
        
            
                
            
        

    
Let the Demon Inside


A man’s angry voice boomed through Kevin’s headphones. “You like that, slut?” 

The woman he was nailing responded immediately. “Yes, sir!”

Kevin’s hand moved faster, rapt with attention at the scene on his laptop, though the bedroom set was too well-lit, and the actors’ voices were reverberating sharply around the barely-dressed room’s hard walls.

“Fuckin’ whore,” the man declared. Slap. A muffled cry. Kevin bit his lip.

“Oh god yes, take me! Use me!” The actress moaned. Kevin gripped himself tighter. His breathing quickened.

“You’re nothin’ but a cum dumpster!”

Kevin froze. That was just mean. He paused the video and looked down at his erection in disgust. What the hell was wrong with him? He hated this—women being reduced to mere holes for men to use and throw away—but he couldn’t deny the way his body responded. His brain and his dick couldn’t agree how to feel about demeaning women and treating them like sex toys.

Outside, lightning and thunder ruled the night, and a presence within the roiling clouds sought escape.

He shook his head and tried again with a new video, but every time he turned something on, all he could hear were echoes of the previous one. Whore. Cunt. Bitch. Kevin returned to the first video, telling himself it was just because he was drunk. He’d use it to get off, and be better next time. 

The woman’s moans resumed as the man pounded into her, letting her know, “You’re my dirty slut now.” Kevin’s fingers resumed stroking, teasing his tip. 

The woman whimpered, “Y-yes… make me take it…”

“You’re my bitch.” Slap.

Kevin winced. Oh, God. The man’s powerful thrusts seemed too long for this petite woman to accept easily. Kevin imagined that her cervix was being nearly split open each time. He wondered if she was used to it.

“You’ll spread your legs for any man who wants it,” the man growled, then slapped her ass even harder.

The sound of angry skin hitting docile skin snapped something in Kevin’s mind. His lips curled into a snarl as he whispered, “Dirty slut.” He gripped himself tighter, inhaling sharply.

The fit actor never relaxed his verbal assault. “You’re worthless. You exist just to take cum!” Smack.

“Yesss,” Kevin hissed through gritted teeth. “You’re just a cunt.”

The presence in the clouds paused outside, attracted to the sentiment. This could be a way out.

The man on screen slapped his conquest’s ass again and again. Kevin felt himself throbbing, almost there—

Lightning flashed outside his window and thunder crackled through the night sky. Rain battered against the glass as Kevin muttered more insults under his breath, echoing those of the actor on screen.

Another flash of lightning illuminated Kevin’s face contorted with impatient pleasure. His laptop screen flickered with but stayed on even as his apartment plunged into darkness from a power outage. Kevin kept stroking, needing to get it over with so he could go to bed.

The woman grunted louder as the man took what he wanted from her. “Harder! Give it to me harder!” she cried out.

Kevin unclenched his jaw long enough to whisper, “Fucking whore.” Thunder rumbled outside, shaking the room slightly. The laptop’s battery light began to blink, signaling its dwindling power. Kevin didn’t notice.

“Tell me what you are,” the actor snarled.

His scene partner’s eyes were rolled back, barely getting enough breath, “I’m your slut, I’m your slut…”

“Fuck you,” Kevin hissed through clenched teeth and intoxicated breath. “Dumb bitch.” He could feel the stretching and tightening that signaled imminent release. The unseen presence flowed into his apartment, powerless, but all it needed was static, and a touch of skin.

The actress whimpered and begged for more. “Please, don’t stop!”

Kevin’s breathing quickened as he squeezed harder, stroked faster. His muscles tensed and he felt himself building, building—

The laptop screen went blank. Kevin swore under his breath, reaching to touch the fingerprint scanner on his keyboard to reactivate it. Just as his finger made contact, a bolt of lightning illuminated the dark room and a crack of thunder shook the walls around him. Static electricity surged through the metal of his laptop, to say nothing of the rest of the apartment.

Kevin’s shocked body jolted upright, every muscle and nerve temporarily useless. He cried out, back arching painfully.

His eyes rolled back and he slumped forward onto the coffee table. His head hit the edge of the laptop screen with a sickening crack before he slid sideways onto the floor.

* * *

Kevin blinked. Unfamiliar wallpaper swirled. A wave of nausea rolled over him. He tried to sit up, but his body wouldn’t obey. A shimmering light filled the space, making him wince until the light finally faded, coalescing into figures he hadn’t seen in months. His ex-wife, Anne, stood before him, her face streaked with tears.

“Kevin,” she whispered. “We were wrong. Forgive us.”

He stared, his mouth dry. He saw his daughters, Trixie and Arabelle, next to her. They looked younger, less guarded. 

“Dad, we’re so sorry,” Sarah said. 

He frowned. “Wh–what?”

“It’s us, Kevin,” his mother’s voice crackled softly from somewhere behind him. “We know we haven’t treated you right.” He found the strength to sit up and turn to the side.

“Mom? What’s going—”

“We need to apologize,” Trixie said, stepping closer. Her eyes glistened. 

“For what?”

“For not seeing your side,” Anne said. “For being rude.”

Kevin felt a surge of suspicion. “Seeing my side of what?”

“We were blind,” his mother said. “We should have helped you, cherished you more.”

“You deserve better, Dad,” Araballe whispered. “So much better.”

The light grew intense once again. Kevin held a firm hand against his brow, but it didn’t help; it was coming from everywhere. His distant family took a step closer, their faces illuminated with an orange glow. Kevin began to feel a strange pull to stand and a warmth that spread through him.

“We need to give back,” Trixie said, her eyes downcast.

Kevin took a rasping breath. “Give back?”

Anne reached out and opened a door Kevin hadn’t noticed before. The hinges creaked softly, revealing a busy opulent room.

“Welcome, darling,” Anne said just as demurely as her daughter. “We’ve been waiting for you.”

He hesitantly stepped across the threshold. The room was filled with women of various ages and ethnicities.  The first woman approached, her blonde hair spilling over pristine white scrubs. “You look tired, Mr. Driver,” she cooed, her blue eyes glinting with mischief. “Let me take your temperature.” 

Next came a dark-haired beauty in a tight pencil skirt and cat-eye glasses. “Shh, I know you’ve been studying hard,” she murmured, running a finger down his chest and removing a pencil from her hair bun to let it cascade down her back. “Let me help you unwind.”

A petite girl with thick black hair and a round face slipped up to him, her plaid skirt barely covering her thighs. “I’m sorry, Señor,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I didn’t mean to be bad.”

His knees buckled then forced him back down where a lush rug cradled his knees. A tall redhead loomed over him, a leather whip curling around her fingers. “You’re mine now,” she growled, green eyes flashing. “and I’ll make you obey.”

A curvy woman with dark, kohl-rimmed eyes and a fitted maid uniform stepped forward. “I’ll give you the best service,” she purred, her accent thick and sultry. “Just give me a big tip.”

An Indian beauty holding a file folder sauntered over, her sari clinging to her curves. “I won’t tell your wife,” she promised, her voice low and breathy. “I’ll be your dirty little secret.”

Finally, an older white woman with frizzy hair and cheap lipstick sauntered up, her short skirt barely covering her assets. “Fancy a good time, love?” she asked, her voice hoarse.

Anne stepped forward through the crowd of seductive curves, her voice trembling slightly but filled with a newfound determination. “My dear husband,” she began, her gaze locked onto his, “we all need to be punished. We’ve treated you unfairly, and now it’s time for you to take what you deserve.”

Kevin’s heart pounded in his chest as he watched his ex-wife approach him with an unfamiliar expression of submission. The room seemed to hold its breath as Anne turned around and bent over, raising her dress to expose her hips and naked ass. Her pose asked for his punishment. Her eyes looked expectant.

“Mom?” Trixie’s voice broke the silence. “What are you doing?”

Anne ignored her daughter’s question and instead looked back at Kevin, dragging her fingertips up her thighs. “Please, Kevin,” she begged, “please, sir, show me what I deserve.”

Kevin’s mind reeled as he tried to process the scene unfolding before him. His eyes darted between his ex-wife’s exposed body and his daughters, who stood frozen in shock.

“Please, sir,” Anne repeated, her voice growing stronger. “We all need this. Starting with me.”

Trixie glanced over at her sister, then back at Kevin. “We…we need this too,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper.

Arabelle nodded, her eyes fixed on Kevin. “Mom’s right. We’ve all been wrong.”

The scent of perfume and the soft whispers of the women filled his senses. He felt a wave of dizziness wash over him, and everything went dark.


Chapter 2

Kevin cracked open an eye. Blur. Hard glare of sunlight. Brain felt too big. He pushed himself up clumsily. Sweatpants around his knees. Aches everywhere.  

Still in his apartment. Damn. Had he…

He looked down. Sticky. Flaccid. Embarrassing.

Crap.

His laptop was on the carpet, the screen was cracked but still lit. A partially-corrupted image was frozen in place. A shapely woman’s body contorted in some perverse position so that she couldn’t get away from the big dick violating her. Kevin recoiled, his stomach churning. Why did he have to be this way?

A throbbing pulsated behind his eyes. Vaguely remembered fast food last night. Beer. More beer. A hazy recall of trying to order… something over the phone. A woman’s voice, condescending. Then blackout.

Needed a shower. A long, hot one. He wanted coffee too. Anything to chase away the memory of last night’s virtual debauchery.

* * *

In the quote-unquote master bath (why use a qualifier when it’s the only one?), Kevin fumbled for his toothbrush, flinging toothpaste on his hand. What a mess.

He ran the brush back and forth, the minty foam doing little to wash away the taste of last night. He stared into the speckled mirror, his reflection a blurry mess of dark circles and dishevelment.  Damn. Was that another wrinkle creeping near his left eye? 

Splashing some water on his face, he tried to will the nausea away. Unbidden, thoughts of Anne and the girls crawled into his mind. The guilt that always seemed to permeate his interactions with them threatened to overwhelm him. He ran his hand through his hair, trying to tame the unruly mess. He caught a glimpse of his eyes. He thought he saw a flash of bright orange, a feverish shimmer that vanished just as quickly. Water trickled down the side of the mirror.

He blinked.

Just tiredness, he thought. And liquor. Always a damn easier escape than facing the truth.

Okay, he thought. Coffee.

* * *

Fiona’s chestnut ponytail swung left and right as she whipped up lattes and cappuccinos. The morning rush was in full swing, customers’ chatter and inoffensive jazz creating a lively backdrop.

As she glanced over at the pick-up area, her green eyes caught sight of Kevin Driver. He was a regular, always ordering that same complicated drink: a triple-shot sugar-free vanilla soy latte with a pump of caramel and a dusting of cinnamon.

Kevin wasn’t looking, but a presence inside him noticed Fiona right back. It felt weak, but it became focused. With ancient knowledge of the workings of the ether, it pulsed from inside and sent waves of erotic influence that changed Kevin’s aura.

“Who is that guy?” asked Fiona’s libido, normally tucked away during work hours. Something about him seemed different today. His presence stood out from the crowd, an intensity that drew Fiona’s gaze. 

“Uhhh… two caramel macchiatos, one with whip, one without,” she called out, before turning back to her machines. As she worked, she couldn’t help but steal glances at Kevin. “Your drink will be ready in just a minute,” she said to him with a warm voice. “I hope you’re having a good morning so far.”

Kevin simply nodded, reading another headline about a world leader putting his foot in his mouth. Fiona frowned slightly but quickly recovered. She poured steamed milk into the cup, determined to create the perfect heart shape on top for him. But her hand wavered, and the milk spilled over the edge.

“Crumbs!” she exclaimed, grabbing a towel to wipe up the mess. “I’ll have to start that over for you. Two secs.” As she threw his ruined drink into the trash, Fiona took a deep breath. She needed to get her act together. 

“I’m so sorry about that,” she said, catching Kevin’s eye. “Must be the caffeine jitters.” She flashed him a playful grin, hoping to lighten his mood. Kevin’s expression remained neutral, but he gave a small nod of acknowledgment. Fiona got to work on his drink again, determined to nail it this time. As she hit two buttons for espresso, she tried a conversational gambit.

“So, uh, you must be a real connoisseur,” she teased, her eyes sparkling with mirth, “I think this drink has the most syllables of all.”

Kevin shrugged. “I just think it tastes good.”

Fiona laughed for no reason. “Well, I think it’s pretty impressive. Most people stick to the basic stuff.” She finished his latte again, meticulously crafting the heart shape. As she slid it across the counter to him, she felt a sudden urge to keep chatting. “So, do you come here often? I feel like I’ve seen you around.”

Kevin took a sip before responding. “Yeah, I’m here pretty regularly. It’s a nice place to work from.”

Fiona nodded, her mind racing for something else to say. “No kidding. The atmosphere is really conducive to productivity. Plus, the coffee is top-notch.” She held his gaze for a moment longer than necessary before almost-literally tearing her eyes away to help the next customer in line.

* * *

Kevin’s feet carried him to a small table near the front window, giving him a clear view of Fiona as she worked behind the counter. He opened his laptop, hoping to focus on some work around the cracks, but his mind drifted back to the degrading porn video from the night before. Unbidden thoughts inserted Fiona into the role of the helpless porn actress, her sweet face twisted in humiliation and submission.

“Stop it,” Kevin muttered under his breath, shaking his head. It was gross to think of the barista that way. He looked over to read her name tag and got distracted by the subtlest hint of pushed-up cleavage. Stop it stop it stop it.

He collected himself and stared at the laptop screen, but the words on the page blurred together. His mind kept returning to images of Fiona, in compromising positions, begging to be used and covered in some strange man’s cum.

“Hey, you okay over there?” Fiona’s voice interrupted his spiraling thoughts. She was leaning over the counter and exposing more cleavage, looking at him with concern in her big green eyes. “You seem a little down.”

Soft titties, he heard in his head. Dude! Look away! Perv.

Kevin forced a smile. “Oh, just having one of those days, you know?” He shrugged, trying to play it off. “Thanks for checking on me though.”

Fiona nodded. “I get it. Let me know if you need something else. Sometimes a bad day needs two complicated lattes.” She winked at him, then turned to help another customer.

Kevin watched her go, his heart pounding. Was she flirting with him? No, impossible. He was just a lonely guy, desperate for any scrap of attention. His lizard brain was never going to learn that he’s just too old to mate. With a heavy sigh, Kevin turned back to his laptop, trying to push Fiona out of his mind.

* * *

Fiona found herself glancing more at Kevin as she worked the bar. There was something about him that drew her in. What was it? It wasn’t his physique, or his face, really, definitely not his hair, or his clothes…

He exuded an inexplicable magnetism. His eyes, though a little bloodshot, held a depth that made her pulse quicken. The way he shifted in his seat was oddly alluring. Fiona found herself daydreaming about what it would be like to run her fingers through his tousled hair, to feel the stubble on his jaw against her skin. It wasn’t her first naughty attraction to an older man, but those other guys were usually, well, handsome. And even with those men, she would never, ever act on it.

An hour later, he was preparing to leave, and Fiona’s heart raced. She needed an excuse to talk to him again.  “Hey, um, I’m going to grab you one of our loyalty cards,” she said rapidly. “We’re running a special promotion.”

Fiona grabbed a card and a pen, her hand shaking slightly as she scrawled her phone number on the back. She added a latte-style heart symbol, hoping it didn’t look too desperate. “Here you go,” she said, handing him the card. “Text me anytime for a free drink.”

She bit her lip nervously as Kevin took the card, his fingers brushing against hers. She prayed he wouldn’t notice how clammy her palm was. “See you around,” she managed to say before he walked out the door, leaving her heart pounding and mind reeling.

What had she just done? Fiona shook her head, trying to clear the fog of attraction that had descended over her. She needed to focus on work, not on some mysterious older man who made her feel things she couldn’t understand.

* * *

Kevin walked out of the coffee shop in a daze, the loyalty card with Fiona’s number burning a hole in his pocket. What the hell had just happened? That cute young barista had basically hit on him. Him, a haggard, middle-aged loser. He must have misread the situation. Girls like her didn’t go for guys like him.

He approached a trash can on the sidewalk and fished the card out, ready to toss it. But his hand froze and hovered above the eager receptacle. What if… what if she really did want to see him again? Get to know him? Maybe even kiss him? The thought sent a jolt straight to his groin.

Kevin’s mind suddenly filled with vivid fantasies of taking Fiona right there in the coffee shop. Slamming her against the counter and hiking up that flowery skirt. Yanking down her panties and burying his face in her sweet pussy while she mewled and thrashed. Gripping her hips and pounding into her tight bare pussy from behind as she bent over, her round ass jiggling with every thrust. Choking her with his cock and fucking her throat raw as she gagged and drooled. Fucking her every which way until she was limp and dripping and ruined for any other man.

“Fuck, yes,” Kevin growled under his breath, one hand fisting in the air as if he was gripping her hair. “Take it bitch. Take my fucking cock. You want it, don’t you? Beg me to come in you.”

He came back to himself with a jolt, face flushed and heart pounding. Fuck, he was tenting his jeans painfully. He looked around wildly, terrified someone had witnessed his lewd display. Luckily, the street remained empty. Kevin quickly stuffed the loyalty card back in his pocket and hurried away, trying to will his raging erection down.

What the hell was wrong with him? Why was he so fixated on fucking that girl? He barely knew her. She was too young for him. This was crazy. He needed to get home and jerk off before he did something stupid.


Chapter 3

“Hey there,” the text from an unknown number read. “I hope I’m not interrupting anything important. Just wanted to say hi and thanks for the loyalty card.”

Fiona smirked to herself. She hadn’t expected to hear from him so soon. Her thumbs flew over the screen.

“haha hey 😊 no u arnt interrupting anything. just in class rn. hows ur day been?”

She hit send before she could overthink it. Her phone buzzed again almost immediately.

“Can’t complain. Work was work, as usual. But I had a pretty good morning, thanks to a certain barista.” 

Fiona felt a blush creep into her cheeks. He was flirting with her, even if it was a little clumsy.

“awe that’s so sweet 😊 glad i could brighten ur day ☕️”

Her phone lit up again.

“Maybe next time, you could show me how you do the foam heart thing.”

Fiona bit her lip, trying to keep her cool. 

“better idea 😉 cocktails maybe after class? i could use a drink”

The phone jittered in her hand as she waited for his reply. When the buzz finally arrived, she almost dropped it in her excitement.

“I’d like that,” he wrote. “I’m actually not too far from campus. How about we meet at that new tiny bar on the corner of Main and 5th? Just let me know when you’re on the way.”

Fiona’s heart raced. This was really happening. She quickly typed out a response.

“omg yes! sounds purrfect 😻 be there in 30 cant wait”

She hit send and quickly tucked her phone away before the professor noticed. Work now, play later.

* * *

Kevin shifted uncomfortably on the barstool, tugging at his button-down collar. He felt like a fish out of water in this tiny, trendy bar, but when Fiona walked in, he forgot all about his discomfort. She looked even more stunning than she did at the coffee shop, her waves tamed into loose curls that framed her face perfectly. She showed off her thighs in a different floral skirt, shorter than Anne would ever wear, or come to think of it, anybody else Kevin had ever dated.

“Kevin!” she called out, waving to get his attention. “Sorry I’m a little late. Class ran long.”

He stood up to greet her, unsure if they were at the stage where a hug was appropriate. Instead, he settled for a slightly awkward handshake.

“No worries,” he said, trying to keep the nerves out of his voice. “I just got here myself.”

Fiona grinned at him, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “So, what’s your poison? I’m thinking something with tequila. It’s been a long day.”

Kevin chuckled, feeling some of the tension leave his shoulders. “Tequila sounds good to me. I’ll have whatever you’re having.” An unfamiliar instinct told him this was the right answer.

As they waited for their drinks, Fiona leaned in conspiratorially. “So, tell me about yourself, Kevin. What do you like to do for fun?”

He blinked, caught off guard by the direct question. “Uh, well, I like to read. And watch movies. I guess I’m kind of a homebody.”

Fiona’s smile only grew wider. “A man of creature comforts,” she teased. “I like that. So, what kind of movies? Sci-fi? Horror?”

The demon that humans named Odinze rolled its eyes and took over his speech.

Kevin felt himself relaxing more and more as they chatted. Fiona was easy to talk to, and her laughter was infectious. He found himself opening up to her in a way he hadn’t done with anyone in a long time. He didn’t know where he found the confidence, or even most of his answers.

After their first round of drinks arrived, Fiona raised her glass. “To new beginnings,” she said, her eyes locking with his. “And to proving that age is just a number,” she added with a blush that was largely hidden behind her makeup.

Kevin clinked his glass against hers, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. “To new beginnings,” he echoed.

To old joys, thought the dark presence infesting Kevin.

* * *

As they left the bar at 11:30 pm, both tipsy from their drinks, Odinze recognized the perfect opportunity to manipulate Kevin into acting out its desires. The entity’s influence began to infest Kevin’s thoughts and aura, amplifying his natural charm and attractiveness by sevenfold. Kevin felt an intense surge of self-assuredness, which he channeled into seducing Fiona. He raised her fingers to his lips for a chaste kiss, which he followed with a gentle twirl.

“What a gentleman you are,” she giggled, taken aback by the sudden forward demeanor, but finding it difficult to resist his allure. “Next thing I know, you’re going to lay your coat on a mud puddle for me.”

Before she knew what she was doing, the studious and staid young barista reached around behind Kevin’s neck to draw him down for a kiss. It was, not to put too fine a point on it, electric. 

Odinze watched with delight as the events unfolded, a devilish smile spreading across its invisible face. The alcohol had loosened their inhibitions, providing the perfect foundation for its sinister plans. It needed to feed, and she was a tasty snack, indeed.

Fiona felt more sparks as their lips touched again, a sensation that traveled down her spine and caused the tiniest of hairs on her neck to stand up. The taste of Kevin’s mouth, the feel of his hands on her waist—it all sent shivers through her body. Never had she experienced such a potent reaction to a kiss, and she found herself wanting more. Her heart raced as they both embraced this thrilling moment.

Kevin felt his age melt away as their tongues played and her lips created such delicious slippery friction. The doubts and insecurities that had plagued him seemed to vanish in an instant. He felt desired, needed—a sensation he hadn’t experienced in years.

Fiona ran her hands through Kevin’s hair, feeling a connection that she couldn’t explain, but it didn’t matter. She wanted to explore this newfound desire.

As they swayed in a moment of enthusiastic passion, the world around them seemed to fade away. The moon shone brightly, illuminating their enraptured faces. Passing cars honked, but were quickly ignored. It was as if they had stepped into a dream, a surreal and captivating fantasy that neither wanted to end. Behind wrinkling eyelids, Kevin’s eyes flashed a bright orange. Odinze, the orchestrator of their intensified desires, observed them with satisfaction and pushed Kevin further.

With previously unheard-of bravado, Kevin pulled his date into a dimly lit alley, their bodies pressed against each other. Fiona felt a mix of excitement and apprehension as she acquiesced to Kevin’s advances, for the moment, at least.

Odinze reveled in the control it had over Kevin, enjoying the scene with perverse pride. It delighted in the knowledge that Fiona was falling for Kevin’s manipulative charm, which was in turn fueled by the entity’s dark desires.

Wet mouth, it thrust into Kevin’s addled mind.

Kevin leaned in and whispered into Fiona’s ear, “You’re so beautiful. I can’t resist you.” 

Fiona giggled, feeling flattered. This magnetic man really wanted her? “I… I don’t usually do this.”

Kevin caressed Fiona’s hair and slid a hand to rest possessively on her hip, while she traced her fingers along the contours of his chest. They kissed fervently, their bodies pressed tightly against each other.

But it wasn’t enough for Odinze to feed. Not yet. It required humiliation, degradation, sexual shame. Its malevolent intentions lingered in the ether.

Fiona glanced around the alley, which was blessedly empty, except for a few stray cats rummaging through trash cans. “I’m being so dirty,” she thought to herself with a smile.

Odinze observed with delight as Kevin’s hands began to wander, deftly and quickly unbuttoning Fiona’s shirt. Go on, Kevin, the entity whispered into his mind.

Fiona’s breath hitched as Kevin’s fingers traced her lace-covered curves. “What are we doing?” she asked, though her body language betrayed her desire.

She wants it, Odinze urged.

Kevin smirked, his confidence bolstered by the entity’s presence. “I think you know exactly what we’re doing.” He leaned in, his lips grazing the sensitive skin of her neck. Fiona shivered, her modesty weakening with each passing moment.

Strip her, Odinze commanded.

With a deft flick of his wrist—where did this sudden agility come from?—Kevin unclasped Fiona’s bra, freeing her breasts from their confines. He cupped them in his hands, marveling at their softness and warmth. Somehow, he knew exactly which motions and pressure to use.

Now that Kevin was making physical contact with erogenous areas, Odinze used what little strength it had retained over the years spent imprisoned to reach into Fiona’s memories and instincts. It watched with eager anticipation as Fiona’s inhibitions slowly melted away under Kevin’s magically knowledgable touch. The demon entity soaked up every detail of her innermost fantasies and the way she liked to touch herself, using this forbidden knowledge to guide Kevin’s fingertips with pinpoint precision. 

Fiona let out a soft moan as Kevin’s fingers glided over her sensitive nipples, sending more electric tingles coursing through her body. She squirmed against him, torn between desire and residual shyness.

“This is so wild…” Fiona whispered, even as her hips instinctively rocked against Kevin’s.

“What do want?” Kevin whispered.

“I… I…” Fiona stammered, face flushed, but she couldn’t deny the aching scream between her thighs.

Kevin’s fingers dove under her skirt and found a warm soft mound, rubbing and caressing just like she did in the privacy of her bedroom. She gasped, legs trembling, hips pushing for more. Obeying dark impulses, Kevin grazed a finger between her protruding lips, stroking and pushing and fluttering. Fiona writhed against him, lost in a daze of pleasure and embarrassment.

Odinze sighed with relief. The first taste of the forthcoming feast. The night was alive with possibility, and the cunning demon relished the chance to weave its spell. Kevin was a mere marionette, and Fiona’s body just as easily obeyed Kevin’s tangled instructions. As Kevin explored Fiona’s body, his touch guided by Odinze’s unfair knowledge, Fiona found herself surrendering to the onslaught of sensations. She felt a mix of fear and desire, her thoughts a warped mess. 

“We shouldn’t. It’s too public,” Fiona whispered, her breath hot against Kevin’s ear, moaning when the man’s fingers proceeded inside her panties.

Kevin paused, his fingers still gently caressing her. A gentlemanly move, but one filled with false pretense. Odinze knew this pause was part of the dance, building anticipation and fueling Fiona’s longing.

“Fuck. Don’t stop,” Fiona laughed nervously. “I want more. You’re so good at it.”

Kevin smiled with an otherworldly charm. “As you wish.”

His fingers resumed their dance on her body, and Fiona felt a rush of warmth under her skirt. Her inhibitions were on vacation now, and she tried to forget the public nature of their encounter.

“Tell me what you want,” Kevin said, his voice low and seductive. “I want to give you everything you desire.” He heard himself using language from a Regency era romance and wondered where the Hell that came from.

Fiona bit her lip, her eyes fluttering closed as she savored the sensations coursing through her. “I want… keep touching me there,” she exhaled. “Please. It’s amazing.”

Odinze, the master puppeteer, guided Kevin’s fingers as they stroked and teased, finding their way to Fiona’s most sensitive spots. He circled, caressed, and pressed. His touch was heavenly. If she only knew.

“Oh, God…,” Fiona moaned, her body arching into his touch. “I can’t… I can’t think…”

“You don’t need to think, baby,” Kevin whispered, his breath hot against her ear. “Just enjoy it. Embrace the pleasure you get with me.” He was so confused about these words, but much less so about her warm, soft skin and the way she moaned, just for him.

Fiona nodded, her eyes closed as she sank into the sensations. “Yes… it feels so good…” 

Odinze felt sadistic glee as Kevin’s hands made the helpless young woman tremble. Make her yours, Odinze purred into Kevin’s mind.

Kevin’s fingers delved deeper, stroking Fiona’s slick pussy expertly. She writhed against him, her hips bucking wantonly as the pleasure mounted. Everything her body asked for, he gave.

“Yes, just like that,” Kevin growled. “I can feel how much you want me.”

Fiona could only whimper in response, her mind clouded by the intensity of the sensations wracking her body. She knew she should feel guilty, that this was so wrong, but the way he touched her made it impossible to resist.

“Please,” Fiona panted, her eyes fluttering open to meet Kevin’s gaze. “I need more. I need you.”

Make her beg, Odinze commanded.

Kevin’s fingers appreciated her swollen clit, rubbing and teasing until Fiona was a writhing mess of need. Her walls fluttered and clenched around his digits, seeking release. In this moment, he knew just how to keep her on edge.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice raw with desperation. “Make me come. Please!”

Now, Odinze urged.

With a few expert strokes, Kevin sent Fiona hurtling over the edge. She cried out, her body shaking with the force of her climax as a torrent of pleasure crashed over her.

“That’s it, baby,” Kevin cooed, his fingers still working her through the aftershocks. “Let it all out.”

Fiona collapsed against him, panting and boneless in the aftermath of her climax. She leaned up to kiss Kevin once more, trying to push aside the feelings of being utterly manipulated, but there was no denying the intense satisfaction that pulsed through her veins.

Not enough, Odinze growled, its hunger far from sated.

Kevin smirked, his cock throbbing in his pants at the sight of Fiona’s ravished body. He knew he couldn’t stop now. Slowly, he withdrew his fingers from her sticky underwear, bringing them to his lips for a taste. Fiona watched, transfixed, as he licked her essence clean.

“Mmm, delicious,” he informed her, with eyes too bright for the darkness of the alley. “But I want more.”

Odinze whispered its designs inaudibly, urging Kevin to lean in and capture Fiona’s nipple between his lips. As Kevin suckled, Fiona let out a gasp, her fingers tangling in his hair. “Oh god, Kevin,” she moaned, arching into his touch.

She’s melting for you, Odinze informed his host, reveling in the scent of her arousal.

Fiona moaned softly, her chest heaving. “I… I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

She’s your toy, Odinze projected from within Kevin, whose need to dominate was growing exponentially.

“P-please, Kevin,” Fiona whimpered, her hips squirming against his touch. “Put your fingers back on me.”

Make her beg, make her ashamed, Odinze urged.

Kevin’s fingers resumed circling Fiona’s clit. She let out a sharp gasp, her body arching towards his hand. “Oh fuck, yes,” she groaned with equal parts relief and tension.

Kevin’s other hand fumbled with his zipper, freeing his hardening cock. It stood at attention. “Is this your goal?” he asked, already knowing.

Fiona’s eyes widened as she took in the sight of Kevin’s erection. “I… oh, wow…” she stammered, her face flushing shyly.

Claim her, Odinze demanded. Kevin needed to obey now, or Odinze risked fading back into the deep nothingness.

Kevin’s fingers continued their relentless pleasuring of Fiona’s most sensitive areas, driving her towards the edge of madness. “Kneel down for me,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Fiona hesitated for a moment, torn between her desire and her sense of propriety. But the urge to please him was too powerful to resist. She sank to her knees, her eyes locked on Kevin’s cock.

“I’ve never done this before, I mean, not like…” she trembled.

Kevin smirked, quite unlike himself, his hand guiding her towards his erection. “Just follow your instincts,” he growled.

Fiona’s tongue darted out, tentatively licking the tip of Kevin’s cock. He sighed, his hips thrusting forward involuntarily. “That’s it,” he encouraged, one hand keeping his prick at a convenient level for her.

The horny girl’s mouth parted, taking Kevin’s tip into her warm wetness. Yes, swallow it all, Odinze urged, its voice a wicked whisper in Kevin’s mind. Kevin’s fingers tightened in Fiona’s hair, guiding her movements. “That’s a good girl,” he praised. It had been so fucking long. Why? He deserved this, he now knew.

Fiona’s heart raced as she drenched Kevin, her mouth stretched around his girth. The taste of him on her tongue was intoxicating, and she found herself wanting more.

The demon grew impatient as Kevin allowed Fiona to set the pace, her nervousness directing the action. It pulsed with frustration, its influence over Kevin wavering as he resisted the urge to be forceful. How mundane, it thought, rolling its ethereal eyes.

“Relax, Fiona,” Kevin murmured, his hand gentle on her scalp. “No one will catch us.”

Fiona nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. “I know, but I can’t help it.”

“Why don’t you touch yourself while you do that?” Kevin suggested, his voice low and rough. “It would feel even better for both of us.”

Fiona’s eyes widened at the proposal, a shame-fueled thrill coursing through her. She wanted to make Kevin happy, to show him just how hot he was. Slowly, she slipped her hand under her skirt, shivering as she began to stroke her clit. She moaned softly around Kevin’s length, the vibrations sending a jolt through him. He closed his eyes, fighting the conflicting desires within him—the urge to abuse her, and the need to be tender. “Suck me, Fiona,” he instructed, his voice firm.

Fiona quickened her pace, taking more of Kevin into her mouth. She wanted to show him that she could be just as wild as any other woman he’d been with, that age wasn’t a barrier to her talent.

That’s more like it, Odinze encouraged, its voice like a silk sheet wrapped around Kevin’s thoughts. But it could be so much better…

Kevin’s fingers tightened in Fiona’s hair, and she sensed his growing need for control. She let out a muffled whine as he began to thrust gently, taking over, but his movements remained slow and sensual, refusing to be rushed.

“Mm, that’s really good,” Kevin told her, then found the courage to ask for something he wanted. “But I want to feel your mouth even more.” He held her head firmly in placed while pressing forward insistently toward her throat.

Odinze watched with keen interest as Fiona struggled to deep throat Kevin. Her inexperience was evident, and the demon relished every moment of her awkward attempts.

“Holy shit, this thing is huge,” Fiona thought, struggling to take him all in. Sweat dripped from her brow as she tried to relax her throat muscles. She truly wanted this; it was as much about proving herself to Kevin as it was about satisfying her own growing desire.

“Are you okay, baby?” Kevin asked, his hand tightening in her hair. There was a gentleness to his touch that Fiona found surprisingly reassuring.

“I’m fine,” she replied, her voice muffled by his cock. She was determined to make this work.

Kevin’s hand slid against the back of Fiona’s head, urging her forward gently. He knew she was trying her best, and he wanted to give her the space to learn at her own pace.

Yes, go deeper. Odinze encouraged as well. Its delight in their progress was palpable, a dark presence which choked propriety out of the world.

Fiona groaned, her eyes watering as she pushed past the initial discomfort. Struggle as she might, she couldn’t help but feel a rush of excitement each time Kevin’s cock hit the back of her throat. “Keep going,” she thought to herself. “You’re so close.”

With each attempt, Fiona grew more confident, her movements becoming more deliberate as she explored this new territory. Her tongue flickered against Kevin’s length each time, a quick brushing that sent shivers through his legs. Going for broke, she used her one idle hand to cradle the balls of the older man.

He smiled down at her, his hand still in her hair, feeling a connection among the intimacy. “You’re doing great,” he said. Kevin’s hand pressed more firmly against her head, guiding her in a rhythm that suited his desires. Fiona’s tongue danced around his length; she sucked gently. Her breath came in short gasps as she struggled to maintain control, her inexperience revealing the depths of her passion.

Break her in, Odinze demanded.

Her tongue swirled around the head of Kevin’s cock, teasing him gently before she took him into her mouth once again. As she did so, she focused on relaxing her throat, trying to remember everything she’d learned from her friends.

“Take your time,” Kevin whispered incongruously, as his hand on her hand guided her to maximize his own pleasure.

Fiona nodded, taking a few deep breaths before gradually easing him into her throat again. This time she felt a bit more confident, though still awkward. She took it slow and steady, inch by inch, letting her body adjust each time, until eventually she managed to deep throat him entirely.

Kevin groaned, his eyes rolling back at the sensation. “Fuck, Fiona…” he whispered, his hands fisting in her hair. “You have no idea how good that feels.”

Fiona felt a jolt of excitement at Kevin’s praise, and the taste of him on her tongue only fueled her desire further. The shy, somewhat-innocent barista bobbed her head for Kevin, taking his length into her mouth again and again, often with complete success.

“Mmm… you’re such a fast learner,” Kevin groaned, his hips gently bucking against her adorable face. “Keep going, just like that.”

Fiona’s cheeks hollowed as she sucked eagerly, her tongue swirling around his shaft. The sounds of her slurping and Kevin’s ragged breathing filled the quiet alley. She allowed him to drive, and used both of her own delicate hands to grope and squeeze herself.

Great tits, Odinze pointed out. Kevin nearly drooled with agreement.

Kevin sensed her mounting desire and moved to act upon it. He placed his hands on Fiona’s shoulders and gently urged her to stand, his touch sending shivers down her spine.

Confused, Fiona asked, “You, uh, you didn’t want to…?” But her date shushed her with a kiss.

As she straightened her spine, Kevin maneuvered her towards the deeper part of the alley, away from the faint glow of the streetlamp, where a large trash can silently beckoned.

“Bend over,” Kevin instructed, his voice stern.

Fiona obeyed without hesitation, her heart pounding in her chest. Unf. There was something about his voice. Plus, she knew that if he was able to do what he did with his fingers, imagine what his powerful dick could do.

She placed her hands on the rim of the trash can, the cool metal a stark contrast to the heat radiating between her legs. Bending over, she felt vulnerable and exposed, her body offered to Kevin in a way that both excited and terrified her.

Odinze licked its metaphorical lips.

“I… we need—“ Fiona began, her voice shaking.

“A condom?” Kevin finished for her, his voice carrying a hint of amusement. “Of course, my dear.”

Kevin’s fingers trembled slightly as he reached into his pocket, feeling for the condom. But Odinze had other ideas. Not yet, the entity murmured, its spectral form pulsating with anticipation. Make her need it. Touch her, feel her warmth.

Under Odinze’s insidious guidance, Kevin discarded the notion of protection for the moment. His hand moved with a newfound confidence towards Fiona’s soaked panties, fingers brushing against her temporarily clothed heat. “These are a little too restricting, aren’t they?” he asked as two of his fingers caught on the edge and started to slide the barely-there garment down her legs. The last barrier before conquering her disappeared.

Fiona sighed softly, her body leaning into Kevin’s touch as he slipped his fingers into her dripping slit. He skimmed and teased the slick entrance with light and intermittent touches until she shuddered. “Fuck,” Fiona gasped, her walls clenching around his fingers involuntarily at his firm touch inside her. “Don’t stop,” she whimpered, pushing her hips towards Kevin, clearly seeking more than his teasing strokes. “Please, Kevin, I…”

Feel your power, Odinze encouraged.

“Oh, I’ve barely begun,” Kevin murmured as his fingers found her clit, swiping over the sensitive nub. His thumb rubbed in persistent circles while another finger filled her entirely, seeking her g-spot.

The firm rubs of Kevin’s thumb sent static electricity up Fiona’s spine as he massaged her swollen clit. Her back arched, pushing her hips back further into Kevin’s steadying hand on her ass. Her eyes fluttered closed as waves of pleasure crashed over her, the filthy sounds of their mingled arousal echoing in the dimly lit alley. The pungent stench of garbage filled Fiona’s nostrils with every other breath, reminding her of their illicit location. It only heightened her, making her feel more depraved, more shamefully aroused by the second.

“Don’t hide, sweet girl,” Odinze coaxed through Kevin’s lips, drawn by the sight of Fiona’s tongue darting out nervously to wet her lips. “Let me see those pretty eyes while I use you.”

Fiona opened her eyes, meeting Kevin’s darkly lustful gaze reflected back at her. The sight made her clench around his pumping fingers, pulling a grunt from the man behind her. Their eyes locked in this obscene tango—one savoring and controlling while the other squirmed, hardly knowing herself anymore.

The ancient entity approved of Kevin’s fingers delving into Fiona’s hot sex, her body responding eagerly. The young barista’s moans grew louder, more desperate, as Kevin’s digits massaged her from the inside, his thumb working her sensitive clit. The demon could almost taste her sweet humiliation.

“Kevin… oh god, Kevin,” Fiona gasped, her voice breaking as she teetered on the edge of climax. “I’m… I’m going to…”

Not yet, Odinze whispered in Kevin’s mind.

Kevin’s fingers stilled, denying Fiona the release she so desperately craved. Fiona whimpered, her hips bucking against his hand as she sought to regain the friction she’d lost. “Please… why?” she begged, louder than a girl in public should. “Give it to me.”

“You want to come, little girl?” Kevin taunted, his fingers teasing her entrance. “You know the rules. Beg me.”

Fiona’s mind reeled, the words he required hanging on the tip of her tongue, shameful and degrading. “I… I need it so badly,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Please, Kevin, I’m begging you. Let me come. Let me come on your fingers, on your cock. I’ll do anything.”

That’s a good slut, Odinze cooed.

Kevin was starring in his own porn video now, and this girl was number two on the call sheet. His thick fingers plunged back into Fiona’s dripping warmth, his thumb rubbing furiously against her clit. “Come for me, little one,” he commanded, his voice rough with someone else’s authority. “Come on my fingers like a desperate whore.”

Fiona shattered, her body convulsing as wave after wave of shameful pleasure crashed over her. Her cries echoed through the alley, mingling with the distant sounds of the city. Kevin’s fingers prolonged her ecstasy until she was nothing more than a sweaty heap, barely gripping the trash can.

As Fiona finally came down from her high, Kevin withdrew his fingers, bringing them to his lips. He licked them clean, savoring her essence like a fine wine. “Delicious,” he murmured, his eyes dark with satisfaction. He looked down at his erection, ready to plunder.

Kevin’s gaze lingered on Fiona, bent over, her body still trembling, her cunt an obvious offering. The sight of her, so willing and exposed, stirred a primal urge within him. Fuck her raw, Odinze coaxed, its words weaving a seductive tapestry in Kevin’s thoughts. No fake barriers.

Kevin’s breath caught as he considered the possibility. The thought of entering Fiona without any protection was both thrilling and terrifying. She trusts you, Odinze purred, its influence seeping into his very pores.

With a shaky hand, Kevin forced open the condom wrapper, the sound loud in the quiet alley. Fiona glanced over her shoulder, her green eyes hazy with lust and anticipation. “Hurry, Kevin,” she breathed, her voice a sultry whisper that inflamed his passion.

Kevin’s hand trembled as he rolled the condom over his length, morals winning out over demonic influence for the first time tonight. He stepped closer, getting in position to give her what she needed, and take what he wanted. He teased her entrance with the head of his cock, the heat of her arousal beckoning him. Fiona pushed back against him, her body craving the fullness only he could provide.

Coward, Odinze chided. Kevin shook his head, assuming the tequila was to blame.

With a series of low growls, Kevin thrust forward, burying himself in Fiona’s welcoming heat. The sensation was overwhelming, the tight grip of her walls was more intense than he expected. Fiona gasped, her fingers scrabbling against the metal of the trash can as she adjusted to his size.

She’s yours, Odinze murmured, its spectral form shimmering with delight. Fuck her. Own her.

Kevin began to move deliberately, his hips snapping against Fiona’s with increasing urgency. Their precarious location demanded it. Each thrust elicited a moan or gasp from the young barista. The sound of their flesh slapping together echoed through the alley, a filthy symphony that underscored their crime of passion.

“Your pussy is incredible,” Kevin groaned, his hands gripping her waist. “So tight, so wet.”

Fiona’s response was a series of incoherent moans, her body trembling with the force of Kevin’s thrusts. She was close to the edge again, her climax building with each stroke of his cock. “How can I be coming so much?” she wondered.

Kevin reached around, his fingers finding Fiona’s swollen clit. He rubbed the sensitive nub in time with his thrusts, the dual sensations pushing her closer and closer to the brink.

Fiona’s orgasm hit her like a freight train, her mind breaking apart like so many cars full of coal, spilling across the countryside. She cried out, her voice echoing off the brick walls of the alley. Kevin continued to pound, showing his ownership, his own release just out of reach as he savored the feel of her squeezing his cock.

Not yet, Odinze cautioned. I need something.

Their sex was a triumph of nerve endings and desire. Each movement, each gasp and moan, was a note in a lecherous melody that resonated with the demon’s core. Kevin, its unwitting puppet, was performing exquisitely, his body moving with a primal rhythm that drove Fiona to the brink of delirium.

Shame her, Odinze whispered, its commandments caressing his mind.

“You like this, don’t you?” Kevin growled, his voice laced with a dark thrill. “You like being used in a filthy alley, your body on display for anyone to see.”

Fiona’s response was a whimper, her cheeks flushed with arousal and shame. The thought of being watched, of being seen as nothing more than a cheap whore, was both terrifying and exhilarating. It was a fantasy she had never dared to voice, one that Odinze had plucked from the depths of her subconscious and fed to Kevin.

More, the demon urged, its ethereal form pulsating with anticipation.

Kevin’s thrusts grew sharper, more forceful. “Look at you,” he sneered, his voice dripping with contempt. “A little slut, getting fucked like an animal against a trash can. I bet you’d love it if someone was watching.”

Fiona’s breath caught, a fresh full-body tingle of shame coursing through her. Tears welled in her eyes, dripping down her cheeks as she realized the truth in his words. She was being used, debased in the most public of ways, and yet her body betrayed her, responding with a fierce intensity that left her reeling.

Odinze chewed on her shame. Each well-fucked sob was a morsel that fed its insatiable hunger. The young barista’s tears were like nectar, sweet and intoxicating, fueling the demon’s power. Fiona’s body was a traitor, humiliation ripping through her with a force that left her docile, yet screaming in pleasure.

The next orgasm was a shock, her walls clenching around Kevin’s cock as a new bolt of pleasure shot through her. Her vision blurred, her cries echoing off the brick walls of the alley as her body convulsed with the force of her release.

Again, Odinze commanded.

Kevin’s fingers dug into Fiona’s flesh, his pace relentless. “That’s it, keep coming for me,” he demanded, his voice a harsh rasp in her ear. “Show everyone what a filthy whore you are.”

Fiona felt a more familiar slow build, a rising tide of ecstasy that threatened to drown her. Her body never stopped trembling, her cries growing more frantic as she neared the precipice. 

And then she was falling, her climax washing over her in waves as Kevin continued to pound into her from behind. Her vision went white, the world around her fading into nothingness as she was consumed by the most perverse pleasure imaginable.

Kevin gritted his teeth, his body coiled like a spring as he fought back the tide of his own impending release. He could feel Fiona’s walls fluttering around his cock, her body milking him for all he could give her.

Not yet, the demon demanded, hissing in his thoughts. Savor the power.

Kevin’s gaze raked over Fiona’s submissive form, her body bent over the trash can, her skirt hiked up around her waist. She was a sight to behold, her cheeks flushed, her eyes glistening with tears. And though neither Kevin nor Fiona knew of Odinze’s existence, the demon’s influence was palpable, a dark presence that hung in the air like a thick fog.

Command her, Odinze urged. Make her know who is in control.

“You don’t come again until I tell you,” Kevin growled. “Understand?”

Fiona nodded, filled with a frightening urge to obey. The thought of being at Kevin’s mercy, of having her pleasure dictated by him, was a thrill she wanted more of, though she felt like she shouldn’t.

Make her scared, the demon instructed. It plucked the most alarming fantasy from the depths of her subconscious and fed to Kevin.

Kevin leaned over Fiona, his lips brushing against her ear as he spoke. “What if I didn’t put the condom on?” he taunted, his voice laced with dark amusement. “Imagine that, a dirty little alley cat, knocked up by an old guy she barely knows.”

Fiona exhaled with a small creak, then forgot to breathe. The thought of getting pregnant in such a sordid way was the ultimate horror. Her body responded to the depraved fantasy with a fierce intensity, her walls clenching involuntarily around Kevin’s cock.

“I’d love to see your belly swelling,” Kevin continued, his voice a sultry whisper in her ear. “To know that I’ve marked you, claimed you.”

Her mind reeled at the thought, her body squirming under Kevin’s relentless assault. She was desperate for release, her climax just out of reach as she struggled to obey his command to hold it back. She was terrified, and angry at herself for being so wet.

“Please,” Fiona whimpered, her voice raw with need. “I need it. Let me come, please!”

Not yet, Odinze murmured.

Kevin’s hand moved to Fiona’s clit, his fingers working the sensitive nub in time with his thrusts. “You want to come?” he teased, his voice rough with authority. “Then beg me to get you pregnant.”

Fiona’s body trembled, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. The thought of begging for such a thing was completely degrading and… and she realized she wanted it. She knew she should be livid, should be pushing Kevin away, but her body betrayed her, responding with a ferocity that left her gasping for air.

“Please,” Fiona sobbed, her tears dripping down her cheeks as she allowed the depraved fantasy to overtake her. “I’m begging you. Get me pregnant. Knock me up! Fuck up my life!”

As Kevin’s fingers danced over Fiona’s clit, the young barista found herself teetering on the brink of ecstasy. Her body was a taut bowstring, vibrating with the tension of impending release.

Now, Odinze commanded.

“Come for me,” Kevin ordered. “Come on my cock, bitch.”

Without hearing his last sentence, and with a final, desperate cry, the played girl surrendered to the tidal wave of perfect shame. Her orgasm was a tempest, fierce and unrelenting, her walls clenching around Kevin’s cock with a strength that left them both reeling.

“I’m gonna to come inside you, little girl,” Kevin snarled. “I’m going to flood your womb, and you can’t stop me.”

Fiona’s response was a series of incoherent moans, her body arching to meet his with a fervor that bordered on psychosis. The thought of this older man coming inside her, of the potential consequences, was dreadful and addictive.

With a final, powerful thrust, Kevin buried himself to the hilt in Fiona’s grasping cunt. His orgasm tore through him, a white-hot surge of relief that forced a primal scream from his lungs. He could feel his seed spilling out, each pulse of his cock sending another wave of hot, thick cum deep into her. Or so she imagined.

Fiona’s body responded with a fierce intensity, another brainless climax triggered by the sensation of Kevin’s release. Her walls clenched around him, trying to ensure she got every drop, sobbing with feminine purpose and the shame of generations. In that moment, accepting his cum was her highest calling.

The demon gave into its greedy hunger, and fed on Fiona’s potent spread of fear, humiliation and guilt.

As Kevin’s orgasm subsided, and with the demonic presence busy absorbing the poor girl’s shame, he was left alone with the weight of his actions. The haze of lust that had clouded his mind began to clear, and in its wake was a growing sense of revulsion. Kevin’s stomach churned as he stared down at Fiona’s trembling form, her skirt still bunched up around her waist, her body messy with sweat and hand prints.

With some effort, he drew his cock out of the firm grip of her pussy. Both of them breathed as heavily as they ever had, straightening up to appraise each other. Fiona exhaled with immense relief to see him removing a spent condom and tossing it into a nearby dumpster.

“I… I’m sorry,” Kevin muttered, staring at the ground. “I said some things… I crossed a line.”

Fiona blinked back tears. “It’s… it’s okay,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He shook his head, running his hand through his hair. “I took it too far. I shouldn’t have brought up…” He trailed off, unable to voice the forbidden fantasy he’d just been taunting her with.

Fiona adjusted her clothes, her fingers brushing against the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, still tingling. She gave him a nervous half-smile, trying to downplay the impact of his words. “I…” her voice caught in her throat as she struggled to find the words. “It’s complicated. It’s not something I’d ever admit to wanting, but…”

“But you find it exciting,” Kevin finished for her, looking at her with ancient desire and modern understanding. “The risk.”

As their eyes met, the air crackled with an unmistakable connection. Odinze, witnessing this unexpected turn of events, felt a tinge of irritation. This wasn’t part of the plan, it thought, its spectral form shimmering with annoyance. This bitch is messing with my agenda.

Fiona, unaware of the demonic manipulations, and once again seeing a sweet older guy who was merely lonely, took a step closer to Kevin and placed a kiss on his cheek. “Don’t take this the wrong way, but I think it’s a generational thing. We’re just a bit wilder these days. Honestly, I should say thanks for helping me learn to deep throat.”

Kevin, his expression softening, shook his head. “No thanks needed. It was my pleasure, literally.” He attempted a playful grin, hoping to lighten the mood.

Fiona laughed hoarsely. “At least you didn’t make me call you Daddy.”

The demon slunk back into Kevin’s depths, biding its time, waiting for the right moment to strike again and tear down the fragile trust between Kevin and the women in his life. It had fed for the first time in eons, and it would not be denied more feasts.
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