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To say that I was pissed off when I found out my husband was cheating would be an understatement.

I could almost understand Clark cheating on me when I saw his lover. Her name was Desiree. It suited her. She was certainly desirable. Gorgeous, in fact. I was surprised my jackass husband had landed such a beauty. She was tall. Three or four inches taller than he was, and he was taller than most guys. She had a perfectly proportioned body, neither skinny nor fat, with massive round boobs and a curvy heart-shaped ass. Long hair the color of honey tumbled to her shoulders, framing a strikingly pretty face. She had an enchanting smile and vivacious green eyes.

I hated her on sight.

I guess I shouldn't have been surprised that she found my husband attractive. He was actually quite hot. He was an engineer at a company that designed industrial robots, and when I'd met him four years ago he'd had dorky glasses with thick black plastic frames, goofy mismatched clothes that looked like they'd come from a rummage sale, and a haircut that looked like it had been done by his mom after a few too many glasses of Chardonnay. I'd almost turned him down when he'd asked me out. But something had made me give him a chance. Once I'd gotten him to swap the glasses for contact lenses, picked out some new clothes for him, and gotten him a proper haircut, he was actually turning heads. He had a great body. His dick was on the small side, but he more than made up for it with his mouth. I'd felt like I'd won some weird-ass lottery.

My friend Michelle alerted me to his infidelity. She saw him and Desiree having dinner and drinks in a restaurant near his office. He'd told me he'd worked late that night. At first I didn't believe Michelle. She showed me photos she'd discreetly taken with her smartphone. In one photo they were leaning across the table and kissing. I must have looked like smoke was about to start pouring out of my ears.

I didn't confront Clark right away. He was so preoccupied with his new lover that he didn't even notice my sudden aloofness. Reading body language was not his forte. I wasn't sure how I was going to handle this. But I was determined to get even.

Jesus may forgive, but I don't.

I have two jobs. I organize bachelorette parties. And I write horror stories.

I was doing research on rituals for summoning demons for my latest novel when I learned of Clark's cheating. As a result I had some detailed spells on hand for invoking denizens of the underworld.

I got a little drunk one evening a few days after discovering Clark's affair. Well, more than a little drunk. I decided to try out one of the spells. I had the house to myself for the weekend. Clark claimed that he was attending some work-related out-of-town conference. I didn't really think the spell would work. But what the fuck, I thought, why not give it a try?

I had to acquire a few things for the ritual—black candles, incense, and such. We lived in a gentrifying area of the city midway between the downtown core and the inner suburbs. The nearest major street to one side of us was home to auto body shops, thrift stores, and pot dispensaries. The nearest major street in the other direction boasted indie cafes, art galleries, and antique shops. A little occult shop had just opened on the latter street, which I had been wanting to check out. It was still early enough in the evening that they were open. I was able to get everything I needed there.

The sun had dipped below the skyline by the time I got back. I drew all the curtains. I pushed the coffee table out of the way and chalked a huge pentacle on our living room floor. I lit a black candle at each of the five points, then turned out the lights so that the flickering flames were the only illumination. I lit some incense. I removed all my clothing and laid it in a neat stack in an armchair. I pricked the tip of my index finger and sprinkled droplets of my blood inside the pentacle, making sure to get some in each of the five arms. I knelt before the pentacle and recited a long incantation in Latin.

I had sobered up somewhat by the time I finished reciting the spell, and was starting to feel a little foolish. I was about to deem the experiment a failure when a mist materialized inside the pentacle. It was a warm summer night, but suddenly I felt cold. My nipples stiffened, and I felt an unexpected warmth between my legs. A shadowy form was solidifying in the haze on the other side of the chalk line.

Holy fuck.

The figure taking shape in front of me must have been seven feet tall. He looked mostly human, but with a few highly disconcerting exceptions. He had massive bat-like wings folded behind him that nearly touched the ceiling. His legs below the knees looked like those of some shaggy animal and ended in heavy cloven hooves. Thick horns about six inches long protruded from his forehead. A long prehensile tail with a spade-shaped tip fluttered in the air behind him. In place of fingernails he had long black claws. And his eyes were an unholy crimson that seemed to glow. The human portions of his body were pleasing to the eye. He had handsome features and a muscular build. His biceps were thicker than my thighs. Long, unruly black hair spilled halfway to his waist. His cock dangled between his legs. It had to be at least eight inches long. And it wasn't even hard.

“Why have you summoned me, mortal?”

“I...um...my husband cheated on me and...and I want revenge...”

“What form do you wish your vengeance to take?”

I hadn't really thought about what I'd ask the demon to do. Like I said, I hadn't truly expected this to work.

“I...uh...well...”

“You dare to summon me without even knowing what you want?”

I was quaking. This was not going well.

The demon burst into raucous laughter. His manner softened.

“It's okay, Molly. I can help you.”

I relaxed a little. But only a little.

“You want your husband and the bitch he's sleeping with cut down to size, correct?”

“Yes.”

“And humiliated for what they did to you. The way they've humiliated you.”

I nodded again, more enthusiastically this time.

“You organize bachelorette parties, right?”

“That's right.”

“How would you like me to shrink them and turn them into living sex dolls to be used for entertainment at your bachelorette parties?”

I stared at the demon, not sure what to make of this idea.

“You could have them do a live sex show at your parties. A sex show that would humiliate them while at the same time entertaining your guests. And then you and the guests can entertain yourselves with them. In any manner you choose.”

“How small are you proposing to shrink them?” My visitor from the netherworld had aroused my interest.

“They'll become smaller and smaller each time you use them. At first they'll be shrunk to three or four feet high. And by the time I'm done with them they'll be the size of...well, the size of a dildo.” The demon laughed.

It sounded ludicrous. It also sounded like a very fitting punishment.

“Okay. Let's do it!”

“Excellent. Now then, let's discuss your payment for my services.”

My body went cold. The demon was going to ask for my soul. Fuck Clark and Desiree. I didn't want to spend the rest of eternity in Hell.

The demon laughed. “No, I'm not going to ask for your soul. I want your body.”

I looked at the demon quizzically.

“In order to pay for this service, you must agree to couple with me. At a time of my choosing.”

I looked down at the demon's gigantic dong.

“Don't worry. I'll alter your body to ensure that you won't be harmed by our fornication. You'll definitely feel it, but you won't be injured. You have my word.”

I felt myself get a little wet. I wanted this dark, hunky giant to fuck me. Even if he did have bat wings and hooves.

“So do we have a deal?”

I hesitated only a moment.

“Yes.”

“How the hell did you get in here? And who the fuck is that?”

The demon and I had materialized in the hotel room where Clark and Desiree were pounding the duck. Clark was trying to sound macho. But I could tell he was scared. I couldn't blame him. The demon had ditched the wings, hooves, tail, et cetera. And his eyes were now an icy blue, not an incandescent red. But he was still seven feet tall. He was wearing tight-fitting black jeans, massive running shoes that looked a little too big even on him, and a bright short-sleeved shirt festooned with tropical foliage and the occasional parakeet. Men's fashion was not one of my demon's strong points.

“Shut up,” the demon commanded. “You talk too much.”

The demon waved an arm, and Clark and Desiree were frozen in place. Clark was on top of Desiree, suspended in mid-thrust with his bare ass arched in the air. His mouth was hanging open, his next words of protest trapped in his throat. Desiree's expression was a comical combination of shock, embarrassment, and fear.

“That's better. Now then, we need to have a chat.”

Clark and Desiree were still able to move their eyes. They watched fearfully as my new ally spoke.

“First, I should introduce myself. I'm a demon. Molly summoned me to help you atone for the wrong you've done her. And that's what I'm going to do. You wouldn't be able to pronounce my real name if your lives depended on it. So you can just call me Tod.”

I had a demon named Tod. Could my day possibly get any weirder?

“The two of you really fucked up by cheating on Molly. And by cheating on Desiree's husband. Desiree, did you know that your husband's brother Simon works for one of the national security agencies?”

The demon pointed his index finger and made a circular gesture, modifying the spell he'd cast so that she could speak.

“Uh...I...um...he's mentioned it. So what?”

“Simon is third in command of the biggest intelligence agency in the country. A very powerful man. He can make anyone quietly and permanently disappear with a few words.”

Desiree said nothing, but she looked scared. So did Clark.

“And not only is he going to be pissed that you fucked over his little brother John. By cheating on John, you've opened yourself up to blackmail by foreign intelligence agencies. They can potentially pressure you to try to manipulate John into getting information from Simon that could be used in ways that aren't in the best interests of the country. The agency doesn't take chances in these situations.”

Desiree swallowed fearfully. Clark's hard-on had wilted, and dangled limply above Desiree's beaver.

“Of course, when someone gets disappeared, there's usually an interrogation. Are you familiar with some of the interrogation techniques they use now? Waterboarding is so passe.”

Desiree looked like she might faint. Clark appeared to be struggling not to lose control of his bladder.

“What do you want from us?” Desiree asked softly.

“I'm glad you asked. Here's my proposal. The two of you are going to compensate Molly for the wrong you've done her by agreeing to serve as living sex dolls at the next three bachelorette parties she organizes. You'll do whatever Molly and I command. And whatever the girls at the parties ask of you. It will be humiliating and degrading. And sometimes painful. But your modified bodies will be able to take it, and you won't suffer any permanent damage. If you agree, I'll make sure that Desiree's husband and his brother never learn about your affair.”

Desiree took only a moment to mull over her options.

“Okay, I'll do it. I'll do whatever you want.”

The demon pointed at Clark and twirled his finger, enabling Clark to speak.

“Clark? How about you?”

“Yes. I'll do it.”

“That's the spirit! The next bachelorette party is a week from now. We'll see you then. Carry on.”

The demon lifted the spell. Clark sat up and pulled a sheet over his shrunken manhood. Desiree scowled at him and yanked the sheet away to cover her own nakedness.

The demon smirked. He waved an arm, and the two of us vanished as suddenly as we'd arrived.

“Do you really have to shrink us?” Desiree complained. The tall beauty wasn't so tall anymore. She was now just four feet high. In her heels.

The demon who called himself Tod gave Desiree a stern look. Desiree prudently shut up.

Clark had been shrunk even more. He was only three feet tall, greatly increasing the height disparity between himself and Desiree. The top of his head barely reached Desiree's tits.

“Why did you make me so much shorter than Desiree?” Clark griped. “Couldn't you make me taller than her? Usually the man is—“

“By Lucifer's unhallowed ass crack,” Tod cursed. “Do you ever stop whining?” He waved his arm, and Tod and Desiree were frozen in place. “There, that's better.”

Tod was wearing a lavender tuxedo today. It looked a little odd. But it was an improvement over the parrot shirt. I wasn't going to criticize the sartorial decisions of a demon who could transform me into a kumquat with the bat of an eye.

Tod had brought an assistant. A junior demon who used the human name Elmer. Elmer was a short, rotund fellow who was only marginally taller than Desiree. He had short, spiky red hair and a funky green suit that made him look like a leprechaun. He kept staring at me and Desiree's tits.

“Now then, let me explain some shit,” Tod said. “Molly and I will be giving your bodies commands telepathically. And you bodies will be following them. You won't be able to speak or move on your own without our permission.

“We'll be monitoring your thoughts. You can back out of our deal at any time just by telling us telepathically that you want to stop. If you do, our bargain is cancelled, and you'll have to face the consequences of your infidelity with John and his brother Simon without my help. And without my intervention, I can assure you that John and Simon will find out what you did. But it's entirely up to you. Demons don't have unlimited power, regardless of what people may think, and I can't force you to do this against your will.”

Tod ordered Clark and Desiree to sit on the floor, and their bodies obeyed. We were in a storage room in the rented hall where the bachelorette party would soon be taking place. Clark looked haggard. His clothes were mismatched and rumpled. It was the first time I'd seen him since we'd barged in on him and Desiree in the hotel room. He'd been living at the hotel since. He'd spent three days sending me texts and leaving me voice mails begging me to forgive him and take him back. I'd told him to fuck off and blocked his number. Desiree didn't look so great either. I knew from Tod that she and Clark had stopped seeing each other. And that they had been fighting and blaming each other for their predicament.

“We still have two hours before the guests start arriving,” Tod said. “Elmer can keep an eye on our playthings. There's a nice Italian restaurant on the corner. Would you care to join me for a bite to eat and a glass of wine?”

“Um, sure.” My eyes glanced down at the goofy tux he was wearing, but I didn't dare say anything. Tod grinned, reading my mind. The tux morphed into a stylish black designer suit and tie.

“Better?”

I nodded.

Tod offered me his arm, and I took it.

“Elmer, don't touch Clark or Desiree while I'm gone. I mean it. If you fuck either of them while I'm not here, I'm going to turn you into a footstool.”

“I won't do anything inappropriate, Boss,” Elmer promised. He didn't sound entirely convincing.

You're not going to just leave us here with...with him... Clark protested. He couldn't talk, but Tod, Elmer, Desiree and I could all hear him in our heads. Unfortunately.

You'll be fine, Tod assured him.

Tod escorted me to the door, then turned back to Clark.

Probably.

Tod laughed, put an arm around me, and led me outside.

I look ridiculous, Clark grumbled.

Tod had outfitted Clark in a male stripper costume that could politely be described as one-of-a-kind. He was wearing a leopard-skin cave man outfit that wrapped around his waist and rose up over one shoulder, leaving his other shoulder and most of his chest bare. And platform boots with half a dozen huge buckles and chains that looked like a parody of something a goth or shock rocker would wear. And last but not least, a bright red cowboy hat. I had no idea if Tod honestly thought this looked cool or if the costume was part of the humiliation Tod had promised. I knew Tod was reading my mind, but he just grinned enigmatically.

You do look ridiculous, Desiree agreed, inwardly smirking.

And you look like a slut, Desiree. Tod had clothed Desiree in ridiculously high platform stilettos, a miniskirt that didn't fully cover her butt, a thong that was narrower than my little finger, a crop top that left the undersides of her boobs exposed, and a long feather boa.

Fuck you! Desiree retorted.

Tod's grin widened. I was struggling not to laugh out loud.

Guests were starting to file into the main chamber of the rented hall. The hostess had paid for an open bar, and the drinks were already flowing. Wait staff were setting up a massive buffet table. The DJ had just started the music. A girl was singing about her sexual escapades over a pounding techno beat. I did it on the beach...I did it on a leash...I did it in a cab...I did it with your dad....

“It's time to go out and join the party,” Tod announced.

“But I wanted a male stripper,” Chantal, the bride-to-be, protested when I informed her of the slight change in plans.

“Trust me, you'll like the show these remote-controlled sex dolls put on,” Tod promised. Tod and Elmer were posing as my assistants. Tod was still wearing the stylish suit he'd worn when he'd treated me to dinner. He'd outfitted Elmer in a perfectly tailored suit that matched his own. Elmer still had his spiky hairdo. He looked like a punk rock undertaker.

Chantal was unconvinced.

“If you're not happy with tonight's entertainment,” Tod offered, “we'll give you double your money back.”

My jaw dropped. Tod had not discussed this with me. Trust me, crooned Tod, his words only audible to me. I've got this.

Tod smiled beguilingly at Chantal. The masculine sexuality radiating from the tall demon was enough to dampen the panties of any woman within a ten foot radius. Chantal's resistance melted.

“Okay, I'll give them a try.” She batted her eyes flirtily at Tod. I had a feeling her marriage was going to be short-lived. Unless her husband had a cuckolding fetish.

Tod had earlier used his magic to make a bed appear in the middle of the cavernous hall. It looked like the one from Clark and Desiree's hotel room, but reduced to be proportionate with their new miniaturized bodies. Some of the guests wandered over to have a look at it, clearly wondering what it was doing there.

Elmer was walking around with a silver tray covered with pink pills. The pills were aphrodisiacs that would both amplify libido and reduce inhibitions. He offered one to each of the guests. Most of the women, to my surprise, took one. Chantal, it seemed, hung out with a pretty wild crowd.

I had questioned whether giving out these pills was a good idea when Tod told me about them. “Trust me,” had been his only response. Perhaps I was crazy, but I did trust him. I'd agreed to let Elmer hand out the pills.

Most of the party-goers were young and, like Chantal, good-looking. Elmer was feeling up every girl in sight with his eyes as he circulated among them. None of the girls paid any attention to the creepy little fucker.

Once everyone had had plenty of time to eat and drink and socialize—and once everyone had been offered one of the aphrodisiacs—Tod slipped off to the storage room. He returned a moment later with Clark and Desiree each tucked under one arm. He carried them to the bed and sat them side by side.

“Ladies, if you'd care to gather around the bed in the center of the room, we're going to have some entertainment now.”

The guests made their way to the bed. Most of them had drinks in their hands. Some had paper plates with snacks. Wafts of pot smoke drifted here and there. A rock song about a girl who could deepthroat anything was throbbing on the sound system. Clark's eyes roamed over the women's bodies as they gathered around the bed. I couldn't wait to start punishing him.

Stand up, Tod silently ordered. Clark and Desiree both rose to their feet. Standing on the bed, they were more or less at face level with Chantal's guests.

“These sex dolls will be putting on a little show for you in a moment,” Tod said. “Afterward, if you want, you can try them out yourselves. I guarantee that you will find them eager-to-please and highly adept at the erotic arts.”

A few girls giggled nervously. Others eyed the two shrunken adulterers like hungry wolves. Tod's aphrodisiac seemed to already be kicking in. A raven-haired beauty named Carla tentatively ran her fingers through Clark's hair, then trailed them down his cheek.

“Wow, he feels completely real. His skin's even warm.”

A skinny girl with purple hair whose name was Wendy touched Desiree's cheek, then squeezed one of Desiree's boobs. Desiree's eyes widened in shock.

“This one feels real too. Shit, her nipple is getting hard.”

The girl standing beside Wendy reached out and cupped Desiree's other tit.

“You're right. She feels nice.”

A tall, heavy girl with massive boobs named Lola stepped forward and slid her hand under the hem of Clark's leopard-skin covering.

“This thing's got a dick,” she exclaimed. “It's not very big though.”

Clark blushed slightly. He'd always been self-conscious about his sub-average size.

Carla lifted the hem of Clark's outfit, allowing everyone to see his pecker.

“You're right. That's pretty small.”

“I think it's getting bigger!”

“You're right, the tiny dude's getting a hard-on!” Several women laughed.

“It's still pretty fucking small, though.”

Clark's blush deepened.

“Look, he's blushing!” More women laughed.

“I'll give him something to blush about.” Lola gripped Clark's diminutive rod and gave it a yank. “Let's see if I can make this thing get any bigger.”

Lola gave Clark's willie another mighty tug. Clark inwardly winced. Several women laughed. Others encouraged Lola to keep going.

Lola tightened her grip on Clark's rooster and yanked it as if she wanted to detach it from his body. Clark tried to protest, but no sound came out. His eyes watered. A couple of the women were laughing so hard that they were clutching themselves.

Want to give up and call off the bargain? Tod silently asked Clark.

No!

I think Clark would rather have stuck his penis in a wasp's nest than face Desiree's husband and his dangerous brother-in-law.

Lola continued brutally wanking Clark off.

“It's getting bigger,” Lola announced. “Still too small to satisfy a gerbil, but it's an improvement.” More laughter rippled through the audience.

“Alright, ladies. You'll all get plenty of time to play with the toys. But now it's time for them to perform their show.”

Clark silently sighed with relief as Lola released him. Burlesque music started playing. Clark's body, responding to fresh commands from Tod, began twirling and gyrating and shaking his booty. He moved with a nimbleness I would never have guessed him capable of. Several of the women pulled out their smartphones and began recording the performance. Clark blushed more deeply than ever.

Desiree, also obeying Tod's instructions, wiggled and twisted. Some of the girls tittered. A couple of them guffawed. One let out a wolf-whistle.

Moan, bitch, Tod ordered Desiree. And make it good.

Desiree let out a long, sultry moan. Her cheeks reddened.

That's good. Now feel yourself up. Play with yourself like the slut that you are.

Desiree's hands roamed over her body. She cupped her boobs and squeezed them. One hand slid into her skirt and massaged her pussy. This elicited more laughter, hoots, and ridicule from the audience.

One of the girls brought her smartphone in for a close-up that started at Desiree's face and then panned down to her hand wedged into her miniskirt. Desiree could do nothing about it, but cringed inside. It cheered my heart. Tod was enjoying the show too. He put a hand on my shoulder in a way that didn't quite feel platonic. I made no effort to push it away.

Smack yourself on the ass, Clark, I commanded.

Clark tried to scowl at me, but his facial muscles wouldn't obey his brain. He bent forward and swatted himself on the ass. This elicited the loudest laughter yet. Clark's face was the color of a beet.

“Look how much the male one is blushing!” Carla exclaimed jovially.

“He looks like he's going to cry!” another woman jeered.

“If I didn't know better, I'd swear those two dolls were alive!” declared Chantal.

Tod ordered Clark to toss his hat into the audience, and he did. One of the girls caught it and tried to put it on her head. It was a little too small. Tod discreetly twitched a couple of his fingers, and suddenly the hat fit. The girl was quite drunk, and didn't notice that the hat had magically become a little bigger. No one else noticed either. Other than me.

I ordered Desiree to keep playing with herself and to keep moaning, since this was obviously embarrassing her. Her fingers sped up beneath her skirt. She moaned like a nymphomaniac getting gangbanged by a football team.

Clark, responding to a fresh directive from Tod, bent Desiree over and simulated fucking her in the ass. After several minutes of this, I ordered Desiree to bend Clark over and simulate fucking him in the ass. Desiree enthusiastically did so, to the immense delight of the audience. I could not only read Clark and Desiree's thoughts, thanks to Tod's magic, but could also sense what they were feeling. The mortification and shame Clark felt as Desiree dry humped him brought a smile to my lips.

More of the women were now recording Clark and Desiree's performance with their smartphones. Clark's mortification increased as he realized that some of this footage could end up on the Internet.

Oh, your antics are definitely going to end up on the Internet, Tod quietly assured him, erasing any doubt.

Wait, you can't let this end up on the Internet! Clark objected smugly. If it does, Desiree's husband and brother-in-law could see it! You promised you'd make sure they never find out about our...uh...our involvement with each other.

Oh, don't worry about that. I'll modify Desiree's appearance in all the videos just enough that she won't be recognizable.

And me too?

Tod laughed inside Clark's head.

I don't know. We'll see. I think it would be very funny watching you try to explain to your employer and your mother how you ended up becoming an amateur porn star.

Clark did not think it would be funny at all.

The burlesque music was replaced by a hip hop song about oral worship that would never be played in any church.

Get on your knees, Tod commanded. Make Desiree come with your mouth.

Seriously? Clark whined as his body knelt in front of his taller lover.

That's right, bitch, Desiree said, grinning.

The audience whistled and cheered as Desiree pulled off her thong, yanked up her miniskirt, and mashed her pussy in Clark's face.

Tod instructed Desiree to mock and insult Clark as he serviced her. Desiree was more than happy to comply.

“Make me come, you fucking loser!” Desiree bellowed. Clark responded with a wimpy, indignant grunt.

“Fuck, you're useless,” Desiree spat. She gripped Clark's head with both hands and aggressively fucked his face.

“That's it, girl,” one of the women shouted. “Pound his face!” Several other women echoed the sentiment.

“Look at that,” Wendy, the girl with the purple hair, remarked. “The little dude's harder than ever.” Clark's erection was bulging against its leopard skin covering. It was definitely bigger than before. Fresh laughter rippled through the throng of women.

“Come on, can't you do anything right?” Desiree mocked as Clark struggled to make her come. Clark was usually good at oral, but for some reason he was having trouble getting Desiree to the finish line. Desiree tightened her grip on his head and humped his face harder than ever. Many of the women cheered her on.

“The little guy reminds me of my last boyfriend,” Carla said. “He was pathetic at oral too.”

“You'd think with a cock that small he'd be really good at eating pussy,” said Wendy. Several women laughed.

Clark and Desiree were both intensely aroused despite their embarrassment. Clark had never needed to come so badly in his entire life. I sensed Tod partially lifting his spell on Clark so that Clark could temporarily move his arms. Unable to take any more, Clark slid a hand under his leopard-skin garment to relieve his need. Desiree sensed what he was trying to do.

“Don't you dare touch yourself, you useless cumbucket!” she yelled. “Put your hands on my ass!”

Clark ignored her and wrapped his hand around his engorged member.

“Hey, the little dude's trying to choke the chicken!” Lola exclaimed. The most boisterous round of laughter yet erupted from the assembled party girls. A couple of girls stepped forward with their smartphones to ensure that Clark's actions would be preserved for posterity.

Get your hands on Desiree's ass, I ordered. And if I catch you trying to flog the dolphin again, you'll be going down on Elmer instead of Desiree.

Clark's hands flew to Desiree's ass with a speed that seemed to defy physics. Desiree grinned and pummeled his face even harder. He gripped her cheeks like a drowning man trying to hang onto a life preserver in a storm. His abandoned erection bobbed back and forth beneath his leopard-skin garment.

Desiree's head abruptly tilted back. She moaned lasciviously as she creamed in Clark's face. Her climax was a long one. Some of the watching women laughed. Many of them applauded.

Tod gave Clark and Desiree a moment to recover, then issued his next command.

Clark rose to his feet. Desiree tore off his leopard-skin caveman suit. Several women cheered.

Clark attempted to take off one of his oversized boots. He lost his balance and landed on his ass. The audience roared with laughter.

Desiree hopped onto Clark and sat on his chest. She pinned his arms to the bed with her legs. He couldn't move without my or Tod's permission, but the audience didn't know this. Desiree reached beneath a pillow and pulled out a pink ball gag. Clark's eyes rolled around like those of a horse that had just spotted a rattlesnake.

Desiree grabbed Clark by the hair and forced the ball gag into his mouth. Clark struggled ineffectually. Desiree pulled the gag's straps behind his head and fastened them in place. Clark moaned in protest. But he didn't dare ask Tod or I to stop her.

Desiree climbed off Clark's chest and sat on the edge of the bed. She pulled Clark over her lap.

Are you fucking serious? Clark protested as he realized what was coming next. Only we and Desiree could hear him, of course. And Elmer. Tod grinned. More laughter rose from the assembled party-goers.

Desiree raised her arm and struck Clark's bare ass with a resounding smack. He looked like he was on the verge of crying again. I could tell that it was more from humiliation than pain. The laughter grew more raucous. One girl doubled over and had to support herself against a bedpost.

Desiree smacked Clark's ass again. And again. Her blows became increasingly forceful. Though she was acting on Tod's commands, I could tell that she was enjoying this. Clark whimpered and groaned around the uncomfortable ball gag. Red handprints soon crisscrossed his pale backside. Tears began trickling down his cheeks.

“The little fucker is crying!” exclaimed Lola.

“He looks like my last boyfriend,” a girl who had arrived late and just joined the others remarked. “I'd love to take a turn smacking his ass myself.”

Clark's glanced at the woman who had just spoken, a slender blonde named Melissa. His tear-blurred eyes widened in shock. I realized with disgust that Desiree hadn't been the first woman he'd cheated on me with. The fucking wanker had bedded this girl too. It took all of my willpower not to step forward and beat the living snot out of him right then and there. Tod put a hand on my shoulder, both to comfort and to restrain me.

“Shit, Melissa, he really does look like that fuckwad you were sleeping with,” another girl agreed. “Didn't that asshole turn out to have a wife?”

“Yeah. I dumped his ass when I found out.”

Desiree was connecting the dots and realizing that she was not the first girl Clark had cheated with. That she wasn't really all that special, but was just another cocksleeve to Clark.

Desiree spanked Clark with a fury that make her previous blows look like love-taps. Tod hadn't given her a command to do this. She was doing it on her own. Clark twitched and shuddered under the onslaught. His ass was soon the color of an eggplant. He groaned pathetically around the ball gag. Desiree showed him no mercy.

“What a fucking wimp,” Lola sneered. “Take it like a man, you useless fuck!” Several others laughed and jeered.

Desiree's assault on Clark's ass finally ceased. Obeying her next orders from Tod, she hauled Clark from her lap and pushed him onto his back in the middle of the bed.

“Look at that!” Carla exclaimed. “He's still hard. The little pervert is enjoying this!”

“His dick has gotten bigger!” observed Wendy. She was right. Clark's dick was slowly getting bigger. It was almost normal sized now in proportion to his miniaturized body. It appeared that Tod was using his magic to slowly increase the size of Clark's schlong. I looked at him inquisitively, but his expression was deadpan.

“It's still way too small,” said Lola. “At least for me. I like real men.”

“Me too,” agreed Carla. “I wouldn't let that little dude fuck me if he was the last guy on Earth.”

The women's disparagement hurt Clark even more than the beating his ass had just taken. My eyes met his, and I smiled.

Desiree stepped over Clark, planting her feet on either side of his torso. She tossed her boa away. Her shoes, skirt and top all followed, to cheers and whistles from the assembled women. She lowered herself back down onto Clark's chest, again pinning his arms under her folded legs. She pulled four sets of handcuffs from under the pillows. She raised them above her head like a trophy so that everyone could see, eliciting the loudest cheers yet. The female lust in the air was palpable.

Desiree pulled Clark's right arm to the nearest bedpost and secured it with one of the handcuffs. His arm was stretched taut. Tod had ensured that the bed was just the right size for Clark to be cuffed spreadeagled to the bedposts without any wiggle room. Desiree repeated the process with his other arm. Then she moved down to his feet, pulled off each of his oversized boots, and manacled his ankles to the bedposts. She straddled Clark on her knees and shuffled forward till she was astride his head. She reached down and removed the ball gag. There was further laughter, cheering, and shouts of encouragement as the women realized what was going to happen next.

Desiree grinned and plopped herself down on Clark's face. Clark grunted as Desiree's larger body pressed him into the mattress.

“Eat me!”

Desiree had never sat on Clark's face before. Clark was mortified by the way she was using him like a slave. And doing so in front of an audience of young, horny women who were delighting in his suffering.

Clark's cock did not share his brain's concerns. It was sticking straight up, bobbing and twitching with each of Desiree's movements.

Well, what are you waiting for? Tod asked. Make Desiree happy.

Clark began caressing and licking Desiree's cooch. Desiree moaned, gripped his hair, and ground herself against his face. Neither Tod nor I had asked her to do this. She was acting on her own. Clark grunted, but continued eating her. Tod ordered him to get his tongue in deeper, and he pushed it as far as he could into her love tunnel. Desiree rode it as if it was a cock. Her juices were soon trickling into his mouth, ratcheting up both his lust and his humiliation.

Elmer was circulating with a large tray of fresh drinks from the bar. His eyes continued to crawl over the women he was serving. Tod and I both sensed him wondering if he could get away with pretending to stumble and brushing his face against the boobs of one particularly hot girl. He had a disconcerting bulge in the front of his trousers that I was never going to be able to unsee.

If you so much as breathe heavy on that girl, Tod warned Elmer, or any other girl here, I'm going to turn you into a Fleshlight and stick you in a gloryhole. Elmer frowned and lowered his eyes to the floor. He continued handing out drinks. The bulge in his pants was still there. It jiggled obscenely as he walked. I suspected I was going to be spending a lot of money on therapy when this was all over.

“Come on, bitch, you can do better than that,” Desiree goaded. “A real man would have made me come three or four times by now.”

Clark responded with an indignant grunt. Desiree punished him with an extra hard thrust.

“That's it, girl!” Melissa yelled. “Fuck that loser's face!”

“Yeah, ride that fucker hard!” Lola exhorted. “Show him who's boss.”

“And when you come, don't let him up until he swallows!” another girl shouted. A couple of her companions laughed.

Desiree's boobs bounced as she pummeled Clark's face. Clark's body shook beneath her pistoning hips. The bed was creaking. I noticed that many of the women's nipples were poking against their clothing. Carla pulled off her tube top and whirled it around her head with a gleeful whoop. She wore nothing underneath.

“That's it, sis!” Carla yelled. “Pound that slut right into the mattress!” She grabbed a shot glass from Elmer's tray and downed it in one gulp, then helped herself to another.

Lola, who was also more than a little drunk at this point, stepped up to the bed and started feeling around beneath the pillows. I looked at Tod uncertainly.

Don't worry, Tod said. She just wants to join the fun.

Lola found the keys to the handcuffs. She moved to the foot of the bed and undid the cuffs around Clark's ankles. The fear emanating from Clark was like a fog as he wondered what she was up to. She clambered onto the bed and grabbed Clark's ankles with one big hand. She lifted his legs into the air and gave his abused ass several mighty slaps, to giggles and jeers from the other party-goers.

Lola brought two fingers to Clark's ass-crack. Clark realized what was about to happen next, and for the first time seriously considered calling our deal off. But he didn't. He squeezed his eyes shut and emitted a muffled urk! as Lola drove her fingers into his virgin ass. Howls of laughter and shouts of approval filled the air. Numerous smartphones were recording the action from multiple angles. Lola clearly didn't care.

Lola vigorously finger-fucked Clark while Desiree simultaneously fucked his face. Clark's straining erection continued to get bigger. I wasn't the only one who noticed.

“The male doll's cock keeps getting larger,” Chantal remarked. “The more she abuses him, the more it grows. These dolls are amazing!”

“Give him another half hour and his cock might be big enough to actually be useful,” said Lola.

Desiree's breathing was coming in long, high-pitched gasps. She tightened her grip on Clark's head. A steady stream of female pre-cum was dripping into his mouth. Lola rammed a third and then a fourth finger into his abused anus. Clark squawked. The sound was muffled by Desiree's twat, but still plainly audible. It was met with more laughter from the audience.

Desiree shuddered and gushed as the most powerful orgasm she'd ever experienced ripped through her. She had never squirted before, and Clark had never had a girl he was eating squirt before. He was stunned by the volume of female jizz that flooded his mouth. He was forced to swallow.

Desiree rose shakily as the women around her erupted into applause. She left Clark fastened in place on the bed and pushed the gag back into his mouth. The lower half of his face glistened with her cum. Lola withdrew her fingers from his ass. She gave Clark a couple more smacks on the butt, then lowered his legs and refastened the cuffs around his ankles. She gave him a mocking kiss on the forehead before getting off the bed.

Desiree, following Tod's unspoken commands, positioned herself over Clark on her hands and knees, her body parallel to his. His head barely reached her chin, and his feet only reached her mid shins. She gripped his swollen cock. It was not only still growing, but was growing faster.

“Look how big the male doll's cock is now!” cried Carla.

“Now that's what a cock should look like,” said Lola.

Do I really have to fuck this loser? Desiree asked as her hand brought Clark's erection to her slit.

Of course you don't. I can teleport you back to the hotel, and you can deal with the consequences of your actions yourselves. In fact, I'm kind of hoping you back out of our bargain. I really don't like the two of you.

Never mind, I'll do it. I'll just imagine he's somebody else.

I'm going to imagine you're somebody else, Clark retorted.

Swallow my load, loser. Oh wait, you just did.

Tod and I looked at each other as the lovers-turned-fuckmates bickered. None of the guests could hear the unspoken dialog. We both smiled.

Desiree lowered herself onto Clark. Her larger body pressed Clark's smaller one into the mattress. His cock appeared to have at last stopped growing. It had gone from looking like it belonged on a Chihuahua to looking like something from a monster cock porn video. Desiree bit her lip as she forced it in. She had never been stretched so wide before, nor penetrated so deeply. Her eyes looked like they were going to pop out of her head as she pushed herself onto the last inch or two.

Fuck him hard, Desiree, Tod instructed. Make him feel it. Make him pay for getting you into this situation.

Oh, I will, Desiree promised. Her libido, briefly sated when she came in Clark's face, was flaring to life again. I wasn't sure if she was always this horny or if Tod's dark magic had something to do with it. Tod wasn't saying.

A new song began playing. It was called Fuck Me Like a Bitch. Tod had made some alterations to the DJ's usual playlist.

Desiree pounded Clark like she wanted to kill him.

“I don't think the little guy's going to survive,” Chantal remarked. She didn't sound particularly distressed about it.

Elmer was circulating with more drinks. Some of the girls were nodding or swaying to the throbbing music. Others were laughing or encouraging Desiree to fuck Clark even harder. A couple of the women looked like they wanted to slip a hand under their skirt or down the front of their jeans.

Tod ordered Desiree to subject Clark to more belittlement. Desiree cheerfully complied.

“Come on, you useless cumrag! Fuck me back! Make yourself useful for once!”

Clark responded with what sounded like Umph.

“Christ, I'd get more action from a blow-up rubber doll,” sneered Desiree, sounding genuinely disgusted. “Show some enthusiasm, you fucking worm!”

Clark really was trying. With Desiree on top of him and his arms and legs handcuffed to the bedposts, he couldn't move. He tried to say that this wasn't fair, but the ball gag reduced his words to muffled gibberish.

“The girl's right!” yelled Wendy. “You're fucking her like you're in a coma! A lobotomized chimp could fuck better. Come on, put a little effort into it, Deadfuck!”

Several women laughed. Most of them seemed to have forgotten that Clark and Desiree were supposed to be nothing more than lifelike automatons.

“Deadfuck,” Desiree taunted. “That's the perfect nickname for you!”

Clark's face reddened.

“Holy shit, the little fucker's blushing again!” Carla exclaimed. “He's embarrassed!”

“I'd be embarrassed too if I was him,” Chantal said.

“Fuck him harder!” yelled Melissa, the girl Clark had cheated with. “Flatten that little fucker into a pancake!”

A couple of other girls, perhaps also recently betrayed or jilted, echoed Melissa's call. Clark seemed to be turning into a lightning rod for all the frustrations the women had experienced over the years with men. Soon all the women were encouraging Desiree to hatefuck Clark into a pulp. It made me smile.

Desiree pummeled Clark like a typhoon. Her hips rose four or five inches into the air with each thrust, causing his cock to slide halfway out. It glistened with her wetness. I was glad I wasn't going to have to launder the bedsheets when she was done with him. Clark's entire body shuddered each time she slammed herself down on him. Tod was no longer stopping him from moving, and he struggled and thrashed beneath her, but between her weight and the handcuffs he could barely move. He was making pitiful urk and oomph sounds though the ball gag as she pounded him senseless.

“She really is gonna flatten him. There's gonna be nothing left of that boy but a big messy stain when she's done,” one of the girls chortled.

Desiree raised herself to a sitting position astride Clark's hips. She resumed bouncing up and down on him like a jackhammer. She started fondling and squeezed her big boobs, pinching and tugging her taut nipples. Her skin was sheened with perspiration. Her eyes had a dazed, faraway look. Her breath was coming in deep, ragged moans.

“Oh yeah...fuck yeah...Jesus yes....” She did not seem to be aware that she was talking out loud.

Tod slid an arm around my waist, then moved it down to rest on my ass. Clark saw this, and I felt him sinking to a new depth of humiliation and despair. I smiled.

Desiree lowered herself back down horizontally onto Clark. She fucked him more violently than ever. The bed quaked as if in the throes of an earthquake. It looked like it might collapse. Desiree's pussy squeezed Clark's cock with almost superhuman force. Tod had enhanced her cooch so that it was stronger than that of any normal woman. Clark's eyes nearly popped out of his head.

Desiree's moans intensified. The sound could have given a stiffie to a corpse. It made me want to throw that bitch off the bed and take her place. Carla was standing beside me. She slid a hand into the front of her barely-there skirt and started playing with herself. Another girl noticed this, muttered “Fuck it”, and did the same. It took all of my willpower not to copy them.

Now squeeze his cock as hard as you can, Tod instructed Desiree.

Desiree clenched her vagina around Clark's erection harder than ever. Clark squawked like a chicken being plucked as his new cock was compressed more than I would have believed possible. Tears ran down the sides of his face from the pain.

Along with the pain—in some weird way because of the pain—the sensation was better than anything Clark had ever experienced before.

Clark spasmed beneath Desiree as if he had touched a live wire. He let out a moan that rivaled Desiree's as his nuts emptied inside her. Desiree's eyes rolled into the back of her head as she too reached her zenith. She let out a fresh moan that made her previous ones sound like whispers. I'm pretty sure it could be heard in the parking lot.

Clark and Desiree's dual orgasm went on and on. It was making me wet. I wasn't the only one. Carla shuddered and came in her panties. Moments later the other girl who was jilling joined her. Several other women appeared to be seriously considering buffing the bunny.

Desiree lifted herself off Clark and flopped onto her back beside him.

“Can I give one of those sex dolls a try?” Chantal asked. “I want to see if the male sex doll can make me come like it made her come.”

“Absolutely,” I said.

I sensed the apprehension radiating from Clark and Desiree. There were a lot of women at Chantal's party. But neither of them protested. They were willing to do almost anything to avoid facing the wrath of Desiree's brother-in-law.

“Can I go first?” Lola asked. “My boyfriend fucked me a couple of times before I came over here, and got me all horny. I could use a few more orgasms.”

“Sure!” Chantal said.

Clark's anxiety increased as the big girl climbed onto the bed on her knees and straddled his face. He prayed that Lola's boyfriend had used condoms when he fucked her. Few people used condoms anymore, with STIs having been all but eradicated with recent medical advances, but some people still employed them as a precaution or as a means of birth control.

Nope, he fucked her bareback, Tod informed him cheerfully. She's on the pill.

I struggled not to laugh out loud as Lola lowered herself onto my cheating husband's face.

“You know, I haven't tried these dolls out myself,” I said. “They just arrived today, and this is the first time we've used them. Does anyone mind if I join in?”

“Go for it,” Chantal invited.

I stepped up to Desiree. I'd never had another woman eat me before. I'd never wanted another woman to eat me before. But the idea of mashing Desiree's face into my cunt and making her swallow my love was suddenly very appealing. Desiree's anxiety was palpable. She was bi, and had gone down on other women plenty of times before. But she knew how furious I was with her. And that I intended to pound her face the way she had just pounded Clark's cock.

I gripped my rival by the hair and pulled her off the bed and onto her knees in front of me. I pulled my short dress over my head and tossed it to the floor, then removed my panties. I grasped Desiree's head with both hands and pushed her face into my sopping pussy.

“Suck me off, you worthless whore!”

The other women started forming lines in front of Clark and Desiree. I could tell that most of these girls were going to want more than one turn. Tod was grinning almost ear to ear.

It was almost dawn when the last girl was finally sated.

Chantal not only didn't ask for her money back, but gave me a $1,000 tip.

“Why do we have to be even smaller this time?” Clark whined.

“Cause it amuses me, that's why.” Tod had restored Clark and Desiree to their normal sizes after Chantal's bachelorette party two weeks ago. He had just miniaturized them again for the next bachelorette party. This time Desiree had been reduced to a mere two and a half feet tall, and Clark to just eighteen inches. Even Elmer towered over them. The top of Desiree's head didn't even reach my crotch.

Before either of them could complain further, Tod made an arcane gesture in the air with his right hand, and they were frozen in place.

“Tonight's bride is named Linda,” Tod informed them. “Linda is a huge BDSM fan. She's having a special BDSM-themed bachelorette party. All the guests are also into BDSM, or at least curious about it. Your performance tonight is going to be a little more...let's say interesting...than the last one.” The demon chuckled.

“Let's get the two of you into your costumes.” Tod raised his left arm and twirled it in the air. Clark and Desiree's new outfits materialized on their bodies.

I laughed out loud. I couldn't help it. I wasn't quite sure what Tod had planned for tonight, but I could tell already that it was going to be good.

Clark's entire head was encased in a black leather hood. It had holes for his eyes, nostrils, and mouth. A black leather collar encircled his neck, with a long metal chain and a leather handle that was already in Desiree's hand. Clark's only other garment was a black leather brief the size of a woman's bikini bottom.

Desiree was wearing a dress—for lack of a better word—made of crisscrossing strips of black latex that barely covered her nipples and her snatch and black stiletto boots that came up to her thighs.

We were in the storage room of the same rented hall as last time. I hadn't seen Tod and Elmer or Clark and Desiree since Chantal's party.

“We have two hours before the guests start arriving,” Tod said. “Elmer can look after Clark and Desiree. Elmer will behave, won't you Elmer?”

“Don't I always, Boss?”

Tod gave Elmer an are-you-fucking-serious look that made me glad it wasn't me that the creepy little demon would be babysitting.

“Would you care to have dinner with me again?” Tod held out his hand.

“I'd love to.” I took his hand. I could feel the jealously oozing from Clark. It warmed my heart.

We departed, leaving Clark and Desiree standing face to face, impotently staring at each other while Elmer stood nearby looking as though he was trying to think of something other than all the fun things he could do with his two immobilized wards once he was alone with them.

Tod had created a small replica dungeon on a two foot high stage in the middle of the hall. There were faux stone walls on two sides. The other two sides were open so that spectators could watch the action. The mini dungeon was furnished with bondage furniture that included a wooden pillory, a throne-like chair with a hole in the seat that I realized with a shock was intended for someone's neck, and a padded bench with built-in manacles. It was equipped with a wide assortment of paddles, whips, cuffs, gags, and other instruments of punishment and degradation. Everything was sized to Clark and Desiree's miniaturized bodies.

Linda and her guests were clustered around the stage. Drinks, joints, and Tod's libido-boosting pink pills were flowing freely. The atmosphere was different from Chantal's party. People were chatting and laughing. But the vibe was more serious. More intense. These girls wanted blood, figuratively if not literally. Linda and her friends were a little scary.

Tod issued his first commands. Clark walked to the middle of the stage and sank to his knees. Desiree selected a set of handcuffs from a rack on a wall and fastened his arms behind his back. Then she perused a selection of strap-on dildos on another rack. I could sense that Desiree liked where this was going. Clark most definitely did not. Many of the guests were recording them with their smartphones, adding to Clark's distress.

Desiree selected the largest of the dildos and awkwardly fastened it around her waist. A roar of approval rose from the surrounding women. She walked up to Clark and poked the head of her enormous new penis against his lips. It looked extremely lifelike.

“Suck my cock, bitch.”

More cheers rose from the audience.

Clark's eyes sought out mine. He found no mercy there. His gaze returned to his lover. And her giant dong.

“Well, what are you waiting for, asshat? Suck my dick.”

Tod wasn't even issuing commands now. He was letting Desiree operate autonomously. Desiree had never used a strap-on dildo before. She was discovering that it was turning her on. To Clark's complete dismay, he was discovering that it was turning him on too.

Clark reluctantly opened his mouth, and Desiree pushed her way in. More cheers and hoots erupted from the party-goers.

Clark grunted as his jaw and lips were stretched to what felt like the breaking point by Desiree's huge silicone cock. He instinctively tried to bring his hands forward, but the handcuffs held them behind his back. Desiree gripped his hooded head and pushed herself in deeper, gagging him.

“That's it, bitch, take it!” she grunted.

Clark groaned. Tod was no longer suppressing his ability to talk, but his tongue was squashed flat, making coherent speech impossible.

“Look, that little schmuck has a hard-on!” observed a woman with a mohawk named Rebecca.

“Holy shit, he likes having his mouth fucked,” a woman named Kim wearing black leather pants and a black leather vest with nothing underneath said contemptuously.

“Fuck his mouth hard, girl!” Rebecca shouted. She appeared to have already forgotten that Clark and Desiree weren't (as far as any of the party guests knew) alive.

“Yeah! Make that loser take your cock right to the balls!”

Clark gagged as Desiree's cock slid between his tonsils and into his throat. Desiree ignored him and kept going. He retched as her cock reached the back of his throat. The silicone cock was more flexible than a real one, and bent downward into his esophagus. Clark's eyes widened as she kept pushing it further and further in. The front of his throat bulged. She kept going until her massive fake balls bumped into Clark's chin. The women applauded as she forced the last inch in. Clark whimpered and drooled. But his cock remained hard.

“That fucking loser is enjoying this,” a tall Amazon named Erica sneered.

“He reminds me of my sub,” a girl in a short red latex dress named Sharon said. “The little sissy always gets a boner when I make him suck my cock.”

Tod ordered Desiree to fuck Clark's face. Desiree gleefully obeyed. Clark's rigid pecker bobbed helplessly in the air as she pounded his throat like a cunt.

One girl brought her smartphone within a few inches of Clark's face, ensuring that his humiliation would be captured in graphic, close-up detail. Clark looked imploringly at Tod and I.

Don't worry, Clark. If your employer sees these videos and you get fired, I'll make sure you get all the work you can handle as a sub in BDSM porn videos. You obviously have a talent for it.

Clark nearly told Tod to go fuck himself, but had the good sense not too. The demon sensed what he wanted to say, and laughed inside his head.

The base of Desiree's artificial cock was grinding against her clit as she fucked Clark's mouth. She abruptly tightened her grip on his head, thrust hard enough to make his entire body jerk, and led out an unearthly groan of pleasure as she was engulfed by a tsunami of bliss.

The girls applauded and shouted their approval.

Desiree released Clark's head and withdrew her cock from his mouth. Clark collapsed to the stage floor, gasping and panting. Tod's dark magic had kept him from suffocating, but not from feeling like he was suffocating. Despite his misery, his cock remained almost painfully stiff.

Tod issued more commands. Desiree picked up the handle of Clark's leash and led him to the pillory. He shuffled behind her on his knees. She opened the pillory, removed his handcuffs, guided his neck and wrists into the holes, and locked him in place. She took a pair of nipple clamps from one of the walls and clipped them onto his tiny nubs, eliciting a squawk of pain from him and more cheers from the watching women. This was followed by a weight that she attached to his balls, drawing an even louder yowl of pain and even louder cheers. Despite the agony—to both my and Clark's astonishment—his cock remained rigid.

Desiree selected a ball gag and secured it in Clark's mouth. Then she picked out a wooden paddle and gave it an exploratory swish through the air. She put it back and chose a larger one. Clark couldn't see what she was doing, but he knew from the giggles and encouragement from the audience that whatever was coming next wasn't good.

Desiree stepped behind Clark and delivered a resounding smack to his nearly naked ass. He let out a shocked, muffled yelp. She followed up with another strike. Clark clenched his eyes and did his best to take it like a man. More blows followed. The weight hanging from his nutsack swung from side to side, adding to his torment.

The audience shouted out approval, advice, and abuse.

“You go, girl!”

“Smack that bitch's ass harder!”

“Look at that fucking sissy! He's trying not to cry!”

Desiree paddled Clark's ass till it was the color of a ripe cherry. Clark breathed a sigh of relief when her onslaught finally ended, thinking that the worst was over. Tod smirked at the mortal's naive optimism.

Desiree put the paddle back in its holder and picked out a nasty looking cat-o-nine-tails. Tod was barely giving her any instructions at all. She was doing just fine on her own. As a fresh roar of approval rose from the audience. Clark realized with dismay that his ordeal wasn't yet over.

Desiree brought down the lash on Clark's ass in a light experimental stroke. The whip left several parallel welts on his left buttock. Clark howled in shock and pain. The sound was muffled by the ball gag, but still loud enough to be heard by everyone in the room. The audience cheered.

Desiree struck again, much harder this time, eliciting another muzzled shriek and more jubilation from those watching. Desiree followed up with a barrage of furious blows. She seemed to be venting her frustration at getting pulled into this situation. Hell, she seemed to be venting her frustration for everything that had ever gone wrong in her entire life. Clark's ass was soon crisscrossed with bloody gashes. Tears streamed down his face, eliciting mockery from the crowd.

Yes, Linda's friends were definitely scary bitches.

Desiree at last relented and put the whip away. She was still wearing the strap-on. It bounced and wobbled as she moved to and fro, glistening with Clark's saliva. She positioned herself behind Clark and nudged his ass cheeks with the tip, eliciting boisterous approbation.

“Oh shit,” Clark muttered as he realized what was going to happen. The words were unintelligible due to the gag, but Tod and I could read his mind.

Actually there won't be any shit. When I miniaturized you earlier I made sure you'd be nice and clean back there. Tod grinned wickedly. It is going to hurt, though.

You can always back out if you want, I added. Tod promised me that if you do, he'll let me watch telepathically when Desiree's brother-in-law shows you the error of your ways.

Fuck you, Clark snarled defiantly.

I might just do that, once Desiree is done with you. I giggled out loud. I couldn't help it.

Desiree gripped Clark's hips and pushed herself in. Linda's guests laughed and cheered harder than ever. One woman fell to her knees clutching her stomach. Desiree didn't use any lube, aside from Clark's spit and drool. Clark wailed around his gag as if she was being sodomized by a horse. I almost felt sorry for him.

Almost.

Clark's cock, I noticed, was still hard. Like last time, it was steadily getting bigger. It was dripping pre-cum.

Desiree kept pushing her silicone cock into Clark until her nuts met his. She proceeded to pound his ass with the same zeal with which she had fucked his mouth. The pillory jiggled from her onslaught. The audience loved it.

It didn't take long for Desiree to come. She delivered a few extra-powerful thrusts and moaned like a succubus as she crossed the finish line. The audience erupted in resounding applause.

Remove Clark from the pillory, lay him on the floor, and fuck him like you did last time, Tod instructed. Desiree frowned. She had been enjoying herself until now. But fucking Clark at this point held about as much appeal for her as fucking a goat with a yeast infection. Nonetheless, she was determined not to let her husband and his frightening brother find out about her infidelity. She removed the strap-on and put it back in its rack, then released Clark from the pillory.

Clark collapsed to the floor. Desiree grabbed him by the hair and hauled him to the center of the stage, then pushed him onto his back. She didn't bother restraining his arms and legs. He didn't have any fight left in him.

Desiree straddled Clark on her hands and knees. The size discrepancy between them was even greater than last time. She lowered herself on top of him and guided his cock in.

“Ladies,” Tod asked, “would any of you like to volunteer for the next part of the performance? I need someone to put on one of the strap-ons and fuck the female sex doll's ass while she fucks the male sex doll.”

Multiple hands went up.

Tod scanned the assembled women, then nodded at Erica, the towering Amazon. Erica peeled off her clothes and stepped onto the stage, grinning. Numerous women were recording the happenings on the stage with their phones, but Erica seemed unconcerned. I wondered if it was just the way she was, or if Tod's pink pills had something to do with it.

“I hope these little fuck toys are sturdy,” Erica said as selected the largest strap-on, the one Desiree had used. “I'm going to fuck this bitch's ass hard.”

“They're very sturdy,” Tod assured her. “Fuck them as hard as you want.”

I could feel Desiree's fear. The slutty adulteress had had her share of anal, but never with anything as big as that strap-on. Desiree knew that her asshole was never going to be the same.

Clark was worried too. Desiree had nearly crushed him when she'd fucked him last time. And now he was going to have not only her but the biggest woman in the room on top of him at the same time.

Erica fastened the strap-on around her waist. It was obvious that she'd used one before. Desiree gulped nervously. Desiree was exceptionally tall for a girl, but the top of her head would only have reached Erica's nose if they'd been standing face to face before Tod shrunk her. In her present miniaturized state, she was less than half Erica's size.

Erica slid her fake cock playfully along the groove between Desiree's butt cheeks. Then she nudged Desiree's asshole. She didn't bother loosening Desiree up with any finger play or use any lube, but just started pushing her giant cock in. Desiree gasped and then winced as her ass was stretched wider than ever before. Erica pushed her monster cock deeper and deeper. Desiree felt her insides literally being relocated around it. She'd never had a cock in her pussy and her ass simultaneously. Her flesh was flattened between them. Tod's dark magic protected her from injury, but she felt like she was on the verge of being torn apart. Yet along with the pain was an intense, unexpected pleasure. She could already feel a fresh orgasm building inside her.

Erica was propping up her upper body with her arms, but resting the full weight of her lower body on Desiree, sandwiching her against Clark. Clark in turn was sandwiched between Desiree and the stage floor. Desiree tried to hold her upper body upright, as Erica was doing, but Erica's gigantic boobs pushed her head and shoulders against the floor above Clark's head. She could barely breathe. Clark's face was covered by Desiree's boobs, and he couldn't breathe at all. The air had been squeezed from his lungs, and he couldn't expand them. His entire body felt like it was on the verge of imploding like a balloon that was being squeezed too tight. Even his cock, buried deep inside Desiree, was being squashed. Only the demon's magic kept him from being suffocated and crushed.

I could telepathically feel everything Desiree and Clark felt, and I reveled in their misery. My pussy was getting wet.

“Brace yourselves, hoes,” Erica warned. “I'm going to fuck you harder than you've ever been fucked before.”

Desiree groaned. Clark couldn't even do that. Desiree wondered if maybe accepting the demon's bargain had been a mistake. But she'd come this far, and she resolved to see this through no matter what Tod did to her. Clark was similarly determined to persevere to the end.

The two of them felt Tod smiling inside their heads.

Erica pulled her cock back a few inches, then brutally plowed forward. Desiree gasped. She felt like she had a baseball bat in her ass. Erica continued drawing her cock in and out, each time pulling it back a little further and slamming it in a little harder. She was effectively fucking both Desiree and Clark at the same time.

“That's it! Don't show them any mercy!” shouted Rebecca.

“Destroy that bitch's ass!” yelled Sharon.

Other women exhorted Erica to pound Desiree and Clark into oblivion. Erica seemed to be giving it her best shot.

“Damn. I hope you have insurance on those two sex dolls,” Linda said.

“Don't worry,” Tod replied. “If Erica breaks them, I can easily find new ones.”

I thought you said we wouldn't be harmed! Clark protested.

Yes, I did say that. Since when do you trust the word of a demon?

Erica's ass-pounding intensified, making further coherent thought impossible for both Clark and Desiree. Desiree grunted and groaned as Erica reconfigured her innards. She was dimly aware of how slutty she sounded, and knew that she should be embarrassed, but she didn't care anymore. Clark's compressed lungs were unable to draw in any air, and he could only moan in his head. His arms were sticking out from under Desiree's body, and jiggled with each of Erica's brutal thrusts. The entire stage was starting to shake.

Erica's breathing was getting heavier. Perspiration dripped from her body. Yet she didn't seem to be able to get herself over the edge. Clark and Desiree, despite their misery, were both half-insane with lust, but couldn't reach the end zone either. I sensed that Tod's magic was blocking the three of them from coming in order to draw out the performance.

Clark was beginning to think Erica's one-woman blitz was never going to end when Tod abruptly lifted the spell impeding them from climaxing. Clark exploded inside Desiree, pumping blast after blast of hot seed into her. Desiree lost it, and squirted over Clark, soaking his cock, his balls, and the stage floor. Erica tried to hold back, but couldn't. She battered Desiree's ass harder than ever as she was wracked by one of the most powerful orgasms she'd ever experienced.

“Holy shit!” Erica exclaimed. “That was fucking amazing!”

“Who wants to try out the toys next?” asked Tod.

Every hand in the room shot into the air.

“I want to make the female eat me while she sits on the male's face and makes him clean up the mess he just made in her pussy!” Linda declared.

“I want to fuck the two of them the way Erica just fucked them!”

“I want to try out that pillory and those whips!”

“I want to try that facesitting chair!”

Some of the women were already climbing onto the stage. There were no orderly queues with this bunch.

“Don't worry, ladies, we have lots of time, you'll all have the chance to play with the dolls as much as you want,” Tod promised.

There were a lot more guests at Linda's party than there had been at Chantal's. More than twice as many, in fact. It seemed like Linda had invited every amateur Domme she knew to her party. If not every amateur Domme in the city. Most of Chantal's friends had taken two or three turns with Clark and Desiree. If all the women at Linda's party did the same, there was no way they'd be finished in time for me to clean up the hall and be ready to hand back the keys at 8:00 a.m.

“Don't worry,” Tod said, reading my thoughts. “I booked the hall for the entire weekend.”

“Jesus Christ, did you have to make me this small?” Clark griped. “And what the fuck happened to my teeth? Why don't I have teeth anymore?”

“You'll get them back after the party when I return you to normal.”

“This is ridiculous. How am I supposed to make chicks come if I'm the size of—”

Tod's hand swirled in the air, and Clark was silenced.

“That's better,” Tod said.

We were in the storage room of the rental hall again. This time Tod had shrunk Desiree down to ten inches, and Clark down to just six inches. The perennial bulge in Elmer's pants was bigger than Clark was.

People won't be able to see us as well if we're this small, Desiree pointed out.

Don't worry about that. Tonight's show is going to be a little different.

I wasn't sure what Tod had in mind for tonight's performance. The bride this time was a goth girl who went by the name Raven. She'd requested a “goth-style” male stripper. I'd suggested to Tod that perhaps we could let Clark and Desiree sit this one out and that I try to find a suitable stripper for Raven. But Tod had more or less insisted that I not book anyone and that we use Clark and Desiree. He'd assured me that Raven and her guests would be more than satisfied with tonight's entertainment, and asked me to trust him. He hadn't steered me wrong yet, and I'd agreed.

Tod treated me to dinner and drinks again before the party started. As usual we left Clark and Desiree with Elmer. This time Tod took me to an upscale French restaurant. This would be the last party that Clark and Desiree performed at. If they got through it without quitting, their end of the bargain would be fulfilled. Which meant no more of these rendezvous with Tod.

I was going to miss the big demon.

Desiree and Clark were waiting where we'd left them when we returned. Both were pale and wide-eyed. Elmer was doing up the fly of his trousers. Tod gave him a stern look.

“I didn't touch them, Boss. I just choked the chicken.”

I noticed a blob of white goo the size of a tea saucer on the wall. It had missed Clark's face by inches. It was dripping to the floor. I glowered at Elmer.

“I should lock you in a cock cage for a century or two, Elmer,” Tod grumbled. “Maybe that would teach you a lesson.”

“I'm sorry, Boss. It won't happen again.”

“Make sure it doesn't, you fucking cretin. By Beelzebub's ballsack, why is it so fucking hard to find good help...”

Raven and the first of her guests arrived about twenty minutes later. Booze, pot and other intoxicants were soon flowing freely. A symphonic metal song about vampires was playing in the background. The crowd was young; no one appeared to be older than thirty. Many of the women sported elaborate tattoos, black lipstick and nail polish, and impossible hair colors. Some wore dark, elaborate dresses that would not have looked out of place in a Medieval ballroom. Others wore outfits that would have fit in at Linda's BDSM-themed party. Still others wore T-shirts with bands like Alien Sex Fiend and Theatres des Vampires.

Tod had set up a bed in the middle of the room, which garnered a lot of curiosity from the goth girls. This bed, unlike the first one, was extraordinarily large. It had a massive headboard, footboard and bedposts, all made of a rich, dark wood that was ornately carved with demonic figures. It was covered with a lush blood-red quilt and a multitude of matching pillows. It fit perfectly with the goth theme of the party.

Elmer was circulating with drinks and trying to feel up girls with his eyes without Tod noticing. Tod was wandering around telling people that there would be some “optional adult games” later in the evening and offering his special libido-boosting pills. Most of the women accepted one. Tod could charm the panties off a nun. And probably had.

Once the party had been going strong for a while, Tod announced that we were about to have a live demonstration of a couple of new sex toys and invited everyone to gather around the bed. As the young women gathered, Tod pulled Clark and Desiree out of a deep pocket in his jacket and held them up. Both were buck naked.

“Ladies, let me introduce you to the most advanced dildos ever created. You'd swear they're actually alive.”

The women crowded around for a better look.

“We have a mid-sized male model and a larger female model. These toys have multiple uses. For example, they give fantastic head. Their mouths are perfect for sucking clit.”

Several of the women giggled.

“Allow me to demonstrate. Molly, would you mind?”

I was taken off guard. Tod hadn't warned me that I was going to be part of tonight's performance.

Tod leaned down and whispered in my ear. “I'm collecting my payment from you tonight. I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before. And before I do, I want to warm you up with our living sex toys.”

I guess I should have seen this coming.

“Um...okay...”

The goth girls were watching attentively. They could see that I was as surprised by what was happening as they were.

“These toys just arrived today. Molly has never tried them before. Molly, would you like one of the libido-boosters?”

“Uh...sure...” My libido was very healthy, but I had never had sex in front of an audience, and I was willing to accept whatever help I could get.

Tod handed me a pink pill and a glass of wine. Both seemed to have materialized out of nowhere, but no one else appeared to notice. I downed the pill and drained the wineglass.

You've got this, Tod whispered reassuringly inside my mind. You'll be fine.

I felt myself relaxing as Tod's confidence washed over me.

“Let's start with a demonstration of these toys' oral skills. Molly, please pull up your dress.”

I did as Tod asked.  Most of the young women had a smartphone in their hand and were recording us. I did my best to ignore them.

Tod slipped a finger into the waistband of my panties and pulled the front of them away from my lower belly. He dropped Clark into the gap, then pushed him down further, beneath my muff and ass. Giggles rose from the women surrounding me. I felt Clark's little feet brushing the undersides of my butt cheeks and his tiny pecker prodding the entrance of my pussy. His face was in front of my clit. My ladywood stiffened.

“This male model is named Clark,” Tod said. “Clark can understand commands, and will do whatever you ask him to. Clark, how about you show Molly what you can do with your mouth?”

For fuck's sake, Clark griped as his mouth immediately obeyed Tod's directive and began caressing my engorged flesh.

Would you rather I let Elmer use you as a butt plug? Elmer loves using humans as butt plugs.

There was no further whining from Clark.

Tod let my panties snap back against my mound, trapping Clark inside. My clit got harder. I couldn't believe how horny this was making me.

Suck my clit, I ordered. Clark struggled to wrap his mouth around my ladywood. I don't think he would have been able to do it if Tod hadn't temporarily divested him of his teeth. I had the biggest lady boner I've ever had. I wondered if the pill Tod had given me was responsible.

Whatever. I needed to come.

I placed a couple of fingers on the back of Clark's head through my panties and gently but firmly pushed him forward, driving my clit all the way in. He gagged as the tip brushed the back of his throat. I held him in place as he began sucking. My knees nearly gave way. Tod wrapped an arm around me, steadying me. He was grinning.

It only took Clark a few minutes to make me come. I shuddered as I reached the finish line. Clark groaned as my clit throbbed in his mouth. I think it nearly dislocated his jaw.

“These toys also make excellent dildos,” Tod said. “Molly, why don't you stick Clark inside you and try him out?”

I was already wet from the clit blowjob Clark had just given me. My cooch got even wetter at the thought of shoving the little fucker inside me. I lifted Clark out of my panties and placed him on the edge of the bed, then pulled my panties down and stepped out of them. I lay down beside Clark and picked him up again. The partiers gathered around to watch.

I brought Clark head-first to my cooch and slowly pushed him in. His head slid in easily. His shoulders were a bit tight, just enough to feel nice without presenting a real obstacle. He groaned as my vagina clasped and engulfed him, but the sound was so muffled it was almost inaudible. I continued pushing till his torso was about halfway in. Then I pulled him back a little before forcing him in even deeper. I enjoyed the way the uneven surfaces of his body felt inside my pussy. His straining little cock brushed against me as his hips slid in. I could hardly believe that I was literally fucking myself with my husband while a couple dozen strangers watched. I should have been mortified. Yet I barely gave a shit.

“Allow me to give you a hand,” Tod offered.

I nodded. Tod sat on the bed beside me. The mattress shifted beneath his weight. I felt fresh fear emanating from Clark as he wondered what the demon was up to.

“Why don't we bring the other dildo into play?” Tod proposed, addressing both me and the guests. “Her name is Desiree.” Tod placed Desiree on the bed beside my hip. She was afraid too, though she was made of sterner stuff than Clark. “How about we get Desiree to suck your clit while I fuck you with Clark?”

Raven and several other girls voiced their approval. Feeling like I was in some weird, feverish dream, I nodded my assent. I was so wet I was literally dripping.

“Make Molly come.” Desiree leaned forward, resting her hands on my hip, and brought her mouth to my ladywood. Like Clark, she struggled to open her mouth wide enough, and grunted and gagged as she forced it in.

I couldn't hold back anymore. I came hard.

There were gasps, giggles, and chatter from the assembled women. I sensed that many of them were keen to give our little “toys” a try.

“Keep going, Desiree,” Tod ordered. “Molly's not even close to done yet.”

Desiree continued sucking. Tod reached between my thighs and wrapped his hand around Clark's legs. He began fucking me with my husband's miniaturized body.

The three of them brought me to three more orgasms before Tod stopped.

“Desiree also makes an excellent dildo,” Tod announced. “I'm going to insert her inside Molly now, so that you can all see for yourselves. If that's okay with you, Molly?”

“Um, sure...”

Do I really have to go inside her cunt? asked Desiree.

You're not going inside her cunt. You're going in her ass.

I struggled not to chuckle. I could think of nothing more pleasing than sticking Desiree in my ass.

Please tell me you're not serious, Desiree said.

Would you like me to give you to Elmer instead?

Fuck, no!

Do you want to cancel our arrangement?

No.

Then convince me that you really want me to stick you up Molly's ass.

There was a long pause. Then Desiree asked Will you please stick me in Molly's ass?

Are you sure? I'm not convinced.

Please! Please stick me in Molly's ass!

Alright, then. I shall grant you your wish.

Tod instructed me to rise to my hands and knees, and I did. Clark's legs, from mid-thigh down, were jutting out between my labia. Clark lifted Desiree and brought her face-first to my upturned ass. He nudged her head between my buttocks, slid it along the groove till he reached my asshole, and pushed her in.

It should have hurt. But it didn't. She slid in as if she was slathered with lube. More demon magic, no doubt. I didn't have much experience with anal, and had never had my pussy and ass filled at the same time before. My tight ass contracted around Desiree, nearly crushing her. Tod continued shoving her deeper, till she was completely buried inside me. She wiggled and squirmed and groaned. I trembled and came.

Tod returned his attention to Clark. He pushed my hapless husband deeper, pressing on the soles of his feet with his fingers to force him all the way in. I closed my eyes and purred.

And now, my darling, it's time for you to pay your debt to me.

My eyes shot open.

Tod's black suit and tie dissolved into mist. His giant reptilian wings, long tail, curved horns, and daunting fangs all sprouted and grew. His feet morphed into hooves, and thick dark hair sprouted over his shins and calves. His eyes returned to their original incandescent crimson. I nearly pissed myself.

The women around the bed stumbled backward. A couple of them screamed.

Tod cast a soothing energy over the room. I felt myself calming. The women stopped retreating, and one or two stepped back to the bed. Others followed.

Tod smiled. I could feel the women responding to his paranormal charm. And to his handsome features and muscular, chiseled body. I was jealous.

Tod clambered over me and brought his massive cock to my slit. He was already hard.

“Uh, Tod, wait!” I whispered. “How are you going to fit with Clark already inside me? And Desiree too.”

Don't worry. They might get flattened a bit, but in the end they'll be fine. And your body will be able to stretch more than normal. It may be uncomfortable. But you won't be hurt. I promise.

“Okay,” I whispered. I was still nervous. But I trusted him.

Tod brought his lips to mine. My heart fluttered, and I got wetter. Clark was painfully aware that it was the demon and not him who was turning me on like this. Knowing how much this was humiliating Clark made me wetter still.

Tod's tongue slid between my lips. I responded hungrily. His cock nudged and caressed my folds, then pushed its way between them. His stout rod pushed Clark deeper, then steamrolled over him, flattened him beneath it. I wrapped my arms around Tod's back, trailing my fingers over his skin and stroking his long hair. One of my hands slid down to his ass as if it had a mind of its own. Tod pushed deeper. The back of Clark's head was pressed against my cervix. Desiree was squeezed inside my ass.

Tod drew his head back and gazed into my eyes. I doubt that demons are capable of feeling love, but that look certainly could have fooled me. I moaned as he forced even more of his thick meat into me. It was uncomfortable. But it felt so fucking good. Clark was not enjoying the experience as much. His head was sandwiched between my cervix and the head of Tod's cock as my uterus and intestines were pushed up almost to my rib cage. My vagina gleefully tightened around Tod, compressing my cheating husband even more.

It occurred to me that when Tod blew his load it would blast Clark in the face. I smiled. Tod, reading my thoughts, smiled too. He lowered his lips back onto mine.

I came as Tod pushed the last inch of his cock in. It was literally twice the size of Clark's entire body. Clark was trying to move. He too had figured out that Tod would be coming in his face, and wanted to get out of the way. But his body was pinned in place by Tod's dick. Desiree couldn't move either. Their trapped, squirming bodies felt good.

Tod gave me a final deep kiss. Then he started fucking me. There were nervous giggles, whistles, and applause from the women around us. I barely noticed them.

Tod's thrusts steadily increased in force. No one had ever filled me so deeply and fully. I was pretty sure no one ever would again. I tried to thrust back, but the demon's weight was pressing me so firmly against the bed that all I could do was lie there and take it. Soon he was pounding me like a rutting bull. His wings spread above us like a canopy. In the periphery of my vision I could see his long tail twitching to and fro. The bed was quaking. Clark and Desiree had both ceased struggling, but I could tell that they were still alive. I could also tell that Tod was close to coming.

“Come inside me,” I whispered. “Fill me. Claim me. Make me yours.”

Tod unleashed a geyser of hot spunk into me. The blast hit Clark in the face like a fire hose. The torrent of demon seed quickly filled every single nook and cranny in that tight space. It pushed Clark's lips inward and gushed down his throat, filling his stomach until it bloated. Only Tod's dark magic prevented him from drowning in it.

I came harder than I have ever come in my life as my demon lover filled both me and my luckless husband to overflowing with his unholy nut custard.

When his gigantic scrotum was at last empty, Tod gently extracted himself. His wings, tail, and other demonic features shriveled and disappeared. He allowed me a few minutes to recover, then took my hand and helped me up. Clark spilled out of my cunt, along with enough splooge to fill a small bucket. A moment later Desiree slid out of my ass and landed on the soaked bed cover beside him. They both looked like they had been run over by a truck. But I could sense that their enhanced little bodies were quickly recovering and would soon be ready for more action.

Tod stepped off the bed and helped me onto the floor beside him. His black suit and tie rematerialized.

“How the fuck did you do that?” sputtered Raven. “That was the most amazing thing I've ever seen! It all looked so real!”

Tod just smiled.

“So,” I said, a little breathily. “Who wants to play with the toys next?”

Two dozen horny goth girls crowded around us, eager to try out Clark and Desiree.

“Sweetie, I have some good news.”

Clark raised his head. We had just made love for the first time since the third and final bachelorette party six weeks ago. The demon's justice had purged the rage from my soul, and I had decided to give Clark another chance. He had vowed to do better, and he really seemed to be trying. He was lying beside me, his face snuggled against one of my boobs. He raised his head and looked at me inquisitively.

“I'm pregnant. You're going to be a dad.”

Clark smiled. He treasured the idea of becoming a father. Then a look of consternation crossed his features as he realized that we had not had intercourse for months.

And then remembered who the last person I'd had intercourse with had been.

It wasn't funny. But I started laughing. And I couldn't stop.
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