loving. Her breasts pressed into my chest, her fat nipples rubbing at my chest through my shirt.

I had to stop this, but my blood boiled. She was so soft against me. So hot in my arms. She made me feel so good as her hand slid down my stomach between us and found my aching cock. I balled my hands into fists. I didn't want to cheat on Virginia, but her step-mother.

She gave me the promised release I needed. I was so weak. Unable to resist this sin. To betray the two people I cared about the most. That somehow made this more exciting. I would cuckold Reverend Loves. I would have my first time with my girlfriend's step-mother.

The ring pulsed on my fingers.

If you want to read more, click here for Awakening His Sleeping Genie Bride (Loving Genie Serves the Harem Master 1)!
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