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The first time Chuck saw her, she was sitting next to a stone bench that bore the name of a man who’d been accused of witchcraft and had been crushed to death for it. He was standing in the middle of the Witch Trials Memorial on Liberty Street in Salem.



The cool October air didn’t seem to bother her, though much of her tattooed skin was exposed. Her flame-red hair was long and curly, and she had piercing pale blue eyes behind black horn-rimmed glasses. Her wicked smile was painted with black lipstick. He thought he heard alt-rock music playing faintly when he looked at her, but it faded when he looked away.



He had never had his breath literally taken away before this, and he felt suddenly dizzy looking at her. She was as different from Tanya -- his ex-girlfriend who was supposed to have made this trip to Salem with him -- as she could get. Most of her visible skin, except her face, was covered in strange, colorful tattoos. She had piercings in her nose, in her lips, and near her eyebrows. She had large gauges in both ears, something which had never before appealed to him but to which now he felt inextricably drawn.



He wanted to lick her ears, touch her ink, smell her hair. He shivered, and it wasn’t from the autumn chill.



She was small, maybe around five feet tall, and she couldn’t weigh much at all. He could probably pick her up without straining a muscle. Her presence was enormous, however. He could feel her even from a distance.



He wanted to talk to her more than anything in the world. She caught him looking at her once and smiled when they made eye contact. His stomach churned, and he thought he might be sick.



He spent maybe a little too much time working up the nerve to go talk to her. He wasn’t sure what he expected to happen; it’d been a long time since he’d chatted up any girl intending to ask her out, and this inked goddess was way out of his league. Still, he thought he had nothing to lose, so he was going to go for it.



But she was gone. He had only taken his eyes off her for a moment, but she had vanished. Looking around frantically, he thought he might be able to see her walking away. It was crowded, as Salem is around Halloween, but she was so incredibly distinctive, even in a town known for its witches and wonders, he thought he’d have no trouble picking her out among the lesser mortals.



He was wrong. She was gone, and his mood, already dark, only got worse.



 



---



 



He decided to just go back to his hotel room and see if he could sleep it off. He’d wanted to spend the whole day sightseeing, recalling memories of his only previous trip to the City of Witches when he was a child. He’d spent two weeks in Salem with his Wiccan mother when he was ten and fell in love with the whole area. He’d wanted to bring Tanya here and propose to her on the docks of Salem Harbor.



But that wasn’t meant to be. She’d dumped him a day before they were supposed to leave for their trip. He’d already paid for the whole trip, and he desperately wanted to come back to Salem anyway, so he came.



He found it hard to enjoy the experience without Tanya, and seeing the girl with the tattoos and piercings but not being able to talk to her only added to his misery. He lay on the bed in his hotel room, regretting his commitment to staying sober and just wanting to get drunk and go to sleep for a long time.



And then he found her again. Or, rather, she found him.



 



---



 



Her hair was black this time (maybe she wore different wigs?), but it was unmistakably her. He didn’t know how she’d gotten into his room, but hotel security was the least of his concerns. She danced at the end of his bed, wearing a black cloak and witch hat, but whatever music she was dancing to was in her own beautiful head.



She was only there for a moment before opening the front of her cloak and letting it fall from her body. She stood there, still dancing slowly, wearing nothing but a witch hat and a devilish grin.



He couldn’t breathe as he took in her naked body. She had a dreamcatcher tattoo on her chest, and matching hummingbirds were inked on either side of her flat stomach. Her breasts were tiny but perfect, with rock-hard nipples that were, of course, pierced. Above the hummingbirds, she had jeweled piercings in her belly button and on either side of her abdomen. And below all of that was a perfectly trimmed bush pointing the way to mysteries untold.



She was all metal and ink and sex, and he probably wasn’t going to be able to handle the experience.



But he was willing to try.



She stopped dancing, took off her witch hat and dropped it, and climbed onto the bed with him.



“I saw you watching me earlier,” she said. “Most people don’t ever seem to notice me.”



He found that impossible to believe. It would not be the only impossible thing he would come to believe.



“It looked like… you wanted to do things to me.”



He swallowed hard, his chest pounding. His body shook in nervous anticipation. “I’m sorry,” he managed to spit out. “I didn’t mean any disrespect.”



She smirked, raising an eyebrow, crawling on top of him. He could feel the heat of her cunt through the sheet covering him as she pressed herself against him.



“Please,” she said as her face neared his. She brushed his lips with one of her lip rings. “Disrespect me.”



She didn’t have to tell him twice.



He wrapped his arms around her tiny frame and kissed her hard in the mouth. He played his tongue around her lip rings and knew at that moment he’d never want to kiss anything else. His tongue slipped past her lips to find that her tongue was pierced like so many other pieces of her. She moaned as she worked her bare pussy on his cock, which was still frustratingly separated from her by the sheet and his underwear.



He lifted her as he rolled over -- God, she was so small he could probably throw her around the room (and some part deep inside him wanted to do just that) -- so he could get rid of the sheet and his boxers. He struggled with all of that with one hand because he couldn’t wait to touch her. His free hand went immediately to her snatch, and it was everything he thought it might be.



She was warm -- no, hot -- down there and wetter than he’d ever known a woman could be. He’d meant to barely touch her, meant to ask for permission by brushing one finger against her slit before going for more, but her cunt was soaked, and before he knew it, he had three fingers inside her.



And she must have loved it. She pushed herself to meet his hand and whimpered with pleasure.



He finally got his underwear off, and when she saw that he had, she smiled. She pushed him onto his back with more strength than he would’ve believed she had and moved down between his legs. He felt like he was only moments away from coming but didn’t want to spoil what she intended to do.



She took his balls in one hand, his prick in the other. She looked at him and smiled that evil smile of hers. “Watch me,” she said. As if he had any say in the matter.



She spat on the head of his cock and stroked him a couple of times before lowering her mouth. His dick disappeared inside her tiny skull, and her pierced tongue made movements he’d never felt before. Up and down she went, producing as much saliva as her pussy had juices. She never stopped stroking him while she sucked, occasionally twisting his cock as she did so, and she only rarely broke eye contact. Smacking and slurping sounds filled the air as she performed her task.



She reached down between her legs and started furiously rubbing her clit. She began whimpering and moaning again, and the vibrations produced by her noises only hastened his inevitable conclusion.



He wanted to -- no, he tried to -- tell her he was going to come. In previous experiences, women usually liked to know ahead of time when he exploded in their mouths, but he couldn’t get the words out. He was utterly incapable of doing anything but watch her finger herself as she went up and down on his dick.



She seemed to know what he was trying to communicate, though. She laughed -- actually laughed, somehow -- around his cock as the hand between her legs increased its motions. She wasn’t just okay with what was about to happen; she wanted it sooner than later.



As he released himself into her luscious mouth, his vision went out for just a moment. All he saw was black, and all he felt was an incredible relief that made him forget everything that was wrong in the world. Even the name of the bitch who dumped him. Even that there had been a bitch who dumped him.



She pulled her mouth away from him, careful not to spill any of her hard-won prize. She swallowed almost all of it, but some did leak out as she came on her own hand. She hovered there, above him, for just a moment, massaging her clit and twitching, before falling gently onto him. She lay her head on his inner thigh, her lengthy hair flowing around his deflating penis.



“I’m sorry,” he said. “I wanted to last longer.”



“You lasted just long enough,” she said, giggling.



“I want to fuck you,” he told her. “I don’t think I can right now, but…”



She patted him on a stomach that was just big enough to usually make him unattractive to such a creature as this. “Don’t worry,” she whispered. “This will happen again.”



And he smiled as he felt the peace of contented sleep carry him off.



 



---



 



When he awoke later that night, she was gone again. His first thought was that he had somehow dreamed the entire thing. It felt much more real than any dream he’d ever had, but he couldn’t see her just leaving without saying goodbye after what they’d done. Or without letting him know how to contact her again.



He was naked, his underwear probably still beside the bed where he had thrown them while fingering her. And there was a small patch of stickiness on his inner thigh, where his come had dripped from her mouth as she came.



No way it was a dream.



But he had no way of knowing if she would come back and no way to contact her. He didn’t even know her name.



The dark mood he’d felt before she danced before him, in her black cloak and witch hat, reared its ugly head.



 



---



 



Chuck didn’t sleep the rest of the night, and the next day he was feeling even more morose. He drove around Salem and the surrounding area, trying to think of something to do to take his mind off his mystery girl and her disappearance. He found himself in Saugus, about 20 minutes from Salem, when he realized he hadn’t eaten all day. SquareOne Mall had plenty of food options, so he stopped there.



On his way to the food court, he saw a Hot Topic store that he was immediately drawn to. He couldn’t remember ever being in a Hot Topic before, so he had no idea why he had the sudden urge to go inside this one. He laughed when he realized it must have been because of the woman who had bewitched him. She seemed like a Hot Topic kind of girl -- and yes, he was aware he was playing with stereotypes -- so maybe checking out this store would remind him of her.



When he walked into the dimly lit store, he couldn’t believe his eyes. She was behind the counter, ringing up a customer. Her chocolate brown hair was very short this time, the right side of her head shaved much shorter than the left. This must be what she looked like without a wig. He usually preferred women with long hair, but it didn’t seem to matter with this girl -- she didn’t have a look he didn’t like.



She was wearing a black muscle shirt with the logo of a band he didn’t know and black leather pants. He couldn’t see her rear from this angle, but he knew her ass in all that leather would be heavenly.



He stood away from the register area and just watched her as she finished up with her customer. The customer headed for the exit, leaving the store empty except for the two of them. He took a deep breath and approached her.



“Hey!” she exclaimed when she saw him, flashing white teeth between black lips.



“You were gone,” he said, barely managing more than a whisper, “when I woke up.”



“Yeah, sorry about that,” she said, biting her lower lip and looking like the cutest thing in the entire world. “I had something I really needed to do, and you were sleeping so soundly.”



“So you were coming back?” he asked.



“No, silly,” she said. “I left a note on your nightstand to meet me here when I get off today. You’re a little early, but maybe I can work something out. Tell you what, head down to the bathrooms near the food court. I’ll be there as soon as I can.”



He nodded mindlessly, wondering what she was up to. He didn’t care, as long as it meant he got to see her.



 



---



 



He wasn’t waiting long before she walked up to him and grabbed his hand.



“Sorry about that. Had to get Billy to come out of the back and watch the store for a few minutes.” As she said this, she was pulling him toward the family restroom next to the regular bathrooms.



As he followed behind her, he got a good look at her leather-clad ass and smiled at his earlier assumption.



They went inside the bathroom, and she locked the door behind them.



“Let’s fuck,” she said.



He was on her before she finished saying “fuck.” He slammed her against the wall as she unzipped her pants. He pulled her muscle shirt above her head and smiled when he saw she wasn’t wearing a bra.



“One advantage to having tiny tits,” she said with the smirk he now knew so well.



He lifted her along the wall so her breasts were level with his mouth. He started licking her left nipple, savoring the hardness of it and the metal stud rammed through it.



“Fuck,” she said, whimpering a little. “I am so sensitive there, you wouldn’t believe.”



He moved to the other nipple, which elicited a similar reaction. “Oh, I believe it.”



“I want you inside me,” she whispered into his ear.



“Yes, ma’am.”



Still holding her up against the wall with one arm and his chest -- she was as light as a ghost -- he undid his pants with one hand. She reached for his cock and rubbed it against her clit, moaning as she did so.



“I don’t have much time,” she said. “Fuck me now.”



He shoved himself inside her pussy, which may have been even soppier than the day before. He fucked her right there against the wall, which she used as leverage to push back against the onslaught of his dick. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and her tongue fell out of her mouth as she moaned in pleasure. She looked like something he’d seen in anime porn a long time ago. It was like she was in a trance.



She was so loud he knew anyone outside the bathroom would hear her. He also knew he didn’t give a fuck.



Neither of them lasted long. She came with a force he had never seen, digging her nails into his t-shirt. Later, he would see she had actually clawed holes in it and drawn blood from his skin. He came seconds after she did, flooding her cunt with his cum.



He held her against the wall for just a moment, by that point exhausted, on shaking legs. He gently lowered her to the floor, his jizz draining out of her pussy. They both sat like that, bare-assed on the floor of a bathroom in a shopping mall, for a few minutes, looking at each other. He was beside himself with lust, with love, with things he couldn’t begin to describe.



“That was nice,” she said softly, no hint of the animal nature that had possessed her mere moments earlier. “But I’ve got to get back to work.”



“Okay,” he said, wanting to tell her to quit his job and stay with him, that he would take care of her so she didn’t have to work. But that was a little over the top, even considering the events of the last 24 hours. “Can I see you tonight?”



“Maybe,” she said, standing up and pulling up her pants. She didn’t seem to be concerned with the cum that was still trickling down her legs. “You’ll be at the hotel?”



“I’ll be there until a week from today,” he said. “Leaving the day after Halloween.”



“Then I’ll definitely see you before you leave,” she said.



He felt a pain in his stomach as she implied she wouldn’t necessarily see him tonight or even for a few days, but he didn’t want to push his luck. He gave her his phone number so she could call him. She didn’t offer hers.



She started to leave the bathroom while he got dressed, and he suddenly realized he still didn’t know her name. So he asked her.



She turned back and smiled, “It’s Selene.”



 



---



 



Chuck left the bathroom fast enough that he should have been able to enjoy watching her ass shake as she walked back to her store, but she was nowhere to be found. Feeling the same panic that he felt when he first saw -- and lost -- her the day before, he rushed to the Hot Topic. He wasn’t going to bother her again, wasn’t even going to go inside. He just wanted to make sure she was there.



She wasn’t. Or, at least, she didn’t appear to be. Some teenager seemed to be the only employee in the store, but maybe she was in the back room or something.



He decided to go in and ask for her. He’d come up with something he needed to tell her, some excuse to see her again so quickly. He went up to the kid at the register area and asked if Selene was around.



“Who?” the kid said. His name tag said his name was Billy.



“Selene,” Chuck repeated. “Five foot tall, lots of tats and piercings. Sort, dark brown hair?”



“Sorry, man,” Billy said. “Nobody here like that. I mean, our store manager has a lot of tattoos, but she’s really tall and blond.”



He stood there for a moment, mouth opening and closing helplessly. He didn’t know what was going on, but one thing was clear.



She had vanished again, and there was nothing he could do about it.



 



---



 



Chuck spent the rest of the week in a fog. If you were to ask him what day it was, he wouldn’t have been able to tell you. He didn’t leave his hotel room -- where there was no note from Selene about meeting her at the mall like she’d said -- for the first two days after his mall encounter. He wanted to be there in case she came by, but she never did. Finally, toward the end of the week, he ventured out into Salem once again and tried to see some of the sights he remembered being in love with as a kid.



They didn’t matter anymore. Nothing did.



Except for Selene, and he was starting to convince himself she wasn’t real. That he had somehow conjured her, whole cloth, out of his mind.



Except.



Except he had never fucked his imagination before. His imagination had never given him a blow job so tremendous he had nearly passed out from it. His imagination never whimpered as he licked hard, pierced nipples on tiny breasts.



He almost decided to pack it in and leave early since he was enjoying absolutely nothing about being here anymore. But Selene had said she’d see him before he left Salem, and he didn’t want to miss any chances.



Whatever else she was, he learned, she was a creature of her word.



 



---



 



It was just after 9 pm on October 31st. He had expected to spend Halloween night in downtown Salem, where festivities were no doubt well underway. He just wasn’t in the mood. He decided to check out the witch hanging site memorial at Proctor’s Ledge. It had only been created a couple of years ago after historians finally agreed on the actual site of the witch hangings of 1692.



It was a genuinely understated memorial, and it didn’t help that it was so close to a residential neighborhood. He could even see a Walgreens from where he stood. It was just a low stone wall with the names of the thirteen witch trial hanging victims etched into it. Small spotlights illuminated the names, and a single oak tree stood in the middle of the memorial.



As he stood by the oak tree, Chuck felt a sudden chill. The temperature was cool, as it should be on Halloween night in Salem, but much warmer than usual. He wasn’t even wearing a jacket, so he was surprised when he suddenly felt cold. The sensation passed quickly, and then he heard her voice.



“Told you I’d see you before you left,” Selene said, walking up to stand next to him.



Chuck didn’t turn to look at her fully, just took a moment to bask in the idea of her being there. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see that her hair -- her wig -- was different yet again. This time it was long and bright white, with a single streak of black running the entire length.



“I don’t know how you found me,” he said, although some truths were beginning to dawn on him even if he wouldn’t understand them for a long time. “But I’m glad you did.”



“It would have been sooner,” she said. “But not everything is within my control.”



“What does that mean?” he asked.



“I don’t have much time,” she said. “And I’d like one final memory to take with me from this world if you’re up for it.”



Her words made no sense, but something stopped him from questioning them. She moved to stand in front of him, already naked. Skyclad, he thought the Wiccans called it.



He looked down into those icy blue eyes. She was wearing red eyeshadow now, and her lips were painted red instead of black. He ran his fingers through her hair. And, yes, it was hair -- he wasn’t sure what a wig was supposed to feel like, but this felt like actual hair. He got the sense that, despite the wildly different colors and styles he had seen framing the prettiest face he’d ever known, they had been her actual hair each and every time.



He felt a momentary chill once more.



When they started -- right there on the concrete of the hanging memorial -- it wasn’t like the other times. While the need he felt for her was even greater than before, he was slow and gentle, and so was she. There was biting, there was sucking, and he even got to experience eating ass for the first time in his life, but every act was an act of love. The word “fucking” seemed to be from a foreign language.



They climaxed together, and Luna, high above them in all her glory, watched it all.



 



---



 



Afterward, they held each other in silence and looked up at the moon. More than once, he felt his arm start to fall toward his chest, as if passing through her, as if she was vanishing again, but he thought -- until later -- that it must have been his imagination. He couldn’t imagine not ever having her with him now.



“I’m leaving soon,” she said, and he knew she didn’t just mean for a while. “I may not get another chance after tonight.”



“Where are you going?” he asked.



“Home,” she said. “I’ve been here too long, and if I don’t go tonight, I may not survive until the veil is open again.”



She sounded insane, but he knew she was telling the truth. Despite his mother being a Wiccan, he had never believed in magic or anything similar. Now he knew it was all true -- everything. What had this whole week been, if not magical?



He wanted to ask her if it was possible for her ever to make a return trip through the veil. He was afraid the answer would be no, and if that was the case, he was afraid nothing would ever matter to him again.



So he didn’t ask.



He wasn’t sure how long they remained there, basking in the glow of the full moon, but it seemed like a long while.



 



---



 



Chuck woke up in his hotel room. He didn’t remember driving back, didn’t remember Selene disappearing, didn’t remember anything beyond lying on cold concrete with her in his arms keeping him warm.



Like he knew he would, when he realized she was gone, he felt a hole in his chest, in his stomach, like something important was missing. But he also felt strangely happy, fulfilled. As if he had found something he didn’t know he needed and that would remain with him for the rest of his life.



Selene was gone; he knew that. But she was also still with him and would always be. She may not even have been real, but she was real enough for him to remember her forever.



He checked out of the hotel and drove away from Salem, back to his everyday, monotonous life. But every year, during the week of Halloween, he came back to the City of Witches to see if he’d run into a particular blue-eyed chimera in the shape of a lithe young woman. Every year, he visited the witch hanging memorial on the night of October 31st. Always hoping, always fearing, always searching.



He searched for a very long time.
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