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“By Jove’s beard! I have a vagina!”

Lilly and Teagan stared in awe at their friend, who had just reached her lithe hand down across her pale, nude body. Her skin sharply contrasted against the massive stone slab she lay upon. Trails of rooster’s blood crisscrossed in a pentagram over her head as flickering campfires illuminated her from five sides. Overhead the previously swaying trees stood still while distant stars twinkled up in the sky. Despite the warm summer night, no sound of cricket or bird disturbed the air for creation abhors the unholy act the three friends had just engaged in.

“Oh, I be a woman? What insanity is this?” spoke the person inside Stacey’s body.

Lilly chuckled saying, “I think we summoned a man.”

Teagan licked her lips and said, “Of course we did.”

Lilly slowly rose to her feet from where she had been kneeling while conducting the summoning chant. From her side of the unholy circle, Teagan did the same. Both of the naked girls padded softly towards the cursed stone slab in the middle. Their bare feet pressed soft indents to the warm dirt.

“Can you hear and understand us?” Teagan called out in Stacey’s direction.

Stacey’s head turned to her. Stacey’s body slowly sat up and reached both hands to grasp at her breasts. Her mouth muttered, “tis oddity after oddity.”

“Oi! Who ye be? What did ye do to me?” whoever inhabited Stacey’s body called out to the two girls.

Lilly said, “Fuckin’ score! This is way better than when we summoned that Greek dude and couldn’t even fucking talk to him!”

Teagen replied to the man in Stacey’s body, “We’re witches and we summoned you from the dead.”

Lilly giggled gleefully and asked, “What’s your name?”

Both girls drew close to Stacey’s body now.

“Arthur Winifred” Stacey’s mouth replied.

Shortly after speaking, her hand went to her throat rubbing at it in confusion. “I sound so high and weak.”

Teagan spoke up saying, “You have girl vocal chords. They probably sound different than what you’re used to.”

Teagan stepped in close and asked “Arthur. What is the last thing you remember?”

Arthur stared off into the distance briefly before speaking. He spoke slowly as if trying to make sense of his memories himself, “my son… near to my bed. Yon doctor placeth leaches upon my arm. Then…” Arthur blinked and continued, “fire… I… saw fire.”

Lilly asked, “can you remember any other details?”

Arthur shook his head saying, “I remember the feeling of my son’s hand holding my own. I dreamed of fire. Then, I woke up here. A girl…”

He held up his thin, beautiful hands with manicured nails saying, “my hand didn’t look like this. Whose hand is this?”

Teagan said, “Stacey, our friend, she’s the one whose body you’re in right now.”

Lilly pressed, “Arthur, this is important. Can you remember anything between when you died and when you came to be here?”

Stacey’s head shook as Arthur said, “tis a flash of flames. Flames… I did not like. They disquieted me. They be not ye common wood fire. Fires of titans such that I felt as if I stood inside them.”
 

Arthur gulped and said, “Mercy prevails upon my soul for your speedy rescue. I may have indeed spent an eternity in that wretched, flaming place, had not ye girls rescued me.” He reached out towards Lilly, but pulled Stacey’s hand back saying, “I wish to hug ye of gratitude for plucking me from the flames, but the bizarre state of your undress gives pause to lay my gentlemanly hand upon a virtuous young lady such as yourself. Surely, you disrobed only for the purpose of your magic. I should avert my gaze until you have providence to seek your gown, lest I witness your bare ankle.”

Lilly clasped hand over her mouth to stifle laughter. Teagan spoke up with a broad smile saying, “uh, we’re not ladies. We’re witches.”  Arthur reviewed Teagan’s cascade of red, curly hair, dyed ever brighter the color of flame to complete the triad against Lilly’s flat, raven black hair and Stacey’s toe-headed tuft of boy-cut blonde. Arthur nodded saying “I suppose you’re right. Witches or no, thank you for rescuing me.” Unable to control his eyes, he glanced down at Lilly’s sumptuous breasts and Lilly noticed before he could look away.

“Do you like my breasts?” Lilly asked brazenly.

Arthur gasped and flummoxed stammering out a cascade of embarrassed excuses and self-depreciating chivalry before Lilly stepped forward and grabbed up Stacey’s hands guiding them to cup her breasts. “Go ahead. Feel them.” Teagan stepped lightly around the side of Stacey and sensually ran a hand down along Stacey’s waist and trailed it along her thigh from behind.

“But surely I must not…” Stammered out Arthur. Stacey’s eyes lay plastered wide and glistened in a supernatural manner as firelight danced across the reflection of her irises.

“Shhh…” Lilly replied. She smiled and said, “Witches are sexual beings of the wilderness and nature. You don’t need to be demure around us. You get this incredible chance to enjoy the pleasures of our bodies.”

“But…” protested Arthur

Teagan wrapped her arms around Stacey’s body from behind and whispered in her ear saying, “just do whatever you wanted to do with a woman in your life, but never got the chance to.”

“But, I have no manhood now.” Whimpered out Arthur sadly.

He lowered his head saying, “Of all the cruelty, I am now in the body of a young girl, such as yourselves. Everyone knows that young girls cannot have sex with one another. I’m grateful you are offering such an experience, but now I cannot even accept as surely you do not wish to lie with me as I reside in the body of your friend.”

Lilly’s eyes flashed as she bit her lower lip and said, “you have much to learn about witches.”

Teagan massaged her hands along Stacey’s abdomen and up to her chest rubbing her small breasts and squeezing them gently as she did so. Arthur groaned and spoke saying “such weird feelings. I cannot even describe.”

Teagan said, “then don’t describe them. Share them. Feel Lilly’s plump, heavy breasts, much larger than the body you’re in now. Do to them what you would want to do if you were still a man.”

Arthur licked Stacey’s lips lightly as he brought his thumbs up and ran them along the pink areolas of Lilly’s breasts briefly before massaging them lightly against her nipples letting them flex and spring back under his tough. Lilly moaned lightly in appreciation.

“They are incredibly impressive. Larger even than my wife’s breasts were back when she was a young maiden. Oh, bloody hell, I can’t do this. I’m married.”

Lilly said, “you aren’t any more.”

Teagan continued, “you said, ‘till death do us part’ and you died.”

Lilly stepped in even closer and said, “Arthur, I would very much like it if you would kiss me.”

Stacey’s head turned to the side and Arthur puckered up her lips as Lilly closed in to plant a delicious kiss across them. Lilly spread her arms up and wrapped them around both Stacey’s and even Teagan’s shoulders as Teagan hugged Stacey from behind.

Without warning, Teagan dropped her hands low and began gently massaging along Stacey’s clitoris. Arthur gasped and broke the kiss as he held Stacey’s eyes wide in shock. He tremored as Lilly spoke to him saying “Shhh… Arthur. You’re going to be okay. Just let the experience take you where it is taking you. Don’t worry about fighting it.”

Teagan whispered to Lilly saying, “go grab the blanket.”

Lilly grunted and said, “you go grab the blanket.” She smiled back into Stacey’s eyes saying, “I’ll stay here and have some more fun with Arthur.”

Teagan glared back and said, “well one of us has to go!”

Lilly pouted and raised a fist. Teagan, recognizing the challenge pulled her hand back from Stacey’s clit causing Arthur to wince slightly as she raised her fist too. Both women pumped their hands three times in a silent count of the ancient ritual of decision. They held Stacey’s body sandwiched between them. Neither of them wanted to leave the sensual feast until the arcane ritual had been complete.

Rock beat scissors.

Lilly grumpily stomped off through the dark forest towards Stacey’s ten-year-old Toyota Corolla grumbling “Fucking should have gone with paper. Why do I always open with fucking scissors? That Arthur dude better still be in Stacey’s body when I get back, or I’ll slap Teagan to next fucking Tuesday.” She walked carefully along their delicately picked trail, which the girls had carefully groomed earlier in the day to remove any sharp brush or rocks so as to not suffer scratches on their smooth, naked bodies.

Teagan took Lilly’s place in front of Stacey saying, “she’ll be back soon. While we wait, how about you give me a kiss.” Arthur obliged tasting yet another pair of deliciously smooth, womanly lips with his own. Teagan smiled into the kiss as she guided Stacey’s hand down between her own legs. She broke the kiss and asked intimately close to Arthur, “did you ever pleasure a woman back when you were alive?”
 

Arthur swallowed hard and replied quietly, “my wife.”

“Arthur, I would greatly appreciate if you did to my body the same thing you used to do to your wife back when you were alive.”

“I’m not so sure about this.” Arthur mumbled.

“Think of it as a way to thank me for pulling you from hell. I mean, you are grateful to us for rescuing you, right?” Teagan countered.

Stacey’s head nodded as Arthur agreed.

“Right… then it’s gentlemanly to show proper gratitude to a lady after she rescues you. I want to give me the same experience you would have given your wife.”

“Uhh…” Arthur said as he gritted his teeth and looked down. Truly the sight was beautiful, two pairs of breasts lined up softly compressed against one another tit for tit and the lithe hand of the woman he possessed cupped gently across the delicate hill of Teagan’s belly right where it curved to dip inwards to her sweet little pussy. This diorama of effeminate sexuality glistened in a hue of flickering orange from the illumination of the dancing crackles of the nearby fires. Arthur smelled Teagan’s sweet perfume as well as the intoxicating feeling of simply being so deliciously close to the warm, soft skin of such a beautiful and magically powerful woman.

Arthur shook his head lightly to break his focus from the sensual tableau as he said, “I don’t have a…”, Teagan cut him off saying “don’t worry about what you can’t do. Focus on what you can do.”

Arthur didn’t speak.

Instead, he extended his middle two fingers nestling Teagan’s wet and sensitive clit right between them. He flexed his fingers lightly caressing it and Teagan gasped and began to collapse grabbing even tighter around Stacey’s shoulders to maintain her balance.

“Oh, sweet lucifer.” Teagan stammered out breathlessly.

“Do you enjoy this?” Arthur asked.

Teagan whimpered out a high-pitched, “hmm” as she nodded and leaned her head down against Stacey’s shoulders. Arthur continued massaging her womanhood with Stacey’s fingers as he reached an arm around behind her to support her.

“My wife always liked it when I treated her hysteria.”

Teagan groaned and muttered out, “yes, Arthur, please use your fingers to treat my hysteria. Treat it all night long.”

“Getting started without me?” Lilly asked as she came back carrying a large blanket. Teagan smiled and shook lightly as she said, “Arthur has a treatment for hysteria you have got to experience.”

The soulless night glared down at the three-and-a-half of them. Pale, lithe creatures moaned and whimpered as they communed in the dark. Arthur took turns feasting first upon the flesh of Lilly’s breasts letting the sumptuous tips of her delicate nipples fill warmly within Stacey’s mouth and then, growing bolder than he had ever been in life, feasted upon the ticklish little clit of Teagan making her shudder and quake while he gently pressed fingers inside of Lilly’s soft and hungry vagina to make sure she didn’t feel left out. For their part, Lilly and Teagan took their turns exploring the delicate sexuality of Stacey’s body, though they were both careful not to invade her forbidden treasure. Hell may have an incredibly liberal definition of the word ‘virgin’ but it has one nonetheless. They drank deep from her mouth, tasted her breasts, and eventually saw fit to let Arthur experience his first orgasm as a girl as they worked together to massage and caress the body that they both admired until it exploded in ecstasy and Arthur screamed out in wonder and awe.

At first only inarticulate screams and moans came from Stacey’s mouth as Lilly and Teagan balanced her lithe body between them and both focused on massaging her breasts with their tongues and her clit with her fingers. As moaning turned to screams and screams dwindled back into panting and panting subsided into the giggly little aftershock tremors of a fruitful orgasm. After some time, Arthur found his voice and whispered, “I never imagined such pleasure could exist, much less be found within a woman.”

“Yeah, we’re awesome like that.” Teagan giggled as she reclined on the blanket. She lay perpendicular with her head upon Stacey’s stomach using the body occupied as a pillow while Lilly busied her tongue in drinking deep the juices of her friend Teagan.

“Do it too much though and you’ll end up addicted, just like my favorite little sex-fiend, Lilly.” Teagan chuckled as she grasped Lilly’s hair up into an impromptu ponytail. Teagan’s trembling fist served as both ponytail holder and guide as Teagan thrust Lilly’s head forward and back to the tempo that she desired to be licked in.

“Pfft… speak for yourself.” Lilly spoke out after pulling back slightly from Teagan’s dripping pussy.

“Hurry up and finish off my orgasm so we can spend more time with Stacey. Satan knows how long we get Arthur for.”

Arthur rested Stacey’s arm across Teagan’s chest and gently played with the tip of her nipple as Lilly continued her licking.

“You girls are the queerest lot I have ever met.” Arthur murmured.

Teagan groaned as Lilly licked a sensitive spot. Teagan then murmured out, “you should meet my friend Jennifer, she’s even gayer than we are.”

Teagan then flexed in exultation gasping her breath out into the night air in delight before howling up at space to the warbling pace of Lilly’s moving tongue. Teagan took her turn with shuddering uncontrollably as her body fell down the other side of the orgasm mountain propelled and maintained along its path by Lilly’s most capable tongue. In such manner they expended a fair quantity of the delicious darkness of night each girl taking her turn in experiencing glimpses of sapphic heaven upon the ministrations of the other girls. Eventually, however, all good things had to come to an end and the three and a half of them collapsed in a state of sexual exhaustion.

“So, did you fantasize about it?” Lilly asked Teagan as they lay together on the blanket next to the now slumbering Arthur residing in Stacey’s body. Teagan shot her a dark look and asked, “fantasize about what?” Lilly rolled up to rest on her elbow and look down into Teagan’s face as she continued “sex with Stacey.” Teagan peered over at where Stacey lay. A pale, lithe shape with curvaceous hips and subtle breasts snored lightly.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Teagan replied indignantly.

Lilly smiled broadly and said, “great, so we’re cool if I make a move on her then?”

Teagan furrowed her brow and said, “I didn’t say that. That would be uncool.”

Lilly snorted and replied, “so we’re back to where we were in seventh grade then, aren’t we?”

Teagan grumbled “I thought we moved past that.”

Lilly pouted and replied “come on, you had to have. Whenever Arthur shut up about his women’s hysteria and oil lanterns or any other ‘some-teenth-century’ crap he was blabbering about, you had to pretend it was Stacey diving head-first into your pussy.”

Teagan shivered and asked, “do you think what we did was… right?”

Lilly looked over at Stacey and said, “Arthur had fun. Stacey’s no worse for wear. I don’t see the harm in what we did.”

Teagan crossed her arms and said, “a part of me felt bad for using her body like a sock-puppet like that.”

Lilly shook her head and said, “she agreed to it. Hell, she asked to be the one possessed.”

Teagan replied, “I know you’re right and I won’t lie that it was incredible to have sex with her body, even if it was some clumsy ass old dude driving her around, but I feel like a part of what I looked forward to with her was taken away from me tonight. Let’s not tell her, okay?”

Lilly shook her head and said, “evil-doers hide when they hope to walk in the light. We hope to never walk in the light which is why we own our sins against God proudly.”

Teagan grunted, “I’m not talking about a sin against God here, that I would be proud of. I’m talking about a sin against Stacey. Let’s face facts, she’s the girl both you and I have been pinning over ever since middle school.”

Lilly shrugged and replied, “at least we’re past the point of throwing fists over who gets to sit next to her in the school cafeteria.”

Teagan giggled, “as if either of us losers had a chance with this goddess of a girl. Still, I don’t want to tell her. I don’t want to hurt her.”
 

The flames of their campfires burned low. Teagan and Lilly looked around at them.

“Should I get more wood?” Lilly asked.

Teagan frowned and replied, “No. We had our fun with Arthur. We can’t keep Stacey possessed forever. That would be wrong, no matter who you worship.”

The night grew dim as the fires flickered.

Lilly said, “we should tell her. It’s not like we can make ghost-raping her right by lying about it afterwards.”

Teagan growled, “don’t call it that.”

Lilly hissed back, “then what else should I call it?”

“Why the fuck am I wet and sticky?”

The voice came from the body which had presently been sleeping. Slowly, Stacey sat up and ran her hands along her abdomen and crotch. She looked over at Lilly and Teagan and squinted suspiciously.

“What happened?”

Both girls spoke simultaneously:

“Nothing happened.” Teagan said.

“He was horny as hell. The moment he was in your body the only thing he could think of was taking advantage of us poor little girls.” Lilly said.

Stacey rolled her eyes and said, “You two are the worst fucking liars ever. Damn it. Did you at least ask him some questions before your little fuck-fest?”
 

“You’re not… mad?” Teagan asked apprehensively.

Stacey looked at her closely and said, “I’m only mad if you wasted this opportunity. What did you learn about hell?”

Lilly replied, “that it has fire.”

Teagan asked “so, you’re literally not mad that we just had sex with you while you were possessed by a ghost.”

“Ghost-raped” Lilly prompted.

“We’re not calling it that.” Teagan continued in a correcting tone of voice.

“What did you learn about hell?” Stacey seethed.

Lilly whistled low and Teagan said, “oh, she is mad.”

Stacey rose to her feet and slapped at her bare flesh in an unusual effort to dust herself off. This would have made more sense, if she had been wearing clothes. “We spent years learning how to summon ghosts. We spent months collecting the necessary ingredients. We agreed on a plan to learn about the afterlife and you two wasted this once in a literal blue-waning-crescent-new-moon…” Stacey gestured wildly towards the sky to reference the celestial event which had enabled their spell “…opportunity to live out your sexual fantasies with me?”

Teagan hung her head in shame. Lilly proffered up, “his name was Arthur. He had died during a bloodletting likely in the Victorian period. For him, no time had passed at all.”

“No time had passed?”
 

Teagan nodded saying, “he claimed he got a glimpse of flames that he didn’t like and then he woke up in your body. He thanked us for rescuing him immediately after his death. I don’t think he really ever came to realize he was in the 21st century, I guess, with no clothing or technology out here, there was nothing to clue him in.”

“And then?” Stacey asked breathlessly.

Lilly and Teagan looked at each other and back at Stacey saying, “we had sex.”

The earth began to rumble loudly as Lilly and Teagan scrambled to their feet. They nearly fell back down as the earth violently began to heave and hew.

“It’s an earthquake!” Teagan shouted.

“No, it isn’t, look at the trees!” Stacey replied. True to her word, the trees stood perfectly still without a hint of shudder or motion. Indeed, once the girls scrambled outside the thirty-three-foot diameter of their blood-lined circle, the earth stood still as a stone. Inside the circle, the ground continued to heave as smoke bellowed out from beneath the earth. Their dying little campfires exploded in powerful hues of phosphorescent blue light. The stone slab in the middle of the blood-drawn pentagram suddenly cleaved with an ear-shatter crack splitting into five-equal pieces. Up from the middle a pair of black, twisted horns arose followed by a sinister looking, monstrously enormous face. A furrowed brow rose above two glowing fluorescent green eyes, a long-hooked nose, and a mouth full of razor-sharp fangs. The creature reached out with hands and grabbed either side of the ground. It used its muscular arms to pull itself up onto earth from somewhere deep below. It’s red-colored skin glowed from what appeared to be fires below the earth’s surface and its body was disproportionately large, as it stood nearly thirty feet in height. The creature towered over the girls who stood gawking at it from below. Save for its immense size and horns and a long, whiplike tail which extended from above its buttocks, the rest of it was roughly human in appearance.

It wore not a stitch of clothing on its body.

And was most obviously male.

“Where is Arthur!” it bellowed into the night!

“Holy shit, an actual demon.” Stacey gasped in awe.

“And what a demon…” Lilly purred staring at the proportionately large member which hung calm, but ready, between the creature’s legs.

“You!” The demon growled as it pointed at the three girls.

“Time to go.” Teagan said.

As soon as the girls turned to run, the demon pounced upon them and grabbed them up with its enormous hands. It held Stacey around the waist with its right hand while it clutched Teagan and Lilly upside down by their feet with its left.

The demon held Stacey close to its face and breathed in deep, sniffing at her inquisitively before looking down at the ground for a moment and squinting at her.

“You stole something that didn’t belong to you.” The demon bellowed at her.

“Wait, I can explain.” Stacey replied in exasperation as she tried to pry the large fingers from around her waist. The demon clutched tighter making her whimper in pain.

“Thieves must be punished!” the demon said.

“We’re not thieves! We just wanted to learn about hell.” Stacey called out to him.

“Liar! You can’t trick Tocuh that easily. I can smell Arthur’s libido all over the three of you. The hell-bound souls of the damned are not some sex toys for horny little earth girls to play with!”

Suddenly, he stopped squeezing Stacey and his eyes went wide in shock.

“Any chance our punishment can include this monster tool you got between your legs down here?” Lilly called up to him. From her upside-down position, she had grabbed up his massive cock which was nearly the size of a drainpipe. The red skin gave way to a smooth purple tip which bore on it a multitude of black-marked sigils, as if they had been tattooed into the very flesh itself. Lilly held the fleshy tube out for Teagan, who greedily stretched her mouth around the tip of it making Tocuh shudder and groan lightly with her ministrations. “Hey, let me have a taste. Let my last act on earth be sucking the cock of the demon whose going to kill me.” Lilly protested. Teagan reluctantly paused and let Lilly start suckling at the demon’s cock.

Tocuh looked up at Stacey in surprise.

Stacey sighed and said, “sorry about my stupid, slutty friends.”

“Guys! Stop!” Stacey called down to her friends.

Teagen massaged the underside of the incredibly muscular and veiny meat of the demon’s growing penis while Lilly suckled away at the tip, unable to fit much more in her mouth. Teagan called up saying “not until Lilly takes a load of this big boy’s cum down her throat. Of course, those of us who threw paper instead of scissors only get to do the assist.”

“Fucking Lucifer! You idiots you’re going to get us in more trouble.” Stacey called down to them, but then she heard a rumbling groan and looked up to see the demon’s eyes roll back in his head as he began to slump with his knees bent. Whereas before he had only incidentally brought the girls close to his crotch, he now purposefully held the deliciously motivated young woman in place where they could get good access to his manhood.

Stacey called down saying, “Stop sucking his cock!”

Lilly let go and rubbed her jaw saying, “I don’t think I can do this, he’s so big.” A sneer came to Tocuh’s mouth as his look appeared angrier than before. Stacey felt his claws draw wickedly tight around her, threatening to crush her bones. “Don’t stop, for the love of Satan don’t fucking stop sucking his cock!” Stacey screamed.

Lilly called up saying “only if you admit our sluttiness is useful sometimes.”

“It’s useful sometimes, now fucking use it and make this demon bust a nut before he busts by bones.” Stacey cried out.

Lilly dipped her head purposefully down onto the cock as Teagan cupped her left hand under his bulbous testicles and stroked as hard as she could with her right arm. Tocuh let out an earthshattering howl as Lilly’s head snapped back. White cum sprayed all about her face as if she had pressed her lips against a fire-hose and then turned it on. Unable to resist, Teagan put a hand into the spray and collected up a bit of his cum bringing it to her own lips smacking away at the juice remarking, “mmm… salty.” Tocuh collapsed backwards and knocked over several pine trees as he fell to his knees dropping the girls to the ground. His limbs hung slightly limp, but his hands still clung to them tightly such that they could not escape.

“that’s the first time I’ve orgasmed in a millennium.” Tocuh groaned appreciatively, after panting for a while.

“Oof, a millennium without fucking? That has to be hell.” Teagan replied. For her part, Lilly gasped and wiped at her face with her hands. Demon-cum covered her entire face and hair. She spat several times trying to clear her mouth and throat of the sticky, salty substance.

“So… we’re cool now?” Stacey asked pensively. She pressed, “I mean, that looked like you had a really good time.”

Tocuh scoffed and replied, “I wish it was that simple. Don’t get me wrong, I appreciate what your friends did for me. In exchange, I won’t meticulously break each of your bones one-by-one over the next several hours as I torture your living bodies to death. Still, you stole something of value, and you have to pay restitution.”

Stacey nodded and said, “of course. Feel free to take one of the souls of my friends down there. I’ll let you pick which one.”

“Ooh, pick me, pick me!” Both girls started shouting excitedly.

“I said something of value” Tocuh replied.

Stacey sighed and a smile played across her lips as she spoke, “I would be honored to offer you my soul as well.”

“Value! Do you not understand it?” Tocuh barked back bitterly.

“Wait, Arthur’s soul was more valuable than ours?” Teagan asked.

Tocuh scoffed and replied, “a great deal more valuable. You two are probably about twenty-five bucks a piece. You’re ring-leader here is maybe fifty, on a high margin day. Arthur’s soul was worth at least two thousand.”

The three girls blinked at him in silence. Tocuh continued, “what I’m saying is you stole a soul from the devil and now you owe him two thousand dollars.”

“Like, actual two thousand dollars or religious-metaphor two thousand dollars?” Teagan asked.

“Actual two thousand United States dollars, preferably in cash, though I can accept Visa or Mastercard. No Amex though, their annual fees are too high for hell.” Tocuh replied.

“You want us to pay you two thousand dollars? But what’s the harm. We didn’t keep him that long. Surely Arthur is back to his torments by now.” Stacey protested.

Tocuh snorted and replied, “Yeah, sure, you three little witches spring him from prison and the moment he left your body he just jogged right back in like a good little boy. Is that how you think this works?”

“Yes?” Stacey said slowly feeling unsure of herself.

“No. Do you want angry ghosts wandering earth? Because clumsily summoning the souls of the damned out of hell and letting them depart from your body to scamper about is how you get angry ghosts wandering the earth.”

“He didn’t seem angry to me.” Teagan muttered.

“Hornier than anything else.” Lilly replied after wiping away most of the demon cum.

“But that’s more of a people problem than a demon problem.” Stacey grumbled

“Be that as it may, you stole a soul from the devil.” Tocuh brushed the massive tip of his index finger against Stacey’s cheek in a creepy manner that made her cringe as he continued, “thanks to your slutty friends down there, you get to enjoy the privilege of keeping your flesh attached to your bones for the time being, but you still need to pay me two thousand dollars.”

Stacey trembled and called out, “hey guys? You got a couple thousand bucks I can borrow?”

“You think I have that kind of money?” Teagan asked incredulously.

Lilly said, “I found a five-dollar bill in the backseat of your car the other day. I was surprised it was there. Anyhow, I have five dollars.”

“What year, make, and model is your car?” Tocuh asked.

“Umm… a twenty thirteen Toyota Corolla.” Stacey replied in confusion.

“That could work.” Tocuh nodded in affirmation.

“Huh?” Stacey asked.

“In payment of your two-thousand-dollar debts to the forces of hell, I am hereby placing your twenty thirteen Toyota Corolla into demonic repossession. Don’t let us catch you stealing souls from us again, or you won’t get off so easily next time.”

“Wait! What?!” Stacey shouted as Tocuh released her and her friends from his hands. A loud rumbling could be heard in the forest and Stacey sprinted there as fast as she could while her friends were still trying to gather themselves up. She came across her car, but now it seemed shorter. She saw that the ground had opened beneath it revealing a glowing fire from which a multitude of half-rotted zombie-like hands protruded. The hands grabbed at the tires and lower frame of the vehicle. Howls and moans could be heard emanating from the ground.

“No! No! No!” Stacey shouted as she quickly snatched up her keys from the hiding place that she had put them in nearby and tried to open the door. The hands however spread out defensively and some acted to shove her away from the vehicle with angry snarls while the other continued to drag her Toyota down to the pits of hell. In desperation, she tried grabbing at the radio antenna as it was the last piece of the car protruding from the ground. It slid from her hand leaving the little white and black pentagram rubber antenna tip cover in her hand as the only remaining piece of her car as the soil reclosed as fast as it had opened swallowing her car whole. For a moment, Stacey knelt there in shock and disbelief staring at the ground gasping and panting.

Lilly and Teagan stepped into the clearing carrying the blanket. The surrounded Stacey on either side and hugged her.

“My… my… my car!” Stacey stammered in disbelief.

“He just… he just… took it.” She shuddered as Teagan shushed at her.

“I am so sorry about your car.” Lilly offered up.

Stacey shook her head saying, “it’s not your fault, Lilly. I just can’t believe it’s gone. That car was my… my everything.” Stacey bowed her head and looked at the pentagram in her hand. She murmured “after my parents kicked me out of their lives and house for listening to heavy metal, that car was the only thing I had.”

“Come on. Let’s go home.” Teagan said as she pulled Stacey up to her feet. Slowly, three naked girls huddled under their one and only blanket gingerly stepped through the forest. They came to a small stream. With Stacey’s permission, Lilly left the group and washed the last of the sticky semen from her hair. She brushed it out with few spriggy twigs. Had any other woman done this, she would have achieved little more than the appearance of a rain-soaked cat with matted fur. Lilly, with her magically enhanced beauty, enjoyed the vain privilege of salon style hair from even the most pathetic attempts at maintenance.

No amount of magic, however, could prevent the pain that prickled along their toes and heels as every stick and rock along the path seemed determined to hurt them.

“I had no idea they would take your car.” Lilly said as they walked.

“Ug! Get out of the way, stick. Neither did I” Teagan conjoined.

“Nothing in the Lesser Keys of The Necronomicon mentioned demons taking your car, but it was written before they were invented. I would have sworn he would have taken one of your guys’ souls instead.” Stacey murmured sullenly.

Lilly shivered in the growing cool of the night as she said, “And to think, I could be in hell by now, feeling those powerful flames licking their searing hot tongues at my flesh while demons leer greedily at my breasts.” Teagan snorted, “only twenty-five bucks for our souls, my ass. I think he suckered us.”

“Ow! Stupid rock… We didn’t have much choice, though.” Lilly replied, “Even after a blowjob he was still angry. I’m sorry I mentioned your car, Stacey. I really did not think he would care.”

Stacey shook her head and replied, “no one could have.”

The stepped out onto a lonely, winding roadway which penetrated through the forest. Here, at least, the asphalt felt flat beneath their feet with fewer obstructions. A new danger presented itself, however, as three naked girls walked along the side of the road with nothing but a blanket to cover them. “Twenty-five miles back to town.” Teagan whispered sadly.

“At three miles per hour, with a few rests, we could be back by… ugg… noon tomorrow.” Stacey grumbled.

“Let’s see if someone will give us a ride.” Lilly proffered up.

“Three girls at three in the morning in the middle of nowhere? Who would stop for us?” Stacey asked in annoyance.

“Ahh, correction, three naked girls at three in the morning in the middle of nowhere.” Lilly replied giving her ample breasts a little shimmy.

“They can’t be drunk. You know the angel rule.” Stacey said.

“Yeah, sure, sure…” Lilly rolled her eyes.

“What sober person would pick up three naked girls at three in the morning on a Saturday night?” Teagan asked.

As if in response to her question, a pair of headlights illuminated them from behind. Stacey and Teagan stepped cautiously off to the side and wrapped the blanket around themselves as Lilly took the opposite approach letting the blanket slide away from her body entirely and stepping out towards the road with her left knee bent up slightly to give her hips a sensual pose while she brushed her hair back with her right hand and held out her left thumb asking to hitch a ride. Her supple pale body seemed to fill the void of the night with an unspoken sensuality while her aggressive sexual confidence made it impossible even for Teagan and Stacey to take their eyes off of her.

“Well, you have to hand it to Lilly. No man could resist seeing that.” Stacey murmured.

“No woman could resist that, either.” Teagan replied as she licked her lips thinking about the fun she and Lilly had experienced earlier.

A dumpy-looking hatchback covered with bumper stickers slowed down as soon as it illuminated her and quickly came to a stop. She looked down in a regal pose as the driver lowered his window. Stacey and Teagan stepped up. From inside the car, two young men gaped at the three girls in shock.

“Are you sober?” Stacey asked.

“Huh?” The driver replied slowly in a state of disbelief. His passenger blinked and rubbed his eyes in amazement.

Teagan said, “you’re not hallucinating a wet dream. You actually have encountered three naked women out in the middle of the woods in real life.”

“Yeah, but we’ll only accept a ride if your driver is sober. We can’t be in a car with a drunk driver. So, are you sober?” Stacey said.

“Uh, sure, yeah, I’m sober.” The driver muttered.

“Are you absolutely sure?” Stacey pressed.

“Yes, I’m only nineteen. I can’t buy beer anyhow.” The driver replied.

“Brilliant!” Stacey said as she took the blanket from Teagan and wrapped it around herself. She stepped around the front of the car while Teagan and Lilly slid into the back. Stacey opened the passenger side door. The driver’s friend looked up at her in amazement. “Word of advice. Spend the next twenty-five miles in the backseat with my friends. Otherwise, you will spend the rest of your life jacking-off while imagining what could have happened if you had.”

“What?” he asked in confusion.

“Just get in the back.” Stacey commanded.

Awkwardly, he slid out and stumbled over a bit getting into the backseat. Stacey slid into the front seat with the blanket wrapped around herself.

“So, what’s your name?” The friend in the back leaned forward and asked as she sat down.

“Oh, I’m Stacey.”

“That’s a nice and pretty name.” he replied with a bit of a hungry leering in their look.

“Yeah, that’s a nice simping compliment you have there. Just so you know, I must remain a virgin for ritualistic purposes.” Stacey said curtly.

“Oh” he replied with a hint of defeat mixed with confusion in his voice.

She waved dismissively at Lilly saying, “you can have sex with her though.”

Lilly smiled at him broadly and said, “hi handsome. I’m Lilly and this here is Teagan.”

“What’s your names?” Stacey asked the driver.

The driver, a young man in jeans and with an open plaid shirt over a rock-band t-shirt, answered “my name is Jim and that’s Dean back there.”

Teagan said, “good to know which name to moan. Let me get over on the other side.” She slid over first Lilly’s and then Dean’s lap and sprawling over the two of them for a second. Dean’s eyes lay plastered as wide as dinner plates as he saw Teagan’s pale, sensual ass slip right over his lap. It took every effort of his will to resist the urge to just reach out and touch the magical source of her womanly power over his sexual pleasure. She shuffled in on the right hand-side of the back seat so that her and Lilly now had Dean sandwiched between them.

“Can you drive us back to Union City?”

“Uh, sure.” Jim said eying his friend in the back seat jealously before shifting the car back into gear and driving off through the night.

“So, uh… Dean, have you ever been with a couple of hot naked girls in the back seat of a car before?” Teagan asked.

Dean pursed his lips. His sexual desire contrasted starkly with his innate fear based around the simple precept that shit like this didn’t happen in real life. On Pornhub, yeah, sure, but never actually in real life. He shook his head silently and nervously.

“Are you a virgin?” Lilly whispered into his ear.

He winced away from her and turned to look at her. He couldn’t decide whether to feel terrified or turned on as she smiled her blood-red lips at him undercut by the sharp contrasts of her eyeliner and dark hair.

“It’s okay if you are.” She continued softly.

He nodded with a shiver of fear.

“Stop it, you’re scaring him.” Teagan said in annoyance.

“That’s why I’m whispering, you dumb slut. I don’t want to freak the kid out?” Lilly hissed at her softly through clenched teeth.

“Can I be the one to take your virginity?” Lilly asked Dean in a weirdly hopeful voice.

Teagan protested, “Um… hello!?” as she pointed to herself.

“What?”

“You got to taste Tocuh. I get the kid’s virginity. It’s only fair.”

“Yeah, but I had to go tramping through the damn woods to get the blanket and besides you’re the one who couldn’t even massage balls well enough to let us keep Stacey’s car, which is why we’re in this damn mess!” Lilly hissed back.

The girls glared at each other across either side of Dean as he sat sandwiched between them in the back seat. The three of them were intermittently bathed in weak pinkish-orange light of periodic streetlamps blended with moments of darkness.

Two fists raised.

The ancient deciding ritual was cast.

Dean watched in shock as the fate of his first sexual encounter came to rest on a rock-paper-scissors game.

“Son of a bitch!” Lilly grumbled as Teagan chuckled wickedly clamping her winning flat hand of ‘paper’ over Lilly’s ‘rock.’

“So, Dean, are you nervous about losing your virginity?” Teagan asked pleasantly, then continued in a reassuring tone “Don’t worry. It only hurts the first time.”

“That’s for girls, not boys.” Lilly replied with a snort. “If he was having sex with me, at least he would be sticking his cock in someone who knew what she was doing with it.”

“Whatever.” Teagan grunted dismissively.

She smiled at Dean and said, “so would you like to unzip your pants, or should I?”

Dean coughed lightly and replied in a voice of confusion and surprise, “I… I…” He shook his head and his look turned skeptical. He squinted at her and said, “This has got to be some kind of hoax, right? Did Jim put you up to pretending to want to have sex with me as a joke?”

Teagan shook her head and said, “no. No one put us up to anything. But if you want to put my body up against something, I won’t stop you.”

Dean shook his head and said, “you guys are screwing with me. This has got to be some trick or possibly a trap.”

“Why?” Asked Lilly.

He turned to look at her and said sadly, “because… girls don’t do this. Girls don’t just throw themselves at you for nothing. I mean, shit like this doesn’t happen in real life.”

“Oh, we’re not girls. We’re witches.” Teagan replied.

“We don’t want to take your last name and settle down in the suburbs. We just want to take your virginity and never see you again.” Lilly continued.

“Why?”

“Because it feels good.” Teagan replied with an air of obviousness to her statement.

“Wait. ‘Take my virginity’ isn’t witch-code for something horrible, is it? Like killing me or cutting my dick off?” Dean said nervously.

“No, it’s witch code for sex.” Lilly answered.

“We won’t take it away from you by force.” Teagan spoke solemnly. Dean looked at her and her fire-red hair as she held up a finger and in a firm tone of voice said, “We may be evil beings serving the dark lord of chaos, but we still respect consent better than most Hollywood movie producers. If you choose, you may keep that hot, quivering cock of yours tucked away inside those jeans for the rest of the car trip. However, I would much rather you keep that hot, quivering cock of yours tucked away inside of me for the rest of this car trip.”

Dean blinked and asked, “seriously?”

Teagan nodded and replied, “seriously.”

Dean furtively whispered, “yes.”

“Okay, big guy. Since someone threw paper, go ahead and lean back against me.” Lilly said from behind him. She turned sideways in the back seat and allowed Dean to rest his head back resting it right on the middle of her ample bosom while she wrapped her arms around his waist.

He eyed her soft nipple tipped breast rising and falling just to the side of his peripheral vision. He felt an urge to reach out and touch them, just to know what they felt like, but he decided against pressing his already dangerously incredible luck. For whatever reason, these two girls actually wanted to have sex with him, unlike every other girl he had ever met before in his life. 

Teagan began gleefully unlatching his belt as she giggled with delight saying, “let’s take a look at your package then.” Her firm and skilled fingers quickly peeled away his outer vestments prying open his jeans button and splaying out the zipper which she sliced through opening with a pinch of her fingers. In the next move, she grabbed both sides of his pants and underwear and wrenched them downward. For his part, Dean flexed his body and lifted his hips to let her take the prize she so desperately sought. In the next moment, his cock, already growing firm already from the mere promise of being within smelling distance of a woman, sprung out and Dean gasped lightly in a sense of shock at the impropriety of it all.

“Aww… it’s so beautiful.” Teagan said as she let go of his pants leaving them crumpled around his ankles and wrapped her lithe little fingers around his pulsing-warm cock. Dean whimpered lightly at her touch and leaned his head back further onto Lilly. She looked at his face with a smile saying, “Take it easy on him, Teagan. Don’t forget how incredibly sensitive virgin boys are.”

“Relax, I know what I’m doing. Look at this cock, though, Lilly. So pretty and fresh. Even his balls.” She slid a hand under his delicate testicles and Dean began panting in fear. Lilly whispered in his ear saying, “Shhh… she’s not going to hurt your body, okay.”

“Please don’t crush my balls.” Dean whispered out.

“What was that?” Teagan asked.

“Be careful with his balls, there, you klutz. If you break them there won’t be any fun left for me.”

“I’m not going to break them. It’s just amazing how firm and ripe they are. Lilly, you got to feel this.”
Lilly reached a hand down in the dim light and grabbed hold of his right testicle. Save for a few nights with a five-fingered goddess, Dean had never properly shot his load in a woman and it was immediately obvious to both girls as his balls felt so engorged with sperm that they were threatening to pop.

“Holy Lucifer! You poor boy. You’re not just a virgin. You’re painfully a virgin. This much backed up sperm can’t be healthy for you. Teagan, we got to drain his nuts now before it gets any worse.” Lilly said.

Teagan smiled and began positioning herself carefully sliding a knee in between Dean and Lilly’s legs and the back seat to steady herself as she crawled up onto Dean preparing to straddle him. She said, “With pleasure. This won’t be perfect, because it’s the backseat of a hatchback, but before we reach the next mile-marker, Dean, I’ll teach you a new definition for the word ‘paradise.’”

Teagan looked down at Dean as he stared up at her across the field of bodily paradise which constituted her frame. She smiled at him but warned, “Two rules. First, don’t fall in love with me. You’ll never see us again and falling in love here will break your heart.” Dean gritted his teeth but nodded. Whatever it took to get laid, by this time the cold air around his lonely cock felt downright painful as the beast between his legs gurgled and surged almost magnetically drawn towards Teagan’s sensuous vagina. Teagan continued, “rule number two, don’t ever try something like this with normal girls, which is pretty much every other woman you ever meet out in the world out there.”

Lilly chimed in whispering in his ear, “this will never happen to you again. This is your once-in-a-lifetime event to sleep with witches. Try anything like this with a normal girl, and she will hurt you. She’ll give you a face full of pepper spray and a criminal restraining order.”

Teagan nodded saying, “You might eventually convince some normy-vanilla girl to have sex with you later in life, but you’ll have to work hard for it. You’ll have to prove you’re good husband material and do a bunch of other shit we don’t care about. This is the only time in your life as a male that you’ll ever have a get-sex-for-free pass.”

Lilly spoke up saying, “Unless you go gay, later. I’ve heard men are easier to fuck than women.”

Teagan shot her a dark look and replied, “Not helping, Lilly.”

“Hey, I’m helping lots, thank you very much.” She grabbed up Dean’s cock and tilted it upwards saying, “so are you going to hurry up and sit on this painfully engorged purple tip of his or should I just go ahead and take my turn.”
“You have no sense of timing and style.” Teagan groaned. She leaned in close to Dean. “You’re allowed to use your hands, you know. It’s not like this is a strip joint where we can touch you, but you can’t touch us.”

“Really?” he asked breathlessly.

“Yeah, of course.”

Dean reached up and warmly cupped Teagan’s breasts. An odd look crossed his face as he curiously massaged them around.

“What do you think?” Teagan asked.

“They’re… softer than I expected they would be. I… uh… guess that’s stupid. I didn’t know what I was expecting.” Dean muttered absentmindedly.

“Well, go ahead and suckle one if you like.” Teagan prompted as she tipped her chest down to offer up a breast to him. Dean took the tip of one of her breasts into his mouth and massaged the supple nipple with his tongue groaning lightly at the experience before reaching up to grab a fuller bite of her bringing more of her chest into his mouth. Teagan smiled with a pant.

“Eager boy?” Lilly asked.

“Very.” Teagan replied.

“Lucky.” Lilly pouted with a frown.

Dean let go and said, “so warm, and soft.”

“Okay, time for you to feel something incredible for the first time in your life. Pay attention to this because I want you to tell me all about it.” Teagan said. She squared up her hips and lowered herself slowly onto Dean’s cock feeling the meaty flesh press slowly into her inch by delicious inch. Lilly released her grip as soon as it came clear that Dean was embedded deep enough inside of Teagan to hold him upright. Dean whimpered and gasped as he lowered his hands to hold onto the sides of Teagan’s hips.

“Am I…?” he asked in surprise.”

“You’re inside me.” Teagan replied. She ducked her head directionally saying, “Go ahead and look.”
Dean looked down across where his cock would normally be and saw indeed that Teagan’s body rested directly on top of it with his cock nowhere in sight. Teagan reached down to her own crotch and estimated his location with her hand about seven inches up along her abdomen saying “you’re this deep inside of me. Incredible, right? I remember back when I was a girl and the first time someone explained this to me, I didn’t imagine it could ever work, you know, that you could actually have enough room down there as a woman to have a whole other person inside of you. I suppose it’s just as confusing for a boy but trust me, your cock is deep inside my body. How does my body feel on your cock, by the way? This is my first time fucking a virgin and so many men are tight lipped prudes that don’t talk about what their actual experience is, so please tell me, how does it feel to be a boy having sex for the first time?”

“Wet.” Dean offered up then with a sigh he continued “I suppose that’s not very good, but that’s the first thing that comes to mind. It’s like my cock is in the flow of hot water stream but it also feels like my whole body is in there with it too. Like I’m standing under the spray of a hot, tropical waterfall.”

“Good.” Teagan said.

“Well, are you just going to sit there all day or are you going to have sex?” Lilly grumbled.

“I’m letting him enjoy the experience for a little bit first.” Teagan replied in annoyance. She continued, “you felt his balls, you and I both know in about three pumps he’ll be spraying cum all over.” Lilly shrugged lightly saying, “Fine, but then he’s mine. You can’t deny me at least the privilege of sloppy-seconds.” She bowed her head and whispered in his ear, “make sure you save a little cum for me, okay? You boys can control how much cum you shoot, right?”

“Uh, not that I know of.” Dean replied.

“Well, we’ll just let you rest up a few minutes between us then. Go ahead and fill up my friend Teagan.”

Teagan smiled and braced her hands on Dean’s shoulders. She raised and lowered her body in a slow pumping motion. He looked up at her. Her curly red hair splayed forward from her head in a mass of obscene tangles which fluttered and swayed as she moved making her appear as a half-lit creature of darkness while feeling very much the part of a sumptuous woman to the touch.

Teagan groaned lightly and bent in close to him pulling her hair back to one side as she asked, “may I kiss you while you cum inside me?” Dean nodded as indeed their faces were mere inches apart already. In the next moment she dipped and caught onto his lips letting him drink sensuality from her mouth while his manhood underneath exploded in pleasure causing him to moan in ecstasy into her kiss as pleasure racked throughout his body the likes of which he could have never imagined and the sum form of which exceeded any of his wildest expectations from lonely nights of the past with his cock in his hand. He shuddered and trembled as she broke off the kiss. For a moment, there, beneath the tent of her hair it seemed as if nothing else existed in the universe for Dean.

“Thank you for letting me be part of your first sexual experience.” Teagan whispered to him. “Thank you for…taking me.” Dean panted. He felt in the darkness her small hand reach up and gently stroke his cheek as she said, “just remember my warning. I’m a witch, not a girl. Don’t fall in love with me or I’ll break your heart. Understand?”

“Yeah, but…” Teagan put a finger to his lips with a “Shhh… now my buddy Lilly is going to fuck you too. She’s more playful than I so expect a totally different experience with her. Neither of us will ever love a man. We only love the experiences we can have with a man, not the person himself. Someday you’ll meet some normie-vanilla girl and fall in love with her and get married and stuff and she’ll, eventually and reluctantly, do for you what we’re doing eagerly to you now. The only reason I warn you is you’re too cute to hurt. Okay?” 

“Okay.”

“All right. This was fun” She gave Dean a small parting kiss as she raised her body up letting his cock flop out of her as she continued, “but it’s Lilly’s turn now.”

“Eyes on the road, hotshot.” Stacey said sternly pushing Jim’s chin with two fingers to force him to look straight ahead. Jim glanced into the rear-view mirror to see the red-headed girl sensually cupping Dean’s testicles from behind while he mounted the dark-haired girl who rested on hands and knees on the back seat turning her head back to look at Dean with a giggle. Stacey’s hand shot out to the rear-view mirror, and she jerked it to look directly into Jim’s eyes.

“I said ‘focus!’

Road.

Look.

Now.”

Jim forced himself to look out the front window onto the now straight and nearly abandoned county highway. He sighed at the infinitely less sexual view this offered as opposed to the one happening mere feet behind his head.

“I just want to make sure Dean is okay.” Jim protested.

“You have shown kindness to us creatures of the night and we have no reason to harm either of you. Besides, you and I both know that Dean is way, way more than just okay.” Stacey quipped sharply.

Her tone softened as she continued, “Your assistance should not go unrewarded. If you want some time with my friends, I can arrange for that once we get back to town.”

“What are you, their pimp?” Jim chuckled.

“I’m their virgin sacrifice. The highest rank within the coven.”
 

“Coven, like wiccan?”

“Pfft… no. Wiccan worship nature. We worship hell. That’s why angels are following you looking for an opportunity to make you crash.”

“What?” Jim asked in surprise.

Stacey pointed out the window and up. Sure enough, there were dim lights faintly floating in the sky. Jim couldn’t quite make out if they were stars, planets, or satellites. They seemed a bit too low, however, as they dipped and moved oddly.

“Angels. They’ve been trying to kill us for the past three months or so. Luckily, they must make it look like an accident. That’s why I say…”
 

A sharp rumbling sound filled the car and Jim looked back down to see he had already drifted dangerously close to the side where the road dropped down at least thirty feet into a forested hillside. He corrected course bringing them back onto the road in a jerky and terrified manner. With his heart pounding loud in his chest he gasped as Stacey continued sharply, “keep your eyes on the road.”

“Oh, don’t stop. That’s wonderful.” Lilly exclaimed as Dean pumped into her from behind. The sensation this time was completely different. Whereas Teagan had quite succinctly taken him in a reverse-missionary pose, he now fucked Lilly’s beautiful ass doggy style. He rested lightly on top of her, marveling at how she bore the entirety of his weight on her back as he used his now free hand to reach up from underneath her and fondle her massive breasts. He felt his body shudder and explode with pleasure once more as behind them both, Teagan gently wrapped fingers around his testicles cupping them with warmth as they pulsated under the thrusting squirt of Dean’s second orgasm.

“Oh, I can feel that. Keep filling me up with your cum.” Lilly cried out

Dean started to feel his orgasm fade, but Teagan squeezed his testicles with her fingers. It wasn’t enough to truly hurt, just enough to brace and support them giving his body an extra push to keep pulsing through orgasm. His whole frame shuddered as he lost control of himself falling more fully and dependently on Lilly’s back resting his entire weight on her as his cock quivered and squirted deep inside her body.

“Good boy. Fill her all the way up.” Teagan whispered supportively.

“Oh, I can feel it splashing against my cervix. So delicious.” Lilly muttered in ecstatic appreciation. Dean’s orgasm came to an end as his body had no more to give leaving him now completely rag-doll limp as he lay across her back.

“Oh, oh, can we do that again?” Lilly asked hopefully. Teagan replied as she gently massaged Dean’s balls saying, “I don’t know, girl. I think we drained his balls pretty good.”

Teagan continued, “Come on Dean, hop off and make yourself comfortable in our laps.”

Dean slowly pulled out from Lilly, and she put herself up in a seated position. Per Teagan’s request, Dean lay out between the two of them resting his head on Lilly’s lap and his buttocks on Teagan’s lap. Lilly went back and forth between proffering up her enormous breasts for his suckling and drinking sensually deep her own kisses from his mouth while Teagan set about massaging his now flaccid and spent cock hoping to stir hardness and life back into it for a few more rounds of fun. Dean giggled in his pleasure drunk state regretting nothing save for the shortness of the hatchback which forced him to fold up his legs where they extended past Teagan.

Following Stacey’s instructions, the car tooled up alongside an abandoned industrial building nestled deep in the factory district of Union City. The behemoth, blocky monstrosity loomed dark against the stary sky and Jim slowly drove past a long-defunct guard-shack bearing a broken traffic guard as be pulled into the pot-hole strewn parking lot.

“Why the hell are we here?” Jim asked.

Lilly looked up with a smile saying, “home sweet home.”

She looked down at Dean and said, “sorry, babe, we had fun getting off, but this is where we get off.”

Dean blinked at her in surprise and said, “Wait, does this mean it’s over? Is there a way I can like call you guys or something.”


“No.” Teagan said firmly. 

“Are you sure you want me to drop you off here?” Jim asked skeptically.

“Drop us off? After everything you did for us?” Stacey asked with an overly pleasant air.

She patted his shoulder saying, “when you help agents of hell, good things happen to you. I don’t mean metaphorical and vague warm-feelies like you get helping Christians. I mean park the car, get in the back and let my two gorgeous friends teach you that heaven is a place women carry between their legs.”

“What about Dean?” Jim asked.

Stacey replied, “I need Dean’s assistance with something inside our house here. Don’t worry. It shouldn’t take us any longer than it will take you.”

Dean nervously buckled his pants as they stood out in the blighted parking lot. Behind him he could hear Jim groaning in pleasure as Lilly suckled deep on his cock. She used one hand to cup his balls while with her other hand she cast rock-paper-scissors against Teagan for who would be the first to get Jim inside of her.

“Holy shit, those two are fucking machines.” Dean muttered in amazement.

“You have no idea.” Stacey replied.

“What did you want me for?” Dean asked her, suspiciously.

She nodded towards the factory saying, “Come on inside.”

Dean looked back at the car where his friend frolicked in a wet, warm, and sumptuous paradise.

“Don’t worry about Jim. He’ll be fine.”

“I know he’ll be fine. Teagan will take good care of him. I like her, but I suppose I have to obey her rule and not fall in love. It’s hard though.”

“Because she fucked you?” Stacey asked with a hint of scoffing in her voice.

“No. They both did that, but Teagan was… well… I don’t know how to describe it, intentional and serious. Like she respected how amazing of an experience it was for me and made sure to do her part to make it special. I would give anything to have a woman who made me feel like that in life and I would do anything to take care of her. It’s too bad that I have to obey her witch rule and not fall in love with her.”

Stacey stared off thoughtfully at the factory. “You know, Dean, just when I think I understand men, they say or do something weird like what you just did.”

“What do you mean?”

Stacey knelt to the ground next to a massive, padlocked steel sliding door and fumbled around a bit in the dark eventually flipping over a small rock to produce a key. “I almost thought I saw a flash of emotion in you followed by respect for a woman. Those are things I don’t normally associate with men.”

“Thanks… I guess?” Dean said a bit awkwardly.

Stacey sighed and said, “It’s not you. It’s me. I tend to think of men as dumb animals motivated by nothing other than greed and desire. It’s easier to ignore someone so terrifyingly, bizarre if you can just dismiss them wholesale like that.”

Stacey slid the door open and shoved a heavy-duty electrical switch which made an impressive sounding thud followed by the hum and blaze of a series of fluorescent lights. Directly in front of them sat a statue manufactured of welded metal and goat-bones. The life-sized creation roughly appeared like that of a standing man with a prominent goat-skull for his head. About his torso extended a multitude of arms constructed of twisted metal encasing a plethora of animal bones and terminating in welded claws constructed to look like hooves. He stood enclosed within a bent-rebar outline of a pentagram and his hooved feet, half of bone and half of metal, appeared in a silent prancing motion upon a broken oak cross of wood. On the floor in front of the statue lay a flat, black, monolithic slab which appeared to be a table only in height and aspect. Overhead, the rusty chains of the lifts and winches clanked softly from the breezes which penetrated the rusting outer shell of the dilapidated factory. Beyond the statue a door frame opened into the factory proper while along the right-hand side wall sat a significantly more modern steel door. Every surface of the room bore sigils and writings in bright red paint.

“And you think men are terrifying and bizarre?” Dean scoffed as he backed away.

Stacey cast a glance at him and asked, “what do you mean?”

Dean gestured towards the statue saying, “what in hell is that?”
 

Stacey glanced at the statue and back at Dean saying, “that’s a representation of my personal Lord and Savior.”

“Sorry, what I said was probably really offensive then.” Dean offered up.

Stacey shrugged saying, “what you said was accurate. You asked, ‘what in hell is that?’ and Zepar does indeed reside in hell.”

She drew a pentagram over her chest as she walked through the room giving a quick bow to the statue before opening the side door.

Dean reluctantly followed her, despite not feeling not sure what fresh horrors would lay inside. He peeked in through the doorway only to see a carpeted room complete with drywall painted renters-beige and bearing a few futons surrounding a mid-sized TV hooked up to an entertainment system. Past this banal scene, another doorway opened into a yellow-wallpapered kitchen complete with cabinets, fridge and stove. He squinted at this and leaned his head back out again to make sure this domicile truly sat in the same building as the hellacious scene beside him. Indeed, he would not expect these extremes to exist in the same universe but here they sat, side-by-side, the devil’s nightmare right next to a mid-range rental unit.

Stacey busied herself going through the apartment ditching the blanket to don a bathrobe, yet not gathering up any more clothing than this for herself. Dean’s eyes darted back and forth as she seemed to be collecting up some supplies, a silver chalice, a half-drunk bottle of vodka, a glittering dagger, a loaf of store-bought bread, and a stack of twenty-dollar bills. 

She returned to him with a determined look on her face.

“Umm… what are you doing?” Dean asked slowly.

“I’m getting my car back.”

“By… getting someone drunk, stabbing them, then feeding them, and paying them off?” Dean asked in confusion.

Stacey shook her head saying, “I need your help in conducting a ritualistic black mass.”

Dean cringed and asked, “why me? You’ve got a couple qualified witches outside. I’m sure it won’t take your friends that long to wear Jim out and they can come help you with your mass.”
 

Stacey looked up at him and said with a hint of sadness in her voice, “they love me and would try to stop me.”

She nodded at Jim and continued, “you don’t care about me at all, which is why I’m confident you won’t try stopping me from doing this.”

“Wait! This sounds dangerous.” Dean said with concern rising in his voice.

“It’s only dangerous if Zepar is pissed and I doubt that will be the case since… well…” Stacey blushed lightly and continued, “he kind of likes me. If anyone can help me get my car back it’s him. I love that car, Dean. Lilly and Teagan do too, they’re just too much in shock to realize it. Did you know they both lost their virginity in the backseat of that Toyota? So many years. So many miles. So many good memories in that car. I may have made the mistake of stealing a soul from the devil, but surely I can convince Zepar to give me audience to negotiate my car back.”

Dean blinked at her. He squinted and looked off to the side a bit skeptically.

“You don’t believe me. Do you?” Stacey said noting the look on his face.

“You’re talking about trying to get a Toyota back from hell like the devil has an impound lot. It’s uh… a lot to take in… if you catch my drift.” Dean said, trying not to sound to committal to a woman holding a knife.

Stacey shifted her load and patted Dean’s shoulder saying, “that’s okay. You don’t have to believe me. Actually, it’s easier to convince you to help if you don’t believe me. How about you just help the crazy goth girl do a dumb little ritual that won’t work anyhow while her friends bang your buddy and then you can be on your way.”

Dean blinked in surprise asking, “you’re okay with me not believing you?”

“Of course, I am. Are you okay with not wearing pants?”

Dean lay there staring up through the multitude of hooks and chains at the ceiling with the grotesque statue resting on the periphery of his vision. While he lay there, nude and with his legs open on the ebony table, he pondered (as most people do while laying nude on an ebony, sacrificial slab) where he went wrong in life to have ended up in such a condition. He winced as he felt Stacey’s hands touch his cock and sat up a bit to see what she was doing.

“Stay perfectly still.” She said as she delicately rearranged his cock, which now grew firm again at the attention being paid to it. She slid the chalice in between his legs nestling it gently against his balls making him squirm nervously. She still had that determined look on her face, but she now wore an elaborate jewel-encrusted headpiece and had an ancient-looking leather-bound book in her hands which she occasionally referenced. She had applied odd makeup to her face as well. Whereas before she had a fresh-faced appearance, she now wore dark eyeshadow tapering out into wide triangular slits which seemed to cut backwards across her face in both directions. She had drawn a red pentagram on her forehead and wore heavy lipstick drawn up in the corners of her mouth giving her a nearly smiling appearance just short of clownish. Dean forced himself to remember that she was still the same girl he had met before, just with more junk on her head.

“I’ve never done this with a man before.” She said softly. She balanced a piece of bread cupped into the groove just above his left testicle.

“Uhh… yeah, this is pretty damn weird. I’ve never done this before either.” Dean muttered back.

She chuckled in a good-hearted nature before saying, “typically a woman serves as the table for black mass. It’s easier to use a woman as she has more sexual parts to rest the elements on. But I think you will do for this.”

“Okay. You’re not going to actually hurt me, are you?” Dean said hesitantly, feeling like he had stepped out of the best porno ever made and into the cheesiest horror movie ever made. Stacey pulled out the glittering dagger and pushed him back to lie down saying “of course not. Now, lay back and be quiet. Tables don’t talk.”
 

Dean tried to follow her instructions. He felt the cold, hard slab of stone beneath his back and stared up at the macabre chains and disgusting statue which filled him with a spirit of unease. He trained his eyes down, as far as he could see without sitting up. A flush of cold filled him from below as she poured vodka into the chalice nestled against his balls. He squinted in fear as she held up the glittering dagger to her own left hand and winced as she slid it along the back of it drawing a thin trickle of blood which she let drip into the vodka as she began chanting in some dark language which sounded vaguely like Latin. She withdrew a strip of gauze and wrapped this around her hand, stemming the flow of blood.

“The meal is prepared.” She said solemnly as she rose to her feet and stood in the middle of the room overlooking him. She slid off the robe revealing she wore nothing underneath save for the headpiece on her head. He started to open his mouth to say something. Before he could speak, she raised her arms and began chanting in a loud voice of some dead language that he could not understand. Her voice sounded strange, heavier, firmer, more meaningful than before. Gone was the sarcastic typical girl giggling with her friends about needing a ride back to town. Dean could see that the woman chanting was filled with determination to reach out and communicate to someone or, more precisely, something that was most definitely not human. A strange, existential dread began to fill his heart, but he let it go reassuring himself that either she knew exactly what she was doing, or that she was just an angry little goth girl, and nothing would happen because all the rituals and crap was just make-believe bullshit anyhow. She turned and repeated the chant facing each direction of the room before returning back to face the front and stepping in close to him. She knelt alongside him as if he was an altar and placed her hands on his thigh. He tried not to jostle the bread and the vodka-blood as she did this and his cock did nothing to help as it grew firmer at her close presence.

She cast a slight sideways glance at him. He started to open his mouth to ask a question, but she put a finger to her lips and gave him a knowing wink. With a few more words spoken to the statue she then delicately pinched the small piece of bread up from his testicles and ate it. Shortly there-after, she slid her fingers under the rim of the chalice and lifted it. It came with a bit of difficulty as his cock had grown so firm as to slide up the side of it. He stared at her, noting that this fact was not beyond her notice. He did observe a small, wry smile on her face as she beheld his cock falling back down once it was no longer propped up by the chalice only to spring back a little bit based on its own excitement. She drank deeply from the mixture of her own blood and vodka before setting the chalice aside with an utterance of dark and evil sounding speech.

Dean sighed pondering how this would be less unnerving if the hideous statue had not been staring at him during the whole thing.

Dean then blinked in confusion at this and pondered, had the statue not been looking straight ahead before?

He glanced at it and saw that it now stared down at him in a most unnerving manner.

Inside the dead eye-sockets of the goat skull, a faint glow emanated. Dean started to sit up as he gaped in awe, but Stacey placed a restraining hand on his chest as she stared at the statue. He could sense her seriousness as her face held a strange stare of determination.

“Ave Zepar, Ave!” Stacey called out loudly followed by a softer…

“…please.”

The goat skull exploded in flame and no amount of gentle pinning could keep Dean from leaping to his feet and pulling Stacey back from the statue as she protested saying, “no, you idiot, this is part of the process. Tables don’t move.”
 

“If this is some kind of fucked up prank you’ve gone way over the top.” Dean yelled at her.

As soon as it flashed a blaze, the skull extinguished itself and a chill filled the air as wind filled the enclosed room making the chains and hooks overhead swing around clanking and creaking eerily. A blinding red flash filled the room and suddenly a man stood in front of the statue. His blonde hair lay slicked back neatly in a manner that complimented his well-trimmed three-piece suit and glowing, iridescent red tie. He appeared tan and athletic with a handsome, roguish face bearing high cheekbones and a firm chin. He cocked a curious eyebrow at them as Dean moved to use his own body to block the stranger away from Stacey.

“Zepar!” Stacey called out with glorious excitement in her voice.

Dean scanned the room looking for something, anything he could use. The man did not appear to be armed, though being fully clothed and having sprung to life from a satanic sculpture did give one pause against starting fisticuffs, especially while still nude.

Apparently blind to any danger, Stacey quickly side-stepped around Dean and approached the man with a broad smile on her face. He regarded her coldly and cocked his head towards Dean asking, “who is this?”

His deep voice had a strange whispery echo to it that seemed to bounce about in the room. Dean couldn’t tell if this was some property of the human-looking creature or the unearthly acoustics of the room. Stacey waved a dismissive hand at Dean saying, “no one, just the table for black mass.”

Zepar snorted and replied, “not a very good table running around like that.” Stacey turned towards Dean and said, “you can go, Dean, thank-.”

Zepar called out, “No. You can stay, Dean.” He snapped his fingers and suddenly the doors sprung shut of their own accord.  Dean tried pushing on the door out of the building, but it was fastened tightly shut. Zepar cocked his head to the side and said, “thank you.”

Stacey looked at Zepar and back at Dean with a stare of confused desperation. “Zepar, no, seriously, he’s just some random guy. A nobody.” Zepar strode over to her with a dark stare on his face. He squinted at her angrily saying, “he’s not just some guy. He’s now arbitrator between us.”

Stacey’s jaw fell open as she asked, “is that how it is?”

Zepar gritted his teeth whispering bitterly, “would you prefer it to be Foras?”

Stacey shivered as Zepar gestured towards Dean saying, “Dean, come here, and for Lucifer’s sake, put on some fucking pants.”

Dean gulped in terror but stepped over to his clothes wriggling back on his pants and shirt.

Stacey pleaded, “arbitration? Seriously? I thought our love was so strong that-”

Zepar raised a finger to stop her saying, “Dean will be the one to decide if we’re in love or if I was foolish to have trusted a… created child of God.”

He spat the last words out angrily and Stacey fell to her knees in shock as tears began to roll down from her eyes. “Is that what you think of me?”

She whimpered sucking back a sob. Zepar began pacing back and forth clearly agitated as he continued “Tell him the tale, Stacey, tell him about that little eleven-year-old Evangelical Baptist girl at church camp.” Stacey shivered, but Zepar prompted, “tell him about her.”

“It was me.” Stacey said vacantly.

“And her forty-year-old youth pastor? How about the GHB in her grape juice? Tell him about that.”

Stacey bowed her head and said, “It was late. We had broken off from the main group to pray in the woods. I felt tired, sleepy. He told me the story of the disciples falling asleep while Jesus prayed in Gethsemane. It wasn’t normal sleep, though. My arms and legs felt limp, numb…I could barely move them…”
 

Stacey looked up at Zepar and asked, “Is this the tale you want? How we met?”

Zepar said, “keep your testimony to the arbitrator chronological. What happened next?”

Stacey sniffed and said, “I knew it felt unnatural. I didn’t figure it out until I felt his fingers start to unbutton my jeans while I lay on the ground. I felt too weak to scream or fight back so I did the only thing I could do. I prayed.”

“To a silent and uncaring God?” Zepar asked bitterly.

Stacey nodded saying, “at first, yes, until I realized he wasn’t going to help me.”

“Then what did you do?” Zepar asked with a hiss in his voice.

“I prayed to someone else. Someone who was not God.” Stacey said with rising tension in her voice. She rose to her feet and stared directly at Zepar as she continued, “I prayed to the only thing that would be willing to attack a pastor. I prayed to Satan to rescue me.”

“And rescue you I did.” Zepar said.

Stacey clenched her jaw and said, “I still remember the feel of that sick bastard’s testicles flattening with a sickening crunch as you used my foot to kick him. I remember the look on his face as he fell to the ground. Whatever he thought he knew about the world had come to an end in that one swift moment. And then running, running, out into the woods where… I met my savior.”

“And how did you repay him?” Zepar asked with rage in his voice.

“We just wanted to learn more about hell. I thought we were only borrowing the souls. I assumed once the spell broke, they just returned to where they had been.” Stacey protested.

“Souls?” Zepar asked. His eyes went wide as he said, “you stole more than one?”

“Shit.” Stacey hoarsely whispered.

Zepar growled at her saying, “speak truth, if you’re even capable of such a thing.”

“We took two. Arthur, you know about. A Greek man the first time. We couldn’t communicate with him.”

Stacey raised a defensive hand saying, “But no more, I swear.”

Zepar squinted and replied, “the mystery of Hursticules escape is now solved.”

“I am so sorry.” Stacey said in a pleading voice.

“I will do anything to make this right to you. Please… Zepar…” She stepped in close to him reaching out to hug him. He took a step back and said, “I once saw a little girl and took pity on her. Even though she was human, I rescued her. I took care of her. And this… this is how she repays me? By robbing us. By making me the laughingstock of hell?”

“I never meant to hurt you. Honestly.” Stacey pleaded.

Zepar frowned and bitterly replied, “I… wish I could believe you.”

“Okay, okay, but why did you take her car?” Dean asked, suddenly breaking both of them from their intimate and painful discussion.

Zepar looked at Dean and said, “you mean Foras’s new set of wheels. The bastard is cruising around hell as we speak showing it off.”

“Hey, he should be careful. My Toyota was fully paid for.” Stacey protested.

She continued to Zepar, “you hating me is literally the worst thing that could happen. I have madly adored you as my savior since I was eleven years old and hearing you now say that you can’t trust me and calling me horrible names like ‘child of God.’ That’s punishment beyond any fires or scourges you have down in hell. Please, I’ll do something or offer something, anything else, just give me my car back.”

She stepped over to the black-mass materials and quickly grabbed up a wad of cash, “I got three hundred and seventy-five dollars here.”

Zepar scowled and replied, “pocket change!”

“Why do demons want cars and cash?” Dean asked in confusion.

Zepar looked at him and replied, “because, like souls, these things have value. The car was collected merely as reparations for the value of the soul stolen. That horndog Foras settled for a blowjob as the punishment. Unlike him, I have an emotional stake in this. This pocket money will not make the betrayal this girl paid to me right.”

“What about real-estate?” Dean asked.

Both the witch and the demon stared at him in confusion.

“Huh?” Zepar asked.

Dean waved a hand over the factory saying “Stacey, do you actually own this place or are you just squatting here?”

Stacey straightened herself up a bit replying, “I own it. I bought it at an estate sale from bankruptcy proceedings.”

Dean waved his hand saying, “Well, commercially-zoned real estate has value, right? I mean, are you even using the back-half of this place?”

Stacey replied slowly “No.”

Zepar twisted his lips and said, “we have been talking about finding a good base of operations for Earth. Evil doesn’t spread itself.”

Dean turned to Stacey asking, “and how big is this place, the unused portion, I mean?” Stacey shrugged and said, “It was thirty-five thousand square feet when we bought it and we’re only in about a thousand square feet of it, so about thirty-four thousand square feet.”

Dean shrugged and said, “even at a low-rent commercial rate of a ten dollars per square foot, such a big area would rack up income pretty fast.”

Zepar smiled and said, “Arthur and Hursticules souls would be well paid off within a week. After which, Foras will have to return your car.”

Dean smiled and said, “yeah, that could work, right? And then after that, if hell wishes to maintain occupancy, then Stacey would be allowed to collect rent on the occupation. That is, if hell agrees to those terms and elects to remain.”

“Dean, you’re a genius!” Stacey beamed at him.

“Don’t smile too broadly, we will be moving into our new space and making full use of it. You’ll have demons for neighbors.” Zepar warned.

Stacey smiled back at him asking flirtatiously, “any chance you’ll be working up here?”

He scowled at her saying, “there’s still the matter of your betrayal. She robbed me. She hurt my trust. She hurt our relationship.”

Dean stammered, “Yeah… uhh… that’s not as simple.”

Stacey protested, “But I really am sorry. I had no idea we were pulling the people out of hell permanently.”

Dean shrugged saying, “I get that, but you got to admit he has a valid point.”

Stacey gaped “You’re honestly backing the demon on this?”

Dean nodded saying, “You said it yourself. He totally saved your ass from getting molested when you were a little girl. Then you just turned around and smash-and-grabbed some souls out of hell. I mean, couldn’t you have at least asked the demons about it first, gotten permission or clarification, or something? I can’t believe I’m saying this, but the demon’s right. Whether you meant to hurt him or not, robbing someone who helped you is kind of a bitch move.”

Stacey bowed her head sadly.

Zepar pressed, “what hurts more than anything else is knowing she could do it again. She’s obviously sorry now, but how do I know that she won’t grow bold and curious in the future and steal more souls from us?”

Zepar sighed and continued, “I like having Stacey alive and here on Earth. I don’t want to kill her and drag her back to hell for eternal torture, especially not after everything I put into protecting her. Even now, she still holds a special place in my heart, which is why I’m deferring arbitration to a human. But I need some assurance beyond a stern talking-to that she won’t ever try anything this stupid ever again.”

Dean frowned and said, “Yeah, I don’t know how to settle that.”
 

Stacey said, “I do.”

They both looked at her. She sighed and looked down saying, “take my power.”

Zepar frowned thoughtfully.

“You know how.” She said quietly.

“Your thoughts, Dean?” Zepar asked.

“If taking away her magical power satisfies both sides and provides you with the protection you seek, I don’t see any problem with it.”

Zepar nodded and both him and Stacey said at the same time, “you can go now, Dean.”

The door behind him which had been locked flung itself open.

“Um… okay?” Dean stammered in confusion as he slowly stepped out into the dark parking lot to turn back and see the door slam shut again as Zepar smiled wryly at him over Stacey’s bare back.

“Interesting set of punishments you elected here.” Zepar purred into Stacey’s ear sending shivers down her spine. She closed her eyes and tilted her head back smiling with a desirous sigh.

She smiled lightly and said “Demons for neighbors and living out a lifelong fantasy. I’m just grateful you’re accepting of this punishment.”

Zepar smirked and pushed down on her shoulders forcing Stacey to fall to her knees. She stared directly at his crotch, enveloped in fine layers of black cloth from his pants. “Be a bad girl and unleash the demonic cock which is going to ravage your body and end your magical powers.”

“I thank Lucifer that the man to end my magic is you. Just as it should have always been.” Stacey reached a pale hand against the warm cloth and found his zipper pinching it and pulling down revealing an impressive, firm and very human-looking cock.

“Embrace your fantasy and give my cock a nice, big kiss.” Zepar said.

“I’ve been wanting to do this ever since I was a teenager.” Stacey replied as she dipped her head forward taking Zepar’s warm, sensual tip into her mouth and wrapping her small fingers around his shaft. She felt her vagina grow wet as it desired the treatment her mouth now received. Stacey moaned desirously as she suckled on Zepar’s cock.

“Fear, hatred, revulsion, terror, these are the things children of god are supposed to feel in the presence of a demon.” Zepar mused.

Stacey released his cock and looked up at him meekly saying, “all I have ever felt for you is love.”

“Lay your body out on the altar and sacrifice your virginity to me.” Zepar commanded. Dutifully, Stacey crawled over to the altar and flung her small body down across it laying splayed open and ready. Zepar snapped his fingers and his clothing erupted into a flash of fire before disappearing from his body completely. He knelt on the table then mounted her. He grabbed both of Stacey’s wrists with his left hand and forcing them flat against the table over her head pinning her down. She did nothing to resist this.

“Say goodbye to your magic.” Zepar said.

Stacey looked down sadly and whispered, “goodbye magic.”

Zepar took her chin with his right hand and pulled her face up to look at him.

“I want to see the look on your face when I ravage you.” He said firmly.

Stacey replied softly, “would you prefer that I pretend to be afraid?”

He chuckled lightly and pressed his cock deep inside her. She gasped and tilted her head back with her mouth open wide and panting.

“A new sensation? Someone else occupying your body.” He asked.

She closed her eyes and panted through the intensity of the first thrust saying, “I’m just grateful the first person inside me is you.” She smiled at him and said, “I’ve been waiting a long time to say this. Take my body and use it for pleasure.”

Zepar began rhythmically thrusting driving Stacey towards ever higher peaks of pleasure and wonder as he went on. Eventually, he began to relax away from the stiff and formal sex they had started with. He started playfully exploring her small nipples with his tongue interspersed with tender kisses across her mouth. He also placed dominating kisses deep across her neck. She leaned back and moaned as the demon suckled at her neck. She made up her mind that, even if she felt the flash of pain from him biting her jugular and the warm trickle of her blood pouring down her neck, she would keep enjoying sex with him right up until the moment that blood-loss shut her eyes and mind for good. No such thing happened, however, as he released her neck after a while and continued thrusting making her womanhood feel even more soft and sensitive as he went until she could take it no more and peaked with shuddering abandon while a scream emanated from her lips which Zepar caught with a kiss. It felt like no normal kiss as Stacey screamed orgasm into his mouth and yet the sound itself seemed to die as it came sucked down into the black abyss of Zepar’s being. Stacey was much too busy feeling explosions of pleasure permeate throughout her body followed shortly after by Zepar stiffening deep inside her with a grunting exertion at flushing her body full of his demonic cum. He moaned as he did this and released her hands. Stacey wrapped her arms around Zepar and held onto him tightly. She felt the tiny stubs on his shoulder blades, where wings used to be, and nestled her face into his shoulder as he deliciously ended her magical powers once and for all.

“I love you, Zepar.” Stacey murmured out.

“I forgive you, Stacey.” Zepar replied.

As they clung to one another, swirling fires began to fill the back rooms of the factory and a silent counter leading to the repayment of Stacey’s sin, as calculated by square foot, initiated a countdown.
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