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SUCCUBUS FARM

Benji hates his job as a farm hand, working six days a week, fourteen hours a day. He’s exhausted and he’s starting to regret his life decisions. Then, while cleaning out an old barn, he finds a book: SUMMONING DEMONS. It’s an ancient tome, filled with horrendous images and thousands of pages of strange incantations.

But there’s one page that catches Benji’s interest: instructions on how to summon a beautiful succubus who, when summoned, will grant the summoner three wishes. The only catch is that each wish needs to be sealed with some ‘adult time’ to please the demon, though it never said anything in the book about the succubus being an endowed futa.


CHAPTER I

When I took that farm hand gig, I really didn’t think it was going to be so… boring. I mean—the whole idea was to get out of the office, to get outside, to be doing something different every day. But after two weeks, the appeal was starting to drift away. Sure, I was doing different tasks every day, but somehow each task felt exactly the same as the one before it: feeding the cows, feeding the chickens, moving the animals into different pastures, cleaning barns, moving hay.

I guess the same can be said about any job. After enough time, anything can be boring. I’m sure famous movie stars get bored to death on movie sets. Even stunt men: I’m sure you can only run away from so many exploding cars before it starts to become tedious.

I thought that day was going to be different when the farmer handed me his old .22 rifle. “I need you to hunt and kill every single gopher out in the far field,” he said. “They’re getting into the crops and it’s getting annoying.”

I thought it would be like fun target practice, but after an hour, it was boring. And, to be quite honest, I was starting to feel awfully guilty every time I pulled the trigger and filled another magazine. That field was littered with dead gophers, as if I’d committed some sort of gopher genocide.

It wasn’t long before I found myself on my phone, mindlessly scrolling through Facebook posts that I’d already looked at the day before. There was nothing else to do. The remaining gophers were hiding and the farmer wanted me out there all day. The sun was beating down on me, sucking the moisture out of my body. I was trying to stay hydrated, but the water just passed through me, hardly being absorbed at all. So by noon, I had a headache on top of the boredom.

My plan was to work on that farm for a year, but now it was starting to seem like I wasn’t going to last a month. I was already starting to think of my old office job, selling staplers to other offices, one phone call at a time. Sure, it was a whole different level of tedious, sitting at a desk and making the same phone call over and over, but at least I was surrounded by people. I got to chat with coworkers—and most of them were girls. We took extra-long lunch breaks. We expensed our meals and drinks. Sometimes we would get drunk in the office. We only worked four-and-a-half days each week, but got paid a salary. We got ten paid sick days a year and could use them whenever we wanted—no doctor’s notes needed.

But I left that job to be a farm hand. Maybe it was a midlife crisis. Maybe I made a huge mistake. Maybe they would take me back at the office if I was nice enough with my email. No—I burned that bridge when I told the manager that she was “soul-crushing”. Maybe I should have used softer language. But I was so convinced that I belonged outside, doing manual labor. I was sure that I would love working with animals, getting sunshine on my skin. It never really occurred to me that chickens can be very mean, cows stink, and it actually poured rain just as often as the sun shined. Work had to get done when it was raining, so I quickly got used to being soaking wet.

I scanned that field, looking for signs of gophers. I tried to convince myself that I hadn’t made a huge mistake. It would just take some getting used to. I just had to remember the reasons why I left that office. Why did I leave that office?

My back—that was one reason. Sitting at a desk all day is the worst thing for a back. Though I suppose I could have asked my boss for a standing desk. There was a memo a year earlier saying that anyone who wanted one could have one if they asked. I should have asked. But it wasn’t just the back pain—that repetition was mind-numbing, making that same phone call over and over, going down an endless list of companies. Ninety-five percent of people hung up within seconds of picking up. That rejection hurt, strangely. It was hard not to take it personally. It was a lot like being told that you suck at your job.

But then there was the satisfaction of making a big sale, selling ten thousand units to a major office supply store. It was hard not to grin when the boss came up to give me a big pat on the back, and that grin would linger on my face all day. Little victories like that didn’t seem to exist on the farm. Nothing was ever done. You never finish milking a cow, really. You never really finishing feeding them, because they just need fed again later. It’s not like a chicken lays a golden egg every so often. It’s not like I was going to destroy the entire gopher population; they were going to breed and be back by the end of the season.

I tried not to get too discouraged. There was at least something special about being outside, even when it was raining. I guess it just felt more… real. In an office building, surrounded by fluorescent light, nothing ever seemed real. Those sales never really seemed consequential; it didn’t actually matter if I sold anything—not to me. My salary didn’t change. We didn’t get commission on our sales. At times, it seemed like a cruel experiment, being placed in some unchanging environment, being tasked with the same set of tasks every single day… Maybe someone was watching on hidden cameras, waiting to see how long it took for us to crack.

I cracked. I cracked in the worst way possible. I told off all of the managers and I even flipped off a few coworkers on the way out. I thought I had life figured out when I left that place, but now, as I stared out at that blank field, I realized the grass wasn’t so much greener on the other side. In fact, this grass was quite yellow, spattered with bits of red and pink and lots of guilt and regret.

Then it started to rain. It didn’t seem to matter how well I sinched my pants around my boots, water always found a way inside. Mud always soaked into my socks.

I groaned. Maybe it was time to quit. I could find another office job in another office. It wouldn’t be so bad. I could get used to the repetition. At least it would be dry. At least I wouldn’t break my back carrying heavy bales of hay from one barn to another. My God, sometimes it seemed like I was just carrying the same bale of hay back and forth, over and over. At least in an office, I wouldn’t cut myself while trying to sand the rust off of some old tractor.

Maybe I should have stayed in college and gotten that degree. My parents told me I would regret dropping out, but studying… well, it was just so tedious. But like I said: I was starting to realize that it was just that way in life, no matter what path you go down. Tattoo artists probably get sick of tattooing the same swallow every day. Screenwriters probably get sick of writing the same formulaic screenplays. Picasso probably got sick of drawing funny cube men after a while.

It was 1:00 PM when my walkie-talkie buzzed. “Benji, you there?” asked the farmer. “How’s the gopher situation looking?”

I pressed down that button before wiping the rain from my brow. “They’re all hiding now,” I said. “I probably got forty of them though.”

A part of me hoped that he would shout out with joy or give me some sort of verbal reward to let me know that I’d accomplished something, but that was never the case on that farm. It was just another finished task, and now it was onto the next thing. “I need you to clean out the old barn by the old house. We’re going to be moving the cows in there next week while we change out the rotten boards in the newer barn.”

“You want me to do that now?” I said, eyeing the time. I’d been working for eight hours already. I usually only worked ten hours before he sent me home. I was half-hoping he would relieve me when he made that call.

“Yep,” he said, and then that was the end of the communication.

I’d only been in that old barn once, the day I started working on that farm and the farmer was giving me a tour of the huge hundred-acre property. It was located on the far, far end of the property, almost a whole mile from the road. It was next to an old dwelling: the property’s original house, built in 1789. Both the house and the barn were long-abandoned and collapsing. I wasn’t sure it was safe to go inside—the barn in particular. The roof was slumping, being supported by beams that were almost rotted through entirely. That roof was going to collapse at any moment between now and ten years from now. There was a tiny possibility it would come down on my head—tiny, but enough of a possibility to make my heart race as I stepped into the place.

It was mess inside. The smell was just awful: a leak that had been falling on an old pile of construction hay, rotting slowly, turning to compost as rats made their little homes inside. The whole place smelled of rat feces and bird poo. As I took my second step in, a pack of pigeons took flight overhead, making me cower. Poo fell down, and some splattered on my body and face. I groaned.

Just how cleared out did the farmer want this place?

I started by pulled the old tractor pieces away from the boarded window, and then I pulled down the rotted board to let some sunshine in. The brightness made mice and rats scurry in every direction. Then I moved to the next boarded window and spent fifteen minutes hauling junk out so I could pull down the old board. More light poured in, lighting that space for the first time in a century. A crow cawed overhead, almost seeming like it was warning me: telling me to stop or it would do something bad. My heart fluttered again.

There was something about that barn that I just didn’t like. I wasn’t afraid of bugs or rats, but the barn was scary. There was an atmosphere in there: a strange dread, as if it was a place where some family was murdered. I felt like I was being watched by terrible things. But it was totally quiet, save for the occasional groan of an old beam.

At one point, that feeling of being watched was so overwhelming that I called out, “Who’s there?” I waited a whole minute for an answer, but nothing answered. The place was empty. It was a giant storage room for junk: old, useless junk that needed to be hauled off to the landfill. Though, in a way, the barn was its own landfill. Eventually, that roof would collapse on top of the garbage. The wood would decompose and organisms would break everything down. The metal would rust away. There wasn’t much plastic in there; plastic didn’t exist when the thing was filled. One day, that barn would just be a hill at the back of a field and nobody would even know there was ever anything there.

I found a wheelbarrow with a wooden wheel. It was in decent shape, so I started filling it with junk, hauling crap out one load at a time. There was a ditch next to the barn, which was nice and deep and already filled with junk: that’s where I dumped every load.

After two hours, I had about fifty square feet cleared out—enough for one or two cows at most. I had a feeling that this was going to be my life for the next week, hauling junk and stepping over dead rats for ten or twelve hours a day.

I started thinking again about that office job. Now, I was thinking of the pretty girls who worked in the office. Kate worked in the cubicle next to me. She had long blonde hair and she wore big, fake eyelashes that were so over-the-top, they would weigh her eyelids down slightly, giving her a lethargic sort of look as she typed email after email. She was a good saleswoman because she had that sexy voice. She always sounded like she was flirting with the customers. Nobody ever hung up on her. Hell, they were probably just letting her talk while they pumped their dicks under their desks. She would wear these tight tops that would squeeze her big, chubby tits. She always wore red. I’m pretty sure those tops were against the dress code, but nobody cared. She was definitely working towards a promotion.

And then there was Amanda who worked on the other end of the office. Every guy wanted to fuck Amanda’s brains out, and I’m pretty sure Amanda wanted every guy to fuck her brains out. She would wear these short skirts which I’m sure were from a lingerie store. She was always bending over, pretending like she didn’t know I was behind her, showing off her lacy red panties. She had a tattoo on her right butt cheek that said ‘heartbreaker’, and she must have put on lip gloss forty times every day, smearing her fake lips. She got blackout drunk at a Christmas party one year and she gave me a handjob in the coat closet. She passed out five minutes later, and I’m pretty sure she didn’t remember doing it; I never reminded her.

Maybe that’s really what I was missing now. Maybe that farm job wouldn’t have been so bad if I wasn’t so lonely. It was nice to have people around. Even the guys: sure, some of them were ‘bros’ who liked to exaggerate their stories of fucking girls on the weekends. I never believed a word. “This hot eighteen-year-old got all of her friends together, and they all took turns sucking me,” said Tony. “They called it practice. I was happy to help. I probably came four times.” I don’t think it’s possible to come four times in one night, but I guess I could be wrong…

The last window was blocked by a stack of old wooden crates. The crates were in surprisingly great condition, hardly touched by the termites and rot in that barn. I tried to move one, but it must have weighed a thousand pounds. I grunted, trying to fight it onto a dolly. I thought about leaving it, but I really wanted to open up that last window to light up that back end of the barn. So I found an old rusty crowbar and popped the top of the crate off. I peered inside and saw a huge stack of ancient books.

I’d never seen books so old. They were older than the 1700s. Hell, some of them looked like the Dead Sea Scrolls, the paper was so old and fragile. I lifted out one book carefully and looked at the raw cover, which looked like it wasn’t made from cow hide, but maybe something more… human.

I held the book away from me, grossed out by the idea that had just fluttered through my mind. There was no way the book was made from human skin. That was just a gross, silly idea.

I had to pull books out from the crate, tossing them into my wheelbarrow. I figured the books were worth something, so I hauled them over to the old house instead of the ditch. I made a big pile by the front door, where they would be safe until it was time to haul them back into the barn.

I did this for the next thirty minutes, until I came upon a very strange book. It was massive, bigger than an old encyclopedia. I wiped the dust off of the cover and then my eyes grew wide when I read the title:

SUMMONING DEMONS


CHAPTER II

I took the book and sat down. I needed a break anyway. In fact, it was probably close to finishing time; I was just waiting for the farmer to buzz me and tell me that I could go home. I wiped the rain and sweat from my forehead and I carefully peeled the cover open.

The pages were thick, made from paper that was even thicker than the kind of paper artists paint on. On that first page was a detailed drawing of a group of men and women burning in a pit of fire, surrounded by laughing demons. “Jesus,” I whispered. It was definitely hand-drawn artwork, though it wasn’t signed. “This must be worth something.” I couldn’t help but think of all of those millennial women with the black lipstick who spent their life savings on crystals and tarot cards. I’m sure they would be willing to pay at least a thousand bucks for this book.

It was filled to the brim with original drawings, and they were amazingly well done. This was possibly someone’s life work, compiled into a one-of-a-kind book. This wasn’t a print. It wasn’t made in a printing press. The pages with writing were done with a quill and ink: beautiful calligraphy, but just flawed enough to know that it wasn’t done with a machine—even an antique machine hundreds of years ago.

I kept flipping through the pages. I was particularly blown away by the images of the demons that could supposedly be summoned. They were scary creatures, with big sharp teeth, tusks, horns, lots of eyes, no eyes, multiple mouths, tentacles. These pictures would have made HP Lovecraft shiver in his boots. “Damn,” I said. And I wondered if I was possibly holding something that was worth much, much more than a thousand bucks on eBay. Maybe this thing was priceless, belonging in some sort of museum.

I kept flipping pages until I came to a page that took me by surprise. It was a picture of a winged woman, but she didn’t really look like a demon. Sure, she had little horns and she had those big gothic wings. But she was hot—even by today’s standards. She had flirty eyes and big tits. She had puffy lips and high cheekbones, and a waistline like a Coke can. “Damn,” I said. I flipped the page and saw that she had a name, a very modern name: Erica.

‘Demon Erica, a succubus, cometh from the second circle of hell,’ the book explained. Some of the language in the book was tricky to read. It was an outdated form of English, like trying to make sense of Shakespeare. I did my best to read through her bio, and I laughed a little bit at one point, thinking that it almost sounded like a girl’s Tinder page. It almost seemed like the book was trying to sell me on her, telling me all of the wonderful things she could do for me. ‘Three wishes will be granted upon the summoner when Erica comes upon this earth.’

“So she’s like a genie,” I said to myself. “A sexy demon genie.”

‘Do not summon Erica if thine summoning experience is inadequate,’ it said. It was an interesting form of fiction—kind of like a very old LARP. I guess people liked goofing around back in the day just like today. Maybe things really weren’t so different. ‘A wish’s submission is to be sealed through fornication, at the succubus’ discretion.’ I blushed at the thought of fucking a demon in order to have a wish granted.

I kept flipping through the pages, though I didn’t come across any demons as intriguing as Erica. I found one that could apparently summon a whole army of demon soldiers to fight a battle, but the book claimed you had to sacrifice your soul to an eternity of horrible torture as part of the deal. It didn’t seem like a great deal, in my opinion. At least with Erica, you just had to fuck her. Though maybe her pussy was filled with sharp teeth; she was a demon, after all.

I closed the book, laughing and shaking my head. I put it aside. My plan was to take it home. Maybe that was considered theft, but I just considered it a bonus. I didn’t make a ton of money working on that farm. The farmer paid me what he could, but it hardly covered my bills. I made more working in the office. And that book had been stashed away for at least a hundred years; I had a feeling the farmer wouldn’t notice it missing.

I grabbed my walkie-talkie. “I’ve been going for twelve hours,” I said. “Any chance I can go home now?”

“You get that barn cleared out?” he asked.

“Some of it.”

“Alright,” he said. “Take off. See you at six.”

I groaned. Six didn’t seem so far away. I looked at that book. How was I going to get it to my car without the farmer noticing? I knew he wouldn’t be okay with me taking the book; he once scolded me for ‘trying to take off with his hay’, which was just me getting into my car with a bunch of hay stuck to my boots. He kept a tight ship, so to speak, and I didn’t want to get on his bad end again. It was easier to just to everything he told me to do, asking no questions—not even, ‘Can I have this old book that’s been collecting dust for possibly three-hundred years?’

But how was I going to get the book home? I stepped out from the barn and then paused. My car was there, parked right in front of the barn, with the trunk open. I stared at it for a moment. I hadn’t heard it driving up. “You drive my car over here for me?” I asked on the walkie-talkie.

“No,” he said.

“How did it get here?”

“I don’t know,” he said.

A chill ran down my spine. I knew I didn’t bring my car there. I didn’t like driving down that little dirt path because there were nails scattered about and I didn’t want to have to buy another set of tires. I must have stood there for five minutes as that horrible sensation washed over me. “I’m sure there’s an explanation,” I whispered to myself. There must have been an explanation. Cars don’t just teleport.

But it was convenient. I was able to haul that big, heavy book into my trunk, far from the farmer, so I wouldn’t be caught. Then I got behind the wheel and drove over to the main house to finish up my shift. “How did it go down there?” the farmer asked me when he came in and washed off his hands.

“There’s a lot of cool stuff in that old barn,” I said.

“Like what?” he asked, suddenly pausing and looking at me with a narrow-eyed look, as if he was already catching on that I’d taken something that didn’t belong to me.

“I don’t know,” I said. “Lots of stuff. Old tractor pieces, antique farm tools. I saw some old dusty artwork. There are crates of old books…”

“Well don’t ruin any of it,” he said. “I’ve been meaning to get an appraiser out here to look at it.” But I knew he was full of it. I could tell by that bright gleam in his eyes that he had no idea those old buildings had anything valuable in them. They hadn’t been touched in decades. Nobody had stepped more than five feet into the old structures since the advent of electricity—not even the farmer who owned them.

“I’m sure you could get at least a few bucks for some of that stuff,” I said, biting my tongue as I tried to keep my straightest poker face. I couldn’t let him know that I stole something—though I wouldn’t even say I stole it. Maybe I wouldn’t keep it. Maybe I just wanted to take it home and read it. I mean—if it really was worth millions of dollars, I probably wouldn’t keep it, and I probably wouldn’t sell it. I don’t think I could have that on my conscience… because it kind of did feel like I was stealing it.

But I was intrigued, and I felt like the farmer owed me a little bit more than I was getting. Actually, I felt like he owed me a whole lot more than I was getting; he was always paying me for ten hours when I worked eleven, asking me to work in the pouring rain for the same amount of money a junior manager makes at McDonalds. The least he could do was let me have an old book that he wasn’t even aware of.

“Well don’t ruin any of it,” he said again. “I’m actually heading down there now. Where have you been putting everything?”

“I’ve been moving things that seem valuable into the old house. The trash has all been going into that trash heap.”

“Don’t put anything in the trash heap!” he snapped suddenly. “You aren’t an appraiser. You don’t know what’s valuable and what’s not.”

It was hard not to roll my eyes. This was all crap that he didn’t even know he had—but it was his crap, and I was his employee, so I had to at least act respectful. “Yes sir,” I said. “I’ll make sure it all goes into the old house.”

But there wasn’t enough room in that old house for all of it. I could pack the old house full—so full that nobody would ever be able to step inside of it—but that would still leave a good dumpster worth of stuff to be dealt with.

I took a breath. Whatever. I would do what he wanted me to do. It was his money. If he wanted me to spend five days packing that old house to the brim, then that’s what he would get. “I’m taking off,” I said.

“See you tomorrow,” he grunted without looking at me. “I need you here a bit earlier to pick weeds out in pasture-five. Going to plant some peas.”

I tried not to groan. I didn’t mind picking weeds. I didn’t mind showing up early. But the thought of sitting out in a field, alone, just seemed to horribly tedious. I was getting so tired of being alone, all the time. When I took that job, I assumed that I’d be working with the farmer—at least some of the time. It’s not like I loved his company, but a human does need company. A man can’t just be alone day after day after day. Even in nature, even in meditation. Sure, there are times when being alone is peaceful, but after a certain amount of time, peace turns into the feeling of confinement. That wasn’t ever a problem at the office. Sure, the office had issues, but there was never the mental torture of desolate loneliness.

It didn’t help that I was alone in the romantic sense. I didn’t have a wife. I didn’t have a girlfriend. It had been months since I even had a fling. So I was leaving that lonely farm for a lonely apartment. I was going to spend the night in my bed alone, and then I was going to wake up alone. I would get ready for work alone and then I would drive, alone, to that farm, where I would work alone for another ten or twelve hours, just to do it all again.

Loneliness like that gets to a person. It chips away at one’s mind. It’s not like I wanted to be alone; those were just the circumstances that I was facing. I didn’t have time to date. I was working six days a week. I lived almost an hour from the farm, so between work and the commute, I didn’t have any spare waking hours. I tried downloading the Tinder app, and I matched with a few girls, but I never actually went on any dates; schedules never lined up. Girls want guys who have time for them.

When I got home that evening, I was overwhelmed by a pulse of exhaustion. I thought of skipping dinner and going straight to my bed. I even thought about skipping the shower, knowing that it was more-or-less pointless, knowing I was just going to be back in that dirty old barn in the morning (after spending a few hours in a muddy field). But I knew I needed to eat. I knew I needed to shower. So I sacrificed some time to do both. I even cleaned up my dishes before migrating over to my bedroom. But before I got into my bed, I noticed something out my bedroom window: the trunk of my car was open.

Did someone break into my car? Did they steal that book? I quickly rushed outside to make sure my whole car hadn’t been ransacked. But the car was fine. The change was still in the middle console. The book was still in the trunk. The windows were intact and the stereo hadn’t been plucked from the dashboard. I let out a sigh of relief. Maybe I just left the trunk open when I drove home and I didn’t notice.

I brought the book inside and grunted as I set the heavy tome down on my coffee table. Then I stared at it for a long moment, reading that title over and over:

SUMMONING DEMONS


CHAPTER III

I flipped through the pages again. I knew I needed to get to sleep (even though it was only 8:00 PM). I knew that I needed to get at least six hours if I was going to make it through another long day of manual labor. But that book had me so curious. I couldn’t help but wonder if people actually believed in this stuff, back when the book was written.

Because someone really did put thousands of hours into crafting the tome. Each page was drawn by hand, and there were hundreds of pages. The calligraphy alone was worth some sort of award. Those drawn pages could have filled a museum. And the content—the depictions and descriptions—could have filled horror novels and inspired horror movies that would have Stephen King cowering under his bedsheets.

I found that Erica page again. I stared at her curvy body. The drawing was amazingly realistic. Her breasts were so round and plump and perky. The grin on her face was so mesmerizing.

My gaze drifted over to the text. “Real aloud thrice to summon Erica,” it said. The next part wasn’t in English. I think it was Latin, but I knew nothing about Latin to confirm that. It was a long paragraph. I looked at her picture again. My heart started racing as I entertained the idea of reading the passage aloud.

It’s not like I believed in it, but those nerves were there nonetheless—like going into your bathroom at 2:00 AM, staring at the mirror, and trying to say ‘Bloody Mary’ three times. You know Bloody Mary isn’t going to show up, but that doesn’t make it any less scary.

I started reading, at first with a grin on my face. I tried my best to keep my voice down, so my neighbors wouldn’t think that I’d lost my mind completely. I had to take it slow, since the words were all foreign to me. I stopped at one point to clear my throat, and I wondered if that meant that I needed to restart. Then I kept going. By the end of that first read through, I was starting to lose interest. My excitement was waning. The thought of reading through two more times just seemed… tedious. I wasn’t going to do it, and then the lights in my apartment started flickering. The television turned on for a moment. The screen flickered. The volume went up and down. The curtains in the room blew, even though the windows were closed. Then everything calmed down again.

“Whoa,” I whispered. I looked around, trying to see if one of my windows was open a crack, but they were all closed. I went to check the breaker panel, but everything was flipped properly. A chill ran down my spine. I looked back at that antique book. Did that weird moment have something to do with the reading of the Latin paragraph?

I went back to the book and stared at it. I swear that picture of Erica was different than when I previously looked at it. Her grin almost seemed… bigger. Her eyes seemed more… mischievous. No—that was impossible. Pictures don’t just change. I was just… tired. Yeah, that’s it. It was just a sort of tired hallucination. Maybe I was misremembering how she looked. It’s not like I sat there for hours committing that image to memory.

I looked back at that Latin phrase. My heart raced, but I wanted to try it again. I guess I was a little bit addicted to the thrill of it, so I started reading. This time I was a bit more comfortable with all of the strange words. It only took a couple of minutes to make it through the whole passage.

The same thing happened: lights flickered; curtains waved in a non-existent wind. My television turned on and flipped through fifteen channels before turning off suddenly. I cowered into my couch and covered my face like a frightened toddler. My heart was pounding ferociously fast now. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. Maybe there was actually something to this occult stuff and I didn’t need to be messing with it. I once heard a story about David Bowie going over to visit Jimmy Page, who was into some weird occult magic stuff. David Bowie said that he saw something so terrifying, he refused to ever go into more detail. I don’t know if those old stories have any truth to them, or if they were just made up for the sake of publicity—but now, I wasn’t so sure I wanted to find out. I didn’t want to unleash something that was beyond my comprehension—and beyond my abilities. I wasn’t looking to get hurt, or to have my soul torn to shreds by some sort of demon woman who had been trapped in some book for hundreds—or thousands—of years.

But still, I found myself reading the passage again. Maybe it was the excitement of it all. Maybe it was the curiosity. Or maybe… maybe I just wanted something from life that life just wasn’t giving me. I dreaded the thought of going back to the farm. I dreaded the idea of being alone for another long, tedious day. I couldn’t just keep on doing the same thing, day after day after day. I needed something to change. I needed life to throw me some sort of curve ball.

When I finished that passage… nothing happened.

The curtains didn’t blow around. The television didn’t magically turn on. The electricity didn’t flicker. Nothing happened at all. My heart finally began to relax. I let my shoulders drop down and I let out a soft sigh. Maybe I wouldn’t get that shake-up that I was hoping for, but maybe that was for the best.

I stood up. I stretched out my arms. I gave that nervous tingling a moment to settle. Then, I went to my bedroom so that I could fall onto my bed, close my eyes, and pass out until my 3:30 AM alarm went off and made me completely miserable for another day. But I didn’t quite make it to my bed. I was two steps into my bedroom when I saw the woman sprawled out on my bed, laying in that vixen pose with her head propped up onto the palm of her hand, and her other hand on her hip, fingers gently caressing her thigh.

I screamed and jumped back. I hit the back of my head against the doorframe, but the pain wasn’t enough to break the shock of the sight—and I hadn’t even noticed her large wings yet. “Who are you!?” I shouted. “Why are you in my room!? Get out of here!”

“You invited me, Benji,” she said, giggling. She brought one of her fingers to her lips, showing off her long, sharp fingernails, which were more like talons than fingernails.

“You—You’re the demon,” I gasped, feeling the wall behind me as I inched towards the door. I was ready to bolt for the exit. I was ready to leave my apartment, get into my car, and never return.

“Why are you so flustered?” she asked with a big grin. “You literally followed the directions to summon me. It’s not like you coughed out all of that Latin by accident. Quit acting so hard done by.”

“You aren’t real,” I said, shaking my head. The shock wasn’t wearing off; it was just getting stronger and stronger and stronger. My muscles were starting to tense up. My jaw was starting to lock. My hands were trembling. Sweat was starting to trickle down my spine.

I don’t think it was the fact that I was looking at a demon that was making me afraid; it was the fact that I was looking at something that was completely impossible. My whole sense of reality was being shattered before my eyes. I was suddenly questioning everything. I had so many questions—but I was also downright terrified; I had no idea what thick chick was capable of. “Don’t hurt me,” I said.

“Why would I hurt you?” she said. “I only hurt people when they ask me to hurt them.”

“What?” I said, shaking my head.

“You’d be surprised. It happens a lot.” She giggled again. For a moment, her skin turned a shade of red, like a chameleon walking onto a gala apple. Then, that redness flushed away and she looked somewhat normal again—as normal as a girl can get when she has fangs, claws, and giant wings.

I let my gaze move down her body, seeing her tight lacy lingerie. It didn’t look ancient; it looked like she picked it up at the sex shop down on the corner. In fact, I was pretty sure that I’d seen it on a mannequin in the window of the shop. It had that same floral lace pattern, and the same frilly bits around the thighs and shoulders. The stockings on her legs were black and sheer, flowing perfectly with her amazing curves.

“You like my body, Benji?” she asked, pulling up her knee so that she could run her finger from her foot to her hip. “Is that why you summoned me? Am I your type?”

“I think—I think there’s been a misunderstanding,” I said, taking a deep breath. “I was just messing around with that book. I—I didn’t actually think that you were going to show up. You can just go home, wherever home is. I don’t want to dabble in this stuff. I go to church. Well, I used to go to church. It’s been a few years now… Okay, it’s been a good ten years, but I’ve been meaning to go back. I believe in God. I—I don’t want to go to hell.”

“Who said anything about going to hell?” she said. “Why are you being such a spaz? Just relax, Benji. You obviously summoned me for a reason. Take a moment to relax, clear your head, and then we’ll get down to business.” Then she made a big smile. “Want me to help you relax? I’m good at that.” She patted the bed next to her. “I can be very… relaxing.”

I shook my head quickly and backed myself through the doorway. “No!” I said. “Like I said, it was an accident. I—I didn’t actually mean to bring you here. It was a misunderstanding. Thanks for coming though. I—I hope it wasn’t a big inconvenience.”

“Well, actually, I can’t leave until you make your three wishes.”

“I don’t need anything,” I said. “But thanks.”

“Well, if you actually understood the deal that you literally spoke out loud, you would know that you agreed to make three wishes, or I have to drag you back to hell with me.”

I felt the color draining from my face. My skin felt cold. Hell, my whole body felt cold. Then she started laughing. “I’m screwing with you, Benji!” She sat up and shook her head. Then she stretched out her back, making her big breasts heave. She let out a cute sort of whimper and then she looked into my eyes. “You really don’t want anything at all? It’s not like you have to give me your soul, Benji.”

I watched her closely. I was still ready to dart for the exit. I took a deep breath and let that chill settle in my spine. “Then what?” I said. “If not my soul—what do you get out of it?”

“Sex,” she said. “I get sex with each wish. You get a maximum of three wishes.”

“That’s it?” I said. “Sex? That’s all I have to do?”

She gasped. “Don’t make it sound so horrible!” she said with big eyes. “I know I’m not as young as I was four-thousand years ago, but I’m still good for a nice shag, Benji. You don’t have to insult me.”

“I wasn’t insulting you!” I said. I still wasn’t sure that this was real. I wasn’t convinced that someone wasn’t playing some sort of trick on me. Maybe those wings were silicone. Maybe the fangs were from a costume store… But how did she make her skin change color like that? And if this was a prank, who the hell was she and why was she pranking me? “So that’s it then?” I said. “I sleep with you and I get whatever I want?”

She nodded her head. “It’s that easy. Well, we fuck the way I want to fuck; I guess that’s the catch.”

But I wasn’t quite listening to her now. My mind was buzzing through the possibilities. Maybe the shock was starting to wear off. Maybe I was starting to realize that the universe was gifting me that break that I desperately wanted. It seemed too good to be true. Not only did I get to make a wish, but I also got to fuck a beautiful woman.

My mind went straight to money. If I asked for money, then I wouldn’t need to work. If I didn’t have to work, I would be able to find time to date—and women would be more attracted to me. I could get a nice haircut, buy some nice clothes, and I could take girls on fancy dates.

“I see dollar signs in your eyes, Benji,” she smiled.

I blushed, making her laugh. “It’s okay. That’s everyone’s first wish. In fact, I think there was only ever one guy who wished for something else with his first go. If it’s money you want, it’s money you can have. You know the agreement. Get into the bed with me and let’s seal the deal.” She licked her lips. Her tongue was split like the tongue of snake, but somehow that wasn’t a turnoff. I guess the rest of her just made up for all the scary stuff. Sure, she had talon fingernails, but she was curvy like Kate Upton. Yes, she had a tail and demon wings, but her ass could have easily fetched a million likes on Instagram. Her fangs were a bit intimidating, but she had those fat, pouty lips to make up for it. And that’s not even mentioning her amazing breasts, which wobbled every time she moved ever-so-slightly.

I took a step towards her. My body trembled. Was God watching me right now? Was he disappointed in me? Was I going to deeply regret sleeping with a demon? She claimed I wasn’t selling my soul, though it was impossible to know what I’d agreed to when I read that Latin paragraph.

“C’mon, Benji,” she said. “I don’t bite, unless you want me to.” She giggled.

I took another few steps towards her. Now, I was standing over her, feeling the heat radiating off of her body. That heat wasn’t natural. People don’t radiate like that. But the smell was amazing: like a mix of roses and charcoal. It was so curious, but so hypnotizing.

“Well?” she said. “What are you waiting for? Do you want to be rich or not?”

Then she parted her knees, spreading her legs. She touched her pussy and pulled that finger up, giggling. She let out a soft moan. She grabbed the bottom of that lingerie bodysuit and she pulled it to the side, exposing her perfect pussy. It was damp, tight, hairless. It was drawing me in, seducing me, taking away every little ounce of apprehension.


CHAPTER IV

I crawled on top of her, feeling that intense heat. It wasn’t hot enough to burn, but it wasn’t too far off. She slid her arms around me, pulling me down. Her large wings enveloped both of us, pulling us into a sort of cocoon. I have to admit that I wasn’t too fond of the feeling of her wings against my back; they felt distinctly non-human, and I was already struggling with her fangs as she leaned in to kiss me.

But I tried to ignore all of her demonic features. I tried to focus on what was familiar to me: her big breasts, her soft thighs, her damp pussy, which she was now grinding against me as she wrapped her legs around me like a horny spider monkey.

She was frisky. She giggled, pushing her tongue into my mouth. I felt both ends of her tongue moving in my mouth, which was awkward at first, but I quickly found the appeal. She pulled that tongue back and then she looked into my eyes. Her irises were blood-red. Her pupils were dilated. “Do you find me sex, Benji?” she asked.

I nodded my head, trying hard to hide the lingering terror that just wouldn’t go away. I had a feeling it wouldn’t go away until she was gone.

She took my hands and placed them on her huge breasts. “Squeeze me,” she said. She moaned when I squeezed. “Harder, Benji.” I kept squeezing, watching her chest as it heaved. With each breath in, her breasts seemed to grow, and then they would shrink slightly when she let out her deep sighs. Her nipples were big and puffy, erect and aroused. I had to suck on one, even though her skin was now red like her eyes. I circled her nipple with my tongue, making her giggle.

“You’re a lot more comfortable than the guys I’m used to,” she said. “Maybe it’s a modern man thing.”

I didn’t know what to say back, so I just kept on sucking her nipples.

“It’s good that you’re comfortable. It will help,” she said. I looked up and saw that she was grinning.

She slid her clawed hands gently down my back, until her hands were gripping my ass. She pulled my cheeks apart, which I must admit was a bit strange. But it only got stranger when I felt something sliding up against my asshole. “Whoa,” I said. “What’s that?”

“We have sex my way,” she said. “That’s the deal.” Her grin got bigger, and then I looked down. Looking down was a mistake: seeing it was a mistake.

She was now armed with a large, throbbing cock. It was red like the rest of her (and now she was remaining red, proving that she was indeed a demon and not a human in a cute cosplay costume). Her tip was fat and round, with a bead of thick clear fluid dribbling out of it. I could see her thick veins pumping blood into her shaft. “What the fuck is that!?” I said.

“This is how I like it, Benji,” she giggled. “That’s not a problem for you, is it? Well, it doesn’t matter if it is or not, it’s the deal we made. Now try to relax. At least pretend to like it, for my sake. If you insist on making me feel bad about it, I can’t promise I’ll put in the effort for you… Imagine going to a restaurant and talking shit about your chef. You’ll still get what you ordered, but you might not want to eat it.”

I just stuttered, staring at the thing, unable to look away. Was it always there, or did she somehow conjure it up? My heart fell down to the floor. I’d never been penetrated before, and that’s how I liked it; but she wasn’t giving me another option. I knew that this deal was too good to be true. I knew that there was going to be a catch.

I tried to think of the money. I tried to remember why I was doing this in the first place: money was the solution to all of my problems. I could finally move forward with my life if I could just take the financial obstacle out of the picture.

So I closed my eyes. I let her grip my body with her clawed hands. I tried hard to take my mind somewhere else while she had her way with me. I felt her tip pressing against my hole. I tried to clench her back, but she was determined—and she was going to get what she wanted.

I heard her grunting. I refused to open my eyes. I felt myself stretching. “Oh God,” I said.

“Let’s not use that name now,” she said. “Just try to relax, Benji. It feels nice if you relax.” It didn’t help that she was hung like a damn horse. Her cock must have been a foot in length. It was as thick as my fist. I had no idea how she was managing to push it into me.

“I can’t do this,” I said through clenched teeth.

“But you have to,” she said. “Or you can come back to hell with me—and this time I’m not joking. C’mon, Benji. Like I said: if you’re going to insist on offending me, then I can’t promise I’ll put in the extra work to make your dreams come true. At least pretend like you think I’m sexy. At least open your eyes so I don’t think you’re completely repulsed by me.”

It wasn’t so easy to open my eyes—especially when I made the mistake of looking down again and seeing her cock in the moment that it penetrated me successfully. I gasped, feeling the stretching, feeling the tightness, feeling that warm (or I should say, hot) throbbing inside of my body. “Oh God,” I said again.

“I told you to stop using that name here,” she scolded. “Focus on me, Benji. Look into my eyes.” I looked into her eyes. “Don’t you like me, Benji?” She was pouting now, making her bottom lip fat, making it quiver, making her eyes glimmer with wetness. But it was all an act; she burst into a fit of laughter a minute later, pushing her dick deeper into my body, making me gasp.

“It hurts!” I cried.  

“Oh, boo! It does not, you liar! Maybe it feels weird, but it doesn’t hurt. Believe me: I know pain. I see it every day. If you think this is pain, you’ve lost your mind. You’re closing your eyes again, Benji. Do you really want to hurt my feelings before I grant your wish? That’s not the best idea, but it’s your wish. This is your time—you just summoned me.”

I tried to focus on remaining calm. I didn’t want to know what she was capable of—at least not in terms of negative qualities. I wanted to know just how wonderful she could make my life. I tried to ignore the pain. I guess she was right: it wasn’t really pain. It was more like a terrible discomfort: something big in a place that wasn’t supposed to have anything in it at all. I could feel it sliding into me, pushing deep. Her cock wasn’t quite like a human cock; it didn’t feel like skin—not that I’d ever had a cock in my ass, but I had a cock of my own and I had an idea of what was normal. Her cock was slick and slimy. It slid easily, and it curved in an exaggerated way. It seemed to get bigger closer to the tip. The pulsing was extraordinary as well: it wasn’t just a regular throbbing; I could actually feel it, as if the thing had a heart of its own.

But now it was inside of me. The worst part was over. I just had to endure her thrusting. Okay, maybe the worst part wasn’t over; the thrusting was pretty bad. No, it didn’t hurt and it didn’t feel any weirder than being penetrated, but it was…

Humiliating.

The thrusting was humiliating and emasculating. My body was quickly going numb and limp. For some reason, I held onto her hot, sweaty body. I gripped her tightly while she pushed in and out of my body. And to make it more humiliating, I was still erect from my initial arousal—or maybe it was the feeling of her big tits rubbing against my chest. But she probably thought that I was aroused from her cock, which simply wasn’t the case. She knew I was erect too: she kept reaching down to stroke me, to tease my tip, and then she kept smiling and giggling: flattered that I was so hard. I guess it was for the best. I wanted her to be flattered.

“Am I going to make you come, Benji?” she asked, sliding in and out of me. Her cock must have been as long as my forearm—and she was getting every inch of it into my body.

“Oh God!” I moaned loudly when her fat tip rubbed against my prostate, sending a jolt of unwanted euphoria through me. I didn’t want it to feel good; I just wanted it to end.

“I told you to stop using that name!” she roared suddenly, stopping and staring into my eyes. I swear there was fire in her eyes. I swear the temperature of her body went up ten degrees, almost burning me. The proceeding moment of silence lasted a few seconds, but it felt like a few minutes. I’m not sure my heart was beating.

Then she kept thrusting. “I’m going to come,” she groaned. “At least try to get into it, Benji.”

She pushed my arms up over my head. She rubbed her claws down my chest, making me tense all over. She licked my neck with her snake tongue. Then she pumped me hard one last time before letting out a scream with her head tilted back.

I gasped when I felt it: demonic cum flowing into my body. My eyes widened and I clenched hard. It felt like a torrent: like a pint of thick cream spilling deep into me. “Oh my G—” I managed to stop myself before saying it. “Goodness.” I cleared my throat and then I went limp, feeling like my insides were about to burst, like there wasn’t enough room for all of the content she was spilling into me.

She pulled out suddenly. I didn’t look down, but I could feel her stuff flowing out. I could even hear it gushing, but I refused to look down, already imagining something horrifying: black like ink, or maybe red like blood. I didn’t want to see that. It was bad enough that I now felt an empty gap inside of my body, like something big was missing from inside of me. That feeling wasn’t natural. I kept clenching my little hole, but it just wouldn’t shut.

And to make it worse, Erica was now towering above me, looking down into my eyes with a big grin on your face. “Oh, don’t look so hard done by, Benji,” she said. “You made the deal.”

I had nothing to say to her. I just wanted to be done with this process. I tried to remember that I was getting something out of this: something that was possibly worth the awkward sex and so much more.

She was going to make me rich. The worst part was over.


CHAPTER V

“When you wake up, you’ll be a rich man,” she said. “That’s what you want, right?”

I nodded my head, red all over with embarrassment. I had a hard time looking into her eyes, but I didn’t want to offend her. Her cock was gone now, as if it had never been there. Now, I could only see the subtle bulge of her pussy. She kept giggling, as if my humiliation was funny, but that just made the humiliation worse.

“Answer me. Don’t just nod your head. Do you want to be rich or not?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Okay,” she said, waving her hand and shaking her head. “Then you’ll wake up rich. Now you can have two more wishes. You know how to summon me: just read from the book. Or, if you’re feeling adventurous, you can summon one of my friends. That book of yours is filled with lots of fun ideas. You should flip through it some time.” She walked to my door, showing me that perfect ass. Then she turned around. “See you later, Benji.” She waved at me with her fingers, giggled, and then walked away.

My head was swirling with conflicting emotions. Was I humiliated? Was I scared? Was I excited? Was I feeling regretful? My ass was still sore, and it still felt like my hole was open and leaking. I still hadn’t looked down to see what exactly was pooling out of me, but I was still too afraid to look. I decided it was something I would deal with in the morning, once I regained some of my will to live. I curled up into a tired ball on my bed, and then I tried to close my eyes.

It wasn’t long before I started to wonder if any of it was real, or if it was just an exhausted hallucination.

Somehow, I dozed off. I still had my alarm set because I didn’t fully trust the demon. I didn’t actually think that I was going to wake up rich. But I was excited to see if it was real. I was excited to see if I would wake up surrounded by piles of cash. I couldn’t wait to call the farmer and tell him that I wasn’t going to come in. Maybe I could swing by and give him a million bucks as a thank you for letting me find that book—or maybe I would just never go back there, because the thought of going back there filled me with a terrible dread that was almost worse than the thought of facing a demon from the depths of hell.

I woke up to the beeping alarm. I groaned as I reached around for it to turn it off—but it wasn’t where it usually was. It was further back on my nightstand, behind the lamp. That’s not where I kept my alarm, but I was too tired to question it; maybe it got nudged back when I was being fucked by the demon.

The alarm went off again a minute later. I groaned loudly and then I rolled over to face the window. It was black outside, as usual. God, it’s so hard to wake up when there’s no sun in sight. I fought to sit up. I rubbed my eyes and then I looked around the room, hoping to spot some giant pile of cash, or maybe a duffle bag filled with gold bars.

And then I paused. I wasn’t in my bedroom. This wasn’t my apartment. I blinked a few times, and then I considered the possibility that I was dreaming. I put my hands on my face. I stretched out my jaw. I gave myself a pinch. I blinked a few more times. This certainly felt real.

I stood up, feeling the cool floor against my feet.

Was this my new bedroom? It wasn’t exactly the lavish bedroom of some downtown penthouse suite. There were two windows in the space, one on either side of the room, but they were old windows. A cool draught was coming through a crack in one of the windows. And my God, the floorboards were like ice on my feet! I rushed over to the dresser and pulled it open, seeing clothes that were in worse condition than my own clothes.

“What the hell’s going on?”

I had to put on a pair of socks, even though the thought of putting on a stranger’s socks was awful. I’d never been a big fan of wearing other people’s clothes. I dug around for a sweater and found a tattered red flannel.

Was this supposed to be my rich man wardrobe? They wouldn’t have accepted this stuff at Value Village. The socks all had holes. The pairs of underwear were ripped. Shirts had tears in the armpits. I looked like a hobo. The only reason I was putting any of it on was because that house was so damn cold, as if there wasn’t a speck of insulation in any of the walls or the attic.

I stepped out of the room and spotted the stairs. I went down. Each step groaned loudly as I descended. “What the hell is going on?” I whispered under my breath. As soon as I reached the bottom of the stairs, I knew where I was: I was in the farmer’s house.

I’d been in there a few times, usually just to get the morning briefing when it was pouring rain outside—otherwise we usually did all of that out front, on the parking pad. “Al?” I called out, looking around. “You here?”

But the farmer wasn’t there. I went through the whole house, checking every room. It wasn’t until I was back in that living room when I saw the photo of me and my parents on the wall: a photo that was by my bed in my apartment.

“What’s happening?” I whispered again.

I went outside, into the rain. My car wasn’t there, but Al’s truck was. I went to the truck, pulling open the squealing, rusty door. I went through the glovebox and found the registration papers. There, I saw my name. “Fuck…” I said. I rushed back into the house. I went through the rooms again, now finding things that were my own: photos of mine, the old guitar that my dad gave me, binders from when I was in college.

I pinched myself again, trying to wake myself up. In the kitchen, on the counter, there were bills in my name. But there were also cheques made out to me, from local grocery stores. The cheques were big, making me pause for a moment. “Nineteen thousand dollars?” I whispered, holding up one cheque. I had no idea Al made so much cash!

But then there were the bills. One bill was for some sort of cross-country delivery: twelve-thousand dollars. Another bill was for heating the main barn over the winter: nineteen thousand dollars. “Holy shit,” I said. I spent a few minutes doing the math. Al still came out ahead by a decent margin. He was still raking in a good profit, but he sure had a lot of expenses to keep that farm running.

I could hear the cows mooing their low moos: the sound they made when they were hungry. I had a feeling it was now my job to go out and feed them. I groaned and put on the pair of boots by the front door. I marched out into the mud and went through the process of feeding the cows. Then I had to feed the chickens. Then I had to milk the cows. Then my phone rang and one of Al’s clients (he called himself my client) needed a hay delivery, but the hay wasn’t in bales yet.

I had a lot of shit to do. “I’ll get that done later,” I said. “I just have to milk the cows.”

After working at the farm for a few weeks, I had a basic understanding of what needed to be done to keep things running—but it was a lot. I didn’t have time to rest. I zipped from one task to the other. I didn’t milk the cows quite as much as they probably needed. I probably missed a dozen eggs when I went through the chicken coops. Then my phone rang again. It was an automated message, reminding me that a crew would be coming in to renovate the barn. I still had to clear out that old barn and move the cows.

I was already sweating by 7:00 AM, already wishing the day was over.

I needed help. I needed help badly.

And then a little sedan came rolling down the driveway, lifting up dirt behind it. I paused, taking a moment to breathe. I pulled off my hat and gave it a shake, getting some of the rain water off of it. The sedan was mine: that was my car! Was I about to see myself? I realized in that moment that I never looked in the mirror. I hadn’t had a chance to take care of my basic hygiene. I looked down at my hands; they sure looked like my normal hands.

Then I looked up at the car as it pulled up to me. The rising sun made the windshield glow, so I couldn’t see the driver. I used a hand to block the reflection of the sun from my eyes, and then the driver stepped out.

It wasn’t me. It was a girl: short, skinny, with bright blonde hair. She smiled at me, and then she blushed. “Sorry I’m late, Benji. Traffic was terrible getting out of the city.” She went into her backseat and pulled out a cowboy hat. She put it on her head. She was wearing cowgirl boots on her feet. I’d never seen the woman before, but she apparently knew me.

“You picking something up?” I said.

Then she stared into my eyes for a long moment. She giggled. “No. I’m working today. It’s Monday.”

“For me?” I said. Did I hire this girl? I cleared my throat suddenly and perked up. “I mean—of course. I know that. Uh, sorry, I just didn’t get a lot of sleep last night.” I was quickly learning that I was in some sort of alternate reality. This was my life if I did what farmer Al did to make his ‘riches’. Apparently, this was the demon’s idea of being rich. I guess I should have been more specific; I should have made it clear that I wanted money without having to do any work. I just wanted to wake up in my old apartment with ten million dollars or so that I could use as I pleased.

“What do you need me doing?” she asked. She had a country girl twang to her voice, like she could have been one of the Dixie Chicks. She had an innocent smile, apparently not at all worried about the fact that it was cold and pouring rain.

“I, uh, need you to clear out the old barn,” I said. “Move everything into the old house next to it.”

“So the same as yesterday?” she asked. “You don’t want me pullin’ roots like you said?”

I shook my head slowly. It didn’t seem like a priority to get the old field ready for a pea crop. There was enough going on.

She giggled and nodded her head. “Sure thing, Benji. I’ll get right on it. Just walkie me if you need anything.”

“Alright,” I said. I watched her skip away, carelessly into the rain. I knew that this was an alternate universe because she was exactly the type of girl I would have hired. I had a soft spot for little blonde chicks. Even if she had absolutely no experience working on a farm, I would have given her a job on the spot. Maybe it was her cute physique, maybe it was her long blonde hair, or maybe it was her spunky attitude. I was already trying to think of a way to get her to like me as more than just her boss.

That thought didn’t sit well in my mind: I was her boss. This farm was mine. I didn’t want to be a farmer. I didn’t want to have employees. I didn’t take that farm hand job because I liked hard work: I took it because I thought it would be nice to be outside more. I didn’t take that job because I was hoping to one day be a farmer just like Al. The demon had my intentions all wrong—or maybe this was just a cruel joke to her. Maybe she conjured up the most dreadful ‘rich man’ scenario she could think of… because Al was indeed Rich. I found his bank statements (which were technically mine) when I was going through the house that morning. I’m not sure I quite had enough money now to retire, but I wasn’t far off. Maybe five more years of running that farm, and then I could sell it all. I could take the money and move somewhere nice and warm…

But the thought of working for five more years—and then the painful process of trying to sell a working farm. Do people just buy working farms? I guess that was a bridge to cross at another time… I guess I couldn’t complain. This new life was a gift, and it was definitely an upgrade. I knew that I should have been more grateful, but it was hard with the rain pouring down on my head. It was too wet to bundle up the hay, so I decided to go up to the back end of the property to help the little blonde empty out the barn.

I stopped about fifty yards away, seeing her hauling a pile of junk from the barn to the house. She didn’t notice me standing there.

That was the moment that it hit me—the moment that it really hit me. A demon had actually changed my life with some sort of strange hell magic. Everything around me was now mine. But what happened to Al? Was he now living in my crappy apartment? Was he poor and unemployed? Did I ruin his life by asking the demon for money? And this girl: where did she come from? Who was she before I summoned that demon and asked for my life to be changed?

My heart was pounding hard. A swirling nausea was quickly filling my gut. My phone was ringing in my pocket but I was afraid to answer it, afraid that it was just going to be one more task that needed to be done, maybe some client that needed something delivered. It was all just too much.

I didn’t want this.

I took a deep breath and tried to reel myself in. “I can figure this out,” I whispered to myself. Maybe it was overwhelming, but it was technically what I asked for. It was something that I could get used to; all new things take some getting used to. Farmer Al could do it, so I could do it too… though he was constantly grumpy, constantly stressed out, constantly working on something, never stopping to relax or indulge in any sort of hobby. That was my life now—but at least I had money; at least I no longer had to worry about facing homelessness. I could sell all of this; I could take the money and run. I just had to keep things running long enough to get the thing sold.

I approached the young woman at the barn. “Need a hand?” I said.

She looked at me with a curious smile. “Are you offering?” she said, looking wide-eyed and taken aback.

“Sure,” I said.

“Am I moving too slow?” she said, now perking herself up. Her body was suddenly filled with a strange tension, as if I was a drill sergeant catching her slacking off.

“No,” I said. “I just thought I would help.”

“It’s just that a lot of this stuff is really heavy. I can only move so much at a time—but I promise I’ll try to move faster.”

“It’s fine,” I said.

She stared at me in silence for a long moment.

“I said it’s fine,” I laughed. “Just relax. I just thought I would help. I’ve got nothing else to do.”

“Weren’t you supposed to take the tractor in for servicing?” she said.

“Was I?”

She nodded her head. “And you were supposed to make the Patterson delivery,” she said. “And did you already finish that work in the field you said you needed to finish?”

“I’ll figure all that stuff out,” I said, shaking my head. I didn’t want to think of any of that.

“O—Okay,” she said. “There’s, uh, this big couch that I can’t move on my own. Maybe you can help me move it.”

“Sure thing.”

She seemed apprehensive, constantly looking over at me, as if she was making sure I was up to no good. I made her nervous. Maybe this version of myself hadn’t been very nice, kind of like how Al normally treated me. I was always terrified when Al showed up when I was working; it was always to tell me I was doing something wrong, or to tell me that he was going to dock my pay for breaking something.

We each took an end of that big, old couch. “Did, uh, you get a bit of rest last night?”

“Yep!” she said.

“That’s good,” I said. I bit my tongue. I knew there was no good way to ask the next question, so I just spat it out. “What’s your name again?”

“My name?” she said, now with an even more nervous face: big eyes, pale skin. Now she was looking at me as if I was dying, as if I was having a heart attack or a stroke. “It’s Wendy, Benji.”

“Right,” I said. “I knew that. My brain is just… scattered today.”

“Are you okay?” she asked. “Did you hit your head on something?”

I laughed and shook my head. “It was just a strange night.”

“You aren’t acting like yourself,” she said. “I just want to make sure you’re okay.”

We dumped the couch next to the old house. She wiped some of the rain water from her forehead and let out a little whimper. She was definitely cute. She was definitely the one nice thing about this new life that had been dumped on me. I mean—sure, the money was nice, but what was the point of having money if I didn’t have time to spend it on anything?

“So what kind of things do you like to do, Wendy?” I asked.

“Well,” she said. “I guess that’s a hard question to answer. I don’t really have a lot of time for hobbies and whatnot.” Her country twang was cute.

“Why not?”

She stared into my eyes. “I work six days a week, and I usually spent the other day doing chores like grocery shopping, laundry, cleaning.”

“Oh. Right,” I said. She was basically describing my life before the demon changed everything around. Now, I had a feeling that I was going to have even less free time. “Well, maybe we can talk about moving you to five days a week. Then maybe you can have some more free time.”

“Oh,” she said. “Well, I kind of need the extra money, but thank you for the offer.”

“Right,” I said. “Well maybe we can talk about a pay raise.”

Her brow perked up. “A pay raise?” she said. “Really?”

“Sure, why not?”

“I won’t say no,” she said.

“We can do, like, twenty an hour,” I said. It was five dollars more than I was making, and it was what I always thought that I should be earning.

She gasped. Her eyes became bright. “Really, Benji?”

“Sure,” I said.

“I like this new you, Benji,” she smiled.

My heart fluttered. I was happy to make her happy, but I was really screwing myself over. At twenty dollars an hour, I was going to be paying her more than I was currently paying her and I was going to get her fewer days, which meant I had to do more work myself—and I was already unsure of how I was going to do half of the work that needed to be done.

“Are you sure you can handle things here if I only come in five days?” she asked as we each took an end of an old dresser.

“I’ll make it work,” I said. I tried to smile to hide my panic.

I helped Wendy for the next two hours, hauling all of the big items out. Then I insisted that she stop to take a lunch break. She blushed and beamed. I was just trying to treat her the way that I wanted to be treated… and maybe I was being a little bit extra-nice to her because she was quite pretty.

After lunch, I decided to make some phone calls. I called a couple of realtors before finding one that specialized in selling working farms and ranches. “I’d love to sell your property,” the man said to me. “Can I come over today? We can talk about all of the details. I know your place! I drive by it every day. I’ve actually been meaning to pop in and ask you if you’ve thought at all about selling.”

“Well come on over,” I said. “I want to get this thing sold as soon as possible. Put it up as a fire sale. I just want to get rid of it.”

“I’ll be right there,” he said.

I couldn’t help but wonder if I was ruining a perfectly good thing. This life was technically a gift from that demon—but I only ever wanted the money. I didn’t want the back-breaking lifestyle. I didn’t want a job that meant working seven days a week, with no holidays. I didn’t like milking cows or feeding chickens. And I certainly didn’t love sitting on a tractor, going back and forth and back and forth, cutting hay, baling hay, collecting hay, bringing hay to animals, and so on.

Wendy was still working in the old barn when the realtor pulled up. He had a nice, black SUV, with shiny chrome rims. He was wearing sunglasses that were definitely worth more than my entire wardrobe. He looked at me and smiled, showing off his sparkling white teeth. Then, a giant chunk of metal fell from the sky and crushed both him and his SUV.

I screamed, jumping back. Wendy came running from the barn. There was blood everywhere. After a moment of panic, we called the police. An ambulance came, along with four cruisers and two fire trucks. Everyone stared at the heap of metal, perplexed and astonished and shocked. It was a piece from an airplane that had been passing overhead. They had to bring a crane in to lift the hunk of metal onto a flatbed. The SUV was crushed into the metallic hunk.

“Talk about the worst luck ever,” said one of the cops, shaking his head. I was speechless. My heart hadn’t stopped pounding since the moment the metal fell from the sky.

It didn’t occur to me that the realtor’s death was my fault until the next day, when I called another realtor and set up a meeting. On his way to my property, a bullet passed through his skull, killing him instantly. Apparently, a hunter took a shot at a deer, a kilometer away. He missed, but that shot made it to the highway and hit the realtor directly in the temple. The cops called it terrible luck, but I knew better.

I knew that Erica was stopping me from selling that property. I knew that she was making me run that farm. She wasn’t going to let me have that money easily. I couldn’t keep calling realtors; I didn’t want to get anybody else killed. But I couldn’t keep living that new life; it was just too much for me. I’d hardly slept since waking up in farmer Al’s bed. I’d been working from 3:00 AM until 11:00 PM. I was already losing weight, hardly able to keep my eyes open during the day. There was just too much to do, and the work kept piling up.

And then came Wendy’s new two-day weekend. That weekend was brutal. I didn’t even stop to eat, trying to keep up with all of the deliveries, trying to feed all of the animals. I was tempted to burn the farm down just so I could collect the insurance money. Hell, even if there wasn’t insurance money, I was still tempted to burn it all down, just so I could get away. I didn’t want to see another cow. I didn’t want to step in another mound of pig shit.

It was almost midnight on that Sunday night when I went down to the old farm house. I spent hours in there, with a flashlight, pulling open boxes, digging through junk, moving crap from one pile to another, until I found that book:

SUMMONING DEMONS.


CHAPTER VI

After reading the passage three times, I found Erica in my bed, sprawled out just like when I first met her. “Another wish, Benji?” she asked with pouty lips and unimpressed eyes. “Well go on then, just get it over with.”

“Why did you kill those people?” I said. “You killed them—they’re dead.”

“Yes,” she said.

“You can’t just kill people like that.” I tried not to chew into her too hard, worried she would snap back at me.

“Well I had to; you gave me no choice, Benji. I had to protect the wish that I granted you.”

“This isn’t what I wanted. I wasn’t looking for a career. I told you that I wanted money.”

She rolled her eyes. “Where do you think money comes from, Benji?”

“A big printer in Ottawa,” I said.

“You aren’t acting very appreciative,” she growled, sitting up. She stretched her wings out before pulling them back in. “You wanted to be a rich man and I made you a rich man. A little thank you would go a long way, you know.”

“I didn’t want this and you know it!” I said. “The whole reason I asked for money was so that I could get away from this farm.”

“What’s wrong with this farm? You don’t like my farm?”

“I’m not much of a farmer. So can you just give me my life back? I just want things back the way that they were.”

“Is that your second wish? You wish to undo the last wish entirely? I can do that for you, Benji, but just so you know: that’s pretty cruel. Imagine if you gave someone a gift and they demanded you take it back. But I can tell you don’t actually care about my feelings.” She crossed her arms and looked away from me, pouting like a spoiled teenager.

“Let’s just call it a misunderstanding,” I said. “I just assumed you would give me a bag full of cash. I didn’t realize that you were going to change absolutely everything in my life. And what about those realtors?”

“What about them?” she said, rolling her eyes again.

“Are you going to bring them back to life?”

“You have two wishes left, Benji,” she said. “You can’t just cram everything you want into a single wish. If you want to bring those guys back, that’s both of your wishes.”

“That’s not fair,” I said.

“Those are the rules. I don’t make them. I’m just doing what my master tells me to do.”

“And who’s that?”

“Lucifer,” she said, and then the room became quiet. The lights flickered and the curtains fluttered. A chill ran down my spine; I had a feeling her ‘master’ was listening to us now. I didn’t want to get on the wrong end of all that.

Now I had some thinking to do. Did I have to use my wishes to bring those realtors back? Was it morally wrong to use my wishes on myself when I could resurrect two men who died tragically? That raised more questions about morals. Maybe I needed to use my wishes to do good in the world, like end world hunger or stop all the wars.

“So what am I doing, Benji?” she said. “You summoned me. Let’s not make this take all day.” She wouldn’t look into my eyes. She wasn’t just joking around: she was actually offended. I couldn’t help but remember when she told me that she wouldn’t put in as much effort if I didn’t make her happy. I didn’t want to end up with another botched wish. I had a feeling this new life of mine was so miserable because I offended her when she was fucking me.

So I took in a breath. I put a smile on my face. “Look,” I said. “I really do appreciate the farm. Uh, nobody’s ever done anything like this for me. It’s just—it’s a lot more work than I can handle.”

She looked into my eyes. She blinked a few times. “You hate it,” she said.

“No,” I said. “It’s just not for me. And it’s not like I knew it wasn’t going to be for me. I guess this kind of life just isn’t for me—but I really do appreciate you putting this all together for me. It really means a lot.”

“Quit trying to butter me up,” she said. “You get two wishes.”

“I just want you to know that I really appreciate the effort.”

She suddenly cracked a grin. “Well, I do my best to please.”

“It’s really great. But, uh, maybe we can figure out a way to make it better.” I thought for a moment. “Maybe you can take some of the workload off for me.”

“Is that what you want? You want an easier life?”

“I guess so,” I said. I didn’t like her simplifying it like that—it left too much room for interpretation. I already dreaded her interpretation of what an easier life could mean. I didn’t want to wake up in a wheelchair, surrounded by a team of full-time nurses to care for me. Sure, it would be ‘easier’ but it would also be miserable. Easy didn’t necessarily mean happy. “So maybe we can sit down and go over details.”

“I don’t need details, Benji,” she said. “I get what you’re asking for. Maybe I was a bit mean when I put you in charge of the farm. I guess I thought the hard work might give you a bit of character—maybe put a bit of hair on your chest. But now I see that’s not really your thing. The ‘manly’ fantasy isn’t really your fantasy.”

I tried to carefully interpret every word out of her mouth, making sure that I wasn’t about to sign myself up for a whole new heap of problems. “Right,” I said before clearing my throat. I didn’t want to offend her so I had to be very careful with what I chose to say. I wanted to set some ground rules, but I didn’t want to come off as untrusting—even though I was really struggling to trust her; she was a demon, after all. But I felt like I had a good side of her right now. I felt like she was in a decent mood. I just had to keep her in a decent moon through the sealing of the deal, which meant pretending to enjoy her idea of sex. “Okay then,” I said. “Let’s do it.”

She smiled and jumped to her feet, making her large breasts bounce up and down. “Let’s do it.” She came towards me and put her hands on my shoulders. She stared longingly into my eyes. There was a long moment of silence.

“W—What is it?” I asked.

“I’m just looking at you, Benji. I’m trying to get to know you better. I’m trying to see your soul. If I really get to know you, I can give you what you really want.” She smiled, then she leaned in and our lips met. I liked her plump, soft lips, but I still wasn’t too fond of her split snake-tongue, especially when it wrapped around my tongue. But I did my best to pretend like I was into it. I let her explore my mouth and I tried hard to kiss back, putting my hands on her sides.

I’d almost forgotten how curvy she was. Her hips were downright impossible, like some male anime fantasy. Her waist was so tiny, and then her chest was so stacked. She liked it when I fondled her breasts. I liked touching her, though the heat was a bit intense for me.

She kissed my neck, sucking, giving me a hickey. She gripped my cock with her clawed fingers and tugged me until I was hard. Then she brought her hands to my back and teased me with those claws, running them up and down. She was probably close to cutting into my skin, but I pretended like I was into it, moaning as the foreplay continued. Then I felt something tugging my cock again. I looked down to see her tail wrapped around it. She was using her tail to jerk me off.

She giggled. “Like that?” she said.

“It—It’s different,” I said. I cleared my throat. “But it feels good.”

“Good,” she said, tightening her grip with her tail—almost so tight that she was starting to cut off circulation. But it did actually feel good.

But I hadn’t forgotten what was coming—and now it was making its appearance. Between her legs was that fat cock, now throbbing, starting to rise up. I don’t know where it came from. I don’t know if it just appeared whenever she was aroused, or if she was able to magically conjure it up whenever she wanted. But now, it was pressed against my abdomen, like a tall bottle filled with hot coffee. I made the mistake of looking down at it, seeing her fat tip. For some reason, I wasn’t able to look away from it—maybe because it was so big, or maybe because it was just so impossible on her ultra-feminine physique.

“Want to suck it, Benji?” she asked.

“Huh?” I said.

“Go ahead. Drop to your knees. Suck it.”

“T—That’s not really my thing,” I said.

And then I watched as her expression dropped. I watched as that offended look emerged: a look I was getting more familiar with. I knew that I had to right that ship. I couldn’t let her get too offended. “I mean—I’ve never done it before,” I said. “I—I’m open to trying anything though.” My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t want to suck her cock, but this was the rest of my life we were talking about. She had the power to make this wish great, or she could make it miserable like the last wish.

I bit my tongue and dropped to my knees. I looked up at the towering cock. She giggled, pushing it down so that the tip was aimed at my lips. “Open wide, Benji,” she said.

“O—Okay,” I said. But it wasn’t so easy. I didn’t want to suck demon cock. I knew there was no other option. I had to do it, and I had to make it seem like I liked it. So I parted my lips. I closed my eyes. I tried not to groan as I leaned forward.

She put her clawed hand behind my head and pulled me in. That cock pushed into my mouth, hard against the inside of my cheek. It felt weird—mostly because it was so warm—but thankfully, it didn’t have a gross taste or odor. She actually smelled quite nice: that combination of charcoal and roses. The cock had a bit of a sweet taste—and it was also a bit floral. Feeling it throbbing on my tongue was a bit strange, but it didn’t make me gag like I was worried it would.

I bobbed my head back and forth. I wrapped my tongue around as much of her girth as I could. I pressed my lips firmly around her and I sucked, letting out small moans so it would sound like I was enjoying myself, enjoying her cock. I had to make her happy; I couldn’t risk making her upset again.

She was moaning too. She liked what I was doing. She took the tip of her long tail and brought it behind me. She pressed it between my ass cheeks. Then, without saying anything, she gently penetrated me as I sucked her. She slid her tail a few inches into me and then started pumping it, getting me warmed up for the real deal. It was weird: there’s no other way to describe a smooth demon tail penetrating your asshole; it’s a weird feeling. I did my best not to squirm. I did my best not to groan out in discomfort. Thankfully it didn’t hurt. Thankfully it felt kind of nice after a minute.

She pushed her tail deeper into me. She had lots of tail to work with. Now I was groaning; now I couldn’t help it. She grabbed my head with both hands and forced her cock deeper into my mouth, pushing her tip against the back of my throat. She let out a loud sigh of pleasure. “Just like that,” she said with a sultry voice. “Don’t stop, Benji.” She pushed the tail even deeper. Now she must have been ten inches deep in my body. I tensed up all over. I clenched my hole, but it wasn’t enough to stop her from pushing in another two inches.

Her cock was getting harder: fatter and longer. My lips were starting to stretch to accommodate her girth. I tried not to gag from being throat-fucked. I tried to keep my composure, even though it was almost impossible to breathe. She was throbbing violently. She was moaning louder and louder. She started thrusting into my mouth, holding my head still and using me like a fuck toy. Her tail pumped me harder and faster. My legs were trembling now. I was on my hands and knees, like a humiliated dog.

“I’m coming!” she yelled. And then she let out a euphoric scream, twitching a few times before filling my mouth with her red-hot load. I gasped and pulled back, which was a mistake. Now I was getting cum blasted onto my face. I tried turning my face away, but it was too late; there was already cum everywhere, and now I was just providing her with more surface area.

I can’t say exactly how much she produced, but it was at least ten times what I could produce in a single ejaculation. It was magically unrealistic, thick, creamy. It dripped off of my chin and ran down my chest.

“Lick the last drop, Benji,” she smiled, holding her fat cock in her hand. There was a big shimmering drop of white cum hanging off of her penis. I reluctantly leaned forward and licked that drop off. Then I watched as her cock receded into her body, leaving behind a perfect, normal-looking pussy. She pulled her long tail out from my ass, leaving me with that emptiness.

She giggled. “That was fun,” she said with a bounce, making her tits bounce. “You’re good at that. I don’t believe you when you say you’ve never done that before.”

“So are we done then?” I asked. “Is the deal sealed?”

She narrowed her eyes. “Is that really how you’re going to talk to me?”

I perked up. “Sorry. I just want to know if I should get changed or if there’s going to be more. I liked it. That was fun. It, uh, felt so good. And your cum—it tastes really good.” It actually didn’t taste bad, and the back door plunging did feel pretty nice before it was over.

She smiled. “That’s better,” she said. “Yes, we’re done. I’ll make sure that your life is easier when you wake up. You’ll have plenty of free time—tons of time to figure out how you want to use your third and final wish.” She winked at me. “You know, you could wish for me, if you want.”

“What do you mean?”

“Nobody’s ever wished for me before. I think I would make a great wife; don’t you think? Though I don’t cook, so don’t ask me to cook. I burn everything.”

“Oh,” I said, not sure if she was joking around or not.

“That’s it?” she said. “Oh? That’s all you have to say?”

I took another sharp breath in. “I think that’s a good idea. I—I’ll definitely think about it.”

She rolled her eyes. “I’m screwing with you, Benji. Learn to relax a little bit. This farm life has you tenser than a wooden plank.” She walked to the bedroom door and then looked back at me. She winked once more, and then she left, leaving me with so many thoughts burning in my head. Did I make the right wish? Was I going to regret this? How exactly was she going to make my life easier?


CHAPTER VII

It was strange waking up without an alarm. It was strange waking up with the sun beaming through my window. I yawned and stretched out my arms, feeling rested for the first time in longer than I could remember. Then, after letting my eyelids flutter open, I realized that I had a lot to do around the farm. I must have slept through my alarm. I could already imagine the angry clients leaving messages on my phone, sending me bills for wasting their time.

I jumped out of bed and rushed over to my dresser. I got dressed as quickly as I could, and then something caught my eye: a metallic glimmer from outside of my bedroom window. I turned to look and saw a towering metal structure, just fifty feet from that farm house. That’s when I heard the loud humming.

It looked like part of a factory, with long tunnels connecting it with a similar building, and then another set of tunnels connecting it to another building. Smokestacks towered into the sky, billowing clouds of black smoke. I could hear a beeping, like a truck backing up. I looked down and saw that there was concrete where grass used to be.

And that’s when I remembered my second wish with the succubus. I asked her to make my life easier, and I guess this is what she whipped up.

I got dressed and went down the stairs. “GOOD MORNING, BENJI,” said a robotic voice, making me jump. “WHAT MUSIC WOULD YOU LIKE TO LISTEN TO THIS MORNING?”

“What?” I said, turning and looking around until I saw the speakers on the ceiling.

“WHAT MUSIC WOULD YOU LIKE TO LISTEN TO THIS MORNING?” the voice repeated.

“No music,” I said.

And then I smelled coffee. On the counter was a huge device: shiny, metallic, and steaming as it whirred. A cup dropped down and then a set of lights started to blink. A series of tubes shot liquids into the cup until there was a steaming latte, ready for me to drink. I approached it cautiously. I picked it up and smelled it. It smelled fantastic. I took a sip and then wiped the foam from my upper lip. “That’s amazing,” I whispered.

“Breakfast, Benji?” a female voice said from beside me. I almost screamed as I jumped away from her.

It was Wendy, with her cowgirl hat on her head and a big smile on her face. “Did I scare you? I’m sorry.”

“What are you doing in here?” I asked.

She laughed and then her smile went away as she stared at me. “The same thing I do every morning,” she said. “I’m making your breakfast.”

“I can make my own breakfast,” I said. “Thank you though.”

“Oh,” she said, sounding strangely disappointed. “Okay. That’s fine. Is there something else I can do for you?”

“Are all the animals fed?” I asked.

She laughed again, and then she turned suddenly serious. “Oh, you’re actually asking?” she took off her hat and scratched her head. “Yes, of course they are. The feeders have that under control. Or are you asking me to go and check to see if they’re still functioning properly? I checked last week, but I can check again today if you want.”

“Oh. No. That’s okay,” I said.

“Sit down,” she said, rushing over to the table. She pulled out a chair. “Sit down.”

“I’m fine,” I said, though my legs were starting to ache just a little bit. Maybe the hard work from the past week was finally catching up to my muscles. I tried to reposition myself, but that aching was getting worse.

“I really think you should sit, Benji. You know how your knees get when you stand for too long.”

“My knees?” I said, and then I looked down to see something that I probably should have noticed sooner, like when I was getting dressed: I had a large, bulging gut. I gasped. My legs were like fat, droopy sausages. And my man-boobs were resting on that gut in a less-than-ideal way. “Oh my God.”

“Sit, sit,” she said, taking my wrist and rushing me over to the chair. I have to admit that it was a relief to get off of my feet. The pressure from standing was strangely intense.

“I’m so fat,” I said.

“You’re not fat,” she said, turning a tone of white. “Everyone’s body is different.” But I could tell from that tone of phony sympathy that she was just trying to be polite, because I was her boss.

“I’ve never been fat like this before.”

“Don’t be so hard on yourself, Benji.”

A loud rumble made me grab the edges of my chair. “What the hell was that!?” I gasped, looking around.

“Are you okay, Benji?” she said. “That was just the pasteurizer turning on. It’s done that six times a day for the past five years. Do you need me to call the doctor, Benji? You aren’t acting like yourself.”

“I think I just need to get some fresh air,” I said, straining as I pulled myself back up to my feet.

“Don’t overdo it. You know how your knees get when you overdo it.”

“I’m fine!” I said. “I just need some fresh air.”

She followed me closely, apparently quite considered for my well-being. “Where are you going?” she asked.

“I’m getting some air,” I said again, throwing the front door open. I should have seen it coming. I should have known that Erica was going to turn my wish into some sort of joke. I should have known that there was going to be some annoying catch that would make me regret making a wish at all.

There was no fresh air to be found outside. The whole property was a sort of industrial facility, with buildings and tunnels and smokestacks. Fumes billowed out from every structure. I coughed as soon as I stepped out.

“What are you doing, Benji? You know that the doctor told you to take it easy on your lungs. Come back into the house where the air is clean. Oh, that reminds me—it’s Monday. I need to change the air filters. I almost forgot. C’mon, Benji. If you want fresh air, come inside.”

“I want real fresh air,” I said. “Where’s my truck? I’m just going to go for a short drive.”

“Your truck?” she said. “I really do need to call the doctor. C’mon. Come sit down. I’m going to call the doctor.”

“No!” I said. “I just need my truck!” I had to pull my arm away from her. I wasn’t trying to be mean to her, but I was getting overwhelmed. There were so many noises: clangs and bangs and clatters and horns. The air was thicker than cigarette smoke. I couldn’t even see a tree or a blade of grass.

“You don’t have a truck. You don’t even have a license,” she said. “If you really want to go out, I’ll call for the driver. Just come sit down until he gets here.”

“No license?” I said. “What happened to my license?”

“They took it away,” she said. “After the DUI. Don’t you remember? Oh, God, Benji. I really think you should see your doctor. You’re scaring me. Let me make you some breakfast. Drink your coffee. Try to relax. You’re always sharper when you’re relaxed. C’mon.”

She led me back to the kitchen and sat me down. It was quiet in the house, as if the walls were triple insulated to stop the noisy factory sounds from penetrating even slightly. She brought me my coffee and then she started making breakfast. I watched her closely.

I was fat now, but she was still beautiful, still full of energy. My wish had changed me once again, but it did nothing to her. And it was interesting that she was still there. She continued to be a part of my alternate lives. “So are you, like, my wife now then?” I asked.

She looked at me with blushing cheeks. “I’m your assistant,” she said.

“Oh,” I said. “Right.”

“But that reminds me—you have a date this afternoon.”

“A date?”

“I should probably postpone it, until you’re in a better headspace.”

“Who am I dating?”

“I found her on Tinder for you. You haven’t met her yet.”

“Tinder?” I said.

“The dating app.”

“I know what it is.” I let out a sigh. “Maybe postpone it—just until I… just until I feel better.” I didn’t want to admit that I had no idea what was going on. “I didn’t get a good sleep last night. I’m a bit out of sorts. But I don’t need a doctor. I just need to settle down.”

“Oh, you poor thing,” she said. “I’ll get some food into you and then we’ll get you back to bed. It’s important that you get your rest.”

“I should probably get some work done.”

“What work done?” she asked with narrowed eyes and a tilted head. “It’s all under control. The machines can handle everything.”

“Machines, huh?” I said.

She cooked eggs, bacon, sausages, ham, toast, and a side of deep-fried donuts. I looked at the plate, thinking she was absolutely nuts; there was no way I could eat it all. But then I started eating. It was delicious, but my stomach just didn’t seem to get full. Is this what it’s like to be obese? Is this what those people on My 600lbs Life feel when they eat? She gave me a pat on the back once my plate was empty. “Do you feel a bit better now? Want to get back into bed?”

“Is there nothing that I need to do?”

“Absolutely nothing,” she said proudly with her chin tilted high. “I have it all under control. You just need to relax. That’s the most important thing you can do.”

“Surely there’s something I can be doing—some way to help out. I mean: what’s the point of keeping me around here if there’s nothing for me to do?”

She stared at me, looking a bit nervous for a moment as she tried to think of an answer. “Well, it’s all in your name,” she said. “You worked hard to create all of this. You deserve to relax.”

“You’re very sweet, Wendy. But this isn’t really what I want. I want to be useful somehow.” And then I paused. Was this not exactly what I wanted? I mean—did I want to be fat? No. Did I want to be housebound because of some past DUI? No. But did I ask for freedom? Yes. This was freedom. I could technically do anything that I wanted to do. I could even spend my time getting fit. I could order some exercise equipment to the house and work hard until I was in shape again. And because there was nothing for me to do there, there was no point in hanging around there. I could get the ‘driver’ to take me somewhere nice. I could hang out in a park all day; maybe this was my opportunity to learn how to draw. I’d always wanted to be an artist. Or I could learn to play the piano. Eventually, that DUI would expire and I could get my license back. This was just a temporary bump in the road. I could still treat this like a gift from Erica, and not another curse.

“Where’s my computer? I need to order some stuff.”

“Just use the voice commands,” Wendy giggled. “Smart home!”

“WHAT CAN I DO FOR YOU, BENJI?” asked that robotic voice.

I blushed and bit my lip. “Can you order a treadmill to be delivered?” I called out.

“I FOUND A WELL-REVIEWED TREADMILL FROM EXERCISE PLANET. IT’S $2,352. SHOULD I PROCEDE WITH THE PURCHASE?”

“Yes, please,” I said.

“IT WILL ARRIVE TOMORROW. IS THERE ANYTHING ELSE I CAN DO FOR YOU, BENJI?”

I thought for a moment. “No. That’s it.”

I smiled. I could see how I could get used to this life. There were just a few negatives: the extra body mass, the lack of personal transportation… But those were small things that I could figure out. At least I thought I could figure them out.

I figured it would just be a matter of putting in a bit of hard work, but Erica was determined to keep me from changing things. The treadmill was destroyed, along with the delivery driver, just a block from the farm, in a collision with a semi-truck. A week later, the company tried to deliver a replacement, and then the same exact thing happened: another collision with a semi-truck, killing the delivery driver and destroying the treadmill. I called to cancel the order that day, not wanting them to try a third time. I had too much blood on my hands.

No—the blood wasn’t on my hands; the blood was on Erica’s hands. She killed those two delivery drivers. She killed the pair of realtors. And I had a feeling that this wasn’t the end of her killing spree. But why was she stopping me from getting a treadmill? Did she want me to stay fat?

The obesity was getting to me. I literally couldn’t stand for more than five minutes. I couldn’t walk for more than two minutes. My knees were just too sore. I thought about calling a doctor to see if there was something wrong with my knees, but I was afraid that Erica would kill the doctor before my appointment. I didn’t want any more death.

At least I had Wendy there to take care of me, though I felt guilty every time she made me a meal. She also had to awkwardly help me bathe, since I couldn’t reach every part of my body. I felt so ashamed of myself, but Wendy kept smiling and telling me that everything would be fine.

One morning, before she woke up, I snuck outside and huffed around the factory to a private little area, near the old barn where I found that demonic tome. I pulled an old tire out of the ditch and then I sat on the ground, no longer able to stand with my bad knees. I took a few minutes to catch my breath, and then I started to lift that tire. It was the best I could do with what I had available to me. If Erica wouldn’t let me have a treadmill, then I would use what was on the farm. If she insisted on keeping my knees in poor shape, then I would burn the calories using only my arms.

I thought it was a good plan, and then I heard a crash from inside of one of the factory buildings. I looked up and saw one of the smokestacks falling towards me. I yelled and tried to scramble to my feet, inching back from that tire. The tip of the smokestack fell right on top of that tire, crushing it, sending dirt and debris into my face. I was left with many cuts, scrapes, and bruises. Wendy came rushing out. “Benji!” she yelled. “Benji! Are you okay!? Oh my God, what happened!?”

I was unable to move, paralyzed with shock. I knew exactly what happened: Erica stopped me from working out. She was going to do whatever she had to do to keep me fat and immobile.

I didn’t leave the house for the next week. There was nothing to do. I had to occasionally sign documents for farm deliveries—but often, Wendy signed for me. “You just need to relax. It’s important that you relax,” she would say.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” I said.

I was rich and my life was easy. Technically, it was exactly what I asked for—but it was a miserable existence. That wasn’t how I wanted to live.

So I started thinking about how to best go about making my next wish. I had one left and I had to be very careful with how I used it. My first instinct was to wish for perfect health. Perfect health seemed like a solution to all of my current problems, but I quickly thought of ways that Erica might turn ‘perfect health’ into some sort of torture. Maybe I would wake up strapped to a treadmill, and I would be forced to run for sixteen hours every day. So maybe I needed to wish for ‘normal health’. How could she make that into hell? I couldn’t think of a way, but I had a feeling she would think of something.

But was that really how I wanted to use my final wish? I could have anything in the world, and I was going to wish to be thin?

My next instinct was to use my final wish to undo the previous wishes: return to normal, the way life was before I took over Al’s farm, before the farm was turned into a factory…

But then there would be no Wendy.

I dreaded the thought of going back to being poor, living in my crappy apartment, working six days a week and hardly making any money. But more than that, I dreaded losing Wendy. She didn’t start existing until I made that first wish. I wasn’t sure if Erica created her for me, or if her appearance in my post-wish life was just a coincidence. I loved having her around. She was so sweet, so caring, so energetic. She made my life as a fat, immobile lump somewhat tolerable. She gave me something to look forward to every day. I got to look into her pretty eyes. I got to hear her sweet voice.

But I couldn’t keep her like this. She was practically my slave, living in my house, caring for me twenty-four-seven. Because of me, she had no life. I couldn’t do that to her. Maybe I would lose her by wishing to go back in time to life before the wishes, but it was becoming clearer and clearer that it was the right thing to do for me and for her.

I was going to miss her. I decided to spend one last evening with her, sitting with her, basking in her lively aura. I thought about kissing her, but I hated the idea of putting her in the awkward position of having to kiss me in that state. I was thrilled when she snuggled into me when we started watching a movie, though I had a feeling she was just doing it in a friendly way, and not a romantic sort of way. Feeling her soft hair against the side of my face: those were still the best hours of my life, and afterwards, I really did struggle with the thought of undoing those wishes.

Maybe this was something I could get used to. Maybe things would evolve with Wendy. Maybe we could be a romantic pair.

No—it wasn’t fair to her. I couldn’t keep her hidden away with me. She deserved to have a life outside of that farm compound. She wasn’t mine to keep. I had to free her, which meant I had to use my last wish to undo everything.

After Wendy went to bed, I huffed down to that old barn at the far end of the property. After taking ten minutes to catch my breath, I started digging through junk. I had to stop many times, catching my breath, wiping away sweat. At one point I had to focus hard on not passing out. My knees were killing me. I was lightheaded and nauseous—but I was determined to get to that book.

It took two long, painful hours, but I found the book. I flipped to Erica’s page. I read the verse three times. Then I had to make the long, painful hike back to the house, and that’s where I found Erica: in my bedroom, sprawled on my bed, with a sly smile on her face.


CHAPTER VIII

She looked offended when I told her that I wanted to undo it all. She stared at me for a long moment before realizing I was serious. Then her eyes turned dark and she tilted her head down. “Are you serious right now?” she said.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m not going to lie to you: I just want my old life back.”

“I gave you exactly what you asked for.”

“It’s come at a price, and you know it,” I said. I was trying my best to hold back, but it was hard not to call her out. She was responsible for the death of four people, after all.

“What price?”

“Look at me,” I said. “Do you really think this is what I want?” I motioned down at my large gut. “You won’t even let me workout.”

“Working out is hard, Benji,” she said with a smirk. “You wanted an easy life.”

“No more games,” I said. “Just let me use my last wish to make everything normal again. I don’t care if I’m poor. I don’t care if things are hard. I just want to be happy… And I’m not wishing for happiness! Don’t get ideas in your head. I just want things back the way that they were. I want my life to be normal again. I want Wendy’s life to be normal again.”

“Whatever,” she said, rolling her eyes and crossing her arms. “Apparently my gifts aren’t good enough for you. If you want to give them back—fine—see if I care. Just take off your pants and bend over. Let’s get this over with.”

I paused for a moment. I could see that she was refusing to look into my eyes. Was I setting myself up for trouble? Was she going to find a way to make this last wish into misery once again? How could she twist that wish into something bad? I was just asking for everything to be back to normal—that didn’t exactly give her a lot of room for interpretation.

I turned around. I shimmied my pants down. I bent over my bed. She came up behind me. “Life’s going to be hard,” she said.

“That’s fine,” I said.

“You’ll struggle to pay the rent for your crappy apartment.”

“I’ll be fine,” I said. “Just make everything normal again.”

“Whatever,” she groaned. And then, without warning, she penetrated me. Her fat dick pushed through my anus, making me gasp. I felt that intense throbbing. I felt her bulging tip sinking into me, pushing deep without any regard for my own wellbeing. I was clenching, squirming, groaning, but she was just going ahead: letting out a bit of frustration while she fucked me.

She pushed me down. I wasn’t strong enough to resist her. She held my back down and climbed on top of me, fucking me like a rabid dog. She squeezed my body with her curvy thighs and she pushed her claws into the skin on my back. “Look at you, taking all of it,” she grinned as she pumped me. “I think you’re starting to like this, Benji.”

I was too paralyzed to respond. I felt like I could feel her cock up in my throat. She was using every inch, sliding in and out, pumping me like I was a cheap sex doll. I even heard her giggling as she thrusted in and out, in and out. I bit down on the pile, fighting the urge to yell out ‘oh my God’ because I knew the name offended her.

I let her use me like a cheap prostitute, fucking me until she was filling me with her hot cum. I even let her spank my ass before giggling on her way out of the room. “That’s your three wishes, Benji,” she said. “It was nice doing business with you.”

I just remained still on that bed, exhausted in my poor shape, and overwhelmed by euphoria. I didn’t even have the energy to get myself cleaned up. I fell asleep, and that was the last moment of my life as a rich man. When I woke up, it was to the sound of my old alarm. I was in my cold, humid apartment, almost an hour from that farm.

It was time to get ready for work, time to go and spend a long day cleaning out an old barn for almost no pay. But I was thin again. Everything around me was just how I remembered it. My crappy car was on the street outside; the back window was still a taped sheet of plastic from being broken into a month earlier. And the date on my phone claimed that it was the day after I originally found that book. Erica had sent me back in time, as if the past month or so hadn’t happened at all.

A relief washed over me, but it came with a sense of dread. Life was seemingly back to normal, but I felt like a big opportunity had been lost. Maybe I could have worded my wishes differently. Maybe I could have truly gotten something out of my deal with Erica. I could have wished for world peace. I could have wished to save starving children. I could have cured cancer. Instead, I tried to make my own life better, and now I had nothing to show for it.

But at least I wasn’t an immobile slug who needed full time help. At least I now wasn’t going to be responsible for anybody dying—and I wouldn’t be responsible for holding Wendy back from living her best life.

Though it was hard to think of Wendy, knowing that she was now gone. Wendy was no longer part of my life. I guess she never was part of my life; it’s not like she could remember the past six weeks, wherever she was now.

I showed up five minutes early for my shift. Farmer Al was already working. He looked over at me and then he looked away. “You were almost late,” he said. Normally, the comment would have ruined my day, but now I felt like I had a bit more sympathy for him. I could understand his position. I knew how much stress he was under. I knew just how much work he had to do to keep that farm running, and I knew what kind of sacrifices he was making in order to be successful.

“I’ll go get to work in the barn,” I said.

“I need you in the field,” he said. “We have to clear the weeds so I can plant.”

“No problem,” I said with a smile. I wasn’t looking forward to working in the rain, but I knew it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe I would get a bit wet and a bit cold, but there were worse things in life. Plus, the extra exercise was nice. It had been a long time since I’d really moved my body and flexed my muscles (even though it had only really been a day).

“Try to be fast,” he said. “I need you back here in two hours to train the new farm hand.”

“New farm hand?” I said.

“There’s so much work that needs to be done here. I had to bring someone else in. Don’t worry, I’m not cutting your hours. You can work together with him.”

“Okay,” I said. I was thrilled. I was going to have a coworker. I was going to have company on that big, lonely farm. I bit down on my tongue and tried not to smile. I went out to the field and got a ton of work done, working fast so that I could be back in time for the new guy.

I worked until I saw the sedan coming down the long driveway. Then I rushed over to the parking pad to greet the newcomer. “Welcome to the farm,” I said, approaching his door. “My name’s Benji, I’m the other farm hand here. Al asked me to show you around and—”

She stepped out from the car: Wendy, with her cowgirl hat on her head and her cowgirl boots on her feet. “Howdy,” she smiled.

“Oh,” I said. “You aren’t the new farm hand. You—You’re Wendy.”

“Hey! How did you know my name? Did my dad tell you?” she said. She giggled. “My dad refuses to call me that. I’m surprised he didn’t tell you my dead name.”

“Dead name?” I said.

“Or whatever you want to call it: old name, boy name.” I had no idea what she was talking about.

“What are you here for?” I asked.

“I’m starting work today. I’m the new farm hand,” she said with her trademark giggle. “You look awfully familiar. Have we met? Did we go to high school together or something? You haven’t ever lived in Coletown, have you?”

“Coletown? No,” I said.

“I swear I know you from somewhere.”

“Did you have to dress like that?” Farmer Al groaned behind me. He was standing by the house.

“This is how I dress, dad,” Wendy chirped back.

“You’re embarrassing yourself and you don’t even realize it,” Al grunted back. “Benji, this is my son, Wallace. He just moved back to town from Coletown. I need you to show him how things are done around here.”

My mind was spinning. I was struggling to wrap my head around what was happening between Al and Wendy. I looked over at Wendy and saw that she was blushing, with her face pointed down at the ground. Once Al was gone, she said, “He’s never really supported the whole transition thing. I guess you can’t win them all.”

It took my slow brain a moment to realize that she was telling me that she was transgender, born a boy, now identifying as a girl. I was stunned into silence. I’d known her for so long—how did I not know she was trans? Was she trans in those other realities?

I just stared at her, baffled.

“Are you sure we don’t know each other?” she said. “I feel like I know you.”

“Maybe we met in another life,” I said. “Let me show you around.”

As we toured the property, she told me a little bit more about herself. She told me about growing up on that very farm. She knew how it worked better than me, so I didn’t really have much to say to her. “I never thought I would move back here, especially because my dad really hates the whole trans thing. But things weren’t working out in Coletown, and I’ve really started dreaming about the farm life. Maybe I’ll inherit all of this one day.”

“It’s nice here,” I said. “But it’s a lot of work.”

“Well, I wouldn’t run quite the operation my dad has. I’d probably only keep a couple cows and a handful of chickens. I would probably focus more on gardening, growing crops… that’s what I’m good at. I find it so relaxing out here.” She looked into my eyes and smiled. “Okay, stop already. We know each other. How do we know each other?”

I just shrugged my shoulders. “I feel like I met you in a dream,” I said, blushing. “But I don’t think we’ve ever really met in the real world… if that makes sense.”

“It doesn’t make sense, but it does at the same time,” she said.

We went over to the old barn to get started on clearing it out. We chatted all day, hauling junk out into the rain, storing it in that old house, dumping the garbage into that ditch. I don’t think I’ve laughed so much in my life. I’d known her for weeks, but this was the first time I was really getting to know her.

At lunchtime, I lost track of her when she went to chat with her father. I ate my lunch in my car and then I had to use the bathroom, so I went into Al’s house. I went up the stairs and stepped into the bathroom, and then she gasped. She was in there, naked, changing out of her wet clothes. I saw her whole body: her perky breasts, her curvy hips, and her long, thick penis. She covered herself up a moment later, but it was a moment too late.

I turned around. “I’m sorry,” I said.

“I’m sorry you had to see that,” she said.

“Don’t be sorry. I barged in on you. And you have nothing to be sorry about—you look amazing.” I’m not sure why I said it. It sounded so creepy out loud, but I couldn’t take it back. I expected her to be disgusted and horrified. But when I looked back at her, she was blushing and biting her bottom lip.

“Maybe you didn’t see all of me,” she said softly.

“I got a good look,” I said awkwardly.

“Even this?” She quickly flashed her dick, blushing even harder. “I’m sure you’re not used to those on girls.”

“I like it,” I said.

Her eyes beamed. There was a silence in that bathroom as we stared into each other’s eyes. Then she snuck past me, closing the door behind me. “Okay,” she said. “But we have to be really fast, and quiet so that my dad doesn’t hear.” She moved her hands away from her cock, and now she was slightly hard. Me seeing her naked had made her aroused.

I gasped at the sight of her beautiful body. I don’t think I could have appreciated it quite as much had it not been for my experiences with Erica. A cock on a woman would have terrified me—maybe even repulsed me—but now I knew how it felt. I knew how nice to could be. I knew that I wanted it.

So I went down. I gripped her shaft and I sucked her. She moaned beautifully. I knew we had to be quick, but I didn’t want to be quick. I wanted to take my time. She pushed her fingers into my air and pulled me tighter into her crotch, pushing her cock into my throat. I loved the feeling of her warm, throbbing tip sliding on my tongue.

“We don’t have much time,” she whispered.

I stood up. She looked down and saw my erect bulge. She gasped and then worked to free it. “You really do like me,” she blushed.

“I’ve always liked you,” I said.

“But we just met… Or do we know each other? Why does it feel like we know each other?”

I smiled. “Maybe we’re soulmates.”

Her cheeks turned dark red. “Spin around,” she said, biting her bottom lip. “I like to be on top.”

“Works for me,” I said, obeying her command. She grabbed my hips and she mounted me, pushing her thick, veiny penis deep into my body.

So maybe I wasn’t rich. Maybe my life wasn’t going to be so simple. I would have to work hard to earn everything. But I was okay with that.

She started pumping me. My God, it felt so good. She put her hands around my throat and squeezed. She was a bit kinkier than I could have guessed. After playfully choking me, she reached down and clenched my cock. She stared stroking it. “You’re so tight,” she whispered in my ear.

“You’re big,” I said.

“But you can take it,” she said. “I like that about you.”

She pushed deeper, making me gasp. She used her hand to cover my mouth, so I wouldn’t make too much noise. Then the fucking intensified. She pumped me hard, rattling my body, stimulating my P-spot. “Just like that,” I moaned. “Don’t stop.”

“You’re so fucking tight,” she moaned.

I wasn’t rich and my life wasn’t easy, but I had everything that I wanted.

I looked up a moment later, at the bathroom window. There, sitting outside, on the roof, was Erica with a smirk on her face. She waved at me before spreading her wings and taking off. I froze for a moment, trying to decide if the vision was real or just some sort of hallucination.

I couldn’t help but wonder if Wendy was some sort of gift, or if maybe this whole thing was just a lesson, Erica’s way of showing me that grass isn’t always greener on the other side.

Erica moaned loudly. “I’m coming!” she gasped. I let her finish inside of me. And I let her finish inside of me many, many more times after that. Because after my encounter with Erica the succubus, my life became a whole lot more wonderful.

THE END
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Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.
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