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SUCCUBUS DESIRES

Dave bought his dream farmhouse with cash, almost for free. The views are incredible. The house needs work, but it has amazing potential. The countryside is stunning and quaint. But Dave has one big problem: there’s something in the house with him.

It comes out every night and moves around the house, making floorboards groan and walls creak. Dave has heard it giggling and humming like something from a horror film. Contractors run away after going into the basement, and things get scary whenever Dave tries to make any changes to the old home.

Something doesn’t want Dave there, but it’s willing to make a deal. If Dave wants to live in the house, he’ll have to pay the hung, haunting succubus with his body.


CHAPTER I

It was an old house. It needed a lot of work. There were rooms that I was scared to go inside of, because I was worried the floor would collapse beneath me, or the roof would cave in over my head. I still hadn’t fully explored the basement because none of the nights down there worked and there were nails sticking out of random floorboards.

But it was my house. I owned it. I bought it with cash—no mortgage. It didn’t matter that it was a dump because it was mine.

I knew I would get around to fixing it up, one room at a time. And there were a lot of rooms; it was going to take a while. The closest hardware store was a thirty-minute drive, so I knew tackling projects was going to be tedious. But I had a plan: I was going to start with the upstairs bathroom. Currently, there were no working toilets in the house, so that had to be my priority. Then, once I had a livable bathroom, I could start in that creepy basement. I needed to at least insulate the basement before the winter, which was still four months away. If I could get the basement insulated and the wood-burning stove working, then I could survive the winter while I saved up money to tackle bigger projects, like the dining room, the living room, the bedroom, the guest room, the media room.

The house was built in 1916. Most of the house was original, though someone had attempted to do some updates in the fifties. Most of their updates were unfinished, as if they abandoned the project suddenly. Maybe they died. My realtor told me that the house had been on the market for almost ten years, but I suspected it had been on the market for much longer. It didn’t look like anyone had lived in the house since 1965. There were rooms that literally had an inch of dust settled on the floor.

I got the key at 9:00 AM on Monday morning. I cleaned until 2:00 AM, only managing to complete a quarter of the house: half of the upstairs. I spent the next day cleaning: another fourteen hours of sweeping broken glass, scrubbing stained walls, and mopping dusty floors. It was such a terribly tedious task; the mop would just spread around the dust and dirt, so I had to refill my mop bucket every few minutes. I must have done those floors eighteen times before I could see the grain of the original hardwood.

The house had charm and it had potential. My realtor thought I was nuts when I bought it, but I thought she was nuts for trying to talk me out of it. I had 40 acres of beautiful land all to myself, with a view of the ocean out my bedroom window. My closest neighbor was almost a whole kilometer away. And the price was unbeatable; I practically got the house for free.

If I could fix it up to a livable standard, I was set: no rent, no mortgage, hardly any bills. There was fifteen acres of woods on that land: more than enough for my own renewable firewood farm. I could grow my own crops, farm a few cows and a few dozen chickens. It would take years to get to that point, but I had it all planned out. First, I needed to make the house livable.

My first week in that house was exhausting. I would clean until I had absolutely no energy left, then I would pass out on my mattress, which was on the middle of the floor in the upstairs bedroom. I would sleep like a rock, sometimes for twelve straight hours, and then I would get right back to working on that house. I was off of my job for at least six months, though I suspected it would be more like a year. The office wasn’t going to open again until covid was over.

So I had lots of time to work, and because the seller accepted my lowball offer, I had a decent chunk of change to get the work underway. I really wanted to rip out the wall in the middle of the living room. I couldn’t wrap my head around why it was there or who put it there: a silly wall, right in the middle of the large living room. Maybe they wanted to have two living spaces, or maybe they had tons of kids and just needed an extra room to serve as a bedroom. I couldn’t figure it out, but I was planning to get it out quickly. But first, I had to clean, and I had to fix a lot of plumbing and electrical issues.

By the end of my first week, the house was clean. I decided to take a day off, to rest. I was expected the cable guy to come and hook up my TV and my internet. They gave me a window from 9:00 AM to 5:00 PM, so I couldn’t trek out to the hardware store for supplies. So I made a pot of coffee and I sat down by the window, looking out at my property. I felt good about what I’d accomplished in that week. Now that the house was clean, I felt a sense of relief. It really wasn’t in as bad of shape as it appeared in the listing, when I bought it sight-unseen. The dirt had made the walls appear moldy—but it was just dirt. I thought most of the windows were broken, but only a couple were broken; there were a few with small cracks, but most of the perceived damage was just dirt and mildew.

I finished my second cup of coffee and then I went outside to relieve myself, since the toilet was still broken.

The cable guy showed up at noon and he was done setting up by 1:00 PM. I decided to zip off to the hardware store to get a new toilet, and I was home by 3:00 PM. I had the toilet installed by 5:00 PM, and I was finally able to do my business inside the house.

But even with the toilet installation and the drive to and from the hardware store, it was by far my lightest day since moving in. By the time the sun went down, I didn’t feel like passing out. I had some energy, so I watched some television and I surfed the internet for a while. Then I noticed it was midnight, and I decided to go to sleep, even though I wasn’t terribly tired.

It was 3:00 AM when a noise woke me up. It was a deep groaning noise coming from the hallway, like someone walking on the old floorboards. I sat up slowly and my heart started racing. What if it was a robber? What if it was a squatter who assumed the house was abandoned? “Hello?” I called out after a minute of gathering the courage. The noise stopped suddenly.

I remained completely still, trying to control my breathing. It was cold in the house because the furnace still wasn’t working, but now I was sweating. I began to stand up, ready to confront the intruder. I convinced myself that it wasn’t really an intruder, but just the old house settling into its old foundation. I took one step, and then I head the creaking stairs as a body went down. I froze again. Now, I wasn’t so sure it was just the sound of an old house.

My hands trembled and I could feel the blood draining out of my face. I opened my mouth to call out, but my jaw just trembled. I had to clear my throat before I was able to say, “This is private property! You’re trespassing!”

And then I heard what I’m sure was a giggle, as if someone was mocking me. They thought it was funny that I wanted them out. What kind of robber laughs at being caught? What kind of squatter has the nerve to giggle at a homeowner’s demand? Maybe it was a crazy person… Or maybe it was a ghost.

I’d been watching one of those cheesy paranormal investigation shows; it was all that on the TV after 10:00 PM. Maybe I just got silly ideas in my head.

I walked up to my bedroom door. I grabbed the handle and took a deep breath. The sweat on my palm made it difficult to grip the wobbly handle. I closed my eyes for a moment and then I threw the door open.

But the house was black: darker than I was used to. Before buying that house, I lived in the city. I was born in the city and raised in the city, under the glow of orange streetlights. Now, there were no streetlights. There were no headlights passing by on any busy streets. There was no glow of a thriving downtown core. There was just blackness until the sun came up in the morning. And the blackness in that house was overwhelming. I was staring into an abyss beyond my stairwell.

I could hear that creaking, moving across the downstairs floorboards, heading towards the back door, or maybe the basement door.

I looked back, trying to spot my phone. I needed to use the phone’s flashlight. I needed to call the police. I had to do something.

“Cops are on their way!” I yelled.

And then I heard another faint giggle. It was almost childish—definitely female. I’d never heard of a young female burglar before… But I’d heard of little girl ghosts.

Now, I felt cold all over, hardly able to make my joints move. I was in a state of shock. I wanted to make a run for the front door, and then I wanted to run as far away as I could, across the field, to the street, so I could wave down the next car for help. I didn’t want to be in that house. I regretted buying that house. Maybe my realtor was right: maybe there was a good reason that it had been on the market for so long.

I rushed back to my bed. I scrambled, blind, looking for my phone. Finally, I found it. With trembling fingers, I turned on the flashlight and aimed it at the doorway, half-expecting a little ghostly child to be standing there, about to swallow my soul. But the doorway was empty. I hurried back to the stairs and aimed the flashlight down. I couldn’t hear anything now. “Are you gone?” I asked, sounding weak and hopeless.

There was no reply. I crept down the stairs, worried something was going to grab me from behind. I turned the flashlight from left to right. On the main floor, I backed myself into a corner so nothing could snatch me from behind. I scanned the whole space with my flashlight, but there was nothing, except for a chandelier, which was swaying slightly. “Oh my gosh…” I muttered.

I walked towards the back door, expecting the worst. I kept scanning with that flashlight, casting big shadows on the wall from my stacked furniture and yet-to-be-unpacked boxes. Then I stood in the kitchen, looking around for signs of an intruder. The back door was locked, just like the front door. The windows were all closed (and they couldn’t be opened because they’d all been caulked and painted many times over many years). So how did the intruder get in, and was she now gone?

Then, I heard a humming sound coming from the basement door. It was a girl, humming an unrecognizable tune. I wanted to scream. Instead, I grabbed a chair and propped it up against the door, putting the head of the chair under the door handle to stop the door from opening. I was trapping the person down there. The windows in the basement were all tiny: even too small for a child to fit through. So if there really was someone down there, they were now trapped. I flicked on the lights and then I watched that door from a safe distance, holding a hammer in one hand and my phone in the other. I wanted to call the police, but I was too embarrassed. What if it was a little girl playing a joke with her friends? What if this was some sort of new neighbor hazing?

I spotted a two-by-four against the wall to my right. I grabbed it, and I grabbed my drill off the kitchen counter. I screwed that two-by-four across the basement door, leaving that chair under the handle. Now, that door really wasn’t going to open. After five more minutes of watching the door, I grabbed another two-by-four and screwed it to the bottom of the door, making it even more stable.

I spent the next hour pacing around my kitchen, trying to decide what to do. I sat down in a chair, and then I felt a wave of exhaustion hit me suddenly. I felt like I was just given a drug. I wobbled slightly, fighting to keep my eyes open. Then, suddenly, I was asleep.


CHAPTER II

I woke up in that chair, with the morning sunlight blasting the side of my face. I opened my eyes slowly, and then it took me a moment to remember why I was in that chair. Once I remembered the previous night, I jumped to my feet and nearly screamed. I saw the pieces of wood screwed to that door, and I saw my drill on the ground next to the door.

It was a moment before I came up with a plan, and it wasn’t a great plan. I was still too afraid to call the police, so I went outside, with a proper flashlight. I crept down next to the basement windows and I looked in with that flashlight, trying to see if there was a person down there. But I couldn’t see anybody: just empty rooms, covered in dirt and dust (I still hadn’t tackled cleaning those creepy basement rooms).

I went to each window but saw nothing. But that didn’t make me feel comfortable enough to pull those boards off of that door. I left the door boarded up and I convinced myself that I had just experienced a vivid night terror—or maybe just an auditory hallucination: a week of spending long days working… I couldn’t explain it, but that was my best theory.

I ate some breakfast, keeping an eye on that door. I made some coffee. I went out and picked up some supplies for the house: new outlets, switches, and faceplates, to replace the old ones. When I got home, I made sure that door was still screwed shut.

Then, that night, I didn’t sleep so easily. I found myself jumping at every little noise: every little groan and every little patter. I’d seen a few mice in the house, and now I was hearing them scurrying in the walls. It was around midnight when I was sure that I heard something thudding against that closed basement door, trying to get out. I pulled my blanket up to my nose and took a series of slow, deep breaths. The noise was over quickly, and maybe it was never what I thought it was; maybe it was just the wind blowing the old screen door around outside.

I got about two hours of sleep that night. In the morning, I made sure that door was still covered and shut, and it was.

The next day, I got around to doing the upstairs bathroom properly: replacing baseboards, ripping out the old vanity and putting in a new one, replacing the hardware in the tub and shower, reapplying silicone around the fixtures. I didn’t get around to painting until the next day. Then, I knew I needed to replace the light fixture, the switch, and the outlet. Before I could do that, I needed to turn the power off to the room.

But the breaker box was in the basement.

I battled with myself, trying to build the courage to go down to flip the breaker. It was the middle of the day and it was sunny. What did I have to be afraid of? Even if there was a ghost down there, it’s not like ghosts ever hurt people, right? Who’s ever been killed by a ghost? I just had to run down, flip the switch, and then run back up.

I took my drill. My hand started trembling as I held the bit up to the first screw. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, feeling so foolish. Did I really think that there was a ghost dwelling in my basement? Was I really afraid of my own home? That home was mine. I worked my whole life to own it. I didn’t have much else: no wife, no kids—hell, I didn’t even have any friends where I was now living. I just had that house, so I needed to stop being afraid of it. It was my house, damnit.

I unscrewed the boards and I pulled the door open. I took a deep breath, looking down into the dim, humid basement. I laughed, and then I went down—sprinting as fast as I could. The breaker box was just at the end of the stairs. Without looking around, I threw the panel open, flicked all the breakers because I didn’t want to spend any extra time figuring out which one belonged to the bathroom, and then I sprinted back up the stairs, slamming the door behind me.

The act only took thirty seconds, and in that thirty seconds I managed to accumulate a full coating of sweat on my skin. I sat down in my chair, trying to reel in my wits. Then I laughed again. Maybe it would take a bit of time to stop being completely afraid of that basement.

I did the work in the bathroom and then I rushed down the stairs to turn the power back on. Nothing attacked me or scared me or tried to jump out at me. My house wasn’t haunted. At least that’s what I kept telling myself.

But that night, things got weird again. I woke up to a dull thud downstairs. I opened my eyes slowly, thinking a broom had simply fallen over. I waited a moment, and then I heard another dull thud. I heard creaking as feet moved across my downstairs. I quickly pulled my blanket over my head like a small child.

The thing was back, and it was my fault. I didn’t board up that basement door. I didn’t prop that chair against the door knob. Now, there was a scary ghost moving through my home. “It can’t be real. It can’t be real,” I whispered to myself. I kept whispering it over and over until the thing reached the top of the stairs. Now, I could feel its presence moving into my bedroom. I heard my door creaking on its hinges. I felt a warmth wash over me right before my skin turned cold.

And like a terrified toddler, I remained still, under my sheets, as if my sheets were going to save me. I heard the footsteps moving towards me. Then, I felt a hand on my shoulder. A plume of warm, humid breath touched the back of my neck. I couldn’t breathe—I was too afraid to pull air into my lungs.

The creature whispered. “Locking me in the basement wasn’t very nice.” It was a female voice—and a shockingly seductive voice. Her voice was jazzy and smooth, like a stripper during a lap dance. I heard her tongue gently licking her lips. I felt her fingertips caressing my body. I was sure she was going to scrunch me into a ball and swallow me whole.  But then, I heard the footsteps moving away. It went back to the stairs and it went down.

A minute later the house was silent. I was still in a state of shock, still unable to move. I don’t think I moved for the next two hours, and then I fell asleep. I woke up under that blanket, drenched in sweat.

While my coffee was brewing, I stared at that basement door. I wanted to cover it up—not just screw in a few boards, but actually cover it up, with a frame and drywall and paint. I didn’t need to be able to access the breakers, right? I could put a wood burning stove somewhere upstairs, and I could live with the old switches and outlets. If I ever flipped a breaker, I could hire an electrician to squish through one of the small windows. I would pay him extra of course, as long as I didn’t have to go down to the basement…

But I remembered what that ghostly woman said in my ear. She wasn’t happy that I locked her in the basement. I didn’t want to make her angry again. I didn’t want her finding a way out of the basement while I was sleeping one night.

I found a woman on a Facebook page for local services in the area. Her name was Irene, and she specialized in yoga, astrology, and dealing with spirits. I felt so silly calling her, but I was desperate. “This is Irene. How can I be of service to you on this fine, full-moon afternoon?”

I took a deep breath.

“I can hear your energy. Don’t be afraid to speak,” she said.

“I’ve got a ghost in my house. I, uh, don’t really believe in that stuff, but I need it gone. Can you do that for me?”

She paused, and I swear I could hear her grinning as if even she thought I was a disaster. “A ghost? I don’t believe in ghosts either,” she said. “I believe in spirits and energies. I don’t think there are dead people who float around houses, rattling chains and playing old pianos. Though I think that there are disturbed energies, caught between planes of existence—energies that need help being guided over to the Akashic Records.”

“Right. Okay. Well then I need that,” I said. “Are you free today?”

“I can make myself available,” she said, so I sent her my address, and then I waited for her. She came around 3:00 PM. She got out from her car with a matchbox. She struck a match and then she lit an incense stick. She started to wave it back and forth as she walked towards my front door. I opened the door and stepped out. “Irene?” I said.

“You must be David,” she said. She had long black hair, which almost touched her bum. She was a lot younger than I was expecting: maybe twenty-five at the most. She was wearing lots of dark eye makeup, and a long, flowy black dress. She had large breasts, which made her appear top heavy. She was actually kind of cute, in a crazy sort of way.

“You can call me Dave,” I said.

“You have energies here, David—lots of them. This land is filled with old energies,” she said.

“Really?” I said. “Can you get rid of them?”

“I can communicate with them. I can open up a dialogue. But I can’t just get rid of them. Some of them belong here.” She took a deep breath in and closed her eyes, tilting her head up as if she was trying to channel some energy from the sun. “There was a great battle here a thousand years ago: white men and Native Americans.”

“I don’t think white people were here a thousand years ago,” I said.

“Colonizers,” she said.

I shook my head. “No—not a thousand years ago,” I said.

“The energies don’t lie, David,” she said. And now I was regretting hiring her. I thought about sending her away, so I wouldn’t have to pay the sixty dollars that was listed on her website. It seemed like a waste of money. But maybe she could help me. Maybe she really could talk to spirits. Or maybe she was just brave enough to go into my basement. I wanted to see what would happen if someone went down there for an extended period of time. Maybe I could ask her to flick on all the lights, and to leave them all on. I had some LED bulbs—maybe she could stick them into the fixtures to save me a bit of money, since the lights would just be left on…

“There was a lot of suffering here,” she said, spinning slowly.

“Let’s go inside. I’ll show you the basement where the thing lives,” I said.

It was a minute before she followed me inside. She kept taking deep breaths in through her nose, as if she was smelling my property. She stopped in the foyer and felt the wall with her hand. “This was her home,” she said. Then my skin tingled. I never told her that I was dealing with a woman. “She lived her for a long time. She died here.” She pointed down at the floor. “She died in the basement—suffering: a horrible way to die.”

“Really?” I asked. I wasn’t sure what to believe.

Irene nodded her head.

“That’s where I hear her every night. She starts in the basement and then she comes up. I hear her walking around before she goes back down,” I said.

“She’s lost,” Irene said. “She’s looking for something. An object.”

“An object?” I said.

Irene nodded her head. “It’s something very important to her. Maybe a ring or a necklace. It was a gift from a loved one.”

“No kidding,” I said. “Can you find it and give it to her? Will she go away if we find the thing?” My heart was racing slightly, though I wasn’t sure why. I had no idea if Irene was talking nonsense, or if she was really tapping into some other realm. Was the ghost whispering in her ear? Could Irene talk back to her?

“She’s lonely. She died alone, and it was a long time before anyone found her. She wanted to be buried with it—with the object—but it was left here.”

“So it’s here somewhere?” I said. “I can find it. I’m going to gut this whole place eventually. If it’s here, I’ll find it. Ask her what it is.”

“What are you looking for, spirit?” Irene called out suddenly, closing her eyes and tilting her head up. She waited for a reply while I watched. There was a long silence. “Tell us what it is you seek!”

There was another long silence.

“Is she saying anything?” I asked.

“She’s crying. She’s too sad to respond, but she can hear me.”

“If she can hear you, tell her that I just want to live here peacefully. Ask her to go out to the shed until I find whatever she’s looking for. She can live in the shed. If she wants, I can put a heat lamp in there or something.”

Irene looked at me with a narrowed gaze. Then she closed her eyes and looked upwards again. “Speak to me, spirit. We want to help you. Let us help you find what you’re missing. Describe it to me.” There was another long silence. Then Irene opened her eyes and shook her head. “She sounds so distant. I can’t make out what she’s saying to me.”

“Ask her about the shed thing again. I can make it nice in there. It’s a spacious shed.”

But Irene wasn’t listening to me. She started walking around slowly, as if she was trying to get a better reception.

I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. “Why don’t you try the basement? Maybe you can’t hear her because you’re talking to her from up here, and she’s in the basement.”

Irene looked at me again, this time with a look of consideration—as if my idea wasn’t such a bad one. “Where’s the basement door?” she asked.

I led her to the basement. I opened the door for her and then she looked down. “Why don’t you go down alone, so I don’t interfere with your signal, or whatever?” I said.

Irene paused, as if the basement even gave her the shivers. She took a deep breath and took the first step. “Just watch out for nails,” I said.

Irene paused again, then she went down, into the darkness. I stayed upstairs, in the kitchen. I certainly had no intention of going down those steps.

Irene looked back at me before turning and vanishing into the darkness. I felt bad for her. I wanted to run down to make sure that she was okay. I heard her a minute later. “Tell me what you’re looking for, spirit,” she said. Her voice was shaken, as if she was about to cry. She was surprisingly brave—I had to give it to her. I wouldn’t go down there. She’d already been through more of that basement than I’d been through, and I owned the house. “Spirit, talk to me!” she said.

Then I heard her gasp. She let out a small scream, and then the house became quiet. “Irene?” I called out. My heart was racing. Did the ghost get her? Did she step on a nail? Why wasn’t she answering me? “Irene!” I said, but there was no answer. I was too afraid to run down to check on her.

There was a long silence: a terrible silence. I thought about calling the police, but I was worried they wouldn’t believe me. I was worried they would find her dead body in that basement and I would be the only suspect in the murder case. I paced around, trying to think of a solution. I knew that I needed to go down there to check on her, but I was too afraid. I didn’t want to see what was down there. I didn’t want to know what made Irene scream before becoming completely mute.

“Irene?” I said from the top of the basement stairs. Then I saw her emerge from the shadows. She looked up at me with a big smile on her face. “Oh, you’re okay.” I let out a sigh of relief. “I thought something happened to you.”

She shook her head, then she started coming up the steps. Her large breasts wobbled and bounced on her small frame. “The problem’s been dealt with,” she said.

“Really?” I asked.

She smiled, looking into my eyes. She had a confident smile—almost a seductive smile. “You won’t have any more issues.”

“What did you do?” I asked, reluctant to accept her confidence.

“I spoke with the spirit—nice girl, by the way—and I asked her what she wanted. She said she was looking for a pair of earrings, which were just in a box down there, which she couldn’t open.”

“That’s it?” I said.

She nodded her head with that seductive smile. She kept staring into my eyes, making me feel strangely shy, like a teenager facing a post-pubescent girl for the first time. “That’s it,” she said.

“Well that was easy,” I said. “I guess I owe you some money. How do you want to be paid?”

“With your cock,” she said.

I paused, taken by complete surprise. I wasn’t sure that I’d heard her correctly. Did she just ask me to fuck her? “Excuse me?” I said, laughing nervously.

“No need to pay me with money. Just coming in me will be enough,” she said, grinning bigger. Then she grabbed the top of her black dress with both hands and pulled down, making her large breasts spill out. She had big nipples, and desert-plate-sized areolae. She grabbed her heavy breasts and shook them in front of me. “Don’t you want to suck on my big, clairvoyant titties, Dave?”

She was acting strange, but I didn’t want to waste the opportunity. I could have stood dumbfounded for the next two hours, trying to figure out why she was acting the way she was—but I had a feeling I didn’t have a two-hour window. So I reached out and grabbed her breasts. I squeezed them and she moaned. “Suck them. Suck my nipples.”

I leaned forward and sucked her nipples. She moaned louder, as if her sexual craving was insatiable. She put both of her hands behind my head, sinking her fingers into my hair. She pulled me into her bosom. I didn’t hesitate for much longer. I sucked her big, puffy nipples, making them erect in my mouth. I slid my hands under her dress and felt her soft skin. She had a big of extra meat on her bones, making her extra-fun to squeeze and fondle. She let me touch her everywhere: her tits, her ass, her thighs, and even her shaved pussy. I parted her thick lips with my hand under her panties. I pushed my fingers into her wet hole, and I massaged her bulging bean. She moaned and gushed. She took me by the wrist and pushed my fingers deeper into her snatch, moaning louder.

I couldn’t understand why she was suddenly so horny. We kissed. I sucked on her lips and then I sucked on her tongue. Her tongue pushed into my mouth, and it was strangely long, exploring every inch inside of my mouth. I paused for a brief moment as her fingernails nearly penetrated my skin while she squeezed me. It hurt, but I kind of liked it.

She turned around suddenly, hiking up her dress before planting her hands on my counter. “Fuck my witchy pussy,” she moaned. Her voice was almost familiar.

I yanked down her black lacy panties and then I unzipped my fly. Her pussy gushed a bout of clear fluid, which trickled down her thighs. I pulled her pussy open, seeing her deep hole for a moment before I shoved my throbbing cock into her body. She gasped and gushed. I penetrated her with firm thrusts. My hands moved up and down her warm torso.

Her large breasts rested on the counter while I plunged her from behind. Her legs trembled as my pelvis slapped her ass loudly. “Don’t stop,” she moaned. “Keep fucking my little witchy pussy.” I thought it was weird that she was referring to herself as a witch. On Facebook, she called herself a ‘spirit guide’ and a ‘shaman’. She never mentioned witchcraft or wicca or anything along those lines. Then again, I knew nothing about any of that stuff.

“Come in me. I want your thick, warm cum deep in my horny, witchy pussy,” she said. She was pushing her bum back with each penetration, getting the most of each thrust. My long cock pressed against the back of her cunt; normally, girls would scream ‘ouch!’ when I stuck all of my length in them, but this girl didn’t seem to care. She only felt pleasure—no pain at all.

Her ass was turning red and her body was now glistening with sweat. I reached under her breasts to play with her nipples.

“Fucking come in me already!” she yelled.

My heart skipped a beat. I don’t know why, but she scared me. I closed my eyes and focused on the feeling of my cock in her tight, warm cunt—and the feeling of her hard nipples against the palms of my hands. My cock started to tingle all over.

“Come in me already, damnit!” she said, almost growling

I focused harder, feeling strange, but still aroused. I fucked her harder, slapping her ass even more firmly with my pelvis she moaned and growled and gushed, and then I came, filling her deep pussy with exactly what she wanted.

She let out a loud satisfied noise, clenching her lovely lips around my shaft. Once I was drained, I pulled out and watched for a moment as my cream spilled down her thighs and splattered on my kitchen floor. She stepped out from her panties, kicking them aside and leaving them behind with my used cum.

Then the lights in the kitchen flickered. There was a low rumble, making all of my glassware rattle in the cupboards. I looked around, worried it was an earthquake. Then I heard a giggling coming from the air, all around me. I ducked down. My heart was racing. The lights suddenly stabilized and I looked around.

“You heard that, right?” I said.

“H—Heard what?” Irene asked. I looked over at her and she looked confused—and lost, as if she didn’t know where she was. She looked down and saw that her breasts were out. She gasped and quickly pulled her tits back into her dress. Then she noticed the cream running down her legs, and her face turned white.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

Her eyes were glazed over. She looked worried and nervous. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“I have to go,” she said. She turned around and rushed out of the house, as if it was the last place on the planet she wanted to be. She didn’t even look back at the house as she got into her car and pulled away, racing down my long driveway. Now I was confused. Why was she acting so strangely? Why did she bail so suddenly? Did I offend her? She begged me to come in her, so I came in her.

Did she hear the giggling in the air? Did she just have her first real encounter with a ‘spirit’? Now, I was feeling more nervous than ever. My house scared away the crazy ghost hunter woman. How was I going to live comfortably in that home?

I couldn’t sell it. I bought it with cash: almost all of my savings. It sat on the market for years before I bought it, and, like my realtor said, if I wanted to sell it, it would probably sit on the market for many more years before another interested buyer came around. So I was stuck there: stuck with that old house and that horrible ghost.


CHAPTER III

I got really good at running down to the basement to flip off the power. There was a big switch on top of the panel, which controlled the power to the whole house, so I didn’t have to flip individual breakers. So whenever I needed to do any electrical work, I would run down, flip the big switch, and then I would run back up.

At night, I would hear the noises, but she wouldn’t come into my room. It seemed like she was just interested in minding her own business, as long as I left her alone in that basement. She even seemed fine with me turning the power on and off when I needed to.

But I wasn’t exactly sleeping like a baby, even two weeks after Irene had left. Every little noise still woke me up. And whenever those footsteps came up the stairs, I would hide under my covers like a foolish child. I was only getting a few hours of sleep each night. I wanted to get into the basement to do a few updates. I wanted to insulate the rim joist and install a wood burning stove, to keep the house warm through the winter. I called an HVAC company and asked if I could have an oil furnace installed upstairs in my living room. The guy thought I was absolutely insane. “Don’t you have a basement?” he asked.

“Yes, but I can’t do anything down there,” I said.

“Why not?” he asked.

I didn’t give him an answer. “It’s complicated,” I said. I didn’t know how to tell him that there was a ghost who didn’t like being disturbed.

So I called to have a wood burning unit installed in the corner of my living room. The installer came by to do measurements. “We’ll have to run a pipe out of the house,” he said. “And it’s pretty chilly in here now—I’m guessing these walls aren’t insulated. You’re going to end up burning a lot of wood.”

“I’ll get around to insulating,” I said.

“Can I check your attic? If your attic isn’t insulated, then this is basically a waste.” So I led him up to the attic opening. We used a broom stick to open the hatch, and he used his own ladder to get up. “Nothing,” he said. “All your warm air is just escaping through the roof. You should put some insulation up here: anything will help.”

So while he was installing the stove, I went to the hardware store and filled my truck with bags of insulation: as many as I could fit. When I got back, the guy was finishing up. He packed his tools into his truck. “How did it go?” I asked in the driveway. He looked at me slowly with a glazed over look.

“Enjoy your new stove,” he said after a strange moment of silence. And I assumed that he had some sort of encounter with the ghost. He got into his car and left. I checked out the stove in the house. It was a decent unit, but it wasn’t installed perfectly. It was clearly a rushed job, with the hole cut unevenly in the wall and the unit placed down awkwardly on the floor. I couldn’t blame the guy—I didn’t want to spent too much time in that house alone either.

I hauled the insulation up to the attic and spread it out as evenly as I could, hoping it would help—and I think it did. I got a fire started that evening, and the house felt a bit warmer, but I could feel the warm air seeping out of the house. And in the kitchen, I could feel a cold breeze coming up from the basement, sliding in from under that old door. I needed to get those basement windows replaced, and I needed to insulate down there. I just had no idea how I was going to do it with that ghost.

My bedroom was right above the wood stove, so it was warm in the bedroom. I felt much more comfortable as I slipped into bed. It was earlier than usual: only 11:00 PM. I rolled onto my side and closed my eyes, and then the feminine ghost whispered into my ear. “It’s hot in here. Do you like it hot?” she asked. I could feel her body behind me, radiating an unnatural warmth, making the back of my neck sweat.

I froze, and then I heard the giggling all around me. After a moment, I was able to flip over. There was nothing behind me. Why was she tormenting me? I hadn’t gone down into her basement. I’d tried my best to leave her alone. “W—What do you want from me?” I asked. I got no reply.

I sat up in my bed. “Please just leave me alone!” I called out. “I’m giving you your basement. I won’t bug you. You can have it. Can’t we just live peacefully together?”

There was no reply. I took a deep breath. Now, I wasn’t tired anymore. I no longer wanted to go to sleep. I bit down on the edge of my tongue and I squirmed in my seat.

It was a long, sleepless night. At first, it was terror keeping me awake. Then, that terror turned into frustration the more I thought about the ghost. She was wasting my time and making my life miserable—and for what? What did I do to her? Why did she think that she could just claim that house as her own? She wasn’t paying for it; she wasn’t even alive!

That frustration quickly turned into anger. I couldn’t stop thinking about how much I hated this girl. It simply wasn’t fair. And why was I so afraid of her? What could she really do to me? Maybe she could make spooky noises and breathe hot air down my neck—but so what? I could do a lot worse to her. Hell, I had insurance; I could burn the house to the ground and build a new house somewhere else on the property. I could completely destroy her precious house. So maybe I was the one who should be making the calls.

I dozed off for about an hour before the morning sun irked me awake. I groaned and flipped over and then I crawled out of bed to make a pot of coffee. While the coffee was brewing, I stared at the basement door. I still felt that lingering anger. The fear was almost completely gone; I was too frustrated to feel any fear.

I poured my coffee, took a sip, and then I walked up to the door. I opened it and looked down. I took another sip from my coffee. “I’m not scared of you,” I said. “And this isn’t your house. It’s my house. Consider this your eviction notice.” I will admit: my heart raced and fluttered. I felt a chill creep under my skin. What if I was making her angry? I had to stay strong. I had to bite my tongue and be a man. “I don’t know where you’re going to go, but you’re not staying here.”

The house groaned, as if on cue. I took another deep breath. “Sorry—not sorry,” I said, and then I went to close the door. I paused. Why should I close the door? It was my basement; why should I leave it closed off?

I went to the hardware store and bought a ton of foamboard insulation. “Insulating under siding?” the salesperson asked me.

“No,” I said. “I’m doing the basement.” I had a grin on my face as I said it—though I was a tiny bit terrified. But I wasn’t going to let fear control me any longer.

I took that insulation home. I knew it would be a few back-and-forth runs to get enough insulation (I could only fit so much in my truck). But I had enough to start: and enough to make a big difference. That basement door was still open. With two sheets of foamboard insulation under my arm, I marched down those stairs. My skin crawled. The hairs on my arms and legs stood upright. The sane part of my brain was begging me to turn around, and I was tempted to run a few times. Each little creak made me jump—but I didn’t back down. “I’m putting insulation in,” I said, announcing myself. “Feel free to rattle some chains on your way out the door.” I reached the bottom of the steps. I placed the insulation against the wall and then I flicked on the light. I looked around slowly, half-expecting something to be standing in the corner, staring at me. But I was alone.

So I got to work. I measured the space between the studs and then I used a knife to cut my boards. There were many little noises that made me want to turn around, but I pretended not to notice them. With sweaty, shaking hands, I put the first board in place. I secured it with some adhesive, and then I caulked the small gaps. It was the first of many, with about eighty left to go. So I did the next one, and then the next one. I had about twelve feet of wall covered now, and I was feeling pretty proud of myself. In fact, I was so proud that I decided to go and explore the basement a little bit. There were rooms I still hadn’t been inside of.

I went into the first room. I flicked on the light. It was a large, empty space with an old ping pong table pushed against the wall. The dust in the air made beams of sunlight through the space. I coughed as that dust entered my lungs. There was a door across the room. I walked to it. The floor groaned beneath my feet. A small drop of cold water fell onto the back of my neck, making me yelp. I looked up swiftly and saw a thick rusted pipe over my head. A small pin-sized hole had corroded into it. It would need replaced—and now, I was confident that I would get to that.

I went to the door and pulled it open. It scraped along the floor, only half on its hinges. I had to lift it slightly to get it opened enough for me to go into the next room.

I felt a strong heat, as if I was opening the oven door on Thanksgiving. I winced my face away, almost worried that my basement was on fire. Then I turned to look into the blackness of the room. I reached around for a switch, but found nothing. I moved along the wall, looking for a switch. Finally, I found it. Sadly, it didn’t work: either a wiring issue or a burnt bulb.

I dug into my pocket for my phone. I pulled it out. The brightness of the screen blinded me, making me wince again. I swiped down and pressed the flashlight icon. Then, I scanned around the room, trying to see what room I was in—and why it was so hot.

Then, my beam of light landed on a reddish figure in the corner. The light caught the glimmer of the figure’s eyes, making me pause. For a moment, I thought I was looking at an old mannequin, then there was movement: not in the figure’s body, but in its large wings. Those wings lifted up slightly, unfurling like a large bird trying to scare off a predator. That’s when I noticed the glistening lips, smirking as those gleaming eyes stared at me.

I knew I was seeing the ghost that had been tormenting me. Her figure matched her sensual voice: large breasts, hardly being contained by her tight leather top (that top covered her nipples and nothing else), bulging pussy, contained only by a thin leather strip. She had plump lips, smeared with dark red lipstick, and big eyes, surrounded by black eyeliner, black eye shadow, and black mascara (her lashes were impossibly long). But it was that reddish skin that made my heart fall deep into the pit of my stomach. I wasn’t looking at a ghost; I was looking at a demon of some sort.

I stumbled back. A whimper escaped my lips. I wanted to scream and cry, but the shock was too intense. I tried to take another step back, but I caught a loose floorboard and fell onto my ass. “No!” I screamed, expecting her to pounce on me and rip my ribcage right out from my chest. But she didn’t budge. She just sat in that corner, perched, like a demoness upon her throne. The heat in the room was intense.

She kept smiling, as if my horror was amusing. And while my fear was intense, I hadn’t forgotten how pissed off I was with her. I hadn’t forgotten how she scared everyone away from my house and kept me awake at night. “What are you doing in my house?” I said, deepening my voice as I demanded an answer.

Her eyes narrowed. “Your house? This is my house,” she said.

“I bought it. I paid a lot of money for this house. You—You’re not even real!”

“Did you build the house?” she asked with that seductive tone. Her sentence ended with a soft whimper, as if she had a vibrator buried in her snatch and she was on the verge of having an orgasm.

“No, but I’m fixing it up,” I said, standing up. My legs trembled, but that frustration was overriding my fear. “It’s mine. I don’t know who you are or why you’re here, but this is my house.”

“It’s not your house,” she said casually. “It didn’t belong to the person who sold it to you, and it didn’t belong to the person who sold it to her. The person who built this house gave it to me, so it’s my house.”

“Well, the deed has my name on it—so I’m sorry about that. But I’m planning on having guests here soon. I can’t have some demon living in my basement and scaring everyone at night—so you have to go. Sorry, but that’s just the way it is. My brother has two kids. They’re going to be here at Christmas—maybe New Years. You just have to go.”

She giggled, as if I was being funny. Her wings folded back up, making my bones cold. “You’re cute, Dave,” she said with a soft tone. “You’re a bit feistier than the last few people that have come through here. I like feisty boys.”

“Are you a demon?” I asked.

“Maybe. Why do you want to know?” She leaned forward, planting her chin onto the palm of her hand. She batted her long eyelashes and let out another small whimper.

“I’ll get a priest. I’ll have him flood this basement with holy water. I’ll have him perform an exorcism. You don’t want to stay here.”

“That sounds fun. We should do that,” she said.

My stomach turned. “I—I’ll burn the house to the ground. The insurance company will pay for me to make a new one, and I’ll make it on another part of the property,” I said, trying to make a threat stick. “Then what will you do?”

“I’ll move in with you and I’ll make your life hell until you leave,” she said with a small giggle. “Do you think I’m stuck in this house? You think I can’t open doors?”

“I don’t know what you can do—and I don’t care! This is my house whether you like it or not, and I’m going to live here. I’m going to fix it up, and there’s nothing you can do to stop me.”

She slapped her thighs with both of her hands and then she threw her head back, laughing. Her breasts jiggled in her tight, tiny top. “There’s plenty I can do to stop you, Dave,” she said. “The reality is, there’s nothing you can do to stop me.” She smiled, showing off her white teeth—and her sharp canine teeth.

“What do you want from me?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders and pouted her lips. “Who said I want anything?” she said.

“Well I’m assuming you want me to leave, right? You know that just means me selling the house to someone else, right? Is that what you want? You want me to just sell the house to someone else, and you can keep doing this until the house crumbles to the ground?”

“What do you want, Dave?” she asked.

“I want you to leave and go somewhere else—somewhere far away from here, so I can have a normal life.”

“Well that would cost you a lot more than I bet you’re willing to spend,” she said.

“What does that mean?” I asked.

“Well, this is my home. I like it here. So for me to leave, I would want at least your soul—maybe more. Some suffering would be nice: brain tumor. Let’s say five years of radiation and you’ll be fine in the end—plus I get your soul when you die. Maybe throw in an amputation of some sort—nothing huge, just a thumb would be fine. I think that could be a deal. What do you think? Five years of cancer, a thumb, and your soul when you die. That’s my offer, and I’ll leave the house and you’ll never hear from me again… until you die. Then you’ll be mine.”

“No,” I said. “That’s insane. You’re insane. What does that even mean? What would you do with my soul?”

“You might like being my soul,” she said, not answering my question. “You seem like the type. Though eternity is a long time, so I can’t promise it wouldn’t get old.”

“What are you talking about?” I said. Now, my fear was low. I felt strangely calm in her presence, even though I fully believed that she was some sort of demon. She was talking big, but I had a feeling that I could figure out some sort of deal, either with her or with a priest from a nearby church. I wasn’t going to give her my soul, whatever that really meant, and I wasn’t going to subject myself to any horrible illnesses—but I was going to get what I wanted.

“Do you want to make the deal or not?” she asked, leaning forward and widening her big, demon eyes.

“No—of course not. That’s crazy,” I said.

She leaned back into her seat. “Well then, why are you wasting my time right now?”

“Why are you so mean? I mean—I know you’re a demon and all, but what’s your deal? Do you get off on making people annoyed?”

“I get off on a lot of things,” she said with a big grin. “But I’m actually very nice. I am allowing you to live in my house, after all.”

“It’s not your house,” I said through clenched teeth.

“Are we having that argument again?” she asked, rolling her eyes.

I sighed and shook my head. “I’m going to insulate this basement. I’m done arguing with you.” I turned around and then I felt a wave of warmth as she stood up from her seat.

“No, you’re not,” she said.

I paused and turned slowly. “What do you mean, I’m not? This basement needs insulated, so I’m going to insulate it,” I said slowly, making myself very clear.

“It’s my basement and I don’t necessarily want it insulated,” she said, folding her arms and making that cute pouty face again.

“Too bad,” I said.

“I’ll happily rip all your insulation down as soon as you’re done,” she said. “It will all be a big waste of time.”

“Don’t,” I said.

“Then let’s make a deal. You get to insulate if I get something in return,” she said.

Now I was rolling my eyes. I was already done with her little games. “What?”

“Oral,” she said. “Get me off using your mouth, and you can insulate the basement.” She sat down in her chair and lifted up her legs, planting her heels down on her arm rests. She spread her knees and reached down to rub her plump pussy with her hand.

“You’re insane!” I said.

“No deal? Then no insulation,” she said. She had a big grin on her face.

“That’s not fair,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “That’s the deal. You’re welcome to argue all you want, but that’s the best deal you’re going to get. It’s actually a pretty good deal.”

I stood there, staring at her in disbelief. I couldn’t believe what she was saying. Then again, if she was real—and I could see that she was—then I had no idea what to believe. Maybe she really would rip out all of my insulation. Foamboard insulation wasn’t cheap. “Name something else,” I said.

“No,” she said, pouting like a stubborn pre-teen.

“C’mon,” I said. “I need to insulate this house before the weather turns.”

“Then you can perform oral sex,” she said, rolling her eyes.

I hesitated for a moment. At least she was cute for a demon. She had a curvy body and big tits. Her skin was smooth—albeit red—and she had long, soft hair. Maybe I wasn’t looking at her real body. Maybe this was just some form she was in, and she was actually some hideous monster. But I was tired of bickering with her, and I was tired of feeling like I wasn’t getting ahead. “I’m not going to get some weird demon STI am I?” I asked.

She gasped and narrowed her eyes. “What are you saying about me? Do I look dirty to you?”

“No—not at all. I just—I don’t know you. I’ve never, uh, met a demon before. I just want to renovate this house.”

“You won’t get a disease, Dave. Relax. You’ll be fine. Your tongue might get a bit sore—maybe your jaw, depending on how long you take.” She giggled.

“Fine, I’ll do it,” I said with a grudge. Now, I didn’t want to look her in the eyes. Instead, I looked at her body and felt a bit comforted by the fact that she was undoubtedly hot. She had an amazing figure. She could have been a top porn star with that body, or some famous model. “Let’s just get it over with.”

She waved me over with a finger and a grin on her face. She spread her legs wider for me, inviting me closer. And as I stepped closer, the temperature rose. I felt the heat radiating off of her demonic body. She straightened her spine and leaned back. Now, the bulge of her cunt was more obvious than ever.

I paused suddenly. “I get to insulate and replace the outlets, switches, and fixtures down here,” I said.

“No, no,” she said, waving her finger at me as if I was being a naughty boy. “That wasn’t the deal. We agreed on insulation. The deal’s been done. It can’t be changed now.”

“Or what?” I said.

“Want to find out?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. Then, the walls around us seemed to vanish. There was an incredible head, almost burning the hairs on my arms. “Ouch!” I yelped. Walls of flames started to rise up. I heard a deep thunderous boom, and a creature began to pull itself out from a hole in the far distance. The thing was the size of Godzilla, and it looked like a bull, jet black all over with huge horns and fire for eyes.

“Okay! Okay!” I said. “Just the insulation!”

And suddenly, we were back in that room. She laughed, rolling from side to side in her chair. Then she reassumed her position, legs spread wide, body leaned back. “Make it good,” she said.

She pointed at the ground, so I dropped down to my knees. Her thick red thighs closed in on my head, hugging me. She pulled me into her crotch, making me bury my nose into her panties. I felt her soft pussy pressing into my lips. I heard her giggling.

“Want me to take your panties off?” I asked.

She scoffed as if it was a stupid question—and maybe it was. “Have you ever given oral to a girl with her panties on, Dave?” Her tone was sexy, but condescending.

I leaned back and she pressed her thighs together for me. I took her panties and slipped them down, pulling them slowly down her long red legs. She pointed her toes as I pulled the panties over her feet. Then, with her panties off, she placed her feet down at my knees, thighs still pressed firmly together. I used both of my hands to pry her thighs apart, so I could see what I was working with—and it wasn’t at all what I was expecting.

I froze suddenly as her long meat dangled before me. “You—You’ve got a cock,” I said as a lump filled my throat.

“Didn’t I mention it?” she said with a playful chuckle.

“No. I’m not doing this. I’m not sucking your dick.”

“But you agreed to the deal. I never said anything about a pussy, Dave. You could have asked me what I had between my legs. Had I thought it mattered, I would have happily told you.”

“Well I’m not doing it,” I said.

“So the fire then?” she said. Then the walls started to evaporate again. My heart fell down into my stomach and my skin turned cold, even though there was an intense rush of heat that almost set me aflame.

“No!” I yelled. And the room became normal again. I turned my head back to the demon and saw that long snake hanging between her thighs. She wasn’t circumcised, and she was about six inches long, flaccid. “Why are you doing this to me?” I said, almost in tears.

“Because you agreed to it. I’m sorry my body offends you, Dave. I can’t help the way God made me.” She had a big smirk on her face. She was enjoying my torment. And how could I know that I could actually get her off? I agreed to get her off with my mouth, but what if I couldn’t? What if she made me suck until I died of dehydration? What if this was just her way of cruelly torturing me?

She slipped her fingers underneath her heavy shaft and she lifted it up. She jiggled it and giggled. “It won’t hurt you, Dave,” she said.

I didn’t have a choice. I made the stupid deal, and now I had to follow through. I didn’t want to get that glimpse of hell again. I didn’t want to find out what eternity was like in a sea of flames.

So I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I opened them and looked at that red slab of meat. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe she would come after a few minutes. Maybe I just had to do it, and then I could try to figure out a way to get her out of my house later.

I reached out and slipped my fingers around her warm girth. I could feel it throbbing. I couldn’t believe I was touching a demon. I clutched it and she moaned. I pulled back her foreskin gently, exposing her red tip. I groaned. “Suck it, honey,” she said.

I leaned forward slowly. My stomach turned. The heat was making me sweat. I took another deep breath, and then I opened my mouth. I let her long shaft slide onto my tongue. Once it was three inches down towards my throat, I closed my lips around it. I sucked and started bobbing my head. I heard her giggling. Then I felt her long, sharp nails slipping into my hair, teasing my scalp. I was scared she was going to cut into my head. It felt like she was gliding little blades along my skin. I was tense all over, regretting making this dumb deal. This wasn’t worth getting my basement insulated. I could never make another deal with the succubus. I could never ask her for anything again.

Now, I just had to get through this. And luckily, she was started to harden. Her shaft was starting to lengthen, throbbing more intensely. I felt her tip pressing against the roof of my mouth. I felt her widening, pushing against my lips, opening my mouth wider and wider. I felt her tongue push against the back of my throat, and I nearly gagged.

But it wasn’t gross, thankfully. Her cock didn’t taste bad and there weren’t any unpleasant smells. In fact, she smelled nice: like she was wearing expensive perfume. Her skin was smooth and well taken care of. And I was starting to kind of enjoy the feeling of her sharp fingertips caressing my scalp; there was a sereneness to it.

She was erect in my mouth. It was official: I was sucking a cock. Knowing it was a girl’s cock somehow made it feel better. But knowing it was a demon’s cock made it worse all over again. I wasn’t sure how to feel. I could feel her foreskin pulled back. I could feel her swollen tip throbbing. It was a minute later when a small wetness put a flavor in my mouth: a strange sweetness, that I assumed was pre-cum.

“That feels good, human,” she said with a soft moan. She was almost purring like cat. Her little moans were sexy. I looked up with my eyes and saw her grasping at her large, soft tits. She was squeezing them, and now they were out from her tight top. She grabbed her own perky nipples and pulled on them gently, leaning her head back and letting out a small roar, like a lion. It was a chilling reminder that I was engaging in a sexual act with a creature—not another human.

But the creature was hot. She was dripping with sex. Her curves were perfect and that smell was making me dizzy with desire. I sucked harder and bobbed my head faster. “Just like that,” she said, pushing down on my head to get more cock in my mouth. “Don’t stop, human. Suck my big cock. Suck the cum out of my big, red cock.” She purred again.

I felt her throbbing harder. I felt her shaft bloating. I knew she was going to come. I knew that I was close to the finish line.

Suddenly, she grabbed a handful of my hair on the top of my head. She pulled my head back, almost making me yelp with pain. She took her erection in her other hand and aimed her tip at the middle of my face. Then, without any warning, she came. She ejaculated all over my visage, spewing heavy, thick globs of semen all over my cheeks, lips, eyelids, forehead, nose, neck, and chest. She groaned ferociously as she emptied herself on me. A bit of that demonic cum ended up on my tongue, and the taste was peculiar: sweet, but also spicy.

She let out a deep sigh of relief as I looked up at her. She looked into my eyes, and for a moment, she looked surprised, as if I actually impressed her and she wasn’t expecting it. And I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. I didn’t want to think of myself as some sort of expert cock sucker. But at least the deal was done—at least on my end. I wasn’t going to spend eternity in a sea of flames.

Her expression changed suddenly. Now, she looked frustrated—and almost pissed off. She waved her hand at me. “Stand up,” she said. “Why are you just staying on your knees like some pathetic peasant?”

I stood up quickly. My heart skipped a beat.

“Get out of here. Get out of my sight. Go!” she waved me away. And now, I was afraid of her again, even though her cock and tits were out in the open and she seemed completely vulnerable. She had a growl in her voice, and now I knew—at least to a small degree—what she was capable of. I jumped up and ran out of the room. The door slammed shut behind me. I jumped, gasping. Then I noticed the walls. They were completely insulated. I froze suddenly. I looked up and noticed new light fixtures on the ceiling. The outlets had been swapped out with new ones. The switches were clean and fresh.

I remained frozen for a long moment, and then I darted to the stairs. Halfway up the stairs, I stopped. I looked back at that closed door. “Thanks,” I called out. I remained still for a moment, waiting for a reply that I didn’t get. Then I went back to the kitchen. This time, I closed the door behind me.

And that night, the house felt warmer and drier. It was quieter too; the demon didn’t leave her basement hideout. She didn’t make noises in the hallway. She didn’t come into my room and breathe down my neck. But I knew that she wasn’t gone.

I knew that she was still down there, lurking in the shadows.


CHAPTER IV

It was three weeks later when I had my first overnight visitor: my sister, Trish, who was driving across the country. She was going to stay with me for two or three days, to help break up her long trip, hauling a trailer. She was with her husband, who was in a terrible mood from the moment they pulled up. I could tell that they’d been doing a lot of fighting through their road trip, and I had a feeling that I was a part of that fight, seeing as detouring to my house added a few hours onto their already very long trip.

I wanted to warn them about the demon living in the basement, but I was afraid of sounding crazy. Since the demon allowed me to insulate the basement, I hadn’t heard much from her—or maybe I was just getting used to hearing her buzzing through the house at night. Maybe we were learning to live together. I stayed out of the basement, and she stayed out of my bedroom while I was sleeping.

Was she going to be angry that I was having visitors? Was she going to try to scare them off? Or was our growing mutual respect going to be enough to keep her at bay for a couple of days? I had no idea. I was terrified from the moment my sister and her husband walked through the door.

“So this is the new house, huh?” my sister asked.

“This is it. What do you think?” I asked.

“You made it sound way worse,” she said, looking around with an impressed look on her face. “It’s so big.”

“Well, I’ve put a lot of work into it,” I said, and it was true. Just a few days before her arrival, the new appliances arrived and I hauled the old ones off to the dump. I’d ripped out the kitchen counters and put in nice wood countertops, which I made myself using some maple boards that I got for a really good price. I’d painted all of the walls, coating over the old, filthy paint that was there before. I’d scraped most of the popcorn off of the ceilings and I’d put on a fresh coat of ceiling paint. The light fixtures were new, the outlets were new, the switches were new, the toilets were new, the sinks were new, the faucets were new, the cabinet hardware was new; it was well on its way to being a nice house.

“I’ll show you to the guest room,” I said. The guest room was right across the hallway from my own bedroom. I’d spent the last three days getting it nice. Admittedly, I was hoping to impress my sister, knowing that she thought I was making a huge mistake when I bought the house. Everyone thought I was making a huge mistake by buying the house. Maybe they were right, but I didn’t want them to know it—and they certainly weren’t right for the reasons they thought they were.

I’d sourced a nice queen-sized bed, which was in like-new condition. I’d put up wainscotting through the room. I’d fixed the old door and replaced the trim around the window, making it look relatively new. I’d sourced a nice, trendy rug, a couple of nightstands, and a couple of modern lamps. I’d landed out the lumps on the walls and filled the holes. I’d replaced the air vent covers, and scented candles had been burning on and off in the room for days, dealing with the musty smell that had previously permeated the space.

Trish looked around the room with a pleasant smile on her face. “It’s nice in here. Great view too,” she said, walking up to the window and looking out at the forest, which was across about ten acres of uncut grass.

“Thanks,” I said. “It’s not so bad.” I heard what sounded like footsteps down in the kitchen. I looked over at Trish’s husband, Forrest, checking to see if he was still with us—and he was. So who made the noise? The demon didn’t usually come up from the basement during the day.

“Something wrong?” Trish asked.

“What? No.” I wanted to ask them if they heard the noise, but neither of them seemed to have heard anything. Now, the house was silent. I cleared my throat. “So you’re welcome to use the bathroom across the hallway. The water in the shower takes a minute or two to warm up, and we have to keep showers short until I can afford a new septic tank. The one that’s there now is pretty small.”

“That’s fine,” Trish said, and her husband rolled his eyes.

“There any bars near here?” Forrest asked.

“Bars?” I said. “No—No bars close by. The closest one is in Avonport, which is about twenty-five minutes from here. There’s a closer one in the town up there, but it’s only open on Fridays and Saturdays.”

“Twenty-five minutes driving?” he said, sounding shocked and horrified.

“You don’t need a bar, Forrest,” said Trish.

“I’m just asking a question, Trish,” Forrest said through clenched teeth. The tension was awkward.

“Anyway,” I said. “You guys can make yourselves comfortable. I need to chop some wood for the fire, so I’ll just be outside.”

I left them alone. Before I reached the end of the stairs, I heard them fighting through the thin walls. “What the fuck else am I supposed to do here?” Forrest hushed at his wife.

“I don’t know, Forrest. Just relax? Maybe go fishing. There’s a river right there.”

“Fishing? I don’t have a fishing license for this fucking province,” he said. And it seemed like he was just wanting to fight and it didn’t matter what the fight was about. I decided not to stick around to listen.

I went out and started chopping wood. The wind was strong that afternoon, blowing my hat off of my head more than once. I broke a sweat after fifteen minutes. I already chopped more than I needed, but I decided to give my sister and her husband a bit more time to work out their little spat, so I chopped some more. I was grabbing a heavy log when I noticed a face in the basement window. I nearly screamed, dropping the axe and jumping back. Then I recognized that seductive grin. She had her arms crossed on the windowsill, with her chin resting on her wrist. Behind her, I could make out her tail, swaying from side to side like an entertained kitten.

She was watching me, grinning as if she had some nasty plan up her sleeve. She wasn’t saying anything: just watching. And in a way, it felt like a warning, like she was telling me that she was going to be spending the night tormenting my sister and her husband. I stood, frozen, staring at her. She wasn’t going away.

Then, the front door opened, making me jump again, nearly screaming. Trish came out and I tried to pull myself together.

“He’s such an asshole,” she groaned.

“Huh?” I said.

“Forrest. He’s such an asshole. I told him that he didn’t have to come on this trip if he didn’t want to, but he insisted on coming. And all he’s done this whole time is complained. His back hurts. We’re spending too much on gas. He’s missing his hockey games. The weather is colder than he thought it would be. Nothing is good enough.” She was venting, and I was hardly listening, trying to inch myself away from that basement window, so Trish wouldn’t notice the half-naked red demon smirking against the glass.

“Sorry to hear that,” I said.

“I just don’t get it. Why did he want to come along? Sure, I want to spend time with him, but not if he’s just going to bitch. And then he has the audacity to get pissed off when I don’t put out at night. Why would I put out? He’s not exactly being attractive. The thought of sleeping with him is—let’s just say, off-putting. He’s being a child. I married a fucking child.”

“Maybe you guys just need to let off some steam,” I said, inching further from that window. The succubus wasn’t moving away. Was she invisible to Trish, or was she just waiting to be seen? “There are some nice trails through the woods here. Go for a walk. And Forrest can fish in the river here if he wants. It’s technically tidal water—you don’t need a license as long as you aren’t keeping any endangered fish.”

Trish rolled her eyes. “He doesn’t even want to fish. He just wants to bitch.” She took a deep breath. Maybe I will go for a walk. Is it easy to get lost in there?”

“No. It’s pretty straight forward. That main trail there is a big loop. It takes about an hour to do the whole thing. It goes uphill, so if you do get lost, just go downhill and you’ll either end up here or on the road.”

Trish forced a smile on her frustrated face. “Thanks, Dave,” she said. “I’ll be back before dinnertime.”

I watched Trish as she walked towards the trail. Then, after a moment, I turned and looked back at the basement window. The demon winked at me, and then I could see her giggling, as if something was funny. Then, she backed away, sinking into the darkness, making my stomach churn. I hadn’t felt that dread in weeks.

I kept chopping wood, trying to think nothing of it. It was twenty minutes later when I heard a deep laugh coming from inside of the house. I paused, wondering why Forrest was suddenly in such a great mood.

I finished chopping the last few logs and then I went inside. Forrest was standing in the kitchen and he was facing a short, young woman. She was wearing a schoolgirl skirt (which was way too short for any school code) and a tight white blouse, which was just see-thru enough that I could see she wasn’t wearing a bra. I had no idea who she was or where she came from. Was she the neighbor I hadn’t yet met? If so, what was she doing here?

They both looked at me. Forrest’s face was dark red and he had a twisted smile on his face. “Oh, hey, Dave,” he said awkwardly.

“Hi,” I said. “Who’s this?” I looked at the girl.

The girl just stared at me with an innocent smile on her face. She didn’t answer, so Forrest spoke for her. “This is your, uh, neighbor,” he said. “She came here asking to borrow some sugar for a cake she’s baking. I was going to give her some. I hope you don’t mind.”

“That’s fine,” I said hesitantly. But I didn’t see any girls walking up to the house. I was cutting wood on the driveway, so how did she get in? Did he let her in through the back door? And if so, why did she cut across my overgrown field instead of simply walking down my driveway?

“Hi, Dave,” said the young woman.

“Hi,” I said again. “The, uh, sugar is just down there, in that cupboard. Help yourself. I’m just going to haul in some wood before these rain clouds come in.”

“No problem,” she said with a small wink. My heart trembled. Something was wrong.

I went outside and grabbed an armful of wood. Then, when I was hauling it inside to the stack next to the stove, I heard them talking. “You look a little bit like Brad Pitt,” the girl said to the guy. “I’m kind of in love with Brad Pitt.” And Forrest laughed deeply.

“Brad Pitt huh?”

“Yeah, you even have his arms. Can I feel your arms?”

Why was my young neighbor hitting on my sister’s husband? Why was Forrest going along with it? I went and brought in another armful of wood. They were still chatting: still flirting. I tried to ignore them, but now Forrest was telling the girl how pretty she was. She kept telling him that the girls at her school thought she was too short and her boobs weren’t big enough, and for some reason, Forrest felt the need to assure her that her boobs were perfect, and that her short stature was ‘ideal’. Ideal for what?

I brought in more wood and they were still going at it. “So, like, can you fix cars?” she asked.

Forrest laughed. “I hope so. I’m a mechanic by trade,” he said.

She gasped a fake impressed sound. “So can you, like, help me? My dad lets me use his car when I need it, but right now it’s not working. I can’t get the engine to start.”

“I can certainly take a look,” Forrest said. I looked over and saw that his face was dark red.

The girl clutched her hands together and swayed from side to side, looking cute and not-at-all-innocent. “My parents aren’t home right now,” she said.

“Oh, then we’d better wait until later then,” he said.

“No, now is the perfect time. I don’t think my daddy would like to see a man over with me.” She had a devilish grin on her face. And I knew that grin. I knew who the girl was.

My heart skipped a beat. The girl started towards the back door and Forrest followed her like a horny dog. He was going to fuck her—at least that’s what he thought. He was mad enough at my sister to actually do it too, out of spite. I couldn’t let him go. I couldn’t let him ruin his marriage over some pointless spat. I hopped into the kitchen. “Wait,” I said. They both turned to me.

“What is it, Dave?” Forrest asked, still red all over.

“Can I talk to her for a minute? I, uh, have a question about the neighborhood.” I forced a smile.

Forrest shrugged his shoulders. “I’ll just be outside waiting,” he said.

Then, the girl walked up to me, swaying from side to side with each step, hands clutched behind her back. “What is it, Dave?” she asked with her pouty voice.

“Don’t do this to him,” I said.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said with a childish grin.

“Quit playing games,” I said. “I know who you are and I know what you’re doing.”

She rolled her eyes. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said.

“You’re going to destroy them on purpose, aren’t you? Why? They didn’t do anything to you. They’re just staying here for a couple of nights. They won’t even be going into the basement.” I was trying to stay calm. I wanted her to think that I was being rational and not just getting worked up. I wanted her to know that I wasn’t trying to attack her—I was just trying to protect my family.

“I can do what I want. This is my house and I never said you could have guests here,” she said.

I bit down hard on my tongue, tempted to resurrect an old fight. It wasn’t her house and I couldn’t understand how she thought it was her house. But I knew what she was capable of and I wasn’t about to engage with her. “Just please don’t tear them apart like this,” I said.

“I’m not forcing him to fuck my little barely-legal pussy,” she said with a big, evil grin. “I’m giving him the choice. I can’t help it if he thinks I’m flirting with him.”

“You’re trying to seduce him!” I said.

“Says you,” she said. Suddenly, she was holding a lollipop. She put it through her lips and sucked. “Are we done here or can I go?”

“Leave them alone. I’m begging you,” I said. “Go tell him that you have to leave, then disappear.”

“And what do I get out of this deal?” she asked.

My heart fluttered. I felt sick. She was staring into my eyes with a terribly evil look. “What do you want?” I asked reluctantly.

“I want to fuck you,” she said.

“No,” I said.

She waved at me in a childish way. “Bye, Dave! I’ll see you later. I have a date with a mechanic.” She giggled and spun around. Her little skirt lifted up momentarily, exposing her young, young ass. That ass stayed firm as she bounced away.

“Stop!” I said. I just couldn’t stand the idea of my sister having to go through this pain. Maybe Forrest was a deadbeat. Maybe he’d cheated on her before. Maybe they didn’t belong together. Or maybe this was just a rough patch. I couldn’t control everything, but I could control this.

The demon disguised as a young woman turned to face me. “What is it, Dave?” she asked.

“Maybe I’ll do it,” I said. “But we have to be clear on a few details.”

“I’m fine with a few details,” she said, lighting up. Her eyes were wide and bright. “Go on.”

“It can’t hurt,” I said.

“I’m not agreeing to that. I don’t know how sensitive you are,” she said, rolling her eyes and waving her hand in the air.

“Fine,” I said. “But it can’t do damage. I’ve never… you know… put anything in there. I don’t want to be ripped apart. I need to be able to live my life normally afterwards—not with some implanted mesh bag inside of me—”

“I get it: I won’t fuck you to death. We’ll use lube. Is that it?” She stared into my eyes for a long, quiet moment.

“I—I guess so,” I said. I wanted to make the rules clearer for my own protection, but I was being put on the spot and my brain wasn’t functioning properly. I had to just agree before it was too late. “I just want to protect my sister. I don’t want her to be ruined like this.”

She smiled and giggled. “Okay, Dave. See you tonight,” she said. She turned around and skipped out the door. I went to the window and watched as she told Forrest that their little date was off. Then, she skipped off towards the woods, leaving Forrest standing with a perplexed look on his face.

The rest of the day went by slowly. I didn’t speak much at all. I couldn’t think of anything to say. I could only think of the ‘date’ that I had planned after everyone went to sleep. I was terrified that it would hurt. I’d never had a cock inside of me, never mind a very large demon cock. I wasn’t able to eat much of the dinner that Trish made, and she definitely noticed. She looked a bit offended, but she was too busy bickering with Forrest, who was now extra bitter because he was under the impression that I said something to his little piece of pussy, ending their little arrangement.

I cleaned the dishes while my sister and her husband gave each other silent treatment in the living room. Then, once I was finished, everyone went to bed. “I think I’m just tired from the long drive,” Trish said. I hated the tension in that room.

I was slow to go up to bed. I waited until the house was quiet and dark before I stood up from my chair. Then, I looked up at my bedroom door. I was terrified of what was going to happen, but I knew there was no backing out. I made the deal, and I had a good idea of what it meant to break that deal. The best thing I could do was get it over with. So I went up those stairs. I brushed my teeth, took a long shower, and then I crawled into bed, awaiting my fate. By the time I was in bed, my sister had stopped fighting with her husband. They were both asleep and silent. And hopefully that’s how they would stay, because I didn’t want them waking up to hear me fulfilling my end of my deal with the succubus.


CHAPTER V

It was the middle of the night when I woke up to the sound of the door creaking open. I didn’t hear the footsteps coming towards my bed, but I could feel them. The ground seemed to tremble strangely with each step, and then I felt a suddenly breeze as the blanket of my bed fluttered into the air and then settled back down. A warmth radiated against my back as my muscles tensed up. Then, I felt the sharp tips of pointed fingernails teasing the skin of my sides. It would have tickled if it wasn’t so chilling.

I took a deep breath, pretending to still be asleep, even though I knew it was no use. I knew she wouldn’t go away if she thought that I was asleep, and I knew it wasn’t going to make it go by any faster.

She leaned her face in and I felt her hot breath on the back of my neck. “I know you’re awake, Dave,” she said with a sexy whisper. Then I felt the tip of her tongue cruising slowly up the side of my neck, making me clench all over. I groaned. I took a deep breath.

“Just do it,” I managed to say.

“Give me a little bit of foreplay, Dave,” she said. She put her hand on my chest and pulled me until I rolled onto my back. Now, she was on top of me. Her wings were half-folded, and her tail was swaying from side to side like the tail of a curious cat. She grinned, showing off her sharp vampire-like teeth. “What’s wrong, Dave? Don’t you think I’m sexy?”

“I—I just want this to be done with. Just do it quickly,” I said.

“That’s not very much fun,” she said, pouting in a cute way.

“No one said anything about fun,” I said.

“Well I’m saying it has to be fun,” she said, smiling again. “That’s the new rule.”

“You can’t just make up new rules,” I said, tempted to really start fighting her. But I knew it was a mistake, especially with her on top of me, sitting on my lap, staring down at me with her sharp teeth. I had to be careful with what I said and how much I pushed back.

“I can do what I want,” she said.

I was silent. It was true: she could do whatever she wanted. I couldn’t throw her into some horrible hellfire, but that’s what she could do to me. It wasn’t fair, but it was the reality of my situation.

“Okay, fine,” I said.

“I like to start with some kissing,” she said. Then she leaned forward, parting her lips slightly. I was afraid of her sharp teeth cutting my lips or my tongue. I went stiff and her lips pressed against mine. I felt her large, soft breasts press against my chest. And I felt something else: her bulge against my abdomen. She put her hands on my shoulders and teased my skin with her claws. Then, her tongue penetrated my lips. I was reluctant to kiss back, but I didn’t want to offend her.

So we kissed. Her demon tongue slithered around in my mouth while her hands explored my body. I could feel her long shaft growing: pushing hot against my thigh as it slid up, getting ready to fill my ass. I was terrified, but there was also a strange tingling inside of me: a tinge of excitement. Maybe it was her demon voodoo. Maybe she was manipulating my brain somehow. And maybe that was for the best. If she wanted to hypnotize me into liking it, then the experience might be less dreadful—at least in the moment.

She took my wrist and pulled my hand down between us. I felt her cock with my hand, and I tried to resist touching it, but she was determined to get what she wanted. She curled my fingers around her cock and made me squeeze it. Then she took my hand and started pulling it up and down, forcing me to stroke her—and she didn’t let go until I was doing it on my own.

Her cock didn’t quite feel human. It was too big to be human: too long and too curved. The red color of her skin was the biggest giveaway, but there was something about her tip: so bulbous and defined. It was almost like one of those sticks you use to throw balls for dogs. I would certainly never look at those dog toys the same way ever again.

She took my legs and spread them out, almost painfully. I wasn’t as flexible as she wanted me to be. “Ouch!” I said, but she didn’t skip a beat. She dragged her hot tip down my inner thigh and over my ball sack, until her ball-shaped tip was pressed against my asshole. It felt wet: slicked with a thick goo. Was it lubricant, or something her demonic body naturally produced? It felt like slime.

“Shit,” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue. I couldn’t believe that I was doing this for my sister.

She used those pointed fingers to pry my ass cheeks apart. With a big grin on her face, she started to jam her cock into my ass. “Relax, Dave,” she said, almost hissing. That hissing turned into purring once her tip penetrated my hole.

I groaned, turning my head to the side and closing my eyes. When I opened my eyes again, her wings were out, stretching wide, intimidating me and making my heart feel cold. I stared into her glowing eyes. I looked down at her glistening breasts: massive and round, bulging out of her tight top.

She pushed deeper, making me gasp. I felt her thick demon veins throbbing, pulsing with her thick demon blood. It was uncomfortable; her cock was so hot—not quite burning, but hotter than a body part should be. I felt her thick goo—or slime, or whatever it was—gushing out the sides of my asshole as I stretched wide to accommodate her size.

It hurt a little bit, but not enough to cry or scream—just enough for me to clench my teeth together and groan. After a moment, I had to see it for myself: I had to see just what I was enduring, so I sat up on my elbows and I looked down. I grabbed my cock and ball sack with my hand so I could see beyond, and I instantly regretted looking. I was now staring at a long, veiny red shaft sinking into my butthole. It was an unnatural sight. Her cock seemed to get thicker as it got closer to the base. So every inch stretched me wider than the one before it.

And the throbbing! It was so intense. I could feel each beat: each pump, rippling through my butt as her tip pushed up into my stomach. I closed my eyes and let my head fall back onto my pillow. I remembered that she promised she wouldn’t leave me with permanent damage. Though she had no real reason to stick to that promise. She was a demon, after all. I’m sure it was in her nature to break promises. She did change the rules after making the deal…

“It’s too deep,” I groaned.

“You can take it,” she said with a smile in her voice. “Just a few more inches.” She pushed in further, almost making me scream out. I could feel her pushing towards my lungs. Was it even possible? How much was she stretching out my insides?

Finally, with another small push, she let out a deep sigh of relief. I felt her smooth pelvis press against my ass, and then she reveled in the moment as her cock throbbed inside of me. But the moment of stillness only lasted a few seconds. Then, the thrusting started. I tensed up all over, clutching the bed sheets. She wasn’t exactly going easy on me, not that I was expecting her to. She was thrusting with the full length of her cock, sliding in and out with perfect thrusts. She brought her tip to the rim of my asshole, and then she plunged down until her pelvis was against my ass.

I had to watch, in disbelief that my body was enduring it without much pain at all. I stood up on my elbows again and watched with parted lips and wide eyes as that long rod slid in and out. I could see her thick veins. I could see her enormous ball sack, slapping against my body. Her rod seemed to vary in thickness depending on how much was inside of my body. When she was all the way out, her rod was long and narrow. When she started plunging down, it got thicker and thicker until it was deep inside of my body.

I had to let my head fall back again. I closed my eyes and moaned deeply. I clutched the bed sheets and got swept away in the growing euphoria: it felt good. And with each thrust, it was feeling better and better. She was hitting a sweet spot inside of me, making my crotch pulse and my legs tingle I moaned louder. When I opened my eyes again, her tits had flopped out from her little top. Now, her giant breasts were bouncing and flopping in every direction. I reached up and squeezed them. Her nipples were big and hard—bigger than my big toes. She leaned forward and I didn’t hesitate before stuffing those big nipples into my mouth. I sucked.

The tingling grew stronger. I moaned again; this time louder. I was worried my guests would hear me, but I was no longer in control.

The demon growled, and then she pulled out of me. She flipped me over onto my stomach and then she pounced on top of me. A second later, her cock was back inside of me, plunging and thrusting and exploring me deeply.

She thrusted harder and harder, slapping her pelvis against my tush. Now, I felt completely vulnerable. My body was going numb, being taken over by pulses of hot euphoria. I felt like I was going to come. Then, it felt like I was coming, and that feeling didn’t stop. I moaned and clutched and clenched and bit down on my tongue. It felt like I was stuck in a perpetual orgasm, but I wasn’t actually coming. I ended up yelling out as she caressed my back with her demon fingers. She dragged her claws down the skin of my back until she had both her hands on my ass. She pried my butt cheeks apart and slipped a fingernail into my asshole with her cock.

Then, I gushed. Cum suddenly burst out from my cock. I gasped as it pooled beneath me, gushing and gushing. I’d never made such a mess in my life. It was all over my body and all over my bed.

The demon reached underneath me, pushing her fingers underneath my abdomen. She fingered the pool of cum and then she brought that substance to her lips. I heard her sucking it off, as if it was some sort of lifeblood she needed to survive.

She pulled out of me without warning, leaving me with a gaping back door. She flipped me over as if I weighed nothing, and then she held her long non-human cock in her fist, over my body. She squeezed, and then she unloaded. Her cum was black and thick. It streaked across my body in thick lines, and dribbled, hot, down my skin, onto my mattress. Shots hit my face, my chest, my stomach, my arms. She made a giant mess of my already-cum-slicked body. Then there was the sweat, all over my body and soaking my hair. Her natural lubricant was all over my body as well. It was hard to know which bodily fluid was which, and what belonged to who.

She used her clenched fist to squeeze out the last drop of black cum, then she climbed off of the bed and pulled her wings back in. She smiled at me and winked, now letting her erection bob freely in the air. She stuffed her boobs back into her tight top. “So that deal is done then,” she said. “It was nice doing business with you.”

I just stared at her, still in disbelief that she could exist—and I’d been dealing with her for a month. I watched her turn around. I watched her perfect butt cheeks bounce as she walked to the door in the tall heels that I didn’t even realize she was wearing.

Then, she went down the stairs and was gone, leaving me once again with that weird feeling of disbelief. I wasn’t even sure if the act had really happened. Had it not been for the thick black cum all over me, I would have been convinced it was a strange dream.


CHAPTER VI

It was almost like I woke up in a different reality. When I entered the kitchen, Trish and Forrest were both awake. They were sitting by the window, facing the view. Forrest was holding Trish’s hand and they were sipping steaming coffee together.

“Good night?” I asked with reservation.

They looked back at me, both smiling. “Great night. That bed was really comfortable,” said Forrest. He looked like a different person. Later that day, he went for a long walk with Trish. They came back giggling and holding hands, as if they’d just met the week before. They had sex upstairs later that afternoon. They thought they were being quiet, but they were far from quiet. My sister had one of the loudest orgasms I’d ever heard, and then they took a shower together. I was a bit disturbed, hearing my sister’s orgasm, but at least she was happy.

That night, Forrest sat down in the sitting room with Trish while I was getting ready for bed. I heard him confessing himself to her. “I slept with the new secretary at work,” he said. “Two years ago. It’s been eating me up.”

“I know,” Trish said. “I found out after it happened and I’ve never had the courage to confront you about it.”

“I hate myself for it. I’ve hated myself every day since then. I don’t want to hurt you anymore. I love you.”

“I love you too,” Trish said. Then they kissed and held each other softly. I was perplexed, and then I looked down the basement stairs to see the succubus, staring at me with a grin on her face. Did she fix their relationship? Was that a little bonus she threw into our deal, like how she insulated the whole basement for me when I asked for permission to insulate. She didn’t have to save me all of that work and money, but she did. And now, she went beyond our deal. I told her I wanted to protect my sister, and now, my sister had her husband back: the man she fell in love with so many years ago. All of his layers of bitterness were seemingly stripped away. Was it permanent? Was it just a reset? And how did the succubus do it? I knew that I would never know.

The next morning, Trish and Forrest took off for their next destination. The house was quiet again. I went back to fixing things up without any interference from the basement demon.

I tackled the sitting room next, sanding the yellowed varnish off of the old fireplace, nailing crown molding to the tops of the walls, replacing the old chipped up baseboards. Then, two days later, I got to the living room. I wanted to open it up to the kitchen. I’d been holding off on tearing down the wall, worried it would damage the floor, which I wasn’t ready to replace yet. Then, when I went to replace the baseboard, I noticed that the hardwood went underneath the wall. So I decided to pull out a piece of the wall, prepared to put it back in if necessary. I was shocked to see that the hardwood went underneath the wall. I didn’t have to patch in any flooring at all; it was in perfect condition.

So I tore the wall out and knocked out the studs. The light in the house was amazing: from one window on the east side of the house to the window on the west side of the house.

I was hauling the bits of drywall and old studs out to my truck when I noticed a piece of paper dangling from the debris. I slipped it out. It was torn from an old notebook, and it looked to be at least forty years old. The handwriting was hard to read—they didn’t put much effort into teaching us handwriting at school. I sat down on the edge of my truck bed and read the note.

“I put this wall up knowing that it would be torn down right away by the first person who buys this house,” the note said. “This note is a warning. There is a demon in this house. She lives in the basement. You might think that I’m crazy, but you need to leave. You will probably lose money, but money is just money. It’s not worth your life. She will kill you. She will swallow your soul after tormenting you to the brink of insanity. She’s a tricky beast. She will make you think that she’s harmless. She might try to be your friend. But she just wants your soul, and she wants you to suffer. Don’t play her games. Don’t play into her hand.”

I couldn’t believe what I was reading. I felt my hands beginning to tremble. Was the author of the note lying? Was he wrong? Or did I really need to get out of that house?

“She won’t leave the house. Don’t try to make her leave. The house belongs to her, no matter how it ended up in your hands. Just leave. Put it on the market, sell it for a dime, swallow your losses. It’s not worth your life. Get out of this house.”

And when I was carrying out the rest of the wall debris, I found the same note, written over and over. Whoever wrote those notes was really trying to get their message across. I was scared. My skin felt cold. I scrambled to get all of those notes out of that house, before the demon found one and thought that I was scheming and plotting. I got all of the debris into my truck and I fired up the engine. I rushed off to the dump, and I have to admit: I considered not returning. I didn’t want to die. I didn’t want my soul to be swallowed up. I didn’t want to be tortured to the brink of insanity. Maybe I needed to just sell the house. I didn’t have to sell it for dimes… Maybe I could get a quarter of what I paid for it back. I could move into a rental and start from scratch. At least I would have my life.

It was an hour and a half before I returned to the house from the landfill. I stared at the house from the street. It wasn’t really my house, and it never would be. I was coming to terms with that now: the succubus wasn’t going to leave, and the ‘deals’ wouldn’t end. Maybe she was being nice to me now, to keep me around—but I had a feeling that note was right: it was just a game. She wanted my soul. But she didn’t want me dead—not yet. If she wanted me dead, she would have killed me.

And what was I supposed to do? Was I supposed to call my realtor and tell her to list the house? I closed my eyes and slouched into my seat. I groaned.

Then I slipped out my phone and called my realtor. “Yeah, Angela? I hate to say that you were right, but the house is just too much work for me. I want to list it. Yep, really.” After I hung up the phone, I nearly cried.

Angela came over the next day. She came into the house and walked around. “I tried to tell you not to buy this place, Dave,” she said. Then she paused, seeing the kitchen, which was totally overhauled: new hardware, painted cabinets, new countertop, new appliances. “You’ve done a lot here. Wow.”

“Thanks,” I said. I really liked the kitchen and I was sad to let it go.

She walked into the living room. I hadn’t patched the walls yet, but the room was big and open and bright now. “This living room is amazing. People will die for a room this big, with a wood stove in the corner like that.”

“Thanks,” I said again.

Then she looked in the bathroom. She lingered for a moment and turned to me. “Okay, so maybe I’m confused,” she said. “Why do you want to list it?”

I stared at her for a long moment. “There’s still a lot to do, and I don’t think I can afford it.”

She stared blankly at me. “Like… what?” she said.

I had to think. “The windows,” I said. “And the insulation—and the front and back door.” It was all I could think of. “And the floors. I got a quote, and it’s a lot more than I was expecting.”

“Can’t you just save up for a few years? This place is livable like this. A thousand times more livable than it was when I last saw it.”

“I just want something new,” I said. “I want a newer build.”

“Can you afford one?” she asked.

“Just list the house,” I said, clenching my teeth. I didn’t want to argue. I just wanted to be free. I wanted to get away from that demon.

“O—Okay,” she said. “I bet you’ll get a pretty good return, to be honest.”

“Just take the first offer, whatever it is,” I said. “Better if it’s some foreign buyer, buying sight-unseen. You said people are doing a lot of that right now, right?”

“Sure…” she said, looking perplexed. “I’ll, uh, just grab my camera gear from the car and we’ll take some photos. It’s already nicely cleaned up in here… You sure you don’t want to patch the walls in the living room first? I think it would get you a better return.”

“No, just take the pictures and let’s list it. I will take two days to patch the walls. The next buyer can do that.”

She went out to her car to get her camera and tripod. I stayed in the house, feeling cold and awkward. I was going to miss the house. I put so much work into that place. It was so beautiful. And the view… I was never going to have a view like that again. I felt like I was letting such an amazing opportunity slip away—but I couldn’t live with a demon. I couldn’t give up my soul for a house.

I sat down on my couch. I stared at the fire burning in the stove. Then, there was a knock at the door. I looked over and saw Angela in the window. “Come on in,” I yelled. She tried to pull on the knob, but the door didn’t open.

“It’s locked!” she yelled, and I could barely hear her.

I went to open the door, but it wouldn’t open. The lock was flipped and the door wouldn’t budge. I tried turning the lock, but it was stuck. I yanked on it. “It’s stuck,” I called out. “Come around to the back.”

So we met at the back, but that door wouldn’t open either. I tried the windows, but they were all stuck: no amount of muscle would make the windows budge. I tried body slamming the back door, but it just wouldn’t budge, as if it was cemented in place and braced with steel rods.

“I’ll go grab my drill and I’ll take the door off the frame,” I called out.

My drill was upstairs. I went up to get it. I turned to go into my bedroom, and that’s when I saw her, sitting on my bed, holding my drill. Her tail waved from side to side. Her eyes were half-narrowed: an unimpressed look with puckered lips. “Moving?” she asked.

“Um, yeah,” I said. “Like you said, it’s your house, so I’ll let you have it.”

“What’s wrong?” she asked, looking curiously offended. “Don’t like living with me?”

“I just want to have a place of my own. Don’t take it personally. It’s my dream to own a house with some land, and I don’t feel like I have that here.” I didn’t want to tell her that I was really just afraid that she was buttering me up so she could eat me alive.

“I see how it is,” she said, looking away from me, still with that cutesy pouting face.

“It’s nothing personal,” I said. “It’s what you wanted, isn’t it?”

“Well you’re not giving me the house, are you?” she said. “You’re selling it to someone else, so now that person will think that it’s their house, and I have to go through all of this all over again.”

“I can’t just give you the house,” I said. “I spent my life savings on this house. I can’t buy another house without the money from this sale. And even if I did just keep the house and move out somewhere—with my parents or something—the county would eventually take the house and sell it at an auction.”

“Just say it: you don’t like living with me,” she said, sighing. “I’m not enough fun for you.”

“You’re great,” I said. “I like you. That’s why I want to give you the house.”

“Well if you think I’m so great, then just stay,” she said. And now I was remembering that note again. Was this her trying to manipulate me? Was this her way of keeping me close to her so that she could work on stealing my soul?

“Why do you want me to stay?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “You’re better than the last few people,” she said. “The last woman was so stubborn. She refused to leave, no matter what I did to her friends. She kept putting candles everywhere. The smell was horrible: strawberry candles next to lavender candles. I thought I was going to throw up. And she was so old—I couldn’t even wake her up in the middle of the night. And then the guy before her—he was the worst. He kept bringing priests over. They kept ruining everything with holy water—holy water on everything. There’s still water damage from all that holy water. And the guy before him tried shooting me with a gun more than once. A gun isn’t going to kill me—but it still hurt. I don’t like being shot.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said. I wasn’t sure whether or not to believe her.

“But you—I thought we had a good thing going, Dave. But I guess you didn’t think so.”

I stood quietly for a long moment, not sure what to say back. I was trying to figure out if she was manipulating me, or if her feelings were legitimate. “I want to have guests over,” I said. “I want to be able to make the house nice. And I want to keep my soul.”

She looked up at me. “Your soul?” she said. “What makes you think I’m going to take your soul?”

I shrugged my shoulders. Now, I was afraid she wasn’t going to let me out of the house without a fight. What would I have to give up to get away? And would she just torment my realtor and every potential buyer? Was I ever going to see any cash from the sale of that property? I was less concerned about the money and more concerned about my life.

“Okay, go ahead and leave,” she said. “You don’t need your drill. I’ll unlock the doors.” She rolled her eyes. Now, it looked like she was trying not to cry.

I stepped back towards the door. “Sorry,” I said. She didn’t answer. She just sat there, letting her long legs dangle off the side of the bed. I turned and went down the stairs. The doors were indeed unlocked, so I let Angela inside. “That was weird,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said. “I have no idea what that was about.”

Angela started taking photos. When she went to the basement, I was expecting her to scream, but she didn’t. She just took her photos and then came back upstairs. It took her two hours to get a photo of every room from every angle. I had a feeling she was going to look at her camera and see that the photos were all blurry, or were of the fiery depths of hell. But the photos were fine. The succubus wasn’t interfering.

I had no idea what to think. What was the demon up to? Was she really going to let me leave? Did I really want to leave?


CHAPTER VII

Angela had the property listed by the end of the day. We put it up for ten thousand more than I bought it for which was a steal, since I’d spent more than that updating it—not to mention all of the hours of work I’d put into it.

Within hours, we had bookings: potential buyers who wanted to see the place. The buyers wanted in fast, so they would get in before there was any competition. It was 11:00 PM when Angela called and said, “There’s a very serious buyer who wants to see the place right now, before the other couple comes in the morning. He’s tempted to put in an offer without seeing it in person.”

“Tell him to put in the offer,” I said. “I don’t want to show it right now.” I knew it would be had if he came at night, when the demon was her most active.

“He said he could be willing to pay two hundred over asking. He’s been looking for a place just like this for years,” Angela said. “Just let him see it. Imagine what you could do with an extra two-hundred thousand.”

It was hard to turn the offer down, but I had a terrible feeling it wasn’t going to go well.

“To be honest with you, Dave, I already told him he could see it. I’m on my way now and he’ll be there in an hour. Just tidy up as much as you can. He doesn’t even care if you’re in the house.”

I groaned.

“Just put on some pants. This guy is really serious. He wants your house.”

So I crawled out of bed. I put on some pants and a shirt, and then I tidied up the dishes on the counter in the kitchen. By the time I was done fixing the couch cushions, Angela was at my door. She looked tired, but excited. She rushed into the house once I opened the door. She had candles in her arms, and a music player. She started setting everything up. She rushed to her car and grabbed some flyers she had printed earlier that day.

Then, the headlights started coming down the long, dark driveway. It was a clear sky. The stars were burning overhead: a beautiful display of the Milky Way, with the odd shooting star streaking across the obsidian sky.

“Here he comes,” Angela said with a big breath. “This might be the most money you’ll make in your life. Two hundred thousand dollars in a month… That’s not a bad payout, if you ask me.”

“I don’t know about this,” I said. I looked at the man’s car. It was a slick black BMW.

“Why not? It’s perfect.”

He got out of his car. He was a younger man with slicked-back hair and a neat, dark suit. He looked tall and handsome: a man who spent a lot of his time in the gym, and a lot of his money on expensive fashion.

“He won’t know what to do here. It’s not exactly turn-key,” I said.

“He’ll figure it out,” Angela said.

“He won’t like it here,” I said. But really, I could tell that the succubus wasn’t going to like him. He looked stubborn. He looked rude. He looked mean. He looked like the kind of guy who would tear the house down as soon as he realized there was another presence with him. I knew the succubus loved that house. I knew it would break her heart to see it torn down.

“So here’s the deal,” Angela said, ignoring my previous comment. “He wanted to come in the morning, then I told him about the other couple that’s coming in the morning. He said he wants to be the first to see it, so he can get in the first offer. He’s willing to make a big offer if he likes the place, as long as we accept it before getting any other offers. We get clients like this from time to time.”

“O—Okay,” I said.

“What I’m saying is, if he likes it, he’ll make an offer tonight, and you need to be ready to accept it or it will be off the table in the morning. Understand?”

“I guess so,” I said. I felt like my head was spinning.

Angela rushed to the door and opened it for the client. He smiled and puffed out his chest. “You must be Angela,” he said with a deep voice. Where was his realtor?

“Come on in, Steven,” she said. “Come in an see your new home.”

Steven put his hands into his pockets and nodded his head. He looked around with bright eyes. “It’s amazing,” he said. “This is exactly what I’ve been looking for.”

I stood off to the side. I knew that it was unusual for homeowners to be present during showings, but it was late and I had nowhere else to go. Plus, I didn’t want to be gone when something happened: when the demon decided to play a game on the new potential buyer.

Steven waltzed through the house. “I love this living room. It’s so big and open. It’s perfect for parties.”

I knew the demon didn’t want parties. She liked her peace and quiet, like me.

Then he went into the kitchen. “I think I would open this up—keep the appliances, but knock out the walls. Maybe expose the basement. Have you seen those exposed basements? They’re really trendy right now: glass railing, wide stairway, dug-out windows… I like it. I love the potential.”

Angela’s eyes were glowing. “Well, we already have half a dozen people lined up to see the place. Everyone is seeing the potential,” she said, trying to get that sale.

But I didn’t want the guy to buy the house. I knew he was going to get into a fight with the demon. I was shocked she wasn’t already trying to scare him away. Maybe she was going to let him buy it so she could torture and kill him. Or maybe she was just saving the scares until the end of the tour.

We went upstairs and looked at the bedrooms. The man was once again impressed. “I love the big master bedroom. It’s perfect. I’ll put in new windows, maybe some new doors. I think I’ll put a couple extra bedrooms in the basement, for when I have all my work colleagues coming to stay. I think this place will double as a work retreat for my office. It’s got so much potential.”

“I wouldn’t do any work in the basement,” I said.

Then he turned to look at me strangely. “Is something wrong with it?” he asked.

Angela looked at me with a horrified look. Her eyes were wide, as if she was trying to stop me from saying anything else. I wanted out of that house, but I didn’t want to ruin things for the succubus in the basement. “It gets damp down there. There are splits in the foundation that let in a lot of moisture. If you put in drywall, it will get moldy and then the whole house will stink.”

The man kept staring at me. Angela looked like she was going to throw up.

Then, the man shrugged his shoulders. “My brother-in-law owns a foundation company. They can fix anything. I’ll get that fixed up—no problem. Let’s go down the basement. I want to see if the plan in my head will work.”

So we all went down. I was waiting for the succubus to strike. I was expecting the worse. But she didn’t show herself at all. The man sauntered through the basement and the lights didn’t even flicker. We went back upstairs and he admired the living room again. “It’s perfect,” he said. “It’s exactly what I’m looking for. I want to make an offer.”

“Just before you do,” Angela said, stepping forward with a big smile on her face. “Since you got here, we’ve had three more requests for showings. I know you mentioned that you didn’t want to end up competing with your offer. So for us to accept tonight, it will have to be a very strong offer.”

“I assure you it will be strong,” he said. He smiled and then he puffed his chest out again. Then, he announced his offer: two-hundred and fifty thousand over asking price. “I’ll put down a $50,000 deposit. I’ll want an inspection, but I can have that done this week. I’m expecting issues, but I won’t want anything fixed—I’ll get my people to handle that. That’s my offer,” he said. “You can’t possibly be expecting a better offer than that.”

“We’re not,” Angela said with bright eyes. She turned and looked at me, waiting for me to say ‘I’ll take it!’ but I wasn’t so sure. “Dave?” she said, nudging me.

“I need to think about it,” I said.

“Think about it?” the man said, shocked.

“I think he just means he wants to talk to me for a minute, in private.” She showed her teeth with a big smile.

“No problem,” the man said. “I’ll go make a phone call in my car. Give me ten minutes and I’ll be back. Oh—and I want a quick possession. This month would be great.”

“No problem,” Angela said.

Then, the man left, leaving me alone with my realtor. “What the hell is wrong with you?” she said. “Take the deal. Don’t be a fool. I’ve never seen an offer this good in my life.”

“I just… I don’t think he’s good for the house,” I said.

“Don’t talk nonsense. He wants the house, let him have it. He’s got a fortune. He can make this into a mansion if he wants to. Just put a smile on your face and take the deal.”

“I—I can’t do it,” I said.

Then, I saw the succubus behind Angela. She was sitting in the corner, watching me, waiting for me to make a decision. She was looking into my eyes.

“You have to take the deal, Dave. Don’t be crazy. This is going to be a big payout.”

“I can’t do it. I don’t want to sell it to him,” I said.

“You won’t get another offer like this. You’ll be lucky to get your asking price, even with all the viewings we have scheduled.”

“Then I won’t sell it,” I said. I saw the succubus perk up. Her eyes became wide. Her head tilted slightly to one side, confused.

“Why not? Take the money and buy a new farm—something updated, or another project. Don’t pass on this. It’s free money. I can find you a deal on another farm like this. Don’t worry about that. There are tons of beautiful farms in this area.”

“No. I want to stay. I’m sorry I wasted your time. Tell the guy to go home.”

The succubus gently bit her bottom lip, containing a beaming smile.

“Here’s what we’re going to do. I’m going to talk with the client for ten minutes. You’re going to go for a walk: get some fresh air. I know it’s dark, but you need fresh air. Maybe you’ve been inhaling paint fumes or something. Get some fresh air and then come back and we’ll talk about this seriously.”

“Fine,” I said, but I knew my mind wasn’t going to change. I left the house through the back door and I walked down towards the trail in the woods. It was dark, but I had the brilliant starlight to guide me. I didn’t go too far, just a few steps into the woods. That’s when I came face-to-face with the succubus. She was sitting up in the tree, letting her long legs and her long tail dangle down playfully.

“What changed your mind?” she asked.

“I haven’t made a decision yet,” I said. “I just—I know you wouldn’t like that guy. I figured I would spare you the headache.”

She jumped down from the tree gracefully, landing on her feet. Then she walked up to me, looking right into my eyes. “So you’re trying to be nice to me?” she said.

“Maybe,” I said. For the first time in her presence, I didn’t feel nervous. In fact, I had the strangest urge to kiss her, which I fought off.

“Well maybe I was being nice to you. Maybe I swayed the guy a little bit to make you a better offer,” she said, rolling her eyes in a cute way.

“There’s no way you want that guy buying the house,” I said.

“You’re right—I don’t,” she said. She folded her arms and looked out at the house. Her crossed forearms squished her big breasts down. “But I’m not going to like anyone—especially people with kids. I really don’t like kids. And we have rules against tormenting them, and parents get so protective… I can handle a stubborn businessman.”

“So you want me to take the deal?” I asked. I didn’t really want to leave the house.

She shrugged her shoulders. “You’re a free man. Do what you want.” She looked into my eyes, looking sad again.

“How’s about I make you a deal?” I said.

She perked up. “You want to make me a deal?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said. “Here’s the deal. I don’t sell the house. I leave the basement how it is—or however you want me to do it.”

“Okay. Go on,” she said.

“And when I have guests—which isn’t very often—do me a favor and don’t scare them… too much.”

She smiled. “That’s an okay deal,” she said.

I reached out my hand to shake on it. But she didn’t take my hand.

“I said it was an okay deal,” she said, putting her hands behind her back. When her hands were behind her back, her breasts bulged out, looking even bigger. “I didn’t say it was a deal I was going to take.”

I was perplexed all over again. “What do you want?” I asked. I couldn’t believe she was turning me down after what I’d done for her.

“If we’re going to be living together—and you’ll be in my house—then I’m going to need more from you. Once each week, I want you to suck me until I come. And once each month, I want to bend you over.”

My skin tingled with a sense of excitement. I cracked a grin.

“And maybe if you want to put your human thing into me every so often, I can make that happen,” she said, rolling her eyes playfully.

I laughed and then she smiled. I reached out my hand and we shook on it. Then she pointed at the house and said, “Better go send that guy away then so we can start working on this deal.” She winked at me, and then I bit my bottom lip. It probably wasn’t normal to be so excited to be fucked by a demon, but I couldn’t help myself. It felt good and I guess I had a bit of a crush on her. I rushed back to the house and told Angela that I didn’t want to take the offer. The guy tried offering another hundred thousand in a complete state of shock, and I turned it down.

He left angry and confused. Angela was possibly even angrier. She stormed off and nearly crashed her car racing off of my property. She would have made a few thousand dollars off of the deal, so I couldn’t blame her.

I felt bad for wasting everyone’s time, but that guilt was quickly brushed off when the excitement set in. The succubus was waiting for me in my bed, naked. Her large round breasts glistened, and her thick cock was already erect for me, curved up into her flat stomach as her tail waved from side to side.

I didn’t say anything as I crawled into bed with her. Her tail wrapped around me when I kissed her on the lips. Her wings pulled me into her body, wrapping me tight as her boobs squished against my chest. She gently thrusted her long cock against my abdomen while we kissed. I felt it getting more and more slippery as that natural lubricant oozed out of the pores on her cock. She was a strange, sexy creature. I knew we were going to have a lot of fun together.

First, I put my cock into her asshole. She moaned as I thrusted. She made me clutch her dick with my fist while I pumped her. She made me stroke her while we kissed. She let me come before flipping me over and mounting me from behind. She pressed that long, slithering cock into my body, and she pumped me until I was numb all over. Her red hands pinned down my arms at my sides, and at one point, she licked the length of my back and my neck with her warm, wet tongue.

Then, she filled me with her black semen. Her massive load: maybe a pint of cum, deep inside of my body. She pulled out and it spilled out of me in a less-than-flattering way, but she didn’t care and I didn’t care.

She turned over, pressing her winged back against my chest. Now, her wings were pulled in and discreet. I pulled her close into my body and held her firmly as we both dozed off. I was shocked that she didn’t disappear down to her basement hideout. She was even there in the morning, still snuggled up to me like an affectionate housecat. She made me suck her long cock until my mouth was full of her dark load, and then she disappeared for the day, leaving me with lots of time to think about what it all meant.

I had no idea what her true intentions were—and maybe I never would know. Maybe this was some sort of scheme to get me to sign my soul over to her. But if this was a taste of what it would be like, with my soul in her hands, then maybe that wasn’t so bad.

Or maybe she’d just been waiting hundreds of years for someone to love her the way I did.

THE END
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