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Sin Sally
 
   One
 
   Bright light singed my sleepy eyes. I blinked away the white glare. The flashes of darkness helped me adjust to the blazing white light. As my vision cleared, I took in my surroundings. The room was a stark white. Windows were open and curtains billowed like happy ghosts. The sky outside was a deep blue and white puffy clouds drifted to the breeze.
 
   I turned my head but found it difficult to move. I glanced over to see Susan sleeping peacefully next to me. Her face a quiet mask of a dreamer lost to other worlds. The bed was comfortable while our bodies were cloaked in white sheets. Susan’s heart beat and I could feel its pulse as she lay against me. My heart beat in sync to hers and I was lost to the rhythm. I wanted to reach over and kiss her but my senses were covered in mud.
 
   The heat of Susan’s body warmed me. When I couldn’t sit up, I turned my head to her beautiful face. She was covered by the white sheet. Her head moved smoothly under the blanket. Her hands ran down my body.
 
   “Why are you hiding?” I tried to whisper but nothing came out.
 
   Moist lips pecked at my naked flesh. I let out a deep, serene breath. Susan’s lips continued down my chest, stomach and reaching my hip. I tried to reach out and touch her hair, her beautiful raven colored hair. Lips brushed my manhood. There was a stir and I could feel my cock respond to her touch. I glanced down to see Susan’s head move over my member. It was almost like she was under the sheet observing me. With a small shift, her lips closed around my cock head.
 
   I moaned my approval and my hips gently rocked to her wet mouth. Sounds of slurping filled the picturesque room. I shut my eyes and focused on the playful sensations. I never knew her to feel this good. Her lips were like magic to my hard wand. Her hand gave my balls a playful squeeze and I gasped.
 
   Susan picked up the tempo, her lips sliding up and down my shaft. My breathing quickened to her movements. Something rose to the surface and I could feel myself ready to come. Feeling began to return to my limbs. I griped the bed as she sucked my hard cock. Her tongue swirled, playing with my tip. Then her tongue would slather along the underside of my member in true lustful passion.
 
   An overwhelming urge came over me. I wanted to see her lovely face. I wanted to see her perfect mouth on me. Thoughts of it bloomed into my mind’s eye and I wanted to see it.
 
   I pulled the blanket away. With each inch of white sheet pulled away, Susan’s blow job was getting rougher. A few inches later, sharp stabs of pain filled me. An unknown force moved my hand as I continued despite the slowly sickening torment. Her head moved like a jack hammer under the sheet. The urge to come faded. Madness consumed me. The pain was beyond my limit yet I still pulled the sheet away.
 
   The edge of the blanket fluttered up for barely a moment. Something similar to an eye stared back at me. My heart leaped into my chest. With one final flimsy move, I jerked the sheet off.
 
   I screamed.
 
   The thing between my legs was some twisted version of Susan. Its body was bent and spider like. Black hair framed its face. Large creepy ovals glared at me and burned my soul. Jagged teeth hovered over my erect cock, points ready to pierce my weak flesh. A long inhuman tongue wrapped around mid-shaft. It wasn’t smooth but bumpy with hairs growing out of the boils. It constricted and pain dialed up to eleven.
 
   I continued to scream as the thing that was my girlfriend squeezed me. It made a wet, sloppy laughing sound. I was rock hard as the creature grazed the sides of my cock with its teeth. The tongue squeezed harder and my balls tightened. The creature made a hacking laugh as I shot my load into its mouth and teeth. Come dripped off the creature’s dagger like teeth. It opened its mouth further and clamped down with a crunch.
 
   ***
 
   I woke up making strange noises and flailing my limbs. I was entwined in blankets, feeling trapped like a scared animal. I trashed, trying to free myself. Darkness shrouded my senses and I couldn’t tell which way was up. Delicate hands reached out touching me firmly. I sat up and let out an inhuman scream.
 
   “Nathan! Nathan! It’s okay! I’m here!”
 
   My senses were in complete chaos but soon everything cleared. I looked over to see Susan’s worried face. I was covered in a cold sweat. Silently I untangled myself from the blankets and swung my legs over the side of the bed. I was heaving and mentally shaking the erratic images from my mind.
 
   “Sweetie, are you okay?”
 
   “Yea, I’m okay. It was just a bad dream.” I managed while calming my breath.
 
   My underwear felt wet. I put my hand inside and my finger’s touched come. I was still rock hard even though I just shot my load. My body was primed and ready. I stood up and pulled off my sleeping pants and my underwear. I wasn’t wearing a shirt so I was nude. Susan turned on the lamp by her side of the bed.
 
   “Hell of a nightmare. I’ve never seen you so hard.” Susan gave a disarming smile.
 
   The images of the Susan monster clamped hold of my mind. Fear pulsed through my body as I stared at her. She looked at me with kind eyes but I still had the monster’s mask over her face. Reality bended and I never felt so turned on in my life. 
 
   I slid into bed naked. I reached out and my hand grabbed Susan’s hip. She looked at me with uncertainty. I didn’t speak but pulled her closer to me. The monster hugged my mind and fear dripped into my vision. Susan complied and moved closer. I could feel she was only wearing panties. Susan loved sleeping like that but I always felt a little more modest. Her firm breasts touched my chest, nipples pointed. Her eyes told me she was concerned but her body was responding to mine. I must have been a sight, heaving with wet skin and maybe a crazy look in my eyes. My cock pressed against her warm thigh.
 
   “Please pull off your panties.” I said with a desperate whisper.
 
   Susan reached under the blankets. Fabric slid over smooth skin. She kicked her leg to have them off her completely. I pictured the monster on Susan. My cock was still rock hard. I lay on my back.
 
   “Get on me.”
 
   Susan made a small smirk and threw her leg over. With one quick move, she was on her knees over my throbbing cock. She knelt down a little further, her pussy lips touching my head. Her eyes went from concern to the dirty girl I knew that lurked underneath. She let herself slide down my member. My cock head spread her wet lips. She let out a moan as she slid down to the hilt. Her hips made small movements as wet breaths escaped her lips.
 
   I pictured the monster. “Choke me.”
 
   Susan stopped and stared at me, her eyes questioning.
 
   “Please choke me.” I said in the barest of a whisper.
 
   Susan’s delicate hands slid up my chest to my neck. They curled around but she didn’t squeeze.
 
   “Choke me!” I said and slapped her ass hard.
 
   The surprise and sharp pain must have been the go ahead she needed. Her hands wrapped round my throat tight. Despite her thin frame, there was a strength I was always attracted to. Her thumbs pressed on my windpipe bending it and restricting airflow. I pushed my cock into her now very wet slit. My hands gripped her hips and held her on me while I speared her. Susan moaned as her body glowed hot. Her moans grew louder and turned into half whimpers. She eyed me and crushed my throat. I pictured the monster Susan having her way with me and it made my cock hard as steel. I gasped as she choked me. I thrust harder and harder. Susan used her thigh muscles to push down while I thrust up. I tried to moan but air couldn’t get through. My eyes bulged as I struggled to breath. A demented monster from my dreams continued to terrorize me as Susan choked the life out of me.
 
   Susan's breathing turned to blissful screams. Her pussy tightened and I knew an orgasm blasted through her. She kept going and another one caused her to whimper. But she still kept going. I wheezed out a moan and my cock exploded. Jets of come shot into Susan’s womb, filling her up. She pumped her hips on me, trying to eke out every last drop. Her slit was tight and refused to let go.
 
   My vision started to blur. I reached up and grabbed Susan’s wrists. I pulled and she let go. I took large deep breaths, sucking air back into my lungs. Without warning, I came again. I never thought it was humanly possible to even do that.
 
   Susan pulled off and collapsed next to me. We both heaved with excitement, our bodies glistened with sweat. I reached over and held her close. She hugged me back, burying her face into my neck.
 
   “Are you okay? I didn’t hurt you?” Susan asked between breaths.
 
   “Yea, I’m okay.” 
 
   “That was hot.” Susan said snuggling into me.
 
   It was hot, almost too hot. But I was already thinking about the morning. Our sex life was pretty vanilla. It was the middle of the night but in the morning I know she will want to talk about it. I never thought she would find out my dirty secret and now it has come to light in the most unexpected way. I could feel worry dance at the edge of my senses. I fell back into a troubled sleep; unsure what tomorrow was going to bring.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Two
 
   The kitchen was alive with the sound of sizzling omelets. I busied myself with making breakfast. Toast was cooking. Pancakes were stacked and juice was on the table. I was finishing up the last omelet loaded with peppers, cheese and bacon bits. With a quick skip of my spatula the omelet flipped and gently placed on a white plate. I spun around, placing the plate down as Susan walked in.
 
   “Well good morning!” Susan smiled. She was wearing one of my T shirts.
 
   “Good Morning.” I smiled back.
 
   Susan took a seat at the kitchen table. I undid my apron and hung it on its peg. I slammed my butt down in the chair and started to eat. I was having a difficult time looking at anything but my food.
 
   “Nathan, I’ve never seen you so nervous. Last night was nothing to be scared about.”
 
   I stopped shoveling food into my mouth. “I just have to say I’m sorry about last night.”
 
   “Nathan, look at me.” Susan said softly.
 
   I kept my head down but my eyes looked up into Susan’s beautiful face. 
 
   “Did last night bother you?”
 
   I was quiet for a few seconds. “No, it didn’t bother me. It was the exact opposite. I just….” I trailed off.
 
   “I didn’t know you were into that. It was a big turn on. We have been together for a year and I never seen you like that.”
 
   I put my utensils down. “Susan, you are the best thing to happen to me. I’m scared this might open a door to something we can never return from.”
 
   Susan smiled her bright smile. “I doubt that. I know you and I’m not completely surprised it happened.”
 
   I could feel my face screw up into a question mark. “You’re not surprised?”
 
   “Sweetie, you’re not as mysterious as you might think. I’m just curious on what happened last night?”
 
   I sat there and mulled over last night’s events. Even though we have been together for a year, I still felt like I was keeping some secrets from her. It was true that she is the best thing to happen to me. Deep down I know I couldn’t really spook her but something kept me from trusting that thought. I didn’t believe she would run out of the house screaming but it was so difficult to talk about what went on in my mind. I laughed at myself because I thought she was only with me for my looks.
 
   I took a deep breath. I had to tell her the truth. I was never good with relationships but I knew Susan was different. I had to trust her. I explained the dream in all its gory details. I then explained that I get turned on when I’m completely terrified. I felt like this since I was a teenager. I talked about how I would masturbate in the dark, thinking monsters were coming to get me. I would leave knives in my room and imagine a killer was going to walk through the door and have their way with me. I even would lock myself in my parent’s basement, pretending to be kidnapped. I then would masturbate furiously thinking at any moment a masked lunatic was going to come down the stairs and chop me into pieces. Susan was patient and attentive as I spilled my guts all over the place. I found myself talking faster and louder because I was scared, when I was done, my heart beat heavy in my chest.
 
   “That seems to explain a lot.” Susan smiled.
 
   I wasn’t sure what to feel. I looked away with the feeling of shame raining down on me. Susan stood up and knelt next to me. She put her hands on my legs and looked at me with pleading eyes.
 
   “Nathan, this isn’t something to worry about. People have all sorts of kinks out there. You must have been keeping this in for a long time.”
 
   “You’re not disgusted?” 
 
   “No. It does explain why you get a hard on after horror movies.” Susan gave a gentle giggle.
 
    My face was flush. I could feel beads of sweat on my brow. I never told anyone about my weird desires. Now that it was all out in the open, I started to freak out. Susan must have noticed because she hugged me around the waist and pressed her face against my side.
 
   “Nathan, it really is fine. I won’t speak about this with anyone. I love that you managed to tell me. I feel honored.”
 
   “Where do we go from here?” I said trying to keep my voice from cracking.
 
   Susan looked up with sensual eyes. “You have been holding this all in for so long, why not explore it together?”
 
   I had to stare at her. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You really aren’t disgusted by it?”
 
   “Not at all, if anything I think we should try it out. I love role play and this could be fun for both of us.”
 
   I was silent for seconds. “I wouldn’t even know where to begin.”
 
   Susan looked off to the side for a moment in quiet contemplation. She then stood up and went back to her seat. “Well, we would have to make it scary for you. I’m sure I can come up with something. Should we have a safety word?”
 
   “No, if we have a safety word then I will use it. I need to be dominated and scared. Do you think you can do that?”
 
   “I can try. Do you trust me enough to scare you but not hurt you?” 
 
   I had confessed one of my biggest darkest secrets. If I didn’t trust her at this point, then there was no hope for me. “Yes.” I said after great hesitation.
 
   Susan tilted her head and her lip curved into a smirk. “I promise to never take it too far. Give me a few days to plan something. Is there anything else you think might make it scary enough for you?”
 
   “I don’t know. A little pain has been a turn on with me. Losing complete control is the bigger turn on though.”
 
   “Okay, that’s fine. I think I have enough to work with. We will keep it our little secret. Don’t worry Nathan, I will try to give you one hell of an experience.” Susan said cheerfully.
 
   My mind began filling with curiosity. A spark of freedom and relief flooded my senses. I couldn’t believe I was even having this conversation. Excitement welled up in me and all I wanted to do now was talk about it.
 
    “When do you think you will do it? Should I do something to get ready? Should I buy anything we might need?”
 
    Susan laughed. “Just act like life is totally normal. If we try to schedule it then it will ruin the surprise. I will handle the details but when it does happen just enjoy every moment. We shouldn’t talk about it and go on with our lives. I promise it will be a lot of fun.”
 
   I nodded in agreement. My eyes were wide with excitement. Susan loves horror movies as much as I do. It was one of the things that drew us together. We would have horror marathons weekly. I couldn’t believe that the woman sitting across from me was going to try and make my horror fantasies come true. 
 
   Susan was quick to change the conversation. We continued eating breakfast and talking about what was next on our daily lives. She told me that she would have to spend a few nights at her apartment. I found myself smiling as my brain ran wild with speculation. After we finished breakfast, I hugged her and held her close. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Three
 
   When I stepped off the bus, rain started to fall. It had been four days since Susan and I talked about our little experiment. At first I was excited at the prospect of role playing a horror movie. But as each day passed, my excitement turned to doubt, gloom and finally despair. We hadn’t seen each other since that morning. We talked on the phone but she seemed distracted and ended our conversations pretty quickly. I was getting the impression that maybe what I told her really freaked her out. Maybe she needed time to process it. Maybe it was too much for her and this all lead to her trying to break up with me. When I had those thoughts I really fell into a deep pit of sadness.
 
   I didn’t push and kept my distance. The thought of us having this wild horror sex experience soon faded from my mind. It was stupid for me to be so open about something so really weird. I had always felt like a freak about it but maybe I thought Susan was different. I should have trusted my gut and kept it from her. I could have said that night was just a wild moment and it wouldn’t happen again. My glee turned to ashes with each night. As rain soaked into my hair, I felt I deserved all of these terrible feelings.
 
   I passed home after home until I reached mine. I looked up at the second story and I noticed a light was on in my bedroom. I didn’t remember leaving it on. The rest of the house was dark. I stepped up to the small path. Street lights blinked to life and the area was bathed in a bright glow. I glanced at the front door and made a double take. Red symbols were painted on the white door.
 
   As I stepped closer, the more they sharpened. The symbols looked like something from the Necronomicon or some variation of it. They had gentle edges and weird twists. Among the symbols was a small human face with weeping tears. My heart skipped a beat. Was this it? Was this Susan playing our game? I smiled as I looked at the weird writing and tried to make sense of it.
 
   A creepy chill went up my spine. I turned my head and looked around in all directions. The street was empty. My hand went to the door knob but stopped an inch from it. I curled my fingers back. I had no idea what was on the other side. I made my way to the side of the house and look through the windows. Curtains were drawn shut. I couldn’t see anything. I then went to the back of the house.
 
   Behind the house, the backyard lights were not on. I had it set on a timer and they should have turned on by now. I glanced at the dark gray sky and back down at the still area. Nothing moved. The sound of rain pitter pattered on the roof and storm drains. I shook off another chill and headed for the back porch. I quietly walked up the back steps, extra cautious as if someone would jump out of the shadows. I reached the back door and froze. The door was unlocked and about an inch open.
 
   I could feel my palms get sweaty. I rubbed them on my pants. If this was Susan’s doing, then it was a great job. I felt like a kid again, scared out of my wits. A part of me was dizzy from excitement. Was this really happening? Was this the moment we talked about?
 
   I steeled my nerves and pressed a hand against the door. It moved silently as it swung open. I poked my head into the kitchen and looked around. The place was dark and dead silent. One foot stepped over the threshold and my cell phone beeped.
 
   Cursing, I dug it out of my pocket and checked it. It was a message from Susan. I tapped the screen and read her text.
 
   I’m sorry Nathan. I really thought about what we talked about and I don’t think I can do it. The last few days have been terrible. I think we have to call it off. I’m not sure I can be with you. Please don’t hate me.
 
   My heart sank. A wave of nausea took over and I stumbled to the kitchen table. I took a seat and sank down like a lump. I knew it was too good to be true. She had been so distant. I thought she was only playing it off, trying to keep me in suspense. I shouldn’t have trusted my gut. My life fell down around me and the only bright spot was extinguished with a crappy text message.
 
    I could feel my eyes water when a creak from outside the kitchen snapped me back to reality. If Susan just broke up with me, who the hell was in my house? I slowly stood up and tried to look through the open doorway. The living room was dark. I took a step forward and heard another small creak.
 
   My heart was beating so fast that I thought it would explode in my chest. I looked at the dish rack for a knife. The rack was empty. I know I left clean dishes and utensils there this morning. I went to the utensil drawer and found all the knives missing. Not so much as a butter knife.
 
   I went to the light switch. I couldn’t stumble in the dark any longer. I flipped the switch but no light turned on. I flipped it a few times but the kitchen remained dark. I headed to the back door. I needed to get out of there and call the police. When I reached the door, something moved by the side of the house! It was quick but it looked like a person. Was there more than one?
 
   Whatever was happening, it seemed I was trapped. I closed the back door and stepped back. My eyes had adjusted to the darkness and I took another step back. The back door was covered in writing. The same two words were repeated over and over again. It was in different sizes and in all red.
 
   “Sin Sally.” I said with an automatic whisper.
 
   There was a small child like giggle coming from inside. I threw myself back to the wall. What the hell was going on? Was this still part of the game? Maybe Susan was throwing me off with a fake text message? She did tell me to trust her. Was I over reacting? Should I be enjoying this?
 
   I could feel myself getting harder. I was scared and borderline terrified. If this wasn’t Susan’s game, then one or several people are in the house playing a sick joke. Was I going to die soon?
 
   A figure moved to the kitchen doorway. Shadow’s covered it but it only exposed half its body. My breathing was fast. Sweat dripped down my temple. The figure looked at me with one nearly all white eye. I couldn’t make out it's features. My eyes dropped to what was exposed. It was a woman and she wasn’t wearing much of anything. I thought I would relax but instead I slid against the wall away.
 
   The figure slowly stepped into what little light there was. The woman wore a PVC top and bottom. Her legs were long and in thigh high black boots. Her eyes were nearly white with black pin points. Her hair was short and down along the sides, framing her face. It couldn’t have been Susan. Her hair was long and she said she would never cut it. Her lips were painted black and curved into a smile.
 
   “I want my toy.” The woman whispered.
 
   I was dead silent.
 
   “I want my toy.” She growled with a twisted grin.
 
   I reached for the door knob.
 
   “Don’t run. I want to play.” The woman stood in the door frame with a hand sliding away from the side with a small chainsaw in it.
 
   I froze. “Sin Sally?” my voice quaked.
 
   The woman smiled and giggled. She held the chainsaw in front of her creamy white thighs. Shadows played across her face. All I could see was her eyes and white teeth.
 
   “I want to play but you better run first.” The creepy woman said childlike.
 
   I was about to say something when the chainsaw buzzed to life. The noise was deafening as Sin Sally raised it, laughing and giggling like a lunatic. I bolted through the other door to the dining room. I heard the buzz of the chainsaw behind me. I cut through the dining room to the hallway and reached the front door. I went for the door knob and twisted it. If I could make it to the street, then I had a fighting chance.
 
   The door didn’t budge. I tried again but it remained locked.
 
   The demonic woman came behind me with chainsaw raised high. I screamed as I ran down the small hallway and up the stairs. On the second floor, I turned the corner and saw my bed room lit like a light house beacon. I made a beeline straight for it. I slammed the door behind me and locked it.
 
   My next thought was to go for the window and climb to the ground. When I turned around, I let out a hysterical whimper. My bedroom was filled with mannequins. Some wore wigs. Others were bald. They were naked and covered in what look liked bloody cuts. There were eight of them and they stared off in all directions. Electric candles glowed around the base of my king sized bed. The floor before it had a large ancient symbol taped to the rug.
 
   The buzz of the chainsaw was right behind the locked door. The knob twisted but remained locked. I went to the window and tried to open it. It wouldn’t budge. I looked at the edge and saw that it was nailed shut. The chainsaw buzzed louder and the room was filled with the sound of splitting wood. I watched as the chainsaw blade cut around the door handle. When it made a crescent shaped cut, the door handle fell out. The sound of the chainsaw stopped and everything was eerily quiet.
 
   I was breathing fast. My eyes were wide in disbelief. The silence only heightened my sense of dread. If it was any other time, I might have laughed on how hard I was. I took gentle steps back, my eyes glued to the door.
 
   “I want my toy.”  Came a whisper from the hallway.
 
   The door creaked open. Long fingers crawled into view. Another hand reached in and switched off the main light. The room went dark except for the glow of candles around the bed. The darkness made the dead eyed mannequins even more terrifying. I was rooted to the spot, paralyzed with fear.
 
   Sin Sally sauntered in. Wicked blades were strapped to her creamy thighs. Her face carried an evil smile. Dark pools surrounded her eyes. Behind her she dragged a small bag by a single strap. Once she was in the room, the door behind her swung slowly back.
 
   “You will be my toy. If you’re a bad boy, you will hurt. If you are good, then you will get candy. Take off your clothes.”
 
   I found myself bending my head forward in compliance. My mind was such a mess that I had no choice but to obey. I shrugged my wet coat off. I then began taking off my belt. I unbutton my shirt and went to my pants. I let my clothes pool onto the floor around me. I was standing in my underwear with my head forward, eyes pointed at the ground.
 
   “Sally likes. Put your hands behind you.”
 
   I did as I was told. She moved close. Something silver was in her hand. She stood close to me, heat radiating off her body. There were a few clicks as the handcuffs closed around my wrists.
 
   “Sally likes good boys. Are you a good boy?”
 
   “Yes.” I said meekly.
 
   “Good.” Her hand grabbed my crotch. Fingernails bit through the fabric and touched my hard cock.
 
   I let out a whimper. Sin Sally seductively ran her fingers along my shaft. Her lips touched my shoulder. Teeth bit into my flesh and I winced. She pulled away and looked at me with rage. She twisted my cock and I shuddered from a stab of pain. She shoved me, hard. I didn’t expect it and I sat on the edge of the bed. Electric candles scattered across the rug.
 
   Sally bent down to her knees, watching me with evil intent. She pulled a blade from her thigh strap and held it out. I stared at the blade with wide eyes. She pulled at the edge of my underwear and let my cock spill out. It was so hard I couldn’t believe it. Sin Sally’s black lips touched my throbbing head. Her mouth closed over the head of my manhood. I bent my head back and let out a small moan. There was a sharp pain on my thigh. I look down to see a small cut and blood blooming to the surface.
 
   “Watch me and don’t make a sound. Sally wants you quiet like the dead.”
 
   I was silent as she slipped my cock back into her mouth. Her lips pressed around my shaft. Her tongue played with my head as she gently sucked me off. I did as I was told and watched her. Her head bobbed up and down on my cock, taking it all the way to the hilt and back to the top. The sensations were so intense; I wanted to moan but remained silent. I glanced down at the knife and fear gripped me with thoughts of her stabbing me over and over.
 
   The sounds of slurping filled the void. She moaned and cried as she bobbed up and down on my cock. The flat side of the cold blade was pressed against my thigh. She never broke her stride. Fingers squeezed my balls. Sally’s increased the tempo and I could feel come rising. I looked over to the dead eyes human like mannequins. The dim light played over them. It looked like they moved in small inconsistent ways. Terror took hold and a small moan escaped my lips.
 
   Sally stopped. The next thing I knew I was being shoved onto the bed. Sally took the blade and pulled at my underwear. Fabric ripped and tore. What was left of my under garment was thrown to the floor. Hands grabbed the cuffs behind me. There was a small click and they were off one wrist. Sin Sally brought my hands in front of me and she locked the cuffs closed.
 
   I was shoved to my stomach. I didn’t fight back. She told me if I made a sound, I would be punished. I broke a rule and had to pay for it. I heard a rustling from the bag. I turned my head to see Sin Sally pull a strap on dildo to her. I was silent but I was freaking out. I never had anything like that done to me. I had no idea what it would feel like. My world was spinning into chaos.
 
   Creepy Sally strapped on the dildo. It looked like it was seven inches, smooth and purple. She smiled at me and pulled out a small bottle of KY, slathering the phallic toy. I stayed still and simply watched.
 
   “I liked playing with the older boys. People didn’t like it when they went missing. But they were bad. I had to punish them. They were good only when they were dead. Play dead for me. Be a good boy.”
 
   “I will be a good boy. I will be a good boy.” I said quietly.
 
   Sin Sally grabbed my hips. I went into doggy style and held my breath. The tip touched my asshole and I flinched. It worked its way in just barely. Sally slapped my ass. I remained silent. It was slow at first, inch after inch. Nails dug into my ass cheeks as another inch pushed in and then another. Soon the whole thing was in when I felt Sally’s hips touch my ass.
 
   “You are such a good boy, such a good boy.” Sin Sally whispered.
 
   I grunted as the smooth dildo slid in and out. I found myself tightening my asshole and then loosing with each stroke. Sally giggled. I turned back to see her watching it go in and out of me. The thrill was exhilarating. Being exposed and treated like some fuck doll made me stay hard like no other time in my life. Her hand reached under and she took my firm member in her hand. 
 
   “For being good, I will allow this one pleasure.” Sally spoke seductively.
 
   I remained silent as a tomb. Her hand gripped my shaft and pumped. She was slow and deliberate. She stroked me and penetrated me to the same slow rhythm. I could feel my eyes turn into my head with ecstasy. I never wanted any of it to stop.
 
   Time lost all meaning. The waves of pleasure spiked over and over again. Her thumb ran over my head and I couldn’t hold it back anymore. Jets of hot come spurted onto the bed. My body heaved and I pushed with all my might. The amount of come was obscene as spurt after spurt splashed on the bed. Sally stroked every last drop from my balls. The last bit of come hung from my cock as I took in air.
 
   “Sally didn’t say you could squirt.” The creepy woman said with an edge.
 
   I was shoved down. My stomach mashed into the warm wet come. Sin Sally drove the dildo down to the hilt and kept it there. Teeth buried into my shoulder and I yelped, she grinded her hips into my ass, rotating the dildo in an almost clockwise motion. Despite the pain, I was still semi hard. I groaned as she punished my ass. There was some movement behind me and then she pressed against my back. She must have taken off her top because I could feel her warm firm tits on me. Her teeth sank back into my skin. I was trapped and at her mercy. I knew if I wanted to survive this I had to do everything I was told. I didn’t fight back as she drilled me. All I could do was cry out and moan.
 
   After one last twirl, the demonic Sin Sally pulled away. The dildo slid out of my now bruised ass. An empty feeling filled my spirit as I lay face down. A hand grabbed my shoulder and turned me onto my back. Sally picked my arms up and held it over my head.
 
   “Don’t move.” Sally said flatly.
 
   Sin Sally stood up over me. Her body was smooth and inviting but her face was a mask of indifference. She unlatched the dildo. With one smooth motion she pulled it away and let it fall to the floor. Her breasts hung free. They bounced to her small movements. She didn’t even need to wear the top as they defied gravity. Light brownish nipples pointed. Her tongue licked her black lips, eyes locked on my waist. I glanced down and could see that I was fully hard again. On the bed, to the sides of me, a blade lay naked. Sin Sally pulled down her bottom and exposed her complete naked body to me. She was clean shaven and her slit was pink and glistening.
 
   Limbs moved like spider legs as she crotched down over my thighs. Hands scooped up both knives. The woman giggled. The flat sides of the blades traced over my skin just enough to feel the cold steel. I didn’t dare squirm for fear of being punished. 
 
   “Now I want my toy.” Sally grinned and let out a sardonic laugh.
 
   Wetness covered me as she pressed her slit against the underside of my cock. It felt like a wet kiss on my manhood. Her labia spread slightly to run along my rock hard shaft. I was a statue to her movements. I wanted nothing more than to push my cock into her and spread her wide. But if I did that then there was a good chance she would kill me. The thought caused my cock to stiffened and push against her wet pussy.
 
   Without hands, Sin Sally maneuvered her hips. My head pressed against her budding slit. Her mouth turned into a perfect O as the first inch pushed in. Our bodies were feverish with lust. I pushed my hips while Sally pushed down. We met in the middle, our bodies joined. She pressed a blade to my chest. I didn’t move as she rode my manhood. Soon she was crying out as my cock spread her pussy walls. With her head thrown back, she screamed and cried like a wild animal. Wetness dripped down around my member and covered my upper thighs and hips. She rammed her pussy down on my hard cock and all I could do was watch like a silent victim.
 
   Sin Sally stuck her tongue out, licking smeared lips. Eye makeup ran with tears of sadistic joy. I was in her complete power and it turned her on. Her body shuddered as an orgasm flooded her senses. Her cries turned to whimpers as another went through her. I had never seen anyone orgasm so quickly. She didn’t stop, she never stopped. Orgasm after orgasm rocked her. Her eyes met mine and she gazed at me like a hungry monster in the dark. 
 
   “Don’t come unless I say so.” Sin Sally managed between breaths.
 
   I remained rock hard as she used me like a fuck toy. This went on for about thirty minutes. She came over and over again, riding me with reckless abandonment. I was a slave to her desires and I could do nothing but obey. Knowing that, life had become so simple. If she killed me then all of this would have been worth it.
 
   I held back with every ounce of my being. I wanted to come but dared not. I was under her control and only when she allowed me could I let loose. Sally bent forward, grinding on me, taking every inch. Her nipples bounced against my chest. I kept my hands above me but I found my tongue reaching out for her beautiful nipples. When the tip grazed her right nipple, Sally pushed up a little and smashed her tit into my face. I could barely breathe as I sucked on her hard nipple, my teeth gently taking the end and lashing it with my tongue.
 
   “That’s it! That’s it! Keep doing that.” Sally said and shuddered from another orgasm.
 
   I struggled for air but didn’t stop. My cock was practically vibrating because I wanted to come so bad. Juices ran over my skin and she thrust harder onto me. The bed creaked and rocked to her forcing me into her. I was reaching the point of no return. I couldn’t hold back any longer. This was it and I was going to die for it. I had a good life and now she was going to stab me to death because I couldn’t hold back a tidal wave of come.
 
   “Come for me little boy! Come!” Sally screamed.
 
   I let out a soul wrenching moan. My cock expanded and a flurry of come spurt into Sally’s dripping snatch. The moan was so loud but I didn’t care. Let the world hear it for what it was. If this was the last moment on earth, then I wanted the heavens to know I was coming and nothing was going to stop me. 
 
   My hands flashed forward and I grabbed Sin Sally by the neck. Something beastly took over. Fear turned from a weak little rabbit to a fearsome raging ogre. My fingers gripped her neck tight. In a span of second I went from being her toy to her being my toy. Sin Sally dropped the knives over the side of the bed. Her fingers clawed at my fingers weakly. Her eyes went from evil to innocent and weak. I held her and forced her entire body down on my cock. She gasped for air but her body complied. I sat up, holding her in place as I forced every last drop of come into her. Sally shuddered in such a way that I knew she just had the biggest orgasm in her life. We stared at each other, roles reversed. Tears rolled down her cheeks. I growled in contempt.
 
   A burst of heat filled my senses. I let go and fell back. Sin Sally took in a deep gulp of air and fell onto my chest. The only sound in the dim bedroom was our bodies heaving. Swirls filled my senses and I passed out.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Four
 
   I woke to a smiling face. The room was bright from the morning sun. With light flooding my vision, I saw Susan eyeing me with crystal clear green eyes. I stared at her with the smeared makeup and short hair. I moved and my body cried out in soreness. The handcuffs were dangling from one wrist. Despite her grin, I could tell she was sore. Her mouth curved slightly as she moved to me.
 
   “Susan?” I said not sure if we were still in character.
 
   “The one and only.” Her grin was infectious.
 
   “Last night was……”
 
   “Amazing!” Susan finished.
 
   “I never knew it could be like that. I mean I knew it was you but I was so stuck in the moment, I couldn’t tell anymore.”
 
   “I feel the same. Nathan, that had to be one of the greatest experiences I ever felt. Even I didn’t know it could be like that.”
 
   I wrapped my arms around her and held her close. “How did you manage to keep me in the house? I thought I saw someone outside.”
 
   “I had a friend help me out. They knew their part was over when the bedroom light went out. I wish you saw her, she had a great hockey mask.”
 
   “You spent a lot of time on this. The text message scared me. The chainsaw really scared me.”
 
   Susan smiled. “I had to throw you off the scent. If I was going to terrify you, I had to make it as real as possible.”
 
   “Your hair.” I said as I ran my fingers through it.
 
   “I know I said I would never cut it but lately I wanted a change. I felt it would have been more convincing. Do you like it?”
 
   I smiled. “I do. But long or short, you are so beautiful to me.”
 
   Susan snuggled into my chest. “Sorry about the door. I tried to account for everything. I forgot the door handle had a lock on it.”
 
   “It was worth it. I nearly shit my pants when you cut through. How did you know the police wouldn’t show up? That thing was loud.”
 
   “I tested it out when you were at work. I ran through the house with it on. My friend Jackie was outside and could barely hear it. I figured we would be okay.”
 
   There was a long pause.
 
   “At the end there, I’m sorry if I hurt you.” I said with a deep felt tone in my voice.
 
   “Don’t worry. I like it rough and that was certainly rough. I never came so hard in my life. I’m sorry if I hurt your butt.” Susan said looking up at me.
 
   “Don’t be. It only made the experience that much hotter. I heard stories but to live it was something else. We will be doing that again.”
 
   We both smiled. Susan put her head back on my chest.
 
   I continued. “The red symbols and the name were pretty creative. Even now I want to go downstairs and take pictures. Then we can go out for breakfast if you’re up for it?”
 
   Susan was quiet for seconds. “After that, what happens next with us?”
 
   Her body stiffened when she spoke the last word. I could see a worry line on her brow. I held her close like the world was going to fly apart.
 
   “You should move in. I’m sorry for taking so long to ask. I never trusted anyone and worried that you would run once you really got to know me. But after last night, I know my worries were unfounded. Susan, will you live with me in sin?”
 
   Susan turned her head and stared right into my eyes. The world stood still as I waited. 
 
   “Yes Nathan. I will live in sin with you.”
 
   We kissed and it was the most sensual, freeing kiss I had ever felt with this short time on Earth. Our bodies pressed tight, we held each other in quiet comfort knowing that we finally saw our true selves in each other. 
 
   I moved my arm with the handcuff dangling from it. I pointed at it and raised an eyebrow to Susan. We both looked at the shiny swaying metal and laughed the morning away.
 
   ~Fin~
 
   


 
   
  
 

Witch Lover
 
   One
 
   I stepped through the doorway onto the porch. Wood creaked as I walked lightly to the edge where three stairs led to a dirt path. A cool autumn breeze passed over me sending a chill up and down my spine. I buttoned my sweater to keep the cold out. Red and orange leaves hung from the trees, not quite ready to fall to the cold earth. I let out a deep sigh as I stared out into the wilderness around me.
 
   My name is Eva Morgan and today will be the first day I break my solitude in close to a year. 
 
   I wish the circumstances were different. I placed myself in solitude to help hone my craft. It can be a long and difficult process but with the peace of nature, it made the transition easier. One of my coven sisters had a cabin far away from civilization. It seemed like the next logical step. My family and friends didn’t seem too happy about it but they respected my choice, until last night.
 
    My childhood friend Daniel called me last night in a panic. Something happened and he didn’t know who to turn to. He felt he was in some serious trouble and needed to talk with me. We were always close and I knew I couldn’t say no. So here I was, waiting on a cold porch in the middle of nowhere, waiting for my friend to arrive.
 
   I opened my senses and calmed my heart. I could feel tendrils of energy wrap around me. My mind drifted up and I could sense Daniel. His mind was reeling and his heart beat quick. When I opened my eyes, his car pulled into the dirt driveway. He didn’t even turn off the engine when he swung the door open and ran to me. No words were spoken as we hugged. I could feel his nerves were on edge. His hug was tight. He buried his face into my neck as I buried mine into his. His warm scent drifted up and for the first time in a year I felt like I was back home.
 
   “I’m sorry for coming up here.” Daniel said as he pulled his head back to face me. “I know being out here is important to you. I really had nowhere else to go.”
 
   “Never be sorry. We are family and you know I will always be here for you.” I said putting my fingers to his cheek.
 
   Daniel smiled, his short wavy blonde hair moving to the wind. The skin around his eyes hung a little but his eyes burned with an intense cobalt blue. He hugged me again with his broad shoulders wrapping around my smaller self. I could feel nervous energy coming off him in waves. I reached out with my energy to soothe him. Daniel relaxed. Soon his arms dropped and he turned away.
 
   “Grab your things and come in. I will pour us some wine and we can talk.”
 
   Daniel nodded. It took only minutes for him to grab his back pack from the trunk, turn off the car and step into the threshold. The cabin was large with several rooms. Too many plants hung from the walls and filled corners. It gave the place an otherworldly feel almost from a fairy tale.  Dan dropped his pack in the hallway and we were soon at the kitchen table. I had a bottle of wine already open so it could breathe. I poured into the two waiting glasses. Dan’s shoulders drooped as he sat and stared at the glass for a second before taking it.
 
   “If you’re not ready to talk we can just relax and maybe talk about it tomorrow?” I was concerned but I didn’t want to push him if he wasn’t ready.
 
   “I don’t think it can wait.” Daniel said flatly.
 
    I stared as he took a long deep sip of his wine. We have known each other since we were little. When his family moved next door to ours and they introduced us, we were inseparable. We were five but we were thick as thieves’ right from the start. We weren’t blood but you could never tell by the way we acted. The only thing that really set us apart was his blonde hair and my black hair. 
 
   Daniel put down his glass. “I remember you telling me about things out there in our world, things that we never completely understand. I think I had a run in with one of those things the other night.”
 
   I sat silently and listened. Daniel understood my studies were important to me. He never made fun or judged me on my beliefs. He often told me the opposite. He knew I was special and there was something different about me, he could feel it. During our teenage years when I first studied the ancient craft, he would listen to me go on and on about what I was learning. I trusted him to not talk about it and at the time it became another thing we bonded on. Even if he had a hard time understanding all of it.
 
   “I was out celebrating with a few friends the other night. Dave finally proposed to Cynthia. We were drinking and having a good time at MacDuff’s. Some woman walked up to our group and started talking to me. One thing led to another and we ended up back at my place.”
 
   Daniel hesitated, almost like a distant memory was trying to swim to the surface. I put my hand over his, trying my best to comfort.
 
   “It’s silly. I’m not even sure I should have come here.”
 
   “Please Daniel, don’t push it away. Tell me what happened.” I could feel something snake through his aura. It was restless and it tried to coil around him.
 
   “I don’t want to get too graphic but she bit me during it.” Daniel’s eyes met mine and I could feel a twinge of fear.
 
   “Did this woman try to draw blood from you?”
 
   “That’s the weird part, she didn’t draw blood. It was almost like she was pushing something into me.”
 
   “What happened afterwards?”
 
   “I passed out. I woke up the next day and the mystery woman was gone. I never even got her name. I don’t make it a habit of going home with strange women but this one had me under some strange spell. Everything she said was like magic.”
 
   I kept my hand on Daniel’s. My energy reached out and I explored his aura. The black, snake like energy reared up and snapped at me. It was so sudden I pulled my hand back like I was burned.
 
   Daniel’s eyes widened. “What was that?”
 
   “I’m not sure. I will have to look into it but you will have to stay here until I figure it out.” I rubbed my hand.
 
   “I wasn’t planning on staying longer than a night. I don’t want to interfere with your studies.”
 
   “Until we know what happened to you, it would be best for you to stay close. Being in the middle of nowhere might be the best thing for you.” I smiled.
 
   “Thank you. I know this is a lot.”
 
   “We are family. I would do anything for you.” I ran my fingers through his hair and kissed his cheek.
 
   We tried to change the subject by talking about Dave’s and Cynthia’s proposal. It was nice to reconnect with the world even if it was only for a little bit. In the back of my mind I tried to keep my worrying at bay. I had an idea on what happened to Dan but I had to be sure. He was already scared and I didn’t want to make it worse with speculation.
 
   With the wine bottle drained, I set Daniel in the living room and pointed to the book case. There was no TV or radio. This place was really a monk’s paradise. Daniel went to the shelf and scanned the titles. 
 
   I went downstairs into the basement. It was very lavish with large comfy couches and the walls lined with book shelves filled with tomes. My coven sister told me this was her secret hideaway and private library. I ran my finger across the book spines until I found the one I was looking for. I plopped on a comfy couch, opened the tome in hand and began reading.
 
   Time swirled as I turned page after page. A picture and a name jumped out at me and my grip on the book tightened. The drawing was of a woman but she had a pair of devilish horns, webbed wings and an impossibly long tongue. I read on and the creature’s name glowed in my mind’s eye like a hot coal.
 
   A creak on the stairs made me look up. Daniel took another step and the creak stabbed into the quiet basement. I closed the book but stared as Daniel reached the bottom of the stairs. His eyes were bright and otherworldly. He eyed me like a lion would eye a young zebra. He took a few steps toward me but kept his distance.
 
   “Daniel?” I said.
 
   His eyes dropped. “I don’t feel right.” He said meekly.
 
   “I think I know what is happening to you.” I stood up and could feel his eyes give my body the once over.
 
   “What is happening to me?” Daniel’s body was moving with nervous energy.
 
   I think normally anyone would be a bit put off or nervous. I had to show him I was confident and treat everything like it was normal. But in truth, I was nervous. I patted a seat next to me. Daniel complied but he couldn’t keep his eyes off me.
 
   “What are you feeling now?” I asked keeping it light.
 
   “Something about me feels different but I…”
 
   “You feel urges and they are getting stronger.” I finished.
 
   “Yes. I keep thinking of things that I try to push away.”
 
   I was sitting about two feet from Daniel but I could feel heat coming off his body. I could see the muscles in his neck were working and his jaw was clenched. I found myself staring at him and wanting him to share his thoughts with me.
 
   I reached out and touched his chin, guiding him to look into my eyes. “You know you can tell me anything.”
 
   “You remember when we kissed.” Daniel said with intense eyes.
 
   A flash of heat went through me. “Yea, I still remember it. You were my first kiss.”
 
   “And you were mine.” Daniel smiled at the happy memory.
 
   I wanted to reach out and tell him that he was bitten by a succubus. A demon culled from madness and lust. They couldn’t procreate on their own so they hunt after strong people and poison their blood. The poison causes the person to seek out another strong person so they can mate and bare a succubus or incubus child. The mystery was getting deeper because this was only the first part of their mating. Daniel will have some of his own mind but his urges will grow with each passing night. 
 
   Maybe it was the loneliness or maybe it was because I had only ever loved one man. Familiar ideas rose to my mind’s eye. I had dreamed of Daniel on more than one occasion. We weren’t blood but he felt like blood. I felt I should have had conflicting feelings but everything felt natural, a little too natural.
 
   “You said you knew what was happening to me.” Daniel said with innocent eyes.
 
   “Do you trust me?” 
 
   “With my life.” Daniel said without hesitation.
 
   “I trust you with my life and I am here to help you. Just tell me what you are going through. I will do all I can to help you.” I smiled.
 
   I could see his shoulder’s relaxed. He seemed to feel better and sat back into the couch. The room was quite for moments. I could see thoughts play across his face. The black snake in his aura moved with purpose. 
 
   Daniel turned to me and put his arm over the back of the couch. “I keep thinking about us growing up. Those small moments that seem to live forever in my memory. Like the time you flashed me while I was in the shower.”
 
   I giggled. “Yea, I was visiting and going through your medicine cabinet. You were yelling at me to get out of the bathroom so you could get out of the shower. I was looking for some dental floss. You poked your head out, yelling at me. I flashed you to shut you up. It worked. You stood there in shock. The look on your face was priceless.”
 
   “Well I never forgot it. I never told you how hard it made me.” Daniel was sure to look at me with the last sentence.
 
   “I hoped it would excite you.” I said without skipping a beat.
 
   Daniel was quiet. “I feel like I should feel weird but I don’t. I keep thinking about you in your panties and a T shirt running around the house when I stopped by, without a care in the world. How we used to hug and it felt like I never wanted to let go.”
 
   A distant flame in me grew brighter. The same flame I felt growing up with Daniel. We told each other everything but our feelings for each other. At the time we weren't ready and we were just good kids. Now as adults, it felt different and more accepting. Something we should have explored sooner. I bit my lip thinking about what he was going through. He needed to work out the poison. Get it out of his system so he could be himself again. Despite what you see in the movies, there is no magical spell that could cure him. If he didn’t get the poison out then he would get worse and attempt to force himself on someone, anyone.
 
   Being in the cabin to my own thoughts I could feel myself open to my emotions. It was a long journey of self-discovery but the one unresolved thought was my feelings for my best friend. He burned bright in my heart and now fate has pushed us together in a completely unexpected way.
 
   “I want to kiss you.” Daniel said innocently.
 
   A soothing calm filled me. Here we were sitting in a cabin, miles from the nearest town. My heart beat a little faster as Daniel watched me, waiting for a response. My senses could feel night descend across the land. I sat up a little straighter and let my gaze fall from his eyes, down his neck to his collar bone.
 
   “I want to kiss you.” I whispered.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Two
 
   Daniel moved with liquid grace. I found myself leaning back but not moving. Heat rushed into my face. The world spun as my friend drew close. He was bigger than me and his size was intimidating and comforting at the same time. Fantasy thoughts flashed of him forcing me down and having his way with me. Blood rushed to my belly and thighs. It was only the two of us out here. He could completely have his way with me and there was no way I could stop him. I could feel myself get wet at the thought.
 
   Daniel’s lips pressed against mine. They were soft and relaxed just like I remembered. I dreamed of him while he dreamed of me. Our first kiss was too much for me at the time. But even at a young age, I wanted him to take me and claim me for his own. Now in this time and place, that was all I wanted.
 
   Daniel’s tongue slipped out and lightly pressed into my mouth. My own tongue reached out to meet his. Tips circled and swirled with loving urges. He moved closer and I could feel heat come off his chest. His scent rose up like an invisible mist. When his chest touched my ample chest, I could feel my nipples harden in response. He leaned his body onto mine. I opened my legs and he quickly filled the empty space with his muscular body. My hand went to his hair with fingers gliding through his blonde locks. I opened my eyes half way but his eyes were closed, lost in the sensation of our touch. 
 
   I closed my eyes and let the waking dream play out. The touch of his hand on my hip caused my leg to curl around his lower back. The weight of him on me was intoxicating. I found myself writhing to his touch. His hardness pressed through his jeans against my mound. I only had a long black dress on and panties underneath. When you are alone for long periods you find a bra unnecessary. Not that my boobs needed the lift. They hung heavy with perky nipples all on their own. With Daniel’s body pressed against mine, I found my nipples rubbing against the fabric. The sensation of my nipples rubbing against his chest with thin pieces of fabric separating us turned me on more.
 
    There was some light pulling on my dress. Daniel never stopped kissing as he pulled my dress further and further up my leg. I was so hot; I didn’t even know he exposed my leg around his lower back. Fingers touched my panties. I squeezed my leg around him, urging him on. He rubbed a digit over my wet mound. That only made me wetter in response.
 
   I had little experience with men. I think it was because my heart secretly wanted Daniel. Sex was often a messy and sometimes a heart breaking experience. I gave up trying to live that life when I knew deep down what my heart desired. Daniel on the other hand seemed to have a lot of experience. His finger found my clit and gently rubbed it. My body reacted with a shudder. He touched me just right and my body liked it.
 
   Daniel continued to rub my clit over my panties. I gasped and my hips moved to his movements. I put hand hands around his neck as I looked down to see his arm in between my legs. Daniel gave a mischievous grin as he saw me twisting to his touch. All I could do was breathe while he worked me into frenzy. 
 
   I wanted to surrender completely but I kept a piece of me in reserve. The succubus poison could make him unpredictable. I had to have some control so I could guide him in a safe way to release it. Fingers hooked the side of my panties and pulled them aside. Before I could do anything, he pushed a finger inside me while his thumb rested on my clit. He pushed it all the way in and pulled it out in slow strokes, massaging my clit as he did it. My blood began to boil in lust. It felt wonderful as he violated me with his fingers. I tried to sit up and Daniel held me down. I felt his strength on my shoulder while he stimulated my womanhood.
 
   Daniel’s hand went from my shoulder to my hair. I tried to sit up to hold him and he pulled my hair and kept me down. I could feel he had control as he gripped my long black locks. I was at his mercy as he upped the tempo. My hips bucked to the bursts of pleasure running through me. An orgasm was building up fast.
 
   “Please Dan, don’t stop. It feels good.” I whispered as he quickened the pace.
 
   Daniel’s eyes were mad with desire. He pulled my hair and a sharp gasp escaped my lips. The vibrations in me were reaching the tipping point. All I could do was ride the wave. I clamped onto him when a wet explosion filled me. I hadn’t felt an orgasm like that, ever. I let out a small scream followed by blissful whimpers. 
 
   With a strong hand, Daniel grabbed my panties and pulled. The sound of ripping fabric filled the room. He pulled up the torn panties and threw them on the floor. I moved like a cat on her belly as Daniel took the fingers he just plunged into me and put them to his nose. He took a deep sniff of my scent. Then he licked my juices off his fingers like an appetizer. He stood up and unbuttoned his collared shirt. With it open, I could see his firm muscled chest and dark nipples. 
 
   “Take off my belt.” Daniel commanded.
 
   I sat up and did as I was told. I could feel a lusty menace pouring from his eyes. If I disobeyed I’m sure we would punish me. I had often fantasied of Dan coming into my room in the middle of the night and having his way with me. I let him have the control but my body ached for him to be inside me. I didn’t have to wait long.
 
   I pulled the belt and let it fall to the floor. Daniel unbuttoned his jeans and pulled down the zipper. He snaked out of his jeans and threw them aside. I couldn’t keep my eyes off his cock. I had glimpses of it when he wore shorts growing up but now that it was out in the open, I didn’t realize how delicious it looked. I was speechless as he pushed me down into the couch. It had been so long since I had one inside me. I wasn’t sure I could handle it especially Daniel’s. He was circumcised and his purple head was wide and throbbing. Veins like twisting rivers appeared along the shaft.
 
   I looked up to see Daniel, my Daniel, press his body in-between my legs. I hugged his hips with my thighs. His member lay against my womanhood and my stomach. I didn’t know how he would fit that inside me. I felt myself brace for it as he moved his cock head. My juices flowed and I felt it on my thighs and his shaft. When his head touched my slit, I let out a long gasp.
 
   Moans filled the room. He entered me and my body opened. He snugly slid in inch by inch. When he pushed his meat all the way in, his hands went to my top and ripped it open. My tits lay bare before my brother. He held me down with his body as his tongue licked a pink nipple. I tried to move but I was held firmly into place. He moved his thin hips into me. Pulses of heat and bliss clouded my thoughts.
 
   “My beautiful witch, I have wanted to push my cock into you for a long time. I knew you would be tight. You feel so good.” Daniel said and nibbling my nipple.
 
   “Yesssss. Fuck me like you always wanted to. Fuck me and don’t stop.”
 
   “You belong to me. Take it! Take all of it!” Daniel grunted.
 
   I could see his aura as he pounded my pussy. The black snake grew larger and blacker. Daniel pushed harder into me. The sound of skin on skin penetrated our clouded senses and only turned us on more. The poison in my friend was taking over and turning him into a beast. I curled my arms under his shoulders, holding on tight as my body bounced to each thrust. My nipples pressed against his smooth chest. His skin was hot like molten iron. My wetness made his cock slide in and out easier. I squeezed him with my inner muscles, trying to keep him in me. He bore his weight down as he punished me. 
 
   I kissed and bit his neck. As his shirt pulled back from his movements, I could see the bite marks of the succubus. There were little lines where the teeth penetrated. It seemed to almost be completely healed. But the poison was running rampant. My gentle lover treated me like I was his and he could do whatever he wished.
 
   He grunted and growled as he pushed into me faster and faster. He was so hard; I could feel every inch of his cock pummel me. I bit his neck and he went silent. His cock bulged in me, spreading me wider. Hot jets of cum pumped into my dripping slit. I hugged my lover tighter as he pushed every last drop into me. Another orgasm blasted my senses as I clamped as hard as I could on his manhood. Come dripped out of me and down my ass.
 
   Daniel collapsed onto me, his member throbbing in my wet gash. I held him close as internal fireworks slowly died down. My mind and body were reeling from the intensity. I ran my fingers up and down his spine. I felt so close to him. It was like a wall had finally fallen and we could see each other for the first time.
 
   Daniel was quiet. When I moved his head I could see that he had fallen asleep. I smiled. He was heavy but I managed to just pull myself out from under him. He curled into the couch with a look of perfect contentment. I pulled a blanket off the back of the couch and covered him.
 
   I looked down at myself. My shirt was ripped and hanging by a thread. My dress seemed to be okay but I could feel my Daniel’s seed dripping down my thigh. I slowly went up the stairs and turned out the light.
 
   In my room, I stripped down to nothing. A bathroom was adjoined to my room. I went in and turned on the shower. The hot water felt good as I washed away all our love juices. I dried myself with a towel but kept thinking about my friend. My feelings for him were so deep and to have him take me was a dream come true. But now I worried about the poison still brewing in him. He may have shot his seed in me but the poison was still in his aura.
 
   I walked out of the bathroom to my bed. I wasn’t sure I could sleep knowing he was downstairs and I was up here. I wanted nothing more than to snuggle together but he was too big to move. I prayed he didn’t have second thoughts in the morning because I didn’t.
 
   I turned out the lights. I normally slept naked and tonight would be no exception. As soon as I was under the covers, I passed out.
 
   ***
 
   My eyes opened. My breathing was shallow and tired. I tried to move but my limbs refused to budge. There was a weight on my chest like something was sitting on it. With great effort, I turned my head slightly to the doorway.
 
   A dark outline of a man stood in the door frame. His body heaved as his eyes shined in the dark. I could see in one of his hands a belt dangling just above the floor. He took slow deliberate steps into the bedroom. When he reached me, Daniel looked down with alien eyes. His aura was a maelstrom of purple energy. The black snake of seduction whipped around the glowing cloud. At one point it perched on his shoulder and looked down with its serpentine head.
 
   “Daniel.” I whispered.
 
   Daniel’s aura flashed. He grabbed the white sheet and slowly pulled it off my body. The cool air caused my nipples to stand at attention. With what little light from further down the hallway, I could make out that Daniel was naked. His face was a mask of lust. Eyes glided over my prone form filled with selfish intent.
 
   I channeled my energy and whispered a word of power. Feeling returned to my limbs. I still found myself paralyzed not from his spell but from the feelings in my heart. I could have sat up and calmed him down, even suppress some of the succubus poison. Instead I stared and waited. I didn’t want him to stop. Sharing myself with Daniel only inflamed my need for him. The vast loveless void was filled when he entered me and I found myself wanting more.
 
   Daniel grabbed one wrist and then the other with one hand, pulling my arms over my head. He took the belt in his other hand and wrapped it around my wrists. I found myself whimpering to his light but firm touch. I could feel myself grow wet. I rubbed my thighs as he finished his work, tying my arms. He locked the belt buckle into the hole. 
 
   My Daniel sat on the edge of the bed, his hand reaching over and gliding one finger over my smooth skin. I begged him with my eyes to take me, fill me with his manhood. Instead he played with me like a toy.
 
   Fingers traced over my nipples. A shudder filled me as I writhed against my bonds. All I wanted was him to take me again and again. Memories of us close but not touching filled my mind. I hated that we may have wasted so much time when we could have taken a bold step toward our feelings.
 
   Daniel crawled into bed and pressed his hot body against mine. I tried to turn toward him but his hands held me in place. His power washed over me and I obeyed his suggestive grip. His member lay on my thigh. My eyes took in his beautiful face. His eyes were on my body, ignoring me and taking his time. Fingers grazed my slit and I found my thighs opening a little wider.
 
   Strong hands grabbed me and turned me onto my stomach. Roughly, Daniel pulled me up by my hips. At once I was on my knees and elbows. Finger’s played with my dripping slit. I cried out for him to take me. One hand grabbed my hair and another griped my hip. I let out a deep breath as he slid into me. Once he was down to the hilt, he kept me there in his power. I squeezed him, goading him to take me. Hips pushed against my ass and my body moved to his tempo. He was rock hard but quiet as a tomb. The quiet was nerve wrecking but I obeyed as his hips pushed into me.
 
   “Yes…yes..please…use me.” I moaned.
 
   I tried to turn my head but fingers tightened in my hair and forced me to face forward. Forbidden lust crashed through me as I tried to contain it. An orgasm exploded and my moans grew louder. I never wanted him to stop.
 
   Daniel stopped with his hard manhood in me. He pulled out and threw me down. Before I could do anything, he turned me onto my back. He knocked my legs open and pressed his head to my throbbing pussy. He hesitated, ready to plunge into me. His eyes changed and I saw the color of his spirit wash over him.
 
   “Eva….this is wrong.” Daniel whispered.
 
   I felt a stab to my heart. How could he say that? Was I wrong? Was all this pent up love only from me? Could it be the poison directing him and not our true feelings? Sickness soured my stomach. I wanted to crawl away into a dark hole and never see the light of day. 
 
   “Something is pushing me to be with you but…..I just want to be with you.” Daniel said with a hint of sadness in his voice.
 
   I looked into his eyes. The concern in them was overwhelming. For a moment I thought he was shunning me and instead he wanted me as much as I wanted him. I brought my bound hands to my chest. My brother undid them, pulled it off and tossed it aside. I pressed my palm to his cheek. His entire body hovered over mine, locked in uncertainty.
 
   “You need to get the poison out. We have the rest of our lives to explore our feelings. Right now, it is only me and you in the universe. Please Daniel, let your lust take over and when this is over, we can follow our hearts.”
 
   Daniel smiled. A dark gloom then filled his eyes. His cock head pressed to my slit and slowly entered me. My arms curled under him, holding him close. I ran my fingers along his muscular back as his hips gently moved back and forth. My body bounced to his touch. Daniel put a hand to my shoulder and held me down, breaking our embrace. The demonic poison took over and he increased his tempo.
 
   Moans escaped my lips as he held me down and forced every inch into me. I wanted him to fuck me like crazy, pour his lust and violence onto my body like a canvas, his body the brush. We moved together to the waves of pleasure. I gasped and he seemed to push harder into my sopping wet gash.
 
   Our bodies joined, a heat blazed brightly like a star. He leaned down and pressed his whole body on me, in me. His lips locked with mine. Tongues touching playfully as his steel hard manhood drilled me with purpose. I felt another orgasm begin to build. I was speechless except for heavy breathing. My body was slick from sweat. His heat and muscles kept me pinned to the bed. I surrendered myself again to my lover, letting him work out this wonderfully dreaded poison. I thanked fate for bringing us together. I thanked it again when he pulled my hair and pushed in and out of me.
 
   Toes curled, I screamed as my body bucked. My nerves were alive. I let out scream after scream. Daniel didn’t stop. His was a wild animal, pushing into my tight slit. His cock expanded and nearly stretched me to my limit. My Daniel bit my nipple and rammed his member into me with reckless abandonment.
 
   “Fuck me Daniel! Fuck me!” I screamed.
 
   The gloom from lover’s eyes faded. “I love you.” 
 
   “I love you.” I said with sultry eyes and love in my heart.
 
   It was enough to send him over the edge. He cried out as his cock bulged in me and erupted. Jets of seed shot into my womb. I orgasm again as come spilled from his cock and filled me. Our wetness mingled and I felt my face flush. Daniel grunted, making his body spurt every last drop of his warm come.
 
   A dark presence filled my senses. I turned my head to a window and felt something was outside, in the forest, watching us. My Daniel stopped pumping but his semi hard cock was still inside me. He pressed his face to my neck. I held him close but the presence outside distracted me from this treasured moment.
 
   Silence filled the room. The beat of our hearts warmed our bodies. I could feel a stir in my womb. I knew the next part was going to be difficult but I sent those thoughts away. Daniel held me close. His grip told me that he never wanted to let go. I kissed his forehead reassuringly. I was never going to let go.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Three
 
   The next few days were weird. That is the best way I could explain it while trying to keep a straight face. The next morning, my belly ballooned. It looked like I was six months pregnant. Daniel nearly had a breakdown. It took a few hours to calm him down and inform him this was part of the process. My body was young and strong. It could handle the change as the succubus’s child grew inside me.
 
   Despite the freak out, Daniel never left my side. It was a bizarre family arrangement. Dan started giving it nick names and wondered if it would look like us. I told him it was possible but I wasn’t sure. I was sure to tell Dan we couldn’t keep it. It belonged to the demon who bit him. Dan seemed relieved and a bit sad from the notion. I tried to keep those maternal emotions distant. From my research, I knew the demon would try to take back the baby at all costs.
 
   Daniel was very attentive and took care of me like a queen. He rubbed my feet and made sure I was comfortable. My belly grew bigger each day. Something moved inside me and its kicks made me smile.
 
   On the third night, I felt contractions. They came on hard and fast. Daniel was supportive and was with me when the baby was born. It happened quickly. Twenty minutes later we held a beautiful baby boy with slitted blue eyes and small horns. Daniel ran his hand over the baby incubus’s head. I wrapped up the little one and headed for the door.
 
   I walked out back. The dark forest swayed to a light autumn wind. The lights of the house set a small glow keeping the darkness at bay. My feet felt the cold grass underneath. The baby demon cooed and reached for my black hair.
 
   I smiled at the cute incubus. When I looked up, a woman stood at the edge of the forest. She wore tight black leather. She was beautiful even though I was a bit distracted by the black pointed tail and small horns protruding from her forehead. Without a word, I presented the bundle of demonic joy.
 
   The succubus stepped forward with hands out. They curled around the little bundle and lifted the baby up. The little incubus cooed louder when it was in his true mother’s arms. The demon mother’s eyes glowed in delight.
 
   “Thank you.” The succubus said with a guarded expression.
 
   “Most would murder the child. I did not because I have a request.” I said showing as little emotion as possible.
 
   “Name it.” A little hand reached up for his mother’s finger.
 
   “Myself and my family are off limits from this point forward.”
 
   The female demon eyed me for a long moment. “Done.”
 
   The succubus turned away and slowly walked toward the dark forest. The wind picked up and a chill ran up my spine. I remained calm as the demon reached the edge.
 
   “Please take care of him.” I managed to say.
 
   “He will be treated like a prince. You have nothing to fear, witch.” And with that, the succubus faded into the dark primal forest.
 
   I stared off into the darkness. Something in me felt empty. Arms circled around me and I felt full again. I smiled and leaned into Daniel’s strong chest.
 
   “This has been a weird couple of days.” Daniel said holding me close.
 
   “Yea, it has.” I put my hand to his neck behind me.
 
   “What do we do now?”
 
   “We have a cabin to ourselves and a lot to catch up on. I say the universe is telling us something and I think we should explore it.”
 
   Daniel gave me a big goofy smile. “Then we shouldn’t disappoint the universe.”
 
   I smiled and turned around. I looked deeply into his eyes. Daniel leaned forward. We kissed to the cool breeze and our soaring hearts.
 
   ~Fin~
 
   


 
   
  
 

Ghostly Needs
 
   One
 
   The rope was snug around my neck. I hung like a broken doll in the empty hallway right before the main entrance. The house has been empty for so long that I have lost track of time again. The last owners had a wonderful clock shaped like a cat. Its eyes and tail would go side to side with each second. I stared at it for hours, lost to its hypnotic motion. 
 
   My eyes fell to the plain wooden floor. They were such a nice couple. It was sad to see them go. The house was much too big for two people. I know they tried to have kids but it wasn't in the cards. A gentle smirk appeared as I thought back to how often they tried to have a child. I have heard the expression "If these walls can talk" but little do people know how true it is. By my last count, I think it has been a little over a hundred years since I hung myself. If I knew then what I know now, I wouldn't have taken my own life over something as natural as being alive. It was a different time back then and here I was, hanging from the rope I hung myself with, still paying for my stupid mistakes.
 
   I wonder if there will be new owners coming soon? For a haunting, I never caused much trouble. I tended to observe and watch TV. When I wasn't doing anything so mundane, I watched from windows as the families on the street went about their day. It was a simple existence but there wasn't much to do when you're dead. I reflected on my death a lot. Even a ghost can sleep and I would hear whispers telling me that this wasn't the end. I often thought those dreams were wishful thinking but when you're dead, everything is wishful thinking.
 
   Just then, the lock to the front door clicked and the door slowly swung open. I looked up to see a handsome man carrying a box. Eyes staring through me, the man took a long deep breath. Excitement danced in his eyes as he put the box down and called out to others, walking up the stone path. My body swung gently as more people came in, carrying boxes and furniture. A woman came in and walked toward me. Her body passed through me and sent a warm shiver up my spine. 
 
   "This place is fantastic!" the woman smiled ear to ear.
 
   The man came over, took the woman's hand and gave her a little twirl. 
 
   The couple continued their dance as movers came in smiling. The excitement was infectious and I found myself grinning to their boundless happiness. The man had silver streaks on the sides of his head, mixing in with jet black hair. The woman had blondish hair and a beautiful hourglass figure. The living energy from their bodies was nearly making me drunk. 
 
   Letting out a sigh, fingers curled around my noose and I pulled my head from it. I floated to the floor and decided to inspect the new owners. It was nice to feel life breath back into the house. Time had a way of speeding up and slowing down of its own accord. An hour passed and boxes seemed to appear instantly. The couple walked around and gave orders on where the furniture would be placed.
 
   The couch was put in the living room and I immediately sat in it. It was a soft black leather couch with deep cushions. I could get used to this couple. They have great taste. 
 
   I was back on my bare feet and moving through the house to marvel at all of their stuff. I passed the front door and froze. I couldn't turn away as a young dark haired man walked up the stone path toward me. Black rimmed glasses graced his handsome features. Despite wearing a flowing collared shirt, his shoulders stuck out giving him a strong T shaped figure, complete with thin hips. Headphones hooked into his ears as I looked at a small device in his hands. If I was alive, he simply would have taken my breath away.
 
   The young man looked up as if he stared straight at me. "Dad?" he shouted.
 
   "Alex! Up here son." came a shout from upstairs.
 
   Alex stepped toward me and I stayed in his path, gazing at him with wide eyes. The young man stopped just an inch from me and looked around curiously. I could feel his warm breath touch my body and my world began to spin. Alex peeked around my head and his brow wrinkled a bit. My hand reached up to touch him. Alex shrugged and walked right through me.
 
   An internal light flared and I was lost to its brightness. A second later it faded. I quickly turned around to see Alex disappearing at the top of the stairs. I took the steps and followed him up to the second floor. Down the hallway, the family of three walked into a room that used to be mine.
 
   "Is this a good size for you, son?" The father smiled.
 
   Alex looked around. "Yea, I like it."
 
   "I will have the movers bring your stuff up here."
 
   The mother hugged her son and then put her arm around her husband's shoulder. "I think we will be very happy here."
 
   I stood with the happy family but my eyes kept wandering to Alex. Youthful energy seemed to flow like a river. He looked like he was in his late teens but back in my day he would have been considered a man. If I had a heartbeat, it would be beating like a drum. For the first time in a long time, I felt excited to have company. Odd sensations rained down on me and I had to push them away. There was a reason why I was dead and I didn't want to bring back those terrible memories. I tried to not think about it as the young man walked to the windows and stared out at the woods behind the house. I floated up behind him, letting his heat warm the cold chill of my long dead spirit. I think I was going to like them very much.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Two
 
   Weeks passed and the Mason's seemed to settle in pretty quickly. Hearing them talk at dinner or in their bedrooms was ripe with juicy information. To my surprise, Alex never called his mother “mom”. It took a few days but I started to see why. The blonde woman was his step mother as his father had remarried. There was once or twice where it was mentioned Alex’s real mother had run off to Vegas with another man.
 
   James Mason was the father of the home and Alex’s step mom went by the name Kate. To see them all together though, you swore she was blood. Kate endlessly fawned over Alex as if he was her own. I often watched from the shadows, staring at her as she busied herself with big meals and making sure her men were well taken care of. James often had to work but when he came home he was very happy to see both of them. Alex would spend much of his time in his room, surfing the net as people online like to say. I didn’t understand the reference completely but the other people he would chat with mentioned it a few times. The video chat was the best because you could see people on your computer. They weren’t even in the same room.
 
   I often stared over Alex’s shoulder as he talked with his friends back home. The young man would complain about being away from them but he was giving it a real chance. James had a business opportunity in the nearby city and he couldn’t pass it up. Alex was being a good son by supporting his father and that was driving me crazy with desire.
 
   When the house would bed down for the night, I often floated into the Mason’s master bedroom. The couple was really into each other because they fucked almost every night. Often Kate would pull out smooth plastic machines called “vibrators”. James would use them on her over and over and when she cried out for no more, he would have his way with her. I thought I would get bored but they seemed to keep it lively all the time.
 
   Alex started college and was gone part of the day. Kate stayed home while James went off to work. When Kate wasn’t cleaning and taking care of the house, she was watching soap operas or hidden in her room with her favorite purple vibrator. She would insert her toy and moan loudly when no one was home. It was a bit odd that she often looked to a family picture of her, James and Alex together when she came the loudest. I thought I had a devil’s desire but I think Kate was giving me a run for my money, whatever that means. Sometimes I didn’t know what I was saying but it felt right given certain situations.
 
   Sometimes I would fall sleep somewhere in the house but I would wake up in my noose. The rope still cut into my ghostly skin and I had to pull it off of my neck. I would float around until Alex came home. Today I sat at the bottom of the stairs and waited. I wondered what things he would surf on the net today. His college work was interesting but I liked when he talked with his friends. You can learn so much by just listening.
 
   The door opened and Alex stepped in. If my heart beat, it would have been all a flutter. Behind Alex walked in a beautiful blonde girl. I floated at the bottom of the stairs dumb struck on her tight shirt and extremely tight leggings. Why didn’t young women wear dresses anymore?
 
   “Hi Kate, I’m home and I have a guest.” Alex shouted and the young woman giggled.
 
   Kate came out of the kitchen with wide eyes and a happy smile. “Hello, I’m Kate, Alex’s step mom.”
 
   “Laura.” The young woman smiled.
 
   “Good to meet you Laura. Will you be staying for dinner?” Kate beamed.
 
   Alex chimed in. “Not sure. We were just going to kill some time before going out in a few hours.”
 
   “Well if you are staying longer, let me know. I will make plenty of food for everyone.” Kate gave Alex a knowing gaze and the barest hint of a smile.
 
   Alex grinned and moved to the stairs.
 
   “A pleasure to meet you Kate.” Laura smiled and followed Alex.
 
   Kate nodded and turned back to the kitchen. Alex and Laura raced up the stairs. I floated still wondering what just happened. He just got here and he already has a girlfriend? I floated up after them. When I reached the top of the stairs, Alex’s bedroom door closed shut. Quickly I floated to his door and peeked inside.
 
   Laura was already taking off her shirt while Alex was pulling off his. My jaw dropped as they tried to get their clothes off as quickly as possible.
 
   “Your step mom is hot.” Laura said while unhooking her bra.
 
   “I used to hear that all the time back home. It’s funny coming from you.” Alex said as he undid his pants.
 
   “Do you think she will hear us?” Laura said as she pulled off her tight leggings to reveal pink underwear.
 
   “Not if we are quiet. I may have to stuff something in your mouth to keep you quiet.” Alex said when down to his boxers.
 
   Laura laughed. “I can’t help it if you fuck me right.”
 
   The young woman fell to her knees, perfect bare breasts for Alex to see. If I was alive, I would be blushing. The young harlot pulled down his boxers revealing his manhood. I tried to understand how this could happen. There was no courtship or trying to get to know one another. The young woman was more than eager to please him. I focused on Alex’s hardening manhood and I wanted to blush more. He certainly had nothing to be ashamed of but I spent my time trying not to invade his private time in the shower or when he looked at porn. But now here he was gazing down at a young woman taking his cock into her mouth.
 
   “Love your cock.” Laura said just before sliding it into her waiting mouth. 
 
   Alex made a sexy moan as Laura bobbed her head. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. The heat in the room glowed and I found myself wanting to be part of their living energy. A candle lit my spirit on fire and I watched, jealous that I couldn’t join in. The young woman kept her steady pace, inches of Alex’s manhood slipping in and out of her tight lips. I wanted to be on my own knees, taking him in, pleasing him like the whore before him. It was these very thoughts they accused me of witchcraft and the devil’s play thing. I couldn’t help myself and being dead did nothing to change it.
 
   Alex slowly opened his eyes and turned his head toward me. Again I felt like he was searching for something. Maybe he could sense me? I wasn’t sure but I continued to gaze as pleasure cascaded over his eyes. How I wanted more than anything to feel his touch. Lifting up my dress, I touched myself but it felt cold and lifeless. Alex moaned quietly and my spirit felt further inflamed. Despite the lack of warmth, I continued to rub at my ghostly pink lips. 
 
   Laura gave a muffled moan. The veins on Alex’s member pressed against her lips as she upped the tempo. I matched my tempo to theirs but I wanted more and more. Their life energy called out to me like a siren and I found myself helpless to it. I knelt down next to Laura, trying to take in everything, their heated movements and carnal hungers. Alex rocked his hips to the slut sucking on him. I wanted to be his slut. I wanted to be his whore so he could take me again and again.
 
   A ghostly hand reached out as Alex groaned. I barely touched Laura’s cheek when the world shifted and life bloomed. Instantly I was on my knees with Alex’s cock in my mouth. I hesitated for a moment but Alex felt feverish, stuffing his cock deep into my mouth. I suckled and it was the most awe inspiring moment of my dead world. I wasted no time to keep sucking on his living cock. Hungry, I took it all the way into my throat, my lips touching his base. Alex’s eyes shot open and his cock stiffened. With a grunt, molten seed splashed into the back of my throat. I sucked even harder, trying to drain his life into mine. My eyes rolled into my head and I continued on until something pushed.
 
   I couldn’t explain it but something pushed at me again. I held on, not wanting to let go but the something pushed against me, hard. A moment later I was lying on the floor of Alex’s room. Weakness spread over me like a cold blanket. I turned my head to see Laura on her feet and a confused expression on her face.
 
   “Are you okay?” Alex asked with concern in his eyes.
 
   “I…I…don’t know. I feel weird. I…need to go.” Laura said with chaos and doubt in her eyes.
 
   Alex watched as Laura put her clothes back on. I could see her mind racing to understand what just happened. In all honesty, I wanted to know what just happened too. I managed to sit up but that was all I could do. Laura finished getting dressed and went to the door.
 
   “I….will call you.” The young woman said and she was gone.
 
   Alex had put on his underwear and pants. Sitting on the edge of the bed, he stared at nothing. I tried to get up and comfort him but I felt so weak that I sank through the floor. My eyes closed for an instant and I opened them to me staring at the front door in my noose. Looking up, I thought about what happened and wondered if I could do it again.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Three
 
   The house was silent. I floated from room to room thinking about the other day. The entire family had gone hiking so I spent my time wondering what happened. I had seen enough movies to figure out that I actually possessed Laura. What I didn’t understand was how I could do it. I had tried many times to do just that before the Masons moved in but with no luck. I thought maybe I was just one of those spirits who would live out their existence being an invisible ghost. What changed? Was it because of Alex? Was it because I wanted him more than anyone I ever wanted before? I wish I had someone to talk to so I could figure it out but instead I let the other day spiral on in my thoughts.
 
   Laura didn’t come back. Alex talked with her on the phone a few times and I could hear she was pretty shaken up about it. She kept telling Alex about her weird dreams where she was hanging from a noose and how she wasn’t comfortable at his house anymore. Alex tried to calm her down but Laura seemed to not listen. I wish I could say I was heartbroken over the whore not coming over but it did bother me because now I couldn’t possess her any longer. I would have to wait until Alex brought over another girl but I wasn’t sure when that would be or if I could even enter her body.
 
   I felt I needed to try it again if only to soothe my dear Alex. He seemed depressed that Laura wouldn’t visit and after a few phone calls, she wasn’t answering his calls or texts. I must have made an impression on her but now I didn’t have anyone to test out my new ability.
 
   One night Alex was in his room. The light was off and he was trying to sleep. I wanted to be there next to him, caressing his cheek and telling him everything would be fine. Alex lay with his eyes open, staring at nothing. Sometimes he would turn to me as if still trying to see me. I couldn’t deny our connection. Distant memories tried to rise up from my gloomy past but they were vague. 
 
   Through the walls I could hear the distant thumping coming from the master bedroom. It seemed James and Kate were having their nightly ritual. Alex let out a deep sigh and turned over. I almost slipped into Alex’s bed with him when a thought occurred. I turned from Alex’s bed and floated through the wall. Emerging in the master bedroom I couldn’t help but smile.
 
   James was on his back while Kate sat on his manhood. She was trying to be quiet, biting her lip and moving her hips up and down. James had taken hold of her round hips and helped her along. Even in the dim light I could see the glimmer of Kate’s wetness along James’s hard member with each thrust. Kate bounced and rubbed her own nipples, drinking in the bliss of their union. Again I felt my spirit light up as their energy seemed to flood the room. Never has there been such a sexual couple here in this home. Their heat was intoxicating.
 
   I floated over to them, watching and wondering if I could slip into Kate’s body. I reached out and was about to touch her when she threw her head back, her mouth making a perfect O. Shuddering, Kate slowed her movements, her energy blowing outward like a bonfire igniting. James grunted and I could see spurts of pure life bursting into Kate. The two let that go on for a long moment before Kate collapsed on her husband.
 
   Feeling like I lost my chance, I stayed by them to figure out what I would do next. They kissed and Kate rolled off. It wasn’t long before both fell asleep. The room was warm and they didn’t bother to cover up. I stared at Mr. Mason’s half hard cock. I looked over to Kate and decided to try anyway.
 
   I reached out and touched her. A minute passed and nothing happened. I was about to pull away but I thought about Alex. Life pulled at me like a black hole. I blinked eyes open that were not mine. I turned my head to see James sleeping next to me. Overjoyed that I could do it again, I sat up in Kate’s body. I felt the heaviness of her large breasts. Automatically my hands went to them, hefting them in my hands. When my fingers touched my nipples, electricity shot off like lightening. Kate was very sensitive and now I know why she was so oversexed.
 
   Looking over at Mr. Mason’s still wet covered cock, I licked my lips. Before I did anything, I waited to see if there would be a push. I didn’t want to be weak again for a few days if I was pushed out suddenly. When no push came, I smiled. Maybe she couldn’t push me out because she was sleeping? I wasn’t sure but I wasn’t going to waste my chance. 
 
   Deep urges pushed at me. It was mind numbing as I stared at James’s cock. I couldn’t remember what it was like to orgasm. Naughty feelings tingled through me as I lowered my head over Mr. Mason’s cock. I could smell his musk and their juices which only served to turn me on even more. Warmth spread to my inner thighs as I lost my power to say no. I have been dead for so long, I felt like an addict needing their fix.
 
   Hungry, I stood Mr. Mason’s half hard cock up and pressed my lips around his purple spear head. Inch after inch smoothed pass my lips and my dead spirit felt alive again. My tongue lashed at his shaft, tasting come and honey, drinking it down like it was a glass of water in the middle of the desert. I continued to suck and it grew harder and harder in my mouth. I could sense Mr. Mason wake up.
 
   Silently, his hand went to my hair. He took hold and helped control the tempo. I let him move me like the whore I was. The sensations were so powerful that my nerves began to coil. Kate’s body was so sensitive that a long lost feeling came rushing back. I just reached down to touch Kate’s dripping valley when James sat up and pushed me onto my back. Using his knees, he kicked open my thighs. Fear gripped me as he moved like an animal, ready to take what he wanted. I let out a fearful moan and Mr. Mason pressed his cock to my shaven mound.
 
   “You fucking whore, going to fuck you all night!” James said with heat in his voice and wicked intent in his eyes.
 
   I knew this was part of their nightly banter but being on the receiving end made it that much hotter. Mr. Mason opened me wide and I let out a half moan and half scream. Hand covering my mouth, I made little whimpers as he forced fed me his manhood. Grunting, he pushed his hips in between my thighs and all I wanted to do was scream my approval.
 
   “Quiet you bitch before I really make you scream.” James said with a playful smirk.
 
   I obeyed and quieted down. Hand pulled from my mouth, I lay helpless as James pounded me over and over. He buried his face in Kate’s more than ample chest and licked a nipple. Electric fire blazed as I tried to handle all of the sensations and emotions. Part of me prayed Kate would not push me out but the bigger part was relishing in being taken like some cheap whore.
 
   Bouncing to his rhythm, the growing pressure was hitting my tipping point. I clutched at him, digging my nails into his back, moaning like some bitch in heat. Thoughts floated to Alex and wanting him to take me over and over. James’s cock grew thicker and my inner walls spread. I bit into his shoulder and my vision turned white. A flood of heat and bliss slammed into my very being. Body clenching, James continued ravishing my body as mini explosions knocked me into a higher plane of existence. There paradise touched me and I nearly cried from so much beauty.
 
   The feelings began to subside and I fell back to earth. My vision cleared and Mr. Mason pulled his thick cock out of me. He pumped with his hand and white seed spurted onto my tits and down my stomach. I was breathing heavy and each intake of breath made me feel more and more alive.
 
   “Wow babe, you were on fire tonight.” James said amused.
 
   I clawed my way out of Kate’s body and slipped onto the floor. I could feel Kate’s eyes close and she was still fast asleep. James looked down adoringly and covered her with a blanket. He lay down next to her and wrapped his arms around her.
 
   I sat on the floor. I didn’t feel as tired as I did with Laura. It could be that since Kate was sleeping, we didn’t have to fight for control of her body. I filed it away as I lay down, thinking about what just happened. The sensations hovered just out of reach of my mind. They seemed to have dimmed but that didn’t dim my desires. I could feel my growing need again. Naughty thoughts played out as I figured out how I could be with my dear Alex.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Four
 
   I was sitting at the kitchen table with James and Kate. James was in a very upbeat mood but Kate had dark circles under her eyes. I could sense Alex was just getting up above me in his bedroom and walking toward the bathroom. I watched as James stuffed breakfast in his mouth while Kate moved her food around with her fork.
 
   “Are you okay, honey? You seem extra tired.” James said with concern.
 
   Kate let out a small sigh. “Yea, I’m okay. I just feel worn out.”
 
   James smiled. “You should be after that second time. You were so hot last night.”
 
   Kate looked to her husband. “Second time? We only had sex once last night.”
 
   James let out a small laugh. “You don’t remember waking me up with a blow job and me having my way with you?”
 
   Kate sat back. “I would have remembered that. I fell fast asleep after our first time.”
 
   James eyed her for a moment. “Sleep fucking?”
 
   “Hush! Alex may come down at any minute. I don’t know what happened but I do feel a little sore. I don’t know what’s going on but it feels like I ran a marathon.”
 
   James finished his egg. “Well, rest up today. I wouldn’t mind more of sleep walking you.” James teased.
 
   Kate’s face lit up and she laughed. “I thought I was bad. You’re a beast!”
 
   I felt better that there was no lasting harm between the couple but if my plan was to work then I had to do something taboo. Unless Alex had another girlfriend stop by and she fell asleep, I was stuck with the family as is. Normally I think I would have shunned these thoughts but my terrible urges pushed at my spirit, driving me to seek Alex’s warmth.
 
   Floating up to the second floor, I drifted into Alex’s room. I could hear him in the shower and as tempted as I was to peek in and watch him soap up, I decided to wait in his room. Taking over someone’s body was one thing but I had no idea if he knew I existed. I wanted to make contact before trying to be with him.
 
   Drifting over to his computer, I looked at the mouse and keyboard. I reached out and tried to move the mouse. My hand went through it and it didn’t budge. I tried a few times but the screen was still in sleep mode. I thought of Alex and my spirit flared again. I tried one more time and the mouse barely moved. The screen flashed on and I was jumping for joy. It seemed that I needed an intense emotion to affect the living world. Looking at the screen and keyboard, I tried to figure out if I could type something for him to read. It was then that I noticed he had a word processing program on.
 
   Eyes moving side to side, I was shocked at what I was reading. My ghostly finger touched the down key as I thought of Alex. The page scrolled and I continued reading. Alex, my dear Alex, he must know I’m here. The writing spoke of strange dreams of a beautiful woman hanging by the stairs. How his heart held so much sadness for someone so beautiful to be gone. Everything he wrote was like journal entries and I found myself glued to the computer.
 
   How could I have missed this? Alex wrote poetically how he didn’t understand what was happening to him. He mentioned how Laura felt odd and how he felt something and it wasn’t her he was feeling. There were whispers in the night and he could not keep them away. Was he really listening to me when I talked to him? Was he sensitive to my presence?
 
   The door opened and Alex strode in, towel over his head and drying his hair. I shot up and turned as if I was caught. Alex pulled the towel and dark locks spilled around him. I was ready to explain everything as he stood before me with a bent eyebrow. Hand reaching up, he passed through me and took hold of the mouse. The feeling of his arm through my body sent shivers through my ghostly form. I wanted to be there. I wanted to tell him how much he meant to me.
 
   “Why are you on?” Alex whispered to no one.
 
   Scrolling down to where he left off, I had to take a chance and reach out to him. Alex continued to dry his hair and turned away. Quickly I reached down and touched the keyboard, thinking of him the whole time.
 
   Alex stopped drying his hair and turned around. His eyes opened wide as he stepped closer to the computer screen.
 
   “I am not a dream. I am here with you.” Alex repeated out loud.
 
   Alex turned his head from side to side. His entire body whirled around as if he was trying to pierce the veil of reality itself. I floated with shock and tenderness. Typing out those two sentences took a lot out of me. I wanted to write more but I felt weak and unable to call up the strength to do it.
 
   “This can’t be real.” Alex muttered but continued to look around.
 
   I floated to the computer again. I just couldn’t let it go. I had to tell him more. I had to prove this wasn’t some trick.
 
   “What’s your name?” Alex whispered.
 
   I summoned all my strength and tapped at the keys. Alex turned around with shock written in his eyes. The keys moved of their own accord. The screen flashed a few letters and then stopped.
 
   “Bethany?” Alex whispered.
 
   I smiled as I faded into darkness.
 
   ***
 
   Blinking awake, the tightness around my throat was almost comforting. I looked around and could see I was back in my noose, swinging to a non-existent breeze. I felt rejuvenated as I pulled my head from the rope and floated to the floor. I floated up the stairs and moved to Alex’s door. Passing through the wood, I entered his empty room.
 
   I tried to sense or hear anyone but the house was quiet. I touched the mouse and it moved. I looked at the clock and date. If I was alive, I think my heart would have stopped. It had been two weeks since I typed on his computer!
 
   Panicking, I tried to calm myself down. He probably thinks this was all a trick. He didn’t hear from me in two weeks and now thinks I was some figment of his imagination. I had to pull myself back and take stock. I noticed he had a few tabs open and his journal open on the computer screen. Using bits of emotion, I moved the mouse and explored what he had up.
 
   I silently gasped.
 
   Alex had been doing research on the house. He found information about me and how I hung myself. The old paper talked about me like I was some witch, tempting men to the devil’s work. They never knew that I was being used for their pleasure while their wives sat at home. Memories flooded back how I lashed out at a few people at the market and they muttered “witch”. The paper doesn’t explain how there was a mob gathered at my front door and I took my own life so they could not punish me. How I struggled to breathe when they broke in. How they watched in contempt as the life faded from my very eyes. Tears rolled down my cheeks as I relived that awful moment when I killed myself out of spite so they could not have their deluded retribution.    
 
   I looked away to his open journal. Pushing away the horrible memories, I read line after line of Alex asking me questions. The open program was filled with questions and little bits of his day or what he was thinking. My mood uplifted, I read on and on how he wished we could meet and he could not believe such a beautiful woman could kill herself.
 
   I summoned up my strength and prepared to type when the door to the bedroom swung open. Alex walked in and threw his back pack in a corner and looking to the computer screen. Seeing it on, he seemed to smile with excited eyes. 
 
   “Bethany? You’re here?” Alex asked out loud.
 
   I couldn’t talk but I tapped the word “yes” on the screen.
 
   “I thought I scared you off. That would be funny, me scaring a ghost.”
 
   I clutched my hands to my chin.
 
   “I don’t know what to say since you’re here. I’m glad your back. I have so many questions but now I can’t think of any of them. I can’t stop dreaming about you. I know you hung yourself but I don’t believe what that old paper wrote. There must have been more to it and maybe we can talk about it, somehow.”
 
   I floated close, reaching out and touching his cheek.
 
   “I can feel you, here in this room. It’s going to sound weird but I think I felt you the first moment I walked in. I hope I don’t sound odd but I’m glad you’re here. I can leave my computer on so you can tell me anything you want. I promise I won’t show it to anyone.”
 
   Warmth blanketed my senses. I thought I was just lonely and wanted him but I knew there was something more. Wild urges pushed at me and I wanted to just be with him any way I could. Desperate designs filled my mind and I pulled away.
 
   “Tonight?” I tapped on his keyboard.
 
   “Tonight, as in talk?” Alex said. “I don’t know how we can do that but I’m willing to try. I will wait patiently by my computer so we can talk. I really want to know you more.” Alex smiled.
 
   “Tonight. Keep an open mind.” I tapped and it appeared on the screen.
 
   Alex’s smile broadened. “I can’t wait.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Five
 
   The master bedroom was quiet. James was already asleep and Kate was reading a book by her lamp. I was thankful that they skipped the normal nightly routine. It was going to be weird enough possessing Kate’s body but I didn’t want to walk into Alex’s room smelling like sex. I know she is his step mother and there was no blood relation but I still felt like I was going to freak him out. If I could take another’s body I would but beggars can’t be choosers. It was something we were going to have to get past.
 
   Despite typing a few things on the keyboard, I still felt like I had a lot of energy. Maybe my sleeping for two weeks filled my batteries for something like that. Whatever it was, I wasn’t going to waste a second of it. Patiently I waited for Kate to go to sleep but she continued to read her book.
 
   I know Alex was still awake, pacing in his room. I could feel his excitement. So strange that we are from different times and worlds but we both had a hunger to meet and know each other. I kept thinking about walking into his room with Kate’s body and throwing myself at him. I had to stay calm and careful or he might be too put off to touch me, hold me.
 
   Kate closed her book and turned out her lamp. I floated closer with pure intention guiding me. Kate put the book on her nightstand and bedded down. Time ticked away at a snail’s pace. Eyes closed and after the longest fifteen minutes of my after life, Kate was finally asleep.
 
   I floated to her side of the bed and stared long and deep. I could feel dreams play out as her eyes moved from side to side. Touching with both of my hands, I thought of Alex and I slipped inside. The world was dark and I forced myself to open my eyes. Blinking I sat up and could see the room around me. James slept next to me, dead to the world. I gently pulled the covers off and picked up Kate’s robe from the hook not far from the bed. 
 
   I crept out of the room and closed the door silently behind me. It was surprisingly easy to move around Kate’s womanly body. I did feel a small delay and everything around me became echoes. The sensation of walking and feeling the air part as I moved was addicting. I wanted to stay here forever but I had a date.
 
   Creeping to Alex’s door, I pulled up a closed hand and knocked.
 
   “Yes?” came Alex’s muffled voice through the door.
 
   “It’s Bethany.” I said in a hushed whisper, Kate’s heart beating in my chest.
 
   The door opened and Alex’s smile faded when he saw me. A twinge of horror filled his eyes as he looked at me in Kate’s body. I quickly stepped in and closed the door behind me.
 
   “Kate! You have been writing on my computer?” Alex said confused.
 
   “No, no Alex, I had to take over this body so I could speak with you. It was the only way.” I tried to be as calm as I could.
 
   Alex stared at me with disbelief in his eyes. He took a step back and touched the corner of his bed.
 
   “I….I’m not sure how I feel about this.” Alex sighed.
 
   I took a step forward. “I don’t know how long I have, but I wanted to talk to you in a way where we could be open.”
 
   Alex looked down. “I know, but I never expected this. How do I know you’re not just messing with me?”
 
   I took a deep breath. “The day Laura came over. She was on her knees pleasuring you. I took over her body just as you….” I trailed off.
 
   Alex’s eyes went wide. “That was you? I knew something changed. It was so strange how Laura became…..umm…hungrier. It was like she was a different person.”
 
   I could feel my face turn red. “She was a different person. She was me or I was her. It gets confusing.”
 
   “So Kate is in there with you?”
 
   “She is sleeping while I control her body. She will have no memory of this.” I tried to not let the heat rise but my cheeks glowed pink.
 
   “You seem very shy. Is this how you are? I’m curious because I never met a ghost or a possessed person before.”
 
   I let out a small laugh. “I was quite daring in my time. I….I…feel different around you. Something I can’t explain.”
 
   “I need a moment to take this in.” Alex said and sat on the end of his bed.
 
   I could feel the growing hunger. Seeing him sit there unsure of himself, I wanted to hold him, help him feel secure that he wasn’t losing his mind. Slowly I stepped toward the young man. Warmth flashed the closer I was and I could feel Kate’s body, my body react. The heat from Kate’s living flesh and my desires were reaching their apex. Lurid thoughts passed over my mind. I wanted to have him, take him, and feel life and his seed spill between my legs. It was so powerful and magical that everything else was pushed away. No manners or common courtesy, just full unbounded lust and passion. I felt drunk on living energy as I stepped closer, trembling with excitement.
 
   Alex looked up to me as I stood before him. “It’s a pleasure to meet you Bethany.” The young man smiled.
 
   “I…I must confess something to you.” I said in a shaky voice.
 
   “Say anything. I’m here for you.” Alex continued to smile.
 
   “I want you. I want all of you. I feel it down to my core. Death has held no life like yours. Even now I fight terrible temptation. I don’t know how long I have before I must abandon Kate’s body.”
 
   Alex’s eyes looked away as if to some far off memory. “While I researched your death, I found old pictures when you were alive. All I could think about was how beautiful you are. It drove me crazy that you were still here, haunting this house. My dreams were often…ahem…..not innocent.”
 
   “And now?” I asked with bated breath.
 
   “And now I feel this may be our one and only chance to know each other.” Alex said with a kind and knowing smile.
 
   My eyes watered as I reached up and took off his glasses. Alex gave me a boyish smile. I put the glasses down on his night stand and turned shyly to him. The electricity in the room was thick, as if were two bolts of lightning meeting for the first time in a dark and stormy sky. 
 
   Looking down, I could see his sleeping pants grow tighter. The hunger had consumed all reason and my primal side took over. Something whispered that this was not only right but it was perfect. Reaching down, my hand touched the thin fabric over his thickening member. Alex made no sound as I pressed my fingers and took hold of him, giving light strokes. Quietly he brushed his fingers along my neck, setting my fire even higher than before.
 
   I surrendered myself by letting go of him and pulling back the thick robe I wore. First my shoulders were exposed and then my full chest. Alex gazed down with his own hunger, eyes gazing at my erect nipples. It didn’t matter that I was in Kate’s body; we both felt our hunger and primal desires take over.
 
   Letting the robe drop to my waist as I sat next to him, my hands rushed to his shirt and pulled upward. Alex helped me along and threw it aside when it was over his head. I had seen him bare chested before but now with living eyes, he glowed with heat and passion. Hesitant hands reached up and fingers smoothed over my large breasts. His touch turned my heat into a raging inferno. Living energy came off him in waves. Weakness pushed me to my knees before him. I wanted to be there, please him like I did before.
 
   I pulled at his waistband and the sexy young man helped me along. My robe had fallen away and we were both naked. My eyes connected with his and my fingers ran along his veiny shaft. Nuzzling my lips to his throbbing manhood, I continued to look up, making sure he was watching me.
 
   Alex couldn’t take his eyes off of me as I let hot inches push into my warm wet mouth. Throbbing, I moaned quietly as he slid further into my mouth. Strong fingers touched my nipples and gave them a light pinch. Muffled moans grew louder as I suckled on his cock. A drop of his seed touched my tongue and my moans grew louder. Head bobbing; my hands took hold of his thin hips. Wet sounds mixed with moans as I focused on pleasing him.
 
   “Oh Bethany……Don’t stop.” Alex whispered.
 
   His words urged me on to suck harder and try to tease his seed out on my waiting tongue. I knew with his youthful energy he could come over and over. I wanted his seed filling me any way he could. Fingers brushing away Kate’s hair, I continued to suck on his member, lost to a sea of bliss.
 
   Time seemed to stand still as I sucked on his manhood. My tongue pressed along the shaft and I made my mouth as tight as I could. Alex’s breathing quickened as he caressed my cheek. Wetness dripped down my inner thigh as the hunger pushed at me. I reached down with one hand and rubbed my own throbbing clit.  I felt dizzy as I tried to keep the sensations at bay but they continued to crash at my spirit.
 
   “Bethany…you have been gone so long….let me pleasure you. Let me taste you.” Alex whispered.
 
   I looked up, letting his cock slip out just enough for me to run my tongue along the end. Alex pulled me up and I crawled into bed with him. I couldn’t believe there was another hunger alongside my own. Alex kissed my nipples and then down my stomach. The second hunger rising and running along mine, was it from Kate herself? I could feel Kate’s body responding alongside my own desires. I dared say nothing for I didn’t want to stop this magical moment but I could feel the lustful desire work with mine to take this young and beautiful man.
 
   Alex parted my legs and gave me one last playful smirk. Fingers digging into my thighs, he lowered his mouth to my shaven wet pussy. Tongue out, he lapped at my opening and all I could see were stars. I bit my lip to keep from screaming. Pushing my hips to his mouth, a symphony of life played on. The tip of his tongue ran along my nub, playing with it while lips pressed down to drink in my honey. 
 
   “You wild beast!” I whispered.
 
   Alex whipped my special spot over and over. My own fingers ran through his hair as he licked me like an animal. Nerves lit up into thousands of small blazes and the pressure was unimaginable. I thought I could control it but it came on like a force of nature. Two hungers rose up and my eyes went wide. Something broke and a tidal wave of pure bliss slammed into me. I bucked uncontrollably. With his strong hands, Alex held me in place as he slathered between my creamy thighs. Each pulse was a wave and each wave splashed and pushed at my senses. I could feel Kate screaming in my head for it to never stop. The body was crowded but we wanted the same thing. We wanted Alex to take us over and over.
 
   The young man lifted his face, wetness gleaming around his mouth and chin. Emptiness roared and I tugged at him to mount me, to mount us. Glancing down, his thick spear pointed at us almost menacingly. I gasped because it seemed bigger. The thunder of heartbeats droned on as Alex kissed my stomach and worked his way up. Legs spread, thin hips moved along my inner smooth thighs. Lips touched our sensitive nipple and we gasped.
 
   I wish I could say it was odd but it felt natural. The two of us working together to satisfy our long time wanting. The taboo nature and my cold heart feeling like one so we could feel a hint of paradise, it was overwhelming. 
 
   Alex on the other hand seemed to know it. He sucked on our pert nipple while his thick member pressed to our opening but did not push in. Driving us mad, we moved under him, making the head of his cock wet and begging with our hips for him to fill us. Alex was having none of it. He squeezed one breast while licking my other nipple. Hands cupped his firm ass as we pulled him into our dripping valley. Alex resisted but we could not be denied any longer.
 
   Spreading us open, Alex’s throbbing head pushed in. My breathing was quickening. The young man kissed me as if to silence and calm us. It worked because our body relaxed and he pushed in further. Hands clutched at our round tits as hips pushed inch after inch into us.
 
   Kate’s soul merged with mine and we were no longer separate beings. We had become one burning bright spirit, chains of lust and love binding us together. Alex plunged as deep as he could go and we held him close. Lips caressed while tongues played. Hot bodies pressed tightly and we squeezed him.
 
   Alex lifted his body, eyes lost to ecstasy. We clawed at him but he took control. Grabbing our wrists, he held us down. Strong athletic hips stirred our passions.  He was powerful and we surrendered again to his will. Alex force fed his cock between our thighs. Our large tits bounced to his thrusts. Legs curling around his waist, we urged him on to drive his manhood into us and slay our heart.
 
   Bodies moved with a primal rhythm. Alex’s brow turned from sweet young man to angry beast. Movements became more punishing and they sent us spiraling. An orgasm bloomed and we squeezed him tightly. Another one rose up and we gasped and shuddered. Alex continued his drive himself deep, cock thickening with each plunge. We lost count on how many orgasms we had. It all turned into a blur of blinding sensations.
 
   Through the white light filling my vision, I could see a door opening to another world. Could it be? Was this the way to my next life? Had I reached the point where I could leave this plane of existence? I could feel Kate see it as well and she pointed to it with a bright smile on her lips.
 
   In the real world, Alex grunted, fighting to release his seed. He pounded us over and over, conflicted over coming or milking every bit of loving pleasure he could. We begged with our eyes for him to fill us and shoot his life into ours.
 
   Alex’s cock thickened, driving us to nearly the breaking point. We pulled him down on us as his hips moved with a fevered pitch. Holding each other, Alex grunted and spurts of molten come burst from his cock. Our orgasm matched his and we gasped our approval. The young man couldn’t stop himself as he pushed and spurted more of his seed.
 
   The door in my vision hovered half open but it stayed. I felt no rush to leave as Alex thrust with all his might. We milked as much come as we could until he collapsed on our wet body. Heavy breathing filled the room. Kate and I panted in the same body, the two of us wanting more and more. Hot come spilled from our gash but we stayed on our back, trying to catch our breath. 
 
   “Bethany, Kate, I can feel both of you. When I came, I could feel you together in my mind.” Alex whispered.
 
   “We care for you. We love you.” We said in a strange mix of both of our voices.
 
   Alex looked deep in our eyes. “No more games. No more secrets.”
 
   “Alex…” I whispered. “There is a door and it’s calling me to the other side. I’m afraid after tonight I may be gone.”
 
   Alex gave me a gentle smile. “Then let’s make sure tonight is a night to remember.”
 
   
  
 

Six
 
   Alex turned us on our side, away from him. We could feel his eyes on our round bottom. Moving closer, his wet cock pressed in between our cheeks. Hand coming around, he took hold of our breast and circled a nipple with his finger. We spread our legs slightly as Alex moved his cock, its head pressing at our wet opening. We let out a low moan as he pushed his way in us again. The three of us understood what was happening and continued on.
 
   The night wore on with the three of us slaves to our needs and desires. When Alex wasn’t dominating us, we had our way with him. He came so many times we lost count just as we came enough to make anyone blush. Alex took us from behind and we took him by sitting on his member. We drank down his come and he lazily lapped at our tight pussy. 
 
   The door floating in my vision opened a little more as the night went on. Fatigue dripped into our muscles but we pressed on. Hours passed and finally close to four in the morning, we collapsed again, arms and legs shaking but our lust fat and full.
 
   I couldn’t hold on any longer even with Kate’s help. I floated from her body as she moaned on her stomach. Alex sat up, eyes turning to me and weariness in his bones.
 
   “I can see you.” Alex whispered.
 
   Kate turned over and her eyes dazzled as she looked to me. “I can see you too.”
 
   The door was wide open and beckoning me to the other side. Understanding washed over me. It took the heart and love of others to help me move on. Something I never really had while I was still alive. The amazing experience we just had burned onto our souls as we knew we would be able to find each other again someday.
 
   Alex stood up and walked over to me as I floated in the air. “I guess this is goodbye.” a hint of sadness in his voice.
 
   Kate sat up in bed. “Thank you for your time with us.”
 
   I looked to both of them and ghostly tears ran down my cheeks. “Thank you for showing me the way. Thank you for helping me move on.”
 
   “I love you.” whispered Alex.
 
   “I love you.” I whispered back to him.
 
   I moved to the door and passed through to a blinding light. I turned to see Alex and Kate watching me as I moved to the next world. I waved and they waved back. My heart beat once again as I turned back to the warm bright light. I was passing on and I dreamed of a time where we would all meet again, lifetime after lifetime.
 
    
 
   ~Fin~
 
   


 
   
  
 

The Hot Wife and the Incubus
 
    
 
   Dreams began to float away as I felt a few rays of sunlight touch my face. Eyes fluttered open and I looked over. Several shafts of yellow light peeked through the thick curtains and touched my cheek and neck. The warmth was enough to get the blood moving. Arms stretched out and I let out a small waking moan. I let my arm fall expecting it to land on David but instead I felt nothing but blankets.
 
   I sat up slightly and looked over to the empty side of the bed. This was the second week David got up before I did. I let myself fall back into the comfortable blankets and let out a small sigh. What was with him lately? He normally would be ready to go with a morning romp before heading off to work but lately he has been distant.
 
   Thoughts started to flow as the day of the week entered my waking mind. It was Friday and I was ready to get through the day and have a wild weekend. As wild as it could get with David, lately he has been a killjoy. I wish I knew what had gotten into him but every time I tried to talk to him, he would change the subject or say he was late for something.
 
   Throwing the covers off, I let the few rays of sunshine warm my naked body. Looking over at the clock, I still had about fifteen minutes before the alarm went off. Part of me just wanted to doze but something else whispered in my ear with naughty distractions. Urges welled up and my own hand glided over an erect nipple. Since we haven’t been having our morning rituals like we used to, I had to take it upon myself to start a new one. It wasn’t the same without my dear husband but we both knew how crazy I got without regular upkeep.
 
   I tried to not think of David as I lay, playing with my nipple. He used to be sex starved nearly every morning but now he seemed to push me away. We liked to play games and part of me wondered if he was trying to drive me crazy. Whatever he was doing was working. I could hardly get through the day without pleasuring myself a few times a day. Mornings were always the best because then I could do it in the privacy of my own bed but it was much harder when I was at work.
 
   Urges pushed at me like hungry demons. I always felt like I had a higher than average sex drive but sometimes I scared myself. Not enough to stop but enough to wonder if there was something wrong with me. My other had touched my hip and gently slid up over my thigh. I caressed my own creamy inner thigh as I pictured my husband pulling at me, filled with horny intentions. Some of the best mornings were when he woke me up, stuffing his manhood into me, making me wet to his desires. Just thinking about it made wetness flow. Heat pooled between my legs and the internal flame grew brighter.
 
    Images of David silently spearing me with his delicious manhood, how I would clutch at him, begging for more, floated through my mind’s eye. I didn’t like to brag but he had such great stamina and I delighted that he wouldn’t stop until I begged him to. My own fingers slid along my wet line and a burst of internal heat glowed. Why didn’t he want me anymore? Why was he pushing me away? Was it because I was always hungry for him? Maybe after a few years, is he is getting tired of me?
 
   I tried to not think about it as I pleasured myself. It was difficult because images of him forcing himself on me kept taking over. My mouth hung open as I gasped. Touching my nub, bliss fanned the flames higher. I knew I couldn’t stop myself if I wanted to. The urges were so strong that my hips moved to the familiar gentle rhythm of my touch. I bit my lip and played with a sensitive nipple. My fingers massaged my pink nub, pressing and swirling over and over again. I could feel my nerves tighten. The room became my sanctuary and I prayed to the sex gods with my body. In my head I wished and wished David was here, watching me. I used to drive him wild just letting him watch. He would let me finish and then he would have his way with me until we were nothing more than a puddle of spent sex fiends. Looking at me no one knew how crazy I was but behind closed doors I was demon in the sack.
 
   I upped the tempo and moved my hips. The pressure grew but I tried to keep it at bay a little longer. I wish I could see if he already left for work. Maybe I could entice him to take me before going to the car and waving goodbye. The thought of making him want me made me take a sharp intake of breath. The primal urges pushed me closer and closer. Wetness covered my fingers as I rubbed faster and faster. My mouth made a perfect O when I thought of David forcing me down, like the bad girl I am. 
 
   I clutched at my firm breast and rubbed myself to the breaking point. A small moan escaped my lips as my world exploded into fireworks. I bucked my hips against my fingers and let the powerful wet explosions continue. I didn’t stop as I rubbed and rubbed and rubbed, milking every drop of pleasure. When I grew too sensitive, I stopped with a huff and lay there, trying to catch my breath.
 
   After a few minutes I sat up and swung my legs over the side of the bed. I picked up a nighty off the floor and put it on. I stopped and listened to the sounds of the house. For a moment everything seemed quiet until I heard a door slam shut. I was through the bedroom door and going down the stairs. Outside the front windows I could see David pull out of our drive way and speed off. 
 
   I sat on the bottom step and leaned against the wall. He didn’t even want to see me today. Thoughts whirled in my head. Maybe he was tired of me. Maybe he was seeing someone else? I had to talk to him and find out what was wrong.
 
   I stood up and decided I had to worry about it later. I had to stop overthinking it. Tonight when he gets home, I’ll have a nice sit down with him and we can talk it out. I’m sure he will feel better and then we can get back to love as usual.
 
   I hopped back up the stairs and walked back to the bedroom. Opening my closet door, I decided on my outfit for the day, maybe something a little revealing. Or I could wait for him completely naked with a bottle of wine in one hand and two glasses in the other. I could feel my smile as I pulled out a tight blouse. We were going to make up this weekend whether he liked it or not.
 
   ***
 
   Looking up from my desk, the hand on the big clock barely moved. It was nearly four with just an hour to go. It was maddening waiting for the end of the day. Looking down at my computer, I finished up some of my remaining e-mails and sent them off with reports and presentations. 
 
   I heard a buzzing from my desk drawer. I pulled the drawer out and fished out my cell phone. I had a text waiting for me and it was from David. My heart leaped in my chest. Maybe he was done sulking and wanted to talk to me. I tapped on the screen and read the message.
 
   “Meet me at Valentino’s tonight for dinner. I have something to ask you. Wear something sexy.” 
 
   I stared at my phone for a few moments, something to ask me? What could he possibly want to ask me? This was getting stranger and stranger. I had no idea what was going on but part of me was feeling adventurous. He could be playing a game. I could walk in and play the part of some stranger looking for love for one night. He was driving me crazy with his silence and now he wants me to meet him for dinner. Normally I would have thought he was going to pop the question but he already did that so what is on his mind?
 
   I looked at the clock again. It was a few minutes’ pass four. I let out a deep sigh. I was thinking about wanting to leave so much that I spent the whole day actually doing work. The crazy urges were starting to push at me. I decided I had to get out of here before I was caught at my desk doing something I shouldn’t.
 
   I stood up and glanced at the door to the hallway and the elevator beyond. If I just made a run for it, no one would be the wiser. Picking up my purse and putting my phone in it, I clasped it shut and started walking toward the hallway. Once through, I was at the elevator bank and pushing the lobby button. The elevator showed and I stepped through the doors as they opened. Thoughts swirled as the doors closed and I wondered where the evening was going to take me.
 
   ***
 
   I walked into Valentino’s with the shortest skirt I could find and a top that left my cleavage begging to be stared at. The maître d’ greeted me with wide eyes before letting them return to normal. I smiled and walked up to him. The lights were low and the music soft. The walls were covered in a soothing red and black.
 
   “Can I help you madam?” The maître d’ said while resisting every urge to look at my chest. I had to give it to him, he was stronger than most.
 
   “Mary Sullivan.” I said with a cheery smile.
 
   “Ah yes, your booth is ready and your dinner guest is already waiting. Please follow me.” The maître d’ said while putting two menus under his arm.
 
   My heart thudded in my chest. I had no idea where this was going but I was happy to possibly get some answers. The maître d’ led the way and I followed. Couples sat amid tables, enjoying their meals. It was kind of a family restaurant but a few of the men glanced at me or rather, they glanced at my chest. I kept it light as I walked with a smile.
 
   In the back corner, David stood with a rose in his hand. My heart beat a little faster. I knew it was serious if he had a rose. He has only done this twice before. The first time when he proposed and the second time he wanted to do anal. I said yes to both.
 
   The maître d’ pointed with an open hand. I walked passed him and stared into my husband’s eyes. He was smiling but I could sense worry touching the edges of his eyes. He presented the rose and when I reached out for it, he cupped my hands into his.
 
   “You look beautiful tonight.” David said with an almost nervous smile.
 
   Blood rushed to my cheeks. He still made me feel beautiful no matter what was going on with us. Part of me thought he was ready to ask for forgiveness. Another part of me thought he was ready to ask me to do something kinky.
 
   The maître d’ left us two menus and walked away. I sat down in the booth next to David and his hand reached out to circle around my waist. He pulled me a little closer but the butterflies in my stomach were bouncing around with jet packs. Food was the furthest thing from my mind as I waited with bated breath.
 
   “I’m sorry I’ve been distant lately.” David said with a hint of regret.
 
   “Was it something I did or didn’t do?” I asked wondering what had happened.
 
   David’s face lit up as he looked me in the eyes. “You are the best wife a man could ask for. I have had a lot on my mind lately and couldn’t bring myself to talk to you.”
 
   “You know you can talk to me. We are here for each other through thick and thin, till death do us part.”
 
   I was a little hurt. To go two weeks without talking to me about what was going on with him made me feel like a bad wife. I knew we were stronger than that and I was ready to be there for him through all of our troubles.
 
   David smiled and his eyes squinted in delight. “I’m so glad to hear that. I really am.”
 
   I put the back of his hand to my chest. “Tell me what is going on with you. I’m sure it isn’t as bad as it seems. Let me help you figure it out.”
 
   “You are beautiful in every way. I have had some bad thoughts lately. Things I have been noticing that are starting to drive me crazy.”
 
   “What things?” I held his hand tight.
 
   “I’ve noticed how men look at you. I know the way you dress can sometimes be provocative.”
 
   There it was. I knew it was only a matter of time before my looks were going to make him jealous. I thought he knew better of me. I thought he knew he was the only man for me. I didn’t care what any other man thought of me, he is my world.
 
   “Do you want me to dress less provocatively?” I asked with concern in my eyes.
 
   David looked at me and shook his head slightly. “What? No. I want you to be more provocative. You are amazingly sexy.”
 
   I didn’t expect the conversation to turn so quickly. From the way David was looking at me I must have had a look like a deer caught in the headlights. My husband smiled and continued.
 
   “Mary, you have a great body and you make me very happy. Lately though I have seen how men look at you and it has been turning me on. You are like forbidden fruit and they want to taste you.”
 
   “You want to have a threesome?” I asked as my blood burned bright. There was no turn on quite like sex talk with the love of your life.     
 
   David stared at me with adoring eyes. “Not exactly.”
 
   Squeezing his hand, I tried to show that I was here for him. My cheeks felt flush as my mind worked on what he had in mind. He knew how much I wanted him but I had no idea how kinky he wanted me to be.
 
   “Have you heard of a term called ‘hot wife’?” David asked as he stared into my eyes.
 
   I tried to hide my small smile. “You want someone to sleep with me while you watch?” I said in a low voice.
 
   “I want someone to fuck you while I watch.” David said with a wicked grin.
 
   With all the blood rushing through my body, I was feeling a little dizzy. My husband just proposed an idea for someone to fuck me. I wish I could say I wasn’t interested and seeing David turned on was such a turn on for me. One of my hands broke away and I laid it on his thigh under the table.
 
   David continued. “Not just anyone though. A demon bar opened on the main strip and I thought we would go there after dinner.”
 
   My eyes went wide and I squeezed his thigh hard. “A demon bar, here?”
 
   “I know. I hear they’re not like those werewolf or vampire bars. Most of the time those creatures tend to fall in love with everyone. But a demon bar, I know they just want sex. I keep thinking about one of them, taking you anyway they can.”
 
   My hand moved up David’s thigh and I could already feel how hard he was. His expression didn’t change as he eyed me, trying to figure out how I felt about it. The thought of some monster fucking me in front of my husband was a little too much heat. I had to pick up my glass of water and take a few gulps.
 
   “If you don’t think it’s a good idea….”
 
   I stopped him before he could finish. “As long as you know that I love you and only you, I will do it.” I smiled.
 
   David seemed overjoyed. “Let’s get something to eat first.” My husband smiled.
 
   ***
 
   Walking through the parking lot, my heart was all a flutter. I was staring at everything wondering where this demonic bar was. David took the lead and led me to a closed store front. To the side was a dark alley with two unsavory characters hanging out. They wore leather with chains around the shoulders. They eyed me like a piece of meat as David and I walked passed.
 
   Down the alley was one lone light overhead. A large man stood by a door and a small neon sign blinked. A couple was mulling about. The closer we walked, the more I could make out what the sign said. The words “Pandora’s Dungeon” blinked with bright purple light. The big man opened the door and ushered the couple in. Loud music spilled out into the alley way and my heart started to thud a little faster in my chest. The door closed and the music stopped.
 
   David walked up to the big man. The gentlemen in an expensive suit looked at him and grimaced. Eyes turned to me and they glowed red. The bouncer let out a wicked smile and licked his lips, making sure I saw him do it.
 
   “She with you?” The bouncer asked David.
 
   David beamed. “Yes. Her name is Mary and she is my wife.”
 
   The bouncer nodded his head in approval. Opening the door, he ushered us in with a wave of his meaty hand. I walked in first as the bouncer eyed me. David and I passed a thick curtain and stepped out into the main room.
 
   The music was comfortably loud as in not so loud you couldn’t talk but you could feel the beat in the air. Bodies filled the room with drinks in hands and conversation. Immediately I spotted a few demon kin with horns rising up and long clawed fingers. The atmosphere was calm and sultry as human and demon mixed together. The lights glowed red, purple and yellow as they danced along walls and bodies.
 
   I was nearly jumping out of my shoes. I had heard of these places but I didn’t think one would open in our little town. You hear from people who visit the bigger cities to sample supernatural night life but to have one of these bars in our town was too exciting.
 
   David was quick to walk to the bar, nearly leaving me behind. I was slow to follow, watching all the people enjoying themselves. I had thought there would be people chained up and a massive orgy going on but maybe the night was young. 
 
   Walking to my husband, I could see the excitement in his eyes. He motioned to the bartender and when I walked over to him, two drinks appeared on the bar. We each took a glass and nearly guzzled down half of it.
 
   “Why did the bouncer want to know if we were together?” I asked while looking into the crowd.
 
   “Only invites, single women and couples may enter these bars. I was doing some research and found out they can be picky with who they let in. They don’t want any trouble like most bars and clubs.”
 
   I moved my mouth close to David’s ear. “What other type of research were you doing?” 
 
   David smiled in the changing lights. “Deep deep research. Something I can show you another night. For now, put yourself out there. Pick someone you like…..or maybe I will pick for you.” David said with a sadistic whisper.
 
   “You can pick darling. I know you will pick someone sexy.”
 
   David nodded and continued to sip his drink. I watched the room and could see slitted eyes drawn to me. Some conversations had stopped for a brief moment as horned devils leered in my direction. A woman with horns, black wings and a tail walked by and had to run her hand over my curves. I found myself feeling really good and the alcohol only pushed me to be more daring. I walked away from David to mingle in the crowd. Strong hands reached out and grabbed at my firm ass and I giggled like a school girl. A devilishly handsome demon walked up to me and held me close to him, his long tongue snaking out and licking my neck before letting me go and moving on.
 
   There was a small dance floor and several people were making out together. Another female demon walked by with a chain over her shoulder leading to a man with a leather collar around his neck. She tugged at it and he obeyed.
 
   On the dance floor I decided to join in. Almost immediately several men surrounded me. I had nowhere to go as they pushed their bodies against mine. I could see the demonic glow in their eyes as they pressed against my form. My eyes closed as a tongue snaked out and ran along my cleavage, leaving a trail of wetness behind. I couldn’t stand it anymore and I think one of the demons knew it. A hand reached under my skirt and pushed against my wet panties. I opened my eyes and looked pass the demons to my husband who was having a conversation with a handsome man in a tight shirt. David glanced at me being surrounded and stared for a moment. I could see desire explode in his eyes.
 
   A moan escaped my lips as one of the monsters rubbed along my clit. The rest of the crowd seemed to continue on as if nothing was happening but these three were working me into a frenzy. I was ready to take all of them home but David said to pick one. Maybe I could talk him into a demon orgy?
 
   A blonde man in a tight shirt walked to the men accosting me and tapped one of them on the shoulder.
 
   “Sorry gents but the woman is spoken for tonight.” The handsome blonde said with a wicked grin.
 
   The three horned devils pulled away and disappeared into the crowd, leaving me hot and bothered. The man put a hand to my waist and pulled me close, glowing yellow eyes drinking in all my exposed skin.
 
   “My name is Dexter.” The handsome creature said with intensity.
 
   “Mary.” I managed as I noticed his hardness through his tight leather pants.
 
   “I know. Your husband told me about you. We were having a very informative conversation.”
 
   “What did he say?” I asked but tried to keep the heat out of my voice.
 
   Dexter leaned into my ear while holding me close. “He tells me you can’t get enough. He tells me you are like a bitch in heat and someone needs to help satisfy your urges.”
 
   Dexter’s scent was overpowering and sexy. I could feel weakness in my legs as he held onto me, not wanting to let go. I tried to talk but his eyes were mesmerizing and the words were caught in my throat.
 
   “Even in this room, I can smell your scent. You can’t help yourself, can you?”
 
   I gave a weak shake of my head while I stared at his perfect lips. Fingers glided over my round ass and gave me a hard squeeze. I couldn’t tell if he was making me feel this way or if I was already lost to his touch. My nipples pushed against my bra and my hips were moving, trying to rub against his hard member.
 
   “I want you to listen to me very carefully. Go home with your husband. Leave the door unlocked. Have some wine poured. Think of me and I will come to you. Do you understand?”
 
   I nodded weakly. Dexter let me go and disappeared into the crowd. I tried to straighten myself out and took small steps to the bar. David had a knowing grin on his face. When I was about to reach him, the world spun out of control and I fell forward. My husband’s comforting arms caught me. He had concern written on all over his face. I felt feverish, dizzy and my urges were out of control.
 
   “We have to go home.” I managed in David’s arms.
 
   David nodded and held me up as we walked to the door. Silently we stepped out and the bouncer looked to us.
 
   “Hope your night is a good one.” The bouncer smiled evilly.
 
   ***
 
   The car ride home was quiet except for my half moans. I couldn’t help myself as I lifted up my skirt and began rubbing myself against my panties. David would glance over to my gentle swirling motions. Dexter had sent me over the edge. I would have let him fuck me on the dance floor if that is what he wanted. Wetness covered my panties as I continued to pleasure myself to the thought of those strong hands on me. The pressure began to build against my nerves. I couldn’t hide my face as I bit my lip and rubbed a little faster. There was a burst and I gave a muffled moan. The car smelled of sex and I could hear David inhale deeply.
 
   We drove into our garage and closed the door. David was very attentive as he ran to my side and helped me out. Inside the house, David sat me down on the couch. I wanted to keep rubbing myself but I stopped. I wasn’t drunk but I felt like I was drunk on something else. My breathing was heavy and my eyes were half closed.
 
   “What can I do for you dear?” 
 
   “Have some wine with me. Pull out three glasses.” I whispered.
 
   David didn’t even blink as he went to the kitchen door. I sat on the couch for a moment, trying to figure out if all that was a dream. My mind started to return and once I had feeling in my limbs again; I stood up and went to the front door.
 
   Dexter’s words hung heavy on my mind. If it was real, then I had to obey. He was coming for me and I couldn’t say no. I unlocked the door and stared out the small window pane at eye level. The front of the house was dark and silent. No cars passed by and the sidewalk was empty. A twinge of fear curled around my heart. What if he wouldn’t stop? He was a demon, what if he couldn’t stop? I only knew what I heard from the news. They were creatures that did not know their own limits. Did we make a mistake?
 
   I stumbled off from the door and put my hands on the back of the couch. I steadied myself just as David walked through the kitchen door with a bottle of red wine and three wine glasses. He poured into one glass and handed it to me. I took it and drank deeply, hoping it would calm my nerves. David poured himself a glass and filled the third glass and placed it on the coffee table.
 
   “David, he is coming for me.” I said and took another gulp.
 
   “I know.” my husband said quietly.
 
   “He is a demon. What if he doesn’t stop? What if….”
 
   “Do you want him to stop? Do you want us to stop this?” David sat in a chair and looked at me.
 
   “I…..” The front door creaked open.
 
   I turned to see a shadow slip into our home and the door close behind it. The only light was the lamp in our living room. The rest of the house was dark, curtains drawn and inky darkness reaching out like monstrous fingers.
 
   A musky scent drifted into the living room. My body responded by becoming weak in the knees. I couldn’t talk as my breathing quickened. I felt like some slutty mess and for me that felt completely normal. I couldn’t say the words but I looked to my husband with knowing eyes. He smiled to me and sipped on his wine.
 
   I put down my wine glass and felt a presence behind me. Hard points ran down my spine and along my curvy ass. David stared at me and his eyes flickered to something behind me. I didn’t turn around as the points ran along me. I was paralyzed. The musk covered my senses and the living room took an unearthly hue. Part of me felt like I was being controlled, something was opening my desires. Another part of me felt like I was letting it happen, like it could never truly control me.
 
   “You were right David. She cannot control her urges. She smells so inviting.” said a voice from behind me.
 
   I turned my head slightly to see a yellow slitted eye staring back at me. Hands ran down my sides as if savoring me. I turned to David who watched me tremble.
 
   “Mary, do as he says.” David said while swirling the wine in his glass.
 
   The front of Dexter’s body pressed along my back. Something big and hard pressed in between my ass cheeks, moving like a snake. I turned my head again to see Dexter grinning like the evil creature he was. Hands around my waist, he held me close, teasing me with the monster in his pants.
 
   I found myself rubbing against him, wanting to please. I wanted to reach down and pull off my soaking panties so he could use the snake in his pants on me. My movements were slow but steady. I heard Dexter give a chuckle before pulling away. My body cried out and I let out a sad sigh.
 
   Dexter stepped around me and to the coffee table. He picked up the glass of wine, smelled it and took a deep sip. David sat watching me and then turning his eyes to the demon in our home.
 
   “Is it true this is your human form? You have your demon form as well.”
 
   “Oh yes. I’m sure you will see it sooner or later but I want to savor fucking your wife. She tempts me even if she doesn’t know it.” Dexter took another sip.
 
   “She tempts everyone. I see it in their eyes when they look at her.”
 
   “I can see that. Mary, be a dear and kneel before me.” Dexter commanded.
 
   I moved around the couch and stood before Dexter. I slowly bent down till I was on my knees. Dexter continued to savor his wine. I could see the outline of his monster cock pressed along his thigh in his leather pants.
 
   “Pull down my zipper.” Dexter said while not looking at me.
 
   The more he talked to me like a slave, the wetter I was becoming. Reaching up, I took hold of his zipper and pulled it down. Dexter’s cock struggled to get free. I pushed my fingers pass the zipper, curled around the thick shaft and pulled it out. It hung thick and filling with blood. It pulsed in my hand and I didn’t want to let go.
 
   “Take a taste. I want to sample your lips.” 
 
   I slowly ran my tongue along the shaft, tasting his overpowering musk. David watched as I licked him up and down his cock until finally I put the head of his member to my lips. Dexter took another sip of wine as inch after inch pushed passed my lips into my hungry mouth. I had to use both hands as his head pushed deeper in.
 
   Control had completely left me. Moaning, I took Dexter as deep as I could in my throat. His taste was like ambrosia and I could feel wetness spilling down my inner thigh.
 
   “She is impressive.” Dexter said as he looked down at me.
 
   David watched from his comfy chair as my head bobbed on the monster cock.  I stroked and sucked, letting my tongue press his smooth cock to the roof of my mouth. I made it as tight as I could and I took long wet stokes. A drop of pre come touched the back of my tongue and I wanted more. Dexter put a hand to the side of my head and controlled the rhythm. Even sitting down, I could see David’s pants getting tighter watching his wife service another man.
 
   “You are a delightful little whore. I see you have sucked many cocks before.” Dexter said and let out a small breath of bliss.
 
   “She sucked mine on our first date. I knew then I had to marry her.” David said with intense eyes.
 
   I suckled and sucked on Dexter’s head, trying to tease his come out, wanting to taste his evil seed. He was rock hard and my lips passed over thick veins along the shaft. I upped the tempo hoping it would be enough but the demon seemed to have complete control.
 
   “Unbutton my pants but keep your lips wrapped around my cock.” Dexter commanded.
 
   I let go of his member and undid his pants. Little moans vibrated against his demon head as I pulled his pants down. Dexter pulled his tight shirt over his head and stepped out of his pants. He threw his shirt aside and kicked his pants away. I bobbed on his member, looking at small blonde curls at the base of his cock. His body was tight and muscular, smooth as his cock. 
 
   A hand touched my shoulder. Dexter leaned his head back and closed his eyes. “I imagine this is what heaven would be like. Don’t stop playing my cock like the musical instrument it is. Yes, that is very nice.” Dexter hissed.
 
   David let his hand run over his hardening member. Glancing over and seeing him get hot made me hotter. My own hand pulled my skirt up slightly and I touched my womanhood. The thrill raced along my nerves as I kept the same rhythm, rubbing myself and sucking on his cock in sync.
 
   “Mary, stand up for me.” Dexter said as he looked down at me once again.
 
   Reluctantly I stood up, his cock slipping out of my mouth. I continued to rub myself and having a difficult time trying to control myself. I was about to orgasm when Dexter pushed me onto the couch. My face, neck and chest were red as my hands dived between my legs so I could orgasm. Dexter knelt before me and batted my hands away. Breathing heavy, I was so desperate to come that I let out a little whine.
 
   Dexter looked me over as I writhed on the couch; unable to have a taste of pleasure just yet. I felt like property, being used and in front of my master. I had to perform or I would be punished. I didn’t want David to keep his cock from me. That was bad enough. I had to do as he wanted so he could fuck me any chance he could.
 
   “Your scent is intoxicating. Let us see how you taste.” Dexter put up one finger.
 
   I whined as a long sharp claw broke the surface of his finger tip. Terror and lust stormed through me as he brought the claw close to my soaking wet panties. With a quick swipe, one side of my panties split open. With another swipe, the other side fell open. The claw sank back into his finger and Dexter pulled my ruined underwear away. He flung the wet cloth at David who caught it and sniffed deeply.
 
   Dexter stared at my shaven slit, wetness dripping from it. Bringing his face closer, he took a deep inhale and opened his mouth. I watched as a long pointed tongue slithered out. It was impossibly long for his mouth but I kept my thighs open, wanting him to taste me. The tip ran along my line and my hips trembled. Skirt pushed up to my waist, there was nothing between us but heat and lust. The pointed tongue pressed against my budding gash. I lifted my head up and let moans fill the dim room. I looked down and pleasure rippled as he pushed along my clit, licking and whipping it. The bliss was too much. Hands on my hips, he continued punishing me by pressing and slipping along my nub.
 
   “Please…don’t…stop…I’m…coming…” I breathed.
 
   Wet sounds rose up to meet my moans. Dexter pressed his face closer, driving his tongue against my opening. He held me still as he opened me up and slithered into my valley. The tip slid upward and he massaged my G spot. Eyes rolling into my head, it was all too much. My body reacted and there was a burst of wet heat. Nerves coiled and exploded as an orgasm made me shudder. My hands went to his head to push him away so I could catch my breath but he was so strong. Dexter didn’t move as he continued massaging my G spot. My honey spilled all over his tongue as he kept it deep inside me.
 
   I gave up and sat back, letting the waterfall of pleasure take over. Just as it began to ebb, a new pressure started to grow. I yelped and clawed at the couch but Dexter was relentless. Fingers smoothed into his hair and I watched as he slid his demon tongue in and out of me, whipping my sensitive spot.
 
   “Make her come again.” David said; hand running over his own pants.
 
   My tight blouse was getting tighter as my body struggled against the pleasurable onslaught. I clawed at my own shirt, ready to free myself from all my clothes. I wanted to be a naked animal, being fucked over and over again. Dexter kept me in his power, slipping in and out with his thick tongue. One nipple free, I rubbed it. Licking my lips, I moaned over and over. Another wave of bliss slammed into me and I bucked my womanhood into Dexter’s face, covering his nose and chin in my wetness.
 
   I closed my eyes for a moment, taking in the waves of pleasure. When I opened them again, I moaned loudly. Dexter’s skin began to change. Smooth black scales broke skin and lay flat. Small black horns poked from his forehead and grew. Yellow glowed as inhuman eyes looked up at me. Rising from his lower spine, a thin black tail whipped about. I stared and another orgasm caused me to buck. A black clawed hand pulled at my blouse, slicing fabric and throwing it away. Another swipe and my bra opened, exposing my tits. I pulled off what was left of my bra and threw it. I was now open to the demon and he could do anything he wanted.
 
   David undid his zipper and let his cock out. I watched as the demon pleasured me. My eyes locked with my husband’s and a thrill ran through me. The tongue was deep inside and Dexter’s black lips kissed my full pink lips. Writhing on Dexter’s mouth and tongue, I moaned to my husband as he stroked himself. I could see maddening desire push at him as his fantasy played out. I couldn’t stop the flood of pleasure to the demon’s powerful appetite. 
 
   The demon stopped massaging my insides and pulled his wonderful tongue out. I wasn’t done and wanted him back in me. Dexter looked at me in his demon form, his black smooth cock pointed up. The demon stood and sat next to me. I wrapped my body around so I faced the creature in my living room. No words were spoken but I could feel what he wanted. Pushing my tits in his face, I took hold of his thick member and put the spear point to my tight opening. It was bigger than his tongue but that wasn’t going to stop me.
 
   Crying out, the thick head spread my pussy lips apart. Wetness coated the end and dripped down his shaft as he pushed in. I cried out with every inch. Black clawed hands took hold of my hips and forced me down. Yellow eyes stared as I cried out till I reached the base. Slowly I moved like the bitch in heat I was. I pressed my D cup tits into the demon’s face. His wet tongue lapped at my nipple and electricity burned through me.
 
   “You fuck me so good. Don’t stop. I need you to fuck me. I need it over and over.” I whined.
 
   The black demon controlled my body, pushed me down and pulling me up. Fingers were tight on my hips and flesh. The sound of his wet cock pushing into me made me feverish with desire. I could hear David in his chair, stroking his cock, watching me getting impaled by this monster in our home.
 
   “David….David….are you..watching…?” I moaned.
 
   “Yes my loving wife. It is fucking beautiful.” David moaned.
 
   “Your wife is so tight. She doesn’t want to let go of my cock.” The demon hissed.
 
   “No…I need it. I need it!” I bounced on his rock hard member.
 
   Thick veins pushed along my tight pussy. I squeezed and squeezed, not wanting to let go. Strong black arms went under my thighs. When I was half way up his cock, Dexter turned me around and I slid down to his base. My tits bounced as black hands went back to controlling me. Wet slapping echoed in the room as my ass slapped against the demon’s hard stomach.
 
   I gazed at my husband while bouncing on the thick black cock. David watched me and stroked himself faster. I put my hands up behind my head, using only my thighs to slide on the monster rod. Black hands reached up and took hold of my bouncing tits. Dexter squeezed and ran his fingers over my nipples.
 
   “I’m going to make your wife come on command.” Dexter grinned at David.
 
   The demon cock grew thicker, spreading me to nearly my breaking point. I slid up and down faster and faster, feeling my own orgasm pushing to be released again and again. Fingers pulled from my nipples and went to my hips. Helping me along, I felt like some fuck doll to be used and abused. I cried out the thicker he got but I could do nothing but take it.
 
   “I’m coming! I’m coming!” I screamed.
 
   The black demon grunted and I let out the deepest moan ever in my life. Molten jets of come spurted into my tight opening. I continued to bounce, my own orgasm blasting my senses. My moans stopped and my eyes rolled into my head. Every time I moved up, more come burst into me. I kept it going, milking all I could but there was an obscene amount. I was incoherent as I moved on automatic. I kept going, milking my own orgasm and the demon cock’s. Fuzziness touched the edge of my vision as I moved up and down.
 
   The black scaled hands stopped moving me. I slipped off, a river of come sliding down each side of my inner thighs. I fell to the floor on all fours. I looked to see my husband shoot his white seed into the air. It splashed down on his cock and he rubbed it, milking every drop he could.
 
   “Go to your husband.” Dexter said.
 
   I crawled over as my husband watched me, stroking his come covered cock. I left a trail of demon come as more spilled from my pussy. When I was between his open legs, I let my tongue slip out and lick his salty sweet come along the shaft. Despite coming over and over again, I was still hungry for more. David knew it when he looked at me. He nodded and I gobbled up his come covered cock. I nestled between his legs, sliding deep into my mouth. There was a closeness there that made me feel rosy and warm. I thought maybe he would soften but my dear husband was rock hard. I sucked his come off and drank it down but my lips begged for more.
 
   Hands grabbed my ass cheeks and spread them. I felt the large demon cock press at my abused opening. I moaned as he pushed his way in me again. Come dripped and it made it easier for him to slide all the way in. I upped the tempo, bobbing on my husband’s cock while the demon pounded my firm ass. Each slap turned me on more and more. I could have stay like this forever. Time seemed to stand still and I felt completely at home.
 
   Dexter bent over me, tail gently whipping my side. I moaned and there was a sudden trickle of pain. Sharp teeth bit into my shoulder and I moaned loudly. The demon suckled as blood rose to the surface. Pain and bliss entwined and I hungered for more. Dexter pulled away suddenly but kept driving his cock deep in me.
 
   “My my, you are an interesting woman.” Dexter whispered.
 
   I sucked my husband’s hard member. David moved his hips, trying to stuff every inch in my mouth. He grunted and spurts of come splashed into my mouth and down my throat. I sucked it down but still hungry for more. Dexter’s cock thickened again and I orgasm the moment his seed streamed into me. Muffled cries rose up my throat.
 
   Dexter pulled away, got up and sat on the couch once again. My husband’s cock spilled from my mouth as I took a deep breath. Come dripped from the corner of my mouth and landed on my tit. I turned around and crawled back to the demon on our couch. He stared as I crawled between his legs, my fingers running along his come covered cock.
 
   “I need more.” I whispered.
 
   Without being told, I took the black demon cock in my mouth and suckled. I was ravenous as I sucked hard, teasing out drops of come. I played with my own nipple as I settled down for a night of sucking and fucking. Behind me I could hear David taking off his clothes. When he was done, I felt him prop up my behind and stab me with his cock. I squeezed him lovingly as he pushed all the way to the hilt.
 
   “Your wife is more special then you know.” Dexter said with almost a hint of wonder in his voice.
 
   “She is the love of my life.” David managed as his hips slapped into my ass.
 
   “Yes, I see that but I tasted her blood.”
 
   I continued to suck, almost ignoring the men talking about me. David upped his tempo, driving himself as deep as he could go. I let out a gentle moan as his cock expanded and come spurted. A moment later I was moaning loudly as another orgasm caused me to shudder in delight. I bobbed faster as the demon with yellow eyes turned his attentions to David.
 
   “I think we should talk when we are done here.” Dexter said with a smirk.
 
   The end of the black demon cock expanded again and I felt giddy. Come spurted into my waiting throat and I sucked it down. More spurts followed and I drank it like I was feeding for the first time. My body glowed hot and I looked up to Dexter. He watched me as my eyes glimmered with lustful desire.
 
   “When do you think we will be done?” David said as he moved his cock slowly in and out of me.
 
   “We still have the rest of the night. No need to rush.” Dexter smiled as several more spurts of come filled my mouth.
 
   ***
 
   Stepping out of the shower, I reached for my red robe. I wrapped myself up and walked through the steam filled bathroom. Opening the door, I stepped into cool air. I thought I would be tired as the morning sun shined brightly through the windows but instead I felt like I had energy to burn. I walked over to the stairs, wanting to say ‘Good morning’ to the two men downstairs. I stopped at the top of the stairs and could hear talking down below.
 
   “You really think so?” David asked.
 
   “I couldn’t put my finger on it but I believe your wife may have some demon blood in her family line.” Dexter said.
 
   “How do you know?”
 
   “I tasted her blood. I am an incubus and we know when we taste another if they have demon blood.”
 
   “What does it mean? Will she change into a demon like you?”
 
   “I’m not sure. Since she has a hungry appetite, you may have to be careful. If you don’t mind, I would like to stop by more often. She may have moments where she cannot control herself.” 
 
   “I think I understand what you mean. Stop by anytime.”
 
   “Thank you. I will try to call first. If she gets unruly, here is my card.”
 
   I peeked over the side of the stairs and looked down to see Dexter hand a card to David.
 
   “Thank you for last night.” David said and held out his hand.
 
   Dexter took it and they shook hands. “You’re welcome. I know my kind can have a bad reputation but things have changed in the last hundred years. I will make time for both of you.”
 
   David opened the front door. Dexter waved to him and walked out into the blinding morning light. It was then I climbed down the stairs. My husband turned to me and smiled. 
 
   “Did you hear any of that?” David asked as I stepped off the last step and put my arms around his neck.
 
   “Every word. Does it frighten you?”
 
   David kissed me and pulled away. “No. But Dexter said I should keep an eye on you.”
 
   I flashed a wicked grin. “He is right.” I whispered.
 
   My fingers pulled at the cloth belt, opening my husband’s robe. I licked my lips as his cock hung, half hard and seemingly ready for me. I opened my robe and let him look at wet body before kneeling before him. My husband took a sharp intake of breath as I guided his cock into my mouth. I knew he would be sore but it didn’t matter. I seemed to have a better understanding of what I was. I suckled on my husband’s cock, secure in knowing he married a demon and now he has to make sure I’m satisfied, happy wife, happy life.
 
    
 
    
 
   ~Fin~
 
   


 
   
  
 

Baby for Boogieman
 
   I tried to take a deep breath and calm myself. The house was abuzz with activity as people wandered about from group to group. My hands moved like lightning as I tried to get the food out to the hungry crowd crowding my kitchen doorway. The moment I stepped close, hands reached out and took platters from me with wide smiles and ravenous eyes. This was the last time I have a party at my house.
 
   "Honey, we are low on beer." Rick said as he stepped into the kitchen.
 
   I had to keep myself from rolling my eyes. Rick had a flare for pointing out the obvious. I pointed at the refrigerator silently. Rick seemed to get the hint because he walked over, opened it and pulled out a few six packs.
 
   Before he left, he turned to me with a concerned look in his eyes. "Do you need help with anything?" 
 
   I wanted to shout at him to help me with everything but at the last second decided not to go through with it. "No. Just can you handle the beer for the rest of the night?"
 
   Rick nodded. "Consider it done." and disappeared through the doorway.
 
   For the moment, the kitchen was clear. I leaned against the counter and took another deep breath. Janice came through the door and eyed me like I was ready to go crazy. Silently she walked over and gave me a big hug. I hugged her back.
 
   "Bethany, how is it that you're doing the work at your own party?"
 
   I threw my hands up. "Hell if I know. It was nice of Rick to have everyone over but I was stuck last second with getting everything ready. Sometimes I wish he would think things through."
 
   "Then let me handle this and you go back out there and have fun." 
 
   I could feel my body relax the moment she told me she was going to help. "Thank you. I just need a break. I will be back in to help you out."
 
   Janice smiled. "Nonsense! Have fun. If it gets really bad, I will order food on Rick's credit card."
 
   I couldn't help but smile back. "I will be sure to get it and hand it to you. Give me a few minutes."
 
   Janice shooed me away. "Go! Go! Join the party."
 
   I gave her one last hug and sped out of the kitchen like it was on fire. I dived into the rivers of people moving about the house. The music was turned up and everyone was having a good time. When friends saw me, they reached out with drunken hugs and hellos. A drink was quickly put in my hand and I guzzled it down like I was dying of thirst. Rick appeared out of nowhere, grabbing my waist and twirling me around. Everyone nearby cheered and raised their cups.
 
   "Sorry for not planning this better." Rick whispered in my ear.
 
   "Keep everyone drunk for the rest of the night and I may forgive you." I grinned.
 
   "As you command my queen." Rick hugged me close and then spun me out.
 
   I twirled and the crowd cheered again. For the first time tonight I felt better. I wandered from room to room, making sure everyone was having a good time. The music was thumping and for once I was glad we didn't have any close neighbors. I passed a window and the driveway was filled with cars. Lights blinded me as another car pulled up. Rick was by my side again and my hand touched his shoulder.
 
   "How many did you invite?" I asked as people stepped out of cars with boxes of alcohol.
 
    Rick shrugged. "Everyone I think."
 
   "I'm not cleaning up tomorrow." 
 
   "I know. It will be all me. I mean it, try to have a good time."
 
   Rick leaned in and gave me a sloppy kiss. I had to push him away, giggling like when we first met. Tension bled from my shoulders and moments later the alcohol started to kick in. A gentle haze filled my vision as I greeted more people at the door. One by one, friends kissed me on the cheek and yelled happy birthday. Then they joined the celebration. One person walked through the door, arms wrapped around me and lifted me up in a huge bear hug.
 
   "Happy birthday little sister!" Yelled the tall muscular man.
 
   "Jared! Put me down!" I squealed.
 
   Jared put me down but kept his hands on my waist. I had to move a lock of my hair from my eyes as Jared stared at me lovingly. I had known my dear step brother for over fifteen years. Despite the fact we were not blood related didn't stop us from loving each other to bits. I put a hand on his arm but he held me by my waist, not letting go.
 
   "Jared, I have to get back to the party." I whined like I always did when he overpowered me.
 
   "Let me look at you." Jared grinned.
 
   I shyly looked up and it was then that I noticed the darkness under his eyes. My hand went up and caressed the side of his face. He closed his eyes to my touch and took a breath.
 
   "Are you okay? You look like you haven't slept." I said while looking at him.
 
   "It's nothing. You know me, can't always sleep." Jared pulled away and let go of my waist.
 
   "We’ll have a drink and join the party. After tonight you should sleep like a baby." 
 
   "Will do." Jared said and looked away.
 
   I stared as my older brother walked away. People greeted him with hugs and handshakes. I had to shake my head and continue on with festivities. The party rolled on as liquor was poured and stories were told. Time had no meaning as I bounced from one group to the next. I must have been getting sloppy because there were a few times I nearly crashed into people. Janice was bringing out food and placing it on tables. A short time later the doorbell rang and pizza showed up. I couldn't believe how much fun I was having. It was actually turning into a real party.
 
   I swooned around, getting my bearings when I nearly slid off my feet in the hallway by the front door. I caught myself by grabbing onto the stair's banister. I fought through the fog to see muddy footprints all through the hallway. I tried to focus because they came from the front door, scattered a bit in the hallway and led to a closet. I regained my balance and started following the muddy trail.
 
   "Who tracked mud into the house?" I shouted.
 
   The music was so loud that I didn't think anyone heard me. There was something odd about the muddy tracks on the white floor. This didn't look like any boot or shoe tracks. Instead they looked like they belonged to an animal. I mean it only had three toes and appeared pretty big. Maybe it was the alcohol but someone must have brought in a dog or a monkey into the house. I reached out to the closed closet and grabbed the door knob.
 
   I screamed as a couple of friends pounced from around the corner yelling happy birthday for the hundred time. My hand was over my pounding heart. They pointed and laughed at me as I tried to keep my pulse down. Before I could do anything, they took hold of me and dragged me into the living room.
 
   The night spun on, laughing and carrying on. Rick managed to find me again and I found myself drunkenly crashing into him.
 
   "I...think I think...someone brought their dog in. There is mud in the hallway." I managed.
 
   "I saw. I already mopped it up." Rick said while holding me up.
 
   "You are a prince sometimes." I think I said that. It was hard to tell with all the slurring.
 
   Rick looked around. "Don't say it too loudly. People will think better of me."
 
   I let out a laugh and stumbled off. I felt a pressure on my bladder. I managed to make it to the stairs and took each step one at a time until I reached the top. A quick few steps down the hallway and I nearly fell into the bathroom. I did my business while trying not to fall off the seat. Panties up, I was standing in front of the mirror when the door opened.   
 
   "I thought I saw you come up here." Jared said with a sheepish smile.
 
   "Uh wait till I'm done." I managed to say while trying to fix my hair.
 
   Jared closed the door behind him and stared at me. I continued to primp my hair while looking at Jared's reflection in the mirror. The darkness under his eyes was really starting to concern me. Drunken eyes stared at my profile, from my butt to my ample chest. Seeing my step brother checking me out made me sober up a little more.
 
   I turned to him and smiled. "Maybe you should go back downstairs. I will meet you in a minute so we can talk, okay?"
 
   Jared let out a sigh. "Bethany, we should talk now."
 
   "We can but let's talk downstairs." I tried to keep the worry from my voice.
 
   "I don't think you understand." Jared moved closer, towering over me.
 
   I reached out and caressed his cheek. I knew deep down he wouldn't hurt me or anything of the sort. He loved me too much to do anything like that. Seeing him in this state only pushed me to want to help him. I worried it might be drugs and he was trying to reach out. I would do anything I could to help him.
 
   "Are you and Rick still trying to have a baby?" Jared said while gazing deep into my eyes.
 
   I was silent for seconds before talking. "You have been talking to Mom."
 
   Jared stayed close, looking to me for some kind of answer.
 
   "Yes but so far nothing." I huffed. I couldn't talk about how the doctors think Rick may be infertile.
 
   Jared eyed me and something dark passed. I could feel familiar heat coming off his body in waves. In the confines of the bathroom, his scent floated to me and I felt a shiver shoot up and down my spine.
 
   "Let me help you." Jared whispered.
 
   "What?" I whispered back unsure what he was saying.
 
   "Let me help you have a baby. Right here and now." Jared said with an edge to his voice.
 
   "Jared, are you on drugs?" I asked with as much sympathy as I could.
 
   Jared looked away. "Let me help you make your family. We have to try tonight, before you go to bed."
 
   "I know you have had a bit to drink but we should..." I never had a chance to finish my sentence.
 
   Jared leaned in and kissed me on the lips. Big arms moved around me, holding me close. I wish I could have said I fought him off but I let myself curve into his body. I found my arms clutching at him, not wanting to let go. There was always something there between us but we never acted on it. It was so strange because it didn't feel strange at all. My brother's hands smoothed over my ass and grabbed me, pressing me tight against him. Tongues played with each other as I let out a wanting moan. Jared grinded his hips against me. The moment caught up with both of us and something pressed hard between us.
 
   A few moments later I broke our kiss. What was I doing? I pushed at his chest and Jared let go. I was so wound up and hot that I immediately began fixing my clothes. Jared heaved like he was ready to press me again the wall and have his way with me. I pushed the thoughts away because I was ready to let him.
 
   "We have to stop." I pulled down my shirt. "Why are you doing this?"
 
   Jared's eyes stared at the floor. "We have to try or he will try later."
 
   I heard the emphasis on 'he'." He? What do you mean?"
 
   Jared shuffled his feet. "I don't know what he is. I haven't slept completely in months. I keep having these weird dreams of a shadow talking to me."
 
   Concern welled up but only because I thought my brother was having some kind of break down. "A shadow?"
 
   "He comes to me almost every night. He talks to me and tries to get me to tell him my secrets. I remember the other night telling him how much I love you. I'm so tired that I was ready to tell him anything. He wanted to know more. I told him that you and Rick were trying to have a baby." Jared tried to keep it together but he was clearly falling apart.
 
   I was completely sober now. "It sounds like it was a bad dream."
 
   Jared leaned against the bathroom door. "It felt so real. He told me that if I didn't give you a baby then he would."
 
   I hugged my brother and pressed the side of my head against his chest. "They were just bad dreams. I'm sure Rick and I will make a baby soon. I love you but you can't have so much anxiety over my happiness."
 
   Jared hugged me back. "Sorry if I'm being a weirdo. I love you so much that I would do anything to see you happy."
 
   I hugged a little tighter. "You have always been a weirdo so nothing new there. But please take care of yourself and get some rest. Stay tonight in the guest room. Maybe then you can get a full night's sleep."
 
   Jared held me tighter. "Thanks little sister."
 
   "Let's get back to the party you goon." I said with a cheery smile.
 
   ***
 
   The party finished winding down. Rick was still running around cleaning as much as he could. I walked into one of the side rooms and found my brother asleep in a chair. I tapped his shoulder and he woke up with half closed eyes. I helped him up which was mostly pulling with everything I had for him to stand on his own two feet. I guided him to the guest room on the first floor. From there he stumbled from my arms and flopped on the bed face first.
 
   I pulled off his boots and pulled the blanket over him. Jared snuggled into the blanket and passed out again. I gave him a quick pat, turned out the light and closed the door. I wandered around the house trying to pick up party hats, confetti and food. I walked past the front door and looked down the hallway. The floor was clean but the hallway closet was slightly ajar.
 
   I walked over and opened the door. The closet was filled with our hanging coats and shoes at the bottom. I moved some of the coats and peeked inside. The closet was small. I stuck my head in a little father and found nothing. I pulled my head up and closed the door. Thoughts circled back to my brother. He was a wreck and seemed to have all these fantastical ideas in his head. I chalked it up to lack of sleep. Maybe during the night, I will check on him but hopefully he should be fine in the morning.
 
   Hands came up behind me and I jumped. 
 
   "Jumpy aren't we." Rick smiled.
 
   "You could say that." I said letting all the air out of my lungs.
 
   "I'm heading off to bed. The rest of the cleanup will wait to tomorrow." Rick announced.
 
   "Remember, I'm not lifting a finger." I said while pointing my finger at him.
 
   "How is that different from any other day?" Rick said sarcastically.
 
   I gave him a light slap on the cheek and he gave me a goofy smile. Rick turned and launched himself up the stairs. I stayed behind for a few seconds, looking around one last time. I had the oddest feeling that I was being watched. I shrugged and went to the stairs. I hit the light switch at the bottom of the stairs and made my way to bed.
 
   ***
 
   Vivid colors swirled before me. I blinked slightly only to see flashes of darkness and bursts of color. My body was radiating heat. Clammy hands touched my neck and came away with perspiration. A heavy fog clouded my thoughts. I tried to move. My limbs felt sluggish and uncaring of my actions.
 
   The bedroom was dark except for a few shafts of moonlight peeking through the curtains. I pulled the quilt off of me and lay in a T shirt and panties. Why was it so hot in here? I turned to see Rick fast asleep with the quilt snuggled up to his neck. I turned my head again and lay staring at the ceiling. 
 
   A low creak filled the room. My eyes moved down to see the closet door open on its own. My first thought was I didn't close it all the way. My heart leaped in my chest when three black shapes curled around the door edge. Even in the dim light I could see that the shapes looked like fingers. To my horror they were long and narrow, not like any human hand I've seen before. Slowly I sat up, eyes still adjusting to the darkness.
 
   Another three fingers curled around the door and I froze. A head and face emerged from the edge and a scream was caught in my throat. Whatever it was looked right at me. All I could see was a black face with white eyes. It had two slits where a nose should be and a gaping mouth with a pointed tongue hanging out. The top of its head was covered in long dreadlocks. It was hard to tell if it was hair until the shine of the moonlight showed they were smooth like tentacles.
 
   I sat in bed, watching the thing emerge further. I couldn't move or even breath as the thing lurched out staring at me with its vacant white eyes. The creature had a muscular body with shiny black skin. It crawled forward further into the room, tilting its head. I tried to reach over to shake Rick awake but my hand refused to move. Instead I sat as the thing moved closer and closer to the edge of the bed. 
 
   Eyes wide as saucers, I only turned my head as the thing moved closer to me. It reached out with a dark hand and ran demonic fingers along my thigh. I thought this was it. This monster was going to attack me and eat me and there was nothing I could do about it. The creature's fingers moved gently along my thigh, knee and calf muscle. A shiver went through me. Its touch was warm and serene.
 
   "What do you want?" I whispered.
 
   The thing stared at me as its tongue slipped out further. Its black hand moving under my thigh and giving me a gentle squeeze. Jared's words came flooding back as long fingers touched the edge of my panties and gave them a light tug. Was my brother right? Was this the shadow he was talking about? Did it really want to give me a baby?
 
   The creature moved the back of his fingers along my smooth skin and I couldn't help but relax a little. The thing didn't seem like it wanted to hurt me. Instead it was gentle, touching me in a tender way. My eyes fell to between its legs where something thick dangled. I found myself staring at the creature's member and it was the biggest one I had ever seen. What was happening? Am I going crazy? Memories of me crying and wanting a baby bubbled to the surface. I thought I resigned myself to never having children. I couldn't divorce Rick just because he couldn't get me pregnant. I felt like my life was over but Jared and this thing wanted to supply me with a baby.
 
   The black monster tugged a little harder at my panties. This was crazy. I couldn't believe I was entertaining the idea. I was about to scoot away from the thing in my bedroom when its tongue lashed out and pressed against my lips. I tried to close my mouth but the tentacle tongue forced its way into me. I tasted the creature as muffled sounds came up my throat. When the creatures tongue slathered against mine, a heavy haze fell over my senses. The monster's tongue tasted sweet as it stayed in my mouth, pushing deep. My hands went up to grab it but I stopped halfway and slowly put them down. The haze relaxed me, making me feel like I was in a dream.
 
   The tongue slipped out of my mouth. I leaned against the backboard as if I was drunk again. The monster in my room looked at me while black clawed hands pulled at my T shirt. One hand slipped under and touched my stomach. It moved upward, grazing the bottom of my swollen breasts. I instantly felt wet between my legs and my breath grew heavier. All the lines in reality started to waver as I breathed in and out.
 
   I bit my lip as a scaled hand squeezed my ample breast. A thumb rolled over my nipple and electric fire shot through my body. The boogie man seemed to be in control and I stopped fighting. It lifted up my shirt and ran its long tongue against my pert nipple. I moaned my delight as the thing touched and licked me. The thought of getting pregnant made the fire in me blaze bright. I glanced down to see the monster's dangling cock grow harder by the second. It seemed to enjoy playing with me.
 
   A hand gently grabbed my wrist and pulled. I was on my feet and following the hunched monster back to the closet. What was it doing? Why was it pulling me there? The boogie man pulled me down to my knees and we looked at each other eye to eye. I had no idea what was going to happen next until it stood up. I couldn't tell how tall it was by the way it hunched but now at its full height it was about six feet tall. The thing's half hard cock dangled in front of me. It peered down at me, tilting its head.
 
   I reached out and ran fingers along its veiny black cock. It bounced to my touch. It reached down and grabbed the base of it, putting the tip to my lips. I looked up as I parted lips and let my tongue run along its monstrous head. The boogie man stared silently as I took its head into my mouth. Deep wanting urges made me want to please the creature. I was ready to surrender to it if it could give me what I want. Inches pushed into my mouth. I moaned making sure the monster knew I liked its cock in my mouth. One of my hands pushed pass my panty waistband. The fabric was wet as I rubbed my womanhood. A finger touched my nub and my hips involuntarily bucked. I was so turned on that my body hungered for his cock in my mouth. 
 
   The room filled with small sucking noises. The monster kept staring as my head bobbed back and forth. I ran my tongue along the shaft and pressed it to the roof of my mouth. I wanted to hear the creature make a noise, any noise to show me it liked it. The boogie man was silent but his cock grew rock hard in my mouth. I sucked harder and harder, letting my teeth graze his thick girth. White eyes stayed with me. I fondled my myself, letting a finger slip in and out of my tight pussy. More moans flowed up my throat. I glanced over to the bed and Rick was still fast asleep. I thought of our marriage but he would have to understand how important it was to have a baby for us.
 
   A drop of come touched my tongue and my body trembled. It tasted salty and sweet as I sucked it down, my eyes begging for more. My fingers were covered in my honey as I fingered and rubbed myself more and more. The boogie man pulled his cock from my mouth and knelt down. I tried to hold onto it but the monster grabbed at my T shirt and ripped it off with one pull. My heavy tits hung while the monster pushed me to the floor onto my back. I let out a whimper while still rubbing myself. I was in a frenzy and couldn't stop myself. I carried on, whispering and moaning like a wild animal. The boogie man fell to his knees between my legs. Its long tongue snaked out of its mouth and touched my wet panties. I pushed my hips at him and he pressed down over my nub. Wild fire caused me to moan. My chest heaved and my tits jiggled. The boogie man looked down between my legs as its tentacle tongue rubbed my clit.
 
   "Please...please...fuck me.....fuck me..." I whispered over and over again.
 
   My entire body cried out for the monsters come. I wasn't thinking straight as my instincts took over. I didn't care how the baby looked, it would be loved in our home. I could feel the virile power coming off the dark creature in waves. It continued to play with me, lashing and licking between my legs, teasing me. I sat up, hungry and wanting for the monster's cock. I didn't know how I was going to fit it in my tiny pussy but I was sure as hell going to try.
 
     The boogie man pushed me back down and claws pulled at my panties. With one quick motion, they tore off. The monster threw them aside. I spread my legs, wetness dripping from pink gash. The boogie man watched me as I writhed wanting him in me. The creature grabbed the base of his cock and pressed his thick head to my quivering lips. My heart pumped like a jack hammer. The boogie man grabbed my hips and pushed his cock into my slit. I bit my lip to stop from screaming. A few inches pushed passed my tight pussy lips. Slowly, the monster pushed inch after inch into me, spreading my walls wide. I bucked and moved my hips, trying to accommodate his thick member.
 
   Hands flew up as I clutched to the monster's shoulders. It grunted, pushing everything it had into me. I squeezed and whimpered. My pussy was hungry for his come. My husband snored as a monster had his way with me. I was so turned on that I wrapped my legs around the monster's waist. The empty feeling in me was being filled. The boogie man's tongue slathered across a nipple and I was nearly thrashing under it. The creature sat back on his knees taking me with him. I was in his lap and he helped slide me up and down on his thick black spear. I felt like a sex doll to its strong touch. It lifted me effortlessly and I clung to it for dear life.
 
   Wetness dripped down its monster cock. I bit my lip harder, taking it all in. The boogie man squeezed my ass and that only made me up the tempo. Heat and the smell of sex surrounded us. The black cock thickened. I bounced on his spear, bringing myself closer and closer to an orgasm. My senses were dialed up to eleven and I begged for the monster in me to come. 
 
   I gazed hard into the boogie man's white eyes. I made a small squeak as my nerves coiled to nearly the breaking point. My eyes shot open wide and my body shuddered. A tidal wave of bliss rammed my body as my nerves lit up like fireworks. I made long slow stroked up and down on the monster cock. Clawed hands grabbed my ass and squeezed hard. I milked every bit of my own orgasm when the boogie man's cock thickened to nearly my breaking point. My mouth made a perfect O as molten come spurted into my tight opening. Animal moans filled the room as the monster held me down on his throbbing member, spurting more come. I stayed put, squeezing and milking every drop of come. The amount was obscene as come spilled from my gash, coating his cock and my inner thighs.
 
   Silence filled the room. The monster pulled me off his wet cock. I fell to my knees, whimpering from how good I felt. The boogie man reached down and picked me up. He threw me over his shoulder and we walked into the closet. I was dizzy and couldn't explain what happened next. One moment we were in my closet and the next we were somewhere else. The monster pushed open a door and dumped me onto the carpet. 
 
   I sat up confused and unsure where I was. I looked around and saw I was in the guest room. Jared was sleeping quietly on the bed. The boogie man crotched back into the shadows of the closet and watched with white eyes. I was still turned on and hungry for more, I crawled back to the monster in the closet. The monster stared at me and lifted a clawed finger, pointing to the bed with Jared sleeping.
 
   Wet feelings washed over my mind. The thing wanted me to go to my step brother. Had it had enough of me? Was it playing some kind of game? I couldn't make sense of what was happening. My instincts and urges cried out for more and the boogie man wanted me to seduce my brother. I turned to my sleeping Jared. He finally looked peaceful. I turned back to the boogie man and gasped. Its face shifted and melted until a pitch black version of my brother's face stared back at me with white eyes.
 
   The monster pointed again and I crawled to edge of the bed. Jared was half covered with a leg and arm sticking out. I pulled the blanket back and could see that he was in his boxers and nothing else. My eyes fell on his rather large bulge. I glanced back to see the boogie man was still there, staring from the closet.
 
   My hands reached out and I ran fingers over his bulge. Jared didn't move but his cock shifted under the blue boxer fabric. I felt come dripping down my inner thigh and my body was on fire. I wanted more and more. The more I touched his hardening manhood, the more I hungered for his come. It seemed my big brother was going to help get me pregnant after all. I pulled down the waist band and my brother's cock flopped out. It was thick and veiny just like the monster in the closet. I had glimpsed his cock before. When you grow up together you happen to catch sight of each other in embarrassing situations. I couldn't count the times I caught Jared hard while looking at me. 
 
   I took hold of his shaft and licked the end of his cock. Jared moved but was still asleep. I licked along his throbbing shaft, my eyes on him. Jared's eyes fluttered the more I licked until they shot open and put the head of his cock in my mouth. A moan spilled out of his mouth as he lazily picked his head up. He watched me as I took inches into my mouth, moaning all the while.
 
   "Bethany? Is this a dream?" Jared whispered.
 
   I pulled his cock from my mouth. "Yes my brother. I need your come. I need you." I whispered and gobbled up his manhood.
 
   Jared moaned. Fingers ran through my hair as I bobbed up and down on his now rock hard cock. I had to get him close so he could spray his seed all over my womb. The sound of sucking filled the room. I pressed my lips tight, taking him down my throat so I could tease his come. Jared sat up and looked down at me, his sister sucking on his member. I know he always wanted me and now it was a dream come true.
 
   "You feel good. Keeping doing that." Jared whispered.
 
   I pressed my tongue along his shaft and my brother gasped. I rubbed my dripping cunt while sucking my brother off. I gave muffled moans and a madness took over. I pulled his cock from my mouth and crawled into bed. Jared's eyes were open completely.
 
   "Fuck me Jared. Fuck your little sister. Help me make a family!" I whined as I nestled into his lap. 
 
   My older brother watched helpless as I took his thick cock and pushed it against my slippery opening. We both gasped as I slid down his hard cock. I was unleashed as my gash took every inch. Jared spread me wide just like the boogie man. I bounced over and over, hungry for more come. Jared cupped one of my tits and put his mouth around one of my pointed nipples. He sucked and teased with little nibbles. I shoved my large breasts into his face while riding his cock. I whined and moaned louder, knowing that was turning him on more and more.
 
   "Fuck me! Shoot your come. Fill me up!" I nearly shouted in his ear.
 
   "You are so fucking tight. I can't hold out." Jared said with panic in his voice.
 
   "Give me a baby! Give it to me!" I screamed.
 
   My nerves exploded. My eyes rolled into my head as ecstasy filled every cell in my body. A second later, Jared's cock spurted come deep within me. I rode his manhood, squeezing every last drop of come and bliss from both of us. Just as I thought he was finishing, another stream of come spurted. I nuzzled his neck as he helped slide me up and down on his come covered cock.
 
   I opened my eyes to see the boogie man right next to us. It touched Jared and he fell over. I sat helpless as the monster pulled me off my brother and laid me on the ground. The black monster turned me onto my stomach and pulled me up so that I was on all fours. I looked back to see it hungrily gazing at my ass and pressing its hard cock against my dripping cunt.
 
   I looked to the bed and could see Jared fast asleep, his chest rising and falling with each breath. The boogie man wasn't done with me yet as he impaled me with his spear once again. I squirmed to fit it inside me as it took hold of my hips. Inches spread me apart as the monster in the closet pushed its cock to the hilt.
 
   I bounced on the boogie man, letting him have his way with me over and over. On and on it went, come pouring into me. I felt so good that eventually I passed out hours later.
 
   ***
 
   I woke up in my bed. I got up and ran to the bathroom. The sun was just rising and light was filling the house. I turned on the bathroom light and looked down at my naked body. I was covered in sex juices. I jumped in the shower and turned the water on. My mind was a jumble as I tried to recall the night's events.
 
   ***
 
   The kitchen table was filled with plates of eggs, pancakes, toast, juice and coffee. Jared just finished cooking and sat down with me and Rick. I was silent as I put food on my plate and an unnatural hunger gnawing at my stomach.
 
   "How did everyone sleep? I slept like the dead." Rick said and shoved eggs into his mouth.
 
   "Best sleep I ever had. Thanks for letting me stay here." Jared gave me a quick wink before filling his plate with food.
 
   I sat there, a gentle calm covering my senses. I thought long a hard while I was in the shower. The way everything happened, I couldn't help but think that Jared somehow conjured the boogie man. I didn't know how he did it but it happened. My hand rested on my stomach as I felt new life growing. My motherly instincts told me that the baby in my belly was going to turn out normal and I smiled at that thought. Maybe the boogie man was helping me to understand what I really wanted? Or maybe it was never really there and I snuck into my step brother's room so I could fulfill his wishes and mine? I didn't know but I did know that whatever happened, I had a baby growing in my belly and now I can finally have my family.
 
   ~Fin~
 
   


 
   
  
 

Demonic Daughter
 
   As far back as I can remember I have had special abilities. They kind of show themselves in weird moments. Often times something will burst into flames for no apparent reason. Other times I can make the fish in my fish tank dance for me. But most of the time something strange would happen after I had a wet dream. The next day would be full of unusual events and I had no real way to control it, much less stop it.
 
   My name is Sally. I turned 18 a few weeks ago. High school just ended and I was looking forward to a summer at home. College was ready and waiting for me at the end of summer but right now it was time for rest and relaxation.  It was exciting to wonder what my first year in college was going to be like but that would all have to wait. This summer was the beginning of new experiences.
 
   I managed to sneak out a bottle of wine from my dad's wine cabinet. He kept that cabinet locked tighter than Fort Knox but I was able to tap the lock and it opened. It was almost like every time I did something against the rules, things would go my way. I couldn't explain it so I just went with it. I tried to be a good girl but I could feel something telling me to do bad things. I tried to ignore the feelings and sometimes they would go away, other times they got louder. 
 
   My dad Simon is not my real father. When I was fifteen, he informed me and my older brother James that we were adopted. His wife Julie died when I was two and James was four. I don't have any memories of her so I don't feel too much on the subject. When I think of her it becomes nothing more than dust in the wind. To tell you the truth I don't feel much when it comes to anyone. People just come and go with little or no attachments. The only people I think the world of is my dad and my brother. Their hugs comforted me when I was sad and their minds challenged me when I was curious. Everyone else in the world could go to Hell for all I cared. I think I was bullied one too many times because of my weirdness. I was looking forward to college because they say it is different. Everyone there would be more mature then jerks who populated my high school.
 
   I closed the door to my room and pulled the bottle from my huge purse. I managed to get the cork screw from the kitchen earlier in the day. I pulled that sucker out, stabbed it into the cork and started twisting. Why was I being so secretive? My dad and James were home and have been all over the house. My dad is a real earthy guy and loves working on his garden. James was in his room probably watching porn. I didn't hold it against him. I love watching porn too. James thought he was clever by hiding his porn in normal movie cases but I knew better. I would sneak some of his porn movies out of his room and watch it in mine. I would rub myself raw, passing out with my hand still in my panties. When he wasn't around I would sneak them back in. One time I thought he wasn't in his room. I opened the door to put a movie back and I caught him stroking his cock while watching a movie. The girls on screen were pushing dildos into each other and screaming like they were in pain. The whole thing set me on fire. I could feel my panties get wet as the girls moaned and whined. Then my eyes would fall on my brother's large cock. He moved with steady ease up and down. I remember smiling and watching for a while before quietly closing the door.
 
   The cork pulled free. I put the open bottle to my nose and smelled the sweet aroma. I have had a glass of wine here and there with dinner but tonight this bottle belonged to me. I pulled a glass from under my bed and poured. I put on one of my play lists and let the music take over. I downed one glass and poured another when my bedroom door swung open.
 
   "Sally have you seen......" My brother froze when he saw me with the wine bottle.
 
   "Seen what?" I played it off casual.
 
   "Dad's not going to like that you took one of his bottles."
 
   I shrugged. "He won't miss it. Where is dad anyway?"  
 
   "Back porch, with his glass of brandy." James's eyes were locked on the bottle.
 
   "I have a second glass. You want some?" I smiled like this was the most normal thing in the world.
 
   "Yea, sure." James tried to play it cool.
 
   I fished for another glass from under my bed, filled it and handed it to him. We clinked glasses and gulped it down. The music was playing as the sun slowly started to set outside. I felt warm as I poured more. Twenty minutes later we were laughing and carrying on like brother and sister. We talked about everything and laughed at some of our own stupid moments growing up. James laughed on how he almost pissed his pants when I was hiding under his bed and grabbed his legs. I laughed when in a fit of rage over something stupid, he ran into my room and dumped a bucket of water on me. Then we both laughed when I nearly set the living room on fire. James was not my blood brother but he was better than anyone I ever knew. 
 
   "So what were you looking for before?" I asked while pouring more wine.
 
   "Oh...uh....My old copy of Aliens. It wasn't where I left it." James fidgeted. 
 
   James was my older brother but he was a bit of a dork. In many ways I felt years more mature then he was. He likes his sci fi movies, RPG's and video games. I was willing to bet he was still a virgin.
 
   "You really like that movie huh?" I knew the movie he was really talking about. It was an anime with tentacle monsters raping young girls. It is one of my favorites too. Did I return it or was it still in the blu ray player?
 
   "Yea. Have you seen it?"
 
   The wine was starting to push away my inhibitions a little. I eyed my brother and could see a nervousness in his eyes. I could almost smell his horniness. He really wanted to see that movie and he must have been tearing his room up to find it. I casually got up and went to the blu ray player. I looked over my shoulder and James watched me with a confused expression. Something bad in me was telling me to do it so I went for it. I hit the power and pushed play. 
 
   The screen blinked on and there was a young woman with several tentacles inside her pussy. She was moaning and screaming until one tentacle pushed into her mouth. Everything was wet as they pushed in and out of her. She moaned with every thrust until a tentacle pulled out and sprayed come all over her ass. I turned and could see shock all over James's face.
 
   "You took it!" James said in disbelief.
 
   I instantly became annoyed. "Why wouldn't I take it? I like porn too!"
 
   James was silent for a moment. "I'm sorry. I didn't know." He said awkwardly.
 
   "I have needs. Besides you have a great collection." The mood was becoming very warm.
 
   "You’re my little sister. It's hard to think about you in that way." His eyes shifted to the flat screen.
 
   I could see a growing bulge in his sweat pants. He really liked this movie. I was also sure that knowing his little sister liked porn movies was turning him on. I went over to the bed and sat next to him. James was looking at the screen and then he shook his head.
 
   "Turn it off and give it to me." James demanded.
 
   "Why? It was just getting good."
 
   "This is wrong. We shouldn't watch porn together."
 
   I could feel something stirring inside me. I was wearing a pink sun dress and I could feel my nipples poking outward. I couldn't keep my eyes off the bulge in my brother's pants. I thought about his cock and I was getting hungry. There was a steamy ache in-between my legs and naughty thoughts danced through my mind.
 
   James got up and went to the flat screen. His hand reached out to touch the eject button. I could feel energy whipping around inside me. I didn't want him to leave. I didn't want him to push me away. My needs grew out of control. I blinked and the world came into focus.
 
   "Stop." I whispered.
 
   James stopped. He stood motionless like a statue. Oh no, was it my powers again? Was it happening at this moment? I calmed myself down and looked at my brother standing there. The ache inside me was still not satisfied. I needed something and a thought popped into my head on where I could get it. I slowly got up and went to my brother. I hugged him and held him close. His scent was warm and pure. I ran my fingers along his chest.
 
   "Sit on the bed." I whispered.
 
   James did as he was told. He sat on the edge of the bed. I went to the bedroom door and locked it. The wine and those dark voices whispered things to me I only thought about but never took seriously. My needs urged me on. I had no idea I could control people like the fish in my fish tank. I wondered how much control I really had.
 
    "I want you to be yourself. Don't leave and don't think of me as just your sister. Now wake up." I whispered.
 
   James blinked and looked at me. "Is everything okay, sis?"
 
   I smiled. "Everything is fine. Let's keep watching the movie."
 
   I could feel my panties grow wet as James looked at the anime porn. I sat next to him. Heat played off both of our bodies. The moaning in the background only made things hotter. His eyes kept switching from the screen to me. I kept seeing them drop to my erect nipples.
 
   I looked down at his huge bulge. "Take off your pants." I whispered.
 
   James hesitated and then slid them off. He wasn't wearing any underwear so his cock slapped upward the moment they came down. I marveled at how hard it was. I reached out and touched it. A second later I was stroking it. It felt like iron in my hand. The skin was smooth but it had parts that were veiny. James moaned.
 
   "You like it when I touch you?"
 
   "Yes." He said breathlessly.
 
   "Do you want me to kiss it?"
 
   James nodded. I bent down and wrapped my lips around the shaft. My brother moaned as I ran my tongue along it. I bobbed my head, tasting every inch of his hard member. His hand went to my head and he gently pushed me onto his cock. I moaned as I sucked on him. It didn't feel strange or sick. It felt so good to taste my brother's pre-come as he moaned his pleasure. My fingers went down my dress and I rubbed my panties over my sweet spot. They were soaked and only added to my bliss.
 
   My moans matched the anime girls on the screen. I started to suck harder and faster like I had seen so many girls in porn do. I cupped my brother's balls and gave a light squeeze. His breathing quickened and his hard cock was beginning to expand in my mouth. I rubbed myself faster and faster as I sucked on my brother's rod. I felt an orgasm start to build. James's breathing intensified. I felt us both reach the peak when his cock bulged and exploded. My mouth was filled with come and I drank it down like a greedy animal. I wanted every last drop in me as I milked his smooth dick. As I gulped, an orgasm blasted through me. I was warm and my mind was wet as pulse after pulse filled my body.
 
   "You taste so good." I whispered.
 
   James's eyes rolled back into his head and he fell back onto the bed. His cock became soft in my mouth and then he started to snore. I think I just took his first blow job virginity. But I was still horny.
 
   I could feel the heat of his come in my belly. Something swirled and I felt energy rocket throughout me. Things started to make sense. I had flashes of being dropped off at the orphanage by some dark figure. Memories floated upward, showing me setting things on fire and controlling animals. I stood up from my prone brother and looked in the mirror. It was only for a second that I saw the true me. Horns graced my head as a long black tail whipped behind me. Leathery wings flexed wide and disappeared. For the longest time I didn't understand what I truly was and now it all made sense. And now this need was pushing me further than I thought I would ever go.
 
   I unlocked the door and left my brother sleeping. The house only had a few lights on. I moved down the dimly lit hallway. My eyes focused and shifted. I noticed I could see through walls. How many powers did I have?
 
   I heard the sound of water running and I looked toward the second floor bathroom. My need flared when I saw that my father was taking a shower. I crept closer as he lathered up his body. He had a strong build but with a mature body. I could make out the strands of gray weaved into his black hair. Soap ran down his back and tight ass. He was facing away from me and I mentally begged him to turn around. A hunger in me needed more and the voices pushed me to get closer. I stood outside of the bathroom door and watched. Then Simon turned around and I let out a heated gasp. He was a large man. He could give any male porn star a run for their money. His soapy hands rand down the length of it. All I could think about was having that monster inside me.
 
   I opened the door and stepped in. My father froze as I went to the cabinet. He poked his head past the shower curtain.
 
   "Sally?" He said blinking away soap from his eyes.
 
   "Yes daddy. Just getting some mouth wash." I said nonchalantly. 
 
   "Next time knock before coming in."
 
   "Will do dad." I gargled some mouthwash and spit it into the sink. 
 
   I left and headed downstairs. I could feel my inner thighs wet from excitement. My nipples tingled as power ran through me. Was I really going to do it? Was I going to have his monster member in me? I could control him but what's the fun in that. I had a feeling he always loved me more than a daughter. Maybe I just need to let him have a taste of the forbidden fruit.
 
   I went to the kitchen and poured two glasses of brandy. I could hear my dad walking around upstairs. He came down the stairway in his robe. I casually moved to the living room and put down my glass. Simon gave an arched eyebrow and walked toward me. I handed him a glass and picked up mine.
 
   "You shouldn't be drinking." He said flatly.
 
   "Dad, I am a grown woman. Better here with you then with some frat guys."
 
   Simon let out a long deep sigh. "I hate to say it but your right. Maybe we should talk about what to expect when you go to college."
 
   "Sure." I said and sat on the couch.
 
   Simon sat down on the other end, putting his arm over the back of the couch. "You will probably run into guys who will try to push you into things you don't want to do."
 
   I sipped my brandy. "I can handle myself."
 
   "I know you can sweetheart. I just don't trust the world."
 
   I tilted my head down. "Do you think I'm weird?"
 
   Simon gave a surprised look. "Where is this coming from? Did you set something on fire?"
 
   "No dad. But weird stuff seems to happen to me all the time."
 
   "Like what type of weird stuff.?"
 
   "Like guys not liking me because I'm weird."
 
   Simon's face softened. "Honey, you are beautiful."
 
   I laid back and stared at my father. He is a good man but I could tell there was something burning inside him. I was loose with my dress. I spotted him glancing down at my pink panties. His eyes went back to me and gave a loving gaze. I know it has been a long time since he was with a woman. But so far his cock didn't move. I decided to take a chance.
 
   I stood up and pulled down my panties. I then took them and threw them in a corner. I sat back down and sipped my brandy. Simon gave an incredulous look but remained quiet.
 
   "I just wanted to get more comfortable." I smiled.
 
   Simon eyed me. "What is this about? Is something going on?" His cock stirred.
 
   I could feel it. The more I sinned, the stronger I would get. It felt like tomes of knowledge began opening in my mind. Hidden things that only pushed me to know more. My father sat there in his bathrobe, staring at me, his daughter. I could feel the disbelief play across him. Even I felt like a bad little girl looking at my strong father and wanting him to take me, open me up and push into me. I was still a virgin but I wanted that to end and tonight was going to be the night.
 
   I leaned forward with a hug and draped my body on his. Simon didn't protest but he tensed. I rested my head on his chest, pressing my tits against him. He remained quiet but put an arm around me.
 
   "What is going on?" Simon said softly.
 
   "You always told me that if I was interested in something I should explore it." I gazed up for a moment into his eyes.
 
   "Yes but..."
 
   "Dad, you wouldn't turn me away would you?"
 
   "This is something you should explore with a boy your own age."
 
   "I don't want a boy; I want a man."
 
   "Sally..I...."
 
   "I am going to college. I would rather you show me what it's like to love then from some stupid boy." I ran my finger along his exposed chest. I pulled back the robe to reveal a little more. He had some hair on his chest, but not too much.
 
   "I'm your father." Simon choked.
 
   "I trust you to keep this little secret." I grabbed his wrist and guided his hand to my chest. He cupped my tit and ran his thumb across my nipple. 
 
   I could feel myself go slick from wetness. My nipples stood to attention. The robe around Simon's hips moved. I rubbed my body slightly against his. I was intoxicated by his musky scent.
 
   "Show it to me daddy. I want to see it." I said as innocently as I could. 
 
   The room was still for seconds. I could tell a war of emotions ran through him. I moved his hand and hooked the top of my dress. I pulled it down and showed him my C cup tits. His eyes looked at my pink nipples. His hand moved down and pulled the robe aside. I gasped at his cock as it hardened before my eyes. It was bigger than my brothers by several inches. The purple head stood up like a mushroom and I found my fingers gliding over it.
 
   "I am a bad girl daddy."
 
   "You are a bad girl. Touch it some more."
 
   I could tell love and lust took over. I giggled as I closed my hand around it. It was so hot in my palm. I pumped slowly up and down. Simon was quiet and watched me with intense eyes.
 
   "If you really want to make daddy happy, kiss it."
 
   "Yes daddy." I said as I leaned over and kissed the end of his purple headed cock.
 
   I ran my tongue around it like a lollipop. I could feel his hand still cupping and stroking my tits. He swirled his finger around my nipple. Waves of pleasure filled me. I opened my mouth and took his head into me. I could taste his pre-come as I sucked on the end. He was rock hard and it tasted so good. 
 
   Simon shifted and sat up while I sucked on his purple snake. His arms were on the back of the sofa as he watched me. I could feel heat in me build as salvia dripped from the corner of my mouth. The robe was completely open and his naked body was majestic.
 
   "Why don't you sit on daddy's lap." Simon raised my face up by cupping my chin with his finger
 
   "But daddy, it’s so big."
 
   "Come here darling."
 
   I moved but his big hands slid me under my knees and my round butt. He gently picked me up and put me on his lap. I felt his cock on its side sandwiched between my butt and his thigh. His mouth found my nipple and he sucked on them, his tongue swirling around. I gasped and giggled. He seemed to like it and continued for minutes. He pulled away and looked me in the eyes.
 
   "What comes next may hurt. Are you ready to really sit on daddy's lap?"
 
   I nodded quietly.
 
   Simon lifted us up. I spread my legs, exposing my wet shaved pussy. I tensed a little as he lowered us down on his monster cock. The tip touched my wet lips and an orgasm blazed through me. The pleasure was so intense, it helped push away the beginning pain as his head entered me. 
 
   "Oh daddy it's too big!" I whined. 
 
   "Relax honey. This is what you wanted. Relax and let it fill you slowly."
 
   I relaxed myself as another inch filled me and then another. The girth of his cock spread our pussy walls aside. I felt the voices in me cheer with each inch we took. It felt magical as energy wormed up into us. I could feel his life force enter us and I was hungry for him. When I reached Simon's hilt, I stayed very still. I never knew anything to feel this good.
 
   Simon pushed his hips and ripples of bliss filled me. It felt so good my eyes rolled into the back of my head. I hooked the back of his neck and pushed my tits into his face. I felt possessed as I took over and bounced on his thick dick. I squeezed my kegel muscles feeling every inch.
 
   "Daddy this feel so good!" I managed between breaths.
 
   "Yes honey. Daddy loves your tight pussy!"
 
   I bent my head forward and brought my lips to Simon's. We kissed as our tongues played with each other. His strong arms around me moved to my hips. He forced me to take every inch. His hands groped my ass and spread my cheeks. I felt like I was going to burst when another orgasm exploded and then another one. I found myself speaking in a different language and I was saying the same thing over and over again. I looked at Simon and I could see he was in a trance. We held each other close as our energies turned into glowing serpents that dived in and out of our chests. 
 
   Simon lifted us up and threw us down on the couch. We landed on our stomach. I could already feel him spreading our legs. Something bounced against my ass and I looked back.
 
   "No daddy!" I said as the tip of his huge cock pushed between my ass cheeks and touched my pucker.
 
   "You thought you could manipulate me! Foul child. I am your guardian! Sworn to protect the princess! Let me show you how to really use your powers!" Simon's form changed.
 
   I couldn't believe my eyes. Horns sprouted from his head. His body took on a red and black shade. His eyes burned crimson as his teeth sharpened into points. I couldn't move as he stood before me with my legs open. I cried out as he rammed his huge black cock into my ass. I made wet noises as he plunged deep inside me, sliding in and out. All I could do was moan and grab the sofa to keep from flying off. His hips burned as they slammed into me over and over again. I wasn't afraid, far from, I was in pure heaven.
 
   "Yes daddy! Please daddy! Make me your bitch! I serve you daddy!"
 
   "You will serve me until I say you no longer serve me!" He bellowed.
 
   I was blinded by pleasure and pain as he forced every inch into me. I was spread so wide I thought I would break in two. My body glistened as his hands clawed at my hips. Occasionally he would smack my ass so hard another orgasm bloomed through me. Soon I was pushing my ass against his hips, grinding so I could feel everything over and over again. Time lost all meaning until my daddy's cock bulged and widened.  
 
     "Daddy is going to fill you. Keep quiet and take every drop."
 
   I bit my lip and shut my eyes. His giant snake like cock expanded and jets of molten come erupted from the tip. I could feel all of it as streams sprayed out and filled me with hot jizz. I did as I was told and did not cry out but I did weep internally from the experience, this beautiful experience. He still slid in and out with his wet cock. It was all too much for me. My eyes rolled back into my head and I passed out.
 
   ***
 
   I woke up to see Simon smiling down at me. I was still half naked, sticky and sweaty. This seemed to fill him with endless amusement.
 
   "Did you have a good time?" Simon smirked.
 
   "Yes daddy." I said slowly sitting up.
 
   "Good. Now go upstairs and put your brother to bed. Make sure he sleeps well. Maybe tomorrow you will show him a thing or two. He is a prince after all and he needs to be awakened sooner or later."
 
   "But daddy..."
 
   "No Sally. Put your brother to bed and we can talk more tomorrow." Simon said firmly.
 
   I stood up and did as I was told. I was walking up the stairs thinking about this entire evening. I had no idea how to put it together but it did feel right. My father and my brother were truly family. I had so many questions but they would have to wait until tomorrow.
 
   I walked into my bedroom and saw my brother still passed out. I helped him up. He was half asleep as I guided him out of my room to his. I pulled back the blankets and laid him down. I pulled off his shirt and threw it in a corner. I turned out the light, removed my dress and climbed into bed with him. We snuggled under the blankets as my hand gently rubbed his manhood. My thoughts dimmed from exhaustion as I fell into a deep sleep anticipating what our next experience will be.
 
    
 
   ~Fin~
 
   


 
   
  
 

Dirty Witch Angel
 
   Selena slid a copy of Edger Allen Poe’s collected works in between two books. She found herself humming as she grabbed another book from her cart. She checked out the binding and scanned the shelf with a finger, trying to find its proper location on the majestic polished wooden shelves. Her glasses began to slide down and she instinctually moved her finger to the frame and pushed them back up.
 
   Happiness was a rare thing for the new librarian. She had only lived in the town of Shroud Point for the last two months and the experience has been wonderful. The locals are very kind and took to her pretty quickly. The first job she applied for was the town library and aced the interview. Surrounded by books, her heart soared. Maybe this town would be the type of place to finally settle down.
 
   “I feel like I have to do it.” A voice whispered from the other side of the shelf.
 
   Selena leaned forward, trying to make it out.
 
   “You don’t have to tell me she is gone. I need some closure with this. It would be great if you came with me.”
 
   Selena pulled back and went to her cart. She recognized Adam’s voice. He was a fellow librarian and it seemed he was going through a hard time. Out of respect, she pushed her cart down the aisle so he would have some privacy.
 
   “Fine Sis! I just wanted some support.” Adam said in a harsh whisper and then it was followed by a beep.
 
   Selena was about to turn the corner when Adam came toward her in a huff. When he nearly knocked into her, he stopped short with a surprised expression written all over his face.
 
   “Oh, hi Selena.” Adam said.
 
   Selena gave a nervous smile, her eyes drifting to his wide shoulders. The top two buttons were undone of his collared shirt. His neck and square jaw were exposed, begging for the librarian to lean forward, place a finger on his lips and nuzzle his neck. She pictures herself sliding her arms under him and his arms wrapping around her, holding her and comforting her. She would comfort him with kisses and playful touching so his worried expression would melt away and he would only see her.
 
   “I guess you heard my conversation.” Adam said with a nervous smirk.
 
   Selena snapped out of her day dream and melted back into this handsome reality. “I’m sorry. I was just leaving to give you some space. I didn’t really hear much.”
 
   “Thank you.” Adam arched an eyebrow. “Hey, you want to grab coffee sometime? I feel we don’t really know each other. Want to sit and talk?”
 
   Selena’s heart leapt into her throat. “Umm…yea…sure.” She stammered.
 
   “I have some errands to run today but maybe tomorrow?”
 
   Selena wanted to squeal like a school girl. “Okay.” She said flatly.
 
   “See you then.” Adam said and turned back down the aisle he came from.
 
   Selena couldn’t believe what just happened. She was having coffee with a book hunk. She tried to calm herself down. And with that, she ran to the bathroom and right up to a mirror. Her black hair was tied back. She was wearing a little lipstick. Her dress was simple and flowery. 
 
   “Take it easy Selena. It's just for coffee. It's not like you are getting married, yet.” Selena smiled nervously to herself.
 
   ***
 
   Selena walked into her apartment. Serene silence filled the empty void. Her mind danced with the images of herself and Adam having a cup of coffee, talking about famous authors and their greatest works. The librarian dropped her purse on the couch and headed for the kitchen. It was cause for a small celebration and reached out for the tequila on her small liquor shelf.
 
   Hate to burst your bubble sister girl. We may have trouble tonight.
 
   Selena let out a sigh. "Can't I have one night where there is no trouble?"
 
   Word from Halloween City is there are three naughty spirits in the cemetery. You know I need to come out and send those boys to the next world.
 
     "I like it here. Can we keep the damage down to a minimum? The last town nearly chased us out because of you." Selena took a swig of tequila straight from the bottle.
 
   I can't help it if the living men want me but can't have me. Only dead boys rock my world. And some dead girls.
 
   Selena could feel the other presence smile at the last sentence. Memories filled the librarian. A pact and a promise floated before her mind's eye. A kiss causing her soul to twist, bend and split. Moving from town to town because her other self would get out of control. A gentle sigh escaped her lips. She took another swig and put the bottle down on the table. 
 
   "Please don't turn this into a Rob Zombie concert." Selena huffed.
 
   I promise. Girl scout's honor. 
 
   "You were never in the girl scouts and I doubt they would even take you."
 
   Oh sweetie, it's a figure of speech. But not to worry. I will try to be good girl, for you. Now let me out so I can seduce those bad boy spirits. Momma needs to get her game on. 
 
   With another sigh, Selena hurried to her room, closing the door behind her. She noticed her breathing had quickened. In one smooth move she opened her closet door. Her hands went to the zipper of her dress and she unzipped. Clothes fell to the ground and she stood completely naked. The transformations tended to ruin her clothes so she prepared for it. The sight of her naked body in the mirror caused her heart to thud in her chest. The first stabbing pains rocketed under her skin.
 
   Selena fell on all fours. Her fingers digging into the carpet as color drained from her skin. Bones shifted and grew. Black hair faded to white and then filled with red as she writhed on the floor. Selena grunted, trying not to scream and scare the neighbors. Tears of pain and joy streaked her face. Her ardor was up as she grew taller. Selena made it to her feet despite the pain. In the mirror she could see her B cup breasts balloon to double D’s, her pink nipples practically glowing against her new alabaster skin. Selena’s body took on an hour glass figure as her nails turned a glossy black.
 
   Finally, Selena could feel herself take a back seat while someone else in her took over. In her mind’s eye, her other self passed Selena like two ships in the night. She blew a kiss to Selena as she took over the driver’s seat. With the transformation complete, she reached into the closet and pulled out a special top and thong. With liquid movement, she snaked into the top and pulled up the thong. She pulled thigh high black boots from the closet and slipped them on. She gave a wicked smile as she held out an open palm.
 
   Something shook in the closet and a broom flew out into her hand. On the top of the broom was a steeple black hat. She put it on over her red hair and took a quick glance in the mirror. Moist black lips curved against white skin. The window to the room opened on its own. With a gust of wind, Selena’s other self flashed through the window and into the star lit sky, cackling in the glowing moon light.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Two
 
   Jack stumbled over to the three graves, his fingers barely holding onto the bottle of whiskey. Riley and Cooker lay back against tombstones, laughing and carrying on like a pair of hyenas. Jack dropped his bottle. He glanced down to see it was almost empty anyway. He ignored it as his fingers tried to get a hold of his moving zipper. The night sky was a dark blue in the moonlight. A glowing lantern lit up the immediate area, keeping the night just out of the trio’s reach. 
 
   “What ya doing, Jack?” Riley said as he took a swig of his extra-large bottle of Wild Turkey.
 
   “Something I should have done to this mother fucker years ago!” Jack managed as he pulled down his zipper and whipped out his cock.
 
   Riley and Cooker stopped laughing when Jack pissed all over the middle grave. He pointed the stream and was sure to piss all over the tombstone and grave site. When he was done, he gave a little shake and stuffed it back in his pants.
 
   “What the hell did you do that? If any of the other members saw you, they'd beat the shit out of you.” Riley said and took another swig.
 
   “That fucker Reed owed me money and he slept with a couple of my ladies. I only wish he was alive so I could beat the shit out of him.” Jack gave one last stomp of his leather boot on the grave.
 
   “You have to let it go. He’s been dead for five years. I don’t think he’s gonna come back with money and an apology.” Cooker said while trying to keep his head from swaying to the side.
 
   “Yea tomorrow is going to be one hell of a party. Just try and keep your piss in your pants.” Riley said and clinked his bottle with Cooker’s.
 
   “I expect you two to keep it under your hat.” Jack said as he walked over and snatched Riley’s bottle straight in mid guzzle.
 
   “Were club brothers, you know old Cooker and I won’t rat you out.”
 
   “Good. Now get my other bottle from my bike.” Jack said pointing at Cooker.
 
   Cooker managed to let out a sigh but was soon on his feet and wobbling. He stumbled to the Harleys sitting about thirty feet away. His shaky hand reached into the saddle bag and pulled out a bottle of Knob Creek. 
 
   “Fancy.” Cooker murmured and zig zagged back to his biker mates.
 
   Riley pulled up his black shirt and scratched his slightly protruding gut. He was sure to let everyone know by burping and passing gas at the same time. Cooked looked at him, laugh/sneered and handed the bottle of whiskey to Jack. The leather clad biker pulled the top off and guzzled for ten seconds before letting his hand drop.
 
   “WOOO! That’s what I’m talking about!” Jack yelled into the dark night.
 
   Riley held his hand out and Jack passed his bottle of Wild Turkey to him. When Riley looked at the other bottle, Jack laughed and took another swig. Riley took his Wild Turkey, shrugged his shoulders and drank deeply.
 
   “Let’s get back to town. I’m sure there are some bitches out there looking for a good time.” Jack said, his form swaying.
 
   Cooker was the first to notice the mist rolling in between graves. He watched as Jack went on about how many bitches he needed for the night. Riley stopped drinking and stared at the white mist moving in. It was ankle deep but from what they could see it was filling up the area. The light of the lantern was enough to keep it at bay. Jack stopped talking and turned to see what his brothers were looking at.
 
   “What the fuck is up with the fog?” Jack said when he saw they were surrounded.
 
   “I think it’s a mist. Fog usually covers the entire area but the mist is only knee deep.” Cooker said with a burp.
 
   “Cooker stop being a smart ass. You know what I mean.” Jack said kicking through the mist at the edge of the lantern light.
 
   Riley was silent as his eyes grew to the size of saucers. Jack glanced at him and then looked in the general direction. On a nearby hill covered with headstones, something flew down from the sky and gently touched the ground. Whatever it was, it fixed its hat. Something thin parallel to the ground turn straight up all on its own and flew into the person’s hand. The figure stood silently on the hill for 30 seconds before walking slowly down the hill toward the trio of bikers.
 
   All three men stayed very still as the figure moved with ease through the mist. As the lone figure drew closer, the lantern light started to illuminate the stranger in the graveyard. Her form was nearly Amazonian, standing just over six feet. Even in the dim light, they could see the fiery wavy red hair spilling out from under a steeple hat. Her hour glass figure swayed with each step. White skin glowed against the night background. The woman had large, bouncing double D breasts. They were practically bursting out of a black shiny bra. Each breast was covered in a smiling pumpkin design nearly the size of their heads. Her hips mesmerized the three as they moved with caged power with only a thong barely covering her womanhood. On the thong was a picture of a candy corn with the end pointed down. Black shiny thigh high boots made no sound as she stepped through the wet grass. Aside from the top, thong and boots, she wore nothing else. She carried a broom in her hand, black shiny lips smirked as her eyes glowed a pale orange.
 
   “Halloween is next month darling.” Jack laughed.
 
   “Oh honey, every night for me is Halloween.” The scantily clad witch said in a sultry voice.
 
   “Nice pumpkins, Red.” Riley said as he and Cooker rose to their feet.
 
   “As deep and meaningful your advances are; I have to ask you boys to leave the area. Maybe the four of us can have fun after you die.” The woman winked.
 
   “Now hold on Red. What’s wrong with right now?” Jack stepped up to the woman, his eyes level with hers.
 
   “You’re not that interesting, stud. Now move along before I spank you.” She smiled with perfect white teeth.
 
   “I’m sure we can make this very interesting all around.” Jack gave a devilish smile and glanced at his compatriots.
 
   The red haired witch dipped her head, the edge of her hat covered her eyes but not her smirk. She leaned her firm white ass against a tombstone. Jack took a step forward with lust in his eyes. The air grew still as his hand reached out to grab her. In the blink of an eye, the red haired witch grabbed Jack by his leather jacket. Riley and Cooker barely made out the chain of events because they happened so fast. Jack was slammed down on the witch’s supple thighs. He gasped trying to regain breath. She held him down with one hand. The biker tried to struggle but her grip was like steel. The witch raised her broom and brought it down hard.
 
   Jack yelled as her arm became a blur. The sound of the broom hitting Jack’s ass was like a machinegun going off. After ten seconds, she stopped and threw him to the ground. Riley pulled out a pistol while Cooker drew a long wicked blade. Jack was back on his feet and practically hopping while clutching his own ass.
 
   “You fucking bitch! That will be the last thing you ever do!” Jack ran to his bike and pulled a heavy thick chain from the saddle bag. 
 
   Riley kept his pistol poised until Jack came back. Cooker gave a nervous glance while the witch checked her shiny black nails and blew on them as if they were wet. The clinking of metal echoed with Jack wrapping chain around his hand. He had murder written all over his face. The witch knew it when she saw it. She put her white hand down and rubbed her thighs together as Jack stepped closer.
 
   “You gonna hurt me? I’ve been a really bad girl.” The witch squealed.
 
   “You have a name bitch so I can cut it into that white skin of yours?” Jack clenched his fist.
 
   “My title is Witch Angel of Samhain. But you can call me Stella.” Stella said as her eyes looked over at an out of place wavy strand of hair. She moved it aside while seemingly ignoring Jack’s hulking form.
 
   The surrounding air changed. Riley and Cooker noticed their breath came out frosty. Jack was about to rear back when he noticed the chill, causing him to hesitate. The night seemed to grow darker and Stella lifted herself up from the head stone.
 
   “Should have left when you had the chance.” Stella said almost bored.
 
   Three shadows melted up from the ground. Mist parted and they moved behind the three bikers. Riley started to sweat and his hand holding the gun started to shake. Cooker looked back and saw a shadow move behind him. He slashed outward in frenzy but the blade passed through the shadow harmlessly. Panic drove him to swing faster and harder but the shadow moved forward relentlessly. Jack turned his back on Stella to his fellow brothers. Riley pointed the gun. His shadow leapt up and drove for his face. His mouth opened to scream but instead was crammed full with darkness. His eyes bulged as the shadow slipped into his gaping mouth until a last tendril finished sliding in. Cooker let out noises until the same thing happen to him. All sounds were cut short when the shadow penetrated his mouth and slid down his throat.
 
   “Riley! Cooker!” Jack yelled.
 
   Jack’s shadow swirled around his body up to his face. He was about to punch it when it flashes forward like lightning into his mouth. Stella smiled and kicked out her feet as she balanced her firm ass on the head stone. The three men stood still with blank stares for a few minutes. With a dark flash only Stella could see, the three men became animated and turned toward the red headed witch.
 
   “Now you boys have become interesting.” Stella smiled.
 
   “Why are you after us Witch Angel?” Riley wheezed.
 
   “You three are bad boys. I need to ferry you to the next world.”
 
   The thing that looked like Jack moved up to Stella and glared. “And how exactly are you going to do that?” He wheezed.
 
   “Well stud, let me show you.” Stella stood up and ran her fingers down Jack’s chest to his belt.
 
   “Don’t let her! I’ve heard about these witch angels. They send us to the next world.” said the thing that looked like Riley.
 
   Stella undid Jack’s belt and unbutton his leather jeans. She gave a knowing smirk as she pulled his zipper down. The witch gasped when Jack’s member flopped out. With her head bent down, she ran her fingers along his half hard cock. Biting her lip, she ran her finger tips over his circumcised head. Her other hand went to his shoulder and with power, pushed Jack down to his knees. His eyes had a faraway look as he complied and found his eyes level with her black candy corn thong.
 
   Riley and Cooker pointed their weapons at the white witch but Stella remained cool. She moved her sultry hips. The thing in Jack couldn’t keep its eyes off her covered triangle. He bent forward and kissed her thong. A sweet scent filled his nose as he buried his face between her thighs.
 
   “You smell like candy.” Jack managed before he ran his tongue over the thong.
 
   “Let me make it easier for you, stud.” Stella hooked a finger into the side of her thong and pulled it aside. 
 
   Jack could see Stella’s white clean shaven slit. When he bent forward and ran his tongue over her line, he was mistaken. It was almost like she never had hair there. She was silky smooth as he stayed on his knees. When he passed over her clit, the witch angel shuddered. Her hand went to his head and guided him over her sweet spot again.
 
   “Momma like.” Stella moaned.
 
   “You won’t take us.” Riley said still holding his gun at her.
 
   “You don’t want to feel alive again? You wish to stay cold when I can bring you back to life with just a taste of my skin. Come on studs, let momma show you what living is.” Stella’s voice came off deep and sultry.
 
   The thing in Cooker lowered his blade and finally sheathed it. He moved over to Stella as she opened her mouth in a silent moan. He ran his hand down her marble white skin as he stood behind her. He pushed the bulge in his pants into her round ass as his hands cupped her pumpkin tits. The air was filled with the sounds of slurping. Jack worked feverishly as his tongue lashed out at the witch angel’s clit. He traced the tip around her nub. Juices flowed from her thin gash, covering his cheeks and chin. Stella’s hips grinded into Jack’s face while Cooker grinded into her from behind.
 
   Cooker put two fingers in Stella’s mouth. She lovingly sucked on them, making them wet with her salvia. When he pulled them out, they were drenched. He brought his hand down to her ass. Stella moaned as he ran the tips over her asshole. He played with her pucker by making gentle swirls, coating it in her own salvia. To Cooker’s surprise, her asshole opened up and was able to insert a finger and then another one.
 
   “Play with my ass. Play with it!” Stella demanded as Cooker pushed his fingers in and out of her.
 
   A quick zip of a zipper and something warm pressed against Stella’s ass. The witch angel grabbed a fistful of Jack’s hair and pulled him away. With one hard push, Jack was on his back over a grave. She lowered herself to her knees over his rock hard member. It pointed up at her like a spear and she was ready to get impaled. 
 
   Cooker on the other hand was getting aggressive. He pulled the spaghetti thin fabric of the black thong aside. He spread Stella’s ass cheeks wide as the head of his member pressed against her hot asshole. The first push was rough as he forced it in. Her juices helped it along but once his head was through, his shaft slid easily in. Stella moaned and held herself open as he pushed it in to the hilt.
 
   "Oooooooo Momma like. Keep forcing it in. Don’t be gentle. I can tell you like shoving it in tight assholes. Let me squeeze that for you. You big fucking stud, you!"
 
   Cooker moaned as Stella squeezed and pushed her ass against his hips. Jack wanted a piece of the action. He pulled on Stella’s hips and pressed his cock against her white pussy. Her slit was covered in pussy juices. His head spread her lips aside and forced himself in. Stella’s eyes rolled up and bit her lip as both possessed bikers pushed and pulled their cocks in her.
 
   Stella, the other one seems like he is going to run for it.
 
   Stella looked up and could see Riley backing off. Cooker quickened the pace as he started pounding her ass. With each pound it seemed to push her further down Jack’s member. Her lips could feel every vein as she slid up and down on his pole. Nerves burned with electricity as she gripped both men and alternated to their rhythms. The witch angel eyed Riley as he stepped back. 
 
   “There is another hole to fill.” Stella beckoned with a finger, running her tongue over her lips.
 
   Cooker had a steel grip on the witch’s hips as he pounded with all his might. Her firm ass rippled with each push. The sound of skin slapping on skin filled the area. Jack pulled up Stella’s top. Her double D tits exploded out. They gently slapped his face as Cooker pounder her from behind. Jack took a pink nipple into his mouth and this caused Stella to moan like an animal. His other hand roughly grabbed her other tit. His mouth sucked on one while his thumb slid over the other. Stella’s nipples stood at attention and heat poured off her body in waves. But she did keep her eyes on Riley as he stopped moving away and simply stared.
 
   “You fucking tempting bitch!” Riley said putting the gun away and fumbling with his jeans.
 
   “You know you want it. Fill my pretty little mouth and don’t stop. I want to taste every inch.” Stella smiled.
 
   Riley moved forward as he dropped his pants. His cock was already rock hard. The spirit in him simply couldn’t keep away as Stella’s body shuddered in excitement. Riley’s cock wasn’t as long as the others but it was thick. Stella counted her lucky stars as Riley shoved it into her waiting mouth. It filled her and if she was human she might have gagged. But instead, she moaned taking it all in. Riley looked down but only saw the witch’s hat moving back and forth on his member, the rim tickling his belly. He groaned as Stella sucked hard. A drop of pre come beaded at the end of his cock and Stella licked it like it was a drop of honey.
 
   Growing warmth filled her as each man pumped inside her pale white body. Cooker was a mad man, slamming into her ass with such intensity her whole body shook. Jack lifted up his hips to ram his cock in her dripping slit. Stella was strong, able to take each man while flexing her lips, pussy and ass to accommodate them.
 
   "That’s it my boys. Come for momma. Fill me with your undead seed so I can release you from this world." She managed as Riley's cock popped out of her mouth and back in.
 
   Cooker’s cock expanded, widening Stella’s asshole. He grunted as a stream of come and ectoplasm exploded from his cock. He let out small cries as he pushed and pushed and pushed into Stella’s tight ass. She moaned her approval. Cooker kept pushing trying to pump every last drop into her hot ass. Strings of invisible energy latched onto Cooker and dug into his spirit form. The pleasure was mind altering as the thing in Cooker let out one long sigh. It melted out of Cooker and flowed part of its self into Stella. With one gentle push, the dark shadow touched the other side and was immediately sucked in. 
 
   The real Cooker woke up. He looked around to see Riley getting blown by the witch. Jack was underneath pumping into her. Cooker looked down and could see his dick half buried in the witch’s ass. His cock was still hard. Stella squeezed and Cooker found himself moving his hips in and out.
 
   “This is too fucking weird!” Cooker said pulling out of the white skinned witch. 
 
   Cooker fixed his pants and ran toward his bike in the opposite direction. Stella almost frowned if Riley’s cock wasn’t so thick. Her ass felt cold and lonely. She could hear sounds of a motorcycle revving up and driving off in a hurry. So much for brothers Stella thought.
 
   The shadows in Riley and Jack stopped moving. They could see deeper into normal reality and saw what happened to their fellow dark spirit. A glowing portal opened inside the witch and he was sucked in, their connection to him lost. This did not stop the witch angel as she sucked and moved her hips to their rigid members. Jack scrambled, clawing at grave dirt trying to get away. Stella kept her hips low, pinning the biker down with his cock still inside her. He pushed with his hands, smearing dirt all over her white skin. 
 
   Riley pulled out with a string of salvia trailing from his cock to Stella’s mouth. She gave a wicked grin as Riley tried to stuff his cock back in his pants. Jack put his hands on her hips and with supernatural strength, pushed her off. Stella flipped back into a sitting position against a grave stone.
 
   “Don’t leave. My portal is hungry for your meat. Stuff it in and let Momma make it all better.” Stella rubbed her engorged pussy with one hand while playing with a pink nipple with the other.
 
   “I’m not going! You can’t take us Witch Angel!” Jack said getting to his feet.
 
   Both men ran in opposite directions. Stella huffed and slowly stood up. Come leaked out of her ass and down her leg. It mingled with her pussy juices. The feel of it sliding down made her hungry for more. 
 
   The Witch Angel took a few steps forward. She raised her hands and snapped her fingers. Energy swirled and orange glowing pumpkins popped into existence. They floated a few inches above her palm, smiling and giggling. With one swift motion she hurled one at Riley. In another quick motion she hurled the other one at Jack. Each glowing jack o’ lantern blazed across the darken graves, their giggling getting louder the closer they were to the fleeing men.
 
   Riley was struck dead on, his back exploding in a burst of orange light. His body landed face first into the dirt. The other one grazed Jack’s shoulder. It exploded and his body twirled into the air before slamming into a tombstone, bouncing off and landing first face in the dirt. Silence covered the area.
 
   Riley opened his eyes and tried to get up. Stella was already kneeling before him. Pulling his pants off and flinging them to the side. His prick was still hard and fat. Stella played with her own nipples as she lowered her mouth on his cock. Riley tried to push off but the moment her lips touched his head, he relaxed. Her hair touched his thighs as she slid every inch into her mouth. One hand went between her legs and rubbed her engorged clit, massaging it and slathering her fingers in her juices. She stopped rubbing her nipples and grabbed his cock with her now free hand.
 
   “I’m a dirty girl. Fill my mouth with your filthy seed.” Stella said innocently as she held Riley’s cock against her cheek and pumped it with her hand.
 
   She gobbled up his member with her smooth black lips. Riley’s breathing quickened. His hips moved pushing his rod into her warm, tantalizing hole. Stella could feel herself grow hotter as she rubbed her clit faster. Stella could feel Riley’s cock getting thicker than it already was. He watched as she picked up the tempo, her fingers rubbing as fast as her head bobbed. Stella gave one gentle squeeze of Riley’s balls. It was too much, Riley groaned out a yell and his spurted into the witch angel’s hungry mouth. Stella could feel come and ectoplasm quickly fill her mouth. She sucked hard as streams of salty liquid slid down her throat. 
 
   The shadow in Riley watched as thin white strings latched out onto him. He slipped out of the biker’s body and touched Stella. With one quick dark flash, the shadow in Riley was sucked away without a sound.
 
   Riley woke up to see Stella sucking on his softening member. He gave a feeble push, his cock popping out of her mouth. She laughed as Riley made it to his feet, trembling. The biker made strange whimpering sounds and ran away. The witch angel slowly stood while savoring the good feelings. Stella was about to turn when a chain wrapped around her throat. She stumbled against Jack’s chest.
 
   “Bitch, we aint done yet!” Jack growled.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Three
 
   “I like it rough.” Stella whispered as she yanked the chain off her neck.
 
   Jack let one end slip out from around her white neck. The witch angel turned to see Jack whipping the heavy chain. The chain flashed forward. Stella stepped aside as the chain came crashing down, striking a tombstone and sparks flew. She yawned as he lashed out, her pale hand smacking it away in midair. Jack roared as he whipped the chain impossibly fast, the shadow pushing dark energy into his limbs to be faster and stronger. Stella’s movements were simple but effective. She would move just a hair out of reach of the metal links. 
 
   Jack was a blur trying to hit Stella. The chain wrapped around her forearm. The possessed biker laughed as he pulled. Stella stayed her ground while blowing a kiss. She snapped her arm back and Jack went flying toward her. But before his body hit the ground, his heel stabbed into the ground, arm swung and crackled with dark energy. Stella didn’t move fast enough as his fist connected. The blow was enough to knock her back a step or two. It was enough for Jack to take advantage of it. Power drilled into his arms as he grabbed the witch angel, hoisted her above his head and threw her.
 
   It was an impossible throw. Stella, still reeling from Jack’s fist, watched as her body sailed over a hill. She came crashing down into a row of tombstones, smashing them to powder as she rolled to a halt. Dust began to settle as Stella moved lazily.
 
   “This party is getting crazy!” Stella laughed.
 
   There was a gasp. Stella turned to see a man standing over a grave with flowers in his hands. Aside from the gasp, he was still as a statue. She stood at her full height as the man continued to gawk at her in amazement.
 
   Adam!
 
   “So this is Adam. He is even hunkier in person.” Stella said out loud to herself.
 
   “Excuse me Ms. Do you need help?” Adam said with shock painted all over his face.
 
   “I sure do. Could you get me a bottle of water and a cappuccino? All this fighting and fucking can make a girl thirsty. Thanks stud.”
 
   We can’t fight here. He could get hurt. 
 
   “Calm yourself sister girl. I won’t let your hunk get hurt.”
 
   “Who are you talking to?” Adam questioned the witch in the black hat.
 
   Jack stalked out of the darkness, dragging his chain behind him. His eyes were black as onyx. Salvia dripped from the corner of his mouth. His eyes darted back and forth from Stella to Adam. The witch angel moved so she was in between Jack and Adam. Her mouth curled into a wide smile.
 
   “Here comes the party. Where did we leave off? You were going to show me a good time with those chains.” Stella licked her lips.
 
   The shadow in Jack laughed. “You may have taken my fellow shadows but you will not take me.”
 
   “I must take you away. The longer you’re here, the crazier you will become. Let momma make all the pain away.”
 
   “I’m not ready to move on. Tell Samhain to leave me and my family alone. We have unfinished business.” Jack wheezed.
 
   “Darling, I’m not in the habit of telling the boss about the one who got away. The longer you stay, the more the world will lose its balance. You died. You must move on so others can be reborn. Haven’t you ever studied Buddhism?” Stella cackled.
 
   Jack roared and swung the iron chain at the dirt covered witch. Stella caught the chain and pulled. Jack flew forward to her. She grabbed him in midair and held the biker off the ground. She leaned in and pressed her black lips to his. Jack’s eyes were wide and he murmured. Stella pulled away in surprise. A second later Stella’s world exploded in pain.
 
   Stella dropped Jack and stumbled to the side. She clutched her head and turned to see Adam with an evil smile and a large rock in his hand. Stella tried to smile the pain away. Clearly the dark spirit jumped bodies and now inhabited Adam. Jack’s wits returned and he wasted no time getting to his feet and running off into the cemetery. Stella held out a hand as she stepped back. Second later, her broom flew into it. Normally a strike like that wouldn't hurt her if she knew it was coming. Mental focus was the key to strength and precision. She let her guard down with Adam and paid for it. Now she was stepping back and trying to gather her thoughts.
 
   Don’t hurt him. He doesn’t know what he’s doing.
 
   Adam dropped the flowers and ran full at the witch. Stella moved to meet him. He raised his rock and Stella parried with her broom. The stone exploded into fine dust. Adam hammered fists at Stella. The witch angel parried each blow with complete accuracy. She bent low, swept his legs with her broom. Adam hit the ground and Stella was on him.
 
   The witch angel pressed her black lips to Adam’s. Her power spread from her lips into his. She had limited use for her seduction kiss and it was now or never. The energy poured into the shadow inhabiting Adam. It let out a supernatural sigh. Adam lay unmoving as Stella straddled him. Her hands pressed on his chest and she looked into his eyes. Adam’s body was rigid but something warm was pressing in between her legs. Stella smiled kindly as she reached for his zipper and pulled it down. Her head ached and her power wavered. The seduction kiss took too much of her this time. She had to be quick.
 
   “Don’t worry honey. I will be gentle. This is only business.” Stella’s words hung like velvet in the air.
 
   Adam’s cock was rock hard as it stood on its own. Stella pulled aside her candy corn thong and pressed her sopping wet lips to his cock. She bit her lip as she lowered herself down inch by blissful inch. She pressed her chest to Adam’s, her large breasts keeping him warm in the cool night air. Once she was down to the hilt, she felt all of his throbbing manhood buried in her. She rubbed her body against his, letting out small moans like a cat in heat. His cock was already expanding and Stella let her eyes roll up. The shadow in Adam tried to fight but lust clouded any solid thoughts it might have had on escaping. It was caught up in the living sensations and even a dark spirit must submit to its call.
 
   The witch angel’s ass bounced as she pumped his cock with her tight slit. She squeezed and teased as Adam’s breathing quickened. Stella could feel everything around her take on a bright and warming light. Energy played through her vision, moaning and shuddering in delight. Her body responded by a growing heat between her hips. Her womb cried out for the shadow seed. Her nether lips quivering, they held tight, not wanting to let go of Adam’s rigid member. Nerves lit up and soon a different explosion took Stella by storm. Her body locked upright as her senses lit up like fireworks. The climax was all encompassing for she whipped back her red hair and let out a long throaty moan. She slammed her hips down on Adam’s cock, milking every last drop of her own orgasm. She was pleased when he came like a torrent. Come and ectoplasm erupted in her tight hole. Strands reached out and clamped onto the dark spirit. It sat up in Adam and touched Stella’s body. Once it touched the glowing center of the witch, the shadow was sucked in and away from this world.
 
   “He’s all yours.” Stella said closing her eyes.
 
   The witch angel began to shift and turn. Her body shrank. Her breasts melted back into her, going from a D cup to a B cup. Black flowed from the temples, down each strand causing the red to fade away. Soon it was Selena straddling Adam and she let out a gasp. Adam was in her and still rock hard.
 
   Adam seemed to wake from a dream. He looked up to see Selena on him. She wore an oversized pumpkin bra and a loose thong. A large witch hat covered her head and almost her eyes. Selena pulled the hat off and tossed it aside.
 
   “Selena? What the hell is happening?” Adam looked confused.
 
   “Don’t worry. I’m here with you.” Selena moved her hips causing Adam to moan.
 
   “But I..” He trailed off.
 
   Selena moved up and down on Adam’s hard member. She had wanted him so bad and never realized something like this would happen. She hated herself for the moment but it felt too good to stop now. She made long deep thrusts and this caused Adam to grab her waist. He helped her along as she pumped on his cock. He was large and she was stretched to her limit. Stella helped with initial part but now it felt like she belonged on top of him, making him feel good.
 
   Adam held her down on him, grinding every inch in and out of her. His come leaked from her slit but it only served for him to push faster. Selena buried her face in his neck, taking his scent. His fingers glided over her hips and squeezed her ass. Her body bounced on him with her tits bumping his chin. His scent was driving her crazy. She upped the tempo, sliding on his hard manhood. Their moans filling each other with quiet lust and a blooming love.
 
   Adam tightened his grip on Selena’s ass. She rode him faster and faster, her own orgasm bubbling to the surface. Skin slapped on skin as their bodies warmed each other and the area around them. Selena made a perfect O with her mouth. Her body shuddered as she climaxed. Juices flowed as she was lost to the bliss. Her body moving seemingly on its own as she continued to slide on his beefy cock.
 
   “I’m coming again!” Selena moaned.
 
   Adam stared as Selena moved up and down, milking every last bit of pleasure. She tightened around his member, begging and pleading to keep it inside her. He couldn’t hold out any longer. A soul deep moan escaped his lips as he forced Selena to stay on him. Jets of come erupted in her and another orgasm blasted her senses. Bodies entwined, they pumped every drop of pleasure. Selena collapsed on Adam’s chest, bodies covered in sweat and breathing heavy.
 
   “I…I don’t know what to say.” Adam said looking up in disbelief.
 
   “Let’s not say anything and go again.” Selena couldn’t believe the words coming out of her mouth.
 
   “Yes. Let’s go again.” Adam smiled.
 
   
  
 

Four
 
   Selena sat in a coffee shop drinking a steaming cup of Joe. Her eyes had a faraway look but her mouth curved upward into a smile. Happy memories from last night played out in all their hot glory. She couldn’t believe the amount of times they went at it. She remembered losing count after eight. Soreness and aches throbbed throughout her but she felt every bit of pain was worth it. She sat back and took a sip of her coffee.
 
   Do you think he will accept us if he knows the truth? It is only a matter of time before he finally puts last night's events together.
 
   “I know. Can I just enjoy this happy moment a little longer?” Selena whispered to herself.
 
   Happy moments can be a tall order for us in this line of business.
 
   “Please Stella, I feel really good and you’re not helping.”
 
   For you, I will stop. But when things don’t work out, I will be here for you.
 
   “Things will never be like they were. I don’t regret our decisions but I do miss my old simple life. There will always be shadows, spirits and monsters to fight and seduce. Let’s have a simple life right now.”
 
   I'm mysteriously sleepy. I will take a cat nap while you have some alone time with your man. Have fun and fuck his brains out.
 
   “You are too kind to me.” Selena smiled.
 
   Adam walked up with a huge grin on his face. He grabbed coffee and sat next to Selena. They talked the evening away about books they read, movies they want to see and funny family stories. It was the most normal Selena had felt a long time and for a while she forgot her strange life.
 
   Stella slept away deep in Selena’s subconscious, dreaming of Selena in her moment of happiness.  
 
   ~Fin~
 
   


 
   
  
 

Hotel Cali
 
   I could feel myself yawn as I drove north on the 5. The sun was setting and cast an orange reddish glow across the desert. I had the top down and wind whipping through my hair. As the gentle glow cascaded across the empty land, I saw two eagles in flight, circling each other in gentle silence.
 
   My name is Hank Gloomis. I was on my way to meet friends up north for a wedding. The setting sun and perfect weather made my mind drift. Or it could have been the shot of whiskey I took at the last rest stop twenty miles back. Either way I was in a very fine mood. So fine in fact that I drove with one hand on the steering wheel and the other running my fingers through my windswept hair. 
 
   There was a scent of eucalyptus in the air as I glanced at the magnificent sunset.  Could the world be any more perfect? If you asked me that question, I would have to say no. This was the moment and a thrill rushed through my body.
 
   The dark desert highway laid before me as the last rays of sun faded away. The stallion known as night raced across the sky as diamonds winked into view. The occasional shooting star streaked and the horizon was a rim of dim light. 
 
   In the distance I could see a shimmering light. I yawned again and could feel my eyes grow heavy. I wasn't sure if the whiskey was taking me down or the calm desert night. Either way I still had a long trip ahead of me. Maybe I would stop at a motel and sleep it off. A fresh start in the morning could just be what the doctor ordered. Plus, spending time with a bottle of spirits may just the added bonus I needed. I could feel my sight dim and proceeded to smack myself to stay away. Sleep was very much in demand.
 
   Miles passed and I started to wonder if there were any motels on this stretch of road. Worse comes to worse I may have to pull over and sleep in the car. It wouldn't be the first time but I always wake up with a sore neck.  Where oh where was my oasis in the desert?
 
   A glowing sign appeared as if someone removed a shroud of shadow. It stood high along the desert highway and read "Hotel Cali". The heavens heard my plea and provided me with my oasis. I gave a gentle nod to the gods and goddesses and urged my mustang a little faster
 
   A few minutes later I was pulling in and parking. A small chill passed through me as I stepped out and looked at the hotel. It was a two level building with a slightly slanted roof. The lights showed off its beige wall color and faded red roof. It looked like something from a Spanish western. Any port in the storm.
 
   I grabbed my bag and my bottle of Knob Creek and made my way to the entrance. I noticed a parked Mercedes Benz as I walked.  I was feeling really run down and needed a bed ASAP. When I reached the entrance, a beautiful woman stepped out holding a candle. I was stunned for a moment as she smiled.
 
   "Welcome to Hotel Cali." spoke the beautiful woman.
 
   I didn't know what to say. Her hair was long and slightly waving, spilling over her shoulders. It had a dirty blonde color and shaped her smooth face. She wore a two-piece bathing suit with a sarong tied around her hips. Her body was silky and toned. Her breasts were just the right size and perky. I could make out her nipples poking under the small amount of fabric covering them. She was a vision of heaven and here I was standing like an idiot. What the Hell?
 
   "Thank you." I finally said. "My name is Hank Gloomis. And you are...?"
 
   "Please, call me Cali." 
 
   "Cali, this must be your place then?"
 
   "Believe it or not, no, it belongs to the Captain. You will meet him later on. Please come in and I will set you up with a room."
 
   I followed the night siren as she led me in by candle light. The hotel lights were low and gave the place a very ethereal vibe. My eyes dropped to Cali's ass and it swayed in perfect rhythm. It was one of those asses you just had to smack if you had permission or not. She led me down a small corridor to desk and grabbed a key from the wall. I didn't know hotels still used keys. Usually everything is key cards. My guess was this place hasn't made it to the 21st century yet. It was odd that she didn't ask for a credit card information. Maybe this place simply asks for that stuff when your stay is over. I didn't know and I was a bit too tired to care.
 
   "Please follow me." Cali smiled that perfect smile again.
 
   I remained silent and obeyed like some little puppy. Everything began to blur. We were standing in front of a room and I didn't know how we got there. The door was open and Cali pointed with her hand. In the distance I could hear whispers. They sounded like they were coming from down the corridors. I couldn't make out what they were saying but they had an oddly familiar sound.
 
   "Let me know if you need anything."
 
   "Can you stay and talk for a bit? I have been on the road for most of the day. I could use some human company." I wasn't going to let this vision walk away without trying.
 
   "There is a gathering at midnight. All guests are invited."
 
   "So you won't stay and chat?"
 
   "Rest and I will see you at midnight." and with that she walked away.
 
   I stepped into the room and closed the door. I still heard that faint whispering but pushed it from my thoughts. I had a long drive ahead of me tomorrow and needed the rest. I opened my bottle of Knob Creek and took a long swig. I placed my bag and bottle on a small table. The room was pretty plain. A bed, two night stands, a chair, a curtained window and one lone lamp. I jumped into bed and stared at the white ceiling. My thoughts drifted to that fine ass of Cali's and felt a stir in my pants. I could rub one out but everything still felt hazy. I closed my eyes and slipped into dream land.
 
   I dreamed of the highway again. I saw the hotel in the distance. Cali faded into view. All I could whisper was "Such a lovely place, such a lovely face." The voices in the distance grew louder and that shimmering took up my whole vision. Something dark reached for me and I screamed.
 
   I woke up with a start and quickly looked around. The room was dark except for beams of moonlight spilling in from the window. I never remembered opening the curtains. Then I noticed a figure standing just behind the light. I lifted my head and Cali walked into the pale moon light.
 
   She was still clothed in her two piece with the sarong around her curvy hips. I lifted myself up in bed and stared. The moonlight made her even more beautiful. I didn't say anything as she moved to the edge of the bed and crawled on her hands and knees toward me. Was I still dreaming? This couldn't be happening. The whiskey must have fucked me up more than I thought.
 
   Cali crawled till her face was close to mine. I could hear whispers down the corridor and I think they were saying "Cali". The heat of her body came off in waves. Her full lips came close and she gently kissed me. If this was a dream, then I never wanted to wake up. She tasted sweet and innocent. Her lips were like drinking a fine wine. She gently pulled away but then nibbled on my lower lip.
 
   I felt myself get hard as her head went to my neck and licked my skin. Her hands drifted to my shirt and began pulling. I could sense she was hungry. Something about her movements cried out that she would not be denied. I quickly helped her with taking my shirt off. She unbuckled my belt and with one quick motion slipped my jeans off. 
 
   Cali's body was back on top of mine as her hands caressed me. I looked down and noticed I was rock hard. Cali noticed too and her hand passed over the fabric of my boxers. She ran her finger tips along my shaft and gave a playful smile. I reached out and grabbed her breasts. One hand slipping in her bikini top and passing over a nipple. They stood at attention as she let out a small moan.
 
   Her hand hooked on the edge of the boxers and pulled them aside exposing my cock. She grasped it and slowly began to stroke it. She stared at me a space of seconds until she lowered her head and wrapped her lovely lips around my shaft. Her mouth was wet like a hungry animal. She was slow and methodical as her head raised and fell with every stroke from her mouth. I could feel her lips pass over every vein and take all of me down to the hilt. Then she would slowly retract with sucking sounds right back up to the head. Her tongue swirled the slit at the head of my cock and all I could do was lean my head back and let out a little moan.
 
   I could hear more wet sounds. I saw Cali with one of her hands down her bikini bottom. She worked my head as her other hand worked her pussy. She took the same hand and wrapped it around my cock. The mixture of her wetness and salvia made her hand motions smooth as she pumped my cock.
 
   "You taste so good." Cali said in a faint voice.
 
   As Cali's mouth took my cock again, I helped undo her bikini top. Her breasts were free and firm. I couldn't keep my hands off them. One of her hands pressed on my chest and forced me down. I could feel a real strength from her as I obeyed. She yanked off my boxers as I watched her. I was so turned on it was hard to think. This beautiful woman just broke into my room and is having her way with me. Wet dream or not, I didn't want this to end.
 
   In the dim light, Cali removed her sarong and bikini bottom and I could see she was shaven. She moved up and guided my cock into her hungry wet slit. She dripped down the shaft as she slowly lowered herself inch by inch until I was fully inside. I let out a long breath as she pumped her hips slowly. She let out small moans but they grew in intensity. I grabbed her hips and controlled the tempo. She was light in my arms as I slowly shoved her down. Her muscles tightened around my member with each stroke. I could feel the buildup and I wasn't sure if I could hold back anymore.
 
   "Keep fucking me. Don't stop. Please just keep fucking me. You feel so alive. I need you in me. Stay in me." Cali moaned.
 
   Cali slapped me and I lost it. My cock surged and I clamped my hands on her hips. I forced her to stay on my hips as I shot my load inside her. I could feel her hot pussy drink in every drop. Her mouth made an O but remained silent as waves of pleasure shuddered throughout her body. She then moved off me and sucked on my cock trying to tease out small amounts of come.
 
   I laid back and let out the deepest breath I could. Cali moved away from me and strolled to the door. She looked back at me and gave a devilish smile. Was she leaving already?
 
   "Follow me to the feast."
 
   Cali ran out of the room naked and left the door opened. I didn't know what came over me. She made me mad as a hatter and I ran after her. Thinking about her on me made me want her more. I never felt like this about anyone before. Already I could feel my cock start to get hard again. 
 
   We ran down the corridors laughing and like kids. We made our way to glass doors. Cali opened them and ran out into a courtyard. I didn't even think twice as I ran after her. I stepped out into the courtyard a stuttered to a halt.
 
   The area was grassy and filled with tables covered in food. The entire courtyard was filled with beautiful women and men naked as the day they were born. Lanterns hung from ropes and the air was filled with joy. Cali stood with a bunch of pretty boys and winked at me.
 
   I walked over awkwardly with a hard on. Cali met me and turned to the men while pressing her ass against my hard cock. She moved her hips up and down as she laughed.
 
   "Hank, these are my friends." Cali said as if it was a normal conversation. 
 
   A handsome blonde guy came over and made out with Cali. The whole atmosphere was relaxed as Cali grabbed my cock slid it into her waiting hole. She made wet kisses and she moved up and down on my shaft. I had never been in an orgy before but with everything so chill, I really just went with it.
 
   More people moved closer and either watched or joined in. A beautiful red head came over and stuck her tongue in my mouth while Cali continued to ride me. I could see another man sneak up behind the red head and push his cock into her. Moans and gasps filled the air. I looked around and the orgy was in full swing. 
 
   At the head of the main table an older man sat with a captain's hat on. At his feet were two blondes licking and sucking his huge member. He smiled and stroked their hair as they took turns deep throating him. He tilted his head back and grunted as one of the blondes pulled away and showered her face in come. More pumped out as the other blonde took him into her mouth. Now I knew why they called him the Captain.
 
   I saw nothing but bodies rubbing and moaning in delight.  I couldn't help but take the whole surreal moment in. I slid into Cali over and over while I tried to remember what I had to do. It looked like everyone was here was trying to forget. To spend some time with strangers and focus on nothing but pleasure.
 
   Cali bent forward and let my hard cock slip out. She positioned herself and I slid right into her tight ass. Her pussy was tight but her ass was even tighter. It held onto me as she rocked back and forth. I could feel myself start to build again as her perfect ass bounced on my hips. She lowered her front half and I could see her head bobbing on the blonde guy’s dick. He smiled at me as we both took her. The whole event was mind blowing. I saw a group of women kissing and fingering while several men blew their loads on top of them. One woman was bent over a table and men took turns thrusting into her. She cried out in pleasure and screamed out for more. The air was thick with sex and it was pushing me over the edge.
 
   I shot my load into Cali's waiting ass. She moaned loudly as my cock became extra slippery. I thought I was done but I could still feel I was hard. I felt possessed as I rammed her over and over and could feel myself ready to shoot another load. The blonde guy blasted his load and stepped back and another guy with black hair moved in and filled Cali's mouth. I pulled out of Cali's ass and pushed into her dripping wet slit. It was so tight as I felt myself bulge and fill her up again.
 
   It felt like hours passed and I finally collapsed. Bodies littered the cool grassy floor. Some stirred and sat up like robots. Soon everyone was sitting at the tables. I was groggy from so much sex; I did the same.
 
   "Can someone bring me some wine?" A man said at another table.
 
   "We haven't had that spirit here since 1969." The Captain answered.
 
   I still could hear voices calling from far away. There was no wine but there was champagne on ice. Cali sat next to me but her face took on a sullen look. I reached for the champagne and Cali put her hand over mine.
 
   "We are all prisoners here of our own device." Her face was the saddest I had ever seen.
 
   "What do you mean? You seemed so happy before. Is everything okay?" I was truly bewildered.  
 
   "You will understand. I am sorry for that."
 
   There was an earth shattering roar. I nearly leaped out of my skin. Everyone looked around frightened and tired. Almost like they knew what was going to happen but resigned themselves to it. I stood up and shadows appeared at the head of the Captain's table. I could feel the color drain from my face as something big slowly emerged from the darkness.
 
   It had the body of a muscular four-legged beast. Tentacles writhed from its shoulders as its massive ten-foot form loomed into view. Teeth the size of daggers dripped with steaming salvia. Its black form swiped at the Captain and his body was thrown into a wall. People screamed as they grabbed steely knives. The beast roared again as everyone on mass attacked it. It swatted them like flies. Bodies crashed into tables and walls and its voice shook the very ground.
 
   I stood paralyzed as tentacles whipped out and grabbed people. I could see from its underbelly it had several monstrous black members. Black tentacles grabbed men and women. Some of them spread legs apart and one tentacle would push into open slits. Men were forced onto their knees and penetrated. Women moaned as the tentacles pushed in and out. The beast roared as some tentacles wrapped around Cali. I reached out to her but she was snatched away.
 
   The beast was breathing heavy as it lowered Cali underneath it. She bit her lip as it forced her body onto one of its large members. She moaned loudly as the creature used her wet hole. She cried out as it came and rivers of come spilled from her gash. It then pushed her onto another member and began the process again. More tentacles raced out and pulled people toward the hungry beast. It pushed its large cock into men and women alike. Everybody moaned with pleasure, with some begging for more.
 
   The next thing I remember I was running for the door. I had to find the way back to where I was before. I was lost in a maze of corridors with moaning and whispering in the far distance. It felt like an hour passed before I recognized a hallway. I ran through it and I was at the front desk. There were three men standing there with sun glasses on. They must be the late shift. Never mind the fact it was night, I didn't pause to ask about the sunglasses and slammed my hands on the counter.
 
   "Call the cops! There is something in the courtyard attacking the guests. We need to get out of here!" I screamed.
 
   "Relax." said the night man. "We are ordered to receive. You can check out any time you like but you can never leave."
 
   The three men showed three twisted smiles. I was gibbering as I ran out the front door to my car. I didn't care that I was naked and scared half to death. I needed to get out of there!
 
   I floored it in reverse onto the road, pushed the handle into drive and sped out kicking sand into the night air. I let out all the air in my lungs as I slowly felt safer on the road. I was hauling ass and wouldn't slow down till I found someone, anyone to help all those people.
 
   It felt like I was driving all night when I saw a glow in the distance. Finally, maybe someone could help me. As I drove closer, I looked at the neon sign and my heart skipped a beat.
 
   "Hotel Cali." beamed in neon colors.
 
   I sped to a halt and looked around. The hotel was the exact same one I just left. I know I didn't go around in circles but here I was sitting in my car in front of the place. The main door opened and Cali stepped out holding a candle.
 
   I jumped out of the car and ran to her. "Are you okay? What happened to the beast? Did everyone get out?"
 
   Cali looked down with sadness. "Like I said. We are all prisoners here. You will never leave here just as we never have."
 
   I stood there naked in the night air. I felt my mind crack as Cali's hands glided over my body. She knelt before me. I looked down at her. Her lips wrapped around my hardening cock and all I could think of was "such a lovely place, such a lovely face".
 
   ~Fin~
 
   


 
   
  
 

Rise of the Succubus
 
   “Hey guys, help me move this.” Paul said standing by a sheet covered couch.
 
   I was sorting through a box of old yellow paper when I looked up. James and Bobby moved across the basement and each took hold of the couch. I had to stop what I was doing and stare. All three of them heaved with toned muscles as they shifted the piece of furniture. 
 
   My name is Rita Turner and I have a crush on my roommates.
 
   It’s not a terribly long story. I have known Paul and James since grade school. Bobby was a recent addition in high school. The four of us did everything together. Well, they mostly did everything together. I kind of watched and dreamed. There was a point in grade school where Paul and James hung out all the time. One time in the yard, they were hanging from the monkey bars and I just sat and watched them. This happened every day for two weeks. When they noticed, they came to me and asked why I stared at them when they played on the monkey bars. I was silent and didn’t answer back. Normally anyone else would start making fun of me but they didn’t. They smiled and invited me to play with them. I shook my head. Some days they would play around me. Other days they started talking around me. My shyness was paralyzing but it didn’t stop them from treating me like I was one of them. It took some time but I opened up a little and began talking. Soon we were all hanging out. Paul and James would go on and on with stories and jokes. I would sit silently and marvel at how outgoing they were.
 
   In high school, I was being picked on by some bully. Bobby ran to my rescue and punched the guy holding me against the lockers. When Paul and James found out, they invited Bobby into our little group. The three musketeers became four. Once high school was over, we all applied to the same college and got in. Now here we were roommates and trying to fix up this old house. We managed to fix the main floor and the bedrooms on the second story. The last piece of business was the basement. We were planning on making it a rumpus room complete with a pool table, bar and big comfy couches. 
 
   I fixed my glasses and went back to sorting through my box of papers. The guys heaved again and managed to pull the heavy couch from the wall and scoot it to the middle of the room. Paul grabbed the sheet and yanked it off. Dust clouded the air as everyone covered their mouths and noses. As the gray cloud settled, the guys smiled at the brown leather couch with curving marble legs.
 
   “We have to keep this.” Paul said wiping a drop of sweat from his dark brow.
 
   Bobby plopped down on the smooth leather as dust flew back up into the air. “This is an antique. It adds character to the room. I vote for keeping it.”
 
   James was silent. He was the defacto leader of our little group. Tall, broad shoulders and a swimmers build, he liked to work out regularly and it showed. James and Paul would hit the gym several times a week. While Paul was checking out the guys and exercising, James threw all his focus into being healthy. I had gone to the gym with them a few times but quickly realized that sweating wasn’t for me. Bobby never went to gym, he just jogged a lot. 
 
   “What do you think, Rita?” James looked over in my direction.
 
   I felt a flutter in my stomach every time he directed his attention to me. “It will save us some money instead of buying a new one.” Typical me, I threw out a reason instead of an answer.
 
   “Then it’s settled. We keep this fabulous couch.” Paul said as he plopped down next to Bobby.
 
   Bobby looked over at Paul and smiled. “Want to make out?” 
 
   Paul smiled back. “Any time you little stud.”
 
   They both puckered up their lips and made kissing sounds. Their lips never touched. They pretended they were all over each other until Paul actually grabbed Bobby’s chest and pinched his nipple.
 
   “Ow! Too rough!” Bobby shot back. 
 
   “You know you like it.” Paul licked his lips.
 
   Paul and I were the only two in the group who liked men. James and Bobby were straight but that didn’t mean they were jerks about it. When Paul came out senior year, we rallied around him. We wanted to show him that we were there and loved him no matter what. It was the only time I had ever seen him cry.
 
   I glanced over at James, he was smiling. As the horse play continued, he turned and looked at the wall where the couch was. I could see his eyes narrow and he bent down at the knees. I craned my head, trying to see what he was looking at. Just past the couch there seemed to be an opening. I glanced down at the yellow papers in my hands. I couldn’t make heads or tails of the diagrams and strange letters scribbled on each page. The paper had a waxy feel to it. I dropped them back in the box and stood up. I moved passed the couch as Paul and Bobby continued horsing around.
 
   “What is it?” I asked as I finally saw what was behind the couch.
 
   The stone wall was cut out, making a hip level alcove. Inside was a large padlocked chest. It was really old with rotting wood and rusting metal edges. The padlock was fuzzy with brownish reddish rust. If we didn’t move the couch, we never would have seen it.
 
   Paul and Bobby stopped what they were doing and peeked over. They both jumped up and were next to us. All four of our heads crowded together over the chest. Bobby reached out to touch the padlock. I was about to say he shouldn’t do that when his finger grazed it and the lock fell away like brittle. 
 
   James reached down and grabbed the chest by the side handles. They held as he picked it up and pulled it from the alcove. He placed it on a nearby small table and opened it. You could feel the excitement as we all looked in. I didn’t know what to expect but I had the usual thoughts of pirate gold, which would have been weird since we were deep in Massachusetts, fifty miles from the ocean.
 
   James reached in and pulled out a black necklace with a single ebony claw-like talon. We were quiet as he looked at it. Paul scrunched up his face into a question mark and Bobby tried to look back in the chest to see if there was anything else. My eyes marveled at the shiny sleekness of the necklace. I didn’t even realize I was reaching out to touch it.
 
   “That’s it? No pirate treasure?” Bobby said as he picked up the chest and hung it upside down. He gave it a little shake and the entire thing collapsed in his hands. Paul screeched and everyone jumped back to keep rotting wood from hitting our toes.
 
   James smiled. He reached over with the necklace and put it around my neck. I was frozen when he closed the ancient clasp. It felt warm on my pale skin.
 
   “You seemed to really want it. Besides, it looks good on you.” James stood back and looked at me. It was enough for me to turn away.
 
   “When you’re done with it, can I wear it? I want to look fabulous when I go to the clubs.” Paul said as he grabbed my hips and turned me from side to side to get the full view of the necklace around my neck.
 
   I smiled as the moment of attention washed over me. The necklace made me feel sexier which was really odd. I didn't normally wear jewelry but there was something tempting about the black talon necklace around my neck. Electrical shocks played across my skin. I touched the talon necklace and it all died down. What an odd piece of jewelry to be stashed in a hidden chest.
 
   "Bobby, you're on clean up duty." James said pointing at the destroyed chest.
 
   "Me?"
 
   "Yea, you. You know the rules. You broke it you clean it."
 
   "We never had that rule." Bobby said with an edge of uncertainty.
 
   "New house rule! New House rule! Anyone who agrees on the new house rule, raise your hand." Paul said enthusiastically.
 
   James, Paul and I raised our hand. Bobby looked at us wide eyed and shaking his head.
 
   "New rule goes into effect. Clean it up!" Paul said laughing.
 
   "Great job team, let’s go get some beer." James said grinning.
 
   The three of us headed toward the stairs. Bobby watched us with an incredulous gaze as he stood over the crumpled chest.
 
   ***
 
   The house was warm as I busied myself with dinner. James and Bobby set up the dining table while Paul and I were getting the food ready. It was our turn to cook and I was happy for it. Bobby liked to order out when it was his turn. James simply was not much of a cook. He did try his best but cooking was not his strongest skill. Paul on the other hand worked the kitchen like magic. The two of us love watching the cooking channel and writing down recipes. Tonight we were cooking lemon glazed chicken with prosciutto roses. An arugula salad with pine nuts and sliced mini tomatoes was our side and maybe two or three bottles of wine. The guys can drink a whole bottle themselves while a glass was fine for me. On a really wild night I would have a glass and a half.
 
   "I'm going to check on the boys. Can you open the wine bottles and let them breathe?" Paul said as he took off his apron which read "Fuck the Cook."  
 
   I nodded, reaching into a drawer and pulling out a cork screw. Paul stepped through the door and into the dining room. I stabbed the cork and began twisting, humming a sweet little tune to myself.
 
   I thought he would never leave.
 
   I froze. A quick turn of my neck showed I was the only one in the kitchen.
 
   You're not crazy. You can hear me.
 
   I let go of the bottle of wine and stepped back. Maybe it was the half beer I drank a few hours ago?
 
   It's not the beer, sweet girl.
 
   "It looks like I won't be drinking tonight." I whispered to myself, convinced that I might be drunk.
 
   You really don't like to step out of your shell do you little one? The way you close yourself off, I'm surprised you're not a nun.
 
   I looked down at the necklace around my neck.
 
   You are very smart. You figured it out already.
 
   My hands went to undo the necklace. I didn't know what was going on but I had to take it off.
 
   No, please stop. I'm not here to hurt you.
 
   My fingers stopped working the clasp. "This seems like something out of a bad horror movie." I whispered.
 
   If this was a horror movie then I would have possessed you and started cutting up your friends, but that is not what is happening right now. I need your help.
 
   The voice gave a seductive glow as each word floated across my mind. I lowered my hands and placed them on the counter. I had control of my body and didn't feel any different. It was odd that I was hearing a voice in my head but at times it did feel a little crowded in there. I talked to myself so much that maybe I was having a psychotic break. But this voice wasn't like the others.
 
   You poor beautiful girl, you spend so much time in your head that you think I am one of your voices. Not to fear, I'm not one of them. You guessed right that I am talking to you through the necklace. 
 
   "So the papers and the hidden chest are all connected to you. Someone hid you away for a reason." I whispered. I heard the guys horsing around in the dining room.
 
   Let's start fresh. My name is Alina. Yes, the chest is part of my tomb to keep me from coming back to this world. I have been buried in the basement for over ten years. Several narrow minded people thought it wasn't enough to kill me but keep my mind trapped in the necklace so I could not move on to the next world.
 
   "Why would they do that?"
 
   Why does anyone do anything evil and sadistic? They couldn't handle my free spirit and desires. Jealousy can be a powerful motivator.
 
   "You said you needed my help. What can I do? Or better yet, why should I help you?" 
 
   I do need your help but I can also help you. I can help you break out of that shell of yours and really enjoy everything life has to offer. In turn you can help me resurrect my body.
 
   "So you can kill us all when you come back to life, no thank you."
 
   Rita, this isn't a horror movie! Why would anyone want to kill people when living is so much fun! Your friends in the other room know how to live life. They do it every day of their lives. You though turn everything inward. You haven't lived your life like you should.
 
   "I have my reasons." Why was I getting defensive to some voice in my head? I was beginning to feel like a crazy old cat lady.
 
   You may have your reasons but we both know they are not good ones. You masturbate to thoughts of your friends almost every night. You pine over them obsessively but do nothing about it.
 
   "I....I..." Alina had me there.
 
   Help me and I can show you how to truly live. You will know depths of pleasure and freedom like no other. 
 
   The voice in my head was right. I spent my life in a shell and everyone knew it. The best I could hope for was finding a good job and a guy I can barely stand before he sleeps with his best friend and tells me he doesn't love me anymore. He would leave me with the kids and run off to be some big hot shot. I would spend my life hating him. My kids would not visit me because I would turn into some crone. I would turn into some hateful shriveled up hag with twenty cats. Then when I died, the cats would eat me. They would only find a skeleton in the kitchen with NPR playing on the radio. Yea, I thought about this way too much.   
 
   Are you done having your crisis?
 
   "If you're dead, how can I help bring you back?" Why was I continuing this insane conversation? I should be checking into the psych ward.
 
   You seem to be unsure if any of this is real. How about a test, take the necklace and dip it in the glasses of wine for each of your friends. Even from beyond the grave I can feel their love and lust for you. You're not the only one who masturbates to your friends. Once they drink the wine, they will begin to open up to you. If nothing happens then maybe I am just a voice in your head. Tomorrow you can check into the psych ward and that will be that.
 
   "They desire me?" 
 
   Oh yes they desire you. But they are afraid to come out and say it. They think you're a fragile little flower. They want you and why shouldn't they? From here I can sense your curves.
 
   "Even Paul?"
 
   Oh honey, just because he is gay doesn't mean he won't dip his pen in you. Your friend Paul has a thing for Bobby and James. It's amazing that the four of you haven't fucked sooner. You can cut the tension with a chainsaw.
 
   "As fun as this conversation is, I think I should get dinner out to the guys." This was getting weirder then even I'm used to.
 
   Dip the necklace in the wine. See if I'm lying. Once they open up to you, we can work together to make everyone happy.
 
   I went back to the wine and finished pulling the cork out. The smell of food filled the kitchen and my stomach growled in protest. Why was I even considering this? I took out four wine glasses from a cabinet and began pouring red wine into each. When I finished pouring, I stared at the glasses. Was I truly thinking about doing it? I fingered the necklace and pondered on the situation. If I was just crazy, then I would be just a weirdo dipping my necklace into my friend's wine. No harm would be done except I would know what I did. But if what Alina said is true then they would open their hearts to me and tell me things I'm not sure I want to hear. Would the four us be okay if they told me that they wanted me and I wanted them? Could we live with that knowledge? And why did I feel wet between my legs. Was this how I truly felt and I'm being too scared to ever act on it. Will I become that crazy cat lady? Is that my destiny?
 
   I reached forward and touched a glass. I hesitated, bit my lip and lifted it up. I took the smooth black talon on the necklace and dipped it into the wine. There was no flash or puff of smoke, just me touching the wine with my necklace. I smiled thinking that maybe I was just plain nuts. I quickly dipped the talon in each of the glasses. What could it hurt if I dip it in my glass? If they are going to open up, then why shouldn't I?
 
   I waited to hear something from Alina. The kitchen was silent. The door burst open and the guys piled in. I nearly jumped out of my skin.
 
   "Where's the food? We're starving!" Bobby said rushing for the serving dishes.
 
   "Hot damn, wine! I need a drink after how these fools set the table." Paul said scooping up a glass and taking a deep gulp.
 
   I reached out to him and then curled my fingers back. The deed was done and if this was all true then there was no turning back. James picked up a glass and held it out to me. I lifted up my glass and clinked it to his. Bobby was rushing out to the table to set up. James and Paul lifted a plate with one hand. They moved with purpose as they set down the food. I picked up another plate and went through the door to the dining room. The smell of food was spectacularly overpowering. The four of us sat down and without a word, dove into the food like a pack of wolves.
 
   ***
 
   Paul was picking up the empty plates. Several bottles of wine stood in the middle of the table. The three of us sat, stuffed to the gills and not moving. James picked up a nearly full bottle and poured some into each of our glasses. This would be my third glass of wine, a new record for me. The room was warm and my vision was hazy. I rubbed my thighs together. The wetness between my legs was still there but at this point I didn't mind.
 
   "Another successful meal, thank you Rita and Paul for all the work." James said and took a sip of wine.
 
   "Paul did most of the work. I just assisted." I said with a smile.
 
   "Always so modest, you should take the credit. We were a team." Paul said as he sat down and took a long sip of wine.
 
   "You shouldn't be so shy with us. We know you’re great." Bobby said looking at me with a smirk.
 
   I was silent as I looked down.
 
   "Lay off, Bobby. You know Rita doesn't handle compliments well." James said running to my rescue.
 
   "Well maybe she should enjoy them. She deserves them."
 
   Paul punched Bobby in the shoulder. "And maybe you should be more sensitive."
 
   "Do you guys think I stay in my shell too much?" The wine made my head swirl.
 
   The three of them looked at me with wide eyes. It was like I grew four extra heads.
 
   "I can't speak for the guys but we are all close here. I wonder why do you hide from us." Paul said reaching across the table and putting his hand over mine.
 
   "We all wonder that." Bobby chimed in.
 
   "What about you James?" I said making eye contact.
 
   James shifted uncomfortably in his seat. I'd never seen him tense up like that before. Did I just eye him like a piece of meat?
 
   "You know we worry about you. I worry that when we all move on with our lives, you won't move on with yours."
 
   I sat silent. I looked down with my hands on my thighs. I thought about what I did to the wine. Was I just crazy? Did I really think that some magical creature would help get the truth from the men I love so dearly?
 
   "I wish you three saw me differently. I'm not just some fragile flower that needs to be protected." 
 
   I reached out for a bottle of wine and started guzzling it down. Paul was first up to snatch it from my hands, his eyes were a mixture of concern and confusion. James and Bobby sat dumbfounded. I was really going crazy and I just made a fool out of myself. I stood up and nearly fell over. All three men were on their feet. They crowded around me making sure I was okay. All I wanted to do was reach out and touch them, feel their bodies against mine. Instead they guided me to the stairs. We all went upstairs and they showed me to my room. I think I let out a deep sigh and flopped into bed. Darkness closed in around me and I fell asleep to a beautiful woman winking at me.
 
   ***
 
   I woke up sweating. The room was dark, hot and stuffy. I was in a T shirt and panties. There was a terrible ache between my legs. My hands slid down my sides and over my thighs. My fingers touched my sensitive spot under my panties and came away wet. I was writhing and twisting in my bed. I tossed the blanket off of me and glided my fingers over my panties. I rubbed over the wet spot, each touch feeling so good. I moved my hips in slow motion. A small moan escaped my lips as I rubbed my nub. My other hand reached over expecting someone to be there but there was nothing. My bed was empty except for me.
 
   I went back to pleasuring myself. I bit my lip as I rubbed my nub a little faster. My other hand grabbed my tit and a finger swirled around my nipple. The clothes were getting in the way. I lifted up my shirt, exposing my chest. The air felt nice on my nipples as I caressed in slow circles. I mimicked the circle movements over my panties. My breathing was getting faster and I upped the tempo. An image of James walking into my room floated up into my mind's eye. I pictured his strong, toned body, his cock swinging between his legs. Thoughts of him holding me down made me gush with wetness. My thighs were getting slicker the more I circled my clit. I bucked my hips slightly as an orgasm started to build. I could feel my face flush red as my mouth made a perfect O. I wanted James. I wanted all of my men so bad. The feelings were getting out of control. I pictured all of them coming in and stuffing all my holes, so many cocks in me that I would never want it to stop.
 
   I clamped my thighs and let out a quite scream when I climaxed. My hips bucked of their own accord and I let my body enjoy it. Nerves exploded with bliss and I eased back down after a few seconds, yet I was still hungry for more. The ache in me was not satisfied. I needed the real thing or I would never be satisfied.
 
   Go to him. Go to him now. Wake him with your mouth.
 
   I sat up with dullness in my head. I swung my legs over and stood up. I stumbled/walked to my bedroom door and opened it. The hallway was dark except for shafts of moonlight through the windows at the end. I moved like a zombie to James's room next to mine. I opened the door slowly and peeked in. My eyes adjusted to the dark. James lay in bed like a sleeping prince. He was bare chested as blankets covered him from the waist down.
 
   I bent down till I was on my hands and knees. I moved like a primal animal to the foot of his bed. James was always a sound sleeper. You had to set off a bomb near him to wake him up. When I reached the foot of his bed, I lifted the blanket and crawled under. My hands reached out caressing his legs till I reached his waist, he still didn't move. He was wearing boxer briefs. My hand brushed his bulge. I smiled to myself as I reached in and pulled out his cock. I couldn't see it but the head brushed my cheek. Even with it in my hand, he was impressive, just like I knew he was.
 
   James rustled from the movements. I pressed my ample chest to his thigh as I ran my tongue along his shaft. There was a sharp intake of breath but James still slept. I was hungry for him. I wanted him in me anyway I could get it and right now my mouth was most accessible. I closed my lips over his hot head. I slowly ran my lips down his shaft and over his veiny rod. He was getting harder as my lips pressed tightly around his throbbing shaft. My clothes were bothering me so I lifted my shirt and pressed my nipples to him. I didn't want to break the momentum so I left my shirt bunched up by my neck.
 
   The harder he grew, the more I had to shift. I was soon on my knees in between his legs, his cock was fully hard and I slurped and sucked every inch. I tasted his salty pre come as I held his hips. I increased the tempo and could feel his hips respond to my rhythm. The sucking sounds were almost deafening to me. There was a faraway thought that I couldn't believe I was doing this. But it all felt so right. I wanted him more than anything and now I had him.
 
   "Ri...Rita?" James moaned.
 
   I ignored him and continued sucking his delicious meat. I felt the blanket pull away from over my head. Cool air touched me as I pressed his head and shaft to the roof of my mouth. 
 
   "Rita....please...stop this." James moaned as his hands touched the side of my hand.
 
   I refused and kept sucking his cock, running my tongue along the ridge of his head. He moved his hips and helped move his cock back and forth in my mouth. For him wanting me to stop, he wasn't putting up much of a fight.
 
   "Rita....Rita.....don't stop, keeping sucking." James moaned.
 
   James's words made me drip wetness. He felt so good in my mouth that I wanted him in me. I pulled away from his cock and took a deep breath. James looked at me with half closed eyes and breathing heavy. I slid my hands to my panty waist and pulled them down. My pussy was hungry for him. I needed him inside me. Nothing was going to stop me.
 
   They want you. They are coming for you.
 
   I crawled over James until we were face to face. He laid still and watched me as I grabbed the base of his thick rod and maneuvered it to my waiting pussy lips. I felt dirty and wanting. I needed him inside me more than anything else in the world. I was tight as his head pushed against me. Wetness spilled from me as I worked his head into me. It was slow at first. He was so big and I had little experience with men. But desire was pushing me to force him in me. James's hands went to my slim waist. With gentle force, he pushed me down on his hard cock. With his help and my determination, his head opened me up and barely slid in. That's when the door opened.
 
   I looked back as light from the hallway spilled in on us. James's large hose just made it into me and I was spread open for anyone to see. Paul stood in the doorway. He was in boxers as he stared. I thought he was shocked but his eyes took it all in like he understood what was happening.
 
   With half closed eyes, I smiled and pushed myself a few more inches down on James's hard cock. It was heaven as he opened me up. My walls tightened around his shaft and he forced me down another inch or two. I was halfway down and working him further into me. I threw my head back and cried out from pure bliss. Paul appeared next to the b, he pulled down his boxers. I gasped at his big black cock. It was everything I hoped it would be. I worked myself down to the hilt of James's cock and made small movements. James helped me along by lifting and pushing me down on his manhood. I felt like his fuck doll and didn't do anything to stop him.
 
   Paul got on his knees in the bed with us. I turned my upper body sideways and gobbled his hard black cock. My heart swelled as another piece of me felt complete. I looked up with innocent eyes as Paul looked down at me, his cock slipping into my waiting wet mouth. I sucked hard and soft while swirling my tongue around his head. My body shuddered as James opened me up more and more. My gash tightened around him with each push and pull. I moaned like a wild animal. Paul grabbed my hair and slid my head along his shaft. James held me down on his steel hard manhood. Energy whipped around my body as I bounced to two of my men.
 
   You all belong to each other. Let yourself be free. Suck and fuck them. Don't stop. Don't ever stop.       
 
   Energy whipped around the three of us. I could feel sparks across my skin while I sucked Paul's rod. James groaned as I moved my tight slit up and down on him. He was so hard and I was so slippery, it felt like a perfect match. My vision took on a red haze. I moaned with Paul stuffing my mouth. James's hands ran along my ass as he helped me along on his member. My men were so big. I felt like a dirty whore to them and it was the most freeing moment of my life. They could do anything to me and I wouldn't say no.
 
   "Girl, you're gonna make me come." Paul moaned.
 
   Those only made me suck him harder and faster. My tongue swirled around his head as my lips pressed tight. It was too much for him. Jets of come exploded in my mouth. He tasted salty as I gulped down his seed but never taking my lips off of him. He held my head as he emptied himself into me. I sucked so hard that not a single drop of come spilled out. I finally pulled away and let out gasp followed by a moan. I bounced on James's cock. I could feel it getting bigger inside me. He groaned and pushed me down harder on him. My ass bounced and I was so wet that his hips and thighs were drenched. With one final thrust down, James held me in place. I grunted as his cock bulged and twitched. I could feel his hot come shoot into my tight hole. Red energy flowed through my body as I milked every drop out of him. A second later my senses exploded. I cried out as my body bucked on James's manhood. I fell forward and held him close as I milked my own orgasm on his still hard cock.
 
   When the bliss died down, I realized I was still hungry. Paul was stroking his cock, staring at me. James was still inside me and his hands on my hips. I slowly pulled myself off of him, his cock slipped out with a wet flop.
 
   "I'm still hungry." I whispered like some possessed demon.
 
   I stood up and walked out of the room. I had often fantasized being taken by all three of my friends but there was always something about Bobby. He was the only one in the group that I wanted to take advantage of. He has this boyish charm which made you want to use him for your pleasure. I would picture Bobby on his hands and knees, eating me out while I read a book or ate dinner. My imagination took me to a lot of kinky places, but right now I wanted Bobby.
 
   I stepped to Bobby's room and opened the door and He was stirring. I think our tryst in the James's room was waking him up. I stood over his him as his eyes blinked open.
 
   "Rita? Is everything okay?" Bobby said half asleep.
 
   I was silent as I crawled into bed. I put each knee by the sides of his head. He looked at me innocently as my wet pussy was over his mouth. I looked down at him like he was my property. Was this me? Was this what I really wanted?
 
   You are letting your true self out. Don't hide from it. He won't resist you. Take him. Enjoy him.
 
   I knelt down. Come dripped from my slit onto Bobby's chin. He didn't seem to notice as his tongue slipped out and ran along my dripping gash. His tongue was like magic as he explored along a long my swollen lips. When he touched my clit, fireworks exploded. From behind me, James and Paul walked in. Their naked bodies glistened in the dim light of the room. I grinded my hips to Bobby's tongue, James and Paul went to either side of me. My hands reached out to their half hard cocks. They silently watched me as I bucked and stroked their rods. James looked like he was getting aggressive. He moved his hips to my strokes but soon his hand was holding my hair. He guided my head to his cock. I took it and started to suck.
 
   The air dripped sex. I could feel urges filling the room as passion bloomed. My men didn't move like zombies. They moved like there was a silent understanding between us. Like we wanted this for so long that no one needed to say anything. I shuddered as another orgasm started to build.
 
   They wanted you for so long. Their cocks are already hard again. Don't think it is just them. You wanted them and now you have them. Take them any way you wish and they will do the same.
 
   James let me suck his hard member. Bobby worked me into frenzy with his tongue. I tried to stroke Paul but felt like he was not getting enough attention. That is when he brushed my hand aside. I stopped sucking James's cock and turned to my friend. Paul slid into bed and pulled off Bobby's blanket. He reached down and pulled down Bobby's boxers. I moved to one side of Bobby while Paul moved to the other side. Bobby still wanted me. I glanced down to see he was hard, his cock wasn't as big as James's and Paul's but it was still above average. Paul turned Bobby on his side facing me. I smiled as Paul reached around and stroked Bobby. Bobby reached out, cupping my tits and playing with my nipples. They stood at attention to his touch.
 
   Paul grinded his cock to Bobby's ass, Bobby let out a sigh. I snuggled up close to him, letting his cock touch my pussy. I raised a leg. Bobby grabbed my hip and pushed his cock into me. He filled me up nice as he spread my lips and pushed in inch after inch. Then Bobby grunted. I could see Paul working his monster cock into Bobby. Bobby's face scrunched up almost in pain at first but soon his eyes closed and he moaned. My body felt electric as Bobby tried to move with his cock in me and Paul's in him. I looked over as James stroked his cock to us. 
 
   James looked like he couldn't take it anymore. He crawled into bed behind me. It seemed the bed was just big enough to hold all of us. Bobby cried out as Paul upped his tempo. I let out little moans as James pressed his body to my back. There was only one hole he seemed to want. I never had anyone in there but I was open to the experience. James's cock was still wet from our juices; he spread my ass and put his cock to my asshole. 
 
   Paul moaned, as he pushed into Bobby and Bobby pushed into me. James's cock head spread me open and then popped into me. There was a flash of pain but soon turned to hot pleasure. I was dizzy on how good everything felt. James pushed inch by inch. Bobby was to the hilt deep inside. The four of us writhed and moaned. My mind opened as did my body. Images flashed of the basement. Rivers of energy flowed from our bodies, through the floor, down to the unfinished rumpus room.
 
   I gasped as two of my holes were stuffed. James's face was in my hair. He took in my sent as he forced his way in me. Bobby cried out as Paul was moving a bit rougher. I was slick and taking all of Bobby into me. The movements from Paul travelled through Bobby and into me. Soon he was slamming his big black cock into bobby's tight ass.
 
   "I'm going to come." Paul said with a few more powerful thrusts.
 
   All four of us were in sync. Our spirits connected. Paul grunted as his cock bulged. Even a body away, I could feel molten come pump into Bobby's tight pucker. Bobby cried out again, his cock was rock hard and he exploded in my tight pussy. I bucked my hips as an orgasm blasted my nerves, followed quickly by another more powerful one. James plugged my ass with his huge cock. I felt it stiffen and a spurt of come burst forth. In unison we moaned, whimpered and grunted. Bobby pinched my nipples and I milked his cock. Another orgasm exploded across my senses.
 
   We writhed, taking it all in. When we stopped, I was breathing heavy. All of us untangled our bodies. My three men got up from the bed. I was lying there, watching them and wondering what they were doing. All three stood naked, looking at each other and glancing at me.
 
   "I think we should really show how much she means to us." James said.
 
   "I agree." Bobby said smiling at me.
 
   "I'm game." Paul said smiling and running his hand through Bobby's hair.
 
   "What are you guys talking about?" I whispered drunk from sex.
 
   "House meeting. We all want to fuck you at the same time." James said 
 
   I could feel myself cream. They wanted to fuck me like I always wanted. Was this how it always was? Was this really them?
 
   I can sense that they have talked about this in passing. Let them take you and I will come to you. Let their desires fill you.
 
   "I'll take her candy ass." Paul said.
 
   "What do you want Bobby?" James asked.
 
   "I already fucked her pussy. Does she give good head?"
 
   "Yea, she took my cock like a pro. She could show a few guys I know how to give an excellent blow job." Paul grinned.
 
   "Do I have a say in this?" I asked almost innocently.
 
   "No. We want you our way. You brought this upon yourself for tempting us." James said matter of fact.
 
   "I'll fuck her mouth." Bobby said with an edge of excitement.
 
   "That leaves her tight pussy to me. I had it in my room but I don't mind having it again" James finished. 
 
   My heart beat like a jack hammer. They were treating me like a toy for their amusement. I had never been so turned on in my life. A hint of fear crept in me which made this whole experience hotter.
 
   James got into bed and pushed me aside. "Sit on it." he said flatly, his cock was hard and standing straight up. 
 
   I did as I was told. I crawled on top of him. Heat played all over my body as I held his shaft and pushed his cock into me. I couldn't believe after everything we did, I still felt tight. I pushed myself down till I reached the hilt. My throbbing womanhood was filled to the breaking point. He was just so big; I had to start moving, sliding on his cock. Paul was next to crawl into bed, he put his hand on my back and pushed me down on James's chest. His hand went to my ass and spread my cheeks. James did seem to open my asshole up from before. Paul's black cock pushed against my pucker, he was covered in sex juices which made it easier for him to push in. I tightened my ass as inch after inch filled me. I was sandwiched between them. My eyes rolled into my head as I made small movements and moans. Bobby was last as he lay next to James. He scooted up till his hips lined up with my face, his cock hard and ready. Before I could do anything he pushed it to my lips and in my mouth.
 
   All three men started pushing and pulling. They slid in and out of all three of my holes. I was lost to a sea of fucking. Paul wasn't gentle as his hips bounced to my round ass. As soon as he pulled back, James pushed in. The back and forth between them set me on fire. I wanted to scream but Bobby stuffed my mouth. I could taste his come and my pussy juices all over his veiny cock. I felt like a fuck doll and they were taking complete advantage of me. They grunted and filled me to the point my body was vibrating. I could feel Paul's breath on my neck. Bobby pulled my hair as he controlled my head. He made sure I was giving long sucking strokes. James held onto my hips, controlling the tempo. The four of us moved back and forth, the sound of skin on skin filling the room.
 
   My mind opened again. I could see the basement. The floor cracked and dust shot into the air. A skeletal hand burst up through the cracks. Chunks of cement flew up and crashed on the gray floor. Something slowly clawed its way up from under the basement. Strands of energy flowed from our joined bodies to the skeletal creature. Muscles, veins and tissue started to grow around the bones. The longer we fucked, the more the skeleton took on a nearly human form.
 
   Yesssss. Keep going. Don't stop. My body is almost complete.
 
   I couldn't stop if I wanted to. My men made an executive decision to fuck my brains out and I couldn't stop them. Not that I would. Whatever was happening with Alina, I think it was almost done.
 
   Bobby used my head to suck him faster and faster. I could feel his cock bulge, his eyes shut and he let out a soulful grunt. Come exploded down my throat. His cock wasn't as big as the others but he came a lot. I was so lost in the moment; I couldn't drink it down. It oozed out the side of my mouth as he continued to pump more come into me. Paul was watching us and he gave a deep moan. I could feel his black cock fill my whole ass. It stiffened and spurts of come filled me. I felt like I was filled with their blazing hot seed. He continued to fuck my ass, milking every drop of come in me. 
 
   Paul and Bobby continued to fuck me to get every last drop out. James squeezed my ass while Paul pounded it. His cock bulged, bringing me to the breaking point. I screamed in my throat as an obscene amount of come spurted into me, filling my pussy and leaking out all over his stiff cock. My body bucked as a chain of orgasms ripped through my body. I touched the edge of heaven as I twisted and thrust on their still hard cocks. Dirty thoughts washed away to a clean, simple slate. 
 
   The bursts of energy from our bodies whipped outward and down. I could see with a calm mind as Alina's hair grew in, her body filling out. Eyes glowed and small black horns protruded from her forehead. She stood naked with heaving breasts and a thin pointed tail whipping behind her.
 
   When she smiled at me, I passed out.
 
   ***
 
   "Time to wake up little one."
 
   My eyes fluttered open to a beautiful woman standing over me, her eyes were bright and her smile infectious. I focused on the horns sticking out at the top of her forehead and felt they were completely natural. I tried to move and found myself in a pile of bodies. All three of my men were sleeping and snoring.
 
   "Alina? You are real? I thought I imagined it all." I said groggily.
 
   Alina let out a small laugh. "Yes I'm as real as you are, little succubus."
 
   "What do you mean?" I said trying to untangle myself from all the arms and legs around me.
 
   "You have been holding yourself back for long. You never knew what your blood really was."
 
   "I'm a succubus?" I said in disbelief.
 
   "You have our demon blood in your veins. That is why we were able to communicate. I could only talk to you because we are the same." Alina smiled.
 
   "So my life has been a lie?"
 
   "To a degree, but I have to thank you. By indulging in your true self, you managed to create enough energy to help bring me back. How do you feel?"
 
   "I feel great. I never felt this good in my entire life. But what happens now?"
 
   Alina looked at my friends and back at me. "We have to leave. I have to introduce you to the Society. They will want to see me back and for your safety, I need to bring you to them."
 
   "I have to leave?" My heart grew heavy.
 
   "I promised you that you would feel great pleasure and freedom. I'm keeping that promise. If you stay, your life and the life of your friends could be in danger. You can come back and visit but you must leave your old life behind." 
 
   I sat in the bed as Alina stood up and went to Bobby's dresser. She dug though it for some clothes. I was still as a mountain. Alina pulled out a black shirt and a pair of jeans.
 
   "Pack a bag. We have to leave tonight."
 
   "Alina, I don't know if...." Alina cut me off.
 
   "You never felt you fit in. You have been an outcast your entire life keeping your desires and true self in check. I know the life you imagined and it is heart breaking that you will take this one life and squander it. You're better than that. Let's get ready and start your new life."
 
   I wanted to question everything. But my heart soared at the thought of leaving my life behind for a new, more exciting one. I nodded my head. Alina gave a dazzling smile. I was soon up and running to my room.
 
   With a bag packed, the two of us left the house and walked to my car. I looked back and sadness filled me. I would miss my friends, my lovers. I left a simple note on the table, telling them how much I loved them and I would see them in the future. I signed it and a single tear fell from the corner of my eye, dotting my signature with a splash. In one night, my life had changed so much. But I knew it was for the best. I pictured seeing them again in the future. I smiled thinking about having another sleepover where we could share our bodies again.
 
   Alina and I got in the car. I turned on the ignition. The sky was beginning to brighten to a new day. I blew a kiss to my lovers. I switched the gear into drive. My world opened up and we hit the road with a new life ahead of me.
 
    
 
   ~Fin~
 
   


 
   
  
 

Succubus Society
 
   One
 
    
 
   The morning sun beamed down from the clear blue sky. The road passed under us as my mind wandered. I thought I should be tired after the long night but I was surprisingly filled with energy. Trees were a blur as I wondered about the future and where this new adventure was taking me. In the passenger seat, Alina played with the radio, changing stations with a tiny frown.
 
   "You spend ten years in the ground and the entire world changes." Alina finally gave up and turned off the radio.
 
    I let out a deep freeing breath and glanced over at Alina. She was looking out the window quietly. Questions nagged my mind but I tried to push them off. In one night my world changed from a shy young woman to sex fiend. I wanted to feel bad, turn the car around and return to my roommates. Pretend all of this never happened. I’m sure if I did return home, they would welcome me back with open arms. As pleasant as it was to think about the three men I left behind, I know I had made the right choice. My blood sang like a phoenix rising from the ashes. My new friend sitting in the passenger seat helped me to see a new horizon. But my mind fought me like a wounded tiger. Was I making the right decision? Could this be a mistake?
 
   “It’s not a mistake Rita. The real you is rising to the surface. One way or another, your blood would have overwhelmed you.” Alina said without a hint of emotion.
 
   “You can still read my thoughts?” I said still staring at the road.
 
   “I can still feel some of your thoughts. If you try hard enough, you will be able to feel mine. With time and practice it will become second nature.”
 
   “What if I don’t want to read your thoughts?”
 
   Alina smirked. “You don’t have to if you don’t want to. But your new abilities will show themselves over time since your awakening.”
 
   I was silent for a few moments before speaking again. “You mentioned the Society. Are they like us? What happens when we get there? “
 
   Alina looked over with a kind smile. “They are very much like us. We network and protect each other from outside forces. They will help you get in touch with your demon blood and show you how to control the urges.”
 
   “You make it sound like I will hurt people.” I gave off a nervous laugh. The whole conversation was making me jittery.
 
   Alina’s smile faded. “You will if we don’t get you to the right people.”
 
   I became very quiet. I didn’t know what to say so I said nothing. Alina was buried in my basement for ten years. Only because of my demon blood was she able to communicate with me. She talked me into following my desires which was seducing my three roommates. The energy from our sex brought her back to life. If I wasn’t there, she may have been there forever. I thought I would feel used but I felt the opposite. It was like I was helping a family member, which only brought more questions. If I had resisted, would I have stayed that meek woman from yesterday?
 
   “Thank you.” Alina said with a cheery smile.
 
   I glanced over but stayed quiet.
 
   “I know what I asked was a lot. I can only promise to help you and be there for you.”
 
   “So will I get cool horns and a tail?” I tried to keep it light. Images of first seeing Alina flashed through my mind’s eye.
 
   “When you learn to control your blood, you will be able to change your body in all sorts of ways. Are you thirsty?”
 
   “After last night, I’m parched.” I really was. Until Alina said it, I didn’t realize how thirsty I had become.
 
   “Find a rest stop. We have an hour before we reach New York City, might as well grab something to drink.”
 
   I nodded and focused on the road. It wasn’t long before we came across a rest stop. I quickly pulled in and parked. We both stepped out of the car into the brilliant sunlight. My head started to swim. The light was so powerful. It felt like the world was taking on a wavy sensation. I soon began to see spots and a terrible pounding filled my head. Before I could say anything, Alina was next to me and I was falling into her arms. She held me for moments as I tried to regain my balance. She was talking but I couldn’t hear any words. I felt like I was underwater and she was trying to keep me from drowning.
 
   “Rita? Rita! Can you hear me?” Words broke through the fog.
 
   “Yes…I think so….what was that?” I managed.
 
   Alina opened the driver’s side door and sat me down. “It’s the sun. It won’t kill us but it does affect us. Stay in the car and rest. I will get you some water.”
 
   Alina was about to run off when I grabbed her slender arm. She stopped and eyed me for a moment. I dug through my small purse next to me and pulled out some cash. I handed it to her and gave a weak smile. She had been in the ground for a long time. I was sure she didn’t have any money. Alina gave me a knowing smile, grabbed the cash and walked off in a hurry.
 
   I put my head back. The car door was open, one of my legs out on the concrete floor. My head stopped spinning but I still felt odd. I didn’t like that feeling at all. My next thought was maybe I wasn’t a succubus but a vampire instead. I found myself giggling at the thought. Maybe the sun was frying my brain but everything around me was becoming more and more absurd. I tilted my head and took in the area. A few cars were parked and no one was in sight. The sound of passing cars swooshed by as birds tweeted in the distance. Any other time, I would have thought it was a beautiful day. Now I was just thirsty and needed water badly.
 
   My eyes shifted to the shop. A man walked out past the double doors. He turned, walked about twenty feet and entered a door with a male stick figure on it. The door swung closed but I was sitting up. Something in me woke like a hungry beast. Before I knew it, I was walking towards the men’s room door. What was I doing? It was almost like my body was moving of its own accord. When I reached the door, my hand was on the handle. I hesitated and tried to reel myself in. But hungry thoughts invaded my mind. Vague images and scenarios played out in my head. Why did I wonder what the man would taste like?
 
   The next thing I knew, I was inside. My eyes adjusted to the dim lighting. My heart was pounding in my chest. I felt my body glow hot. I pushed up my glasses as my eyes were taking everything in. Then there was a second heartbeat. I could feel it coming from one of the stalls. I backed up to the door. I tried to push away this hunger filling my tiny little frame. I closed my eyes and took in the dirty smells. I shouldn’t be here but my body wasn’t budging.
 
   A stall door opened and the man walked out. He gave off an air of physical fitness. He wore a plain black T shirt and blue jeans. A small beard framed his face while soulful eyes glanced at me. His body language changed. The man faced forward and went to the sink to wash his hands. I stood there like a monster wearing human skin. I took a step forward and let out a whimper. A dull ache filled me as I took another step. Everything had intensified. I could smell the man’s cologne through the rest room stench. I could even smell myself as my womanhood glistened to hungry thoughts.
 
   The man quickly washed his hands and started walking toward me. It was obvious he was trying to get pass me and to the door. When he was within inches, I found my hands up and touching his chest.
 
   “Excuse me. I just need to get by.” He said with a confused crack in his voice.
 
   I kept my hands on his chest. He felt so meaty in my hands, firm and powerful. I wanted to taste and lick him. It bothered me that he was talking. My blood whispered naughty things and I giggled like a lunatic. The man tried to push pass. That was a mistake. I could see and feel myself shove him hard against the wall. The man was still as I held him there.
 
   “Don’t leave. I just need to taste you.” I whimpered like a wounded lamb.
 
   “Please I need to leave.” The man pleaded.
 
   “Don’t you want to stay? Don’t you want to touch me and feel me? I can sense you wanting me. Let me taste you and it will be all right.” My voice was different. I don’t talk like that. What the hell was happening?
 
   The stranger’s demeanor changed. He looked into my eyes and his lips curved into a smile. He eyed me like two friends who haven’t seen each other in a long time. My hand travelled down his chest, passed his belt and over his growing bulge. His hands, his strong manly hands touched my arms. Fingers brushed down my skin and goose bumps rose to the surface. Electricity raced up and down my nerves as his fingers traced my skin. I ran my fingers over his bulge. A second later I was pulling down his zipper. The stranger didn’t seem to mind as my hand dived into his jeans. I immediately felt something coiled and getting harder by the second. It just wouldn’t due to keep his manhood in such a confined space. One pull and his hardening cock spilled out.
 
   Our bodies glowed with energy. My top was being lifted up. I forgot I wasn’t wearing a bra. Hands smoothed over my perky tits. When he touched my nipples, a deep moan escaped my lips. All reason went out the door. My fingers traced along his veiny shaft. He was rock hard and I wrapped my hand around it. I whispered naughty things I would never say as I stroked his cock lightly. He pinched my nipples and a rush blazed through my body. A waterfall of life filled him and all I wanted was to drink it in. He bent forward and tried to kiss me. Instead I knelt down before his hard cock.
 
   My hands fell to the stranger’s hips. I moved my head closer and kissed his bulbous head. Slowly his manhood pushed passed my lips and into my mouth. I moaned gently as I took him in. My tongue ran the length of his rod the deeper I took him. He let out a moan as I took him to the hilt. I held myself there for moments before I slid my lips back and forth on his hard member. The air was filled with wet sounds as I sucked on his manhood. I could taste his pre cum and my world opened more.
 
   The door to the rest room opened. I glanced at the door with the stranger’s cock in my mouth. I was so hungry; it didn’t matter who was there. Life energy started to flow and I needed more and more. Alina looked down with a wicked smile. Silently she stepped in and closed the door behind her.
 
   I didn’t break the slow tempo. I tightened my lips and sucked nice and slow. Alina stepped over to us. She looked into the man’s eyes but he had only eyes for me. Her hands reached out and ran fingers along his bearded chin. Then she reached down, unbuckled his pants and helped pull them down. I upped the rhythm. The man before me was lost in pure bliss. He tilted his head up and I could feel him surrender to my every whim.  
 
   “This is how we feed. Drink in his life force. But make sure you leave some behind or he won’t live through it.” Alina said as she pressed her lips to his.
 
   I sucked harder. My tongue pressed his hard cock against the roof of my mouth. I could feel him getting harder with each stroke. A pit opened inside me and I needed him to fill it. My hand reached down my short skirt and touched my soaking wet underwear. I grazed my clit and nearly screamed in pleasure. My body had become so sensitive it felt like I would orgasm right there and then. I started to rub myself while keeping the tempo steady. I could feel a fever fill me as I cried out for more of this beautiful stranger. 
 
   I pulled his cock from my mouth. “Lay down!” I demanded.
 
   The stranger fell to his knees and lay down on the dirty bathroom floor. It wasn’t just my mouth that was hungry. I frustratingly pulled my underwear off. I grabbed his shaft and held him upright as I hovered over it. I cried out like a feral animal as his cock head pressed against my wet lips. I could feel my pussy spread to accommodate him. His cock pushed me open. I slid inch after thick inch down. Hands reached around me and played with my nipples. I could feel Alina’s breath on my neck as she comforted me. Her touch was playful and warm as she rubbed. I let gravity bring me down to the stranger’s hips. I moaned loudly. My body moved up and down on his mighty cock. I could feel every inch fill me with life energy. My own body reached out and hooked his life force into mine. Then I could feel myself sucking his life into mine. It was like tasting ambrosia. The more I thrust on his cock, the more he was drawn into my body. I could feel my ass wiggle as I slammed down on his cock. Electricity flooded my senses and I let out a small scream. Heat burst through me as I climaxed. Wetness turned into a river. I squeezed his cock with everything I had. The stranger grunted and another orgasm washed over me. His thick cock bulged and jets of hot come spurted into my tight slit. I held on with everything I had as his essence filled that hungry pit. I kept sliding up and down on his hard shaft. He didn’t get soft as I kept going. Hands encircled my waist and gently pulled me off. I clawed at the man. I didn’t want to leave. I wanted to drink all of him until there was nothing left. 
 
   “Rita, we have to go! You will kill him!” Alina pulled me off the stranger.
 
   There was no reasoning with me. I let out whimpers and curses as Alina pulled me to the door. Deep down a piece of me cringed. Was this me? Am I this sexual monster who wants nothing more than to feed until this hunger was satisfied? Fear spiked as Alina pulled me to the car. All I wanted was to run away but my blood rang in my ears. It whispered to me. It told me this is what I really was. It laughed as Alina closed the doors, put the car into drive and sped off. Sunlight beamed into the car and I passed out.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Two
 
   My mind was swimming in a wet dream. Bodies and limbs reached out for me and I laughed like a child at play. I dived down so I could be closer to all these bright, warm bodies. Instead, something pulled me up from the warm waters. I could hear voices calling me back but the force pulling me was stronger. I yelled promises that I would return. Light surrounded me and I cried out my disappointment.
 
   My eyes fluttered open as headlights shined in my face. I closed them shut and a second later the light faded. I cautiously opened them to a darken street with another car passing by. Night had fallen. I pushed away the cobwebs and sheepishly looked around. Alina was in the driver’s side, her eyes were closed but as I stared, they slowly opened. She gave me a sleepy smile and stretched her arms over her head.
 
   “Evening sleeping beauty, how do you feel?”
 
   “Like a different person.” Was all I managed to say. I did feel different. Parts of me felt like they were alive and other parts felt like sick meat. 
 
   “You were out for a few hours. I thought I'd rest with you. Are you ready to go meet some new people?” Alina said with an edge of excitement.  
 
   Before I could say anything, she was out the door and practically bouncing in the street. I stepped out of the passenger side into the warm city air. I looked over at Alina as she came over to my side. I had to remind myself that she must be overjoyed to be up and walking around. My smile faded and gloom clouded my eyes as memories of the rest stop flooded my thoughts. 
 
   “I know you’re worried but I pulled you away in time. That guy at the rest stop should be okay. He might have a splitting headache but he’ll live.” 
 
   My hands trembled. “I made him do what I wanted with my voice. How could I do that?”
 
   “Rita, you will be able to do many things. I wish I could just tell you everything you can do but let’s take it one step at a time. When you’re hungry, you voice will be able to control normal humans. This will be helpful if you need to feed as soon as possible.”
 
   “But I heard you say I could have killed him.” I tried to stop the trembling and was failing.
 
   Alina glance down at my hands, her arms went wide and she hugged me close. Her hand was soothing as she stroked my hair. “I know this is a lot. Yes, if you kept going, you would have drained all of his life force. His heart would have stopped and he would have passed peacefully. But don’t worry, I’m here to help you take just enough so you can survive.”
 
   I broke the embrace. “I wanted an adventure. I’m not sure I wanted what happened before. How can I….”
 
   “You can’t go back.” Alina’s faced saddened.
 
   I felt my eyes water. Alina held me close again and I let her. We were silent for moments before a car drove by honking their horn. A guy stuck his head out the window and yelled “Sexy lesbians!”
 
    Alina and I looked at each other and laughed. My demon friend took my hand and led me down the sidewalk. I pushed away all the terrible thoughts and had to just live for the moment. Life wasn’t perfect and I needed to remain calm. I would go crazy some other time but not tonight.
 
   “Are we going to the Society?”
 
   “Yes. They are a few streets away. Once we get there, we will be able to let our hair down, so to speak. I will do the introductions and I’m sure they will be comforting. They are old friends and I can’t wait to introduce you.”
 
   After a few streets, we stood in front of a red door to a non-descript brick building. Alina knocked a few times. I surveyed the area. The street was empty except for us. My head swiveled back when the door opened and a thin man greeted us.
 
   “Can it be? Alina?”
 
   “Allen, it has been too long.” Alina beamed.
 
   “And who is your friend?” Allen said smiling at me.
 
   “This is Rita. Rita, this is Allen.”
 
   I smiled and shifted awkwardly.
 
   “Pleased to meet you, Rita, come in the both of you. We have so much to catch up on. Lex will be very happy to see you and your new friend.”
 
   With that, we walked in and the door closed gently behind us. I had to admit I was nervous. I’m always nervous meeting new people. I found my right hand rubbing my left forearm as we climbed some stairs to the second floor. The hallway was white in color and bare. When we reach the top of the stairs, a pair of double doors greeted us. Allen went up to them and pushed with both hands. We stepped through and my eyes widened.
 
   We walked into a large room filled with the most beautiful people I had ever seen. My eyes darted to each face and I couldn’t believe this many gorgeous people would be in one place. A bar covered the left wall. The lighting was dim but comfortable. From the bar to the walls, everything was a polished dark wood. Smiles greeted us as we stepped in. A few patrons screamed in joy at the sight of Alina. They jumped to their feet and rushed her with open arms. It happened so fast that I took a step back for fear of being swept up. A few cried and hugged each other. Tears appeared from the corners of Alina’s eyes.
 
   With a mighty playful pull, Alina was dragged in and forced onto a couch.  Several men and woman fawned over her, assaulting her with a barrage of questions. “What happened?” “We thought you were dead.” “Why did you leave us?” “Are you ready for more parties?” “Is your clan okay?” and on and on it went.
 
   I watched silently, feeling a little like a wall flower. Alina beckoned with a hand. All eyes turned to me, smiles ear to ear. A second wave of arms reached out to grab me and draw me in. Their touch was gentle but firm. A new slew of questions and comments assaulted me, “You are beautiful.” “What’s your name?” “You smell sweet!” “Are you ready for some parties?”
 
   “Everyone, this is Rita. She is a new member to our family. Love her gently.” Alina said over the din of questions.
 
   Hands traced all over my body as the talking continued. Fingers dug into my thighs and cupped my breasts. Normally I would have started batting people away but their touch was soothing like warm water. With everyone talking at once, I couldn’t get a word in edge wise.
 
   “Ladies and gentlemen, please give the young one some time to breathe.”
 
   I looked up to a man in a finely tailored suit walk up to the gathering, his hair a platinum blonde. Skin was a creamy alabaster white. He carried himself with a vibration of controlled power. I felt my heart beat a little faster the closer he stepped. The energy coming off him made me want to drop to my knees and do everything he asked.
 
   “Welcome Rita. Don’t let these sexy demons overwhelm you. My name is Lexington but everyone calls me Lex. It is a pleasure.” Lex reached down, took my hand and kissed the back of it. I would have swooned if I wasn’t already sitting down.
 
   Lex turned to Alina and let out a deep sigh. “We have missed you dear Alina. Where have you been all these years? The Society hasn’t been the same without your presence.”
 
   “It’s a long story. But Rita and I have been travelling all day. We need to freshen up.”
 
   “How rude of me.” Lex snapped his fingers. A muscled man emerged from the small crowd. He wore a tight white shirt and white jeans. Golden locks framed his handsome face. He silently stepped close to Lex.
 
   “Samuel, please show Rita the spa and showers. Make sure she is given evening wear and attend to her every need.” Lex turned to Alina. “But you my dear will use my private room; we'll discuss a few matters while you freshen up.”
 
   I looked over at Alina. She returned my gaze with a reassuring smile. Samuel stood next to me and pointed to the back, his eyes burned a fierce blue and his smile came off genuine. I started to walk and Samuel was close behind. I glanced back to Alina throwing her arms around Lex’s neck and kissing him passionately. 
 
    Samuel and I walked through a set of doors and down a corridor. Samuel pointed to a door and I reached for the handle. Inside was a small room with a dresser, chair, vanity mirror and another door. I looked around while Samuel closed the door behind him.
 
   “You can change here. At the end of the hall is the showers and spa. The dresser is filled with different styles of clothes if you wish to wear any.”
 
   “Wear any?” I said with an arching brow.
 
   “We here in the Society have the freedom to be ourselves. If you wish to walk around naked, no one will question it. Is there anything else you may need?” Samuel smiled.
 
   “I don’t think so. Thank you Sam…eerrr I mean Samuel.” I felt my face glow red.
 
   Samuel continued to smile. “You can call me Sam. Lex is the only person who really addresses me by my proper name. Most of the group calls me Sam.”
 
   I smiled back. “Thank you.”
 
   I turned my attention to the dresser. I pulled out a drawer to inspect what clothes they may have. As I lifted a shirt from the drawer, I felt my shirt being lifted up. I whirled around while grabbing my top. Sam put his hands up and looked at me with shock painted all over his face.
 
   “What are you doing?” I asked defiantly.
 
   “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be rude. I was simply helping you undress.”
 
   “I can undress myself.” I said as my eyes narrowed.
 
   “Again, I apologize. I’m used to helping the clan leaders. This is part of my normal duties.” Sam put his hands down but the look in his eyes showed genuine concern.
 
   My flash of anger ebbed away. “I am the one who should be sorry. You are only trying to help. This is all so new to me. I’m sorry for my outburst.”
 
   Sam waved it away. “Nothing to be sorry about, I am here to serve you.”
 
   “I still don’t understand what’s going on? Aren’t you a succubus like me? Why do you need to serve?”
 
   “The proper term for male succubus is an incubus. Women are succubus. And no, I am not like you. I am human. Clan leaders are those with the demon blood. They must have a clan of lovers to feed off of regularly. You can become a clan leader in time. I can only ever be a servant for those with the demon blood.”
 
   “That sounds terrible for you. Why would you be only a servant?”
 
   Sam’s face lit up as he spoke. “To know your place in the world is very satisfying. I live my life to my master’s wishes. It brings the greatest of pleasures to know what your role in this life is. My master takes great care of me. He rewards me with pleasures many will never know in their entire lives. When you begin your clan, you will bring the same touch of nirvana to those you love.”
 
   My head swam. Sam spoke like he was part of a cult. His eyes even had that crazy stare as he spoke. But some of the things he said sounded like the truth. I had always felt like there was something out of reach and I just needed to try a little harder to feel it. The closest I’ve ever reached that feeling was when I seduced the men I lived with. I thought it would be a onetime event, never to repeat. But even now I could feel that glow just out of reach. The more I thought about it, the more my head began to spin. Before I knew it, my hand shot out and I held onto the dresser. Sam’s large hands were already out to catch me. I waved him away until the dizziness passed.
 
   “Are you alright?” 
 
   I nodded my head. “I just need a moment. This is all too much.”
 
   Sam ran the back of his fingers across my cheek. “I have seen this with the others. You need to feed.”
 
   I was silent for a moment. “Maybe but I need a shower first.” I didn’t know what I really needed. I just had to take my time and drink all of this information in.
 
   “I will be in the hallway if you need me.” Sam bowed and showed himself out the door.
 
   When the door locked, I let out a deep breath. I wished Alina was here with me so she could help me make sense of all of this. Maybe a shower would help clear my mind so I could get ready and back to the main room. I didn’t want to keep them waiting. I started to pull my shirt over my head and pulled down my skirt. My underwear followed and I was standing naked in front of the vanity mirror. I had to gaze at my naked form. I was short but had all the right curves. My perky breasts bounced as I shifted to the side to see my body outline. I had some small curves but nothing to write home about. My hair was still in a ponytail and I pushed up my glasses on my nose. I pulled a drawer from the dresser and fished out a towel. I wrapped myself up, pulled my glasses off and set them down on the vanity.
 
   I stepped out into the hallway. Sam stood by my door and smiled. I returned the smile and headed down the hallway. Once through the doorway I was on tiled floor. The showers were cubicles with shower heads. Everything was covered in stone shaped tiles. It gave the showers an earthy feel. I hung my towel on a hook and stepped into one of the cubicles.
 
   With a turn of the knobs, water came rushing out to meet my naked form. The water was hot, just what the doctor ordered. I put my face in the stream, letting the warmth soak into my skin. It was like touching heaven as the shower steamed up. I ran my hands from my neck, down my chest. I could feel my nipples were hard. I had to take a moment and massage them. A fire burned deep in my core as a small sigh escaped my lips. Familiar urges began to rise as water rained down on me. My blood began to sing. Fingers ran over perky breasts, down my waist and grazing my womanhood. Pleasure dripped in my mind. I wanted to feel that beautiful touch. My heart thudded in my chest as heat pooled into my womb. My hand touched my clit and I nearly bucked in bliss. Again, I was extremely sensitive.
 
   The shower was filled with white mist. It was getting harder to see. One digit ran over my engorged clit. My body shuddered. A faint thought penetrated my mind. Should I be doing this now? Shouldn’t I be getting ready for Alina and the others? But I quietly told those thoughts to shut up. The pleasure was all I wanted to feel at the moment. A shadow moved through the mist slowly. Normally my first instinct would be to grab the towel and cover up. Instead I continued touching myself, almost wishing I could share this with someone else.
 
   Hands emerged from the mist, gently grabbing my waist. My mouth hung open as I slid and played with my nub. That hungry pit opened up and touching me wasn’t enough. Wild urges surged through out my being. Sam’s beautiful face emerged from the mist. A short while ago I couldn’t have him see me naked and now here I was grabbing him and holding him closer. He was naked, his thick chest with manly arms holding me. 
 
   “Use me Rita. Let me pleasure you and feed you.” Sam whispered.
 
   Sam knelt down before me. I licked my lips as his tongue rolled out and licked my thigh. I shuddered again and watched through the tendrils of steamy mist. My shaved womanhood was inches away from the delightfully long tongue. My fingers curled into his golden hair and slowly I maneuvered his mouth to my dripping pussy. Sam’s tongue licked from the bottom of my slit up to my clit. There his tongue lingered, slowly swirling. My body tensed from the sheer power of his touch. Moans dripped from my lips as I grinded my nub on his pointed tongue. 
 
   My body tingled with electricity. My eyes flashed over and I could see glowing lines of life dance through Sam’s body. Invisible tendrils reached out of my body to meet Sam’s glowing lines. Wave after wave of bliss crashed into me as those tendrils hooked into his life lines. Sam’s whole mouth closed over my mound as his tongue lashed my clit. My lips quivered as he traced shapes over my clit. It was getting too much and I moaned louder. 
 
   My energy was feeding off of Sam’s. I held his head in place as I grinded my clit on his tongue. I leaned my back against the stone tiles, lost in the sensations. A second later I could feel the internal build. I bent my head back and let out a deep cry as I climaxed. I let out little whimpers trying to milk it for all its worth. But neither of us was done yet.
 
   Sam stood up. My tendrils were still attached to his life force. I looked down and nearly gasped at the size of his cock. It was thick, meaty, half hard and growing harder with each second. My hands took hold of his monster and guided it close. Sam was too tall to take me standing up. One leg curled around his waist and then the other. Sam held me up with strong hands and pressed my back against the stone tiles.
 
   “Fuck me with that monster cock. Fuck me now!” I demanded.
 
   Silently Sam pushed the head of his thick cock against my throbbing pussy. I tasted his life force as he pleasured me with his tongue but now I felt like I was getting a meal. My honey and shower water lubed up his cock as the head spread my pussy lips. Sam was the biggest I ever had by far. He was pushing me slightly beyond my limit but my hunger would not be stopped. Slowly I eased onto his fat cock, adjusting as I accommodated him. With each inch he pushed in, the hotter I grew. My arms clasped around his wide shoulders and like a possessed demon, I pushed my hips further down on his wide shaft. When I reached the hilt I let out whimper. Sam slowly moved his hips back and forth, his rod sliding in and out of my tight slit. I held on for dear life as I not only drank in his cock but his life force as well. He stretched my walls and I could feel every vein on his cock. Sam grabbed my firm ass and held me as he upped the tempo. I was going to tell him to slow down when I was blinded by an orgasm. Nothing but moans floated from my lips as Sam’s cock speared my gash. With each thrust, life force poured into me. I was getting close to that nirvana point Sam mentioned earlier. 
 
   Sam sandwiched me against the wall. Hot water rained down on our entwined bodies. I bit his shoulder. Sam grunted but didn’t slow down. I was becoming a primal animal as I clamped my teeth on his muscled shoulder and squeezed his monster cock with my pussy. This only caused Sam to push harder into me, fucking me to my limit. I let go of his shoulder as heat and energy swirled through out my body. There was a buildup in between my legs. I wanted to scream at Sam, telling him to never stop! Never ever stop! 
 
   Sam’s cock bugled in me, spreading me even wider. My moans disappeared as a chain of orgasms blasted through my being. One after the other, mini explosions filled all my senses and I was lost in their light. Sam’s cock stiffened. He grunted and come spurted into my tight slit. I drank in his life force while my pussy filled with his seed. The hungry pit was filled and it quieted down. My demon blood sang quietly but it was still there, begging for more.
 
   “I hope I didn’t hurt you, Mistress?” Sam asked heaving.
 
   I put down one shaky leg and then another. Sam slid his monster cock out of me and I gasped. My hand was on his arm for support. “I don’t think you did. I can feel my body returning to normal. But I still want more.” I couldn’t believe what I was saying.
 
   “That is okay Mistress. I’m sure the clan leaders with do everything they can to satisfy you.” Sam gave a weak smile.
 
   Sam turned off the water and silence filled the showers. He then took my towel and wrapped my shoulders. Gently he helped me along to my room. Inside I let the towel drop and started digging through the dresser for something to wear. After the shower I had little to hide from the blonde beefcake. Sam stood naked. I picked out a dress and held it before me. It seemed like it would fit. Was this going to be my new normal? Taking men as I wished and fucking them so I can live? I needed to get back to Alina before my head exploded with more questions.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Three
 
   I walked into the main room. Sam trailed behind me dressed only in his white jeans. He seemed perfectly content to be shirtless, not that I minded. I found myself feeling lighter and positive. Sam’s life force seemed to nourish my hunger but it wasn’t enough. Even now, with Sam behind me, I wanted him to service me again and again until I was sated. But in the back of my mind I knew if I did that he would die. He was much too pretty to take advantage and on top of that I didn’t know how Lex would handle that. I’m sure it would be bad so I wasn’t willing to take the chance.
 
   The main room was filled with people. They stopped talking and beamed smiles in my direction. I slowed my walk and tilted my head forward in embarrassment. I was wearing a short simple black dress and nothing else. I didn’t even have shoes on. The vibe had a sense of comfort I couldn’t quite put my finger on. I tried to not think about it. Alina was there, talking to several beautiful people. She noticed me and politely broke away, her hands reached out and took mine. 
 
   “You look stunning. I see you have made yourself at home.” Alina said cheerfully.
 
   “Is this too comfortable? Should I change?” I really didn’t want to come off presumptuous.
 
   “Nonsense, it is perfect for tonight.” Alina eyed me for a moment. “You fed recently?”
 
   “Yes. Sam was…uh..nice enough to help me with that.” My eyes glanced over at Sam who was chatting up another guest.
 
   “How was it?”
 
   “It was good.” I said shuffling my feet. “But I’m still hungry.” I admitted.
 
   “It’s understandable. All young ones have a voracious appetite. It will take some time before you get fully used to the hunger.”
 
   I blinked. “So I’m going to be sex hungry all the time? How am I going to do anything if I’m fucking every minute of every night?”
 
   Alina laughed. “You worry too much. Has anyone talked to you about clans?”
 
   “Sam mentioned it but didn’t go into full details.”
 
   Alina wrapped an arm around me and led me to the bar. We both took a stool as the bartender came over for drinks. Alina ordered a whiskey while I ordered a cosmopolitan. The energy in the room was dazzling and the people gave off such warm intensity, it took all I had to focus on Alina.
 
   “Those of us with the demon blood will always be hungry. It is safer to have a clan of your own so you can feed regularly. But it takes time and trust to find those willing to accept our invitation and be essentially a sex servant. Once you have your own clan, it gets easier to live an almost normal life.”
 
   I sipped my Cosmo. “I have to have a bunch of people I have sex with routinely?”
 
   Alina nodded. “If you don’t have a number of people you can feed off of, there is a chance you may go mad with lust, like with the man at the rest stop. If you have a normal feeding clan then the chances are very low the hunger will take over. Always drink some of their life force but not all. It is a cardinal rule in the Society.”
 
   My eyes fell to my drink. “I still feel awful about that.”
 
   Alina put her hand over mine. “We have all been there at one time or another. But you won’t have to worry too much about that for a while.”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   Alina’s eyes twinkled as she spoke to me. “I have already talked to Lex and he has given me his blessing. I will be your Mistress and you will be my Lover. I will teach you our ways, protect you and care for you until you are ready to start a clan of your own and be a full member of the Society.” 
 
   I was stunned. “I don’t know what to say.”
 
   “Are you willing to trust me and love me?” Alina asked with a slight smile.
 
   “I have so far.” I said with my eyes falling to my drink again.
 
   “Then give me your answer after the declaration.” Alina stood up and moved to the center of the crowd.
 
   I sat there on the stool dumbfounded. It felt like she was proposing to me and didn’t want my answer just yet. Alina snapped her fingers. Some of the guests quieted down. Lex tapped his glass with a pointed fingernail and the room fell completely silent.
 
   “My brothers, sisters and lovers, I have come back from a long slumber. I know life has changed in the time I’ve been away. I know my clan has split and joined some of the other clans and I thank you for taking care of my family. Now that I am back, I do ask if you will consider coming back to me. Do not answer just yet but take time to think it over.”
 
   The crowd mumbled. Some cheered and whistled while others remained silent. Alina continued.
 
   “But tonight is a time of celebration! I have a wondrous young succubus who saved me from an eternity of purgatory. She trusted in me when she had no reason to do so. She has travelled with me and we are just beginning to know each other. She will need guidance on this life of ours and I have taken it upon myself to be her Mistress and Lover.”
 
   Alina turned to me, her hand outstretched to me. The crowd parted and all eyes fell on me. My heart pounded in my chest. I think she is proposing to me!
 
   “Rita Turner, will you be my lover? Will you share this journey with me until you are ready to take another?”
 
   I was still as a frozen pond. The guests remained silent, watching my every move. This was a big decision. My mind went back to that poor man at the rest stop. If Alina wasn’t there to stop me, I would have killed him. She would be my teacher, showing me how to live this life. Deep down I knew I didn’t have a choice but for now I decided to see where this journey would take me.
 
   I stood up. The entire room seemed on edge. I took one step after another toward Alina’s open arms. When I was close, I hesitated. The crowd nearly jumped from the anticipation. With one final breath, I tilted my chin up and stared into Alina’s beautiful eyes.
 
   I simply said “Yes.”
 
   The room erupted in applause. Alina and I hugged each other. Soon more arms encircled us. The energy in the room jumped up to eleven. My Succubus mistress bent her head down and kissed me. I returned the kiss, her tongue sliding into my mouth. I let my tongue play with hers. Hands travelled up and down my body. Flesh pressed against mine. I broke our embrace and looked around. Guests were taking their clothes off. Some were trapped in lustful kissing and touching as the mood of the room grew wetter.
 
   “What’s happening?”
 
   Alina gave a hot little smirk. “We celebrate our union. We all take part with our flesh and bond to bring you into our families, our Society.”
 
   “Can we feed?” I was still very hungry.
 
   “You won’t be able to feed off others with the demon blood but you will be able to feed off the humans. As we share, take a little from everyone and you should be very full tonight.” Alina ran a finger across my neck.
 
   I held her close, snuggling into her ample chest. I reached out to sense her life force but found nothing. Someone came up behind me and lifted my dress slightly; his heart beat pounded with excitement. I could feel his life force as it glowed like a beacon in the night. A hand slid up my thigh and gently kneaded my ass. I wasn’t wearing any underwear. Something in me wanted me to be ready. My hunger grew and my inhibitions faded. The old Rita was fading into the background. Was I really losing myself? Did my old life really matter anymore?
 
   A fingertip ran along my slit. I looked to see Alina’s hand up my dress. She put that same finger up to her lips drenched in my honey; her tongue snaked out and licked it. I found myself smiling.
 
   Everyone in the room was naked. Bodies writhed as they teased and played with each other. My breathing was hot as I watched couples and groups touch, feeling and sucking each other. The man behind me hoisted my dress up a bit more and something hard pressed in between my ass cheeks. Alina took the dress in her hands and lifted it over my head, tossing it to one side. I was naked and free. The man’s cock pushed against my tight gash, I bended hips toward him. His cock pressed against my thin line and pushed in. I let out a long deep moan as inch after inch filled me. Alina removed her clothes in a blink of an eye. She pressed her firm tits against my perky ones. Her hand was on my womanhood feeling the man behind me push in and out of my tight cunt. She began rubbing my clit which sent shivers up and down my body. Another woman joined us and started kissing and fondling me. I tapped into the man’s life force and the woman kissing me. It was like a river spilling into my empty soul. I drank them in while they played and fucked me.
 
   My hands were on Alina’s hips. She licked my neck as my hand drifted to her bare pussy. I found her clit easy enough and rubbed gently. She cooed and moaned her approval. I could feel both of us feeding off the woman kissing me. This made her squeeze and tongue me more. The man inside of me picked up the tempo, thrusting in and out of me at a steady pace. I felt the growing glow of an orgasm and thrust my hips down on his hard cock. Our bodies moved in unison, caught in the flow of naked bodies. His cock bulged and I cried out. Come spurted into my tight slit while I climaxed squeezing his hard cock as tight as I could. The man’s cock slipped out and someone else took his place. Before I could do anything, another thicker cock pushed in. I groaned and wiggled to fit as much as I could in me.
 
   Alina took my hand and led me forward. As I moved so did the stud behind me. Alina flopped onto couch. The cock slipped out. My mistress pulled me down to my knees on the carpeted floor. She guided my head to her creamy thighs, her engorged lips glistening in the light. 
 
    “Please me little one. Don’t stop until I tell you.” 
 
   I was entranced by her beauty. I leaned in and licked her dripping line. My tongue swirled around her clit and my mistress moaned. The big cock pushed into me from behind. I licked and slathered my mistress while was I rammed from behind. Each thrust made me wetter. Every time he trusted to the hilt, I squeezed trying to hold him in. Pleasure crashed into me in massive waves. I was no longer Rita but some wild beast fornicating to live. I tapped his life force and that made him harder in me. Alina’s scent was driving me crazy. I looked up to see Sam’s cock in her mouth. She sucked slowly as inches appeared and disappeared in her lips. 
 
   I heard a grunt and a stream of come exploded in me. I could feel it was an obscene amount, dripping from womanhood. I felt the rush of another orgasm growing inside me but the man behind me pulled out. I whimpered as I licked Alina’s wet pussy. I continued and Alina pressed her thighs to the sides of my head. She held me there and I quickened my pace. I drank in her juices with every tongue lashing. She gave one final squeeze and gave a muffled scream with Sam’s cock in her mouth.
 
   “Take her! Take her! Make her orgasm over and over.” Said a feminine voice behind me.
 
   Hands grabbed me and hoisted me up. I was dizzy from all the lust that I barely felt myself get thrown down on the couch. Hands held my arms in place. As I tried to struggle, a woman buried her head in between my thighs. I let out moans as she attacked my clit. I never knew it could all feel this good. She worked me up pretty quickly. Before I knew it, I climaxed with my hips bucking in her face. She pulled away laughing and another woman took her place. Energy poured into me and I drank it down like a greedy beast. Again my clit was assaulted and I cried out not wanting them to stop.
 
   My eyes opened and I could see I was the main attraction. Some people fucked but most stood over me, watching and stroking themselves to my exposed body being used. Another orgasm stormed my senses. The woman pulled away moaning in delight and another woman took her place. I didn’t know how many times I could do this. Was this going to go all night? Alina was next to me, holding me with one hand while playing with my nipple in another. Her touch was practiced and smooth. I felt hotter with each second that passed. 
 
   Orgasm after orgasm exploded in me as women took turns licking my clit. Some were human and I would take some of their life force while others were clearly succubi. I think they just wanted to make me come over and over again to their delight. I didn’t mind. With each orgasm I felt I was closer to that place I wanted to be.
 
   “Now give the men a turn!” Lex shouted.
 
   Everyone pulled away. I was gasping to catch my breath. My body was flush with such intense energy. Several men moved in close. One sat next to me. He was big and strong with black hair. He lifted me up by my waist. I looked down at his cock. It was as big as Sam’s. I could feel come and pussy juices dripping from my exposed gash. He wasted no time forcing me down on his manhood, his rod opening me up. I made an O with my mouth as he forced me down to the hilt. He was incredibly snug and I leaned forward to press my tits against his rock hard chest. 
 
   Hands pulled my ass cheeks wide. I could feel a hard cock pushed against my asshole. I cried out as the head opened me up and slid into my tight pucker. I grimaced on how large they were. I didn’t even know their names and they just used me like some fuck doll. I gasped as my pussy and ass accommodated their fuck tools. Before I knew it, someone grabbed my hair and shoved their cock in my mouth. All my holes were filled as they all pushed from different directions. More hands appeared all over my body as three men fucked me anyway they could. A big hard cock pressed against my hand and I obliged by stroking it. I felt a wet pussy at my other hand and did my best to rub their clit.
 
   Moans, cries and grunts filled the room. Alina whispered in my ear how well I was doing. I drank in life from all sides. The cock in my mouth bulged and sprayed my throat with molten hot come. I drank it down, sending the energy to my rapidly filling pit. He pulled my hair forcing every last drop in me. When he pulled out, another cock took its place. The cock I was stroking stiffened. Come sprayed across my arm, neck and cheek. When he pulled away, I took the moment to grab the man I was on top of to steady myself. I moaned deep in my throat as bodies pushed into me. The cock in my ass pulled out. I heard some stroking and spurts of come showered all over my back and ass. Motes of energy floated up from each of those drops of come and fell into my hungry pit. The cock in my pussy bulged, stretching me wider. I gave a muffled scream while still sucking away. Hot jets of come burst in my tight hole and more burst into my mouth. With all the life energy flowing into me, my eyes went wide and I had the biggest orgasm of my life. I climaxed again and again, over and over. I didn’t know where I ended and everyone else began. The world took a soft hue as I milked every drop of life force and come I could take. My body bucked and shuddered. My pussy quivered as the cock in me stayed hard. I moved automatically as the cock in my mouth slipped out and nipple took its place. Another hard cock pushed into my waiting ass. I clutched the black haired man below me. My fingers dug into his flesh and the world went red.
 
   Without warning, something inside me pushed to get out. I moaned loudly as pinpoints of energy appeared on my forehead. I felt my tail bone glow and something shifted and grew. Every inch of me was changing. My eyes drank in the scene before me and I growled. Several people in the group started to change. Black horns broke skin. Pointed tails snaked out. Fingers and legs elongated. I managed to see myself in the bar mirror. Small horns pushed out into the waking world. I could feel my own tail snaking around behind me. I gazed at Alina as she too transformed into the very same creature I saw when she rose from her imprisonment. Her tongue snaked out as her eyes became that of a predator. Sam backed away but Alina launched herself onto him, knocking him to the ground. Despite his size, he seemed afraid and excited at the same time. She grabbed the base of his cock and drove her hungry pussy onto him. She rammed her hips down on his massive member, over and over without slowing down.
 
   My eyes focused on the man inside my pussy. The one in my ass pulled out but I didn’t mind that. I was purely focused on the one still inside me. He eyed me with fear. I held him down with my oversized hands and pumped my hips on his still hard cock. He was very still as I slowly moved up and down inch by inch on his veiny manhood. I dug claws into his flesh, leaving red lines of blood in my wake. He gasped quietly and I growled. My tongue ran over sharpened teeth. I lowered my head to his shoulder. The black haired hunk quivered to my touch. I sank my teeth ever so slightly into his flesh. I didn’t have to go deep to taste his blood. I made heavy thrusts onto his cock while licking his wounds. His cock stiffened and jets of come spurted into me. I milked his cock for all its worth. When he grew soft, I stood up.
 
   I watched like a hungry monster. Alina beckoned me over with a long black nail. I stalked over to Sam who lay on the floor with his cock half buried in her. She slid off his thick manhood and pushed me down on him. Without hesitation I took his cock in me. I squeezed him and he whimpered.
 
   “I don’t want this to stop. I never want this to stop!” I growled in a voice I never used before.
 
   Alina cackled.” Don’t worry my lover. We have such pleasures to show you. It is the blood of legends!”
 
   Sam let out a cry. His cock bulged and sprayed my insides with his delicious come. Alina and I laughed. I slid off and she mounted him again. I bent forward with my long tongue and licked her nipples. She ran claws lightly over Sam’s skin. Even next to Alina I could feel her power forcing Sam to get hard again. I licked and touched Alina, waiting for her to finish so I could come again and again.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Four
 
   The city was alive with people rushing to their destinations. Alina and I sat at an outdoor café with Bloody Mary’s on the table and sunglasses on. I sipped my drink while pushing my sunglasses up. I was surprised by how much energy I had since the events of last night. Alina was staring off at the people while sipping from a straw. We were quiet for a long time. Alina spoke first.
 
   “I know last night was a bit of a shock.”
 
   I took another sip of my drink before placing it on the table. “Not as bad as I thought it would be. But I do have to ask, is it always like that?”
 
   Alina smirked. “Most of the Society meetings are like that. Clans run their families to their own tastes and desires. But when we all meet, we all share.”
 
   “Are you sure everyone was okay with last night? I mean, there was some blood and we did keep going to sunrise.”
 
   Alina tilted her shades to look at me. “I do think they may have been holding back a little last night. But everyone will be fine. Everyone there got off and they all wanted it. You were the cherry on top.”
 
   I swirled my drink with my straw. “So what happens now?”
 
   Alina was silent for a moment. “We leave.” She said flatly.
 
   I could feel my eyebrows arch up. “Leave? Why?”
 
   Alina’s face saddened. “Before my imprisonment, I had a lover, a true blood lover. His name is William. I want to find him again.”
 
   “But I thought I was your lover? I don’t understand.” I was getting really confused.
 
   Alina smiled. “You are my lover but in a teacher and student way. A true lover is one who completes you. They become your calm. They bring serenity to your demon blood. A true lover is like an angel who has fallen for you. I need to find William. I know I have already asked a lot of you.”
 
   “Where is he?” My hand reached out to touch Alina’s.
 
   The succubus looked away. “Lex last heard he was on the west coast.”
 
   I took a long sip of my drink and put it down. “When are we leaving?”
 
   Alina took off her sunglasses. “You understand that this could be dangerous. There are other things out there besides our kind. I just want to be clear with you so there are no misunderstandings.”
 
   It was my turn to smile. “In a few days you have changed my life completely. I was honest when I wanted to go on this journey with you. If last night happened any other time in my life, I would have checked into an asylum. But it proved that this life isn’t so strange to me. I’m ready to follow you for as long as you will have me.”
 
   Alina tilted her head. She then brought her face close to mine and kissed me. Passion welled up from both of us as we shared our lips and tongues. When we broke our touch, Alina put her sunglasses back on and leaned back with her drink in her hand.
 
   “We will leave in a couple of nights. But first we should take in the sights and nightlife before we go. I’m sure we could get into a little trouble while are here.” Alina held up her glass.
 
   “To love, lust and adventure!” I cheered holding up my glass.
 
   We clinked glasses and gulped down most of our Bloody Mary’s. A minute later a few people from last night showed up with marks on whatever skin was exposed and bright smiles on their faces. We invited them to join us and spent the morning laughing and talking about last night. While Alina talked, I eyed her with calm joy. She was so alone for so long I think it nearly broke her. To see her reconnecting with people again made my heart soar. It wasn’t just her helping me break out of my shell. I was helping her reclaim her life. And for the first time in my life, I felt I had found my true path. 
 
   Sam was there and he talked about his harrowing sexy experience with me and Alina. His facial expressions made me laugh harder than I thought I ever could. The waiter came by with more drinks and we laughed the morning away.
 
    
 
   ~Fin~
 
   


 
   
  
 

Tainted Demons
 
   One Drop
 
   The door handle was cool. I found myself enjoying the soothing coolness of the metal handle in my hand. The world was a blank slate until this very moment. Sensations swirled over my body and mind. Where was I? Slowly I turned my head around. The area was wide and misty in the night air. Shadows moved at the tree edge of the immense grass fields. There were no stars in the sky, only a full moon with radiant light making the mist glow.
 
   Automatically I turned back to the heavy wooden double doors. They stood ominously before me, judging me on whether I was going to enter or not. I glanced over to see smooth gargoyles looking outward, ready to ward off evil spirits. The shadows played tricks because one of them turned to peer down on me. I blinked and he was back in place, watching the shadows at the edge of the forest.
 
   Muscles worked and I pushed at the heavy door, wetness clinging to my body as I stepped past the threshold and entered the mysterious ancient building. The lights were dim as I took wet steps toward the visitor's desk. Why was I wet? Why was I cold? I briefly looked down to see that I wore a simple white dress, soaked in water. A water weed hung off my shoulder. My right hand was covered in blood from the finger tips to nearly my elbow. Did I use that hand to open the door? Did I leave blood stains? Will they get mad and make me clean it up?
 
   A dim light shined up from the desk, illuminating a gaunt nurse's face. Her eyes flicked up and stared at me with no emotion. With slow steps I moved toward her creepy eyes. I knew I needed to be here but at the same time I didn't want to be here. The nurse picked up an old fashion phone and dialed as I took my time walking to her. It seemed we both had all the time in the world.
 
   Cold tendrils danced along my arms and legs. It was difficult to move like a normal person. I felt like a wet zombie trying to get to the nurse and eat her brains. A smile crept into my face at the thought. I reached the nurse and put my wet and bloody hands on the desk.
 
   "Welcome to Blackburn Asylum. How can I help you?" The nurse said with practiced ease and fake smile.
 
   "I would like to voluntary commit myself." I said it like I was ordering a pizza.
 
   The nurse’s eyes shifted to my bloody hand. "Reason?"
 
   "I used to love." I smiled.
 
   The nurse nodded and wrote in an old fashion leather journal. "Name?"
 
   "Annabelle Torres." I said robotically.
 
   "Age?" 
 
   "Twenty-two."
 
   "Do you have any relatives you wish notified of your stay here at Blackburn?"
 
   I hesitated. "Not anymore."
 
   Two large men in white walked through a door behind the creepy nurse. Muscles bulged as they moved around the desk and stood on either side of me. One had black hair and an impossibly square jaw. The other was African American who looked like his muscles were going to burst out of his shirt. The nurse picked up a clip board and put it down in front of me. I looked down to see it was my entry paperwork. A pen was placed on top.
 
   "Please sign at the bottom."  
 
    I looked down at my bloody hand. Smiling, I used my pointer finger and scribbled my name in blood at the bottom. The nurse was unfazed as she took it back and nodded to the two gentlemen.
 
    "My name is Nurse Sykes." Ms. Sykes pointed to the name badge right over her busty chest. "Orderlies Harry and Ron will clean you up and take you to your room. Tomorrow you will be examined. The orderlies will give you something to help you sleep."  
 
   I looked at each man in turn. "Harry and Ron, Like from the wizard’s school?" I think I laughed a little too loud.
 
   The two men gave each other a tired look. Each one took hold of each of my arms. I didn't struggle as they guided me down a long hall. The place was big with pointed vaulted ceilings and stone walls that looked like they belonged in a mausoleum. The world flashed with images. I was guided around twists and turns. Nurses and orderlies passed with blank stares. The more I walked, the more unhinged I felt. I tried to pass the time by figuring out why there were such vast gaps of darkness in my memory. Instead the darkness teased me by whispering nonsense and pulling away like a child holding your toy.
 
   Harry and Ron led me to a door and nearly pushed me through. Inside it was the blackest darkness I ever felt. Lights came on, blinding me and forcing my arm over my eyes. Rough hands pulled at my wet white dress. I remained still as they pulled it over my head.
 
   "Shouldn't nurses be here, cleaning me up?" My voice echoing off the tiled walls.
 
   Harry and Ron ignored me. My eyes adjusted just as Harry undid my bra and pulled it off. Ron pulled my panties down and I stepped out of them. The room was some kind of shower. The walls were covered in white tiles with shower heads overhead and hoses rolled up on the walls. My heart started to quicken not from the fact that I was stark naked but when Harry started to unroll one of the hoses.
 
   "I can stand in the shower. I don't think we will need the......" I finished with a scream.
 
   Cold water blasted my naked body. I thought I was cold before but this was like liquid ice. I cried out for them to stop but they watched with dark eyes. Harry started to smile, flexing his square jaw as water collided with me. I huddled against the wall and bent down to nearly a fetal position, goose bumps all over my body. Blood mixed with water and spiraled down the drain. I moaned as ice water cut deep into my skin.
 
   "Make sure you spray that bubble ass." Ron said in a deep voice.
 
   Pain and cold whipped out of control. I begged them to stop but they were thorough, hosing me down like some wild animal. The cold gave way to numbness and the moment I stopped screaming and begging, they stooped. I huddled against the wall until their rough hands picked me up. Towels were shoved in my face and down my body. Ron took a squeeze of my ample breast while Harry was sure to grab my ass hard. I said and did nothing, letting them get their cheap feels. I had a feeling that I have let men do worse but those memories hid in the darkness just like the rest.
 
   Harry walked off to a closet. Ron was sure to dry my legs off while letting his fingers glide over my shaven slit. A shock of bliss ran up and down my spine. I looked at Ron while he was crotched down, admiring my womanhood.
 
   "Take a picture." I said indifferently.
 
   Ron looked up with light shining off his shaven head. "Maybe later, it is after all your first night."
 
   We stared until Harry came over. He had a simple gray dress with a few stains on the bottom. The large orderly flicked his chin and I put my arms up. Both men put it over my head and brought it down. It smelled clean but looked like it was used one too many times. It fit snugly and caused my curvy body to show a little more curve, especially in the chest and ass area.
 
   The two men took me by the arms and guided me out. The chill in my bones faded and my mind dimmed. After another series of twists and turns, I stood in front of a large black metal door. A nurse and another orderly looked up from a glass booth by the door. I could see that they could see this side of the door and looked down what I assumed was a hallway. The nurse nodded and the door buzzed. Harry pulled it open and I was dragged in.
 
   Metal doors lined the sides of the long, archaic hall. I instantly imagined there would be crazy screams and banging to wake the dead. Instead I was greeted by pure silence. A graveyard was never this quiet. I almost felt rude shuffling along barefoot, disturbing the peace and calmness.
 
   We stopped in front of a metal door labeled 22. I smiled because it showed my age. Ron opened it and I was shoved in. There was a lone bed with straps and cuffs attached and little else. A simple bulb lit up the plain room, casting shadows in the corners. A small barred window was above the bed, glowing with night light. The two giants pushed me to the bed. Harry pushed a little harder and I fell into the bed.
 
   "Cuffs, kinky." I said as I rolled onto my back.
 
   Two men moved with practiced ease, cuffing and tightening the straps around my wrists and ankles. When they finished, the nurse from the booth walked in. I felt my eyes widen to the syringe in her hand. I looked away to her name badge; Nurse Waters gleamed back in the dim light.
 
   "Hold her." Nurse Waters commanded, with a hint of annoyance in her tone.
 
   Harry and Ron held me down, putting their weight into their arms. I didn't struggle but my eyes were transfixed on the syringe in Nurse Water’s hand. She moved closer, bending slightly at the knees. She handed the syringe to Ron and he took it with one hand. The nurse pulled out a rubber tube and tied it around my arm.
 
   Staring at the syringe in Ron's hand sent a creepy vibe under my skin. The medicine inside wasn't clear but a dark blue with pulsating black veins. It was something I had never seen before and the more I stared, the more I began to struggle. Harry tightened with both hands while Ron tightened with one. Ron smiled as he watched me panic and stare at the syringe.
 
   "What is that? That doesn't look like medicine!" I screeched.
 
   "It will help you sleep." Nurse Waters said indifferently.
 
   "Tell me what it is you fucking bitch!" I screamed at the top of my lungs.
 
   Frantic, I tried to thrash but the straps and the wizard orderlies held me like a vice. Nurse Waters tapped my arm and a blue vein rose to the surface. Harry took one of his hands and clamped it over my screaming mouth.
 
   "She is going to bite you." Ron said with a knowing smirk.
 
   I bit down hard on the fleshy part of Harry's hand. The square jawed mountain of muscle didn't even flinch. I bit harder and harder but Harry looked at me like I was a kitten. The needle slid into my vein and I released my bite. A spike of cold flowed into me, followed by a stream of heat. Harry moved his hand and only a gasp floated up my throat. Tingling washed over my senses as my eyes grew wider. I turned my head to see the blue and black medicine pumping into me until the syringe was empty. Nurse Waters yanked it out and pulled the rubber tube from around my arm.
 
   Tentacles of heat crawled along my nerves and swam with my blood. Clouds drifted into my dark mind and my chest heaved upward. I settled back into the soft bed, looking up at the black outlines of my keepers. Nurse Waters was first to leave. Harry gave Ron a look. Ron shook his head lightly. Harry stepped away and closed the door behind him.
 
   I stared at Ron and gave him a sleepy shy smile. The orderly knelt down and stared at me as I writhed. Everything felt so good. I mean I felt like I was floating on clouds of bliss mixed with a glass of red wine. A dark hand touched my thigh and I giggled. Fingers slid along my smooth skin, getting higher and higher up my leg. The touch was like little sprinkles of heaven. With hazy vision I picked up my head to see what Ron was doing.
 
   Ron kept his focus on my thigh. He reached the bottom of my gray dress and slid underneath. I found myself opening my legs. He only wanted to touch me. He liked how I looked. How can I say no?
 
   "Touch me. Please touch me." I whimpered.
 
   Ron continued his journey. Fingers ran along the tenderness of my inner thigh and soon he touched my thin line. Instantly I felt wetness spill out. Thick fingers pushed at my line and moved along it. When he grazed my throbbing clit, a loud moan filled the room. I couldn't move my arms and legs but I moved my pelvis, rubbing myself on his fingers like a horny animal.
 
   "Just one drop." Ron said like he was talking to an old friend.
 
   I moved and pushed myself on his fingers. Pleasure flowed up and around my body. The medicine only made everything more intense. Ron's thumb touched and pressed my pink nub. I moved myself along it, milking pulses of pleasure. Ron watched me as I moaned and begged for more.
 
   After long wonderful shades of pleasure, Ron pulled away. I stared at him, hurt that he would stop. His dark fingers glistened with my honey. The bald man put his head back with his fingers over his mouth. I stared as a drop of my honey fell from a fingertip and landed on his tongue. Fire blazed through me and I made whimpering sounds, wanting him to take me.
 
   Ron tilted his head and gazed at me. Eyes moved over my body but there was something odd. His pupils melted up and down, forming into slits. The medicine must have been screwing with me because his eyes took an otherworldly glow. Red irises peered back at me and I would have felt terror if not for this warm medicine in my veins. Ron hissed his delight as fingers touched my womanhood and gently pressed. My fire was burning hot. I whispered for him to take me, force himself on me. Instead, he watched me like rat in a trap.
 
   "You are delicious but for now you need your sleep. I'm sure there will be visits where you will beg me to stop. I won't but it will be nice to hear you beg."
 
   Ron pulled his fingers and gave my thigh a gentle little pat. Arms and legs pulled at restraints. Ron stepped to the door and opened it. He gave me one last wicked look with those eyes, those strange serpentine eyes. I beckoned with my tongue for him to come back and continue to pleasure me. Ron closed the door and a lock lurched into place. 
 
   The lone light bulb flickered. I stared at its glow knowing I used to love. Now I lay strapped to a bed, unable to pleasure even myself. A heavy feeling spread over my chest. My breathing grew labored and my eyes rolled into my head. Did I make the right choice? Did I belong here, alone without any hope of contact with the outside world? Blessed darkness shrouded the glow of the single light. I let it blanket my mind and my heart as I fell away like a broken doll, sinking into a gentle autumn stream.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Two Fingers
 
   I annoyingly smoothed my uniform dress. The gray was hideous in the defused light and my surroundings weren't that much better. The leather couch I sat on was weathered and peeling. I think it used to be a deep black but now it looked like it was turning gray, just like my dress. Light spilled in from a large window with thick iron bars. The glass was frosted white so the only thing you could see was if it was night or day. Considering my morning, I wished it was night again.
 
   Wake up call was a banging on each metal door. It was loud enough to wake the dead and I believe that was their intention. When the banging reached my door, the lock turned and two orderlies walked in. They undid my straps and nearly shoved me out of my cell. The hallway was crowded with men and woman dressed in similar clothing. The women wore gray dresses while the men wore gray shirts and loose, almost pajama pants. Everyone moved the same, their heads down and heading in one direction. 
 
   I thought I was going to join the zombie parade until the two men in white pushed me down a side hallway. I ended up at the bathroom, finally a place where I could primp and put myself together. I opened the door and stepped in. The two men followed me. I looked back to see two sets of tired expressions. 
 
   Internal pressure was building. I didn't realize it until I saw the toilet that I really had to go.
 
   "Can a girl get some privacy?" I said while tilting my head to the toilet.
 
   The two orderlies stood silently, arms crossed and dour expressions.
 
   "Shouldn't there be nurses in here instead of you guys? If you're watching me then who is watching the men when they pee?" I said as I backed into a stall, noticing that there were no doors on them. 
 
   The men in white remained, silent like to two statues. Since everything was pretty strange to begin with, I hiked up my gray dress and hovered over the seat. It was then the smell hit me. At first the chemical stench wanted to make me puke. I always hated hospitals for that sterile chemical smell but in here, it was turned up to eleven. It was like they hosed the place down with that stuff. I doubted a single bacterium lived in these stalls. You think that would have brought me relief but instead it just added to my already addled mind.
 
   It took about ten seconds but after the first trickle, a river of pee splashed. My moan was euphoric. A quick wipe and I pulled down my dress. I did wonder when I was going to get some underwear because everyone can't be running around and not having any accidents.
 
   Hunk One and Hunk Two practically pulled me out of the bathroom when I finished washing my hands. After climbing a number of spiral staircases and walking down several desolate hallways, they dumped me in this room and locked the door behind me.
 
   I sat and pulled on the hem of my dress again. Across from me was a single comfortable chair and behind that was a large oak desk. The desk top was empty and when I checked the drawers earlier, they were locked. There wasn't even so much as a piece of paper in view. I leaned back and simply wondered if I was going to get breakfast soon.
 
   The door opened behind me. I turned my head to see a man with short slicked back hair and glasses walk in. Head was bent down, reading at a clipboard. I gave him the once over. The man wore an open lab coat. Underneath I could see an immaculate suit and tie. As he walked passed, I gazed at his incredibly handsome face. Everything about him screamed neat and orderly, side burns were carefully manicured, suit did not have one stray string of fabric and clean shaven like he used a new razor every day. I found myself sitting straighter as he stepped over to the chair across from me and sat down.
 
   "Morning Ms. Annabelle Torres. My name is Dr. Peter Rook. Did you sleep well?" He said, never looking up from the clipboard.
 
   "Like the dead." I smiled.
 
   Dr. Rook continued as if he didn't hear me. "I will be your psychiatrist for the length of your stay here at Blackburn. We will meet every other day or unless needs arise. I'm here to help you."
 
   "Will I be strapped down every night from now on?" 
 
   Dr. Rook looked up. "That is standard procedure for first nights. We find that most patients have a difficult time their first night. We sedate and restrain you for your own protection."
 
   "Will the orderlies molest me every night or was that a first night procedure too?" I thought it was a fair question.
 
   "It says here you walked in with blood covering your right hand. You signed yourself in. What brings you to Blackburn Asylum?"
 
   I gave my best fake smile. If he didn't want to answer my question, then I felt it was best to return the favor. "I heard so many nice things that I had to visit and see what the fuss was about."
 
   Dr. Rook's face was still as stone. "Nothing to do with the car accident last night?"
 
   Car accident? "I wasn't in a car accident."
 
   "Then why did you come to our institution?" Dr. Rook pushed up his glasses.
 
   I drew a blank. I didn't remember anything before walking in the front door. My hand was bloody and I was soaking wet. I glanced down at my right hand. It was covered in small scars. They couldn't have been recent. No way could I have healed overnight. I felt no pain and my hand seemed to be working normally.
 
   "I...I don't know why." I mumbled, my eyes looking down at the linoleum floor.
 
    Dr. Rook scribbled something on the clipboard. "It is not uncommon for patients to have memory loss from a traumatic event. You will stay here with us until we work through your trauma and we see that you're fit enough to leave."
 
   "How long will that take?" I asked, a nervous sensation bleeding into my eyes.
 
   Dr. Rook smiled. "As long as it takes."
 
   I shifted on the faded leather couch. Oppressive silence filled the room. Dr. Rook sat silently, staring at me. My hands went to the edge of my dress and I fidgeted. Tension pushed into my shoulders. My heart dropped as I thought this might have been the biggest mistake in my life. I couldn't even remember what happened and now I could be here forever. 
 
   Dr. Rook reached behind his chair and placed the clipboard on the desk. He turned back and stared at me. "Lift up your dress." The doctor said simply.
 
   The shock snapped me out of my downward worry spiral. "What?"
 
   "Lift up your dress." The doctor repeated. “Lift it to your waist."
 
   "Why do you want me to lift up my dress?" The doctor's words commanding my thin fingers to curl over the hem of my gray uniform dress.
 
   Dr. Rook gazed at me with ice behind his eyes. "I will tell you this once and it will be law for our therapy. I am your key. You are not to question me or speak of it to anyone. If you break these laws, you will be punished. Depending on the severity of disobedience, the punishment will be accordingly. You may speak freely in our sessions but when I give you a command, you must follow it to the letter. Do you understand Ms. Torres?"
 
   I sat, my eyes meeting his chilling gaze. I was at a crossroads. I could tell if I was my usual sarcastic self that he would make my life miserable. My first night showed that there was no one here who was really going to help me. If I fought him then my world would really turn into a fucking hell. Part of me wanted to fight, get up and claw those eyes out. It was the other part that spoke a little too loudly. The good doctor was making it clear that I had no choice. Everything about him displayed control, every hair on his head and every word he spoke. I had to play along and I had to start now. Maybe with time I could figure a way out but for right now, I was in his power.
 
   "Yes." I said looking off to the window.
 
   "To me Ms. Torres, to me."
 
   I turned my eyes and met Dr. Rook's cold blue irises. "Yes. I understand."
 
   The good doctor sat back in his chair, his cold stare warmed and relaxed. "Lift up your dress."
 
   Slowly I pulled up my dress, bringing it to my waist. I sat with my legs closed and my head bent forward. 
 
   "Don't be shy. Display your womanhood." Dr. Rook said in a serious tone.
 
   I opened my legs, cool air touching my sex. I was never ashamed of my body but the doctor's voice sent a charge up and down my spine. Every word had a hypnotic charm that pushed at my boundaries. Thoughts of me as a teenager showing my male friends my nipples turned me on like nothing else. The tension in my shoulders began to bleed away as I sat with open legs. Warmth pumped between my thighs and I watched Dr. Rook as he admired my pussy.
 
   "Using two fingers on your right hand touch yourself, sensually." 
 
   My hand drifted across my thigh and touched my slit. I was already wet, really wet. Fingertips moved along my gash slowly. I ran two fingers from top to bottom and back to top. A rush of bliss filled me when I grazed my pink clit. My stare went from Dr. Rook to my own hand, moving up and down. I wanted to move faster, rubbing my nub and letting an orgasm scream out. I knew if I did that then I would be punished. My heart beat like a war drum as I continued to run along my wet slit.
 
   My two fingers were coated in my honey. I bit my lip as I slowly pressed my sensitive spot and along my womanhood. My hips moved to my fingers, rubbing my clit against my own touch. My vision took on a hazy cloud as a small moan spilled from my lips. My left hand gripped my thigh as two fingers moved over my engorged clit. Feelings of worry and uncertainty washed away with each pass of my nub. I slipped both fingers deep into me. They slid back and forth, covered in wetness. Heat radiated up my neck and my cheeks. My inner thighs grew warmer with each passing moment.
 
   "Do you like it Doctor?" I whimpered, upping the tempo slightly.
 
   Doctor Rook was silent.
 
   "Please Doctor, do you like it?" I begged.
 
   The room was filled with sounds of my breathing and wet sticky whispers. I stared at the doctor, making circular motions over my clit. My eyes pleaded for a response but Doctor Rook kept his gaze on me pleasuring myself. Nerves coiled as a growing pressure pushed internally. Moans intensified and my fingers rubbed faster and faster. The doctor's eyes on me were pushing my limits, his power rolling over me like a tidal wave. All thoughts turned into white noise and my pulse grew louder in my ears. Honey flowed onto the worn leather couch. My body shuddered as I moved closer and closer to climax.
 
   A heated throaty moan rose up from deep within me. My nerves coiled nearly to the breaking point and then released. My hips bucked as I rubbed my clit furiously. Whimpers filled the air as I exploded into a thousand pieces. I mentally picked myself up while rubbing and milking every last drop of pleasure. Serenity blanketed my mind and I collapsed into the leather couch.
 
   Dr. Rook sat back. "Is there is anything to help make your stay more comfortable?"
 
   I moved my hips to my fingers, rubbing myself and eyeing the doctor with a sultry stare. "Are panties a special request?"
 
   Dr. Rook picked up the clipboard from the desk behind him. "I will have one of the nurses bring you everything you need. I will also have them furnish your room so it will be less dreary. You can go. I will see you the day after tomorrow."
 
   The whipping pleasure faded. I stood up, fixing myself as best I could. The smell of sex was all around me. The doctor scribbled away on the clipboard. I took several shaky footsteps to the door. I wanted to look back but instead I opened the door. I stepped out and was greeted by Hunk One and Hunk Two.
 
   "Time for lunch." Hunk one said emotionlessly.
 
   The two orderlies led me down the hall while I tried to walk like a normal person. My head swam and I wondered how absolutely crazy this place was. I had no idea if what I just did pleased him or not but if I had clean underwear waiting for me then maybe I can actually have some control in this mad house.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Three Kisses
 
   The cafeteria was filled with people in gray. Some sat and ate quietly while others carried on conversations. Some were groups of woman, others were groups of men and a few were mixed with both. The place was cavernous much like most rooms in this asylum. Judging from what I had seen it was starting to make sense that Blackburn was a converted church. 
 
   Hunk One and Hunk Two left me at the door so I was free to stand on line for some food. My stomach growled. I had no idea when I last ate but I needed food now, especially after my session with Dr. Rook. Standing in line, I kept checking myself to make sure my dress uniform didn't have any wet spots. When a drop trickled down my leg, I had to catch it with a finger and lick it off because I had no place to wipe. I picked up a tray and walked behind the row of zombies ahead of me. 
 
   I couldn't believe I was humming while food was piled on my tray. It was almost like I had a bright moment and I held on for dear life. Whether it was the doctor's therapy or simply feeling good that I may be treated a little better seemed to make this gray place a little brighter.
 
   With a full tray, I walked over to an empty table and sat down ready to gorge myself. I was starving and ready to consume anything put in front of me. The fork turned into a blur as I shoveled pieces of gravy covered chicken, garlic mashed potatoes and vegetables. Everything tasted wonderful with each bite. Two shadows covered me from behind and I stopped with a fork covered in food, inches from my mouth.
 
   I turned my head to a woman sitting next to me. She placed her tray on the table and smiled. I was about to say something when she leaned in and gave me a peck on the lips. I was stunned and she gave me another one and another one. Then the young woman stabbed at her food and put it in her mouth, smiling and chewing. 
 
   "Don't be alarmed. She doesn't talk to anyone unless she kisses them three times. You get used to it." A voice from behind me said, knocking me out of my temporary shock.
 
   I turned my head to a cute guy with long blonde curls. He stood with a tray in his left hand but his right hand was over his crotch, pulling and rubbing himself. I looked down and up in disbelief. I was ready to grab my tray and walk away from the twisted twosome when the blonde pulled his hand away.
 
   "Sorry. I have Compulsion Masturbation Disorder. I can't stop myself most of the time. My name is Michael."
 
   "I'm Amy." The kissing girl smiled.
 
   I was lost for a long moment before shaking it off. "Hi. I'm Annabelle."
 
   "May we join you?" Michael asked as his hand began to shake.
 
   "It seems you already have." I said and stuffed a fork full of food in my mouth.
 
   Michael sat down one side while Amy continued to eat and stare at me. I tried to get back to eating but Michael's hand moved under the table. I glimpsed down as he stuffed his hand down his pants and stroked himself. I turned to Amy whose brown eyes studied me like I was a lab rat.
 
   "What brings you to Blackburn?" Amy asked.
 
   "Vacation." I said in between mouthfuls of mash potatoes.
 
   "What REALLY brings you to Blackburn?" Amy asked again.
 
   "Vacation." I repeated.
 
   Amy's eyes sharpened slightly. "What REALLY brings you to Blackburn?"
 
   "She has an undiagnosed type of OCD. She will keep going and going the more you evade her." Michael said while still stroking himself.
 
   I looked to Michael and then to Amy. I know I was in the crazy house but even this was a bit weird. "I'm not sure. I think I need help." I said flatly.
 
   Amy smiled and turned to her food. I was staring at her until Michael bumped me with his shoulder.
 
   "Good answer. Amy seems to know when people are telling the truth. Once she is satisfied she returns to her normal routines." Michael smiled.
 
   "Are both of you the welcoming committee?" I asked while trying to keep my eyes from Michael jerking off.
 
   "In a way, I tend to be friendly to everyone. Amy just follows me around. I think she is obsessed with me and my disorder." Michael grinned.
 
   "How long have you two been here?" 
 
   Michael looked up as if deep in thought. "I don't know how long I've been here but Amy has been here for two years."
 
   "Two years two years." Amy repeated.
 
   Michael and Amy went back to their food. I hesitated because the odd feeling was having trouble going away. Across the room, the main cafeteria doors opened and a priest glided in. I watched as the father walked in and patted patients on the shoulder and shook hands. He carried himself dressed in black with a white collar and a welcoming smile. Some of the patients greeted him with smiles while others turned away, unable to look at him. Orderlies along the walls seemed to not even notice him as they stood guard in their white uniforms.
 
   I glanced over at the serving stations. The women behind the counter seemed to be closing up. They moved into the back and a short time later they came out wearing nun habits and clothes. The priest moved to meet them and they hugged in the middle of the cafeteria.
 
   "That's Father Lucas. They will pray for us before going to the church." Michael said into my ear.
 
   "There is church near here?" I asked while watching the priest and nuns bow their heads.
 
   "The church is in the north wing of Blackburn. The nunnery is on Blackburn grounds. The nuns go there every evening while Father Lucas stays in the church. He says he always wants to be ready to help those with spiritual guidance."
 
   Amy looked down at her food. "Never see Father at night. Never see Father at night."
 
   I gave a questioning look to Michael. 
 
   Michael stroked himself. I could see the tip of his cock just emerging from his waistband. It was enough to know that he was circumcised. "If you ever have to see Father Lucas, make sure it is during the day."
 
   "Why?" I asked while watching the Father finishing his prayer and the nuns echoing his words.
 
   Michael and Amy stood up, taking their trays and walking away. I finished up my meal as Father Lucas walked away with nuns following in his footsteps. The moment the main doors closed behind them, a gentle sigh of relief seemed to fill the room. I chewed on my last piece of chicken and wondered just how different was the Father at night?
 
   ***
 
   I walked down the patient wing to my room. All the metal doors were open as I passed room after room. Some rooms were empty while others had patients talking to each other or playing games. It was so odd because it felt like a dormitory instead of a lunatic asylum. Don't get me wrong, there were a few people with the long distant stares, mumbling and moving like the dead but some patients acted like they were completely normal.
 
   Seeing the difference between people only added to my hope that maybe I didn't make the wrong decision. I had been here not even twenty-four hours and I saw a light at the end of the tunnel. Maybe with some time and rest, I will be able to leave a better person? 
 
   I stepped to the door of my room. I opened it and smiled. Comfortable looking sheets covered the bed. In the corner was a small stand with three drawers. On top of the bed was a pile of gray dresses and a pile of white panties. I couldn't believe how excited I was to wear clean underwear! I picked one up and held it to the light. They looked like they were a little worn but they smelled clean. I stepped into the pair in my hands and pulled them up. I danced around a little, getting the feel. I turned around and could see the door across from me was open.
 
   Michael stared back with a hand down his pants. He gave me a gentle smile while he stroked himself. Embarrassed, I smiled back and closed my door. I sat on my bed and let out a sigh. What was I doing? I'm dancing like an idiot because I have underwear now. I was still a prisoner in this mad house. I thought about wanting to leave but my heart sank when I couldn't imagine where I would go. There was a great big world out there but I had no one to run to and no place to call home.
 
   I put my face in my hands, trying to not let this place bring me down. I fought back wet eyes when I put my hands down and looked at my night stand, on it was a leather bound book, quill and inkwell. I reached over and picked up the book. The cover was leather but the pages were blank. I closed the book and put it down. I lay on the bed and stared at the ceiling, hoping I could fall asleep. The noises from the hallway lulled me into a relaxed state. Before long, I drifted into darkness.
 
   ***
 
   Flashes of dim light fluttered. I blinked away dream land as I clawed to the waking world. Hard shadows stood around me as I slowed my blinking. Giant hands reached down and held me in place. My eyes shot open in panic. I cleared away the cobwebs to see Harry holding me down, his face a grimace of unfeeling emotion. I looked over to see a nurse standing over me with a syringe. Fuzziness faded and I could see the same type of syringe from last night, filled with dark blue liquid and pulsating black veins. 
 
   I watched as Nurse Waters put the needle to my arm. Rubber tubing was already tied around my arm and a vein pushed up against the underside of my skin. Nurse Waters smiled and I caught myself staring at her. The woman I saw last night looked like a normal woman but tonight she was different. Eyes were larger and almond shaped with glowing pink irises. She had short hair with pinkish highlights and her ears were slightly pointed. Her smile was sharp as she showed slightly pointed teeth. White and pink hair covered her forearms and black nails stood out longer and sharp.
 
   The needle stabbed into a vein, medicine pumping into my blood. Heat explored my body as tension fell away. I was putty in Harry's grip. The broad orderly let go and left the room. Nurse Waters stood over me, hand caressing my cheek. The single light in my room glowed like a miniature sun. Shadows moved along the walls even though the light was completely still. 
 
   "Why...why do you do this? What is that you give me?" I managed through a vibrant and sweet haze.
 
   "It is your treatment but this time is our time. You wanted more but now I want more." Nurse Waters said with a demonic smile.
 
   I tried to sit up but I fell deeper into the bed as fingers pressed along my mound. Waves of bliss echoed off my inner shell, fingers digging into my white panties, pressing against my clit. A gasp floated up from my lips while the demonic fairy massaged my womanhood.
 
   "I heard you have a sweet taste. I will believe it when I taste it." The pink demon leered.
 
   Fingers pulled aside wet panties and rubbed me deeper. Shadows writhed like wisps of fire to Nurse Water's touch. Whimpers filled the small room. I lifted my heavy head to see a long tongue uncurl from the nurse’s mouth. She eyed me like a piece of meat, letting the tongue snake down and run along my glistening slit. I didn't turn away as the narrow tongue licked at me and settled on my clit for a long moment. My hips moved, pushing against her smooth hot tongue. The nurse's short dress rode up to reveal thigh high white stockings. I pulled at the top of my gray dress uniform, slipping a shoulder out the top. One hand clutched at the bed while another moved into my top to touch my pointed nipple.
 
   Nurse Waters stared with large oval eyes, fingers spreading my lips and her tongue driving into my pink gash. The tip of it touched and caressed my G spot and a shudder ran along my entire body. I tried to squeeze her tongue and that made her caress me again. My womanhood quivered with mounting desire. The demon tongue pushed in, forcing itself deeper into me. The pink nurse moaned her approval as she slathered up my honey with each pass. 
 
   Half moans and strange sounds came up my throat. All I knew was that I wanted more and more. The demon nurse kept pressing and licking at my sensitive spot and I cooed my wet needs. Hips bucked and a growing pressure made me bite my lip. Demon eyes stared while her tongue licked me into submission.
 
   "I need it. Please.....I need you there.....touching me." I whimpered.
 
   A small dark laugh filled my ears. The tongue pushed and ran along my inner world. My nerves lit up like fireworks and I cried out. I arched as an orgasm rippled through me, causing me to take deep breaths with each shock of bliss. The demon tongue pulled out slowly. I lifted my head again to see about several inches of my cream covering the end. Nurse Waters slurped it into her mouth and licked her lips.
 
   "You do have a taste about you." The demon nurse leered.
 
   The pink demon moved from me. Clawed fingers grabbed at my side and rolled me onto the floor. I hit it with a thud, still reeling from the orgasm. The nurse sat on the edge and lifted her skirt up. I sat up sluggishly and was confronted with a hairy pink pussy. The hair had the shape of a Mohawk and practically glowed neon pink.
 
   "Sister needs her cunt licked." The pink demon stared at me.
 
   I hesitated, my mind still confused and my body madly horny.
 
   Nurse Water’s expression hardened. "Do it! Or all your little pleasures go away. I own you tonight and sister will collect."
 
   The nurse clamped a hand on my head and drew me in between her legs. She let out a soft moan as my lips touched her pink rug. My tongue flicked out and ran along her slit. Wetness greeted me as the nurse pushed my face against her line. I licked and kissed like I was told. The nurse's scent covered me as her honey touched my cheeks and covered my chin. I looked up to see her eyes closed and lost to blissful sensations.
 
   "Less kissing and more licking." Nurse Waters moaned out a command.
 
   I drove my tongue against her opening and slathered up and down. The fire in my veins turned into a mixture of ice. Their combination made me hungry for more and more. My hand dropped between my legs and I fingered my own dripping pussy. I pulled back to take a breath, the nurses demon pink pussy dripping onto the floor. It bubbled and foamed between us. I stared until the hand on my hand pushed me back to her dripping cunt. The nurse's scent was like liquorish candy but she tasted like wine. Buried between her creamy thighs, I licked and licked and licked. My fingers were covered in my own juices as I fingered and rubbed myself.
 
   "Sister is close. Don't stop......don't stop!" The demon nurse whined.
 
   Thighs clamped around my head as she held me in place. I whipped my tongue at her, nearly suffocating in her scent. Wide almond shaped eyes glared down and a deep tormenting moan clawed up her throat and on my obedient head. I moaned into her pussy, my own orgasm exploding and heat rising into my face and chest. Demon juices flowed into my mouth and down my chin. I found myself drinking it down like it was water. Nurse Waters quivered a few times before grabbing a fistful of hair and pulling me away. I fell to the floor heaving, with wetness dripping from my face.
 
   "OOooooo you have such a naughty side. Get on your knees and lick my cunt juice off the floor." Nurse Waters commanded.
 
   I feebly crawled on my knees and elbows. A puddle of demon honey lay right under the nurse's pink gash. She watched as I bent my head down and licked at the puddle. A heeled shoe stabbed into my back and held me down as I continued to lick up the puddle.
 
   "There is only one naughty girl here and that is me. Maybe if you're good I will let you suck off Harry and Ron together. They want to fuck you so bad; they get hard talking about it." The nurse laughed.
 
   My nipples pressed against the cold floor. I licked and slurped up the demon honey while Nurse Waters went on about how big Harry and Ron were. I wanted to be shocked, even outraged but I wasn't. The medicine opened me up to my place and right now I was here, on the floor, licking up after a pink monster nurse. Was it the treatment making me see her as some demon? Could this all be in my mind? Or could this all be real? I didn't know and at that moment, I didn't really care. I rubbed my own swollen pussy lips while licking the last drop of Nurse Water’s pussy juice from the floor. I wanted more and I wasn't sure I could stop myself.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Four Eyes
 
   Salty sea air greeted me as I walked onto the Blackburn grounds. Patients spilled out behind me, hurrying to stone benches or walking aimlessly. I struck out on my own to see how far I could go. A heavy fog blanketed the area, casting an eerie mid-morning gray around the massive, ancient asylum. 
 
   I walked straight into the fog, the sound of crashing waves off in the distance. They called to me from one direction and my heart leaped in my chest knowing I would get a chance to see it. I glanced back to see the immediate Blackburn grounds fade from sight, the towers the only thing noticeable in the thick mist. Green grass contrasted against the blank fog. My slippers were covered in bits of mud with every step but I pushed on. I needed a break from all this madness and the sea was just what I needed.
 
   Something black loomed in the distance. I walked toward it but it seemed to extend to each side the closer I stepped. Cool air filled my lungs as I put one foot in front of the other. I slowed down when I saw the thick iron fence leading off to the right and left of me. My hands curled around the black bars and I pressed my forehead to the cold metal.
 
   Despair settled over my mind and heart. Looking up I could see that the points of the twelve-foot fence bent inward. It was clear that the fence wasn't to keep anyone from the outside coming in. In the foggy distance waves crashed on invisible rocks. I wanted to squeeze through the bars and run to the ocean. I would dive right in and swim until I found what I was looking for, or drown in her merciless embrace.
 
   Wet metal cooled my hands. I put my forehead to the fence and let the sounds of the ocean play their wonderful song. The whispers drowned out my sadness. I closed my eyes and pretended I was free, if only for a moment. There were no demons here, only the sound of the sea to calm my frayed nerves.
 
   An image floated in my mind's eye. I mentally reached out to touch it. A scene unfolded. It was me, standing in a room. I let the scene dance behind my eyes. I think it was my bedroom. My heart quickened as I kept the image, floating to the sounds of ocean waves. Sea shells covered walls and shelves. Shell necklaces hung from hooks I stuck on the wall. Those weren't just any jewelry, I made those. A tiny piece of my past reached up and tapped me on the shoulder. I explored, my fingers running across books and little statues of mermaids. I felt it in my heart that these were all mine, my collections of mermaid stories to calm me when the outside world was a little too real. Did I stumble onto my happy place? Was this truly from my past or was I just having a psychotic break. No, it felt real. It felt like my true self was struggling to the surface.
 
   My heart beat and my mind took everything in. Then the image turned gray and remained static. A tired feeling came over me and I let a hand drop to my side. I couldn't remember beyond that. I had a bedroom with shells and mermaids but that was it. I couldn't open the closet to see what clothes I wore. I couldn't leave the room to explore a house I grew up in or even an apartment I stayed for a few nights. The rest of my world was blank. I should have been happy I remembered something but instead I felt worse. Why couldn't I remember what happened to me? Dr. Rook said there was an accident. Was I in an accident? Is that why I can't remember?
 
   I pulled away from the iron fence and shook my hands in the air. The frustration pointed and laughed at me and I growled at the fog. The only thing I really knew was that Blackburn was my home until I figured out what happened.
 
   The ocean called to me as I turned and started walking back. Fog enveloped my gray form but the ocean continued its song, tempting me back to his side. It didn't take long for me to feel a little lost. I looked up to find the silhouette of the black towers. After a few tense seconds, the towers came into view. I slowed down. I wasn't in a hurry to get back there. Why not take my time and enjoy the cool air? It was then when something black walked toward me. My first image was of a man with dead eyes and a gaping mouth, silently screaming in the fog. I blinked and the person's face grew clearer with each step.
 
   "I thought we lost you." Father Lucas smiled.
 
   "Hello Father." I said halfheartedly.
 
   Father Lucas walked up to me. When I didn't stop, he moved alongside me, keeping with my slow pace. He scratched his thin white beard along his jaw line before putting his hands in his priest robes.
 
     "Tomorrow will be a clear day. You should be able to get a view of the ocean." Father Lucas said with cheer.
 
   "Please excuse me Father but is there anything I can help you with?" I wasn't in the mood for small talk.
 
   "It is whether I can help you. I often introduce myself to all new souls and open my door in case you need prayer or an ear to listen."
 
   "I doubt prayer will help me with my problems, Father." I sighed.
 
   "You would be surprised by the power of prayer but only if you let it into your heart. When you're ready, you should visit the chapel for self-reflection."
 
   I glanced over at the smiling priest. "Only during the day, am I correct Father?"
 
   Father Lucas continued to look forward as we walked. "I see rumor has reached you rather quickly. I'm not here to cast myself on the rocks for others approval. You are a grown woman. I'm sure you can decide for yourself. As I said, my door is always open."
 
   My lip curved downward. "Please forgive me Father. I am trying to put the pieces together of my life. I meant no disrespect. Religion has never played a big role in my life. I doubt it could help me recover my memories and fix my broken mind."
 
   Father Lucas put a hand on my shoulder. He gently turned me to face him and put his other hand on my other shoulder. "All is forgiven. Stop by for a chat when you're ready. But in the meantime it may put a smile on that sad face to know the sisters are making apple pie tonight. Get two pieces if you can."
 
   The priest's smile was infectious. I couldn't hold back a small grin. It only seemed to brighten his. With a pat on the shoulder, Father Lucas walked off toward stone benches, waving to patients. I watched as some people greeted him warmly, smiling like they were talking to their best friend. 
 
   A cold wind passed over me, sending a chill down to my bones. I pulled the light jacket to my neck. I closed my eyes again and focused on the sounds of the sea. My body seemed to hum with knowledge the more I thought about the blue ocean waters. I held tight on the memory of my bedroom. Maybe it will be something I talk about in our therapy, before or after I masturbate to him? I giggled at the last thought. Something about him was pushing at the back of my mind. While the nurses and orderlies were turning into monsters and demons while giving me some weird treatment, Dr. Rook only wanted me to follow his commands. It was so simple and yet so powerful. A strange nervous feeling filled my stomach. Was I looking forward to seeing the doctor again? I opened my eyes when I knew the answer was a tiny yes.
 
   I walked toward the main doors while I waved to Father Lucas.
 
   ***
 
   Wandering the halls seemed the thing to do. Between my nightly escapades and my strange doctor visits, it was nice to simply have no place to be. Signs covered intersections. One of them pointed to the library. A few hours reading couldn't hurt. I wandered down a hall and turned a corner. Clicking heels echoed toward me, growing louder and louder. I turned another corner and nearly crashed into a nurse.
 
   Nurse Sykes stood before me with half closed eyes and her brow in a tight V. "Ms. Torres, I'm glad I found you. I need you to come with me." Nurse Sykes turned and already started walking.
 
   I gave a disarming smile and walked a few feet behind. "Where are we going?"
 
   Nurse Sykes's hair bounced with a lustrous blackness. She barely turned her head and her eyes stared down. "Special appointment."
 
   I followed knowing I didn't want to cause any trouble. My first thought was Dr. Rook wanted to see me. My session was tomorrow so maybe he had more information for me concerning the accident. I had no idea but I'm sure there was a reason for a special appointment.
 
   Nurse Sykes sashayed down the hall. She was the first person I met when I walked into this place. She was taller than Nurse Waters and with finer curves. After what happened last night with Nurse Waters, I quickly realized I was looking at Nurse Sykes's round ass. Hot thoughts trickled in as I made quick glances. I know I have a high sex drive but now it seemed it didn't matter if it was man or woman. I wanted her to do anything she wanted to me so I could feel those naughty drops of paradise. 
 
   We turned into a deserted section and walked down a musty hall. A creepy feeling shrouded my mind. This wasn't the way to Dr. Rook's office. Nurse Waters talked about how the staff was talking about me, wanting to fuck me. Maybe they couldn't wait till tonight.
 
   Nurse Sykes walked to a door, opened it and simply pointed. "Go in."
 
   I stopped. "Why? What's in there?"
 
   Nurse Sykes reiterated her pointing with an annoyed shake of her finger. I stepped forward and peered in. It looked like an old classroom. A chalkboard covered one wall and wide windows opened out to the foggy day. I peered in a little more and saw that all the desks and chairs were stacked against a wall save for a few in the middle of the room. Wooden closet doors lined the wall opposite of the windows.
 
   I was about to step back when Nurse Sykes pushed me in. I turned to see her closing the door. A lock clicked into place. I tried the handle but the door wouldn't budge. I was deep in an unpopulated area. Screaming and calling for help was out. I moved to the windows and examined them. On the other side of the glass were thin crisscrossing bars. There was no way I would be able to get through that.
 
   A closet door slid open. I turned to see Ron step out, his thick shoulders flexing and a wicked smile on his face. I pressed myself to the window and watched as he took his time walking to me. 
 
   "I thought we had plenty of time to get to know each other?" I asked nervously. 
 
   "Beth.....Nurse Waters couldn't stop talking about you today. I simply couldn't wait any longer."
 
   "Is there a pool or something on who can bed me each evening?" 
 
   Ron eyed me like a meal. "You could say something like that."
 
   I glanced at something in his hand. It looked like one of those old fashion cameras where it spits out a photo after you took the picture. An image of a woman floated to mind, a similar camera in her hands and asking me to smile. She had long hair like mine and bright eyes.    
 
   The gray glow from outside made the room bright. Ron stopped right before my shadow on the floor. He put the camera down on a chair and beckoned me with a finger. Heat flowed up my neck. There was no syringe filled with my treatment anywhere in view. Ron wanted to play and I doubted he would take no for an answer.
 
   My nervousness bled into a caged heat. Being trapped in this room with such a large man was causing my body to betray me. Ron's smooth bald head shined like a helmet. Bulging muscles flexed around his neck and down his arms. Eyes took on that sinister glow I witnessed on my first night. My cheeks flushed and I looked away.
 
   "We know you're not shy. Tell me you want to leave and I will let you leave." Ron said with a toothy smile.
 
   I could feel it, know it, and practically smell it. There was no way he would let me leave. The burly orderly wanted me to run, try to fight to make the moment hotter. I have seen that look in men before. They want you to not want it. They want you to flee so they can hunt you and force you into submission. Poor Ron, He had no idea that I loved being submissive. It was my one true power in this place.
 
   "You made me so wet that first night." I said in a shy voice.
 
   Ron's smile grew bigger. "You taste so sweet. I can't stop thinking about you and that wet cunt of yours."
 
   I slinked forward, shyly looking away but keeping the black orderly in the corner of my vision. Ron watched me as I moved toward him. When I was close, my arms went around his waist. I looked up like the shy creature I pretended to be. Ron's face was smooth, nearly blank. The smile was gone and the skin on his forehead wrinkled. My hand glided down his waist and dung fingers into his firm manly ass. 
 
   "I bet you have a big one. Can I see it?" I asked innocently.
 
   "Not sure your cunt can take it but yea, you can see it." Ron said deeply.
 
   I undid his white pants, pulling them open. The orderly wasn't wearing any underwear and I could already see the base of his impressive cock. The rest was stuffed down a pant leg. I lightly touched the base and ran my fingers along a few visible inches. It throbbed and pulsed to my fingertips. I swore it was struggling to snake out and attack me.
 
   "Get on your knees for a better look." Ron said as his breathing turned heavy.
 
   I slid down his body and to my knees. I looked up innocently at Ron as if I didn't know what to do next. The skin on his forehead, above his eyes started to shift and shudder. I wondered what was happening to him. I thought that the workers here were just part of my imagination when they gave me my treatment. Instead Ron's face was moving, twisting and pulsating.
 
   "Pull it out, nice a slow." Ron said while his face moved in odd waves. 
 
   My attention fell on his manhood, struggling against the fabric to be free. I wrapped my fingers around the base and gave a light tug. The orderly's cock nearly sprang out and hung like a thick black snake. I stroked him innocently and he groaned to my touch. The member throbbed as I stroked him slow and steady. Ron was enjoying himself because his eyes fluttered with each long stroke.
 
   I bent my head down and pointed the thick cock up. The tip was circumcised and was a deep purple. My tongue slid out and ran underneath it. Pre come touched my tongue and I sucked it down without a thought. My eyes looked up to show how much fun I was having sucking his cock. Lips pressed around the throbbing tip and I took a few inches in while I stroked his member with both hands. Ron moved his hips, pushing more into my tight mouth. I gave a throaty moan, showing him I liked it too. I wish I was faking it but I really did like it, this big man force feeding his cock to me. I sucked on it like a long piece of candy and I wanted his creamy center.
 
   "Take off that dress while you suck my cock." Ron hissed a command.
 
   I slid thick shoulder straps over my shoulders and pulled it down. My swollen breasts nearly popped out on their own accord. My tongue licked and slathered on his head. I moaned with each moment, making sure he was enjoying himself. I pushed down my gray uniform dress till it was at my knees. I was still in white panties but I couldn't go any further without breaking contact with his cock.
 
   Ron pulled his cock from my mouth." Get naked. I want to come all over that fine body of yours."
 
   I whimpered and pouted as I pulled the dress under me and tossed it aside. Ron stroked his cock, watching me slip my panties down and tossing them next. I sat on my ankles as Ron stared at my naked body. Stroking, he eyed my full tits and light brown nipples. Wetness spilled onto my inner thighs, he liked what he saw and I liked that he liked it. My hand slipped between my creamy thighs and I rubbed my soaking wet slit. My shaven pussy had some hair growing back but it was still light. I didn't have the tools to make sure I stayed nice and tidy. It didn't seem to bother Ron as he stroked himself to me. 
 
   I played with my clit, moaning and licking my lips. Ron stepped out of his pants which had fallen to his ankles. One hand touched the side of my face while he pushed his cock to my lips. I greedily took him in, sucking on inches and playing with my cunt. Bliss welled up inside while I upped the tempo on my engorged clit. Dizziness started to creep into my vision the more I wanted. Ron pushed into my mouth deeper and faster. I sucked and played with myself. The tempo was pushing me to my happy place. A quick shudder showed I was close to my own orgasm. I slowed down my pace, enjoying Ron's member in my mouth.
 
   I whined and looked up. Ron pushed his hips, forcing his cock deep down my throat, the skin on his face changing. I blinked and then I saw four eyes staring at me. My eyes widened and several more inches pushed pass my lips. Right above Ron's normal set of eyes were another set of eyes. They were half closed and glowing with red irises. The black dot of the eye had spread out into slits like a cat or serpent.
 
   "Slow down and take my cock. I need something to remember this moment." Ron said his voice deeper and darker than ever before.
 
   Ron's cock was half buried in my mouth. I moaned like he was hurting me, sucking slowly back and forth. The demon orderly picked up the camera and held it over me. I was sure to look up like he was hurting me, forcing his cock in my mouth. A light flashed and mechanisms whirled. A slit on the bottom of the camera spit out a picture. Ron pulled it out and took another picture and another. I modeled like the playful whore, making sure he got everything he needed.
 
   Four demon eyes closed and a grunt filled the room. Ron's cock bulged, nearly spreading my mouth as wide as it could go. I gave a throaty cry, begging for his seed. A spurt of come shot out, plastering the back of my throat, followed by a torrent. Muffled cries matched Ron's grunts as streams of molten come filled my mouth. I gulped it down but more took its place. I never knew a man to have so much come. It was like a hose, spurting streams of hot come. I could barely contain it as some dripped down from the corners of my mouth.
 
   The orderly pulled his wet cock from my mouth. A few more spurts and my tits had come dripping down over my nipples. Ron grabbed me and forced me against the window. A manic rage consumed him as he kicked my legs open and heaved me up. I thought since he spent his load that he would have stopped. It seemed that it was only the beginning of what he wanted. I was inches off the ground, held against the wall in his strong hands. I wiggled in his grip, looking down to see that his cock was still hard and dripping come. One hand let go and took hold of his monster member. 
 
   My playful whines turned into throaty screams. The orderly impaled me with his cock, pushing at my tight opening. My pussy widened, trying to accommodate him. He was right. I wasn't sure I could take it but I moved my hips, opening my walls as he snuggly pushed in. Explosions of ecstasy thrashed internally. I bent my head up and cried with wide eyes. Ron grunted, forcing himself deep. There was no way I could take all of it and about halfway in me, he could go no more. 
 
   Wetness slathered down his spear as he pinned me to the wall. The roaring emptiness was immediately filled. Cooing noises and moans mixed with wet pleasure. Ron bent his head and ran his tongue along my pointed nipple. My tits and gash quivered while my eyes rolled into my head. Ron drilled me back and forth. I was a puppet to his whims as he moaned and grunted. Teeth bit my nipple and a big hand squeezed. I squeezed, making myself at tight as possible, which wasn't that hard. 
 
   Fingers dug into his strong back. Each thrust of his hips made me yelp shockwaves of bliss. After one more push and lick of my nipple, my world exploded. Biting my lip, I rode his thick black cock, whimpering and moaning. A flash flood of my honey covered his cock, making him slippery and pushing deeper. My head lolled forward and four demon eyes stared at my two. I showed no fear as I clamped my hands and legs around the burly orderly, milking every moment of my own orgasm. As the bliss subsided, another one rushed to take its place. I bit down on Ron's black shoulder, hugging him like a parasite.
 
   Ron held me up, spearing me deep, his cock bulging. Trembling whimpers were the only sound around us. Molten jets of come pumped into me. Another orgasm made me quiver. The amount of come was obscene as it spilled from my tight opening. We both took long raspy breaths, lost in time and space.
 
   The orderly pulled me from the wall and his cock. Gently he put me down but my legs were shaky. I fell onto my ass, come leaking from my pussy. I stared quietly as Ron went to the closet and pulled out a few towels. He walked over and threw them at me. I held them close but couldn't do much else. My head spun like I had just stepped off a rollercoaster.
 
   "Clean yourself up." Ron heaved.
 
   The black orderly picked up the pictures scattered on the floor. He looked at them and smiled as I feebly toweled come off of my chest. Ron turned one so I could see it. He brought it close.
 
   "This is a good one. I will treasure this." Ron said showing the picture of me looking up with his fat cock half buried in my mouth.
 
    I silently continued to clean come off. Ron put on his pants and fished out a key from his pocket. The extra eyes on his face were gone. The orderly unlocked the door and stepped through without even looking back. The door was ajar as I sat on the cold floor, come still dripping out of me and bliss filling my body, images of the woman with the kind smile and old camera swirling in my mind's eye.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Five Strikes
 
   Dr. Rook sat quietly as I leaned back in the ancient leather couch. Neither one of us had said a word for a few minutes nor was the silence a little off putting. Sunlight struggled to penetrate the frosted glass to his office but only succeeded in casting a defused glow throughout the room. 
 
   In the quiet I thought about yesterday in the classroom. After cleaning myself up and heading back to my room, I was dizzy and nearly stumbling down the halls. A distant memory played over and over and I tried to catch every detail. I wasn't sure I would talk about it but I wanted to know it for myself. When I finally reached my room, I fell into bed and let sleep drape over me. I woke up some time later to Nurse Sykes and Harry. The orderly held me down but this time he was almost gentle about it. Nurse Sykes put a tube around my arm and tapped the crook of my limb. I watched them, unmoving and uncaring as they followed their nightly procedure of giving me my treatment. The needle stabbed into the vein and blue medicine pumped in. I half expected both of them to attack me and force me to be their sexual slave. Instead Nurse Sykes withdrew the needle, pulled the rubber tube from around my arm and both left without a word. As the door closed, I could see scales forming on Harry's neck while Nurse Sykes's skin turned a light blue. The door closed and again I drifted off with my hand between my legs, touching my already wet pussy.
 
   My dreams were a cascade of jumbled chaos and flashes of demonic smiles. It all began to feel normal as I swam in my dreamscape, letting the images wash over me with divine confusion. When I woke up this morning, I had tears in my eyes. It felt like I was crying in my sleep but those feelings faded within seconds.
 
   Now I was here with Dr. Rook. I thought I would have a lot to talk about but I was hesitant. Fear kept me from talking because a piece of me didn't want to know any truth. Maybe I was meant to stay in the dark to protect myself? Maybe this is where I belonged and secretly I didn't want to get better?
 
   "This is a safe place. You can talk freely." Dr. Rook said with eyes on me.
 
   "Why is this place called Blackburn Asylum? I thought they didn't use the word 'asylum' to describe mental hospitals anymore."
 
   Dr. Rook put his pen down on his note pad and pushed his glasses up. "That was part of my doing. I felt we needed to bring back the healing power of an asylum. The ancient Greeks and Romans use the word asylum as a place of refuge and safety. They used to be places where you could go and be treated, whether rich or poor. It is a powerful word and should be used as such, unlike tame words to make the idea of treating people a dirty secret."
 
   I was silently drinking in his words. I rubbed my palms on my knees nervously when he finished. "Is this a safe place?" I asked my voice low.
 
   "It is." Dr. Rook said simply.
 
   "What is the treatment I get every night? The nurses keep sticking me with a syringe filled with blue medicine before bed."
 
   "It is a cocktail of anti-psychotics and vitamins."
 
   My eyes lowered. "It doesn't seem like it is either of those things."
 
   "Speak your mind."
 
   I sat a little straighter. "I have never had hallucinations in my life but since my first night here, I have seen strange things."
 
   Dr. Rook picked up his pen and flipped a page on his note pad. "Continue."
 
   I looked around as if there was going to be someone behind me ready to run off and tell everyone what I'm about to say. "The staff keeps changing after I have an injection."
 
   "Changing?"
 
   "Yea, please, I know I'm not crazy so don't read too much into what I'm going to say next. The staff keeps turning into, well, monsters."
 
   "What kind of monsters?" Dr. Rook said without a hint of shock or surprise.
 
   I stared but found myself still talking. "They look like monsters, different kinds. One looked like a pink fairy demon. Another had multiple eyes like a snake. Another had scales."
 
   "Is it just their appearance? Do they do anything to you?"
 
   I hesitated again. I didn't want to talk about the molesting for fear the staff may make my life miserable. In all honesty it didn't bother me what they did but I felt like I was on a tightrope and ready to fall. 
 
   I stared at Dr. Rook. "It is just something I observe."
 
   Dr. Rook scribbled on his pad. "I wouldn't be too concerned. The medication can have some unusual side effects. Simply keep taking your treatment."
 
   I kept my eyes lowered. "Can you tell me more about the accident?"
 
   Dr. Rook scribbled again on his note pad. "I cannot. It will have direct influence on your mind. I merely said it to jog your own memory. Can you tell me anything you might remember?"
 
         Haze floated around my heart and mind as I sat there. Dr. Rook's words seemed to vibrate with strange waves. I could feel a dullness press on me as I tried to make sense of what he was saying. Why was he dismissing me and my visions of monsters? Was it a normal everyday occurrence here? Maybe other patients talked about monsters and it was old information? Why did I feel like telling him the truth? Why did I want to be on my knees before him, pleasing him?
 
   "I had a memory come back to me yesterday." I said almost like a zombie.
 
   "Tell me about it."
 
   "There isn't much to tell. It was a room I think from my past. It was filled with seashells, jewelry and books on mermaids. It was a safe place for me to be myself."
 
   "This is good. Your mind is trying to remember the past. Can you tell me more?"
 
   My head leaned forward almost in shame. "No. I can see the room but I cannot interact with it. It is just there, floating in my mind."
 
   Dr. Rook stopped scribbling. "This is progress. Thank you for telling me. It shows that you understand this is a safe place so your mind can heal."
 
   "You help me feel safe. I don't know why but you do." I said with a touch of shyness.
 
   "Do you remember what I told you in our last session?"
 
   "I do. Your word is law and when you give a command, I will follow it."
 
   The corner of Dr. Rook's mouth barely curved upward. "You take strength from those words and commands."
 
   "I do." I said, blushing.
 
   Dr. Rook put the note pad and pen down on the desk. "I want you to follow me. I have something to show you."
 
   Dr. Rook stood up in his immaculate dark suit and strode to the door. I quickly stood up and followed. The hallway was eerily empty. The sound of the doctor's expensive shoes clicked with each step. Dr. Rook moved with purpose and I had a time keeping up with him. The strength and power rolling off of him made me want stay close just so I can bask in it.
 
   Several doorways down, Dr. Rook stopped. "Keep an open mind." The doctor said simply as he opened the door.
 
   We walked into a medium sized room. The windows were clear and sunlight spilled in. The whole room was bare except for a lone figure on its knees and a closet behind it. I focused and saw it was a man. He groaned with a ball gag in his mouth and his arms behind him. Sunlight shined off his bald head and sweat trickled down his temple.
 
   My eyes widened as Ron looked up at me and then looked away. Dr. Rook walked past the orderly and opened the closet behind him. The doctor took some small items off a shelf and pulled out a baseball bat. He leaned the bat against the wall and walked to me with what looked like photos in his hand.
 
   "Mr. Ronald Voss was kind enough to tell me about his private time with you. Are these pictures of you?" Dr. Rook handed five photos to me.
 
   I looked down to the very pictures Ron took of me while I sucked his cock. Simply seeing them stoked a fire deep within. I looked to Ron and then Dr. Rook, puzzled.
 
   "Are those pictures of you pleasuring Mr. Voss?" Dr. Rook asked a little harder.
 
   "Yes Doctor." I said meekly.
 
   Dr. Rook went to the baseball bat leaning against the wall. He picked it up and moved to me, hefting it in his hands. I looked up into his unfeeling eyes as he held the handle to me.
 
   "Mr. Voss chose not to follow my rules. He took five pictures of you to add to his rather extensive collection. I find it only fair that you have the option to strike him five times." Dr. Rook said coldly.
 
   My heart beat like a jack hammer. My eyes moved from Dr. Rook to Ron's and back to Dr. Rook. "I can't. He didn't hurt me."
 
   "Didn't he? He cornered you and convinced you to pleasure him with a veiled threat. You follow the rules but he did not. Now you have a chance to release your rage. Strike him five times with as much force you deem fit."
 
   "He...he didn't get me angry. I....I deserve anything that happens to me." I blurted out.
 
   Dr. Rook kept his cool calm gaze on me. "You are a different kind of predator. You disguise yourself as a rabbit, running as fast as you can from danger. To most, they cannot see that you have sharp claws and vicious motives. You put yourself in harm's way because you know the predators are coming and you want them to force themselves on you, in you. It is then that you get what you want. The predators are sated and you hop off knowing that you beat them while satisfying your own endless lust."
 
   My eyes watered. Dr. Rook continued but his voice grew softer. "Take the bat. Strike him and teach him that the rules can never be ignored. They can be bent and even overcome but they cannot be broken."
 
   My hand trembled as I reached out for the handle. "He will come back. He will hurt me." I sobbed.
 
   "There will be no retribution from what happens here, isn't that right Mr. Voss."
 
   Ron nodded his head, eyes closed and whimpering.
 
   My fingers were inches away from the handle. I felt no shame for what happened but Dr. Rook's words hit me like a freight train. The doctor barely knew me but seemed to know exactly what to say and how to say it. Things I never wanted to admit to myself and he laid it out like plates on a table. I didn't care what happened to me but I couldn't bring myself to hit Ron, even if on some moral high ground, he deserved it. The world wasn't black and white and I knew I couldn't fit in that mould. 
 
   "Take the bat and punish him." Dr. Rook commanded.
 
   I reached out and curled my fingers around the handle. The doctor watched me as I stepped around him and walked slowly to Ron. The orderly whimpered, pleading with his eyes for me to stay away. I wiped away tears and stood before him. More sweat trickled down from his temples. If I beat him then all sorts of trouble will start. If I disobey Dr. Rook will keep me here forever. A sick feeling filled my stomach. I was strong enough to take what the world throws at me but dealing it out was a whole different matter. I couldn't live with knowing I hurt someone else. I was selfish and horny all the time but hurting others was not possible. I just wanted this over. I didn't care what happens; just don't fill my head with horrible acts.
 
   I lifted up the bat over my shoulder. Ron squeezed his eyes shut and bent his head, accepting his fate. I let out a deep sigh, not looking at Dr. Rook. Taking a deep breath, I brought the bat down softly and tapped Ron on his right shoulder three times and two more times on his left shoulder.
 
   Ron started crying and howling the moment the bat touched him but quickly stopped. His eyes shot open and stared at me in disbelief. I let the bat fall to the floor and my entire body shook like a leaf. An arm curled around my shoulder. My head went to Dr. Rook's chest and I cried like a child. The doctor hugged me close as I let it all out.
 
   After a few minutes, Dr. Rook walked me to the door. It opened and Nurse Sykes was standing there with towels and bandages. She looked to Ron who was still on his knees, unhurt, and then she looked to me. Dr. Rook walked me back to his office with his arm around me. I was so upset that I was crying on his perfect suit. I tried to pull away but he kept me close. 
 
   We stepped back into his office. Dr. Rook sat me down on the worn leather couch and moved to his desk. He opened a drawer and pulled out a box of tissues. He presented it to me and I took two tissues. I wiped at my cheeks and face while the doctor sat in his chair and picked up his note pad and pen.
 
    "We still have twenty minutes. Pull down your panties and pleasure yourself or you can talk about anything on your mind." Dr. Rook said with no emotion.
 
   I robotically stood up and pulled my panties down. My fingers dived between my legs and touched my womanhood. Silently I sat and rubbed my clit, pushing away all thoughts and memories. Dr. Rook stared as I rubbed and rubbed. Sorrow turned to pleasure, tears turned into heavy breathing. I licked honey off a finger and went back to pleasuring myself for my doctor. Heat rose into my cheeks and between my thighs. I fell back deep into the couch, showing my doctor what he and I both wanted. I cried out as an orgasm flooded my senses, followed by another, happiness and relief turning the world bright again.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Six Weeks
 
   Time became a blur. I counted six weeks since I first stepped into Blackburn Asylum. A normal equilibrium started to take over even though I thought it was going to be hell. Ever since that moment with Dr. Rook and Ron, it seemed many things changed. The staff no longer had their way with me after my nightly injections. It was nice to actually have some rest but soon I was getting annoyed that they didn't force themselves on me. 
 
   During the days, I would get a head nod and even a small smile from the staff on occasion. I guess word must have gotten around about what happened. Ron seemed to be a different man around me. He still had four eyes, black skin and twisting demonic features after my nightly treatments, just like all the staff, but he never talked down to me or treated me like a doll for his amusement.
 
   With all the time on my hands, I went to the Blackburn Library on the upper floor. There I read and read and read, sometimes for pleasure, other times for information. I wasn't sure what I was looking for but I felt I would know it when I saw it. I came across an old dog eared book on demonology and knew this was a keeper. I read it cover to cover, committing what I could to memory. 
 
   When I wasn't reading, I was writing in my tableside journal. Michael the masturbator told me that everyone gets a blank journal to record their thoughts. It is believed that it can be a positive activity with people's therapy. I wrote mostly about sex, recording my fantasies in stark detail. I would get myself so worked up that I had to masturbate three to four times before going to sleep every night.
 
   Michael and Amy began to become regulars, visiting and talking to me like we were long lost friends. Soon I stopped noticing Michael stroking himself as he talked about his life with his dog before coming to Blackburn. Amy kissed me three times every time she saw me. It soon turned into such a ritual that often I would beat her to it by kissing her before she had a chance to notice I was there. It only brought smiles to her face and she hugged me a few times. Michael told me that was a big deal because that was the only way Amy could express she liked someone. As far as I knew, she only hugged Michael and me, golf clap for making it into the club.
 
   Each visit to Dr. Rook became more and more special. I would always look forward to the days he commanded me to masturbate in front of him. It wasn't on every visit but when he told me to, it was like Christmas. The orgasms were mind blowing and my doctor would watch, expressionless but eyes on me. When we just talked, he would let little slices of his life show. Not only was he my psychiatrist but he was the director for the entire asylum. He had a vested interest in helping those overcome their barriers and living a fulfilled life. I often found myself staring at him, adoring his mannerisms and perfect hair.
 
   When not in therapy or writing or fingering myself into oblivion, I spent my time fighting off Father Lucas's advances. It wasn't like he was trying to get down my panties but the priest was insistent on being there for everyone. It nearly turned downright annoying. When I walked the grounds, he would be there, walking alongside me and talking about the creator and prayer. I didn't think much about it at first but soon it was all I heard. He really had passion for religion and it showed. The nuns followed him around, giggling like he was some kind of rock star. Despite his friendliness, I wasn't drinking the cool aid just yet.
 
   One bright morning I was in Dr. Rook's office, playfully rubbing myself over my panties. The doctor looked down and watch as I talked about anything and everything.
 
   "Father Lucas keeps driving me crazy with his talks about prayer. I want to be rude and tell him to stop but I end up just listening." I said with a breathy tone.
 
   "What do you think is stopping you from telling him how you feel?" 
 
   Fingers smoothed over wet panties. "I don't want to disrespect his beliefs. Everyone is entitled to what works for them but they shouldn't force it on others."
 
   "Have you thought of using a different strategy with the priest?"
 
   "Not really. Like what?" I asked while grazing my clit. For the last week I have played with myself with my panties on. I haven't been able to groom myself so it was turning into a wildfire of hair between my legs. It was becoming a little embarrassing.
 
   Dr. Rook let a small smirk slip. "Have you tried to tempt him?"
 
   Lips curved into a big smile. "Why Doctor Rook, are you telling me I should seduce a man of the cloth?"
 
   Dr. Rook let out a small laugh. It was the cutest thing I ever saw. "I could never tell you to do such a thing. It wouldn't be professional. But if you were to try, he would most likely leave you alone."
 
   I stopped rubbing myself. It was an odd thing for Dr. Rook to say. The staff seemed to be doing just that with me and maybe some other patients but now he was almost condoning I seduce Father Lucas. I could feel there was more to what he was trying to tell me. Maybe Blackburn had more secrets then I realized.
 
   "I noticed lately you haven't taken off your panties like you used to." Dr. Rook said, changing the subject.
 
   I blushed. "It's embarrassing. The hair is getting out of control. I know we are not allowed razors so I haven't kept up on my grooming."
 
   Dr. Rook stood up and walked to his desk. He pulled out a small carrying case and walked back to his seat. He pulled back on the zipper and opened it in half. I watched him as he pulled out a razor, feminine shaving cream and lotion.
 
   "I'm sure you can use these items to freshen up. I can't let you take them with you so you will have to do it here now in my presence."
 
   I smiled ear to ear as I took the three items. I lifted my dress and pulled down my panties. I stepped out of them and left them on the floor. With spread legs, I sprayed shaving cream into my hand and slathered my hairy pussy. Dr. Rook watched me as I made small movements, making sure I cover every hair. With razor in hand, I started shaving and glancing at the good doctor. I tried everything to get a horny reaction from him but he watched me stone faced.
 
   I shaved slowly, making sure I was thorough. "You like to watch me pleasure myself. How come you never want to do more?" I asked.
 
   Dr. Rook looked down at his pad. "You need sexual stimulation to help you overcome your traumas. I am only helping you with your therapy."
 
   "What if I need further sexual stimulation?" I said while looking him in his icy blue eyes.
 
   "I'm sure you would find many willing."
 
   "What if I want it from my psychiatrist?" I said shaving up.
 
   Dr. Rook was silent for a long second before speaking. "It wouldn't be professional and against the rules."
 
   I squeezed my own thigh as I shaved another strip of white shaving cream. "Is this professional? Blackburn doesn't exactly follow the rules. I could please you, anytime you wanted. No one would know."
 
   A flash crossed the doctor's eyes. "I can use any therapy as I see fit to help you work through your memory loss and regulate your compulsive disorders. As for the rules, if you had the rulebook with all the answers, you would naturally use it to your advantage, circumventing any progress on your therapy. It is a game most play. They focus on what they can get out of it instead of focusing on the problems they face." Dr. Rook said with a touch of anger in his voice.
 
   My heart dropped. "I'm sorry doctor. I just want to please you."
 
   Dr. Rook let out a small sigh. "Annabelle, I want you to understand that you have the power to change your own life. What you did to Mr. Voss was a taste of your own power. Since that day, the staff has treated you with respect."
 
   I looked away with watery eyes. "It was really difficult. I thought you wanted me to hurt him. I couldn't....." I trailed off.
 
   "Even when you thought you didn't have a choice, you found a way to create a choice." 
 
   The doctor was right. I blinked a few times to hold back the tears. "You are right doctor. I will follow your therapy and your rules."
 
   Dr. Rook leaned back. "Good. Finish grooming and we will talk again at your next session."
 
   I quietly shaved my womanhood. Dr. Rook barely blinked as he stared with his azure eyes.
 
   ***
 
   Butterflies filled my stomach and twisted it into knots. I didn't mean to get Dr. Rook angry. I had a difficult time trying to make sense out of this strange place. I thought everything was going well but I had to push at his rules. He simply doesn't understand how much I want to please him. If he only let me then I could show him what he means to me. I shouldn't look at this like I messed up. I need to take this and find a way to use it. Dr. Rook won't let me please him so I had to find a way to bend the rules.
 
   I walked down the hall and a new fire filled my belly, burning the butterflies to ash. I need to come up with a different way to please him, to make him want to bend the rules for me. There had to be a way. I just needed to figure it out.
 
   Turning the corner, I walked down the patient quarters toward my room. I passed Amy's door and noticed it was slightly open. I glanced in and saw two people inside. I stopped and opened it to see Amy sitting on her bed with her head down and Father Lucas standing over her.
 
   Father Lucas turned to me and smiled. "Hello Annabelle."
 
   "Hello Father." I looked at Amy but she kept her head down. "Is everything alright?"
 
   Father Lucas looked down on Amy while speaking to me. "Everything is fine. I was just asking Amy to come to church tomorrow. I think it would be beneficial to show her the power of prayer."
 
   Amy's hands clutched at her gray dress. I stepped in and sat down beside her. She didn't kiss me and kept her gaze to the floor.
 
   Father Lucas smiled to me. "Amy is very shy but I believe she will do well to come to the chapel."
 
   I put my arm around Amy's shoulders. "She might be having a hard day. Maybe you should come back later, Father."
 
   Amy shook her head slightly. I gave her a reassuring squeeze. Father Lucas eyed Amy and me. The vibe in the room was thick. I walked in on something and neither of them was ready to say anything. I could tell Amy was uncomfortable and I needed to get Father Lucas out of here.
 
   Father Lucas bent to his knees before Amy with a kind smile. "Amy, you know this is for your benefit. I will have the sisters come for you later so we can help with your healing."
 
   Amy's hands reached up and clutched my dress. Her eyes went from a blank stare to wide with terror. I didn't know what was going on but I had to put a stop to it.
 
   "Father, I think Amy doesn't want to go."
 
   Father Lucas looked to me and sighed. "If she was able to make decisions for herself I would believe her. She must fill the requirement as part of her therapy." Father Lucas stood up. "I will have the sisters bring her tomorrow night."
 
   Amy looked to me in fear and I looked to Father Lucas. "Father, how about I go in her place?"
 
   Father Lucas looked like he was overcome with pure joy. "You wish to help heal yourself with prayer?"
 
   "You have convinced me from our talks that prayer may be the way to go. I only ask that Amy fill her requirement another time?" I asked with a sickeningly sweet smile.
 
   The priest's eyes shifted between me and Amy with his eyes eventually resting on Amy. "You should take note of kind Annabelle. She will be a wonderful role model and I hope a piece of her kind heart will influence you to see prayer with an open mind."
 
   Father Lucas took my hand into his. "Sister Beth will stop by your room around 6pm tomorrow."
 
   "Should I bring a bathing suit?" 
 
   Father Lucas gave me a questioning stare before smiling ear to ear. "Ha! No, there will be no need for a baptism. Come with an open heart and ready for prayer. May you both sleep well tonight."
 
   I kept a happy face as Father Lucas bowed to us and left Amy's room. Amy nearly attacked me with three kisses on the lips before speaking in harsh whispers.
 
   "You can't go! You can't!"
 
   "Why does Father Lucas want you at church so much?" I asked with wide eyes. I tried to hold her close to comfort her.
 
   "We have to tell Dr. Rook. We have to go now!"
 
   "Please Amy, calm down. Why do we have to go to Dr. Rook? Why are you scared?"
 
   Amy tilted her head. A tear trickled down her cheek and her hands held me tight. "We can't visit him at night. We can't. He will tempt you and force you to his way. If you do not believe, you die. You die."
 
   "Amy, are you going to tell me what is wrong with Father Lucas? I don't want to visit him if something bad is going to happen."
 
   The distraught girl pulled at me and we were off in a flash. Amy held my hand as she led me to the stairs and we climbed up several flights. Her eyes were wild and manic as we dodged slower moving patients with nowhere to go. Before long we were on the 7th floor and two orderlies I never saw before stopped us.
 
   "No admittance without an appointment." The orderly said it like he repeated those exact words for the thousandth time.
 
   Amy looked around like she was lost. It hit me that she can't talk to anyone unless she kisses them three times. Her eyes pleaded with me to do something. I held her close and squeezed her hand.
 
   "We need to see Dr. Rook. It concerns Father Lucas." I blurted out not sure what the hell was going on.
 
   The orderly's eyes widened a little. I was expecting some annoying back and forth but he stepped aside and pointed down the hallway. Amy pulled me like she was possessed. We were practically running until we reached an office with the door open. I knew the therapy room wasn't Dr. Rook's main office but seeing his actual office was something else entirely. We stepped in to see journals and books lining the walls. Various awards and plaques hung on walls and stood on higher shelves. Dr. Rook was reading a rather large book when he looked up to us. His normally stoic stare took on a concerned twist of an eyebrow. Amy let go of my hand and raced around the desk so fast I thought she was going to attack him. Dr. Rook remained motionless as Amy gave him three pecks on the cheek.
 
   "Father Lucas asked me to join his night prayer! Annabelle said she would go in my place! She doesn't know! She can't go! She can't go!" Amy blurted out rapid fire.
 
   Dr. Rook took Amy's scared face into his hands. He calmly made eye contact with her. Amy's eyes were wild but Dr. Rook started whispering to her. I couldn't make out what he was saying but Amy seemed to calm down. Her entire body started to relax and she visibly drooped. Dr. Rook glanced to me and then to a chair next to me. I grabbed it and put it behind Amy. My friend slumped into the chair with a dazed expression and a happy smile.
 
   Dr. Rook kept his eyes on the docile Amy. "Thank you Amy for coming to me. I will make sure no harm comes to you or Annabelle. Please go back to your room and sleep. Annabelle will stay here until I make sure she is safe."
 
   Amy nodded with a bright grin. I was taken aback on how her eyes moved up into her head. She stood up and walked past me without a second glance. The door closed behind her. I turned to Dr. Rook, not sure what the fuck just happened.
 
   "Take a seat Annabelle." Dr. Rook pointed to the empty chair.
 
   I sat down, putting my hands on my thighs. The air grew warmer as Dr. Rook seemed to put his thoughts together. The office looked lived in. I wondered if he ever went home. Did he have a wife and children? A man like him must have a life outside of Blackburn? I looked for pictures but his desk was filled with books and neat folders. He didn't even have a computer.
 
   "You agreed to take Amy's place for Father Lucas's night prayer?" Dr. Rook asked with a blank expression.
 
   I shifted a little under his gaze. "Yes, she seemed so scared of the priest. It felt like the only way to get him out of the room."
 
   "What else did she tell you once he left?"
 
   My fingers interlocked with each other. "Something about if you don't believe that you will die."
 
   Dr. Rook sat back in his plush leather chair. "About two years ago, Father Lucas was trying to convert the asylum into a full church. He thinks that by using belief and prayer instead of hard science that he will help many to overcome their disorders and pain. The church tried to assist Father Lucas with petitions and testimonials. The board of course refused but some concessions were made. As part of patient's therapy, they will spend a very limited time exposed to the wonders of religion."
 
   Watching Dr. Rook talk to me like a normal person only made the room warmer. The doctor continued.
 
   "The program seemed to be working. About a dozen patients took to it. Many of the nuns you see with Father Lucas are converts to the church. Men who appeared better where released to the church's custody to study the priesthood. There was a year of marked improvement in the mental health of the asylum."
 
   Dr. Rook's eyed turned to the window as the sun touched the horizon. "After a year, there was some resistance from a small group of patients, four to be exact. They informed me of terrible things that Father Lucas would do to them. I investigated but couldn't find any proof but nearly every day they would come to me about horrific acts of sex and debauchery. Then one by one, they each committed suicide."
 
   My interlaced fingers tightened.
 
   "I put a halt to the program indefinitely. I know Father Lucas has his favorites he likes to tempt with his healing prayers. I informed them in their sessions that if Father Lucas came to them about the program then they were to report it to me immediately."
 
   I looked away. "Is that why you suggested I seduce Father Lucas? So he would be embarrassed and sent away? "
 
   Dr. Rook took a deep breath. "I must apologize for that comment. I found myself comfortable on your visits. It was a lapse in judgment."
 
   It was a moment but only a moment. Dr. Rook seemed like he opened up to me, letting me see a glint of weakness. My cheeks flushed red but I bent my head to try and hide it. All this talk and seeing his vulnerable side was making me hot. Dr. Rook looked like an ice statue waiting to melt. I wanted to be the heat underneath him, making him turn to goo on my naked body.
 
   Dr. Rook's eyes fell on me. "I will speak to Father Lucas tomorrow. Do not go to his meeting. We will meet tomorrow afternoon so I can inform you on the outcome."
 
   "Inform me?" I wasn't sure why I had to be in the loop.
 
   "Some of the other patients talk very highly of you. I am their psychiatrist so they will always hold me as a higher level of authority and not believe everything I have to say. If it comes from you, it will have more meaning and ease the tension. Are you willing to be my voice?"
 
    I looked to Dr. Rook, smiled and nodded my head.
 
   "Good, now head back to your quarters." Dr. Rook turned to his open book.
 
   I stood up, confused and hot. I turned toward the window and realized that was not the way to go. I made a squeak and turned toward the door. I felt like some blonde bimbo, hot and bothered. Blood charged through my veins as I left Dr. Rook's office. It felt good to feel like I was part of a team. The doctor could ask me to do anything and I would do it but this felt bigger than me. 
 
   I was walking on clouds down the stairs and hallways, for the first time, hope and peace wrapped around my abused heart. It was then I felt the freedom of not having a hairy bush between my legs. I wanted to dance down the hall and do cartwheels like when I was a little girl. Something swam to the surface of my mind, a memory of me swimming in the ocean. The woman with the camera was there, cheering me on from the beach. I could taste the saltwater, kicking my arms and legs. It was my first time swimming without anyone there to help me. I was so proud. I dived under and came up, spitting out a little sea water and calmly kicking my legs.
 
   I reached the door to my room and opened it to see Amy there. She was calm but instantly looked up, happy to see me, getting up and hugging me. I hugged her back. We were silent, holding each other. After a short while, Amy broke the embrace. She didn't kiss me as she left and I was alone in my room.
 
   I sat on the edge of the bed, thinking about the memory. It has been so long since something from my past had come to mind. I wish there was more but the voids in me were quiet and dark. I knew I had to tell Dr. Rook about my memory. I hope he could help shed some light on the events of that night weeks ago. I knew if he told me something then it would kick start my memory.
 
   Lying in bed thinking seemed to make time move faster. The door to my room opened. Nurse Waters carried a syringe and rubber tubing in her hand and Ron followed in behind her. I barely sat up. Nurse Waters was all business as she wrapped my arm. It was odd but I could see pink colors bleeding into her hair. I looked over to Ron and another pair of eyes was opening on his forehead. The room moved and waved like I was underwater. They haven't even injected me yet and I could see them turning into the monsters. 
 
   The needle tore a hole and a deep moan bubbled up my throat. I was instantly wet and ready to masturbate myself to sleep. I gave Ron a playful batting of my eyes. The orderly looked at me with four demonic eyes and looked away. I could tell he wanted another taste. Nurse Waters pulled the syringe out of my arm and I grabbed her wrist.
 
   "You both can stay. I miss our time together." I whispered.
 
   Nurse Waters glanced over to Ron and they both exchanged silent expressions. Ron shrugged. Nurse Waters pulled my hand from her wrist and gently laid me back.
 
   "Another time, sleep well." Nurse Waters said with a kiss on the cheek.
 
   I writhed in bed as the two asylum staff stepped out of the room and closed the door. The metal lock clicked into place and I was trapped in my room for the night. The haze grew thicker as I tried to sit up. Emptiness sprang up and I desperately wanted it filled. I managed to turn off the light and fall back into the bed face first. The blankets felt good against my skin. I turned my head and noticed a shaft of moonlight from my tiny barred window. Time lost all meaning as fingers snaked into my wet underwear. My nub was engorged and begging to be touched. Fire flashed as I satisfied its urgings and my own. Wetness spilled and my scent rose up like a column of perfume. I was feeling lonely. Painted pictures of Dr. Rook brushed across my mind. Silent stares and quiet power pulsed to match my slow tempo.
 
   Hips arched and bucked. I pictured the bed to be Dr. Rook's chest. It curved under me as the fantasy played out. My fingers were his fingers as he touched me. I would protest him having his way with me but silently I didn't want him to stop. The fantasy whirled and blurred. I was on my knees, clawing at his suit. I wanted to be a beast, sucking on him, begging and wanting.  My moans intensified and I was a puddle on the bed, rubbing my clit like the bad girl I was.
 
   A metal click echoed in my small room. I turned my head to see the door to my room crack open. A shadow moved, slipping in, the door closing behind it. I was on my side with my hand down my panties, lustful and slightly confused. The shadows against the wall shifted and changed. A chill flowed over me, causing goose bumps to rise. I played with my clit and the chill fell away, replaced with a burning fire. I took deep breaths. I hallucinated on my medication before. It was possible that was happening now but something felt different.
 
   A long shadow moved up along the wall. It had the basic shape of a man but the shoulders were wide and the head moving like water. Points emerged from each shoulder and small horns stabbed up into the moonlight. I was on my side, rubbing and rubbing, not sure what was going on. The shadow pulled from the wall, turning solid right before my eyes. It was cloaked in darkness and two glowing white eyes emerged from its blank face. 
 
   There was no fear. My body shuddered as I was closer to orgasm. The darkness shifted away like a cape to reveal a muscled black body. My eyes drank in its form. It had bent legs and cloven feet. A dark chest rose and fell with jet black nipples. Large hands flexed, showing a glint of ink black claws. My eyes centered on his dangling cock, thick and veiny. 
 
   Hallucination or not, I was so turned on by the monster in my room an orgasm blasted my senses and I let out a deep moan. I could feel another in the background as I milked pleasure from my clit and rubbed my thighs together. Heat and power poured off the demon. Even with its white eyes I could tell what it wanted. I doubted I could stop it if I wanted to, which I didn't.
 
   Clawed hands gripped my gray dress and hoisted me up. I felt like a rag doll as it ripped and clawed my gray uniform to shreds. A claw nicked my arm and I let out a sultry gasp. I looked to see a drop of blood bloom to the surface of my flesh. The demon stared and a pale tongue snaked out of the darkness. It licked the drop of blood and retreated back to the shadows covering its face.
 
   My dress was nothing more than shreds of fabric at my feet. My breasts hung and my nipples pointed. One clawed finger curled down the waistband of my panties. With one snip, my panties were pulled off and floated to the floor. I trembled not because I was cold but because I wanted this monster inside me. The excitement made me reach out and run fingers along its member, fascinated and curious how I was going to fit it inside me. It seemed every man here had a big cock and I wasn't complaining.
 
   I fell to my knees, hands caressing the monster. In the dim moonlight I could see the demon had tiny black scales on its thighs and arms. I looked up wondering if this was Harry. The staff seemed to have rules on taking turns with me. Maybe after all this time, it was Harry's turn?
 
   The thick black cock bounced and throbbed in my hands. The demon was getting impatient. It grabbed the back of my head, pushing my face into it. My tongue flowed out and I licked along the shaft like it was a lollipop. It had been so long since any of these monsters touched me, I wanted to enjoy it. I slid down till I reached the tip, kissing and licking it. The demon's breathing increased as I played with the end. I lifted it up with my hands and looked up as I pressed my lips around the bulbous tip. White glowing eyes watched as I sucked on it and made little whimpering sounds.
 
   "Please mister demon, I don't know what to do. I'm just a little girl lost." I teased before taking a few more inches into my mouth.
 
   The black demon moved its hips, pushing several more inches passed my tight lips. My tongue ran underneath the shaft, pressing it to the roof of my mouth to make my mouth tighter. I ran fingers over my slick wet slit. I could feel I was dripping onto the floor. A clawed hand reached down and squeezed one of my creamy tits. Muffled moans filled the tiny room mixed with slurping sounds. My tits bounced as I upped the tempo, begging with my mouth to taste more. A thrilling pleasure coiled around my nerves as the demon pushed more, further down my throat. I gagged as I sucked but I didn't stop. It was a touch of heaven as a drop of pre come spilled onto my tongue. It was salty and hot, while a flash flood of my own honey covered my fingers. 
 
   I brought my wet hand up and slathered the monster cock's shaft. My lips touched my own honey and I moaned louder. I pulled the cock from my mouth, gasping and whispering I wanted more. The demon lifted me up and pinned me to the wall. Strong hips grinded between my legs. Effortlessly, the monster held me inches off the ground. I cried out as a tongue licked at my nipple, followed by a warm mouth. I writhed in the demon's grip.
 
   "Please fuck me mister demon. Fuck me!" I whined.
 
   Many have a hard time understanding what it is like to want to so much. I'm glad the demon had no such thoughts. It turned me against the cool stone wall. Clawed feet kicked my legs. I was breathing fast as I felt the creature lift up its cock and press it to my gash. A clawed hand covered my mouth as its cock pushed at my quivering pussy. I screamed as inches spread me wide. The demon was relentless as my honey dripped down and he pushed up. I wiggled to accommodate his size. My screams quickly turned to moans with my eyes half closed. Bliss rippled through me. The Black Hand pulled away and I pressed my forehead to the wall. Bodies moved like ocean waves. The demon invaded me and I opened my gates to him. I squeezed every time he pulled back, not wanting him to leave. The demon made no sound except for heavy breathing. The two of us joined and writhed. I cried out, facing the wall but that only made the demon up his tempo. 
 
   Black hips pounded into my ass, sending vibrations and ripples up my flesh and spine. I was so wet and he was so snug, we moved like one being, thrusting and sliding. The fire grew and my nerves coiled. My moaning turned to silent O's. One strong hand held my hip while another one dived between my legs. I gasped as the demon rubbed my clit, playing and squeezing it. The tempo slowed and I could feel every raised vein of his member push against my tight line. An orgasm crashed into me, followed by another. With each slow and deep penetration, my body shuddered in ecstasy. Time stopped and I was nothing more than a bright being of pure bliss.
 
   I was open to the universe and images played before my sex soaked mind. A man's face bloomed, smiling and happy. A woman's hand touching his neck and him grabbing at it like it was the most important touch in the world. The ocean was behind him as the setting sun filled the sky with orange light, a bleeding pain striking out at me as I looked away from so much beauty.
 
   The demon shifted and withdrew his cock. I fell back to my tiny room, turning my head with heated gasps. The black demon pressed his cock to my tight asshole. My eyes grew wide like saucers. I've had former lovers give me anal but this demon was too big. I whimpered a protest but my shadow lover moved as if he didn't hear me. Was this me playing with myself? If so, why can't I stop it!
 
   The bulbous head strained at my opening. I relaxed knowing he wouldn't stop. My sphincter opened just a little and the demon pushed his way in. My world opened up as wet inches slid against my even tighter opening. I made animal noises. Black fingers fingered me and played with my nub. It was too much and I moaned low and long. Orgasms assaulted me as one after the other exploded. My body was radiating heat and my eyes stared out into the vastness of nothingness.
 
   The demon's cock bulged as it slid in and out of my tight asshole. The hand on my hip slid up the line of my body to grab a bouncing tit. All my pleasure centers were dialed to eleven. The black cock stiffened and erupted. Molten jets of come spurted deep within me. I moved my ass against his thick member, squeezing and milking. The spurts turned into a stream. I could feel more heat rise up my body as I used the wall to push me down on his cock. The black demon stayed there, holding me and spitting more come into my ass.
 
   Dizziness crept into my vision. The demon pulled his cock from me. I was putty in his hands as he laid me face down on the bed. I managed to turn my head to see him melt into the shadows. The door opened just a crack and a shadow slipped out. The door closed and I was alone.
 
   "Fuck." Was all I managed to say as I lay in bed with come leaking out of my ass.
 
   The image of the man and the sunset swirled in my mind. Darkness smothered me as I was sent adrift. The man's face never left me. Even in dream land, I moved forward and kissed him, shedding a tear. Tendrils of pain called out to me, knocking at a door, whispering that they wanted to come in.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Seven Stories
 
    Soreness seeped into my muscles. The dreaded ache pushed at my deep restful sleep, making me restless. I didn't want to wake up but annoying little pains were making it near impossible to stay in my dreams. Darkness bled away as a glow of light bloomed on the other side of my eyelids. The start of a new day washed away a dirty night with a demon. I didn't even get his name. Coming in and taking me like I was some whore made me want to lick my lips. I often dreamed of being taken like that but to have it actually happen was an experience more powerful than I ever hoped. 
 
   Eyes fluttered and blinked. A vague dark outline of someone stood over me. Was it him? Did he come back to take me again? I fought at the loving tendrils of sleep to release me so I could swim back to the waking world. Eyes blinked wider and the world slowly came into focus. The person above me was staring, his face forming slowly in my sleepy mind. An arm moved vigorously as he stroked something in his hand. Eyes opened and gazed down at a rather large member. I glanced up to see Michael's eyes nearly roll into his head as he grunted.
 
   My hands went up as the tip of his Michael's cock exploded. Jets of come spurted onto my chest. I managed to cover my face and mouth in time. When the grunting subsided, I peeked to see Michael heaving and strands of come leaking from his spent member.
 
   "Michael!" I said half amused and half annoyed.
 
   Michael looked down with shades of guilt across his face. "I'm sorry Annabelle. I came in because your door was open and you were lying naked. I thought something happened but you were sleeping peacefully." Michael looked away. "I couldn't control myself."
 
   I sat up as warm come rolled down off my breasts. I let out a sigh as I could see what he was talking about. I was naked in bed with torn clothes around me. I may have to ask for several boxes of tissues if a night like last night continues.
 
   "It's fine. Next time, just give me a little shake to wake me up." Michael put his cock away and I gave him a devilish smile. "Was it fun?"
 
   "Not as much fun as what you did last night. What happened?"
 
   "Did you hear me?" I asked, sitting up and using my sheets to wipe me down.
 
   "I think the whole wing heard you. Are you okay?"
 
   Sitting up, I didn't even try to hide myself. Instead I looked down and wiggled my toes. "Would you believe me if I told you a demon came in and had its way with me?"
 
   Michael was silent. I quickly followed up. "It's okay Michael. Sometimes I get a little carried away with myself. It's one of the reasons why I'm here."   
 
   Michael's lip twisted into a grimace. There seemed to be some internal war going on like he wanted to tell me something. I stood up and went to my small dresser. I pulled out one of my fashionable gray dresses and put it over my head. The panties will have to wait until I have a shower. Michael twisted and turned, unsure of what to do next.
 
   "Do you want to talk?" I smiled.
 
   "Can we talk in my room?" Michael's hand went back into his pants and began stroking himself again.
 
   "As long as you keep that anaconda on a leash." I smiled, trying to lighten the mood.
 
   Michael seemed to ignore me and stepped out of my room. I followed him across the hall to his quarters. His room was just like mine except for spots of exposed brick in a few places. Since the room was opposite mine, it didn't have a barred window to the outside. The chronic masturbator paced. He pointed to his bed and I sat down without a second thought. His agitation was making the air thick.  
 
   "Amy told me what happened. You can't go to Father Lucas's night prayers."
 
   I put my hands behind me and leaned back. "I know. It has been taken care of. Dr. Rook is going to make sure no one goes to the prayers."
 
   Michael's eyes darted. "You don't understand. You have to stay away from him. When he is like this he will make you do things."
 
   "Michael, help me understand. I haven't been here a long time so I don't know what you're talking about. Is there something going on I should know more about?"
 
   "I heard some of the nuns, whispering, talking about the Father. They were excited. One of them said your name. Once Father Lucas gets his claws in you he doesn't like to let go. He never let's go."
 
   Michael clearly was working through something. Normally he was so clear and level headed but now he was acting like Amy did yesterday. "I know about the suicides."
 
   The man turned to me with wide eyes. "They didn't want to kill themselves. They wanted to live, right to the point when they hung themselves or threw themselves over the cliff. They put the fence out there after that."
 
   "Why did they kill themselves? What is Father Lucas doing to make people want to die?"
 
   Michael seemed to catch his manic self. He adjusted his shoulders and let out a deep breath. "Annabelle, Father Lucas wants us all to believe in his god. Belief keeps the madness away. Those who do not believe, they are consumed. Amy and a few others are very scared for you."
 
   I looked up into his beautiful green eyes. "Thank you for your concern but whatever happens, it will be okay."
 
   "You see the demons, every night after you take your treatment." Michael said flatly.
 
   "I...I...." I stammered.
 
   "You are not crazy. They are real. We all see them after the treatment." 
 
   Michael went to his door and closed it. I watched as he quickly crossed the room to one spot of cracked paint and exposed brick. Fingers dug in around the edge and he pulled a brick out. Michael beckoned with his hand. I went to him as he pointed into the hole. Inside were vials upon vials backed into the small space. I didn't know how far back but it looked like he had been stuffing them in there for a while.
 
   "After a certain point they stop giving you injections and give you a pill. I stopped taking them to prove that we didn't need the treatment. I can see them for what they truly are. Every day and every night I see the monsters walking through the halls." Michael said with an edge of defeat in his voice.
 
   Michael put the brick back. I had nothing to say. Either we shared the same psychosis or Blackburn Asylum was filled with demons and monsters. I stepped back and leaned against a wall. The air was thicker and I was having hard time breathing. 
 
   Michael sat on the edge of his bed, staring at the floor. "The staff may be monsters but Father Lucas is something worse. Some of my friends will keep an eye out on you; just don't be alone with him."
 
   I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I moved to the door and opened it. I didn't look back as I walked to my room and closed the door behind me. Fingers curled into fists and I put them to my eyes. What am I doing here? Is this Hell? Did I die and now I'm here, living out this dream of madness? I had to pull it together. Everyone here is nuts just like me. I can't take everything they say seriously. Dr. Rook has shown me that this is a place dedicated to helping people get better. I had to believe that everything I'm experiencing is to help me be a better person. One day I will be able to leave and go back to him.
 
   A fluid shock lit up my senses. Him? I have nobody. Why am I thinking of him? Was he the man from my dream last night? Did I know him? Could he be the reason I'm in here in the first place? I slid down to the floor and pulled my knees to my chest. What is happening to me? I thought everything was coming together and now it was all being pulled apart. A stab of sadness caused my eyes to water. Why did I miss that face from my dream so much? Now with his face so vivid in my mind, why won't he leave me alone? I belong here, in the nut house with all the other freaks. Tears rolled down my cheeks and I put my forehead on my knees.   
 
   ***
 
   Warm water rained down my naked skin. With eyes closed, I let the heated water wash away terrible empty feelings. I had to pull it together. The more I talked with patients, the more confused I became. They talk of Father Lucas like he is some sort of monster. I should be laughing at that thought. The entire place is filled with monsters and I'm one of them. I was right to come here. Being locked away only ensured others could not get hurt. I remembered how Dr. Rook looked at me when I stood over Ron. He said I was the worst monster of all because I pretend I'm not. I'm just some sick woman, surviving off loveless sex. I'm not supposed to have any feelings or regrets. Monsters do what they want, when they want.
 
   Picking up the soap, I ran it along my body, washing away the dried seed. My eyes opened, half closed and blank. I was hollow and without regret. Father Lucas could do no worse then what I have already done to myself. Death would be the just dessert for a failed and useless life. I loved once but now even that spark burns dim. Images of Dr. Rook floated into my gray thoughts, so strong and powerful, he practically glowed against the grainy black and white background. Do I love him? Is he the one I want? Then why do I hurt when I think of the man from my dreams?
 
   Soap washed away with relentless waves of water. I turned the ancient knobs and the warm stream turned into little drops of clear water. I walked over to a bench and picked up a white towel. A few other patients were washing their grime away. Some focused on themselves while one or two glanced in my direction. Michael said he had friends watching over me. I made a small crazy laugh mixed with the sounds of running water. Michael is an inmate just like me in this mad house. I doubted his imaginary friends would come to my rescue. The only person I could count on was Dr. Rook. He has been the only one who believes in me. He thinks I'm strong enough to figure out my past and I know I won't disappoint him.
 
   I toweled off and wrapped my hair into a towel beehive. I slipped on a clean pair of panties and my fabulous gray uniform dress. I walked out of the showers with my head held high. I had no time for fear and regret. I know I can beat this place at its own game. I started my small trek back to my room. I will finish with my hair and head to the library so I can occupy my thoughts with a good book. Then dinner and finally I can go to bed and wish for last night's sexy demon to come back and fuck me to sleep. Just the thought of last night sent shivers of bliss up and down my body.
 
   Just then an orderly pushed past me and was running at full speed down the hall. I was about to yell out "Rude!" when two nurses shouted for me to get out of the way. I stopped walking as they ran like something was on fire. I continued my leisurely stroll when Harry shot past me. A man his size never has to run. What the hell was going on? It wasn't long before some patients zipped by me, eyes wide and their mouths full of chatter. 
 
   Something happened. My heart tightened. Something bad happened. Amy came around a corner, running full speed. She grabbed my hand and yanked me forward. I ran with her, my beehive unraveling and towel falling away.
 
   "What happened?" I managed as Amy yanked me down the hall. 
 
   Other patients ran alongside us. I felt like I was caught in a deluge. I managed to make out from the insane chatter that someone fell.
 
   "Amy?" I nearly screeched.
 
   The small group of us turned a corner and we were in the main hall. The front double doors were wide open, sunlight pouring in like it was the gate to heaven. My arm went up to shield my eyes. The tightness in my chest only increased. Dread filled my mind as we nearly jumped into the light.
 
   Dizziness spiraled as I stepped down the stone steps I used only once, the first night I was here. Orderlies tried to keep the mob of patients back, barely. Nurses were huddled on the green grass. I don't know why but I looked up, contrasted against the bright blue sky, stood the keep and towers of Blackburn Asylum. It looked like a jagged stone spear against the azure sky. On the seventh floor, one of the windows was broken.
 
   My gaze fell to the grass where nurses in white huddled. Between their legs I saw a man in a suit, unmoving and sprawled out. I leaped down the stairs and rushed into the mob. I pushed my way frantically to the line of orderlies. I slammed into Ron who was trying to keep his cool while keeping everyone back.
 
   "Is that Dr. Rook? Tell me Ron!" I screamed.
 
   Ron stared into my eyes for a moment before looking away. I ducked under his beefy arm and ran across the lush lawn. Please, it can't be him. It just can't. He is my master, my savior. He is here to heal me. It can't be him!
 
   Nurse Sykes turned her head and saw me making a mad dash for them. Her arms went up and we collided. She was yelling at me, telling me to back off. I could barely hear her as my eyes locked on Dr. Rook, his suit ripped, shredded and coughing up blood. I wailed like some forgotten banshee.
 
   Strong arms coiled around me and pulled me away. I kicked and screamed bloody murder. The monsters can do whatever they want to me but not him, not him. The crowd of lunatics screamed and howled the injustice of the fallen doctor. I was dragged to stone steps of Blackburn. More nurses emerged from the entrance. I fought Harry. Insanity gripped me. I knew I was the only one who could help him. A syringe sank into my arm and my vision went hazy. The world clouded as I fell limp into the abyss.
 
   I woke with a start. I sat up and felt tight around the chest and waist. I was back in my room. I looked down to see a strait jacket securely locked around my body. I could use my legs and little else. I was quickly to my feet and to the door. It was locked. I banged my head twice against the metal, pain blooming on my forehead. It wasn't smart but I got someone's attention.
 
   "Take it easy in there!" Came a voice from the other side.
 
    I instantly knew it was Harry. "What happened? Is Dr. Rook alive?" I asked with a hysterical tone.
 
   A metal slot opened up and Harry looked in. "He is in the medical ward."
 
   "Will he be okay? Take me to him!"
 
   Harry glanced at my jacket. "No visitors until we know more, rest for the night."
 
   "I can't rest! Doctor Rook needs me! I can help him. I can heal him!" I was nearly laughing at my own words.
 
   For the first time ever in this lunatic asylum, Harry's eyes softened. "Annabelle, please rest. When we know more, I will be sure to pass it on."
 
   My eyes grew wider and wider. I started kicking barefoot against the metal door. They can't keep me in here! I need to get out! I need to see my doctor!
 
   Harry was about to close the slot when his eyes turned away. I turned to my little barred window and saw the orange glow. The sun was setting. The black snake of fear wrapped around my heart.
 
   "Hello Harry. I'm here to escort Annabelle to her night prayer therapy." A feminine voice cooed and made me cringe in terror.
 
   I moved to the slot and peered out. Sister Bethany stood with two other sisters. Harry crossed his big arms. The skin on his neck flowed away to reveal a patch of black scales.
 
   "Until further notice, there will be no therapy sessions." Harry said flatly, his bulky body flexing muscle.
 
   Sister Bethany gave a kind smile. "We have a schedule to keep. Please step aside and open the door."
 
   Harry gave a devil's stare, not budging an inch from my door.
 
   "Don't let them take me Harry. Don't let them take me!" I yelled through the slot.
 
   The three sisters and the burly orderly ignored me. Eyes locked on each other like some secret conversation was going on. Sister Bethany was first to lower her eyes and let a smirk creep into her small lips.
 
   "Poor child, you do not know what you do." Bethany said with a whisper.
 
   The nun's black dress shifted and moved. Sister Bethany raised her gaze to the orderly just as something snaked out from below. It reared up and struck down in a blur. The black and green tentacle slammed into Harry, driving him to the stone floor. The orderly just stopped himself from hitting hard stone with big hands keeping him inches from the floor. Muscles strained as the tentacle lay on top of him, holding him down. Bethany and the other two sisters stared coldly at the hulking orderly, struggling to get back up.
 
   "Stay down." Sister Bethany eyed the orderly.
 
   Harry pushed his body up against the tentacle holding him down. He grunted as if he we were trying to do a push up with a car on his back.
 
   "Fool." Sister Bethany smiled.
 
   Another tentacle snaked out from under her black dress and hammered down. Harry smashed into the floor, cracking it and sending up puffs of dust. I looked down in horror as his eyes rolled into his head and he moaned. Sister Bethany stood in front of the slot, eyes connecting with mine. I backed off, trying to make myself as small as I could in my tiny quarters.
 
   Metal turned and groaned. The door opened and Sister Bethany glided in. I shook my head from side to side. Monsters, the place were filled with monsters!
 
   "Sister Lydia and Sister Mary, please remove that awful jacket from Ms. Torres."
 
   The two sisters came into the room and started undoing my straight jacket. I was frozen, staring at Sister Bethany. The nun acted like nothing happened. Moments later the jacket was off and feeling was returning to my arms.
 
   "Why are you doing this?" I nearly cried.
 
   Sister Bethany tilted her head and put her hands together in prayer. "Father Lucas wants to save every soul, even if it is one at a time. Let's not keep the good Father waiting." Sister Bethany smiled as something moved under her black dress.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Eight Eyes
 
     The chapel doors stood ominously before me. They were made of sturdy oak with a dark finish. White crosses hung off each door. The stone arches before it seemed to weigh heavy on my mind. With all the talk of Father Lucas being the devil at night, urges welled up, wanting to propel me in the opposite direction. Sister Bethany stood beside me while the other two sisters were behind. I wouldn't get one inch away if I tried. They would strike me down like they did to Harry. He is built like an ox; I was afraid they would turn me into a red smear on the cold stone floor.
 
   Sister Bethany reached forward and opened one side of the double doors. She casually pointed in and I moved like a defeated child. I had no idea what to expect. Chaotic chatter filled my skull with every bit of knowledge I could gleam from every person who talked about Father Lucas. If I didn't believe then I would die. I held onto those words like a mantra, hoping it would help me make the right decision. I never had much faith but deep down I knew I couldn't fake it. You either had it or you didn't, there was no in between.
 
   Taking a deep breath, I walked over the threshold and into the chapel. The space opened into a much larger room with vaulted arches. Wooden pews stretched out to either side of me as I walked. I glanced up to see Father Lucas's back, his head was looking up at a plain silver cross. It stood on a table and was the size of a small person. Father Lucas and the cross were bathed in colored light. I looked over to the stain glass windows as the last rays of sunlight shined through. If I wasn't terrified, it would be beautiful.
 
   "Welcome Annabelle. We have been looking forward to your visit." Father Lucas said without turning around.
 
   "Hello Father." I said simply. 
 
   "It's unfortunate what happened to Dr. Rook today. I hope our prayers can help him with a speedy recovery."
 
   "Father, maybe we should postpone our therapy. I don't think I can concentrate knowing Dr. Rook is hurt."
 
   Father Lucas turned around with a broad grin. "Nonsense, if anything, this will only help you with your grief. Prayer can heal all negative imbalances."
 
   The light from the stained glass started to fade. The sun was setting. My mind worked. I needed to find a reason, any reason to get out of here.
 
   "Father, I don't think this will help me. Let's see if we can do another night. I'm sure we can....."
 
   Father Lucas cut me off. "This will not take long. Once we are done then you can go back to your room and wait to hear word on Dr. Rook."
 
   "But Father...." I pleaded.
 
   Father Lucas cut me off again. "Bend your head in prayer with me my child."
 
   The priest tilted his head and closed his eyes. The nuns were behind me in a semi-circle. I bent my head but I kept my eyes on the priest and the dying light. Darkness began to swell as less light filtered in. A cool chill ran down my arms and legs. My senses were dialed to eleven. Incense filled the air. Fake candles lit up with electric light. Anxiety rolled over me like a suffocating blanket.
 
   "Night prayers are whatever you need them to be. Speak your mind child." Father Lucas said in a warm whisper.
 
   "I pray I have the strength to overcome my weaknesses." I nearly blurted out.
 
   The last rays of orange sunlight winked out at the top of the cross. There was a sudden flash and the stained glass glowed like hot embers. The scent in the air changed, taking on a familiar sliver of low tide. 
 
   To my horror, I gazed pass the priest's shoulder to the big iron cross. It moved, twisting and bending into a mockery of what it was. The metal shined and then dulled. Cracks ran along its once smooth surface and strange symbols glowed with eerie green light. Father Lucas raised his head and my gaze turned to him. Kindness melted away to a smug and distant stare. Tendrils of darkness bled into the white of his eyes, snaking and writhing like something you would find in the abyss.
 
   I looked away but only saw Sister Bethany facing me; her black nun's dress moving in strange and nearly grotesque ways. The nun's eyes were open and staring at me with alien recognition. I shook where I stood, unable to move and barely breathing.
 
   Father Lucas shot me a large grin as his eyes danced with strange irises. "It feels good to let our hair down, don't you think Annabelle?"
 
   "You're not a priest." I managed to get out with a shaky voice.
 
   Father Lucas feigned a hurt expression. "You wound me child. I am very much a priest but not the one you're thinking of. There are those who carry a special light in their hearts. I saw it in you the first time we met."
 
   "I don't understand?"
 
   Father Lucas crossed his arms. "Most lost souls don't. I and the sisters were pleased when you accepted our invitation for a night prayer. I know Dr. Rook and the board put a hold on our therapy but the stars were aligning once again. Despite what they may think, the true path can never be stopped."
 
   "What...what are you going to do to me?" I said trying to keep the tremble from my words.
 
   "No need to be scared. If we wanted to hurt you then you wouldn't be here. We want to invite you into our fold. Your light glows with a brilliance I haven't seen in a long time. You would be a welcome change to our congregation."
 
   "Do I have a choice?"
 
   Father Lucas let his smile drop just a bit. "We all have choices. But before you make any hasty decisions, we have many things to show you."
 
   A hand ran along my stomach. I turned my head to see Sister Bethany, eyeing me and pressing her hands to my belly and back. Lips half parted, the nun molded her body into my side. Firm breasts surrounded my arm as she writhed like a cat in heat. Shock couldn't cover how I felt. The nun moved against me with a need. An internal fire lit when her scent reached me, my own body reacting to the sudden deluge of temptation.
 
   "You hide behind walls but we all know what you're really like. Just as you have heard whispers about me, I have heard whispers about you. You contain a freedom most wish they had. By joining us you will have that freedom to explore your lust without shame or guilt. You wouldn't have to hide or be the shell you portray to others."
 
   A slimy thing reached out from under Sister Bethany's dress and ran along my leg. I let out a shudder, not of disgust but of growing heat. "I feel like there is something more to this."
 
   Sister Lydia and Sister Mary moved to each side of Father Lucas. "A simple request, you must believe in our true god."
 
   The sisters began disrobing. Their eyes were lost in blank bliss as they removed their black dresses and nunnery clothes. They kept their habits on as they peeled away black cloth to reveal firm, shapely bodies. Under their arms and along their sides I noticed two sets of vertical lines in their near perfect skin. Part of me wondered if that is where their tentacles emerge from.
 
   Sister Bethany let her hand travel down over my stomach, grabbing the hem of my short gray uniform and lifting it up. The nun looked down as she pressed fingers to my white panties and was greeted with a small line of wetness.
 
   "I think she likes the proposal." Sister Bethany cooed as she rubbed my womanhood.
 
   Father Lucas smiled. "I believe she does, don't you Annabelle?"
 
   Heat flowed up my neck, causing my vision to grow hazy. "What if I cannot believe? Do I die like the others?" I said with a sultry tone.
 
   "We must all believe in something. It is up to you to choose." Father Lucas said.
 
   With each passing second, my internal fire glowed brighter and brighter. I felt trapped in their power. It fell over me like a spell. I quietly cursed as my body betrayed me. The priest knew this was one of my weaknesses and now he was exploiting it. He had me brought to him and forced into a situation he knew I wouldn't say no to. He wants me to be like them, another follower to his cause for some monster calling it's self a god. Reason ebbed and lust flowered. I had to say no. I had to walk away, if I could walk away. Fingers slipped along my wet line. My body reacted by moving on Sister Bethany's fingers.
 
   Father Lucas stood before me, watching me fall further into his trap. The two sisters beside him were on their knees, pulling down his zipper and pawing at him like hungry animals. Sister Bethany pushed on me to kneel and I did just that. On my knees, she played with me through my soaking wet panties, rubbing my throbbing clit. A moan fell from my lips. One of the sisters reached into Father Lucas's pants and pulled out his member. I bit my lip at the size of it, dangling and half hard. The other nun bent her head and licked the tip; her tongue guided it into her mouth as she closed her lips around it. Sister Lydia ran her tongue along the shaft, up and down while Sister Mary sucked at an inch or two.
 
   Sister Bethany tugged at my panties. Robotically I pulled them down, slipping them over my knees and off my ankles. My resolve fell away like a leaf. The scent of sex bloomed and the sounds of sucking reached my ears. Father Lucas stared at me, bucking my hips to Sister Bethany's touch. There was so much pain and now it drained away to be replaced with oceans of ecstasy. I didn't want to be here but deeper down I knew this was my proper place. Was that it? To the strongest go the spoils? Was I some twisted concubine to be passed around to only those wielding power? Part of me wanted to run from these nightmares but the real me wanted to stay and enjoy their fruits.
 
   Sister Lydia and Sister Mary each took turns, sucking on the priest's cock. They deep throated and moaned like the monsters they were. I fell forward onto my hands. Sister Bethany moved her hand behind me to rub my engorged clit. A tentacle ran along my round ass and up between my cheeks. The nun kept her fingers on my nub while the tentacle stroked my pink gash.
 
   "You have a choice to be mine. I will show you such realms of pleasure you never dreamed of. Crawl to me and let me bless you."
 
   I was on all fours. The nun continued to rub and press against me. I moved one hand forward and the tentacle between my legs pushed into my thin line. I gasped as inches pushed in, spreading my walls. I moved another hand and the tentacle rubbed internally, touching my G spot. I let out a loud moan, crawling closer and closer to Father Lucas. The two nuns sucking on his cock, moaned louder, begging me to join the fun.
 
   I continued to crawl, Sister Bethany making it as difficult as possible. The tentacle pushed in and out, forcing waves of pleasure. My mouth made a perfect O as I tried to crawl the short distance to Father Lucas. At any time, I could stop, turn and crawl away. Instead I moved toward him, hungry for his cock. Sister Bethany stopped rubbing my clit. Wet fingers moved over my firm breasts and nipples. She was still dressed in her habit and nunnery clothes but she often licked my wetness off her fingers. She would return to squeezing and playing with my velvet peaks.
 
   Wetness streaked down my inner thighs as the tentacle plunged my depths. I found myself squeezing, trying to hold it in me but it was strong and moved to its own tempo. My nerves coiled and sparked. I was close. Maybe if I came I could think clearer. I stopped my crawling and felt the blinding pulse of pure release. My body bucked and strange moans fell from my open mouth. The tentacle in me didn't stop as I bit my lip and let each wave of pleasure roll over me. The nun crawling with me grabbed and licked my smooth skin. I thought I could think clearer but instead I fell deeper into lustful needs.
 
   I crawled on, toward the priest with two nuns sucking on his cock. The distance grew shorter and shorter. The tip of the tentacle playfully brushed against my private spot. I shuddered to its magic touch. I sat back on my ankles and looked up. Father Lucas towered over me, his nuns licking along each side of his cock.
 
   "Take hold." The priest commanded.
 
   My hands reached up and wrapped around his girthy member. I looked up with innocent eyes, the tip of his cock inches from my mouth. Feminine hands touched and played with my tits and clit. The tentacle continued its assault on my pussy. The three nuns purred, touching me like I belonged.
 
   "I will bless you my child. Take my rod of ancient knowledge and let it fill you with secrets."
 
   Obediently I took the tip of his cock to my lips. Sister Bethany placed a hand on the back of my head and pushed me onto the priest's thick member. A manly scent filled my nose as his cock filled my mouth. The throbbing member slid deeper and deeper. I pressed my tongue along the bottom, making my mouth as tight as I could. My fear died as I felt my place, kneeling before Father Lucas, happily sucking his cock. I tried to think about Dr. Rook but my mind slipped away with each inch in my mouth moving back and forth. I said they were monsters but I was just as bad. How could I ever be better when I always ended up here, sucking or fucking because I could never say no.
 
   I looked up to see eight eyes staring at me, bodies crowded close. They watched me with smiles and wet lips. I gave muffled moans, making long strokes with my mouth, eager to please. The priest's cock swelled, my head bobbing on his hardness. Fingers and tentacles crawled all over me. My own wetness dripped on the sacred floor of the chapel, unable to control myself as I sucked harder. A drop of come touched my tongue and my body bucked with an uncontrollable orgasm, followed by another. 
 
   "Prepare for my blessing." Father Lucas groaned.
 
   Hands held me in place as the priest's cock bulged. I cried out with muffled moans. Spurts of come shot out, plastering the back of my throat, followed by a flood. My eyes widened as my mouth was quickly filled. The amount was obscene. Sister Bethany kept my head in place as I tried to gulp down the Father's seed. Small amounts dripped from the corners of my mouth. Sister Lydia and Sister Mary licked at my chin and around my mouth, taking every drop. The priest moved his hips slowly, watching me with dark eyes, pumping more seed. I licked at the tip of his cock, trying to coax every drop from it.
 
   The air was still for moments before Father Lucas pulled his cock from my mouth and I gasped for oxygen. I collapsed to my hands and knees, mind reeling from waves of bliss. My stomach clenched as his seed seeped into my being. Pins and needles pushed outward as I felt something unholy take root. The chapel around me grew darker as I twisted in pain.
 
   "What do we do with her now, Father?" Sister Bethany asked while still caressing and rubbing my clit.
 
   Father Lucas looked down with victorious contempt. "Play with her until you’re done and then bring her to her cell. She is too weak to fight us now. The next few nights will tell us if she is worthy of our lord."
 
   I fell to the cold floor. My vision began to fade. Hands turned me onto my back. Legs were spread and a mouth kissed my gash, followed by a tongue. My eyes closed and sweet release took me away from the monsters crowding over me.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Nine Breaths      
 
      I awoke with a start. I quickly looked around to see that I was back in my bed nearly naked with only a pair of panties on. Looking up, I could see the day’s sun lighting up my room. I let out a deep breath and fell back into bed. My first thought was to tell myself last night was not a dream. I had to face facts that Blackburn Asylum was a place where monsters and demons are running the place. What happened last night and nearly every night since I committed myself has shown me that this place was a gateway to Hell.
 
   Swinging my legs over the side, I buried my face into my hands. My stomach was in knots and tendrils clamped onto places deep within my body. Father Lucas and his freaky nuns forced me into something, alien. I could feel it growing inside me like some monster, ready to eat me from the inside out. They knew how to manipulate me and I fell for it.
 
   I stood up and put on my gray patient uniform. I wretched my cell door open and stormed across the hall to Michael's room. The masturbator was stroking himself while reading a book. He looked up and his eyes bulged in his head. Throwing down the book, he was on his feet and next to me in under a second.
 
   "Annabelle! I heard what happened! Are you okay?"
 
   "No more riddles! What is happening to me?" I demanded.   
 
    Michael's eyes lowered. He moved to the door behind me, closed it before walking to his bed and sitting on the edge.
 
   "Father Lucas wants converts. He wants all of us to join his crusade. He wants the special ones first so it will be easier for others to join."
 
   "Why me?" My voice cracked.
 
   "We all see it. You have an aura that many gravitate to. The priest wants to use you."
 
   I was tittering on the edge of a breakdown. Conflicted emotions warred while I tried to hold onto what little strands of sanity I had left. The pain in my stomach grew and I nearly doubled over. Michael reached over and helped steady my shaking form. I used a wall to lean against and take deep breaths.
 
   "You told me that people who don't believe in Father Lucas, they die. Is that true?"
 
   Michael's eyes shifted away and his hand dove into his pants, vigorously jerking himself off. "As far as we know, yes, you will die."
 
   Tears began to roll down my cheeks. "I never had faith in anything. The only faith I had was in the people I loved. But now, there is no more love in my heart. I used to love. Now, all I want is pleasure, in me, on me, anyway I can get it."
 
   "I can talk to some of the other patients. We can see what we can do to keep you safe."
 
   My eyes hardened. "Like yesterday? Those nuns took down Harry like he was a little boy. I'm sure Father Lucas or one of his nuns pushed Dr. Rook out of his office window. The strongest people in this place were like ants to them. I'm in a prison where monsters want to turn me into one of them!"
 
   Michael stared at me innocently. "We will do everything we can to stop them. They wait a few nights to test your faith. We have time."
 
   I shook my head. "I'm going to die. I have no faith. I have no need for faith. I don't believe in god or even their god. We die and wink out. I have known that in my heart as far back as I can remember. I tried to hold onto something to show me life was worth living but those things were taken away. It's like the world wants to show me there is no coming back for a pathetic creature like me."
 
   "You can't give up. We can help." 
 
   I looked away. "Why are you here, Michael? Why do the monsters keep you here?"
 
   Nervous energy caused his feet to shuffle and his gaze to dart side to side. "I can't leave. I have a problem. Helping others is the only thing that makes the world bearable. I think. I don't know it gets so confusing sometimes."
 
   Ice filled my veins. "Does the asylum staff have their way with you? Do they take turns using you for their own pleasure?" 
 
   Michael stroked himself faster. "I...I....I don't know. I have dreams...nightmares."
 
   "They come to me Michael. They forced themselves on me and I liked it. I wanted to be their slave. I wanted to submit to their urges. Slut, whore, it doesn't make a difference. I like their bodies on mine. I like when they shoot their come all over me. I liked it when you came on my tits. Right now I want to suck your cock, taking your come and begging for more. Do you know what that is like?"
 
   Michael was silent, his hand stroking his shaft.
 
   I moved to the door. "I have no faith, only needs. If everything you told me is true, then I will be dead soon and the world will not give a fuck if I was ever here or not."
 
   I left Michael and slinked to my room. I fell into bed and turned onto my back. I stared at the light coming in through my little barred window. My stomach clenched and color drained from the light. I couldn't even pretend to believe. I knew in my heart that I could never be like those monsters. I couldn't drink the Kool-Aid even if I wanted to. Another surge of stomach pain caused me to shift to my side and curl up into the fetal position. My only hope was Dr. Rook. If he pulled through, then maybe I had a chance to make it through this nightmare. If I had even a drop of faith, it would go to him. He was real and I knew I just had to touch him to feel better.
 
   I lay there, thinking about my strong doctor. He had to get better. He was my only hope.
 
   ***
 
   I sat in the cafeteria, moving my food around with a Spork. The nuns serving the food eyed me and whispered to each other. With each hour that passed, the world grew a little grayer. Appetite gone, I eyed the slop in front of me because there was nothing else to do. I looked away from the nuns and looked to another table where Michael and Amy sat. Their faces were dark and drawn. They glanced over to me but would not come to sit by me. In fact, no one sat by me as I stabbed at my food with disgust and sadness.
 
   A chiming of bells filled the cafeteria. Everyone looked up as an announcement was being readied. I heard a few of them but they were often petty things like claiming lost items or signing up for volley ball. I let my spork drop into my food and pressed my face into my hands.
 
   "Uh, is this thing on? Uh good afternoon everyone, I am Father Lucas and I wanted to inform everyone with updates on Dr. Rook. I'm sure everyone is very worried so this was the best way to inform everyone at once."
 
   I perked up. Hope swelled in my heart that it would be good news. The entire cafeteria quieted down as heads turned to the loud speakers high on the walls.
 
   Father Lucas continued. "It brings me with great sadness to inform everyone that Dr. Rook has slipped into a coma. The doctors are doing everything they can to help him get better. I would ask everyone to put Dr. Rook in your prayers for a speedy recovery."
 
   The entire cafeteria deflated. It was almost like the air was sucked out and replaced with clouds of gloom. The nuns busied themselves behind the counters like everything was normal.
 
   "I wanted to also inform everyone, until the board elects a new director, I will be taking over Dr. Rook's duties for the foreseeable future. The sisters will be putting up notices for new therapy sessions for everyone. I want to ensure everyone that Blackburn will continue to run without disruptions. My door will always be open to any patient in need of god's healing touch. Be well"
 
   My heart sank. Dr. Rook was not getting better. I was alone just like the night I first walked through the doors. I pushed the tray of food from me. It slid off the table and crashed onto the floor with a clatter. Heads turned as I stood up and stormed off. I had no time left. Something was eating me from the inside and now with Dr. Rook in a coma, I had very little choice.
 
   The grayness bled into my vision as I walked aimlessly. I started to look like all the other patients, lost to their insanities. Horrible images plagued my mind of me hanging in my cell, piss and shit falling from between my legs. I'm sure the nuns would be the ones. They would play with me and then hang me, making it look like I did it myself. My life was drawing to a close and I could feel it with every twist of whatever was inside me.
 
   I sat on the cold floor of my room. The thing inside me knew I had no faith. Colors drained and I felt like I was in a black and white picture. My wants lessened as my head lolled to the side. Will they kill me tomorrow night? Maybe they won't wait that long and tonight will be the last time I see this gray and dying world. Thoughts became jagged and desperate. I thought of Michael and his warm optimism.
 
   Mechanically I stood up and crossed the hall to his room. There was about twenty minutes before they locked us in for the night. Maybe one last drop of pleasure before I hang like the monster I am. No one will have to fear the dreaded succubus Annabelle any longer. I will be gone and maybe some freak will fuck my dead body afterwards. It won't matter to me because I will be dead like a burnt out computer. 
 
   I opened Michael's door, slipped in and closed it behind me. Michael was on his bed, staring at the ceiling, stroking his cock in his pants. Without a word, I took two steps toward him and sank to my knees. The chronic masturbator stopped what he was doing. He was about to say something when I took hold of his gray pants and pulled them down. Hands went up in protests. The patient tried to push me away but I took hold of his hard cock. My nails bit into the side of his shaft and Michael stopped trying to push me away. I gave him a weak smile as I gazed at his manhood, surround in curly blonde hair. I pointed it up and closed my mouth around the tip.
 
   Michael looked down as my head sank down on his throbbing member. "Annabelle, please stop." He whispered.
 
   Ignoring him, I ran my tongue along the shaft while inches filled my mouth. His musk was sweet and innocent. My lips pressed around his shaft until I reached the hilt. I nearly gagged but strangely that brought me some comfort. I rose up, making his cock slick with my salvia. Bobbing up and down nice and slow, Michael's protests turned to quiet groans. Despite his innocent self, I knew he was just like any other man. So quick to shut up when pair of pretty lips are sliding on their cock. Seeing him masturbate so much, he must come a dozen times a day. A small flame grew as I tried to pleasure him anyway I could.
 
   "You are so beautiful Annabelle. Please, don't stop." Michael begged.
 
   I muffled my moans and touched between my legs. My panties were wet. I was glad this would be the last pair I would ever need. I upped the tempo, sucking and slathering over his cock. I had nothing left so why not make one person happy before I go. Hips pushed his cock deep down my throat. A drop of come dripped onto my tongue and I sucked it down without a thought. The salty taste fueled me to suck harder. A hand wrapped around his shaft and I stroked him while sucking on him. The small cell filled with heat and sucking noises. Feel better Michael, feel better.
 
   Michael's hands gripped the bed as his hips bucked. His cock bulged and spurts of molten come sprayed my mouth. I moaned my approval, sucking it down, teasing out more of his seed. Michael's eyes rolled into his head and he fell back. His cock wilted and I let it fall from my mouth. Snoring filled the room.
 
   "Thank you. Sleep tight stud." I said with a smile.
 
   I tapped him to make sure he was still asleep. When he didn't budge, I went to the exposed bricks and carefully pulled one out. I gave a weak smile. I thought I would have had to fuck the stud into submission but it seemed he was just one orgasm away from falling asleep. 
 
   Pills stared at me like hidden treasure. I grabbed a fistful of them and put the brick back with my other hand. When it was done, I kissed my hand and rubbed Michael's cheek. I silently thanked him and closed his door behind me.
 
   A quick few steps and I was back in my room. I opened my hand to see about a dozen pills with blue liquid and black veins. I prayed it was enough to do the job. Without water, I popped one pill after the next. I gulped them down mixed with what little of Michael's come was in my mouth. When the last pill disappeared down my throat, I sat on the edge of my bed and waited.
 
   Time ticked away until Nurse Waters and Ron came in. Ron didn't even hold me down as I exposed my arm. Nurse Waters wrapped a rubber tube around my arm and tapped a vein. The pills I took just ten minutes before started to kick in. Nurse Waters became her pink demonic self, taking the syringe and stabbing it into a vein. Ron had two sets of demonic eyes, his skin black as night and another set of arms right under his huge arms.
 
   I smiled at them. "I don't care that your demons.” I said flatly.
 
   Nurse Waters smiled at me with an exaggerated pointed grin. I even got a demon smile from Ron. They headed to the door.
 
   "Ron." I said as my vision started to wave fiercely.
 
   Ron looked back.
 
   "Your cock was so good." I said with a slight slur.
 
   Ron's four eyes blinked and he smiled. The door shut behind them and I was alone.
 
   I took a deep breath and lay down. The walls rippled and vibrated as the medicine went into overdrive. I knew what I took plus the injection was enough to kill me. It was the only road I had left. Dr. Rook was right, when faced with no choices; you have to make your own. Those nuns were not going to hang me. I won't give in to Father Lucas's twisted god. Blackburn asylum will not break me. I will end it before they have a chance to.
 
   I took another breath. Images of that handsome man floated before me.
 
   I took a third breath. The feelings of that black demon, forcing himself in me made me feel delicious. 
 
   A fourth breath, holding Amy and her famous three kisses. 
 
   A fifth breath, the light above me started to spin and spin and spin.
 
   A sixth breath, Dr. Rook, please forgive me. I should have left a note, telling him none of this was his fault.
 
   A long seventh breath, the woman with the camera in my dreams, she must have been my mother. If there is an afterlife, I wonder if I will see her, waiting for me.
 
   A ragged eighth breath, I had a wild run. The shadows in the room were getting longer.
 
   A weak ninth breath, I miss my seashell jewelry and my mermaid books. I hope they find a good home.
 
   The shadows grew longer and longer, swirling together. I said something but it was too late. My light went out and darkness covered every DNA strand. I was home and nothing mattered any mor..........
 
   


 
   
  
 

Ten Seconds
 
    The cold abyss yawned. Weightless, I floated in serene silence. Never have I experienced such a soul crushing absence of sound. It was as inspiring as it was terrifying. Close by, I could feel the pulse of who I am, becoming weaker and weaker. This was it. Soon I would be nothing. I mentally smiled in the black void, the only thing left of me was that waning pulse and unrestricted thoughts. Sinking lower and lower, I let everything go. No more worries. No more plans. No more me. I became one with the darkness and ceased to be.
 
   Pressure pushed at my ears. With soft blinks, my eyes barely opened. I floated in a dark blue haze. My lips were parted and salt water filled my mouth. Before my lazy eyes, strands of red wisps danced. I wanted to smile but weakness dimmed my thoughts. Shafts of white light penetrated the gloom, casting a dark blue light over sand and rocks. Something undulated against the shadows. A strange eye repeatedly opened and closed, focusing on me. I tried to move but my body did not respond. Is this the afterlife?
 
   Ten long seconds passed, getting weaker with each tick of time. My vision grew hazy again, the abyss calling out to me. I was slipping into her embrace when my entire body lit up like a city at night. I silently screamed as my body convulsed again, nerves flooded with blinding electrical fire. Arms and legs kicked when another jolt rammed my heart. The pain ripped me from the edge and threw me into the sky.
 
   Eyes widened as I screamed. Hands reached out to hold me down. I thrashed and wailed like I was on fire. Faces hadn't fully formed in my hazy vision. The nightmare was all encompassing with spikes of fury and misery. Straps closed down on my wrists and ankles. One went across my chest. People shouted to each other as my heart steadied and I fell back into the moving bed.
 
   I focused on the lights overhead. A face loomed over mine and I could finally see Nurse Sykes peering at me.
 
   "Looks like we got to her in time move her before they get through!" Nurse Sykes shouted.
 
   Harry, Nurse Waters and a few other orderlies were moving me. I looked over to see an IV attached to my arm. Nurse Sykes was putting away a defibrillator on a table and shoving it away. We crashed through double doors, panic on everyone's faces.
 
   "What....." I asked weakly.
 
   "Harry, hide her in the nest. We will hold them off." Nurse Sykes yelled.
 
   My vision fell down the long hallway. There was a terrible crashing. An orderly in white was thrown through a pair of doors. Lights blinked out and something with tentacles thrashed. 
 
   "I'm not leaving you!" Harry shouted back.
 
   "They will stop when they reach me, now go!"
 
   Nurse Sykes and a few orderlies stayed behind as Harry continued to push me down the corridor. The orderly kept his eyes forward while I watched helplessly as Nurse Sykes turned to face the incoming darkness. The nurse's skin began to turn a clear blue. Her uniform seemed to slip through her body and fall to the floor. The orderlies with her began shifting and changing, horns rising up and bodies becoming bulkier with muscle. 
 
   Harry stopped. I could hear him pressing something but my eyes were fixed on the nurse and orderlies. The darkness further down, moved closer, black and green tentacles reaching out. I heard a "ding" behind me. Harry pushed me into an elevator and pressed a button. The doors started to close. I watched as the orderlies rushed the mass of tentacles. Nurse Sykes leaped into the air and dived right into the thick of it just as the doors closed. 
 
   Harry was breathing hard. Hands clenched into fists and he punched the service elevator wall. After a few poundings, he stopped. The elevator door opened and he wheeled me out. Everything was spinning and I thankfully passed out.
 
   ***
 
   I woke to the sounds of sobbing. I immediately lifted my head and took in my surroundings. I was in a plain room with one large barred window. The night sky filled the window. The room had a warm glow of a single lamp in the corner. A couch and bed filled another corner. By the door, the hulking Harry was sitting with his back against the wall and his face in his hand. The whimpering felt like rain drops in a dark cave.
 
   "Harry?" I asked some strength returning.
 
   The orderly looked up with tears in his eyes. Instantly he stood up and walked over to me, hands undoing my straps and pulling the IV from my arm. Flexing my hands, it felt good to be free. I couldn't believe I was feeling better and better the more awake I became. Harry slinked back to the door and slouched to the ground.
 
   I moved my legs over the side and slid to the floor. My body was still a bit weak as I wobbled a little. After a few long moments, I was standing without holding onto anything. Harry stopped sobbing but kept his ear to the door and avoided looking at me.
 
   I stepped closer, concern and worry etched into my face.
 
   "I know what you are going to ask. Ron found you a few minutes after you overdosed. You were in a coma for a few nights. The doctor did what he could. We kept you in the infirmary to monitor your vitals. Father Lucas wanted to move you to the chapel. He said prayer would bring you back. We didn't let him."
 
   I sat down and crossed my legs, silent and listening.
 
   Harry continued. "The whole place has been bedlam. Father Lucas began making changes and forcing dozens of patients to prayer. Michael spoke up and tried to stop it."
 
   Pain clutched at my heart. Harry looked away with a dead gaze. "This morning we found him hanging in his quarters. The asylum started to riot. Patients attacked everyone, us, the nuns, everyone. Betty....."
 
   A tear appeared in the corner of Harry's eye. "Betty followed orders. We were to protect you at all costs. When your heart stopped, she shocked you back to life. That was when the nuns came for you."
 
   Harry wiped away the tear. "Michael asked me to stand watch over you. I couldn't even stop them from taking you away. If they find us, they will take you away again."
 
   "You are Michael's friend he told me about." I said softly. 
 
   Harry clenched his fist. "He had his chance to move on. Instead he stayed to help others. If I had the chance, I would have taken Betty and moved on. Now he is gone......"
 
   My eyes watered. I didn't even blink as scales moved over Harry's skin. The structure of his face changed, his chin pointing and small horns poking upward. A snake-ish tail emerged and swished along the dusty floor. I stared as Harry sat in his true form, defeated.
 
   "Where is Dr. Rook?" I asked, afraid that I might be gone too.
 
   The scaly demon shifted. "Hidden just like us in another part of the asylum. Betty was worried Father Lucas would arrange an accident."
 
   "Is he okay?" 
 
   "He is still in a coma."
 
   I gazed into his glowing eyes. "We have to get to him and get out of here."
 
   Harry shook his head. "You still don't understand how this works. There is no place to run to."
 
   "There must be something we can do. If we don't have a choice, then we have to make one."
 
   A knock at the door caused me and Harry to freeze. Another two knocks and Harry was on his clawed three toed feet. He opened the door. Nurse Sykes stepped in and closed the door behind her. It was strange to look at her because her entire body was transparent. It was still her in shape and looks but it was like her body was made of a clear blue jelly or slime. 
 
   Nurse Sykes stood naked and her eyes fell on me. "What is she doing up?"
 
   Harry lunged forward and scooped the slime nurse into his beefy arms. His face pressed and buried into blue jelly. I didn't know how he could hold onto her but it looked like her body was very soft to touch and held together.
 
   "Why are you like that? You know we are to look human around her." Nurse Sykes said disapprovingly but not resisting Harry's grip.
 
   "You’re okay!" Harry beamed. I never saw him beam before.
 
   "Put me down. Those bitches can't hurt me!" Nurse Sykes said matter of fact.
 
   Harry put the slime nurse down. I was grinning on how cute they were. They did a good job of keeping it from everyone. It was then I realized why neither tried to have their way with me. The shadow that took me the other night wasn't Harry after all. But then who the Hell was in my room that night? I gazed at the happy couple and my silly romantic side made me stare with a stupid smile. Nurse Sykes turned to me and frowned.
 
   "Stay in bed until we figure out what our next move is." The blue slime nurse commanded.
 
   I didn't move. "I think we are beyond the point where I take orders from anyone. We need to get to Dr. Rook."
 
   Nurse Sykes barked out a laugh. "Come with me." 
 
   A transparent hand reached out and took hold of my arm. Strength pulled me to the window. The nurse's body was deceptive in showing that she wasn't weak like jelly. I had the impression she could make herself as soft or as hard as she wanted.
 
   "Look." Nurse Sykes pointed a blue finger.
 
   I watched as fires flared up in the asylum wing across the lawn. Figures moved, maniac hands waving and shadows fighting. In several windows, I could see outlines of large masses moving with tendrils whipping out. I blinked and had to turn away when tentacles wrapped around writhing figures and threw them like rag dolls.
 
   "We are not going anywhere. Orderlies and nurses are fighting to try and contain the patients and the nuns. We are outnumbered and losing. I gave the order for whoever can get out or lock themselves away until morning. We are to stay put until then."
 
   "What if they find us?" I asked, walking away from the horrors.
 
   Nurse Sykes put her back to the window. "Blackburn Asylum is a big place. Bigger than you might think. We stay here till morning and then we venture out. Hopefully the riot would have burned its self out."
 
   I walked over to my bed on wheels and sat on the edge. The shock to my heart made me feel better psychically but the ongoing madness made me hunger for comfort and security. I never expected everything to get out of control. I thought I would pass away peacefully and leave everything behind.
 
   "Why did you try to commit suicide?" Harry asked, scaly tail giving the floor a good thump.
 
   Nurse Sykes sat on the edge of the other bed in the room. "Yea, why did you? Because of you this all happened. Did you think it would be better to run away?"
 
   I folded my hands in my lap. "I don't know why. After my prayer with Father Lucas, the world began to not matter."
 
   Nurse Sykes looked down. "We all know that Father Lucas doesn't just pray with you. We have seen it before, heard the stories. The priest blesses you with his come. You drank it." Nurse Sykes turned to Harry. "Did you tell her what happened?"
 
   Harry's reptilian demon head pointed down. "I never had the chance."
 
   "Tell me what?"
 
   Nurse Sykes let out a sigh. "Before your heart stopped, you coughed up a black mass. It was a ball with little tentacles. We found these things in the bellies of the other suicides that didn't join Father Lucas. You seemed to reject it which was a first. I smashed it with my foot and you went into cardiac arrest."
 
   "I could feel life drain away from everything around me. I have had thoughts of killing myself but they were never real until that night."
 
   "By not believing, you were not worth the time to Father Lucas. Dr. Rook saw something more. He seems to think you have something to show us before you move on."
 
   "Harry said that too. Move on to what?"
 
   Nurse Sykes and Harry exchanged a knowing glance before both sets of eyes centered on me. Nurse Sykes stood up and walked over to me.
 
   "We have to keep you safe until Dr. Rook wakes up. He can explain everything."
 
   My head tilted forward and my hands bunched up into fists. Eyelids strained close as my shoulders began to shake. I opened my eyes and a flash of anger bloomed.
 
   "You monsters expect me to wait! You do things to me, force yourselves on me and I must sit down and shut up until it all blows over! You demons can't even tell me what the fuck is going on because of some secrets I'm not meant to know? The world is ending and we might not live to the morning and I have to be a good girl?"
 
   I stood up and glared at Nurse Sykes. "Tell me what's happening to me!" I heaved.
 
    Harry moved behind Nurse Sykes, putting a black scaly arm around her. The slime nurse reached up and hooked her fingers over it. The nurse rested her head onto Harry's shoulder. Their gaze lowered to the floor.
 
   "We can't tell you everything but I can tell you that anything that happened to you, you wanted us to do that." The blue nurse said in a low voice.
 
   My eyes nearly bulged out of my head. "What?" I whispered.
 
   Harry stared. "We are beings, like you but we have pieces missing. When you come to us, your mind fills in those pieces. You and the patients here make us whole. Some of our desires, fears, dreams and fantasies come from people, from your minds."
 
   "Blackburn Asylum is not real." I said, lost to everything around me.
 
   Nurse Sykes took my hand. "Blackburn Asylum is real and so are we. Dr. Rook can better explain but for right now, we have to make it through the night."
 
   I pulled my hand from the nurse's blue gelatin hand. I thought she would be cold but instead she was warm. My body trembled as I turned away from the two monsters. Thoughts spiraled. I gave up on trying to understand what was happening. I pushed away everything and let a blank void fill me. If I have a breakdown now, then everything will be lost. Dr. Rook had the key to understanding what happened. I had to be strong and see him again. It was then I would have all my answers.
 
   Harry's hulking form sat on the second bed, tail moving across the sheets. Nurse Sykes paced, her blue feet making small sucking sounds. We didn't talk and simply waited. Terrible slivers of angst snaked into my mind every once in a while. I kept pushing them away but they continued to distract me. A memory floated of Dr. Rook. Warmth spread over my mind, thinking about how he ordered me to pleasure myself to feel better. I wanted his eyes on me, commanding me to do something that I knew I already wanted to do. More memories crowded in. I saw Ron making me please him, Nurse Waters wanting to taste me and use me. My heart thudded in my chest. Was it getting hotter in here?
 
   I glanced over to see Harry, eyeing me with glowing irises. Nurse Sykes looked to me and then to her demonic boyfriend. A frown wrinkled up her smooth blue face. She turned away and crossed her arms.
 
   "I guess now is your chance to fuck her." The blue nurse said annoyed.
 
   "Her scent.....can't you smell it." Harry said not taking his eyes off of me.
 
   Silently I watched them. Thinking about those moments of pleasure and knowing that everything could end was stoking my fire. Deep down I knew I wanted to feel better. My addiction was calling on me, pushing me to tempt them. Despite knowing that, I couldn't say no or try and stop it. 
 
   Smoothing my gray dress, I sat on the edge of my bed again. It was then I felt I wasn't wearing any underwear. Harry's eyes looked down and a dark hunger crossed his eyes. Was I pushing his buttons or making him want me?
 
   "You have wanted to fuck her since you saw her." The slime nurse looked away. "Maybe I should leave you two alone."
 
   I stood up and walked over to the nurse. She turned to me with an annoyed glance. Curiosity and desire caused me to wonder. I reached out and touched her blue jelly skin. Fingers pressed in against the outer membrane. I could probably push my hand into her if I tried. The nurse's face melted into a sadness and longing.
 
   "I think she wants you." Harry smiled.
 
   I knew I wanted to be far away in my happy places. I traced fingers along her body. There was something sexy with her hourglass figure. Even her nipples were a darker blue and slowly pointing. When my fingers ran down to her belly, I pushed to see if I could break through. Jelly flesh engulfed my fingers as I slid inside her. This didn't seem to bother the goo nurse. A blue hand circled my wrist and pulled my hand out. I gave a confused look. The goo girl placed my fingers on her hairless blue slit. 
 
   Fascinated, I touched her gash, feelings folds and her clit. The goo nurse let out a gasp as I touched her sensitive spot. I could see my hand through her, running along her and rubbing her pussy. I couldn't tell if she was getting wetter because her whole body had that wet feeling but she seemed to be enjoying it.
 
   The goo girl moved closer, pressing her body to mine. Where we touched skin, my nerves lit up. My heart thudded and I wanted to be naked, pressed against the blue nurse. It was unsettling how turned on I was. Harry sniffed at the air like he was taking in the aroma of a fine wine.
 
   Slimy hands pulled on my gray dress, pulling straps over my shoulders and tugging it down to the floor. My breathing quickened as perfect jelly formed tits pressed against my own. Nipples pointed and stabbed into her warm surface. Her body molded over mine a little and waves of heat engulfed us.
 
   "We should pass the time. Get on the bed." Nurse Sykes said in a breathy tone.
 
   It was so nice to be told what to do. I pulled away and slid into bed next to Harry. The demon's white pants grew tighter, the fabric barely containing him. Claws went to his zipper and pulled it down.
 
   "You can have her when I'm done." Nurse Sykes said while standing over me.
 
   I writhed on the bed, pushing away all horrible thoughts. The only thing that mattered was pleasure. It kept me anchored and sane, at least a little while longer. I gave up on trying to understand if it was really me making them do this. I went with the mood and I could already feel myself grow wetter.
 
   The goo nurse looked at me while my thighs rubbed together. My tits bounced to my movements as I tried to tempt both of them to take me. Heated breath rose up from between my lips. Fingers ran down my stomach to play with my quivering folds. I had a little hair but it didn't matter. I simply wanted to push away the gloom for a chance to feel alive again.
 
   Nurse Sykes ran her hands over her own gelatin body. Something bulged right over her womanhood. I had a single finger run along my wet line. I looked down to the bulge and licked my lips. The blue bulge of slime moved out like a tentacle. It shifted into a rough form of a male cock. It had the basic shape, even a slightly bulbous head but it was blue and lacked any veins along the shaft. Not that it needed too.
 
   "So many were able to fuck you, I want my chance to fuck Dr. Rook's pet." Nurse Sykes hissed.
 
   The goo nurse crawled into bed and was above me on her hands and knees. Gooey nipples touched mine, sending a tingling sensation through me. A hand cupped my tit while the dangling jelly cock shaft pressed along my slit. I closed my thighs and the blue cock felt firm and ready. There was nothing soft in Nurse Sykes's eyes as she hovered over me. It felt threatening that she was going to fuck me, in front of her boyfriend. I had heard the talk about how the staff wanted me but I think the goo nurse wanted to work out some hurt feelings. I surrendered myself as gooey knees pushed my legs apart and the head of her cock pressed at my gash.
 
   Harry had already released his manhood. It was big and black. The demon watched us, stroking his shaft as his girlfriend pushed her shapely hips in between mine. I bit my lip as Nurse Sykes's blue cock forced me open. I tried to be quiet but moans raced up my throat. Inches sunk into my tender folds. The slime nurse smiled evilly as her cock expanded more and more inside me. I writhed trying to accommodate but that only made her bigger. I squeezed her but she was firm and snug in my tight opening. Blue wet lips touched my neck as her body molded over mine. I never felt anything like it before, clear blue slime running all over me, making my skin feel alive. There was even more twisting as she pushed in all the way to the hilt. Something else poked out and latched onto my clit, rubbing and sucking at the same time. My body was turned on to eleven. I turned away, gasping and whining for air. I trembled underneath her. Slowly she moved back and forth, inches sliding in and out. I hugged her and my arms moved into her body. Inside they were trapped and the goo girl continued to drill me.
 
   Harry stood up, tail moving side to side. The scaled demon moved behind the goo nurse as she forced herself deep. I managed to glance again at his cock and it dangled like a threat. Nurse Sykes's ass would push up and down with each thrust. A wet slimy tongue licked at me while I struggled. The pleasure was so intense; I could feel myself ready to orgasm at any moment.
 
   "You said I could fuck her when you're done but you didn't say anything about me fucking you." The demon leered.
 
   "Wait your.....OOooooooo." Nurse Sykes moaned as Harry's thick cock sank in between her legs.
 
   Squeezing and moaning, I looked down through the goo nurse and could see Harry's cock push into her. Clawed hands dug into her transparent body as he held her, driving every inch deep. The goo nurse and I moaned as the three of us were joined. The hulking orderly thrust hard and deep, forcing nurse's blue cock deeper in me. Bodies trembled as wave after wave of bliss crashed into us. The goo girl opened her legs wider, ripples over her blue body. I watched like a voyeur, Harry slamming his hips into his girlfriend’s body, shaking both of us, his monster cock grazing my belly a few times.
 
   Nurse Sykes arched up while still letting her lower half get pummeled. The goo nurse moaned and cried out as Harry upped his tempo. Her cock in me expanded and moved back and forth on its own. The nurse released my hands and I fell back, my mouth making a perfect O. My nerves coiled and tightened. I watched as Harry's demon cock was sliding upwards into her body, arms holding her arms to keep her in place. 
 
   Nurse Sykes let out a low throaty moan and her eyes widened. She silently bounced on us. Harry grunted and thrust deeper. My eyes were trapped on his cock inside her. White come spurted into her blue jelly body. The goo nurse moaned as more and more spurted into her belly. It swam and shifted into a ball of white. Harry was sure to push every drop into her, his cock throbbing and bouncing. My eyes rolled into my head as an orgasm stormed my senses. The coiling released and everything lit up like the sun. I bucked and shuddered as I was assaulted with bursts of bliss.
 
   The goo nurse slid off Harry and me. She lay next to us, breathing heavy and her belly full of her boyfriend's come. Harry was still rock hard. I was just coming down off my ledge of paradise when Harry pushed his thick cock head into me. I fell and spiraled right back up into a cloud of heaven. The scaled demon held me by my hips, pushing inches into my wet gash. The nurse felt nice but there was something more manly coming off Harry. It felt like he was holding back an ocean of frustrated lust. His cock never wilted; instead it was so hard it practically vibrated. A large hand mashed my tit and pinched my nipple. He held me on his cock with his other hand. Wet sounds filled the room as he forced me to take all of him.
 
   Nurse Sykes fingered herself while a ball of come floated in her belly. "Fuck her until she begs you to stop."
 
   The hulking demon pushed narrow hips between my legs. The orderly's black tail whipped around, striking my flesh. The sting sent shivers of ecstasy through me.
 
   "Whip me! Whip me!" I moaned loudly.
 
   Harry licked his reptilian lips as his tail struck me again and again. The demon's thick member expanded. The room turned fuzzy and my nerves exploded. I couldn't keep up and made strange sounds as orgasm after orgasm shook me to my core. My walls spread nearly to the breaking point. The demon grunted, forcing himself deep. Molten jest of come spurted. I curled my body up and held onto Harry's neck, moaning like a bitch in heat. I squeezed his member, milking everything I could. The amount of come was too much for my abused pussy. Streams leaked down the sides, dripping onto the bed and floor. I held on, moving slowly, taking every bit of pleasure so I could savor it like it was my last.
 
   Suddenly, there was a loud "CRASH" and the door cracked. Nurse Sykes was on her feet. Harry let go of me. I slipped off his cock and fell into bed. A second crash and the door burst off the hinges. Harry shielded me with his body while Nurse Sykes was already running at the entrance.
 
   Sister Bethany stepped in, tentacles waving around her. The twisted nun's eyes saw the goo nurse running at her. Tentacles lashed out, striking and passing through the nurse like a hand through a waterfall, the nurse punched the tentacle nun, knocking her back. The goo girl moved like lightning, punching and striking the nun, keeping her off balance. Several more tentacles lashed out from the darkness behind the nun. One of them slashed across the goo nurse's ankles. 
 
   Nurse Sykes let out a scream as she separated from her feet. The nurse fell to the floor with a splash. Multiple Tentacles came down hard, hitting with such ferocity, the nurse's body was turned into a blue puddle. Harry charged, roaring like an unchained beast. A clawed hand grabbed Sister Bethany by the neck and slammed her into a wall, sending cracks in multiple directions. The nun struggled as two more nuns joined the fray. Tentacles came down, striking the scaled demon. Harry squeezed the nun's throat, ignoring all the blows. Sister Bethany struggled to breathe, her fingers clawing at his. One of the nun’s tentacles struck out at Harry's knees. The blow was so hard; it knocked Harry off his feet. Hitting the floor, Harry struggled to stand up. Tentacles entwined with his arms and legs while other tentacles beat him mercilessly.
 
   I was on my feet, frozen in terror. Harry struggled in his binds but they kept him still. The blue spot of jelly slowly reformed into Nurse Sykes, she was breathing heavy and appeared out of it.
 
   Sister Bethany fixed up her nun's garb and turned to me. "Now that this is over, Father Lucas would like a word with you."
 
   I began to shake as tentacles closed in on me.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Eleven Stars
 
   A tentacle struck me and I fell to my knees. To the right of me, Nurse Sykes fell to her knees and to the left Harry fell to his. The chapel loomed over us. The bent cross glowed with unearthly light. Father Lucas stood on the stairs before it, gazing up as if he saw the heavens themselves. Around him stood nuns, tentacles openly writhing and menacing, Sister Bethany stayed behind us, a smirk on her lips.
 
   Father Lucas looked down but did not face us. "You disappoint us Annabelle. Your aura would have inspired others to join our congregation. Blackburn Asylum would have been a focal point for many lost souls. You simply had to believe."
 
   Fear covered me like a cold blanket but I tried to hold it together. "I never believed. I would have just ended up hanging in my cell like the others."
 
   The priest looked at me, appalled. "Oh, you would have believed. If you hadn't taken your life so quickly, you would have felt such wonderful new sensations."
 
   As the Father spoke, I thought about how I spent so much time wanting to be told and commanded on what to do. It finally dawned on me that I only wanted that if I had the choice to let it happen. I didn't surrender completely to Father Lucas and I never would.
 
   "You knew my weaknesses but I never gave you complete control. If I did, I would have never taken my own life." My voice cracked. 
 
   "A pity but we all have a chance at forgiveness. I forgive you for not wanting to join us but now you get a chance to try again." Father Lucas lifted a finger.
 
   From the side door, a nun dragged Amy into the chapel. Terror was in her eyes as she was pulled and roughly thrown at Father Lucas's feet. The priest looked down and ran a hand through her hair. Amy trembled silently.
 
   I tried to stand to run to her. A tentacle coiled around my neck and forced me back onto my knees. Father Lucas placed his palm on her head and kept it there.
 
   "Insanity is nothing more than a broken soul. I can heal her just like I can heal you. One of you will drink down my blessing but whom?"
 
   "Stop. Please stop." I begged.
 
   A nun walked behind Father Lucas. Hands tugged at his black pants, pulling down his zipper. The priest's thick member spilled out. The nun stroked it while looking over his shoulder. The other nun's tentacles coiled around Amy's arms and neck. She pushed the trembling woman's head closer to priest's cock. The closer she was, the harder it grew.
 
   "No! Don't! Don't take her!" I shouted.
 
   "Forgiveness is divine. Will you accept my forgiveness and partake of my blessing again?" Father Lucas smiled.
 
   Chaos rained down on my heart. I couldn't even think straight as the priest threatens to turn Amy into one of those tentacle monsters. I tried to figure a way out, any way out. The more I stayed on my knees, the more powerless I was to stop this monster. My heart grew heavy. The twisted cross glowed behind the demonic priest. The chapel was silent as everyone waited for my response. I looked to Nurse Sykes and she shook her blue head. I turned to Harry and he echoed the same response. I let out a deep breath, not able to make up my mind. I have no power to do anything. 
 
   I was about to say my decision when my thoughts stopped. Dr. Rook bloomed into my mind like a breath of fresh air. Hope welled up and a crazy smile etched into my cheeks.
 
   "Please Father, forgive me. I know now why I was wrong." I said innocently.
 
   The priest leered. "Why yes dear Annabelle. Come to me, crawl to me and let me bless you again. This time you will understand what it means to be a part of us."
 
   I slinked forward, naked on all fours. I could feel Harry and Nurse Sykes stare at me in disbelief. The chapel was hot, nearly suffocating. Amy silently shook, her eyes pleading for me to turn back. My eyes were innocent but my smile was devilish. I licked my lips in hunger as I gazed at Father Lucas's hanging member.
 
   "I'm such a bad girl. Please forgive me. Can I kiss it?" I said in a sultry tone.
 
   The priest looked down at me as I was inches from his cock. "You may. Let the others watch as you take my blessing."
 
   "Don't give in!" Nurse Sykes shouted.
 
   I ignored her and pressed my lips along his thick shaft. The priest's cock throbbed against my lips. My tongue flicked out, tracing along raised veins. The scent of his manhood made me wet. I moved myself so I was before him, kissing and licking his member. I could feel my naked body tighten as my tongue ran down to the tip.
 
   "Don't be shy Annabelle; let my holy rod fill your mouth." Father Lucas whispered.
 
   "It's so big. I just want to savor it." I whimpered.
 
   The priest was about to say something when I gobbled up the tip of his cock. A long breath exhaled from the priest as inches sunk past my lips. My tongue pressed his manhood to the roof of my mouth. The tightness made the priest push his hips, forcing his cock down my throat. I nearly gagged, my head bobbing. Father Lucas put his hand on top of my head as I sensually sucked away.
 
   The nuns around us watched with hungry eyes. Hands moved over their clothes, touching and squeezing their own bodies. The mood grew hotter as clearly they were all getting off on me kneeling and sucking the priest's cock. I looked up as Father Lucas closed his eyes and tilted his head up. The priest upped the tempo, moving deep in my mouth, back and forth. I could already feel his cock thicken between my lips.
 
   Wet sucking sounds echoed off the chapel walls. My own fingers slid between my legs, touching and rubbing my own wet opening. My tits bounced and I gave a muffled moan with each long stroke.
 
   "Soon my dear, you will be blessed and become one of us." The priest hissed.
 
   "Yes Father." I muffled with his cock in my mouth.
 
   The buildup turned feverish. I bobbed faster and faster on him, licking and begging for his come. The priest let out a deep groan. I didn't stop as a drop of come touched my tongue. The priest's eyes shot open and he groaned loudly. The thick cock bulged and I yanked my mouth of his stiff member. I took hold of the shaft tightly and stroked him as globs of come erupted all over my chest. The Father looked down in shock. I smiled as I stroked him, spurts of come landing between my firm tits and dripping down my stomach.
 
   "You bitch!" Father Lucas screamed.
 
   "Oh, sorry Father, maybe we will have to try again." I grinned, sounding very much like a bimbo.
 
   The priest knocked my hand away and grabbed his own cock. Fingers curled into my hair and pulled. I let out a scream as Father Lucas wretched my face toward his cock. The priest glared as he tried to stuff his manhood into my mouth. I struggled, digging my nails into his legs, trying to hold off as the tip of his wet member brushed my lips.
 
   "That will be quite enough!" boomed a voice. 
 
   All heads turned to the entrance. Dr. Rook walked in still wearing his ruined suit he fallen in days before. Eyes contained tempered fire as he took slow, steady steps down the main aisle. Nuns moved and engulfed Father Lucas and I with their bodies, tentacles lashed out. Harry and Nurse Sykes were on their feet. Sister Bethany joined the crowd protecting the demonic priest.
 
   Father Lucas let go of me and gently pushed through his own throng of nuns. "Peter, I'm very pleased you are well."
 
   "I wish I could say the same." Dr. Rook said sternly. 
 
   I was on my feet but a nun took hold of me and kept me close. Her grip was like iron. Harry and Nurse Sykes stood on each side of Dr. Rook. The doctor continued to step forward. Behind my saviors there was a growing darkness. Shadows cloaked the back of the chapel, almost like they were pouring in, filling every corner.
 
   "My people have regained control of the asylum. I will ask you once; return Annabelle to me and this will all end." Dr. Rook said flatly.
 
   The priest's face darkened "You really think this is about the asylum anymore? The stars have aligned again for tribute." Father Lucas turned and pointed to the twisted cross. Eleven points of light glowed with menacing green fire, thin lines of energy connecting from one dot to the next.
 
   "I have contacted the Board of Directors. Your time here at Blackburn asylum is over." Dr. Rook was about twenty feet away.
 
   "Ha! The Board is filled with scared creatures. Your kind is witnessing the end. My god will take over and watch over the lost and broken. They will be reshaped into soldiers of cosmic chaos."
 
   Dr. Rook stopped. "With time, that may be true but for now, it is all over. Do you know what the Board said concerning you?"
 
   Father Lucas scoffed. "I could care less what the Board has directed you meager creatures to do. I answer to a higher authority."
 
   Dr. Rook smirked. "We are to burn the infection."
 
   The nun's hands on me tightened. Father Lucas looked down on the doctor, eyes showing a sliver of fear. The darkness covering the back of the chapel, lit up with sets of demonic and monstrous eyes. A second later, torches blazed to life. I stared as demons and monsters, wearing torn orderly and nurse uniforms, stalked forward. Tongues and sharp teeth gleamed in the flickering orange light. Some had thick legs with clawed toes while others had legs like spiders and insects. The crowd of torch wielding demons moved in close but did not charge.
 
   "Annabelle." Dr. Rook's voice was a cool stream of distilled calm. "I will leave the decision to you. The priest has harmed many but I feel he has hurt you the most. What shall we do?"
 
   Father Lucas turned to me. "Annabelle, you opened your heart to ancient darkness. You know by now that we exist because you complete us. What happened was because your desires are so great, they influence us and those around us. If they kill me, you are only killing a piece of yourself! These demons don't wish to help you. I do!"
 
   The air in the chapel became still. I watched the pleading in the priest's eyes. My gaze turned sideways to Dr. Rook, standing calm and regal even in his torn suit. Fear and heat mixed like a stew as I held the final decision over a monster's life. Thoughts of Michael floated into my mind and I let out soft sigh.
 
   "Burn the fucker!" I shouted.
 
   Dr. Rook did not smile as shadows rose up behind him. Darkness mixed with his own body, covering and melting into a larger form. With a crazy smile, I watched as the darkness twisted, growing horns and glowing white eyes. My shadow lover, Dr. Rook cloaked in darkness snaked forward. I turned and slapped the nun holding me. Tentacles flared up. Dr. Rook moved like a viper, slamming into Father Lucas. The priest went spiraling into the air, crashing into his twisted cross, shattering the metal to pieces.
 
   The crowd of monsters surged forward. Nun's screamed as they lashed out with tentacles. Fire greeted them and the smell of burning squid bloomed. Claws and horns slashed and gored. The nuns were quickly overwhelmed. Sister Bethany lashed out, striking away a demon. Madness filled her eyes as she struck out at the horde of fire wielding demons. Harry took hold of a tentacle and pulled the sister closer. Nurse Sykes rushed forward, her blue hand extending and sharpening to a point. The nun gave a blood curdling scream as the Nurse Sykes stabbed deep, the point coming out of the nun's back. Tentacles wilted and Sister Bethany slumped. 
 
   I was frozen in the middle of the carnage. Nurse Sykes pulled out her blue hand, whipping it away. Blood sprayed me across the face. I watched unmoved as several demons set the nun's body on fire. Ron moved with a torch in each of his four hands. The four eyed demon whirled into a spin, lighting nuns up like roman candles. Another splash of blood sprinkled my naked body. Hands touched my leg and I looked down to see Amy, clutching at me with terror in her eyes. 
 
   Monster fought monster as I kneeled down and helped Amy to her feet. We walked through the mayhem as demons torched tentacle monsters. I was close to the entrance when I looked back. The shadow demon stood over Father Lucas. The priest begged hands together, pleading for mercy. Ron handed a torch to Dr. Rook's black outstretched hand. I watched coolly as Dr. Rook shoved the end of the burning torch into Father Lucas's open mouth. The priest gurgled a scream as his flesh hissed and popped. Another torch was handed to the doctor and he stabbed the flaming end into the priest's chest, twisting and driving it deep. 
 
   I looked away as another torch was handed to Dr. Rook and he lifted it again, ready to drive it into the quivering burned body of Father Lucas. I hugged Amy as we walked. Demons not in the fray, watched me with concerned eyes. A demon fairy with pink hair and see through wings stayed close. Nurse Waters escorted us out of the horror show.
 
   Blood dripped down my cheeks as I stared off. Calm washed over my heart and for the first time since I came to this asylum, I took a long, peaceful breath.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Twelve O' Clock
 
   Dr. Rook put down his pad and pen. He sat back and put his hands on the arm rests. Light poured in through the frosted glass. The faded leather couch was comfortable. It felt like it was with an old friend. I wiggled a little into it. 
 
   "I'm sure you have many questions.” Dr. Rook said in an even voice.
 
   I glanced down at his old fashion Rolex.  The arms pointed to twelve O' clock. I had barely been here for ten minutes and I hadn't said one word. It was strange and yet comforting to be here. Part of me wanted to push the events from a few nights ago away, like they never happened. The other part wanted to drill my handsome doctor for every bit of information I could get.
 
   "Annabelle?" Dr. Rook said with a warm tone.
 
   I shook my head a little like I was waking from a dream. "I don't know where to start."
 
   "Start with something simple."
 
   I looked into his blue eyes. "Is this Hell?"
 
   "No, it is not."
 
   "Then what is it? You are demons but you have saved my life. Nurse Sykes said you all are real but have pieces missing. Am I the only one here who is human?"
 
   Dr. Rook shifted in his chair. "Blackburn Asylum is a place for healing and preparing you for your next journey. Now I'm sure that doesn't answer your question so let me finish with some of the details. When a person is dying, they go to special places in a different plane of existence. From there, they get all the time they need to prepare for their death."
 
   I stared at the floor. "I'm dying."
 
   "Yes, all the patients here are dying. We are here to help you reach your potential. You will either become an inspiration, a muse, agent of chaos, new soul and so on. Every time you die, you have a choice. For some it is easy, they move on immediately and the universe spins on. For others, they require a little work to become whole again."
 
   "So I am broken."
 
   Dr. Rook snapped his fingers so I would look him in the eyes. "You are not broken, Annabelle. Maybe a little lost but far from broken."
 
   "How long do I have till I'm gone?" My eyes watered.
 
   "As long as you need, Time is different here. There is no pressure to make conclusions in your life."
 
   "What was Father Lucas?"
 
   "These places, like Blackburn Asylum, are not perfect. We sometimes have alien beings slip in through the cracks. It is hard to explain but we try to keep the order to prevent such beings like the priest to take root. As I said, nothing is perfect and even beings like Father Lucas can cloak themselves, pretending to be just like everyone else." 
 
   I thought of Michael. "Is Father Lucas dead? Is Michael dead?"
 
   Dr. Rook's expression darkened. "They are scattered beyond recognition. They will reform at some time or someplace. If you die here, the choice is made for you instead of you making the choice. The pieces that make up those people will be different. They may have a memory of these moments in their dreams but little else."
 
    My heart felt heavy in my chest. "Why am I dying?"
 
   Dr. Rook's expression turned back to my psychiatrist. "That is why we are here to figure it out. You have unfinished growth. You must come to terms before you move on. When you came to us, you were wet and your arm was covered in blood. You must confront your subconscious before you can be whole again. You clearly have blocked out events leading up to your arrival here."
 
   "I was dead when I overdosed. I was underwater, in the ocean."
 
   "Good thing the orderly was able get help, otherwise you would have ended up like Michael. As for being underwater, what else can you tell me?"
 
   I turned my head to the frosted glass window. "Not much. I have had flashes of memory. I think I see my mother, being there for me. I told you about my room. There is a man's face I see. I feel like I know him."
 
   "Anything else?"
 
   "No. It feels foggy when I try to remember."
 
   Dr. Rook leaned forward. "Annabelle, this is progress. Your mind is trying to re-discover the answers that are already there."
 
   Pain welled up. My eyes darted away. "You were in my room that night."
 
   "Do not try to deflect. Stay with the memories."
 
   The pain was maddening. My vision began to blur as something rattled the cage of my mind. Deep down I knew I didn't want to remember. I didn't have to. I could stay here forever and not go to that place where horrid memories lurked. I could see my handsome doctor all the time. This could be my home and I will never die.
 
   "I....I.....can't..." a tear rolled down my cheek, my breathing quickened.
 
   "Breath Annabelle, breath, working through trauma is not easy. I know you must be thinking that you don't have to confront your past and time has little meaning here but there are other things at work. The longer you are here, the greater the chance of you losing your mind. Your trauma will eat you up inside. That is why we are here to help you, so you can get better."
 
   "You said I was dying. That means I'm not dead. Is there a way for me to go back? Maybe I can help others? Maybe this isn't the end?" I sobbed.
 
   Dr. Rook's face turned grave. "You will not survive. You must make peace with that notion and move on."
 
   Nails dug into the weathered couch. "I can't! I can't accept this! You're a fucking demon and you want me to turn into one of you!" I screamed.
 
   "The only demons at work here are your own. You hide and cannot face what you are."
 
   "I'm a good person! I know I am. I used to love! Demons don't love!" I shouted nearly pulling chunks of couch with my hands.
 
   Dr. Rook's brow formed a hard line. "When you arrived at Blackburn, you mentioned you used to love. That statement has meaning to you that you can understand. What does it mean? Why did you used to love?"
 
   My head twisted as I tried to look for an escape. This place was a crazy house and I didn't want to be here anymore. I had to get out! I had to run, far away! These demons won't make me like them. I'm not a monster!
 
   Dr. Rook sat up straight. "Calm yourself!" The doctor commanded.
 
   It was like a door opened and a cool breeze flowed over my frantic body. My head tilted forward and I placed my hands on my thighs. The terror subsided and I was his servant again. I obeyed his command and all tension sank away.
 
   The doctor leaned back into his chair. "Let us try a variation of our normal therapy, undress."
 
   Internal heat welled up. Our therapy had me trained to obey his commands. Instantly I was wet and redness filled my cheeks. Standing up, I pulled my gray dress over my head. The doctor eyed me as my breasts hung unassisted, nipples pointed. I was his to do what he willed. Our sessions were beautiful and perfect. I was his to command. I gave him the power to control me and yet he still treated me like a person. 
 
   Blue eyes watched as I pulled down my panties and let them fall to my ankles. I stepped out of them and flicked them away. I was prepared to touch myself but I couldn't do it until he told me to. Waiting for his next command was maddening. The doctor simply stared at me. I could feel the wetness getting worse. Each second he held me in his power made me crazy with lust. I wanted to show him how much it meant to me. I wanted to please him even if it was pleasing me for him.
 
   "Step closer to me." Dr. Rook commanded.
 
   I stepped closer. The doctor's stern stare was sending me over the edge. A drop of my own honey ran down my inner thigh. Eyes traced over my curves like staring at a piece of artwork. Dr. Rook took his time, visually exploring my body. Memories of his demon form taking me in my room made my womanhood clench and my nipples so hard they could cut glass.
 
   "Do you want to please me?"
 
   "Yes, Dr. Rook." I said in a sultry voice.
 
   "Do you know your place?"
 
   I didn't look him in the eye. "To do as you command, Dr. Rook."
 
   "Kneel." The doctor said simply.
 
   I kneeled before him, looking down like I had done something bad. 
 
   "Pull down my zipper."
 
   Silently I reached to his immaculate slacks. I took hold of his zipper and pulled it down slowly. I could see that something was moving just below, pushing against the fine fabric. I bit my lip as I pulled the zipper to the bottom. I found myself staring at his bulge, his manhood fighting to be free.
 
   "Pull my cock out."
 
   Shaking from excitement, my hand reached into his pants. I curled fingers over the band to his underwear. The doctor's cock bounced to my touch. When he took me I knew he was big. I pulled out his member and it flopped out, throbbing and half hard.
 
   "Touch yourself."
 
   I stared at his thick member, my own hand between my thighs, running along my dripping line. I grazed my nub and electric fire sparked. Wet sounds rose up as I rubbed myself. Moans spilled out of my mouth. My doctor's cock was inches from me and the distance was driving me wild. 
 
   Dr. Rook looked down at me, indifferently. "Stroke it."
 
   My other hand reached out and took hold of his manhood. Heat poured off him as I stroked slowly, matching the tempo of my own rubbing. Feeling feverish, I upped the tempo. The doctor's cock grew rock hard in my hand but his eyes were a chilling blue. I couldn't tell if he was enjoying it. I wanted him to like it. I wanted him to like me. I would have done anything at that point to please him.
 
   "Annabelle, take my cock into your mouth. Suck on it until you come."
 
   Greedily I bent my head forward and took his member in my mouth. The dark scent returned from that special night. It was just like I remembered. Inches pushed passed my lips. I moaned while rubbing myself tenderly, trying not to rush. My nerves were lit up as I reached the base of his cock. My tongue savored his taste as I slid back, making my mouth as tight as possible. Eyes closed and I bobbed on his member. The sensations were overpowering. My body betrayed me as I rubbed faster and faster. After months of pleasuring myself to his gaze, he was making me do things I wish I could have done the first time we met. Clouds of pleasure touched my heart. My internal fire grew brighter.
 
   I cuddled in between the doctor's thighs. Moans grew louder as I attacked my clit and his cock. My nerves coiled to nearly the breaking point. I fought for air as I continued to suck on his veiny member. I couldn't take it anymore as my nerves exploded. Cascading bliss roared through me. I screamed in my throat as the biggest orgasm I ever had made me buck uncontrollably. Breathing through my nose wasn't enough. I un-tightened my mouth and took gasps of air while fingering and rubbing my throbbing clit. Blissful confusion took over.  
 
   "Stand up and face away from me." Dr. Rook ordered.
 
   With shaky legs I stood up. The cloud of ecstasy hung heavy. Wetness trailed down my inner thighs as I fought to control my breathing.
 
   "Sit on my cock. Do not look at me." I heard from behind.
 
   I pushed my round ass out. A hand appeared on my hip, guiding me. The tip of his rock hard member touched my quivering gash. The doctor's hand pushed me down onto his thick spear. Lips spread as he stabbed into my tight opening. My mouth made a perfect O as I slid down inch after inch. The orgasm had just started to fade away when a new coiling took its place. Halfway down his member, I squeezed and flexed my inner walls to accommodate my doctor. He was so large that I felt I was spread to the breaking point. I gulped air and moaned as more of my honey slid down his shaft, making it a little easier to fit him in.
 
   The doctor was snug when I reached his hilt. My ample tits bounced as another hand appeared on my other hip. The doctor kept me in place, throbbing inside me with power and control. I tried to move, wanting to slide on his member like a good patient. Instead I waited, trying to think straight.
 
   "Remember what happened to you." Dr. Rook whispered in my ear.
 
   "I...I..." I gasped, desperately wanting to move on his cock.
 
   "I will let you move if you do as your told." came another whisper.
 
   I moaned and breathed. My body was open and now my mind was opening as well. "No...please...don't make me remember..." I whined.
 
   The doctor moved his hips slightly and tendrils of bliss caused me to shudder.
 
   "No, don't make me remember!" I tried to move but he kept me in place.
 
   "You want to remember." said another low whisper.
 
   My entire body was crying out to move. I wanted to writhe in his lap, feeling his cock. I began to tremble with need. Dr. Rook had control but my body was rebelling.
 
   A hand reached up and gently ran over my nipple. I cried out like a whore when he grabbed my tit, hard.
 
   "Doctor....doctor...."I repeated with half moans.
 
   "Remember and you get everything you desire."
 
   I tried to tease him by squeezing his spear but the doctor wouldn't let me move. Jumbled thoughts crashed into me like ocean waves. Pleasure circled me like a warm blanket. Shuddering, my body tried to move of its own accord but I was held firmly in place. A wall pressed heavy on my mind and I visualized me hitting it. At first I struck out with my hands, and then I held a hammer. The pounding in my ears was deafening. I knew what lurked on the other side. I didn't want to go there but conflicting emotions and thoughts stormed on. I want to please him. I want to please myself. I want to feel good all the time. The world hurts too much. This hurts too much. Paradise was waiting within inches of my fingertips. Why am I terrible person?
 
   The urges were too much. Pressure pushed at my boundaries as I leaned forward, hands on the doctor's legs. An orgasm exploded, sending fireworks from my nerve endings. Bright light filled my vision and I groaned like the dead rising from the grave. White haze caused me to spin. My eyes rolled into my head and the world blanked out.
 
   "I remember." I whispered over and over as I rose up into the clouds of bliss.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Thirteen Hours
 
    The restaurant was busy with patrons in a whirlwind of conversation and food. I sat across from Jared and Lisa. The love birds kept gazing into each other's eyes and it made my hands clench under the table in disgust. The sun had just set and an orange glow painted the sky. Wisps of tiny clouds drifted and my mind wandered away from the sickening displays of affection.
 
   "Earth to Annabelle, come in Annabelle." Jared smiled.
 
   I stared blankly, trying to collect my thoughts. "Um...uh.." I said and trailed off.
 
   "You haven't given us your answer." Jared grinned.
 
   The air was hot and thick with steaming food around me. The thought of being served made me sick to my stomach. The food wasn't bad here or the service but the sickening feeling in my stomach had me in knots. Lisa ran her finger along Jared's neck but he kept his eyes on me waiting for an answer.
 
   "I would be honored but do you really want me as your best man?" The question was bizarre in its own right but Jared and I had been friends since we were young.
 
   "You are my closest friend. I know it is a bit unorthodox but Lisa has her gay best friend as her maid of honor. Lisa also thought you would make the perfect best man to help keep me in line."
 
   Lisa slapped his arm playfully. "Stop it Jared." Lisa turned to me. "What he means is that it would mean the world to us if you hold a special place at our wedding."
 
   Their love was sickening but I tried to not let it on. The medication I took earlier was keeping me even to a degree. Horror and sadness was kept at bay with three little pills. The waiter came back with a bottle of wine and three glasses. The waiter uncorked it, poured a little into a glass and handed it to Jared. I smiled as he sniffed at it, drank a little and nodded his head showing that it was fine. We learned the ins and outs of wine years ago and he acted like he knew what he was doing when in truth, he just wanted to get drunk.
 
   "Then it is a yes." I said and my heart twisted in my chest.
 
   "Let us toast to happy occasions!" Jared said.
 
   The three of us lifted our half full wine glasses and clinked them together. I took several big gulps, nearly finishing the glass. Lisa eyed me while Jared took a long sip and put down his glass.
 
   "Are you sure you’re okay with this?" Lisa asked with concern in her eyes.
 
   I pretended that it all didn't matter. I had to for Jared. Seeing him so happy with her made me feel hollow but I had to keep up appearances. We had our shot together for a long time. It didn't work out and he moved on. It had been years so why did I feel like my heart was just ripped out.
 
   "I'm okay. I'm just taking it all in. I really am happy for both of you." I said with a smile.
 
   "See, I told you she would be fine with it." Jared laughed.
 
   "Shush you!" Lisa said and gave him another playful slap on the arm.
 
   "I'm not sure I can take these beatings anymore. The wedding is off!" Jared said sarcastically.
 
   Lisa laughed and smacked his arm again. I wanted to kill them both. I could break my wine glass and take the shards, cutting their throats before they could get up. No court in the world would find me guilty if they saw this display. If anything, I would get a pardon and be all over daytime TV. I would be a celebrity, the woman who killed cupid. That had a nice ring to it.
 
   "She is spacing out again." Jared said to Lisa.
 
   I blinked. "Sorry. It's been a busy day and I'm still processing the news."
 
   Lisa reached across the table and touched my hand. "I know this is a bit of a shock. You both are close that is why we wanted to break the news to you in first round of people."
 
   "I really am happy for both of you." I lied.
 
   "You're not happy but thank you for trying." Jared grinned.
 
   The pills kept my anger in check. Only Jared could push my buttons. We thought we were soul mates until we both realized we would probably kill each other if we ever married. We were cut from the same passionate cloth. The sex was out of this world but when we didn't have sex, the fire burned both ways. Best friends, lovers and haters all wrapped up in two bodies. We tried to work through it but it was just too powerful. I stopped loving anyone when he met Lisa. I thought we deserved each other. It seems the universe thought he deserved better. Lisa was one of those amazing people. Beautiful, smart, blonde, great career and her tits were bigger than mine. When Jared joked with me, I let him have it. When Jared joked with Lisa, she laughed like some bouncing puppet.
 
   Jared poured more wine into all our glasses. "Annabelle, this is important. We want you there. It would never be right without you giving us your blessing."
 
   "You are both adults. You don't need my blessing." I said pulling my hand from Lisa's and taking another gulp of wine.
 
   Lisa gave a polite smile. "Yes we do. The three of us are going to continue to share our lives together. We want to do it right."
 
   "Can I be honest?" I said putting my glass down.
 
   "When are you not?" Jared smiled.
 
   "Stop it." Lisa hissed playfully.
 
   "I really am happy for both of you. I know it has been odd with me around. Jared and I tried and it just didn't work out. I'm happy he found you and you both are going to live your lives together. I would be lying if I didn't say it stung a little but we are all adults. I'll get over it. I need a little time but I would be honored to be at your wedding."
 
   "Thank you Annabelle. It really means a lot to us." Jared said genuinely.
 
   Sadness crept up from my heart. The two love birds gave sweet glances to each other. They wanted to kiss but stopped themselves out of respect to me. Memories of Jared and I flowed into my wine addled mind. Our nights of wild sex always left me hot and bothered. It was the only time he would really take control. I was his whore to play with. It was the only time I let anyone control me. We had years of adventures and those thoughts helped me the years we were apart. I wondered if he ever told her about my late night drunk calls, begging him to come back.
 
   Our food arrived. The smell was sickening like their love. I quickly excused myself and ran off to the lady’s room. At the counter, I turned on the water and pulled my medication from my purse. I poured three pills into my hand. The night was going to be a rough one. I poured another pill out. I threw the four pills down my throat. Ghostly images of my mother tried to crawl into my head. The panic and sadness floated away as the medication mixed with the alcohol. My mother has been dead for thirteen hours. Dad and my brothers were handling the arrangements. I knew I couldn't get to San Francisco today but I had my plane ticket for tomorrow. I knew what was coming from Jared and Lisa. If I cancelled, then I would have had to deal with it when I got back. Frankly I wanted it over with so I could mourn. If I didn't have my anxiety medication, I would have been a blubbering mess.
 
   I washed my hands and fixed myself up. The heart ache subsided and I practically floated out of the lady’s room and back to our table. Wine was poured and soon we were all laughing. Thoughts of my mother faded into the background noise and life was okay, even for just this happy moment.
 
   ***
 
   Jared and Lisa were loud as we all walked to my car. The two of them drank the lion's share of wine. I was holding it together a little better but even my coordination was off. Without a word, the two of them opened the back doors and stepped in. I looked at them and back at the car. I guess I'm the designated driver.
 
   I sat in the driver's seat and turned on the ignition. The car came to life. I peeked into the rearview mirror and the two love birds were falling asleep on each other. Great, now I need to drive them home. Thanks fuckers.
 
   The night was clear. The moon was full and glowed with brilliant white light. There was a magic in the air as I drove along PCH. The highway was pretty empty which was pretty surprising. I took it as good omen and drove along. The love birds were completely out in the back. Jared started to snore and happy memories floated through me from when we slept together. I played with his hair and he snored without a care in the world. Eyes drifted to the refection of the moon across the Pacific Ocean.
 
   "I love you." said a whisper from the back.
 
   I looked in my mirror to see Jared snuggling into Lisa, mouthing those exact words again. An empty void filled my soul. I looked to the water again. I could drive us off the highway, straight into the ocean. The three of us could happily drown, together. No more problems or jealousy. We would never have to go through any of those horrible emotions. I would see my mother and I would get the chance to say how sorry I was for being a terrible daughter.
 
   Thoughts slipped away and I put my eyes back on the road. As happy as those thoughts made me, I could never bring myself to end my life or anyone else's. I sighed, gearing myself up for all the emotions life is going to rain down on me once the medication wore off. I could be too hard on myself. Maybe this was a sign that I had to move on. Jared found the love of his life. Maybe my love was still out there?
 
   Eyes drifted down as I thought about the future. Headlights shined on a large boulder on the highway. I pulled on the wheel to avoid it, eyes wide. The car was moving too fast. The boulder was bigger than a tire. The front end of the car smacked into it, hard. Metal crunched as I tried to regain control. The car slammed into the guard rail and burst through it. I screamed as we plunged down a cliff. The car spun, crashing into jagged cliff face. The driver's side window exploded as my left hand held the wheel and my right hand covered my face. Shards bit deep into my arm as we rolled, hitting the cliff again. Screams came from behind me just as we hit the black ocean water.
 
   Cold water rushed to meet us. In seconds we were engulfed and sinking into the darkness. I took a breath as we spun in the water. Time slowed to a crawl as I tried to look around in the darkness. Calm filled me as I knew we had to hit bottom soon. Like clockwork we struck the bottom with a thud. I undid my seatbelt and turned my head. Jared and Lisa were floating, eyes closed and mouths open. My years of swimming helped me keep my cool. I opened the door and swam out. The car was filled with water and the passenger door opened. I grabbed Lisa and pulled her out. I had to get her close to the surface. I knew I couldn't get both of them out so I moved quickly.
 
   I swam with one of my arms coiled around Lisa. The moon showed me which way was up and I swam toward it like a moth to a flame. My eyes adjusted to the darkness. Part way up, Lisa thrashed. I let go of her and pointed up, Lisa nodded and swam toward the surface. I knew if I went up with her, Jared would drown. I turned and swam back down into the darkness. Shafts of moonlight guided my way. I reached the car and pulled Jared from it. He wasn't responding. I had to get him to the surface as quickly as possible. Time was ticking away and I didn't know how long I had.
 
   Half way to the surface, my limbs went numb. It could have been the wine and pills but I was growing weaker with every move from my limbs. Jared was limp and I put everything I had into getting him to the surface. The light grew dimmer and I slowed. No. No please. Not here. Not like this. We have to live! He has to live!
 
   The calm and weakness wrapped around me like a cloud. I couldn't kick anymore. Strength in my arms gave way and Jared drifted upward. Lungs burned and I opened my mouth to breath. Water flooded in and I sank. Lisa's black outline treaded water while Jared floated up, still and lifeless. Strange images played out as I sank to the bottom. Mermaids smiled. I thought about my shell collection. The calm was peaceful as I sank along stalks of seaweed. I hope Lisa saves him. They deserve to be happy. My feet touched the bottom, my life draining away. Even in the dark ocean, I could see wisps of my blood from my hand mix in with the moonlight. 
 
   I closed my eyes and let the cold darkness take over. There was no pain as the abyss yawned and I fell into it. Mom, I will see you soon.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Fourteen Shells
 
   I babbled on and on while sliding on Dr. Rook's manhood. Tears streamed down my cheeks as memory after memory assaulted my fragile state. It was like the dam opened and what was once a tiny river of memories turned into a tidal wave of a life I didn't know I had. I stopped moving my hips and sat eyes blank and heart weak. Seconds passed before I stood up and stepped toward the comfortably worn sofa. I lay down, still looking at nothing in particular. A zipper pulled up.
 
   I lay on my side, staring at Dr. Rook as he stood up and walked over to me. He knelt down and sat on the dusty floor. I trembled not because I was cold but because the memories splintered my mind. Dr. Rook lifted his hand and ran fingers through my hair. His handsome face was inches from mine, looking down, and eyes filled with understanding and sorrow. Normally I would have loved any touch from him but here, now, he was just another demon trying to comfort me.
 
   Time moved on but we stayed right where we were. I was dying and there was nothing I could do to get back and see my mother's body one last time. Logically I told myself that it was the last chapter to a book I had written of myself. The police will fish out my body and I will be laid to rest, most likely next to my mother, a fitting end to a life so short.
 
   I will spend my time in this strange asylum, preparing to move on to my next life, whatever that is and that will be that. There was no comfort in those thoughts. My doctor caressed my wet cheek with the back of his hand. The silence was all we had now and I stared off into my own abyss, lost to nothing.
 
   ***
 
   After a few days, Blackburn Asylum started to run like normal. I went to my therapy sessions, ate, slept and more therapy. My sessions with Dr. Rook were informative. I knew when I was ready I would move on and my body would die. The doctor told me that there were unknown numbers of places like Blackburn. Some were paradise while others would seem like levels of Hell. When you were dying, depending on your circumstances, you would be sent some place for processing depending on how you lived your life and the circumstances around your death. Despite the events with Father Lucas, most places run pretty efficiently but even they come across odd and cosmic situations. An intentional flaw so every location would grow organically or some nonsense like that.
 
   When I wasn't in therapy, I was walking along the fence next to the ocean. The air felt fantastic as I took in the view of the sea. On one of my walks, I found part of the iron bars were bent and was big enough for me to fit through. With that, I would squeeze myself through and climb down to the beach. The air was even more exhilarating as I walked along the sand and picked up sea shells. I would only pick the best and beautiful on my secret adventures. I would bring them back and hide them in my room. On other days, I brought a towel and spare uniform. I would leave everything on the beach and dive into the ocean. The salt water felt wonderful on my skin. All thoughts of me drowning or moving on would wash away. The ocean felt amazing on my skin and I swam like the mermaids of my dreams.
 
   Back at Blackburn, I made necklaces. I used dental floss as string and a small sharp piece of metal to make a hole in each shell. I made one for Amy and she was ecstatic. I even made a few for some of the nurses and orderlies so long as they promised to keep it a secret. It is the oddest thing when large demonic creatures blush and act like little kids with a new toy.
 
   Despite being close to Dr. Rook, I didn't tell him of my secret swims and shell necklaces on the off chance he would stop me. I knew I was pushing a limit when I left a shell necklace hanging on the doorknob to his office on the upper floor. It was special, and had fourteen of the most beautiful seashells I collected. Ron was nice enough to look the other way. The orderly let me know that next day the necklace was gone but didn't hear anything else otherwise.
 
   I didn't have any nightly visits. A peace flowed over me knowing what happened and now I was working through it. My urges still pressed me but they were a little less than the roar I used to feel. Dr. Rook and I didn't talk about that night he came into my room in his true form. It became something unspoken between us and it seemed we were both pretty okay with it.
 
   I gave up on trying to fully understand this cosmic asylum. It was a world between dimensions and that was pretty much all I needed to know. The days grew brighter for me and a new excitement began to boil in my veins. I swam and made shell necklaces. The mid after-life was pretty nice once you get past the confusion and heartache.
 
   One night after dinner, I made the slow stroll back to my cell. I hummed a tune my mother used to hum to me when I was young. I walked down the cell block, saying hi to my neighbors. I blew a kiss to Amy as I passed her and she blew three kisses to me. I reached my door and looked over to Michael's empty cell. I missed him. I hoped he was in a better place, doing great things. 
 
   I opened my door and stopped short with a gasp. Sitting on the edge of my bed was Dr. Rook. He looked up to me and for the first time ever, I saw excitement in his eyes. The doctor stood up and quickly regained his composure, flattening out the lightly wrinkled arms of his suit.
 
   "Evening Doctor, what brings you by on a beautiful night like this?" I grinned from ear to ear.
 
   "Annabelle, so good to see you." Dr. Rook stammered slightly. "I'm off duty so please call me Peter."
 
   I waltzed in pretending he was just another guest in my tiny cell. "Stopped by to say hello, Peter?" It was so strange saying his first name.
 
   Peter looked me up from feet, hips, chest and face. "More than a simple hello, I have a gift for you."
 
   "A gift, I didn't get you anything." I said with a coy smile.
 
   "No need for secrets. I know about the necklaces." Peter said with a warm smile.
 
   "You don't have to give me anything. Your help was more than enough." I said standing next to him and eyeing him like piece of hard meat.
 
   Peter lifted his hands and held my arms. "Annabelle, your life has helped all of us to heal a great many scars and wounds. I have been thinking about your case and the circumstances of your dying. I believe I can help you get back to your life."
 
   My smile melted into shock. "What do you mean?" My heart beat a little faster as I tried to understand what he was telling me. 
 
   "I can't tell you everything and there is a chance it may not work but I believe we still have a chance."
 
   "Peter if this is a joke....."
 
   Peter shook his head. "No joke, but you must come with me, right now."
 
   The doctor took my hand and pulled me with him. I thought I finally settled into knowing I was going to truly die and now my psychiatrist was yanking me down the hallway with my mind reeling. We turned corners and took stairwells up. The halls were empty as Peter dragged me along. Soon I was keeping up with his mad dash to the higher floor. 
 
   We reached one of the lesser used floors and walked with purpose down a long corridor. When we reached the end, we stood at a set of heavy double doors. A warm light glowed along the bottom.
 
   Peter turned me to face him. "Annabelle, do you trust me."
 
   "With my life." I said without a second thought.
 
   "Beyond this door is an experiment. If you do not wish to go through with it, we will return to your cell and never speak of it again. Many of my personnel could be held accountable, including me."
 
   "Yes Docto......Peter." I said slightly confused.
 
   Peter opened the doors and I stepped in. The warm light came from several small lamps. The room was filled with a number of demonic creatures I had the pleasure of knowing. They were half dressed and all eyes turned to me. Some sat on beds pushed together while others stood. Peter closed the door behind us and stood by me. I looked at everyone with wide eyes, not sure what to expect. Nurse Sykes had her arms around Harry. Ron stood with both sets of arms folded and a wicked smile. Nurse Waters had a drink in her hand and flexed her fairy wings. One of the nuns was there, Sister Lydia, but she was dressed in an orderly's uniform. I heard that not all the nuns were burned and it was nice to see her here and seemingly in good cheer.
 
   Peter smiled as he turned to speak to me. "You told me in our session that you had taken anxiety medication. That memory set me off to research. The reason you could not swim to the surface was because that type of medication can affect your willpower. Mix that with alcohol and the trauma of the crash and you might be having a mental crisis."
 
   "What does that mean?" I said nearly lost to his words.
 
   Peter smirked. "It means that your body will still have the ability to swim. We simply have to kick start your heart."
 
   "Kick start my heart? I'm in the Pacific Ocean. How can we do anything?" I said, my excitement bleeding away.
 
   Peter put his finger under my chin and lifted it up so I could gaze into his eyes. "You have reservoirs of energy in your body. Your biggest is your sexual appetite."
 
   My eyes became glassy. I looked to the others in the room and then back to Peter. "You mean....."
 
   "You have become special to all of us here in one way or another. You have tainted us with your strength, understanding and affection. We have spoken and we believe that if we all push our bodies to the limit, we can help you get back to your world."
 
   "I don't know what to say." I really didn't.
 
   "A simple yes and we can get started." Peter winked.
 
   "Wait, wait, I have some questions."
 
   The room remained silent. I continued. "Once this happens, I won't see you anymore?"
 
   Peter's eyes darkened. "We are multi-dimensional beings. You might come across a version of us but there is no real way to know."
 
   My eyes watered. "Was it really you that night in my room?"
 
   Peter's darkness faded away. "It was me. I couldn't stop thinking about you. I justified it with being off duty. I....I had to have you." he whispered.
 
   I smiled. "I'm glad you did." I paused. "What if I stay? What if I don't go back?"
 
   Peter held my hands in his. "One way or another you will move on. Our kind is not meant to be with living souls, even if we didn't try, this love if forbidden."
 
   "I think I can say for the rest of the gang here, we have all grown to love you. We want to help." Nurse Sykes said with a wicked smile.
 
   I tried to fight back the tears. I wasn't ready to leave just yet but I nodded my head in approval. Emotions welled up as I tried to hold it together.
 
   Nurse Sykes stood up and pulled a syringe from her pocket. "Maybe a little something to get you in the mood." The nurse uncapped the needle. "And call me Betty."
 
   The needle stabbed into a vein. A long deep breath flowed outward as blue liquid with black veins pumped into my bloodstream. A fuzzy haze washed over all my senses. The orderlies and nurses fully melted into their demonic forms. Betty looked at me with her blue goo eyes and a hint of lust. 
 
   Peter's strong arms held me upright. I found myself clawing at his shirt, his collar opened and the shell necklace I gave him came into view. I smiled like a crazy person. Muscles loosened and warmth flowed. My body reacted like I was home. What little clothes the demons wore soon came completely off. Peter was close, hands running down my body. A shudder rippled through me as his hands smoothed over my curves. A gentle kiss on my neck and I felt I was going to orgasm right there and then.   
 
    "You have made me feel more alive than I have felt in a very long time." Peter said in a hushed breath, fingers pulling my dress down.
 
   Hands reached out and assisted Dr. Rook with undressing me. My gray dress pooled at my feet. Gentle fingers curled around my white panties and pulled them down. The urgency in the room was growing. As my panties fell to my ankles, hands touched my naked skin. Goosebumps rose with every caress and squeeze. Peter held me close, fingers running through my hair. I proceeded to unbutton his shirt. When I reached his belt, I undid the buckle. He was the only one left dressed and I wanted him as naked as the rest of us. 
 
   A hungry fever took over as I pulled at the doctor's clothes. A gasp rose up when strong fingers ran along my wet gash. I ignored it as Peter's shirt came off and his pants fell away. I stared at Peter in the warm light. Behind me demons, touched and clawed at my bare skin. The doctor was fit with chiseled muscle but not overbearingly big. Dark nipples complemented his chest. Wide shoulders and thin waist completed the naked doctor's nearly perfect body. My mind flashed to that magical night in my room. The body was the same except there were no shifting shadows and glowing eyes. My psychiatrist looked like a normal healthy man. A small moan passed my lips as hands squeezed my inner thighs and a few more fingers slid along my flowering womanhood. Big hands curled under my arms, hefting my breasts and rubbing my nipples.
 
   The air was stifling. Peter stepped away from me. I reached out, pleading with my eyes for him to be close. Hands roughly pulled me and I was soon on my back on soft blankets. Eyes of all different shapes and sizes gazed down on my naked body. A roar of excitement and a dash of fear rolled through me. I was helpless to the demons and monsters standing over me. The thought of all of them using me made a drop of honey trickle between my legs and slip over the bottom curve of my ass.
 
   Peter watched with loving heat in his eyes as Nurse Waters snuggled her face between my creamy thighs. The pink haired demon smiled evilly as a long pointed tongue snaked out and ran along my puckered line. I moaned as the tip lashed lovingly against my nub. Gooey blue hands touched my nipples, melting and rubbing them, whipping me into frenzy. Looking up, Harry and Ron stood on either side of my head, cocks hardening right before my eyes. I had no say as Harry grabbed his spear and put the tip to my lips. Ron did the same but he had four arms, one of which held me in place. They took turns rubbing their shafts along my lips, teasing and making me want to swallow them whole. Harry was first to slide his tip passed my lips. The taste of his demonically smooth cock set my whole body on fire. Ron watched with a hunger as I suckled on Harry's full member. Nurse Water's tongue continued its onslaught. My pussy quivered to her touch as she lapped at my flowing honey.
 
   Everything around me became images, snap shots into sex fueled chaos. Tentacles unfurled from the former nun, Lydia. One snaked out and ran along nurse Water's sensual curves. The pink demon pulled her wet mouth from my mound and cried out as a tentacle pushed into her. Fingernails dug into my skin as the pink demon couldn't contain her lust. Betty shoved the moaning demon back. Lydia smiled with tentacles wrapping around the fairy demon's neck and pushing into her open mouth. I could see that Nurse Waters was being invaded. Betty moved between my legs, her transparent blue jelly body not hiding what was being done to Nurse Waters.
 
   "I want her first." Betty smiled.
 
   Ron used one of his hands to guide my hand to his cock. I took hold and rubbed it while I sucked on Harry's member. I glanced down with Harry's cock in my mouth as a blue jelly cock grew between Betty's legs. I moaned as she made it thicker than it was before. Warm goo hands spread my thighs as she placed the tip to my quivering folds. There was a muffled scream as Betty pushed her blue cock against my tight opening. My world opened up as inches slid in. Betty played with her own bouncing tits as she sank every inch into my tight depths. My hand upped the tempo, stroking Ron's cock. Harry was pushing his spear in and out of my mouth, faster and faster. Nerves glowed throughout my body with the goo girl between my legs, forcing her way in and stopping. The bliss was deafening as she moved back and forth, making me feel every inch of her blue cock. 
 
   Nurse Waters gave muffled screams. Her eyes went wide when Lydia shoved another tentacle up her round ass. Wet sounds and muffled moans filled the small room. I looked over to Peter. The doctor watched me like I was a steak being devoured from all sides. I wanted him to join in, take me over and over. Instead he watched, seemingly content with my shuddering body. A drop of Harry's seed touched my tongue. I licked at the ridges of his impressive cock, teasing for more come. The scaled demon stared at me. I looked up innocently, coaxing him to fill my throat. The demon's cock nearly vibrated between my lips. I sucked long strokes of his member but was surprised when come splashed against my cheek and neck.
 
   Ron grunted, all four eyes closing. The orderly's cock bulged in my hand. I stroked the white come along his shaft. I ignored the streams of come painting my cheek and continued to stroke his member. Betty upped the tempo and I clamped my thighs on her goo body. The smooth sliding of her body against and inside mine was heavenly. The nurse held her own tits tight, biting her lip as waves of pleasure rippled through her transparent body. I had no idea if she could come like a man but watching her was bringing me closer to my own climax.
 
   "Betty, I'm going to come." Harry grunted.
 
   "Me too lover, me too." Betty said with a deep sigh.
 
   Together the demon lovers groaned and whimpered. Betty's blue cock expanded between my thighs as Harry's cock bulged in my mouth. Jets of molten come streamed into my throat. Between my legs, hot spurts pumped into me while the nurse sank every inch of her blue cock into me. I drank down as much as I could but the scaly demon's seed was too much. I pulled away for a breath while more come dripped out from his member. 
 
   I sat up, pleasure leaking into my mind and all over my body. Betty stepped back, blue liquid dripping from the end of her cock. I looked down to see it oozing from my pink gash. Several hands grabbed me. My body was twisted and bent forward until I was on all fours. I looked back as Ron moved behind me, one hand caressing my ass, another fingering my slit, another hand running along my back and another hand grabbing his still rock hard shaft. The hand on my back held me in place while the hand on my ass grabbed my hip. Come dripped from the corner of my mouth. I turned to see Peter standing before me, his cock throbbing and half hard. He was about two feet away and it was the longest two feet of my life. Ron pressed his cock to my dripping hole. I bit my lip as he pushed passed my tight opening, inch after inch invading me.
 
   Peter stayed where he was. Fingernails dug into the soft blankets. I wanted to please him. I tried to crawl forward but Ron held me in place, hips slapping my firm ass. My tits hung and wild moans fell from my lips. It was becoming harder and harder to think. Lust clouded my thoughts. I fought for some kind of control but it was ebbing away the more the four-armed demon fucked me. Around me, demons fell onto each other. Harry threw Betty onto the bed next to me. Legs spread wide; he forced his way between her legs. Nurse Waters was on all fours, groaning and trying to steady herself. Lydia moved away from her and stepped behind Ron. I glanced back at the black demon. Two of his hands cupped my ample tits, fingers rubbing my sensitive nipples. The other two hands were holding my hips, pushing me onto his thick member. I squeezed to keep his attention on me, Lydia's tentacles wrapped around the four-armed black demon. Ron upped the tempo but I could see a tentacle wrap around his thigh. Ron's four eyes widened and his hips slammed my ass a little harder. The black demon groaned louder as Lydia smiled. With all our bodies joined, I could tell Ron was being penetrated, deeply. The three of us moved as one. Ron's cock thickened and that sent me spiraling. Nerves coiled to nearly the breaking point. I clawed at the bed, trying to move closer to Peter, to take his manhood in my mouth, to please him anyway I could.
 
   I moaned like a bitch in heat. Fiery explosions lit me up as I bucked and shuddered. The dam burst and I was awash in an ocean of pure bliss. Ron was making strange sounds as Lydia played with him. Clawed hands on my hips tightened and Ron gave a soul crunching growl. Hot come burst from the tip and flooded my already tight slit. My eyes rolled into my head as I milked every last drop of my own orgasm and Ron's. 
 
   Peter stepped a little closer, eyes on me. I stared at him, lost to blissful sensations. He cupped my chin and pushed his cock into my mouth. I moaned and took his throbbing member. Another orgasm exploded internally and a tingling sensations spread between my thighs and nipples. Ron didn't stop fucking me. My body moved back and forth slightly, Peter in my mouth and Ron behind me. 
 
   Energy poured across my body. My hunger was growing. Ron was pulled from me, his cock slipping out of dripping pussy. Something caressed my womanhood before plunging into my slick opening. It felt like Lydia was taking her turn but I couldn't turn away. My eyes were gazing to Peter's blue pools. Moans and grunting grew to a fevered pitch. Lydia's moans joined the chorus and the tentacle in me upped the tempo.
 
   Peter gently touched my head and took a fistful of hair, his calm demeanor twisting into a hungry desire. I gave muffled cries as he force fed me his cock, making me take every inch. Helplessly I obeyed, letting him fuck me any way he wanted. My tongue ran along his invading shaft, tasting and teasing against his raised veins.
 
   I knew my hunger and so did Peter. I couldn't control it as it took over. White haze filled the corner of my vision as the smell of sex and Peter's scent filled my nose. The doctor wretched my head off his cock, I gasped, fighting him so I could devour him once again. The tentacle inside me slipped out. Peter turned me around so I could face the room. I looked back as he held my hips and pushed his manhood to my abused pussy. Thick inches spread my walls and I wailed. I turned forward to see all the demons in the midst of a blood thirsty orgy.
 
   Ron was on his back on the floor, each hand holding a tentacle while Lydia rode his cock. Betty and Nurse Waters were on their knees, licking and sucking Harry's cock. The hulking demon took turns pushing into their mouths. Betty grabbed the pink demon's hair and shoved it on Harry's member. From behind the goo girl pushed her cock into the pink haired demon's slit, every inch disappearing into her.
 
    Watching the demons take each other in unbridled heat made my own body react. I forced myself on my demon lover's cock. Over and over he slammed into my ass, his cock sending me to the stratosphere of ecstasy. Living images of my life swirled through my mind. Hints of other worlds and places beyond danced before my eyes. Living energy made my heart beat faster and faster. I went beyond my lust and found something even more desirable and wondrous.
 
    "Peter....please......love me." I whispered.
 
   The doctor stopped. Time seemed to stand still for a log moment. Peter's manhood slipped from my slit. I turned around like a shy cat. Lovingly, Peter crawled into bed and lay with me. The sounds of the demons faded into the background. I touched his chest and the doctor laid his hand on my stomach.
 
   "Since our first session, I have loved you. I will always continue to love you." Peter said in a low whisper.
 
   "Take me. Take me with your love." I breathed.
 
   Peter leaned in and kissed me. Tongues danced and my heart soared. Lust fell away and love welled up. My soul glowed white hot and was bursting at the seams. My handsome doctor turned me onto my side and we lay face to face, lips connected. A gentle squeeze of my thigh and I opened them. Peter's cock pushed into me and we bridged across space and time. Our chests met and hearts beat to the same melody. Lips parted and we inhaled each other's breath. Streams of energy reached out and met. Peter's member slid in and out while I squeezed to keep him. Light rippled. The energy was overflowing. Our movements matched, growing faster and deeper. We clutched at each other like we would spin apart. The doctor groaned and I whimpered. Peter's eyes widened, his cock bulging. My nerves glowed hot and pressure pushed at my being.
 
   The two of us screamed as our worlds exploded. Molten spurts of come streamed into me as orgasm after orgasm assaulted my body and mind. Nails dug deep into skin as we mashed our bodies to a symphony of stars. The spikes of pure pleasure didn't stop. The room grew brighter and soon I was engulfed in white light. Ripped away, I spiraled upward toward another world. The light is so beautiful........so beautiful.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Fifteen Heart Beats
 
   Eyes opened to a shaft of moonlight. Pain seared my lungs as saltwater dripped down my throat. Panic rippled through my body as feelings returned to my limbs. Thoughts turned sharp as experiences and memories flooded my mind. I glanced up to see a body swimming, dragging another body through the water. Instantly I struggled in the water, remembering that I had to swim or I would die. Instinct took over as each heart beat burned with new life. 
 
   I focused on my heart, counting each beat as I kicked my legs and reached up. Panic and new strength propelled me up. I was deep and I wasn't sure if I could make it but I had to try. Images of demons held me together and blinding concentration pushed me up feet at a time. Six heart beats and I was halfway there. I kicked frantically, pushing me up faster and faster. Nine heart beats and the moon glowed brighter. I had to make it! I had to live! My mind screamed as I kicked faster and faster. Fourteen heart beats and I was inches from the surface. I will not die! I will not die!
 
   On the fifteenth heartbeat, I broke the surface. 
 
   I gagged and spit up sea water. Despite being on the surface, I still hadn't taken a breath of air. The burning was turning into a fire when I coughed up the last bit of sea water and took my first breath of air. It was the cleanest most pure breath I have ever taken in my life. I treaded water as I struggled for more air. The burning subsided and my entire body relaxed into floating on my back. I stared at the night sky and full moon. It was awe inspiring as I lay there in the sea. I drifted to the current with a calm filling my battered heart.
 
   Thoughts of Jared and Lisa sliced through the moment. I righted myself and swam toward the beach. I kept glancing as I swam for any hint of them. Two figures were on the beach, one lying down and the other hunched over them. I propelled myself until my leg touched muddy ground. Feeling heavy, I made my way out past the waves and fell to my hands and knees on the beach. Heaving I pushed myself to stand up and stumble toward them. 
 
   Lisa was giving Jared mouth to mouth resuscitation. My heart tightened as Jared lay motionless on the dark beach. Jared's body jerked and a spout of sea water erupted from his mouth. Lisa turned him on his side and he coughed up more water. I collapsed next to them. Lisa crawled over to me. She was mouthing words but I couldn't hear her. Darkness played at the edge of my vision. Weakness rained down and I fell into shadows.
 
   ***
 
   I woke up in a hospital bed. Next to me were Jared and Lisa. Jared was lying in bed while Lisa sat beside him, head on his thigh. I slowly sat up and took it all in. Lisa lifted her head and our eyes connected. She was up and calling a nurse. I lay back in the bed and stared at the ceiling, feeling more alive than ever.
 
   The next few days were pretty eventful. Jared and I made a full recovery. Lisa was the least effected out of all three of us. I learned a Good Samaritan had seen the accident and called 911 to report it. The police had a talk with me a day after the accident. I told them about the boulder and because of the trauma we went through, they didn't press any further. It was a relief because I thought for sure I was going to jail.
 
   My dad and my brothers flew into Los Angeles and rushed to my side. I know we weren't close but it felt good for them to come to me with concern in their eyes and hearts. I wasn't beaten up too bad and was released the next day. Dad took me to my apartment. The man drove me crazy by doing everything for me but it was a bit charming and a nice change of pace. When he wasn't watching over me like a nurse, he continued to set up plans for mom's funeral over the phone. The very next day we flew out to San Francisco to attend the burial.
 
     I cried throughout the ceremony. It felt like a part of my heart died. When her casket touched the bottom of the grave, I threw white lilies on the coffin. They were her favorite.
 
   Back in Los Angeles, I tried to move on with my life. Dad called me nearly every other day. At first it was pretty annoying but I soon started to look forward to each call. Even if it was just for a minute, it was nice that we finally connected after a lifetime of neglect.
 
   Months passed and I slowly was getting back into the groove of this adventure called life. Jared and Lisa married. They made me wear a suit. I had to insist to our friends that I wasn't Jared's lesbian best friend. The ceremony was beautiful and the reception afterwards was mind blowing. I couldn't remember the last time I laughed and danced so much.
 
   Life returned to normal. Jared and I still hung out. Lisa would join us and we were the three musketeers. I worked and played, fending off guys left and right. Despite being single, I didn't go looking for a relationship. I simply didn't have the need or want.
 
   Every night I would go to bed thinking about Blackburn Asylum. Did all of that really happen? Was I just playing out a fantasy while I was underwater? Did the drugs and alcohol mess with my mind? I really couldn't say. All I did know was that I dreamed of Dr. Peter Rook every night. When I was feeling down, the thought of him perked me up. If it was a dream, then it was the most important one I could ever have. I smiled more and problems just weren't that deep. I didn't agonize over little things anymore and spent a lot more time at the beach.
 
   One night I stumbled to my bed, tired from spending the day swimming and seeing friends. I was exhausted and looked forward to dreams of my demon lover. I slipped out of my clothes and crawled into bed. I pulled the sheets over me and snuggled up for a peaceful night's rest. A squeak of my closet door caused my eyes to open. I turned my head to see the door moving on its own. Inside there was nothing but darkness and shadow. I stared, still as a summer pond.
 
   Two white glowing eyes opened in the dark closet. My heart thudded faster but not out of fear. Shadows bled out as something moved into my room, flooding it in murky blackness. A strong body moved into view, with black skin and pointed horns. Black lips curled into a devilish smirk as it moved to the side of the bed.
 
   "I missed you." I whispered.
 
   The shadow flowed over me, hands pulling the sheets off my body and caressing my tender skin. I closed my eyes and smiled as it moved into bed with me, hard against my thigh. Moans spilled from my lips as my demon lover took me. Tears of joy trickled from the corners of my eyes as our bodies moved as one. I bit into the demon's shoulder as he forced himself on me. I clutched at him, never wanting to let go.
 
   I cried out with pleasure welling up, the light of the full moon basking our bodies in shafts of white. I was ready to love again.
 
    
 
   ~Fin~
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