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Author’s Note

On the surface of it, the life of an erotica author is a blessed one. You get to write about sex, all day, every day – and awesome, smart, brilliant people (people like you!) buy your books and enable you to go on writing about sex.

But the truth is, sometimes you can get into a bit of a rut. It’s very easy to only write what sells – and when that happens you find yourself inadvertently pigeon-holed into a particular niche or genre.

For example, I spent six months writing about nothing except cheating wives getting knocked up by well-hung African Americans (not that there’s anything wrong with that!)

So sometimes, it’s important to get back to basics – and write stories for you. This collection features three of them – stories I wrote to tickle my fancy, instead of just fill a marketing niche.

(Fill a niche? That sounds kind of dirty. Snigger.)

Nevertheless, they’re all still thrilling reads, and chock-full of explicit and raunchy sex. I’m excited you’ve chosen to read them – thank you!

In this collection, you’ll discover:

A Kiss Before Killing: Sexy secret agent Jane Black tracks down a target in this explicit, sex-filled tribute to spy thrillers and espionage erotica.

Scandal in Chief: A nod to a real-life female editor who rose from ruins to take over her industry, this is her literal ‘fuck you’ to all the men who tried (metaphorically or actually) to screw her.

Reality’s F**ked! This is a smut-filled, sci-fi adventure in which reality gets switched off – literally! Sexy Gina, her husband Simon and their friend Keri try to tackle a sexy weekend in which anything could happen!

Thanks for reading, and as always I’m excited to hear your feedback!

Much love

Ruby Beauvoir

New York, 2014


A Kiss Before Killing

Chapter One

Jane Black was on a mission.

She’d driven across state behind the wheel of a thousand-dollar ’92 Bronco. Anybody who’d bother to check would find it registered with a Colorado state driver’s license listing her last name as ‘Black.’

She looked good behind the wheel, her brown cheeks freckled by the sun and her slate-grey eyes masked beneath dollar-store sunglasses.

Her rangy, muscular body caught admiring glances when she stopped in Denver to fill the gas tank. There was nothing seductive about her outfit – old denim jeans and a Denver Broncos t-shirt – but leaning against the hood of the Bronco, throwing back her head to bask in the sunshine, her breasts strained against the faded cotton and she looked as magnificent as a racehorse.

From Denver, it took her two hours to reach the little town of Rock View, Colorado. The faded welcome sign she drove past proudly proclaimed: ‘Pop. 3,269.’

She pulled to a halt outside the tired looking Rock View Motor Stop, peering up at the buzzing neon sign advertising: “VA_ANC_ES.”

The engine died. The Bronco’s door creaked open. Her hiking boots made a crunch as they hit the gravel.

***

The motel charged seventy five bucks a night. She paid in cash. The signature she left in the guestbook was illegible.

Her room turned out to be as tired-looking as the motel’s exterior – but was clean, with fresh linens and air dry and tinny from the heat of a two-bar electric heater.

She dumped her bag on the bed and dug inside.

Out came jeans. Another Bronco’s t-shirt. Stiletto heels. And after all that, a well-maintained Heckler & Koch P7 M13 and two spare 13 round magazines.

She didn’t have a Carry & Conceal permit in Colorado, so the gun and the magazines slid into the pillowcase, out of sight, but within easy reach. She doubted she’d need them tonight.

By all account, her mark was to be an easy one.

Her jeans rasped as she unzipped them. Her sweaty t-shirt fell in a crumpled heap on the carpet. Barefoot, she padded into the en suite bathroom, and stood beneath the showerhead to brace herself against a torrent of icy water.

As she rinsed away the sweat, she closed her eyes and remembered the brief. In her mind, a picture appeared as clear and crisp as the 4x6 black-and-white she’d memorized twelve hours earlier.

His name was Phillip Wendl.

According to his Facebook profile, most nights he could be found at the bar.


Chapter Two

Jane had learned a lot about Phillip Wendl from his Facebook profile.

Most significantly, that the 27 year old former software developer loved two things in life: Blowjobs and rock climbing.

And in the absence of a formal means of introduction, she decided to break the ice with the scrawny Wendl by delivering the former of his two loves. Expertly and with enthusiasm.

That’s how she ended up on her knees twelve hours later, in the alley behind ‘Hicks Bar & Grill,’ hidden behind the trash-dumpster and empty delivery boxes.

It was cold, and the dry wind whistling down from the mountains, but Phillip Wendl didn’t seem to mind. As she pushed him roughly against the wall and unbuckled his belt with deft movements of her big hands, all he did was look down, his expression alternating between arousal and a rabbit caught in the headlights.

She tugged his cargo pants around his knees and his Fruit of the Looms soon followed. Then, pointing angrily in her face, was his pale, white erection, emerging from his bushy pubic hair like a big, bony finger.

She engulfed it with her mouth.

“Oh God!” Wendl groaned, clutching her head in his hands. “I-I don’t even know your name.”

As Jane had discovered from prior experience, very few men felt they needed to, when a tall, breathless blonde saunters up to them in a bar and murmur wetly into their ear: “I want to suck your cock.”

That’s how Jane had snared him, anyway – and now they were alone, and his cock was in his mouth, Wendl proved to be a talker.

“Oh myyy GOD!”

Or, at least, a moaner.

Jane’s big, hot hands clasped his buttocks and she got to work.

Administering oral sex was work. They don’t call it a blow ‘job’ for nothing. But she was enthusiastic and capable, while Wendl’s straining erection was smooth, tasted clean and wasn’t so large it strained her jaw.

Her tongue lapped. Her lips slurped. His bony fingers wrapped themselves in her touseled hair and he guided himself deeper into her hot, wet mouth.

Saliva dribbled down her chin. Her fingers squeezed his buttocks.

“Fuck me, you’re good at that,” the scrawny man panted. “Where did you learn to… Ow!” The pressure of Jane’s teeth prompted him to pause down that line of inquiry.

Jane’s head bobbed back and forth. Her tongue slurped the straining tip of Wendl’s cock. Lifting one hand from his butt cheeks, she slid it between his legs to gently massage his balls.

“Oh, God,” Wendl cried, as his balls contracted. “You’re going to make me…”

Hot, salty wetness spurted over Jane’s tongue. One jet. Then another. Then a third; almost enough to fill her mouth.

She swallowed. Practiced. Obedient. Only when his straining erection stopped spurting did she pull away, slurping and sucking his shaft dry.

A moment later, Wendl came down from his blissful climax. He felt the cold wind bristle goosebumps over his exposed buttocks.

She was clambering to her feet, wiping her wet chin and smeared lipstick with the back of her hand.

“Wow,” Wendl gasped, as he clumsily tugged his cargo pants up and crammed his sticky, flaccid manhood back inside. “Wow!”

She just smiled, brushing her touseled hair from her slate-grey eyes.

“Listen, honey,” Wendl was bucking up his pants, his eyes glinting. “That was amazing. Just amazing. And I didn’t even catch your name…”

Her smile widened.

Two minutes on her knees and he was hers.

“Jane,” she purred, in a crisp British accent. “My name is Jane.”


Chapter Three

For the next two days, they didn’t get out of bed.

Except to fuck on the couch. And in the kitchen. And in the shower.

It had started that same night, after Wendl had just blown his load into Jane’s softly sucking mouth. She’d wrapped her arm around his shoulders, pulled his face close to hers, and murmured: “Take me back to your place.”

And he had done – as fast as he could drag her down the streets.

Wendl had kicked open the front door and pulled her inside. He was kissing her as soon as it slammed shut behind her.

“Fuck me, you’re sexy,” the scrawny man groaned into her mouth. “I want to see your tits.”

And the British girl had no hesitation.

Wendl pulled her jacket off her shoulders, and she casually grabbed the hem of her t-shirt and pulled it over her head.

Unsupported by a bra, her massive breasts spilled out – and Phillip Wendl caught his breath.

“Oh my God,” he groaned. “They’re magnificent.”

He reached up to squeeze them; and Jane let him. But as he sunk his fingertips into the soft flesh of her boobs, she pushed him back; so he staggered one step, then two, and finally a third; to flop through the bedroom door and onto the double bed beyond.

Wendl fell on his back and bounced. Almost immediately, the wind was knocked out of him as Jane climbed on top.

“I’m horny,” she insisted, in that British accent of hers. “I hope you’re ready for action again.”

And even though Wendl had cum not twenty minutes earlier, the sight of this topless girl straddling him was more than enough to stoke his fires. Inside his cargo pants, his cock was as hard as a crowbar.

“C’mon,” she insisted, pulling off his sweater. “Let’s get naked.”

Just a few minutes later, they were fucking.

Wendl was on his back, while Jane straddled his bony hips, slipping his erection easily into her moistness. She ground her hips against him, her heavy, pendulous breasts hanging over his face.

“Oh, God,” Wendl kept gasping. “Oh my God.”

He said that a lot, Jane had learnt.

She closed her eyes as she rode him, focusing on grinding herself against his bony pubis. She worked her hips with practiced rhythm. Rivulets of sweat stung her eyes as she worked herself towards an orgasm.

As the shuddering pleasure finally hit, she felt Wendl throb and swell inside of her, gasping yet again as she teased him across the tipping point.

She came when he did.

Groaning for breath, Jane flopped across Wendl’s tiny chest, her big breasts hot and clammy against his skin.

“Oh Jane,” Wendl just lay there, gasping. “You are amazing.”

Jane smiled. That was the first time he’d called her anything but Baby.

She peeled her clammy skin from his and rolled across the unkempt covers. Their groins disconnected wetly, his flaccid penis sliding from inside her. It was followed by a deluge of cum.

Jane stretched across the nightstand, reaching for the pocket of her casually discarded jeans. From the pocket, she tugged a packet of Marlboro Reds and a lighter.

Wendl sat up when he smelt the smoke, peering appreciatively at the magnificent woman sprawled shamelessly next to her.

He didn’t like smoking. Especially not in his cabin. But he wasn’t going to argue. Not with her.

She was tall and brown and muscular. A big girl. Well-fed, but well-exercised. He figured she must weigh about 175lbs and most of that was firm and fleshy.

Jane caught him looking. Wendl smiled.

“God, you’re magnificent.”

***

They ordered pizza a little later, and Jane answered the door completely naked.

“Wow,” Wendl whistled, as he saw the delivery guy’s eyes bulge. “You just don’t give a shit, do you?”

“No,” Jane said dryly, as she munched on a slice of pepperoni. “Now lie down.” A few moments later, she was kneeling between Wendl’s legs, with his rapidly hardening cock in her mouth.

“Oh, shit,” Wendl groaned. He couldn’t believe this. This incredible woman was letting him eat pizza while she sucked his cock – tasting her own juices on it as she did so.

He’d come twice that night already, so while he was hard as a rock, he knew even her talented lips and tongue would take a while to get him off.

“It’s okay,” with a ‘slurp’ Jane pulled her mouth from his cock. “I have other plans for this beautiful dick anyway.

And with that, the naked beauty crawled onto her hands and knees and turned around; presenting her sizable ass towards the scrawny guy.

She looked over her shoulder, her eyes smouldering.

“Fuck me in the arse,” she insisted.

“W-what?” Wendl blinked.

“You heard me.”

His cock throbbed.

Wendl had fantasized about fucking a girl in the ass for years now – ever since he’d seen it in those pornos online. But up until now, he’d never managed to find a girl willing to give it up for him.

It seemed crazy that this beautiful British girl was offering him her ass – or “arse” as she called it, in her delightfully dirty accent – after knowing him for just a few hours.

But, who was he to argue?

So kneeling down behind her, he parted her cheeks and peered down at the wrinkled pink knot that was her asshole.

“Here,” Jane was stretching back, offering him a bottle of lotion she’d swiped from his dresser (the stuff he used to masturbate with, as it happened.) “Remember, sweetie – lube is love.”

Wendl didn’t need to be told twice. He squirted out a big dollop into his palm and slathered it all over his dick. Then he transferred the remainder to Jane’s ass – pressing his greasy fingers against her tightly clenched little butthole.

“Oh, my,” Jane groaned, as her asshole ‘popped’ open to accept his finger.

“Hold on,” Wendl ordered, excitedly. “I’m coming.”

“Not yet, you’re not,” Jane teased.

“You know what I mean.” He gripped the base of his cock and pressed it against her asshole. “Permission to come aboard, ma’am.”

But he didn’t ask for permission – he just pushed.

“Fuck me,” Jane’s head snapped back as she felt her asshole give in to the pressure. With an inaudible ‘pop’ the tip of Wendl’s cock sunk inside her, and her ass clenched tightly.

“Man, you’re tight,” Wendl groaned, as he continued pushing.

“That’s kind of the point,” Jane groaned, biting her bottom lip. She snaked one hand between her thighs to rub her clit. “Keep going,” she ordered.

Wendl kept up the pressure, until his hips met the taut cushion of her round ass, and his cock was buried balls-deep inside her back door.

“Oh, my God,” Wendl groaned. “I can understand why guys get so obsessed with this. It’s so tight.”

“It feels good for me too,” Jane promised. “Now fuck me – slowly.”

Wendl gripped her wide hips and started thrusting; rocking his hips back and forth. The sensation was amazing; like a tight, lubed fist stroking every inch of his shaft.

“Mmmmm,” Jane’s fingers were hard at work between her thighs. Her pussy squelched as she rubbed her clit and fingered herself. “I taught myself to cum with a cock in my ass,” she explained.

“Well, you’d better hurry up,” Wendl groaned. “I don’t know how much longer I can hold out.”

As it happened, he needn’t have worried. Jane started moaning, and then suddenly arched her back; lifting her ass up higher and allowing Wendl to sink another inch inside her tightly clenched ass.

“Oh, fuuuck,” she moaned, as she fingered herself to orgasm.

The moment Jane’s climax hit, her ass tightened almost painfully. Still thrusting, Wendl couldn’t control himself at the new sensation. He felt his balls contract; and a moment later he found himself spurting inside Jane’s tight, round rump.

“Oh, yes,” he tightened his grip on her upturned ass. “Oh yessss.”

A few moments later, they disconnected, flopping down onto the bed.

“That,” Wendl stared up at the ceiling, trying to get his breath back, was amazing.”

“Yes,” Jane nodded, struggling to her feet and clamping her hand to her backside as cum dribbled from her freshly-fucked ass. “That pretty much was.”

She looked down at the panting young man on the bed, and allowed herself to smile.

If you could say nothing else about what was about to happen, at least you could say he’d gone out with a bang.


Chapter Four

Two days and seven fucks passed.

On that final morning, Wendl and Jane lay naked in bed. She was smoking again. Smoke wafted from her nostrils erotically.

“I’m only up here for five days,” she eventually told Wendl. “So as much as I’ve enjoyed how we spent the last two of them, my vacation plans involved more than just fucking.”

She emphasized the word ‘fucking’ and in her crisp, classy British accent, it sounded deliciously obscene.

“You like rock climbing?” She asked.

“Climbing?” Wendl breathed appreciatively (coughing a little as the cigarette smoke hit his asthmatic lungs.) He smiled cutely. “Are you just the perfect woman, or what?”

Jane didn’t respond to that. She just stared at him coolly.

Throwing back the covers, Wendl slid his pale, bony body from the bed. He pointed across his bedroom, towards a closet brimming with ropes and equipment.

“I love climbing.”

“You don’t say,” Jane feigned surprise. Blowjobs and rock climbing, his Facebook profile has boasted. So far, it was entirely accurate.

***

That afternoon, they set off into the Colorado mountains - and Phillip Wendl’s appreciation for the mysterious Jane grew.

The big British girl was in shorts and a t-shirt, showing off acres of broad, muscular thighs tanned the colour of toffee.

She was a tall girl – almost as tall as he was – and she had wide shoulders and a compact, muscular waist. Wendl, who was a fan of comic books and big women, kept finding the word ‘Amazonian’ flash up in his mind.

And she was fit.

A keen climber, the scrawny Wendl struggled to keep up with Jane as she stomped sure-footedly through the trails and up and hillsides.

On a cliff overlooking the town of Rock View, Jane eventually slumped against a tree and turned to her hiking mate, her cheeks glistening and flush.

“Cigarette break, Darling?”

“Sure,” Wendl gasped, struggling up the last few steps with his hiking-stick supporting most of his weight. “If you need to catch your breath…”

Jane snorted, but didn’t say anything.

Wendl slumped onto a boulder, digging in his pockets for his inhaler. There was a rasp as he sucked in two much needed lungfuls of Becotide.

“So,” Jane demanded, as the tip of her Marlboro flared red, “what exactly is a charming young man like you doing out here?”

“Here?” Wendle rasped.

“Here,” she cast her arm out, encompassing the magnificent vista of the Colorado mountains. “In this beautiful, unspoilt corner of the middle of fucking nowhere.”

Wendl laughed.

“I retired,” he explained. “I quit the software business and wanted to come out to somewhere where the air was clean and I could go climbing every day.”

The air wasn’t so clean when he sniffed the scent of Jane’s cigarette. His nose wrinkled.

But she ignored his prissy gesture.

“You’re retired?” She purred. “How old are you?”

“Twenty-five.”

“My, my,” Jane whistled appreciatively. “That is young.”

Wendl puffed his scrawny chest out proudly.

“I’d always wanted to live out in the mountains,” he explained. “When the software company I was working for offered to buy my design out…”

He left the last sentence unfinished, hoping that this attractive British girl would be imagining dollar signs and hefty bank balances.

“Aren’t you a little young,” Jane responded flatly, “to be retired?”

“It was a big buy out,” Wendl purred.

Jane stubbed her cigarette out on a rock, slipping the butt into a plastic baggy she pulled from the pocket of her jeans.

Wendl watched, curious.

“Forest fires,” Jane explained, adding the latest butt to a growing collection. “Don’t you ever listen to Smokey Bear?”

Wendl laughed.

“Listen,” Jane paused, wiping sweat from her freckled forehead. “Why don’t we go up that way?”  She pointed to a rocky bluff towering a hundred feet above them.

Wendl, able to breathe a little easier after puffing at his inhaler, shrugged the coils of rope off his shoulder.

“I like the way you think,” he purred.

“I’ll go first,” Jane insisted, as she spread her legs and buckled on the harness he handed her. Wendl watched, remembering planting kisses along her broad, brown inner thighs just a few hours earlier.

Clambering up the scrub, Jane paused at the bottom of the bluff and peered upwards, pulling on a pair of belay gloves as she did so.

***

Rock climbing is a strategic art, in which each movement upwards is carefully planned three or four steps in advance.

Jane’s ascent was conservative. Using her strong arms, she clambered slowly and gracefully up the rocky bluff, never outreaching herself and making sure each haul upwards ended with her feet lodged in firmly.

At twenty five feet, Wendl’s rope trailing beneath her like an umbilical cord, Jane paused and Wendl heard the snap of a spring-loaded cam being secured.

“Okay, Darling,” the brunette called down. “First one to the top gets the honeypot.” With that, her glistening brown arms extended and she hauled herself up another foot.

Wendl threaded the rope through his Reverso and clipped it securely to the locking carabiner hanging from his harness. Then, taking a deep breath, he hauled himself up after Jane.

Wendl was thin and scrawny, but surprisingly wiry and his modest bodyweight made him an agile and capable climber. His bony fingers found good grips on the rockface and he made fast progress after Jane.

Halfway up the rocky bluff, Jane inserted another spring-loaded cam, leaving Wendl secure to remove the first one as he passed it. By the time Jane was jabbing the third into a narrow crevice of rock, the slim software engineer had almost caught her up.

He playfully swiped her ankle as it dangled above him.

“Hey,” Jane snapped, peering down between her legs at the scrawny climber. “Watch that!”

“Sorry, Baby,” Wendl purred playfully. “You know I just can’t keep my hands off…”

Thud!

With all her strength, Jane slammed the heel of her hiking boot straight into Wendl’s face.

Stunned, the scrawny young man lost his grip, suddenly feeling the ground looming up at him as he fell.

His stomach lurched. The kernmantle rope snapped taut. The cam dug into the rockface as his belay snapped short his fall.

Wendl’s harness dug into his bony hips and the slim climber was swung viciously into the rocks. His head took a crack, sending stars shooting in front of his eyes.

And then there was peace.


Chapter Five

Wendl awoke, hanging suspended fifty feet above the jagged rocks.

From above him, he heard a cry.

“Phillip?” It was Jane. “Phillip, are you okay?”

“I… My head,” Wendl muttered. He felt something hot and wet running down his cheek. He extended his tongue and tasted the bitter, metallic bite of blood. “I think I hit it.”

“You’ll have to speak up,” Jane demanded, clambering down the cliff like an angel of mercy. “I can’t hear you…”

Wendl’s vision was clearing. He hawked a mouthful of mucus out of his mouth and raised his voice.

“Jane,” he murmured. “Jane. You kicked me.”

There was the whiz of a belayed rope. Then Jane’s shadow fell across him.

“I did,” she admitted coolly.

Strength returned to Wendl’s arms. He reached blindly for the rocks, trying to draw himself back towards the cliff face.

A nudge from Jane’s boot pushed him away, sending him spinning in circles above the rocks, suspended by that single straining rope.

“Phillip, Darling,” Jane whispered, finding a foothold and securing a position on the rocks. “I need you to tell me something.”

Wendl shook his throbbing head.

“You’ve gotta help me…” His eyes stung as he opened them. “Get me down…”

“I will, Honey,” Jane’s voice was conversational. Cheerful, even. “Just tell me… The software company…”

“W-what?”

“The software company,” Jane repeated. “The one that gave you the big buy-out.”

Wendl’s confusion began to evaporate.

“Jane,” his voice became clearer. Harsher. “Jane, get me down. I’m bleeding.”

“I know. You banged your head.”

“Jane, I mean it.”

He stretched for a fingerhold again. Another nudge from Jane sent him spinning.

“For fuck’s sake!”

Another nudge sent him spinning even faster. Wendl felt his gorge rise.

And then, just like that, she stopped his spinning.

In that curiously cheerful British accent of hers, Jane purred:

“That software company…”

Wendl suddenly felt a pit where his stomach should have been.

“What about it?”

“Security Dynamics, Inc,” Jane said blankly. “Headquarters in San Diego, California. You worked there for two years. You took a buy-out in June of last year and moved here.”

“Yeah,” Wendl snapped, peering over his shoulder at the jagged rocks below him. “So what? That’s what I told you!”

“A hundred thousand dollars, Wendl, Darling,” Jane said smoothly. “That’s what your buy-out was for. Hardly enough to afford your cute little mountain chalet in the middle-of-fucking-nowhere, Colorado.”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

She sent him spinning again. Whizzing around in dizzying circles until Wendl spewed up acrid vomit into his mouth.

She stopped his dizzying spin.

He turned his head and yacked a breakfast of pancakes and orange juice out into the emptiness below him.

“You were working on an assignment called Air-Safe, Wendl,” Jane’s emotionless voice continued speaking. “Chief software developer, right?”

Wendl nodded, trying to keep down another surge of bile.

“You developed a back door to that program, Wendl,” Jane continued. “and you sold it. Not in some corporate buy-out. You sold it privately and secretly and that’s how you afforded your little chalet and that gas-guzzling Toyota Tundra of yours.”

Wendl said nothing.

“Who did you sell it to, Darling?”

“Who are you?” His voice was unsteady. “How do you know about that?”

“It doesn’t matter,” Jane replied coolly. “Just tell me who you sold it to and I’ll get you down from there. Okay?”

Wendl was silent for a moment.

He thought about being inside this stranger just a few hours earlier. He thought about the taste of her lips and the scent of her sweat. He gazed up dizzily into her emotionless hazel eyes and wondered who she was.

“His name was Arkov,” Wendl said meekly. “Alexei Arkov. I met him in the gym at the Security Dynamics campus, okay?”

“Where is he?”

“I don’t know,” Wendl snapped. “I just met him a few times, I swear. I gave him a flash card with the information he needed and he gave me a briefcase full of cash in return – and I swear to God I haven’t seen him again since then.”

Jane felt silent. Satisfied.

After two days of sweaty, sticky, uninhibited sex with this scrawny little man, she knew him well enough to tell he wasn’t lying to her.

“Help me down, Jane. I really think I’m hurt.”

“Of course, Phillip,” Jane said softly. “Of course.”

Reaching across the rock face, Jane tugged the spring-pin on the metal cam. The spring shot across the crevice and the spring-loaded cam snapped free.

The kernmantle rope went slack as Wendl fell. He barely had time to scream before the wet crunch of his landing echoed across the mountainside.

Birds fluttered into the sky, cawing in panic.

Jane clung to the rockface, peering down at the lifeless body sprawled fifty feet below.

There was a single cam above her, still threaded with rope. Jane kicked off from the rocks and swiftly abseiled down to the ground. Her boots hit the soil just a few feet away from where Phillip Wendl’s corpse lay.

She gave his body a cursory glance.

People had survived worse falls – but not Phillip Wendl. His neck was twisted sharply. The back of his head had caved in like an eggshell. Blood soaked the rocks – bizarrely reminding Jane of the maple syrup she’d poured across her pancakes that morning.

She at Wendl’s corpse emotionlessly.

She imagined she’d feel more than she did.

He was the second man she’d ever killed in her life. Lying spreadeagled on the rocks like some kind of sacrifice.

A few hours earlier, he’d been inside her. His sperm was still inside her. It would remain warm long after Wendl’s body had grown cold.

But she felt nothing.

Turning away, Jane began unthreading the dangling rope from her Reverso. She gave the karnmantle a tug and it uncoiled, arcing and whipping down the bluff and landing in messy coils around her.

That left the last spring-loaded cam lodged in the rock face, seventy five feet above where Wendl had fallen.

Jane peered up, checking to see she’d made a clean descent. Her lips pursed in satisfaction.

At a cursory examination, investigators would assume Wendl’s cam had failed and he’d been unable to belay his descent before he hit the ground.

For a man who loved rock climbing – often alone - it would be a satisfactory explanation. And what Jane had learned about satisfactory explanations was that they were very rarely questioned.

The End


Scandal in Chief

Weeks before the invitations had gone out, everybody who was anybody in New York had reached a consensus: The Editor’s party was to be the society event of the year.

When the guest list was announced, that consensus grew.

On the event of the night itself, the paparazzi gathered outside the entrance to the boutique hotel on Park Avenue, where stories above the city streets, the party was due to take place.

Flashbulbs burst as the salivating reporters snapped off their pictures. It was like a “who’s who” of infamy on the red carpet.

Clyde Raines was there, of course – as the owner of the hottest fashion magazine in America, his attendance validated the whole event. He stepped out of a stretched white limo with two beautiful coke heads on his arm.

Then there was Bane Brown, owner of The Shark Advertising Agency, who’d reportedly flown in from Miami specifically for the event. He rolled up on a $25,000 Harley and tossed the keys to the valet like somebody discarding the wrapper of a Bic Mac.

Three of the hottest young investors in the city were also in attendance. The “Double-Your-Money” brothers – better known to most as Trey, Brett and Ricky Falomir – clambered out of the back of a Lincoln Town Car with the smell of Axe deodorant still on them.

Randolfo Repko, the scandalous film director, was making his first public appearance in America at The Editor’s event. This was the first time he’d been seen since the story of his affair with a barely-of-age lead actress hit the headlines last summer. He was joined that night by Amanda Phoenix, the former child-star who was in and out of rehab more often than the caterers.

Harold Goldweiner, the infamous burlesque proprietor, clambered from the nearest subway station in a thousand dollar suit and $10 sneakers, stroking his bushy black beard and blinking as the flashbulbs went off.

In hushed tones, the paparazzi then watched Martin Mgambe slither from the back of a yellow cab – a sleek and towering Nigerian documentary filmmaker with a voice like melted chocolate and, reputedly, a cock that fell lower than his knees.

But all of these guests paled to insignificance compared to the organizer of the party herself, The Editor – and she was inside, awaiting them.

Lean and sleek and graceful, like a jungle cat in heat, The Editor had burst back onto New York’s social scene just three months earlier – after a messy divorce that had nearly seen her ex-husband destroy her and her beloved magazine.

But now, it was like she had never left – and with this party, her return heralded the likelihood of a similar revival of her legendary magazine.

This already infamous party was to be its official unveiling to the world.

The entire hotel dining room had been cordoned off, and hidden behind thick, velvet curtains the color of an aroused woman’s vulva. Burly guards stood at the ribboned entrance, checking off invites before letting the guests proceed.

The reason for this secrecy became apparent as soon as the guests were ushered inside.

Clyde Raines was the first to see it, of course. Barging past the bouncers, he swept into the dining hall and found it arranged with tables and chair circling a raised dais – upon which stood The Editor.

Like nobody would have expected to see her.

Slim and slender and spectacular, she wore a cocktail dress of shimmering silk that reached to her ankles, and hugged her magnificent body as closely as the muggy heat of a humid evening.

But that wasn’t what was so shocking.

Because instead of standing tall and graceful – towering over her guests, like she normally did – The Editor was bent over in some kind of contraption that looked halfway between a classical French guillotine and a medieval pair of stocks.

But instead of her wrists and neck being clasped by the wooden slats, The Editor was bent over in a perfect 90 degree angle and her waist was encircled instead.

It was the most incredible sight. On one side was her torso, arms and head – and she welcomed the guests in with expansive hand gestures and an easy smile. Her breasts threatened to burst from the confines of her tight dress. Her long, slender throat was stretched high to take in the view. Her smile was wide, open and intoxicating.

And yet on the other side of the partition – separated by the towering stocks so it formed a wall between her front half and back, was The Editor’s delicious rear end.

Her pert bottom stuck proudly from the hole in the wall, and her long legs stretched down until the heels of her 9” Louboutins brushed the carpet. Her sheer dress was fitting her curves so perfectly it was as if she was naked. It was as if the beautiful Editor had been cut in two.

As the guests were ushered into the room, the beautiful and brilliant Editor, still bent over at the waist, stretched out her arms to welcome them.

“Friends!” The Editor cried joyfully. “Welcome! Make yourself at home. We have champagne fresh from Riems on ice. The oysters at the Atlantic’s finest. After you have had your fill, the games begin!”

And she continued, letting the room of millionaires and moguls just gaze up, slack-jawed, and watch.

“You may have wondered why I have invited you all here tonight,” The Editor purred. “After all, I can’t say that any of you are “friends.” In fact, if there’s any one single thing that you all have in common, it’s that you’ve been most unfriendly to me, in the most identical of ways.”

The Editor licked her red-glossed lips.

“I have invited you all here tonight because, at one time or another in our business dealings, each and every one of you has tried to fuck me.”

Her smile widened. It was like sunshine on the coldest morning; beautiful, but chilling.

“In the case of some of you,” her eyes turned to Harold Goldweiner accusingly, “it was a literal fucking you sought.” She then turned her gaze to Clyde Raines: “With others, you merely wanted to fuck me over, and fuck my magazine – but the end result was largely the same.”

Her smile turned wicked.

“So, ladies and gentlemen, tonight I have decided to give you all what you so clearly wanted – the opportunity to fuck me.” Her eyes narrowed. “For a price.”

One of the waiters, in an elegant black jacket and bowtie, stepped up to the dais with a champagne bucket.

“Place your cheques or cash in here,” The Editor purred wickedly. “$250,000 dollars each, no negotiation.” With that, she wiggled her delicious bottom, on the other side of the walled partition. “And then have your way with me.”

She clapped her hands. The waiter handed her a fizzing glass of ice-cold champagne.

“And until then, my friends – eat and drink to your heart’s content.”

With that, the beautiful Editor lifted her glass to her lips and sipped elegantly. The entire room was gazing up at her, entranced. She held them captivated.

Her glass emptied. One inch. Then another. Then, finally, the last of the Taittinger slid down her slender throat. The Editor’s eyes turned to the crowd beneath her.

“Well, come on then,” she growled. “Mingle, motherfuckers.”

As so the party began.

It was a strange affair – so different to New York’s normal society shindigs. The Editor’s brazen words and strange position had wiped the confidence from everybody in the room. The men and women who normally walked with strutting arrogance gathered humbly around the buffet tables, slurping oysters and making small talk like strangers at an open house event.

Eventually, it was Clyde Raines who stepped to the dais, and offered The Editor a much-needed second glass of champagne.

“Take a seat,” The Editor urged. “I can’t see you from down here.”

And so Raines did, and found himself face-to-face with the world-class editor he’d once foolishly dismissed as a pretty little girl.

“This is quite a stunt you’ve pulled,” Raines scoffed – trying to force some bluster into his voice. “They’ll be writing about it in tomorrow’s paper, for sure.”

“Oh, it’s far more than just a stunt, my dear Mr. Raines,” The Editor purred, licking her lips seductively. “In fact, I believe you’re about to see just how serious I am.”

Raines turned to look around the corner of the partition, separating The Editor’s front half from her back half. The three young investors, Trey, Brett and Ricky, were clambering up the steps bolstered by champagne and curiosity.

“Go on, do it,” urged Ricky.

“C’mon, call her bluff,” Trey insisted.

“Okay, okay, bros,” Brett rolled his eyes.

The stocky young investor pulled out his chequebook and ripped off an elegant sepia money order. With a thousand dollar Waterford fountain pen, he wrote a cheque in The Editor’s name for $250,000 and threw it casually in the empty champagne bucket, eying his brother’s for approval.

They laughed and punched each other in the arm, urging him on.

But it was The Editor who made the first move.

She clicked her fingers at one of the waiters, who scurried up the steps to the dais carrying with him a small plastic bottle. He placed it carefully next to the champagne bucket carrying Brett’s “donation” and nodded to the young man.

Brett swallowed, hard.

He peered down at the bottle.

It was lube.

Trey and Ricky were goading him on again, but this time Brett wasn’t laughing with them. He suddenly, ominously, realized that this wasn’t some elaborate ploy to score free headline inches.

He looked up, at the bare partition from which The Editor’s pert bottom stuck invitingly.

Two round, ripe globes draped in hand-embroidered silk as thin as water.

He stepped up behind her, mouth dry.

On the other side of the partition, The Editor turned her eyes to Clyde Raines and smiled.

“And so it begins,” she purred.

And so it did.

With trembling fingers, Brett Falomir started pulling up the hem of The Editor’s elegant cocktail dress – exposing inch after inch of perfect calf.

And then her knees.

And then her mouthwatering thighs.

He groaned.

The blood was thumping in his temples, and rushing to other parts of his body, as he lifted the hem of her dress over the ripe curve of The Editor’s pert buttocks, and revealed them inch by inch. Eventually, he laid the hem down around The Editor’s tiny waist and drank in his handiwork.

Her long, lean, endless legs. The perfect globes of her pale, pert ass. A single strap of lacy black thong that contrasted starkly with her bare skin.

Brett swallowed. He had a tightness in his pants.

Biting his bottom lip, Brett Falomir hooked his fingers into the waistband of The Editor’s thong panties and pulled them down over her deliciously ripe backside.

Once over the crest of her hips, the black panties slithered down The Editor’s long, lean legs and she casually stepped out of them.

She shimmied her legs apart.

Brett Falomir gasped, peering down at the naked wetness she’d just revealed. It was radiating heat; like an oven with the door left open.

On the other side of the partition, The Editor was chatting casually, as if nothing untoward was happening. But then, suddenly – between bites of a shrimp, as it happened – she let out a little squeak and her eyes rolled upwards.

“I say,” she murmured appreciatively. “Mr. Falomir’s a little bigger than rumor would have it.” And then she went on nonchalantly eating her shrimp.

Clyde Raines face was a mask.

That was the moment that the atmosphere changed in the room.

Until then, the crowd of celebrities and millionaires had perhaps thought of this as a bizarre publicity stunt; another wacky performance from the beautiful Editor, who was known as much for her macabre sense of humor as her astonishing talent as an editor.

But as the room paused, and gazed up to the dais, and saw Brett Falomir sliding himself into The Editor’s upturned, exposed cunt – there was a murmur of astonishment.

It was as if everybody in the room suddenly though the same thing at the exact same time: Shit just got real.

And there was a nervous flurry of activity, as the crowd approached the dais.

Brett Falomir could hardly believe what was happening. He was fucking The Editor. Her slender hips and beautiful backside were gripped tightly in his hands. His thick, stubby cock was buried balls-deep in her tight, exquisite wetness. With each thrust of his hips, he experienced the purest and most perverse of pleasures.

But all the while, on the other side of the partition, The Editor was detached; as separated mentally from the experience as the towering partition separated her physically.

In fact, she was deep in conversation with Hollywood starlet and harlot Amanda Phoenix – who was trying to keep focused on The Editor’s face when she knew, behind that wooden partition, a rich investor was fucking her.

“Oh, we’ve got to get you on camera for the next issue,” The Editor purred. “I’ve got this idea for a shoot that would be perfect for you.”

Behind the partition, Brett Falomir picked up the pace. He thrust more forcefully into The Editor now – his hips slapping against her backside, making the partition shudder.

He gasped. He groaned. He rolled his eyes and exploded deep inside her.

And almost as soon as he did, and his softening shaft slithered from her tightness, he found himself shouldered aside by his brother Trey.

“My turn,” his brother demanded, unbuckling his pants with one hand, while casually chucking a second cheque for $250,000 into the champagne bucket with the other.

***

And the evening proceeded along those lines.

Now Pandora’s Box had been opened – or, more accurately, The Editor’s box - two lines formed: One behind The Editor’s exposed, upturned rear end, to fuck her, and another behind the coffee table, to frantically write the cheque that gave you permission to.

After Trey had climaxed inside her, brother Ricky was next to pay his literal dues; sliding inside The Editor’s delicious wetness and thrusting away like a dog in heat. In less than twenty minutes, The Editor managed to achieve what it took some society girls years to – to sleep with all three Falomir brothers.

Next up stepped burlesque proprietor Harold Goldweiner, who had signed a cheque for $250,000 just as soon as he’d managed to calculate how many bottles of overpriced champagne he’d have to sell to cover the expense.

It would be worth every glass, he discovered.

Bizarrely, the room seemed to divide into two – separated by the partition in much the same way as The Editor’s body had been.

Behind her, throngs of ravenous party goers whipped out their checkbooks and unbuckled their pants.

In front, where The Editor’s front half was positioned, guests rather awkwardly chatted to this talented businesswoman. The beautiful brunette’s face was a mask – like her front half and rear existed in entirely separate universes.

Only twice did her implacable shield waver.

Once was when Martin Mgambe, the African filmmaker, stepped between her thighs and eased himself inside her. As The Editor soon found out, it wasn’t just his ego and reputation that were immense.

Gripping the side of the partition – and temporarily dropping the act of cool, dispassionate mystery – The Editor loudly and opened orgasmed.

“Fuck,” she uttered, as Martin Mgambe fucked her with strokes that made her feel like she was being skewered by a meter of African hardwood. “Oh, shit!” Her second orgasm occurred the moment Mgambe climaxed inside of her – flooding her with heat and wetness.

Later, her resolve broke a second time when Amanda Phoenix decided to take her turn. A cheque for $250,000 fluttered into the champagne bucket – written on a Hello Kitty checkbook, no less – and Amanda accepted the large, black strap-on one of the waiters offered her.

Once again – and for the last time that night – The Editor’s composure fractured as Amanda eased her lube-slathered shaft not into The Editor’s well-used pussy, but her tight little ass instead.

“Oh, Christ!” The Editor knocked champagne glasses flying, and gripped the side of the partition hard as the sadistic young Starlet thoroughly and mercilessly buggered her. She winced, and then groaned as Amanda reached around to rub The Editor’s clit and pussy as she fucked her in the ass.

On the other side of the partition, biting her lip, The Editor was forced to utter a polite: “Excuse me,” as she was fingered to an explosive orgasm; made even more intense by the thick, hard, unyielding strap-on pistoning in and out of her tight little ass.

A few more late-comers followed after that – including repeat performances by each of the Falomir brothers (but only after writing new cheques – prompted by The Editor’s warning of “one cheque, one ride. There’s no EasyPass for this booty.”)

But eventually, everybody in the room was sated.

Some left to go home. Some mingled to watch the proceedings; making small talk as they sat there with shit-eating grins on their faces. This truly had been the event of the year. The Editor had ensured everybody in the city would be talking about her in the morning.

But as hotel staff finally came to unclasp the partition, and free The Editor from her bent-over position, people in the room started to feel uncomfortable.

They gazed up at the dais, where The Editor was straightening herself up – her top half finally connected to her bottom half.

Ricky, Trey and Brett watched with faces like masks. Clyde Raines suddenly realized it too. The whole room came to an uncomfortable conclusion.

All this time, they thought they’d been fucking her. It turned out to be the other way around.

As The Editor straightened up, she let her long silk dress fall to her ankles – covering up her beautiful, ravished rear end. Immediately, the handprints on her alabaster skin were covered. Nobody could see the rivulets of cum dribbling down her thighs. She had gone from freshly-fucked to looking ready for the red carpet in a matter of seconds.

And like an alcoholic having a “moment of clarity” the entire room realized that each and every one of them had, in actually, been fucked. In the case of the Falomir brothers: twice.

There was a champagne bucket up there with millions of dollars in – money they’d eagerly handed over at the thought of being able to possess some part of the beautiful Editor. But as they looked at her – now she was complete, and not separated by the strange partition, they realized how she’d tricked them. They’d never possessed a part of her at all.

It might have been her body on the other side of that partition – her long, slender legs and gorgeous ass – but she’d separated it from who she was entirely.

And they’d just paid money – hundreds of thousands of dollars – to be owned by her instead.

They’d thought the gossip would focus on her – on what a scandalous whore The Editor had been that night, to offer up her body to the richest and most influential in the city. But instead, they realized the whispers would run the opposite way; and people would joke about how big names like Clyde Raines and Martin Mgambe had been made to line up like horny dogs, begging for a bone from this incredible young woman.

Up on stage, The Editor picked up the champagne bucket and a class of Taittinger and turned to those of them still left in the room.

“My thanks to you all,” she purred, holding aloft the bucket of money. “Your contributions will ensure my magazine thrives well into the future.”

She gazed down at the crowd of onlookers – the influential men who’d tried to ruin her, and the sleazy millionaires who’d tried to possess her, and laughed.

“Goodnight,” she winked. “I’d tell you all to go fuck yourselves – but it appears I’ve done that for you.”

And with that, the magnificent brunette span on her 9-inch heels and strode – lean, tall and proud – towards the exit.

Like a phoenix, she’d risen from the ashes.

And in the months to come – as her critics and rivals discovered, to their discomfort – her magazine would do so as well.

The End


Reality’s F**ked!

Chapter One

One Saturday morning, Gina and I were sitting down for breakfast.

As I served Gina her bacon and eggs, Misty, her cat, jumped up onto the breakfast table. She padded across to where Gina was sitting. I could have sworn the cat was smiling.

“Yo, Gina,” Misty growled, in a sultry Brooklyn accent, “where’s my kibble?”

I dropped the frying pan.

Gina blinked.

“Yo, Bitch,” Misty growled again, flashing her sharp little teeth. “I want my breakfast and I want it now, Lady. Where’s my kibble?”

Gina gulped.

“I’ll… erm… just go and get it.”

“Good job. I’m freakin’ starving…”

Gina nervously got up from the table and poured Misty a big bowl of kibble.

“Hey? Where’s the freakin’ milk, lady?”

Gina poured a splash of milk into the bowl.

“Good. Now go and change my litterbox…”

As Misty munched, Gina pulled me into the sitting room.

“What the hell was that? Our cat was talking to us!”

“I know. And shocking language, too. I thought you’d brought her up better than that.”

“Hey!” Gina snapped. “The. Cat. Was. Talking.”

“Yes, I know.”

“Cat’s don’t talk!”

She had a point there.

“Woah, Johnny!”

“Exactly! What the hell is going on?”

Gina and I nervously peered through the door into the kitchen.

Misty looked up from her bowl.

“Do you freakin’ mind? I’m eating here!”

We ducked back under cover.

“Woah, Johnny!” I repeated.

“This is nuts,” Gina shook her head. “I mean, I’ve got a million books on cats and kittens, but none of them mention what to do if your cat starts talking to you.”

“Should we call the vet or something?”

“I don’t think a vet’s going to help.”

“This is your fault. You let her watch too much TV.”

From the kitchen, Misty shouted:

“Hey! I could do with some more freakin’ milk in here!”

Taking a deep breath, Gina ducked into the kitchen and refreshed Misty’s bowl of milk. She chewed happily, slurped her paws and then hopped off the kitchen table into the living room.

“Where’s the remote? I want to watch Judge Judy…”

Gina and I just blinked.

While Misty channel-hopped, we crept back into the kitchen.

“What the hell is going on?” Gina demanded. “Is Misty possessed by the devil? Because that would be just my luck. If one person’s pet is going to get possessed by Satan, we should have known it would be mine…”

“Wait a second…”

I picked up the morning’s mail.

“This might explain things.”

I tore open an envelope marked Reality Inc.

“This explains everything,” I told her, showing Gina the letter. “We haven’t paid this month’s Reality Bill.”


Chapter Two

Reality Incorporated.

The company in charge of keeping your family hooked into Reality. Just like the Electricity Company keeps your house plugged into the Grid.

“I’ve never heard of them,” Gina balked.

“Neither had I,” I explained, “but I did hear about a guy not paying his Gravity Bill one time. By the time his service was restored, they found his fluffy little dog orbiting over China.”

“Well, what do we do?”

I checked my fake Rolex. Which had inexplicably become a real Rolex.

“We can’t pay it until Monday. We’re just going to have to spend the weekend without Reality. It shouldn’t be that hard.”

“Yo! Gina!” It was Misty, shouting from the living room. “When you go out to work, pick me up some freakin’ catnip, okay?”

“A whole weekend? Without reality?”

“Should be easy.”

“Okay,” Gina sounded uncertain. “I’d better go and get ready for work.”

While Gina disappeared off to shower, I went into the living room and sat down next to Misty. She was sitting on the sofa, flicking through the channels.

“Yay!” Misty growled. “It’s an all-day marathon of Sabrina the Teenage Witch!”

“So, Misty,” I asked her. “Do you know anything about this reality thing?”

“Shaddap,” Misty growled. “I love this episode. It’s the one where Harvey comes out of the closet and marches in a Gay Right’s Protest.”

“Oooookay…” Nervously, I stood up and went next door.

Gina was just heading out, wearing her TGI Friday’s outfit. She was a server at the local Friday’s franchise.

“Have a good day at work,” I told her.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know. Maybe play chess with Misty.”

“Do you mind if I take your car?”

“My car? Why?”

We peered out of the window. My battered Pontiac Firebird had managed to turn itself into the car out of Knight Rider.

“If it’s self-driving, like the one in the TV show, I can stop by Checkers Pub on the way home and not worry about drink driving.” She kissed me and left. “Don’t wait up.”

As I heard Gina drive off, I padded back into the living room and listened to Misty, cackling over Sabrina the Teenage Witch.

Somehow I knew that this lapse in reality could be used to my advantage. But how?

I needed an idea.

In the corner was the closet. It was a big, old closet that looked like it led into a totally different room. Actually, it only led into a small, cramped cupboard filled with waffle irons and hair accessories – unless the absence of reality had affected the closet like it had affected so much else in our lives.

With butterflies in my stomach, I opened the closet door.

Beyond the door, instead of the tiny cupboard, was a flight of granite steps.

I nervously picked up one of the flaming torches from the wall.

Where the hell had they come from?

Anyway. Torch in hand, I crept down the steps one by one, until I found myself in a huge, underground room.

A huge, rusty lever was attached to the wall.

I threw it.

With a crackle and a hiss, strip lights flickered into life overhead. They lit up an immense, underground lab, straight out of a Frankenstein film.

Electricity crackled. Machines hummed and whirred. A steel table, complete with electrodes and manacles, was riveted to the floor in the centre of the room.

“Why the hell couldn’t that have been a pool table?”

I walked over to the huge machine in the corner.

Clone-O-Matic.

It looked like a gigantic microwave oven, attached to a video recorder and a photocopier. Beside it was a handbook:

Cloning for Dummies.

“Hmmm,” I said to myself. “This looks interesting.”


Chapter Three

Gina and I are pretty kinky.

We’ve had some pretty wild adventures. The most recent one was a game of You Bet Your Ass, in which Gina had made a gamble which resulted in me reaming her best friend’s ass all night long in a debauched orgy of tequila, French porn and sodomy.

Good times.

Anyway. I knew that Gina’ sexual appetite was pretty varied and I was the conservative one in the relationship. I was always paranoid of holding back her adventurous attitude. But I was jealous and touchy on some subjects.

Well, I thought to myself. Today is obviously the chance to redress that balance! I was going to give her a sexual adventure that she’d remember forever. Or, at least, until we paid our reality bill.

I opened up Cloning for Dummies.

To Clone a Human Being (duration 2 hours)

4lbs Minced Beef (8lbs, if cloning somebody British. More beef.)

Pinch of salt.

3 eggs.

Parsley.

3 onions.

1 Garlic clove (4 garlic cloves if cloning somebody French.)

Splash of Wine (half a bottle if cloning somebody French)

Add to machine. Use Video Recorder or Photocopier to input specific details.

I ran upstairs to the kitchen.

Misty was still watching TV.

“Yo! Watcha doing?”

“Cooking.”

“Well, I like my pancakes with chocolate chips.”

“Misty, I’m not cooking…”

Ka-click… The cat had somehow procured a flick-knife.

“Okay, Misty. Chocolate chips it is.”

After cooking Misty’s pancakes, I ran downstairs with the ingredients and fed them into the machine. Then, I opened up the photocopier and reached for the photo album.

“Just wait until you come home, darlin’…”


Chapter Four

At three o’clock in the morning, Gina came staggering in.

She was drunk. This was quite common after a session at Checkers.

“Ah… Mrs. Scarlet,” I was waiting for her in the living room, stroking Misty. “I have been expecting you.”

“Hello, Baby,” she slurred slightly. “Checkersh wash really fun. Hic!”

I stopped doing my Dr. Evil Impression. Gina obviously didn’t appreciate it.

“Hey,” Misty growled, as she jumped off my lap, “you still owe me five bucks for sitting on your lap, Ginger. Now I’m off to freakin‘ sleep...”

Gina was tripping over her clothes as she stripped out of them.

“Oh, Baby,” she staggered forward, collapsing into my arms. “I’m a little… hic! Drunk. But I love you. Make love to me, Baby…”

She passed out.

I dragged her, snoring, into the bedroom.

It was dark in the bedroom.

As I threw her onto the bed, I switched on the light.

“Hey,” Gina tried to focus her eyes. “Watsh going on… Hic?”

“Well, darling,” I threw off my robe and flopped, naked, onto the bed beside her. “I spent the day playing around in the secret lab.”

“We have a schre… shhh…. Schrecret… Hidden Lab?”

“Just like in Dexter’s Laboratory.”

“Cool…”

“Anyway,” I explained, “you remember how I’m so jealous about other men being around you and everything?”

“Yesh…”

“Well, I figured this whole reality situation was good chance for us to have a crazy sexual adventure without the jealously issue. Look what I’ve made…”

Gina looked up.

Standing around the bed were six identical copies of her. All short and gorgeous, with Gina’s curvy figure and stunning face.

“Woah,” she suddenly sobered up. “An eight person orgy with seven versions of me?” She peered at me curiously. “I think this is more your fantasy than mine.”

“Well, I had thought of that,” I admitted, “but this is for you.”

“Darling,” she patted my arm, “my fantasies involve having a threesome with, like, Julia Roberts or somebody. Not six identical versions of me. That’s a bit narcissistic. I mean, you’ve got to be really self-obsessed if you want to make love with yourself…”

“Well,” I winked, “they’re not exactly like you…”

Wordlessly, I commanded the six clones to strip.

As they threw off their robes, Gina’s eyes widened…

“Woah!” She murmured.

All six clones had Gina’s sexy, compact figure. They also had my ‘package.’

I’d added a little extra to each clone so they were packing long, throbbing cocks, identical to mine.

“Woah,” Gina said, again.

At my command, the six clones clambered onto the bed. Gina fought them off feebly as they held her down. I stood back and watched.

One of the clones kissed her, forcing her tongue into Gina’s mouth. Two other clones stretched her out, pinning my wife down as they sucked on her nipple rings.

Gina’s legs kicked, until two of the clones grabbed her ankles.

The other clone crawled beneath Gina’s thighs, kissing and licking her pussy. I heard four mouths slurping on Gina’s body. She tore her mouth away.

“Oh, God, Simon,” she growled. “This is crazy! Get these monsters… Oooooh! Goodness! That’s my clit!”

The clone between Gina’s thighs started slurping harder, pumping three fingers into Gina’s swollen pussy.

Gina kicked and flopped…

“I’m cumming! I’m cumming…”

Sweat glistened all over Gina’s body.

The clones slurped it up.

Exhausted, my wife just groaned as the clones rolled her over onto her tummy.

One of them parted her thighs.

“Huh?” My wife peered over her shoulder, watching one of the clones kneeling down between her splayed legs. “What are you doing?”

The clone was rubbing her cock up and down the lips of Gina’s cunt.

“No, you can’t be serious…”

Grabbing my wife’s ass, the clone eased her cock into Gina’s pussy.


Chapter Five

“Oh, Fuck… That’s so big…”

“8lbs of beef there,” I explained.

The other clones were stroking and licking Gina’s body. Fingers tugged and yanked her nipple rings. One of the clones was sliding two fingers in and out of my wife’s ass.

The clone fucking her forced her cock deeply into my wife’s sticky cunt. She was grabbing Gina’s ass so hard, there’d be bruises.

“Oh fuck!” Gina pressed her face into the pillow. “It’s getting bigger in my pussy… Whatever that thing is, it’s going to cum…”

The clone’s buttocks clenched. She pumped a big load of cum into Gina’s cunt.

“Oohhhh. It’s so hot…”

Exhausted, the clone rolled aside. Her cock came out of Gina’s pussy with a plop! A dribble of sticky cum poured from her cunt.

“Wow,” Gina moaned. “That was wild.”

The other clones grabbed my wife and roughly pulled her onto all fours. One of them wriggled under Gina’s body in a sixty-nine position.

It looked amazing. Two identical, female bodies, connected at the groin.

Gina’s clone spread the cheeks of her ass and started licking and slurping at her cunt, sucking out great strings of cum. She sucked my wife’s clit as she drank.

Gina moaned…

I’m going to cum again…”

Bobbing in front of her was the clone’s swollen cock.

Without even thinking about it, Gina lowered her head and gobbled it up.

Slap!

The clone sucking Gina’s pussy slapped my wife’s ass and started jerking her hips, fucking her dick into Gina’s limp mouth.

“Mmmm!” Great globs of cum dribbled down Gina’s chin.

One of the other clones aimed her cock for my wife’s sloppy pussy.

Soon, she was getting fucked at both ends. Big dicks reamed her fore and aft.

Gina struggled to gobble down a spurting cock as it exploded into her mouth. The other spewed more cum into her pussy.

“Oh fuck!” Gina felt her face rammed into the pillows. “This is too intense! I don’t know how much more of this I can take!”

Gina was helpless. One clone after another knelt behind her, sliding their cocks into her sloppy pussy and fucking her hard and fast.

Gina’s groans and moans were muffled by the pillow.

One by one, they spewed fresh jets of spunk into Gina‘s hot little slit, until cum was pouring down her thighs.

Eventually, all eight clones had cum.

Gina pulled her head from the pillow.

I knelt down next to her, wiping hair from her sticky face. She was covered in cum. Two loads splattered her face. Some of the load dribbled down her chin.

“Wow,” Gina gasped, kissing me. “I don’t think I’ve ever cum so hard… The way they were fucking me… It was hitting just the right spot.”

She licked her lips.

“And the cum... It tasted just like you…”

“It is me,” I explained. “I cloned that part of myself.”

She struggled to sit up.

“I’m exhausted. Could you tell these clones to get lost, now? I need to sleep.”

I looked up.

The clones were peering hungrily at me. Their limp cocks were swelling up again. I suddenly had the fear that they hadn’t finished with my wife.


Chapter Six

I glanced at my watch.

“Only another twenty minutes before the formula runs out,” I explained.

One of the clones knelt behind my wife, rubbing her swelling cock.

Another clone forced my wife’s face into her crotch, choking her with cock.

“Twenghh minughh?” Gina mumbled, a great big dick in her mouth. “I can’t last another twenty minughh!”

Using the sperm running down my wife’s thighs, the clone kneeling behind her lubed up her cock. She pressed the head against Gina’s wrinkled asshole.

I heard my wife scream.

With a pop! the clone forced her cock into my wife’s asshole. It sank in, right up to the balls. The clone grabbed my wife’s ass, pounding away.

“Mmmgh!” Tears were in Gina’s eyes. “Mmmmmmmghh!”

I could see by the way Gina was trembling that she was being forced into another involuntary orgasm.

“Mmmgh!”

Clenching her buttocks, the clone rammed herself deeply into Gina’s ass and spewed her butt full of cum. Jet after jet of sticky sperm filled Gina up.

The cock in her mouth was coming too. Desperately, Gina tried to swallow down the cum as it threatened to choke her.

With spunk dribbling from her ass and mouth, Gina flopped down onto the pillows. Another clone took position, inching her swollen dick into Gina’s ass.

“Oh God,” she groaned, “not another…”

Gina just lay there as the clone raped her butt, reaming out my wife’s ass. She pumped into her so hard that Gina’s buttocks jiggled with each stroke.

Eventually, the clone orgasmed, spurting another load into my wife’s bum.

That stimulation was enough to make Gina cum.

“Oh, Fuck! Not again!”

Another clone followed up the first. By now, Gina’s bum was slick with cum and wide open. So it took the clone just one thrust to bury her dick right up to the hilt.

All eight clones took their turns brutally raping Gina’s ass, fucking her one after the other and filling her butt with their semen.

Afterwards, they flopped back, exhausted. One by one, they started to disappear into the night.

“Time’s up,” I told her. “They only last two hours.”

Soon it was just Gina and I lying in bed.

Gina was exhausted, her ass and pussy pumped full of hot, creamy jism. It ran down her thighs in rivulets. The bed was plastered in it.

Shattered, my wife curled her arms around me.

“Oh, Baby,” she murmured. “That was too much. I don’t think I’d be able to stand up right now…”

She reached down between my legs and felt my cock. It was swollen and throbbing, so turned on by watching six versions of my wife sodomize Gina’s ass.

“I’m exhausted,” Gina admitted, “but I want a real load of cum inside me, not just this cloned stuff…”

She wrapped her legs around me and I felt her swollen pussy suck my cock into it’s sloppy depths.

As we slowly fucked, Gina kissed me passionately. I could taste cum on her lips.

“Mmm,” she murmured. “I’m so full of cum, I can hardly feel you.”

I slid my throbbing dick out of her cunt. A great river of sticky semen flowed out afterwards.

“I’m going to fuck you in the ass, my darling,” I murmured, hooking my elbows under her knees and lifting her hips.

On her back, Gina’s displayed her pussy and asshole. Both were swollen, pink and raw. Sticky dribbles of cum poured down her ass cheeks.

“Be gentle, Baby,” she murmured.

I pressed the tip of my cock against her asshole.

Despite being reamed out by six cloned cocks, my wife’s ass was still tight and hot. She murmured and whimpered as I fucked her, pounding into her butt hard. She didn’t complain until I felt my orgasm bubbling up inside my balls.

“Oohh. Be gentle! That’s so intense…”

I dug my cock into her spasming asshole. As we both orgasmed, I shot another load of cum deep into her bowels, on top of the six others.

Exhausted, covered in sweat and sperm, we both collapsed and fell asleep.


Chapter Seven

The next morning, unsurprisingly, Gina and I woke up late.

“I’m so stiff… I feel like I’ve just been… Hey!”

I’d rolled on top of her, spreading her thighs.

“Gentle, Baby…”

Sliding into her pussy, I screwed her gently with my morning erection and soon added another dollop of spunk into her overflowing pussy.

We lay in each other’s arms, panting.

“I’m sorry, Baby.” I stroked her hair. “I couldn’t resist.”

“Well, I know you’re highly sexed,” the patted my arm, “but you’ve got to give a girl a rest sometimes…”

She walked, a little bow-legged, to the shower. I helped scrub off all the encrusted jism and then massaged her gently, rubbing baby-oil and moisturiser into her pert, beautiful body.

A little later, I brought her a huge breakfast while she and Misty sat on the sofa watching TV. Gina was famished. I served her bacon, 6 eggs, hash browns, chocolate chip pancakes, a pint of milk and two glasses of orange juice.

“I burnt lots of calories last night,” she explained.

“I know,” Misty grumbled. “I could hardly hear the television.”

The stripy cat jumped off the sofa and padded over to where I was sitting.

“Morning, Misty.”

“Hey, listen, Ginger,” Misty growled, jumping onto my lap. “I want to you to rent me some movies, okay? Horror flicks. I kinda got bored watching Sabrina the Teenage Witch all of yesterday.”

“Erm… Okay.”

“Cool. Now I’m off to use the litterbox. Nobody come into the kitchen for a while.” The cat trotted off.

I climbed onto the sofa next to Gina and we cuddled for a while.

“Hey, Simon.” She kissed me. “Last night was pretty wild… But could your next surprise me a little less… Penetrative? I think I need to give my pussy and ass a rest for a day or two.”

I kissed her back.

“Of course.”

“I mean, I think you’re a bit too highly sexed anyway, so six extra version of your cock was a bit much for me. Eighteen times, I think it was…”

“But you’re still up for more?”

“No cocks!”

“We’ve got pay the Reality Bill tomorrow, so any particular requests? It’s our last night.”

“Well, how about that Julia Roberts idea. You, me and Julia Roberts, with some soft music and lighting?”

“It’s a deal. I’ll work on the Clone-O-Matic while you’re at work.”

“Great.” She got up and stiffly limped to the bedroom. “I’ll be back around five this evening. And can you clean the sheets? They’re kind of crusty.”

“Gotcha.”

While I bundled up the sheets, Gina got dressed. Soon, she staggered out and kissed me, heading off towards the front door.

I showered and shaved. I had a lot to do today.

Leaving Misty at home with a six-pack of milk and the latest DVD of The Family Guy, I whistled for my car and the black Trans-Am from Knightrider rolled up.

“Good morning, Simon,” the Knight Industry’s 2000 said.

“What was your name again? CARR or something?”

“KITT. It stands for Knight Indus…”

“Whatever.”

“What’s our mission, Simon?”

“New sheets. And then we have to go to the nearest Blockbusters – since the reality bill wasn’t paid, they’re inexplicably back in business.”

“Affirmative.”

We rolled off

Driving down the motorway, KITT’s controls suddenly started flashing.

“What’s that? Are we low on oil or something?”

“What makes you say that, Simon?”

“Well, you are American-built…”

“Simon, I’m picking up a fugitive approaching this vehicle. Female. Around 130lbs. She’s wearing clothing from the New York Correctional Institution.”

“Huh?”

“Look out of the window, Simon.”

I wound down the window and peered down the road.

Running towards the car was a girl in a bright orange overall. I recognized her.

“Bloody hell! KITT! Stop the car.”

Screech!

I swung open the door and the girl leapt in.

“KITT. Get us out of here!”

Sitting in the seat opposite me w-as Gina’s friend Keri.


Chapter Eight

“Keri? What are you doing here?”

“I’m on the lam,” she told me. “I busted out of the big house.”

“The big house? You mean that one down the street?”

“No, you moron. Jail!

“Oh. I heard you were in jail for a little while. But…”

Keri was a slim, boyish girl with long, curly dark hair. She’d been banged up for a couple of weeks after violation of her parole.

But here she was. Handcuffed wrist and ankle and wearing a bright orange jumpsuit. A bruise was on her forehead and she looked exhausted.

“What happened?”

“It was weird,” Keri panted. “I was sitting down for breakfast in the Mess Hall when, out of nowhere, this freight train came tearing through the wall. So a bunch of us escaped. I’ve just spent the last night trekking through the wilderness being chased by Tommy Lee Jones.”

“That sucks.”

“I know. If it had been Brad Pitt, I’d have let him catch me.”

“I think I know what’s going on.”

Out of my pocket, I pulled the unpaid Reality Bill.

Along with Gina and my name, it was also addressed to Miss Keri O’Malley.

KITT’s console flashed.

“Michael…”

“My name’s Simon.”

“Sorry. Simon. Anyway. There’s a police roadblock up ahead.”

Keri and I peered through the windscreen.

“Holy crapola,” Keri gasped. “What are we going to do?”

“Well, maybe they won’t stop us. We don’t look that suspicious, do we?”

Keri. Orange jumpsuit. Handcuffs. Talking car.

“British accent,” KITT added. “You know how all the bad guys in movies have British accents? Well, they’ll pick up on yours.”

“You think?”

“As a computer, Simon, my programming calculates we have a 00.06% chance of making it through that roadblock.”

“Yikes.”

Then, I had an idea.

“Wait, leave it to me. Keri. Stay quiet. KITT. Don’t do any of your talking car bollocks for a while, okay?”

“Yes, Simon.”

As we approached the roadblock, I wound down my window and took a deep breath.

The policeman peered his head through my window.

“Sir?”

I waved my hand in front of his face.

“These aren’t the droids you’re looking for,” My accent was more Michael Caine than Alec Guiness, but it did the trick. “Move along.”

“These aren’t the droids we’re looking for,” the cop repeated blankly. “Move along…”

As KITT rolled off, Keri turned to me, amazed.

“How did you do that?”

“That old Jedi mind trick from Star Wars.”

“Cool.”

“Now, stay low profile while we stop at Blockbusters, okay?”

“Got it.”

A few moments later, I came back to the car laden down with videos. Steel Magnolias. Mystic Pizza. Ocean’s Eleven. Hook. Pretty Woman. Oh, and Exorcist, Demon Seed, Return of the Living Dead and some weird manga videos for Misty.

“Let’s get back home.”


Chapter Nine

Everything seemed under control.

Keri was showering. Misty was sitting in front of the TV watching videos. I was forcing crusty sheets into the washing machine.

Then, it was time to work on my project for that evening.

I opened Cloning for Dummies.

Cloning Julia Roberts (duration: around $15 Million per film.)

2 Bananas

1 Orange

6 Cups Sugar

Splash of Lime

Splash of Botox

8 quarts Collagen

1 tube sexual lubricant

Wonderbra

Insert all other input details via VCR or Photostat.

WARNING: This recipe is only to be attempted by experts.

Make sure ALL Clone-O-Matic settings are turned to Default.

It sounded easy enough.

I was just chopping up the ingredients when Keri came out of the shower, dressed in nothing but a little bathrobe.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m cooking.”

“Cooking? What do you need 8 quarts of collagen for? Isn’t that the stuff they pump into people’s lips to make them look fatter?”

“That’s the stuff.”

“Yummy,” Keri laughed. “In that case, I think I’ll have pizza instead.”

I started taking the ingredients down to the lab.

“Hey, Keri,” I asked. “Do you think you could give me a hand?”

“Sure. What do you want me to do?”

“Grab those videos from the living room.”

“Okay.”

She carried the videos down and watched me pour the ingredients into the Clone-O-Matic.

One by one, we fed the tapes into the VCR.

“Great,” I grinned. “That’ll take a couple of hours to cook. Let’s go up and watch Return of the Living Dead with Misty for a while.”

We trotted back upstairs.

“Hey, Simon,” Keri asked. “Where did you get, like, the underground lab from? Didn’t that used to be a closet?”

“Long story.”

“Okay.”

Grabbing popcorn and beer, Misty, Keri and I sat down in front of the TV.

“Hey,” Misty demanded. “Where are the videos?”

I peered down at the VCR.

“They were just there…”

“The videos?” Keri looked up brightly, bulling her bathrobe around herself more tightly. “I took them downstairs, remember?”

“All of them?”

“Well, yeah…”

“Oh crap…”

God! Why didn’t I check the labels when I’d fed them into the machine?

Misty jumped off the sofa and ducked under the table.

“This is going to be bad, Simon,” the cat warned me.

The house started rumbling.

“Simon?” Keri stood up nervously. “What’s going on?”

“Well,” I explained, “the machine downstairs was set to clone Julia Roberts.”

“Why the hell would you want to clone Julia Roberts?”

“Gina and I were going to have a threesome with her.”

“Woah. Kinky.”

“Exactly. And the recipe said to add the input, like the looks and things, via the VCR. So I rented a load of Julia Robert’s movies.”

“And?”

“Well, when we were feeding them into the machine, I didn’t check the labels of the videos you were handing me. So we also added a bunch of horror movies.”

“Horror movies?”

The Exorcist. Return of the Living Dead. Demon Seed.”

“That doesn’t sound too good.”

Blam!

Keri and I were thrown off our feet.

The closet door had exploded. Stepping through the dust and debris was a tall, beautiful woman. Julia Roberts.

Her eyes glowed red. Her head span around 360º.

“Mwuh ha ha ha ha! Fear for your souls, Mortals!”

“Oh, crap,” Keri grabbed my arm. “Can I go back to prison now?”


Chapter Ten

We cowered behind the sofa.

Julia Roberts was tall, powerful and naked. Her body glistened with sweat. She gnashed her fangs and licked her lips with a long, forked tongue.

“Come out, come out, wherever you are!”

“Is she talking to us?”

“Come on, you two little sluts!” Julia growled. “I want to feast on your souls!”

This wasn’t looking good.

“Did she just call me a slut?” I asked.

“Concentrate!”

“Okay. Maybe there’s something in this recipe book to help us.”

I flicked through the pages.

“What does default settings mean?”

“Huh?”

“It says you’ve got to set the Clone-O-Matic to the default settings before you make a Julia Robert’s clone. But what does that mean?”

“It means you’ve got to switch all the settings to what they were at the beginning. You can’t leave them the way they were when you made the previous clones.”

“Why not?”

“Because whatever settings you had for the previous clone would be used when you created the next clone.”

Keri looked at me nervously.

“What settings did you have on the previous clones you made?”

I gulped. “Those clones had one small non-standard feature.”

“Which was?”

Demonic Julia Roberts stalked the living room. I could hear her rummage behind the chairs, looking for her two helpless victims.

Keri and I clung to each other.

“What was the non-standard feature, Simon?” she demanded nervously.

“It was…“

Keri’s jaw dropped. She’d just spotted it.

Hanging from between Julia Robert’s thighs was an immense, swollen cock.

“You made Julia Roberts into a guy?”

“No!” I explained. “I cloned six versions of Gina last night, but they all had my cock. I wanted her to have, like, this orgy thing, but I didn’t want her to be with other guys, so I cloned her body and my cock.”

“And you made six of them?”

“Well, yes.”

“I’m surprised she can walk this morning.”

“That’s what she said.”

“Anyway,” Keri gulped. “This means that you’ve created a demonic, evil clone of Julia Roberts? With a huge dick?”

“More or less.”

“What do we do?”

Suddenly, I had an idea.

“Listen,” I told her. “In the bedroom is Gina’s computer. If you can go online, maybe you can pay the Reality Bill over the Internet.”

“And what will that do?”

“When our reality service gets restored, all this will revert back to normal. Including the horny, pyschotic Julia Roberts.”

“Okay,” she peered over the sofa. “It’s a good ten feet away. You’ll have to cause a distraction.”

“Can do. But hurry.”

“No problems. I can fit through the cat-flap you’ve got in the door.” It was a cat flap we’d installed in an episode of our lives we call Hot Buttered Wife.

“Actually, Keri, you won’t be able…”

Too late. She was gone.

Keri ran across the room, heaping for the cat flap.

I tried to distract Julia Roberts by leaping out from behind the sofa and waving my arms about.

“Hey! Julia! You were crap in Notting Hill!”

“How dare you, foolish mortal!”

The demon clone knocked me aside. I landed in a heap in the corner.

“Now where is the other puny runt?”

My distraction worked. It gave Keri enough time to reach the door.

My friend dived forward. Her head and shoulders went through the cat flap.

Schtump!

Her hips were stuck.

“Shit! Simon! Help!”

No matter how much she wiggled, Keri’s hips were stuck in the cat flap. Her bottom was sticking out of the door, defenceless.

Licking her lips, the demonic Julia Roberts clone knelt down beside her.

She started pulling off Keri’s robe.

“Delightful,” the clone hissed.

“Oh crap,” I heard Keri’s muffled voice. “This wasn’t part of the plan…”


Chapter Eleven

I clambered to my feet.

Bruised, battered, I didn’t feel altogether that well.

But I had to do something.

“Eeew!” It was Keri, screaming. “She’s licking my ass!”

The evil Julia Roberts was kneeling down, behind Keri’s defenceless bottom. The clone’s long, forked tongue was lapping away at the girl’s pussy and asshole, slobbering saliva all over them.

This didn’t look good.

I picked up one of the dining room chairs and attacked.

“Take that, evil video bitch!”

Crash!

The chair shattered over her back.

In a flash, Julia Roberts was on her feet. She slapped me, knocking me to the floor. Then, with just one hand, the Hollywood horror picked me up and pinned me against the wall.

“Bleugh!”

Huge globs of spit poured from her mouth, splattering me. In seconds, I found myself plastered to the wall by a huge, evil spit ball.

I couldn’t move.

This was bad.

Laughing, Julia turned back to Keri’s ass, sticking out of the cat flap. The evil clone’s huge penis was hard and throbbing. Whatever she was about to do, it didn’t look altogether that good.

“Help!” The forked tongue was slurping at Keri’s pussy. “She’s… Ugh, she’s licking my clit again… Please! Help me!”

Julia Roberts grabbed her immense dick and pushed it against Keri’s defenceless cunt. Covered in slobber and spit, the huge shaft split her open easily and all I heard was a low howl as inch after inch sank into Keri’s unprotected pussy.

In seconds, there was just the slap of Julia’s thighs banging against Keri’s ass.

“It’s so big!” Keri groaned. “Oh, help me, Simon! It’s getting bigger!”

Julia slapped Keri’s ass.

“Prepare to take my seed, foolish mortal! Prepare to be inseminated with an army of satanic destruction!”

“Waaaaah!”

Tensing her buttocks, Julia Roberts thrust herself into Keri’s pussy and spurted a great jet of cum into her defenceless cunt.

She thrust another couple of times, making this horrible squelching noise. Then, sated, the evil clone flopped back.

As she pulled her limp dick from Keri’s pussy, rivers of cum poured out, all the way down Keri’s thighs. The clone must have spurted a pint of jism into the girl’s cunt.

Leaving me pinned against the wall, Julia Roberts flopped onto the sofa and started helping herself to popcorn and beer.

I called across to Keri.

“Are you okay?”

“I think so. It felt kind of good. But… eeew… Simon! I’m full of demon spunk. It’s dripping down my thighs.”

The demon heard all this.

“Mwuh huh huh!” Julia Roberts laughed. “She is just the first!”

Oh, crap!

I checked the clock on the wall. It was nearly five. Gina would be home any second! She was our only chance of rescue!

The evil Julia Roberts drank a couple of beers (my beers, too. She really was evil.) Then, laughing wickedly, she knelt down behind Keri’s defenceless ass again.

“You said the cock was a clone of yours, right?” Keri demanded.

“Uh, yeah… Why?”

“That explains why she wants sex every five minutes, you pervert!”

The huge dick was eased back into Keri’s pussy again.

The demon started fucking her brutally, banging her hips hard against Keri’s ass and slapping the girl’s buttocks every once in a while, just to get the desired scream.

“Waaaaa! Help me, please!”

Julia Roberts just thrust faster.

“Oh, fuck! Simon! Help! She’s making me cum!”

I saw Keri’s legs kick as she orgasmed. The evil Julia Roberts had to hold on tightly, riding her like a rodeo pony.

She pulled her throbbing dick from Keri’s pussy.

“Aaaiiie! Oh, that’s so big!”

With one thrust, the evil clone had forced her immense cock into Keri’s asshole, reaming her out.

Julia Roberts didn’t let up. She rutted like a jackrabbit.

Her long, demonic fingers teased Keri’s clit as she humped the girl’s asshole, coaxing her prisoner to another orgasm.

“I’m cumming!”

Then, jabbing her dick as far into Keri’s ass as she could, Julia Roberts came again.

This time, I could see Keri’s tummy swell as pints of thick, hot cum spurted into her ass. She screamed. It sounded almost as if she was cumming again.

“It’s so hot! It’s sooo good!”

Eventually, the thrusting stopped.

Julia Roberts pulled her dick from Keri’s ass, a big puddle of cum pouring from the girl’s butt. Exhausted, demon and girl just lay still.

Maybe this would satisfy the evil clone.

Maybe this would be the end of it.

But, no. Julia Roberts licked her lips, her cock already swelling back into a massive erection.

My heart froze.

And then, relief. I heard the key turning in the lock.

Gina was home…


Chapter Twelve

“Hey everybody!”

Gina came prancing up the stairs, happy as anything.

“Guess what? An English guy came into Friday’s today and told me that I was the new Slayer. I get to kill vampires and wear really cool boots and talk in California slang. It’s wicked cool.”

She peered into the living room.

The closet door was hanging from its hinges. All the furniture was overturned. I was pinned to the wall with huge globs of spit. Some girl, and Gina couldn’t have known it was Keri, was stuck head first through the cat flap with her ass sticking out of it. Huge dribbles of cum were running down her thighs.

“What the hell has been going on… Argh!”

Whump!

Julia Roberts pounced, knocking Gina to the floor.

“Mwuh huh huh!” The evil demon howled with laughter. “Another succulent little treat for me to savor.”

Gina rolled onto her back.

“Not so fast,” she hissed. “I’ve got Slayer strength now.”

Whack! Thump! Blam!

“Simon?” Keri shouted, her voice muffled by the door. “What’s going on?”

“Gina’s come back,” I explained. “She and the demon are fighting.”

“Tell her to kick its ass!”

Thump! Crash!

“I think that’s what she’s doing.”

“Who’s winning?”

“Well, Gina’s got her in a headlock. Oh! Now Julia Roberts has kidney punched her. Ouch! That was a mean punch.”

Kapow!

They’re staggering into the bathroom! It looks like…”

Flush!

“That evil bitch! She just shoved Gina headfirst into the toilet bowl and flushed it. Oh! But wait!”

“Aieeee!”

“Gina just stabbed her in the eye with an electric toothbrush!”

Kabloom!

“They just went straight through the wall into the kitchen.”

Whirrrrrr!

“Yikes! The demon’s trying to feed Gina’s head into the can opener.”

Chuguguguguga!

“Gina’s just shoved the demon’s arm into the blender.”

“Go get her, Gina!” Keri encouraged.

Crash!

The two of them came tumbling through the wall back into the living room.

Gina, unhurt but stunned, lay on the carpet.

The demon pounced.

She rolled Gina onto her back. Pinning my wife’s arms down at her sides, Julia Roberts tried to force her cock into Gina’s mouth.

“Mmmmm!” Gina pursed her lips.

“Open up, you little bitch,” the demon growled. “When your hubby created me, he used sexual lubricant with a ‘delaying’ action. That means my cum can temporarily paralyse my victims…”

The head of the dick forced itself past Gina’s lips.

With a groan, Julia Roberts spurted spunk into my wife’s mouth.

Gina’s eyes glazed. She went limp.

I groaned. We were without hope.


Chapter Thirteen

Rolling off Gina, exhausted, the demon peered up at me.

“She’s a tough little one, that woman of yours,” the clone admitted. “But now I’ll have my way with her, just like I did with that other friend of yours!”

I watched, heartbroken, as the demon started stripping Gina out of her clothes. A moment later, she was parting my wife’s thighs.

She aimed her cock for Gina’s pussy, rubbing the head up and down the lips of my wife’s defenceless cunt.

“Open up, you little princess.”

I closed my eyes. I couldn’t watch.

Whack!

The demon rolled off my wife, a pair of scissors imbedded in her skull.

“Why you…”

Gina hopped up, giving me a wink.

“If you’d experimented with as many millions of drugs as I did growing up,” my wife explained, “you’d find the old paralysing penis trick just doesn’t work anymore.”

Thump! Crash!

Wrestling and battling, the two of them crashed through the bedroom door.

The door shattered. Free from the cat flap, Keri scrambled away.

“Why you little bitch!”

The demon had grabbed a handful of Gina’s hair. My wife was splayed across the bed, pinned down by Julia Robert’s weight.

The clone’s massive cock pressed against Gina’s tight little asshole.

“Woooooah!” Gina’s eyes widened. “Steady on, there!”

The demon humped my wife’s ass, reaming her open.

“Let’s see how you deal with my paralysing spunk when it’s spurted up your tight little butt, princess. Maybe then you won’t feel so frisky!”

Gina struggled, but she couldn’t shift the weight on her back. Julia Roberts was thrusting, balls deep, into my wife’s asshole. Her buttocks jiggled with each thrust.

Reaching out, Gina stretched for her computer keyboard.

“That’s so good!” The demon slobbered. “I’m going to cum soon!”

Gina typed desperately.

www.realityincorperated.com

“Ohhhh, you’re the finest piece of ass I’ve had in a century…”

My wife stretched for the “Pay Bill” option.

“Here it comes, you little bitch!”

Clenching her buttocks, the demon started spurting a fresh load of cum into my wife’s ass. Huge globs of sticky, white spunk filled her up.

The paralysing venom did its work.

Finger over the “Confirm Payment” button, my wife’s eyes glazed.

With a final grunt of effort, she pressed enter.


Chapter Fourteen

Eventually, Gina woke up.

I’d put her into bed, with fresh, warm sheets and plenty of hot cocoa. For the past twelve hours, Keri and I had nursed her.

Exhausted, my wife opened her eyes.

“Simon?”

“Everything’s okay,” I told her. “The Reality Service went back on seconds after you pressed the button. Everything’s gone back to normal.”

“The demon?”

“Vanished.”

“Thank God…”

She sat up in bed and peered around.

The house was in perfect condition. The furniture, walls and doors were all repaired. Everything had instantly gone back to normal as soon as she’d pressed the button. Even the secret lab, in the closet, had vanished.

Gina turned to her friend.

“Are you okay, Keri?”

“Yes, except I have to call the police and explain how I’m not back at the prison. I wonder if they’ll remember the train incident?”

“I don’t know. It strikes me that the only people affected by the breakdown in reality are the ones who haven’t paid the bill.”

“Dammit,” Gina grumbled. “That means the lottery ticket I bought on the way home didn’t really win me a billion dollars.”

“No,” Keri sighed, “and I guess that news article about Glenn Beck being in the Guinness book of records for having the world’s smallest penis isn’t true either.”

“Wait a second,” I corrected. “That paper arrived this morning. That means it’s not affected by the Reality Shift.”

“So it’s true? He does have the world‘s smallest penis?”

“Well, until Guiness Book of Records interviews Sean Hannity, anyway.”

Gina clambered stiffly out of bed and we all had breakfast. Waffles, eggs, bacon, burgers, stuffed suckling pig, roasted swan…

“Wait a second?” I paused, the cup of ale inches from my lips. “What’s going on?” I peered across the table at Keri. She was cutting into a fine flank of venison.

Misty hopped up onto the table.

“Yo, guys. Whassup?”

Gina’s face grew pale.

“I just remembered. You know the credit card I used to pay our reality bill?”

“What about it?”

“I think it was maxed out…”

The End


Thank you for reading this book!

I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it (which was a lot!) And if you didn’t, please get in contact with me and tell me what you didn’t like - I’m always grateful to get feedback on how I can make my work better!

If you’re interested in reading more, check out my author profile on Amazon – or follow me on the social media channels below. I’m always eager to hear from my readers, and in return I’ll be sure to let you know when my stories are available for a free download, and post a ton of other cool, fun and sexy stuff.

I look forward to hearing from you! And thanks again!

Love, kisses and other indoor sports,

Ruby Beauvoir

New York, 2019
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