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SUCCUBUS SENTENCE


Veronica loves one thing more than anything in the world: God. A close second is the pastor at her church, Father Ogilvy, who always gives the most intriguing sermons. Veronica lives for those amazing sermons, so she’s sad when Father Ogilvy announces his retirement.

The day of his retirement turns from sad to horrifying when Veronica ventures down to the church basement to retrieve some totes for a charity event, only to meet a curvy succubus who lives in the ancient space.

The succubus is going on vacation for a week and needs someone to take over the job until she’s back. And having not been on vacation for nearly a century, she’s refusing to take no for an answer.

How bad can it be?

For one week, armed with superhuman succubus powers, Veronica will have to facilitate deals with desperate men, and punish those who break their contracts.


CHAPTER 1
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That Sunday, I made sure to put on my nicest dress: a pale green dress that flowed beautifully down to my ankles, with long sheer sleeves, frilly shoulders, and a high neckline that framed my face in a flattering way.

I also made sure to wake up an hour earlier than I would normally wake up before church, to braid my hair into a fancy French-braid wrap. I probably had sixteen pins holding that fancy up-do in place.

I shaped my eyebrows, I put on my nicest perfume (an expensive gift from my mother), I shaved my armpits and legs. I even put on heels—the only pair that I owned (I’d only worn them twice before); I’d never been a big heels girl; heels attracted attention that I was never interested in getting.

And, just for that special occasion, I put on a touch of makeup. I almost never touched makeup unless it was a truly special event, and that was a truly special event. It was Father Ogilvy’s last sermon.

Usually, it was just a touch of mascara at the very most. I owned some makeup supplies from gifts, but almost never touched any of it. But today was special.

I wanted to look my best, to show him how much he meant to me and how much his words had impacted my life.

I took a deep breath and began. First, I applied a thin layer of foundation to even out my skin tone. Then, I used a concealer to cover up the dark circles under my eyes, a result of staying up late to study for Father Ogilvy’s Bible class, which I was determined to ace… I blended it all in with a damp sponge, careful not to apply too much.

Next, I added a touch of blush to my cheeks, giving them a rosy glow, though I wondered for a minute if I looked too whorish now. I’d heard someone say that blush was designed to make a girl look like she was having an ‘orgasm’… I have no idea how true that is.

I carefully brushed my eyebrows, filling them in to give them a more defined shape. I finished off my eye makeup with a swipe of mascara and a hint of eyeliner, to make my eyes look bigger and brighter.

Finally, I applied a bold red lipstick, giving my face a pop of colour. I stepped back from the mirror and looked at myself, satisfied with the result. I looked confident and beautiful, ready to face the day ahead.

As I made my way to the church, I felt a sense of nervous excitement building within me. I was ready to hear Father Ogilvy's final words, to be inspired and uplifted one last time. I was honoured to be a part of this special day, and I was determined to make the most of it.
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Oh, how I loved Father Ogilvy! He was such an entertaining preacher. His sermons were so fascinating, so entertaining. Whenever he told the story of Christ being put on the cross, I would be brought to tears. When he spoke about the resurrection, I was tempted to cheer with joy. Father Ogilvy told stories much like my own father, when he would read to me at night. He would do the voices, building up tension, and then he could boom with enthusiasm that would make the whole audience perk up.

And he was so amazingly charitable. He would stay late, every day, to work with the less fortunate. He ran classes (for free) designed to help get people onto the right foot. He was a tremendous motivational speaker.

Oh, how I was going to miss Father Ogilvy. I’m not sure I’d ever looked up to anyone quite as much. “Don’t worry, Veronica,” he said to me that morning, when I saw him at the door and I began to cry. “I’m not dying; I’m just retiring.”

[image: A young girl speaks with a priest]



“But I’m going to miss your sermons, Father,” I said, clasping my hands down at my waist.

He smiled, looking rather jolly. He was an older man: clean-shaven, tall—though I wouldn’t call him traditionally handsome. He had a wife, a modest woman, on the heavier side. Oh, I’m not one to judge a person, though I did always wonder why Father Ogilvy picked her. Perhaps she was sharper in her youth, when they married. Now, she looked… well, I’m just going to say it, though I know it will sound mean: ogreish. She had big shoulders and a wide jaw. She often smelled of unbrushed teeth and unwashed armpits. Oh, I know that I’m sounding cruel, but I truly am biting my tongue, holding back on truly describing the woman. She was often there, standing near Father Ogilvy, rarely dressed for the occasion. She would wear loose jeans and an untucked T-shirt: hardly appropriate attire to wear before the Lord on His day. She was constantly sniffling, and clearing her throat with a horrible sound. Perhaps she had some sort of medical condition; who am I to judge? Only the Lord Himself can judge…

“Father Christopher is a wonderful speaker, Veronica,” Father Ogilvy said to me, speaking of the young priest who would be taking over the Sunday sermon.

“Father Christopher is tremendous. I’ve heard him speak on Tuesdays,” I smiled. “But no one can tell a story from Genesis like you can.”

“I do love Genesis,” smiled Father Ogilvy.

I made sure to sit right up front for that final sermon. I clasped my hands tightly together and watched the magnificent priest as he spoke. I laughed, I cried, I cheered. Yes, I got a few curious looks from the casual churchgoers; maybe my enthusiasm was a bit over-the-top; maybe my passion for a good sermon was a bit… intense.

It was near the end of the sermon that Father Ogilvy said, “Mrs. Gregor sadly had to return to the hospital last night. Let us all pray for a fast recovery.” We prayed, and then he continued, “As she’s unable to be here, I’m asking for a volunteer to help distribute lunches to the less fortunate.”

I sprung to my feet, throwing my hand into the air.

Father Ogilvy smiled warmly with that amazing smile. “Of course, Veronica. Bless your wonderful soul.”

I often volunteered after church, twice a week—though usually not on Sundays. But I was thrilled to have one more chance to spend a little bit of extra time around my favourite priest in the whole wide world.

When church ended, a huge crowd formed near the pulpit, not even giving Father Ogilvy a chance to dismount the staging. Everyone wanted a chance to have one last goodbye, even though we all knew that he would be back every Sunday as a casual churchgoer. I was one of the people in that big crowd, though I was hoping to be one of the last to speak to him, as I had to much to say and I didn’t want to hold up the long line.

“You really liked that, huh?” said a voice next to me.

I looked over and saw a young man staring at me, grinning as if he was trying hard not to laugh. He had his hands in the pockets of his slacks, blazer opened to show his dress shirt, which was buttoned down close to his sternum. Showing so much chest, even as a man, hardly seemed appropriate, but I forced a smile regardless; it wasn’t my place to judge. “Father Ogilvy is a wonderful speaker.”

Graham was a young man in his mid-twenties, with a rough and rugged appearance. He had unkempt, greasy hair that fell just above his eyes, and a scruffy beard that seemed to have been neglected for weeks. His clothes were wrinkled and stained, giving the impression that he didn't take good care of himself.

His eyes were what drew the most attention. They were small and beady, with a dark, sinister look to them. They darted around nervously, as if he was always looking for an escape route or plotting something. There was a coldness in his gaze, a sense that he was capable of doing harm to others if it suited him.

His body language was shifty and guarded, as if he was constantly on the lookout for trouble. He moved with a quick, furtive step, and he seemed to be always on edge. His hands were often balled into fists, ready for a fight, and there was an air of menace about him that made others uneasy.

Overall, Graham gave off the impression of a shady character with bad intentions. He seemed like someone who was always looking to take advantage of others, and someone who was not to be trusted.

“It was a big long-winded, if you ask me,” he said, rolling his eyes.

I paused. I didn’t recognize the man. Had he been to that church before?

“I’m sorry,” I said. “What’s your name?”

“Graham,” he said, and then he pulled a hand out from his pocket and thrust it towards me. I reluctantly shook his hand, though I didn’t feel good about this particular person. There was something about his grin that just seemed off… or maybe it was simply the fact that he’d insulted one of the greatest speakers to ever bless a pulpit.

“Veronica,” I said.

“I like your dress, Veronica,” he said.

“Thank you,” I said carefully.

I felt gross when he let his gaze move down my body. It was a dress with good coverage, though the area around my collarbone was sheer, and so were the sleeves, so I felt more exposed than usual. Maybe I should have worn something less tight, something less sheer; maybe this dress wasn’t as appropriate for church as I thought. Maybe I looked like a whore, and now I was attracting the wrong kind of person.

I used my arms to cover up my chest. “Are you in line to talk to Father Ogilvy?” I asked.

He looked over at the popular priest and shrugged his shoulders. “Nah,” he said.

“Are you waiting for confession?” I asked, and I will admit that it was intended to be a bit of a jab.

He laughed and shook his head. “No. I’m just mingling.”

“I see,” I said, shying my face away. Why had he singled me out? Did I look easy to him? Did I seem like some loose whore? His presence was making me tense and uncomfortable.

“You come here often?” he asked, apparently not picking up on my body language.

“Three times a week,” I said with a smile.

“Whoa!” he gasped. “Like… every week?”

“Of course.”

“I’m more of a three times a year kind of guy,” he said with a chuckle, as if skipping church on Sundays was something to joke about. I had nothing to say to him; his nonchalant attitude towards skipping church just seemed downright wrong. “Well, after you talk to your guy there, or whatever, we should go get a coffee or something. Well—it’s almost noon now; we could even get a beer or a wine or something.”

I gasped, lips parted, suddenly speechless.

He laughed. “What is it?”

“It’s hardly appropriate to talk about liquor inside of a church!” I couldn’t believe my ears.

He just laughed, not seeing the insanity of what he was saying. “Okay, then coffee.”

“I—I’m afraid that I have other commitments, Graham.”

“The volunteer thingy?” he said.

“Yes, that,” I said, biting my tongue. “The volunteer thingy.”

“You’re really into all this church stuff, huh?” he said, pushing his hands back into his pockets. That’s when I noticed he was chewing gum, which I’m pretty sure would be a sin if gum had been invented when the Bible was written.

“Nothing is more important,” I said.

“Well, some things are.”

“Like what?” I said.

“Like, what about… family.”

“Christ before family,” I said.

He rolled his eyes and shook his head. “You really think that’s what Jesus would want?”

“Whoever loves father or mother more than me is not worthy of me, and whoever loves son or daughter more than me is not worthy of me. Matthew, 10:37,” I quoted. I was quite proud of myself for getting it right without stumbling. Maybe my Bible study sessions were paying off.

He looked stunned for a moment. “That’s in the Bible?” he said. “That’s kind of messed up.”

“Because nothing is more important than Christ.”

He rolled his eyes again. Then he grinned. “Let’s talk about this more over a drink. What do you say?” His eyes scanned me again. I swear he paused for a moment to look at my breasts, which were well covered, but still apparently drawing him in. I covered my chest again with my arms.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “But I’m very busy.”

“Tomorrow then,” he smiled.

“I’m busy tomorrow as well.”

“With what?”

“That’s my own business!” I said. I liked this man less and less with each passing second. He was too persistent, and he knew nothing about the Bible. Why was he even at that church? Was he just there to try to pick up girls?

I was relieved when one of the church volunteers came out from the back, saying, “Does anyone know where the extra totes are in the basement?”

I threw up my hand, because I knew from the last church fundraiser; in fact, I was the one who stored them away. “Do you need them, Mrs. Arlington?”

“Would you be so kind?”

“Want help?” asked Graham, perking up.

“No, thank you,” I smiled. “They aren’t heavy at all. It was nice talking to you.” I was scared that he was going to follow me down to the basement and pester me the whole time I hauled the totes up the stairs.
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But he didn’t follow me; I managed to slip away, freeing myself from that awkward conversation. Though I wasn’t exactly thrilled at the idea of going down into the basement.

I stood at the top of that old stairwell, looking down into the dark basement of a church. The air was musty and the steps creaked beneath my feet. I tried to shake off the feeling of dread that was creeping over me, but I couldn't escape the thought that I was about to venture into the unknown.

The stairs seemed to go on forever, disappearing into the darkness below. I tried to focus on the task at hand, but my mind kept flashing images of what might be lurking in the shadows. My heart was racing, and my palms were sweaty. I took a deep breath and began to descend, one step at a time.

As I reached the bottom of the stairwell, I was enveloped by a thick, oppressive darkness. I fumbled for the phone flashlight in my pocket, and when I finally found it, I shone it ahead of me. I could see just a few feet in front of me, but beyond that, the basement was a mystery.

I moved forward, my footsteps echoing off the walls. I tried to remain calm, but the hairs on the back of my neck were standing on end. I kept my flashlight aimed ahead of me, scanning the area for any sign of danger. But there was nothing there, just rows of old storage boxes and forgotten furniture.

Despite the lack of obvious danger, I couldn't shake the feeling that I wasn't alone down there. I pressed on, determined to find what I came for. But with each step, I was more and more aware of the weight of the darkness around me, and the fear that I was about to be swallowed up by it.

Finally, I reached my destination, and I let out a sigh of relief. I had accomplished what I came here to do, but the fear that I felt in that basement would stay with me for a long time. I made my way back up the stairwell, eager to return to the light and safety of the outside world.

It was an old church, restored in some parts, but the basement wasn’t one of those parts. It was built in the 1800s, with a rugged stone foundation, with thick hand-carved beams holding up the floor above. It was built before electricity, but soon after the advent of electricity, someone had put in sconces, bolted to the stone walls. The lightbulbs in those sconces now were easily thirty-years-old, in dire need of LED replacements. They were dim, flickering—and some were just burnt out. There were dark pockets: shadows of pure blackness—not helped at all by giant stacks of storage. Some of those piles were so untouched, half an inch of dust covered everything, concealing whatever was underneath.

I went through a maze of old Christmas decorations. I turned down the hallway, stepping up onto the raised wooden floor that sat on the cold stone. I’d been down there half a dozen times in as many years. I hated going down there almost as much as I hated talking to men like Graham. Whenever I stepped into that narrow basement hallway, the same thought always entered into my head: ‘As Above, So Below’. I’m not sure where that thought came from. It wasn’t a quote from the Bible, but I’d heard it somewhere before…

What made me truly hate that basement was the constant feeling that I was being watched, but it wasn’t the same feeling that I got when I was above, inside of the warm, inviting church. Down in that basement, it never quite felt like God was with me… but instead, something else.

“I just need totes,” I said out loud, as if I was saying it to someone, so that they would leave me alone. A chill crept down my spine.

I wanted to be fast for two reasons: partially because I wanted to get the heck out of that basement, and partially because I wanted to see Father Ogilvy before he left. I had to be quick… but now, I couldn’t remember where I’d left the totes. I was sure that I put them in that nook at the end of the long hallway: a hallway, which ended abruptly, with no doors: a passageway to nothing but a stone wall.

Now, there was nothing there. I had to double-back, reaching the first old oak doorway. The door groaned on its hinges. I swear that door weighed five-hundred pounds; those hinges must have been truly powerful to hold that old door up!

The room was packed with old storage and dust. No totes.

I groaned

I went to check another room. There were a dozen rooms, all packed with storage from different decades.

Where were those totes?

As I began to lose hope, I heard something: the soft pattering off feet. I froze, listening. Those footsteps were coming from the end of that long hallway: the hallway that led to nothing. I was too afraid to turn to look down it. I tried to ignore it.

I didn’t believe in ghosts. When people die, they either go to heaven or hell; they don’t become ghosts and haunt church basements. But still, my body was overwhelmed with frightening chills.

“I just need those totes,” I whispered.

“They’re over here,” a girl’s voice rang out.

I nearly screamed. I would have jumped into the air before sprinting out of that basement had a terrified paralysis not taken over my body. I turned to look down that hallway, which was now black; the lights had gone out. Was someone pranking me?

“Come get your totes,” the female voice said before giggling in the darkness.

“W—Who are you?” I asked. My voice was broken, rattled.

“I’m the lady with your totes, now come and get them.”

“Why are you in the dark?” I asked. Now, I was starting to cry; the terror was bringing tears to my eyes.

“I find the dark comforting,” the voice said.

“Stop it!” I barked. “This isn’t funny!”

“It’s a little bit funny,” she said.

I turned around and started to run for the exit. I reached the oak doorway to the stairs, grabbed the handle, and pulled… but it was locked. “Let me out!” I cried. I pulled and pulled and pulled, making the door rattle, but it wouldn’t open. Now, tears were streaming down my cheeks.

“Would you just relax already!” the voice said, and now it sounded close, like it was just fifteen feet behind me. I was too afraid to look back.

“Please!” I begged. “I just want to go home! I just want out of here! Please, God! Help me!”

The voice suddenly hissed. “Don’t use that name down here!” she gasped.

I spun around, now feeling the warmth of her body, as if she was just feet away from me. I pressed my back hard against that oak door, palms flat against the steel bracing. Now, staring at me, was a young woman, hardly older than me.


CHAPTER 2
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She was wearing a little black dress, with long brown hair that had been straightened. She had fishnet stockings on her legs, high-heels on her feet. She looked like she was about to go clubbing. Her attire was certainly not appropriate for church—though I’d seen girls like her in the church before; it was always so obvious that they were there to find themselves a desperate husband. I always tried my hardest not to judge, but it was hard to stop the judgements from entering my head when I saw their breasts half out, they thighs shining into the eyes of every man in the building, lips glossed, body sprayed with perfume from some lingerie store. Okay, I’ll say it: whores.

[image: Mysterious woman in a church basement]



Now, standing before me, was one of those whores—probably a friend of Graham. Or, if she wasn’t a friend of Graham, maybe she needed to go upstairs and meet him; they would have made a fine couple.

“Why are you so scared, Veronica?” the girl asked.

“Because you’re hiding down here in the shadows like some cruel prankster!” I barked. “This is hardly funny!”

“Oh, please,” she said, rolling her eyes in a big, exaggerated way. “You’re so sensitive.”
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“Unlock this door,” I said, wiping my eyes. I looked down and saw the black smears on my hands: my mascara was ruined now, thanks to this church-basement floozy. It suddenly occurred to me that she was probably down here messing around with some boy, and I’d nearly caught them. Maybe she thought she needed to reveal herself before I did catch her being naughty and sinful.

“I’ll unlock it in a few minutes,” she said. “But first, I wanted to chat with you.”

She turned and began to walk around the room, showing off more of her tight dress. That’s when I noticed that it was totally sheer, showing everything. I gasped, seeing her ass cheeks through her dress—and that’s not all that I saw; I also saw that she wasn’t wearing panties. I saw her vagina, which was smooth and hairless. I gasped, covered my mouth, looking away. She turned to me, and that’s when I noticed that even the top part of her dress was semi-sheer, showing her breasts: nipples and all.

I was stunned, horrified. I wanted to tell her that she was a blasphemer. I wanted to tell her to repent for being so sinfully indecent. But I kept my mouth shut on that matter.

“Unlock this door right now,” I said.

“But we haven’t talked yet,” she smiled.

“I’m not interested in talking; I have commitments,” I said.

“Phooey,” she said. “Fuck your silly commitments. I have something much more important for you.”

“Watch your language!” I gasped. “You’re in a church! I shouldn’t have to remind you that God is listening right now.”

She hissed again, turning her face away from me like some sort of vampire turning away from sunlight. “Stop it with that name! Have some respect!”

“You have some respect! For the Lord, and for yourself!” I motioned down at her inappropriate body.

She hissed once more, and then she smiled. “Don’t you like my dress?”

“With all due respect, you look like a prostitute,” I said.

“Oh, thank you,” she smiled, as if it was a compliment. “That was kind of what I was going for this morning when I got dressed.”

Who was this vile woman, and how had she ended up in the church basement?

“Open this door right now,” I said. “I’m done playing this game. I have to get the totes.” I gasped suddenly. “The totes! Where are those totes?”

“I already sent them up,” she said, waving me off. “Quit worrying so much about the damned totes!”

I paused for a moment. “You did?” I asked.

“Yes!” she said. “I knew that they would come looking for you if I didn’t deliver them upstairs, so I dealt with it. Now, do me a favour and give me a few minutes of your time.”

I paused. I wanted to fight with her, but I knew that she wasn’t going to give me what I wanted until I caved and gave her whatever it was that she wanted. I had to bite down on my tongue. I had to force a smile. I clenched my hands into tight fists to control my emotions, and then I said, “What do you want?”

“More than anything, I want to go on vacation,” she smiled. And she stared at me, as if I should have a reply to that.

“Okay,” I said.

“Well,” she said. “It’s not that simple for me. My boss doesn’t give me any vacation days. In fact, I don’t get any days off.”

“That’s a real shame,” I said. “But clearly, you’re off now, so you obviously get some time off.”

She smiled. “I’m not off now,” she said. “Technically, I’m still on the clock. My boss is a real prick, to be quite honest with you.”

I gasped at her language. But I didn’t lash out this time; I wanted her to finish with her little chat so that I could leave.

“I want to go away for a week—somewhere cool. I bet that sounds silly to you, but when you spend so long down in hell, the thought of being somewhere cool just seems so… relaxing.” She let out a soft sigh.

My heart skipped a beat. “It’s not funny to joke about hell,” I said.

“Oh, but it’s no joke,” she said. “That’s where I live. And yes, it’s just as hot as you’ve heard.”

“Stop it,” I said. “You aren’t funny!”

She giggled. “Oh, Veronica. You’re such an innocent little soul,” she said with that smirk. “I suppose I should just prove it to you and skip this ‘trust me’ stuff. But I don’t want to scare you more than I already have.”

“You’ve possibly lost your mind,” I said, shaking my head.

“Okay, so I guess I have to prove it,” she said. “Just prepare yourself. I know you’re going to be freaked out, but it just seems inevitable.”

She lifted her hands up into the air, and that’s when my life was truly turned upside down. The floor rumbled for a moment, making me gasp and jump. Then, cracks began to form on the centuries-old stone foundation. A hot redness glowed from those cracks, like lava was about to erupt from the ground. I screamed and backed myself against that door.

Then, little hissing creatures, black all over with glowing red eyes, began to crawl from the cracks. They looked at me with those horrible little faces. I fell to the floor and cried for God to save me.

Then, as soon as it began, it ended. The floor closed up, the red glow vanished, and now, the whorish woman was standing before me, looking strangely guilty. “I didn’t mean to give you a heart attack, Veronica.”

“How do you know my name!?” I screamed after stuttering for a moment.

“I know a lot of things,” she said. “And, for the next week, you’re going to know a lot of things too.”

“What are you talking about!?” I asked, wiping mascara-tinted tears from my eyes.

“I want to go on vacation, and the only way that I can do that is if someone takes over for me. It will only be a week.”

“This is… This is crazy! Please just let me go. I don’t want to be down here anymore. I don’t want anything to do with this!”

“Well, normally I would accept no as an answer, but it’s been nearly eighty years since my last vacation, and I’m not sure I can go much longer.”

“Pick someone else,” I said.

“I don’t have many options, Veronica. With all due respect, you aren’t exactly my first pick. I can think of a few girls upstairs who would be a better fit. Like Jasmine, who’s talking to Father Ogilvy right now. She meets the criteria, and she’s much naughtier than you; I bet she would actually enjoy the job.”

“So ask her then!”

“Well,” she said. “I would ask her… but she’s not here right now, is she?”

I paused for a moment.

“If you would go up and send her down, then I could ask her. But how could I trust you? How would I know that you’re actually going to tell her to come down? I can see right through you, Veronica. I can tell that you will just run off if I open that door. I can’t let that happen.”

My heart was pounding now. My legs were trembling. I had a terrible feeling that I was now seeing the final moments of my life. “Don’t hurt me,” I begged.

“I don’t hurt people—unless they ask me to,” she said, waving me off. “In fact, my job is quite the opposite; I give people pleasure and satisfaction—beyond what they know to be possible. They like it. You’re giving them a gift, really. And sometimes… well, it’s not all pleasuring people all the time. You’ll have to deal with the bad eggs: the fuckups who need punishing. You’ll be wearing a lot of hats, but you’ll figure it out. At the end of the day, it’s all pretty straight-forward.”

“I don’t want to do it,” I said, sniffling and wiping my eyes again.

“Oh, please just do it,” she groaned. “It’s just one week. It’s not like you have anything better to be doing. You can call in sick to work. Your boss, Darcy, won’t even care.”

“How do you know my boss’ name?”

“Keep up, Veronica!” she sighed. “I’m a succubus. I know lots of things. Look… all your crying is making me feel terrible—believe it or not. I’m not a bad succubus. I actually think that I’m a pretty nice succubus, all things considered. I just really, really need a break. Just do this for me and I’ll make it worth your while.”

“It’s sacrilege,” I said.

“Yes, it actually is that,” she blushed. “But your God will forgive you, I’m sure. And… well, look. I’m not really giving you the option. I’m just trying to be nice about it. You’re going to do it one way or another.”

“I won’t. I’ll die before I do it.”

“Well, actually no, you won’t,” she said. “But that’s a sweet sentiment. Anyway—you can start tomorrow morning. Be here at 9:00 AM, your time.”

“No,” I said.

She rolled her eyes. “Okay,” she said. “I’m just trying to prepare you for the week, Veronica. There are details that we should cover.”

“No,” I said. “Open this door. Now.”

“But don’t you want to be a little bit prepared?” she said.

“No,” I growled. “Now open this door and let me out of here!”

She rolled her eyes. “Fine. I guess some people just prefer to learn to swim in the deep end of the pool.” She waved her hand and the oak door suddenly flew open. I screamed and jumped back, dodging it narrowly.

I looked back at the woman for a horrified second before sprinting up the steps, away from that basement. I never wanted to go near it again. I wasn’t even sure how I was going to step into that church ever again, knowing that something truly evil was lurking in the basement.

I ran into the atrium and saw the skimmed-down crowd around Father Ogilvy. He turned and looked into my eyes with a smile, and then his gaze narrowed. “Veronica,” he called out to me. Then, the other girls all turned to look at me. “Are you… okay?”

“I’m fine,” I said.

“Is this some sort of prank? It’s rather… inappropriate.”

I stared at him for a long moment before looking down to see that I was no longer wearing my little pale green dress. Now, I was wearing a tight red latex bodysuit and black fishnet stockings. I screamed and covered up. I’d never shown so much skin in my life. I turned from pale to red. Everyone was staring at me. “It’s… It’s just a joke!” I yelled. “It’s funny… right?”
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The older women looked horrified. They all knew me and my family. This was so humiliating. I looked around for something to wear over that super-tight outfit. Then I remembered that there were robes in the back room, so I rushed to get one. When I came back, they were still staring at me. I had to look down to make sure another outfit hadn’t magically appeared on my body.

“I like to think that I have a good sense of humour,” laughed Father Ogilvy. “But I think that particular joke went over my head.”

The old women around him chuckled.

“But I think I get what you were going for. You’re a funny girl, Veronica. God has blessed you with a truly unique spirit.”

“I don’t know what I was thinking,” I said softly.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” he said. “Life is too short. But maybe next time, it could be a joke done outside of the church walls. You know… with Him watching, and all.” He motioned to the huge portrait of Jesus Christ. As I looked at that portrait, I suddenly felt a terrible burning on my skin. Steam rose from my body, as if fire was burning off the moisture in my skin. I shrieked and jumped back, behind one of the pews.

“Are you… okay?” asked Father Ogilvy.

“I—I’m afraid I’m not feeling so well, Father. I may have to pass on the volunteer opportunity that I agreed to earlier. My, uh, stomach isn’t so well.”

“It’s no worry, Veronica; you do enough. Go home and rest. It was so wonderful to see you here today.”

“Thank you, Father. Your, uh, sermon was truly remarkable. I’ll never forget it.”

But now, that horrible burning was happening all over my body. I felt steam rising from my skin. I knew I had to get out of there or I would burst into flames. So I turned around and sprinted out. The robe fell off of me, exposing that red latex outfit, but I was in too much pain to stop to grab it.

I ran all the way home, dressed like a cheap hooker, bawling my eyes out, with no idea what the hell was going on in my life.


CHAPTER 3
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Icried and cried and cried.

Something terrible was happening. A demon was haunting me, meddling in my life. I instantly thought about calling Father Ogilvy and begging him to come and perform an exorcism. I had no idea if he was qualified to conduct such a thing, but I didn’t know who else to call…

But the thought of calling him and admitting what had happened was just so humiliating. I didn’t want him knowing that I’d spoken to some sort of demon. I didn’t want him thinking that I’d lost my mind. I respected that man so much; what would he think of me if he thought that I’d been chatting with demons?

The outfit kept appearing on my body. I would take it off, stuff it into the trash, and then a moment later, after the blink of an eye, it would be back on me. “No, no, no,” I whined. I tried covering myself up, but after a minute, the clothes I put on would vanish.

And it got weirder…

My hair, which had always been a dull brown colour, was now a bright shade of blonde. I rubbed my hand over my head, trying to understand what had happened. Had I accidentally used the wrong shampoo? Had I been sleepwalking and dyed my hair in my sleep?

I quickly ran to the bathroom to take a closer look. Sure enough, my hair was a completely different colour. It was golden and shining, a far cry from the mousy brown I was used to. I felt a knot form in my stomach as I realized what this change could mean. Would people judge me for my new look? Would they think I was trying to look like a slut, or an attention-seeking whore?

I began to panic. I didn't know anything about hair dye or maintenance, and I was worried I would make things worse if I tried to fix it myself. I didn't know what to do. All I could think was that I must look completely different, and that everyone would be staring at me in a bad way, especially with that red latex stuck on my body.

I took a deep breath and tried to calm down. I reminded myself that my hair was just hair, and that it wouldn't change who I was as a person.

Every time I looked at the cross on the wall, or the madonna portrait, my skin would burn terribly. I had to rush to the wall to pull both down. I had to hide my Bible, because being near it made my muscles ache.

I knew that I had a demon inside of me. I tried begging God to help me, but the mere mention of God made my throat burn as if I was drinking boiling water.

So all I could do was cry.

I went to clean the mascara off of my face. When I looked up at my reflection, there was a note written on the mirror with lipstick: ‘It’s only for a week. Relax.’

The message made me fall to the ground, trembling all over. I wept. I shook my head. I begged the entity to leave me alone. I tried covering up again, but my clothes just vanished. I even tried to be naked, thinking it would be more appropriate than the red latex bodysuit and fishnet stockings, but the outfit came back onto my body.

After six hours of exhausting weeping, I gave up. I fell onto my bed. I wanted to keep crying, but I had no tears left. I just went limp, lifeless, staring at my ceiling. I hated myself for inviting this demon into my life, though I didn’t understand how such a thing could have happened. How did God allow it to happen?

I winced; even the thought of the word God made my head ache ruthlessly. “I just want this to end,” I whispered as a final tear fell down my cheek.

“One week,” a voice said in my head. I clasped my ears with the palms of my hands.

I screamed, trying to scream the psychosis away, but the outfit remained on my body, so I knew the psychosis was still there.

It was late when my phone rang. It was an unknown number, so I almost didn’t answer it. “Hello?” I said softly, trying not to sound like I was crying.

“Veronica,” said Father Ogilvy. “I’m just calling to check on you. Are you feeling better?” The voice of Father Ogilvy was like a balm for the soul. It was deep and rich, with a gentle lilt that carried a sense of warmth and wisdom. When he spoke, it was as if he was reaching out and cradling you in his arms, soothing your fears and worries.

His words were carefully chosen, and he spoke with a slow and measured pace, allowing each syllable to sink in and resonate within you. His tone was calm and reassuring, and it was easy to get lost in the sound of his voice.

Whether he was delivering a sermon, leading a prayer, or simply speaking to someone in need, his voice was a source of comfort and strength. It was the voice of someone who had lived a long, rich life, and had seen and experienced much, but still held a deep sense of compassion and understanding.

Whenever I heard the voice of the old priest, I felt a sense of peace wash over me. It was like a warm, comforting blanket, wrapping me in its embrace and helping me to forget my worries and fears. I was grateful for his presence in my life, and I felt lucky to have such a calming and reassuring voice in my world.

“Father!” I gasped. Now was my chance to beg him for help. “I—I don’t know that I am, Father.”

“Perhaps you should check into the ER. You looked rather pale when you left the church today.”

“I—I don’t think it’s something the doctors could help me with, Father,” I said. “I think I need…” I wanted to tell him to come, but I was horrified. I didn’t want him to think less of me. It was so humiliating. I felt so ashamed of myself, for reasons that I couldn’t quite pinpoint.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

“What is it, dear?” he said.

“It’s nothing. I think I just need to sleep it off.”

“Are you sure? Perhaps it’s something I could help you with.” He was giving me another chance—and I really should have jumped on that opportunity. But I was scared. I just remained still, jaw trembling.

“I think I’ll be fine, Father,” I said. “I should be going.” In a panic, I hung up the phone. I threw myself onto the bed and tried to cry, but I truly was out of tears. I just remained still. I wanted this all to end.

And then I remembered that it was only for a week. Maybe the week would fly by, and then I could forget all about this… but what exactly was expected of me for the week?


CHAPTER 4
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When I woke up, I immediately threw back the blanket, praying that I would see my normal long-sleeved pyjamas… but I was instantly disappointed to see that I’d slept in that red bodysuit. Of course, I tried taking it off one more time, but it just reappeared. The terrible day wasn’t just a nightmare after all.

“No, no, no,” I whimpered.

I looked at the clock and saw that it was 8:00 AM. I remembered that demon telling me to be in the church basement at 9:00 AM, but there was no way that I was going to do that. I wasn’t going to let her corrupt my soul, no matter how hard she tried.

Well, she was trying hard; I suddenly had these strong urges to go to the church. That urge grew stronger and stronger and stronger, no matter how hard I tried to fight it. Suddenly, I found myself strangely justifying those urges. “Maybe it’s a good idea,” I whispered aloud. “Maybe I could talk to a priest about this. Maybe I could get some help at the church.”

And suddenly, I found myself en-route, walking down the street. I was four blocks from my house when I realized I hadn’t even put a coat over my latex-clad body. I suddenly flushed red with humiliation when a car slowed down next to me and the driver whistled at me. “Hot mama!” he called out.

I turned to look in the reflection of a store window, and I saw that red outfit on me—and worse: little black heels on my feet. My hair had been straightened, hanging down (not how I ever wore it), and I had dark eye makeup on. I never wore eye makeup; I rarely wore any makeup at all!

I began to hurry. Now, I really needed to get to the church to talk to a priest, before this got any worse.

Men kept stopping to ogle me. Their gazes explored my bodies. I heard whistling, cat-calling. A man at a corner asked me, “How much for an hour?”

I tried hard to hold back the tears. When I saw the church, a huge wave of relief washed over me—until I reached the large front doors, and I began to feel the sizzling heat against my skin. I remembered the horrible pain of being inside, with all of the Christ murals and crosses pointing at me. There was no way I could go inside of there! I would burn to death if I got any closer!

I backed away, tears beginning to swell in my eyes. Then, I noticed the old storm hatch that went to the church’s basement. I remembered that I didn’t feel any physical pain down there. Maybe I could just go in through the basement and then call up the stairs for a priest. Yeah—that was a great idea! A priest could come down and exorcise this demon out of me.

I went to the storm hatch and was thrilled to see that it was unlocked.

The old storm hatch on the side of the church was a testament to the building's age and history. It was made of heavy metal, with rusted hinges that creaked when opened. The hatch was set into the stone foundation of the church, and it was surrounded by moss and lichen, as if it had been there for centuries.

The handle of the storm hatch was big and clunky, and it took a bit of effort to open it. Once you managed to pry it open, you were met with a musty, damp smell that rose up from the dark hole below.

A metal ladder descended into the pitch-black depths of the storm cellar, and it was impossible to see the bottom from the opening. It was clear that the storm hatch hadn't been used in many years, and it was a reminder of the church's history and its connection to the community it served.

Despite its age and wear, the storm hatch still had a sense of purpose and importance. It was a symbol of the church's strength and resilience, and it was a constant reminder that the building had withstood the test of time and the elements. The storm hatch may have been old and rusted, but it was a proud and steadfast part of the church, and it would continue to stand there, ready and waiting, for generations to come.

I carefully stepped down, wobbling on the old oak stairs in my tiny heels. A hot breeze tickled up my legs. It was honestly quite soothing, even though it wasn’t particularly cold outside.

The relief that washed over me was unusual, unlike anything I’d ever experienced. I even let out a long sigh, as if I’d just come into a cozy cabin after running through a nasty blizzard. I pressed my back against the stone wall, feeling a strange amount of heat radiating through those old rocks.

The feeling inside of me now was almost like I was… home.

I even caught myself smiling for a moment before reality caught up with me, and I realized I was in that demon-dwelling basement.

Now, I was perked up: shoulders next to my ears, hair standing on my arms. An awful chill ran down my spine. I zipped along the wall towards the huge oak door that blocked the stairwell up to the church. I grabbed the handle.

It was a massive door, towering over anyone who stood before it, and it was made entirely of thick oak planks that had been weathered by years of exposure to the elements. The door was bound with iron hinges and had a large, rusty iron ring for a handle.

Despite its age and apparent disuse, the door was surprisingly sturdy and solid, seeming to withstand the passage of time with ease. The deep, rich grain of the oak was visible in the dim light of the basement, and it was intricately carved with intricate designs that were both beautiful and mysterious.

The atmosphere in the basement was musty and damp, and the air was thick with the scent of old, mildewed stone. Cobwebs hung from the ceiling and the walls, and the sound of rats scurrying through the shadows echoed through the room.

As I approached the door, I could not help but feel a sense of awe and reverence. It was as if the door had been there for centuries, guarding something sacred and ancient. The thought of what lay beyond it was both exhilarating and frightening, and it was easy to imagine that the door was a portal to another world, a world of secrets and mysteries.

The rock walls were hot… but that handle was scorching hot. I yelped and retracted my hand. I looked down to see steam rising up from my palm. “Ouch!” I cried, shaking off the heat.

So I looked around and spotted an old piece of burlap in the corner. It was stuck under a heavy crate—far too heavy to move—so I had to yank on it to rip off a piece: just big enough to wrap the door handle so that I could turn it.

Finally, I got the door open, but now, the air coming down from the church stung my exposed skin—and I had much more exposed skin than ever before. I screamed and jumped back, holding my hands in front of my face in an attempt to block that invisible ray of death. “Make it stop!” I whined. Then, I motioned for the door to close… and it did.

The door swung closed, as if I was able to move it with some impossible superpower. As soon as the pain fluttered away, I stood up and stared down at my hands. “Did I just… do that?” I whispered. After a stunned moment, I pointed my hand at that heavy box that was on that old piece of burlap. With a small flick of the wrist, the box suddenly moved, sliding across the old stone floor. The contents rattled and the old wooden walls of the box grumbled, moving for the first time in nearly one-hundred years. “Whoa,” I whispered.

I tried it again, this time on a box across the room. That box slid from one wall to the other. Then, I made distant doors open and close. I motioned my hand towards the old scones. By flicking my fingers, the lights all turned on, and then I was able to turn them off again.

I caught myself grinning once more.

I continued to play with my powers, feeling the thrill of discovery with every new thing I learned to do. I lifted chairs and made them dance in the air, and I created gusts of wind that swirled around the room. It was a magical experience, and I was completely absorbed in the moment.

As I played with my powers, I felt a sense of peace and contentment that I had never known before. It was as if the basement of the old church had become my own personal playground, and I was free to explore and experiment without any fear of judgment or consequence.

For nearly an hour, I lost myself in my newfound abilities, discovering new things with each passing moment. It was a magical experience.

“Having fun?” that demon woman asked.

I yelped, spinning around and clutching both hands at my latex-clad chest.

She was laughing, still in that sheer black dress, not caring that I could see her breasts and vagina through the see-thru fabric. I opened my mouth to beg her to keep her distance, but I was too petrified to push words through the lump in my throat.

“I was half-hoping you would come sooner, so I could go over everything before I had to catch my flight.” Then, I noticed she had a suitcase next to her.

“I—I just came to talk to a priest,” I whispered. “I’m not here for you.”

“Sure,” she said, rolling her eyes. “And by the way, I wouldn’t recommend talking to a priest. They tend to talk a lot about their boss, and that can get very, very painful.”

“What did you do to me?” I asked, narrowing my gaze as I stared into her eyes. Now, I was noticing that her irises were a deep red colour: a colour that I’d never seen in a person’s eyes before. It was especially startling because the whites of her eyes were so, so white—almost glowing.

“I gave you my powers,” she smiled. “You’re just borrowing them for a week, so you can stay on top of my workload while I’m gone.”

“I told you that I don’t want this!” I cried.

“I told you that I don’t care,” she groaned. “It’s just a week, Veronica. Relax. After a day or two, you’ll get the hang of it and it really won’t be so bad. I’ve been doing it for thousands of years and I survived.”

“Just take these stupid ‘powers’ away from me. I don’t want them.”

We argued for the next five minutes: a back-and-forth that led nowhere, as you can imagine. She was determined to take her vacation, and I was determined to get out of this arrangement. Finally, she said, “I’m going to miss my flight, and we’ve wasted all of this time that could have been spent discussing details—details, by the way, that you’re going to want to know once you start the job in ten minutes.”

“I’m not starting anything,” I said defiantly, crossing my arms and pouting.

“Oh, you little church princess,” she sighed. “You’re so cute an innocent; I love it. I keep trying to explain this to you: you don’t have a choice. This morning, I’m sure you felt the pull, didn’t you? Well, that’s the devil—my boss. Actually, he’s going to be your boss for the next week too. It’s just something that comes along with the powers. Whether you want to do it or not, the pull will come in the form of urges that will get harder and harder to resist, the more that you try to resist them.”

“This is crazy,” I said, shaking my head.

“Listen, Veronica! I have about three minutes before I have to go! I’m trying to help you. Quit being such a stubborn little goodie-two-shoes and focus for one damn second!”

I took a deep breath and bit down on my tongue. As much as I hated to admit it, I knew that she wasn’t going to let me get out of this.

“Fine,” I hushed through clenched teeth.

And then, she explained as much as she could in three minutes.
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Iwas left with so many questions when the succubus grabbed her suitcase and said, “I’m going to be late. See you in a week!”

“Wait!” I gasped, but she didn’t wait.

“Why can’t you just teleport to your destination or something?” I called out.

“Because you have my powers!” she said. “We’re not allowed to use the powers for our own selfish reasons, unfortunately. Bye, Veronica! Have fun! See you in a week!” She threw open that storm hatch and climbed out, going out into public wearing that sheer dress. I chased her to the sidewalk and watched as she hailed a cab. People were stopping in the streets to stare at the beautiful woman in the see-thru dress. They were all stunned, shocked; old women were horrified; men were bright-eyed, snapping photos. The succubus didn’t seem to care.

“Wait!” I called out when the cab stopped. But she didn’t even bother to look back at me as she told the driver to take her to the airport.

Soon, those citizen gazes turned to me: people stunned to see another ‘whore’ coming out from that church. At least my outfit wasn’t sheer all over like hers, but I was still dressed like I was about to step onto the set of some porno. I backed up quickly, suddenly with the strong desire to be in the comfort of that warm, private church basement. I scurried down the hatch and threw the door closed, feeling the comforting heat radiating off of those stones.

I groaned, looking around, not sure what on earth I was supposed to do. I was still trying to think of some way out of this, but the only idea I could conjure up was getting a priest to exorcise the powers out of me, along with the responsibility that I’d apparently inherited from the vacationing succubus. “What am I going to do?” I wondered.

I puttered around, pacing around that dark basement. I turned on the lights with that old, clunky switch, but only a couple actually turned on, hardly lighting up a quarter of the dusty basement. It was a minute later when I had the idea to use my ‘powers’ to light up the rest. I aimed my palm at one of the burnt-out lights, and in an instant, it was glowing.

I lit the others the same way, making that basement much brighter than I’d ever seen in before. I saw corners of that basement that I’d never seen in the years that I’d been going to that church.

Next, I had the idea to use my ‘powers’ to wipe away the dust. I waved my hand from left to right, and amazingly, the dust lifted from every surface, sliding across the room until it all reached the right wall. It was all piled up in a long line, so I used both of my hands, pulling up into the air, lifting it all. I kicked my foot in the air to open the storm hatch, and then I threw all of that dust outside, without having to touch it. I closed the hatch and turned to look at the now-dust-free room. It was much nicer.

So I took a minute to reorganize the basement. There were old shelves on the back walls that I never knew were there, so I levitated boxes onto them, clearing up space. I stacked everything neatly, pushing mountains of junk into neat piles against the walls. I noticed a leaky pipe; the leak was coming from a seam where two pieces of piping met. So I used my powers to pull the pieces more tightly together, and the dripping suddenly stopped. I used the small puddle of water on the ground beneath it to ‘mop’ the floors, spreading it from one side of the basement to the other.

Then, the door to the stairwell suddenly opened, and I nearly screamed as spun to face the newcomer.

I had the strange instinct to make myself vanish—but instead of jumping around a corner, I just waved my hands up into the air, and I felt a big ‘poof’ around me. Before the person stepped into the newly-neatly-organized basement, I looked down at my hands and saw that they weren’t there. I panicked for a moment, trying to wave my arms around where I could see them; I could feel them. I could clench my hands into fists and feel my fingers against my palms; I could pull my hands in to feel my latex-clad body; I could reach up and feel my face… but I couldn’t see myself—

Because I was invisible.

And now, Father Ogilvy was stepping into the basement. He froze suddenly, seeing how clean and organized and bright it was. He looked around the room, stunned. Behind him was Sister Katherine. “Father, did you do this?” she asked.

“No,” he said. “It—It wasn’t like this when I was down here on Saturday morning.”

“It’s wonderful,” said Sister Katherine. “It’s so much cleaner. And look! Those were the Christmas decorations that they put out when I was just a child!” She was pointing to the well-organized section of Christmas decorations that I’d made.

I grinned, but remained still, half-worried they would see me if I moved.

Their gazes went right through me. At one point, Sister Katherine was staring right at me, but she was talking about the boxes behind me.

“You know what?” said Father Ogilvy. “Veronica must have done this. Of course! She was down here for so long yesterday. She was acting so strange… Maybe this was meant to be a sort of surprise. That sly girl is so full of surprises.”

Sister Katherine began to walk into the basement, towards that long hallway of doors that ultimately led to nothing. Then, Father Ogilvy reached out and grabbed her wrist. “Sister, let’s not spend too much time down here.”

“But you wanted help finding those tax documents, Father.”

“On second though, I think they may be up in my office somewhere.” Father Ogilvy seemed strangely nervous. Maybe he knew that there was a demon living in that basement. Surely, he’d been down there much more than me. That basement gave everyone the creeps—and the suddenly cleanliness of the place was probably extra-creepy.

“Are you sure, Father? We can look around here.”

“I’m not worried about it. Let’s go back upstairs.”

I realized then that I now had a chance to speak with Father Ogilvy, to beg him for an exorcism… I knew he was my only hope to get out of this succubus arrangement. But I was afraid of revealing myself in that whorish outfit. I didn’t want him thinking so lowly of me. I was too humiliated, so I remained invisible until he was back upstairs, and that door was closed.

A wave of defeat washed over me. I groaned and walked over to the wall, planting my face against the warm stones. Then, I turned to the basement and a small glimmer of hope washed over me. Maybe I could use these ‘powers’ for good, like I’d already done. Maybe I could take advantage of my ability to move objects telepathically, to levitate heavy boxes—and maybe there was even more that I could do that I hadn’t even realized yet!

Suddenly, I felt a buzzing between my breasts. I gasped and looked down. That latex outfit pushed my breasts up high in a slutty way, like an exaggerated push-up bra. I reached between my breasts and found my cellphone. Now, calling me was an unknown number. I carefully answered. “Hello?” I said softly.

“Veronica,” said Father Ogilvy. “Tell me you’re feeling better.”

I smiled. Maybe I had another chance to beg him for help. “Father!” I said. “It’s so great to hear from you! I am feeling a bit better, though there’s something I wanted to, uh, talk to you about.” As I spoke, my voice became quieter. I began to tense up, terrified to tell him what was happening to me.

“And there’s something I thought that I should talk to you about,” he said, suddenly taking over the conversation. “Yesterday, you were acting a bit off, and I thought it was because you were ill. But, I was just down in the church basement, looking for some old documents, and I saw that someone had spent a good chunk of time organizing the place.”

I was silent now, not sure if I should own up to the deed.

“That wouldn’t have been you, Veronica?”

“Well,” I said. I bit down on my tongue. How could I explain this without him thinking that I was insane? “I, uh…”

“Was it you or wasn’t it you?” he asked—and now he sounded almost angry, as if he was asking if I’d vandalized the side of the church with a can of spray-paint. I bit hard on my tongue and took in a deep breath.

“No,” I said.

“I know you were down here yesterday, getting those totes for the food drive,” he said.

“It was, uh, very clean when I was down there,” I lied.

“I see,” he said. “For future reference, Veronica, I think that the basement should probably be off-limits. I’ve always been reluctant to let people down there.”

My heart skipped a beat. Did he know about the succubus? “Why, Father?”

“It’s a dangerous place,” he said.

I was silent, terrified of what he might know. Now, I was too terrified to come clean about my situation. “H—How so?” I asked.

“It’s an old basement, Veronica. It’s one of the oldest structures in the province, in fact. There are old rusty nails, loose stones. The Lord only knows when the roof is going to cave in. For years, I’ve been trying to get them to go down and restore the place, but they said that there are issues with the foundation… Anyway, it’s a long story, but I’m going to tell the new pastor to keep people out of that basement.”

I didn’t know what to believe, so I just bit down on my tongue. “Okay,” I said.

“Anyway,” he said. “When you were down there… You didn’t see anything… peculiar? Did you?”

“No, Father,” I lied.

“Good,” he said. Then he let out a nervous sort of chuckle. “The Lord only knows what’s down there after so many years. I need to be going now. Be sure to get lots of rest, and drink plenty of water.”

I said goodbye and I hung up the phone. I looked around for somewhere to put my phone, but didn’t have my bag with me, or even a pocket. So, like a whore, I stuffed it back where I found it: between my breasts.

Now, I was right back to where I was before: freaked out and confused in that church basement, unsure of what I was supposed to be doing with my ‘succubus powers’, and still trying to figure out a way to get help from Father Ogilvy or one of the other priests.

I moved through the basement, off to try to organize some of those old storage rooms. There were many rooms that I hadn’t even looked inside of yet, and cleaning up seemed like the only good use of my time and power. So I opened one door and saw a terribly dusty room with stacks of old, broken toys, highchairs, and other children’s equipment from back when the church ran a daycare, in the 30s or 40s. I used my powers to wash away the dust. I pushed everything into the shelves on the walls, and then I neatly organized what wouldn’t stack in the shelves against the back wall. I got more water from the pipes, sucking it out magically, and then using it to scrub the floors and walls, making the stones shine.

I was satisfied. Now, I was starting to understand what the succubus meant when she said that I might even end up liking the powers. They were very handy! I felt like Samantha in that show, Bewitched. I could do a week’s work in minutes. The church was going to be so thrilled to have a whole basement that they could use.

In another room, I found a bunch of lumber: old, hand-carved, and probably leftover from some 1800s renovation. I lifted some of the lumber up, sizing it up with the height of the basement. I magically lifted up an old saw, which was rusted but still intact. I cut the lumber to size and wedged it into the main basement area, creating beams to help hold up the floor where it seemed to be sagging. Father Ogilvy suggested that the basement needed more support, so I figured I could be the one to make it happen—for free!

Next, I cut more lumber to create new shelves between my new beams. I used old nails to fasten the beams and shelves, and then I was able to even better organize that basement.

In case you haven’t yet clued in, I was quite passionate about organization. My favourite TV show was a series about a Japanese woman who organized people’s cluttered homes. There was just something so, so satisfying about cleaning up a space!

So I was eager to start on another of those rooms. I walked to the door and tried to open it, but the handle was jammed and the heavy door was wedged into the stone floor. I don’t think that door had been opened in at least fifty years. No worries! I stepped back, stuck out my hand, and used my succubus powers to pull the door open.

I thought that I was about to see another project that I could deal with in a matter of seconds. But that’s not at all what I saw.

Now, before me, was a man’s apartment, near the top floor of a high building.
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Shocked, I spun around. Behind me was the centuries-old stone basement of that church. But through that doorway was some fancy high-rise apartment, with huge windows looking down at the city… not my city. It was New York City! I could see Central Park. I could see the Empire State Building.

“Wow!” I gasped. I walked up to that window and pressed my hands against the cool glass. “Amazing…”

Now, I was looking around the apartment, at the modern white furniture, the industrial-style lamps, the chic white shag rug. There was modern art on the wall. The place smelled like a man: a fancy cologne scent that made me positive this place belonged to a wealthy man.

The fancy white apartment was located in the heart of New York City and was a true gem of luxury living. As soon as you entered the apartment, you were struck by its grandeur and sophistication. The walls were painted a crisp, bright white and the floors were made of gleaming marble, creating a light and airy feel.

One of the apartment's most striking features was its massive windows, which stretched from floor to ceiling and offered breathtaking views of the cityscape. The sun would stream in, filling the apartment with warm, natural light and giving you the feeling of being on top of the world. The windows were framed with elegant white drapes, which could be drawn closed for privacy or opened to let in the fresh air.

The main living area was spacious and well-appointed, with plush sofas and chairs in a neutral palette and a large, flat-screen television mounted on the wall. The kitchen was a chef's dream, with gleaming stainless steel appliances, granite countertops, and ample storage space.

The bedrooms were equally luxurious, with comfortable beds dressed in the finest linens and fitted with plush, downy comforters. The en suite bathrooms were spa-like, with deep soaking tubs, dual vanities, and rainfall showers.

Overall, this fancy white apartment was the epitome of style and comfort, offering the perfect blend of city living and luxury living. It was a place where you could relax and unwind after a long day, or entertain friends and family in style. Whether you were looking for a stunning place to call home or a stylish base from which to explore the city, this apartment was the perfect choice.

Behind me was a closet door, open, and inside of the closet was the church basement. “Whoa,” I whispered. I looked around the room and then jumped when I saw my own reflection in a tall mirror. I forgot that I was dressed like a whore in that red latex outfit, fishnet stockings, and black high-heels. The latex was so tight that I could see the contours of my vaginal lips. I blushed at the sight of myself; I had to admit that I looked pretty sexy, though highly inappropriate an unladylike. It was the makeup on my face that surprised me the most, making me look a bit like one of those lingerie models. My friends were always telling me that I was ‘so pretty’, but I never really believed them. “You should wear a bit of makeup,” they would say, but I always dismissed those comments. Whores wear makeup, not girls who put God before anything else in their lives.

Suddenly, I heard a voice coming from another room. Gasping, I made myself invisible. I stood still, and then listened carefully. “Please,” the man said, muffled by the closed bedroom door. “I will trade my soul for the money. I need that money.”

I walked over to the door quietly, putting my ear against it.

“Please, please,” he pleaded. “I just need one million dollars. It would change my life. It would change my daughter’s life.”

Suddenly, the door turned into a pane of glass, and I could see the man, pacing around the bedroom; he couldn’t see me. “Just one million dollars, and my soul is yours.”

His laptop was on his bed. On his screen was a website, with the headline: ‘How to contact Satan.’ I gasped.

The man looked normal. He was wearing a suit, with a loosened tie around his neck. His eyes were red from lack of sleep.

“Please—if you can hear me—just give me a sign!” he said.

I shook my head. Why wasn’t he praying to God? Why was he trying to contact the devil? Why would anyone willingly contact the devil!? I wanted to grab the man and shake some sense into him. I wanted to tell him to go straight to a church and beg for forgiveness.

“Please, let me know that you can hear me! I need this…”

Then, the glass in front of me swung open and the man spun to face me with a loud gasp. His face turned white and I just stood there, in my own state of shock. “Who are you!?” he screamed.

I remained still, worried he was about to grab a gun and shoot me.

“M—Me?” I whispered.

“Yes! You! What are you doing in my apartment!?”

I stood there, stunned, trying to think of something to say. I had no idea what I was doing there.

“Are you…” He cleared his throat and wiped his reddened eyes. “Are you… the devil?”

“No!” I gasped.

He looked me up and down. “Did he send you here?”

I paused. I had no idea what was happening, but maybe the devil did send me here. Maybe he led me into that apartment. I shuddered at the thought of being watched by the devil. I hated the devil and loved God. I wanted nothing to do with the devil.

The man straightened himself up. “O—Okay… So it worked then. I, uh, summoned a demon. You’re… a demon. So you’re here to seal the deal, right?”

“Um…” I said. Did I look like a demon? I looked over at his mirror and saw that I was still dressed like a whore… but I didn’t have red skin or a long tail or pointy horns. Why was he so sure that I was a demon?

“Well?” he said. “Can I trade my soul for the million? I really need the money.” He wiped his eyes again. “My daughter needs that operation… and I can’t remortgage this condo. I—I don’t want to move to Jersey.”

“What operation?” I asked.

“The spine correction,” he said. “It would get her out of the wheelchair.”

“Oh, the poor thing,” I said, almost crying myself. I felt so terrible, so suddenly. This man was so desperate to help his daughter that he was willing to sacrifice his own eternal soul, to give up on going into the Kingdom of Heaven, to sit by God’s side. I couldn’t imagine the suffering that this man was going through. “Is that her?” I pointed to a picture of a small girl, who looked normal, standing upright, not in a wheelchair.

The man looked at the photo on the dresser. “Yes,” he said, sniffling. “That was before she stopped being able to walk properly.”

I had this strange sense that I could just raise my hand at the photo of that little girl and fix her spine. A surge of excitement rushed through me. Maybe having these demon powers wasn’t so bad after all! As long, of course, as I was using them for good.

“I can fix your daughter,” I said. And then I smiled and lifted my hand, but a strange force suddenly began to push against me, not allowing my arm to rise up high enough. I tried fighting it, but it was like pushing a magnet against another magnet—the closer I got, the more intense the resistance. I could almost feel invisible fingers grabbing my wrist… and I knew those fingers belonged to Satan, so I retracted my hand and gasped.

“You can!?” the man said, beaming with hope.

“Yes,” I said. “I mean… I think I can.” I tried lifting my hand again, but it wouldn’t happen. Then, I blushed. I felt a strange pull from behind me, as if something was urging me to leave that room. “Just, uh, hold on for a minute.” I scurried out of the room, and then I saw a document on the man’s coffee table, before his couch. I knew that document was out of place, because it looked like a sprawled out ancient scroll, with a long pale bone, like the bone of some ghastly finger, dipped into a jar of what looked like blood. “Oh God,” I gasped. I approached the document and saw that it was a form to sign over the man’s soul.

But it didn’t seem fair. Why should the man have to suffer for eternity because he wanted to do a good thing for his daughter? Why wasn’t God helping this man, to save his soul?

Then, before I lifted up that document to take to him, I noticed something else on the table next to the document. It was an old box, filled with various items, including what appeared to be a human head.

I gasped, terrified to look in the box. I peeked over slowly and was relieved to see that it was just a wig… along with some lacy lingerie, high heels, a razor, and a strap-on dildo. I gasped again, covering my mouth. It was so wildly inappropriate! And why was it there? Was it part of that deal that the man had to sign?

I looked over at the document and read it over. Now, I can’t recite the whole thing, as it was written in legalese that was far beyond my regular vocabulary, but it said something like this: ‘Michael Walsh agrees to pass on the option of feminization and humiliation, and instead agrees to trade his soul for the health of his daughter, Megan Walsh.”

So, it was an option being given to him: he could either sell his soul to the devil, or he could… put on that outfit? The choice seemed obvious: a little humiliation vs an eternity of damnation.

I went to the man. “Good news,” I said with a smile. “I can help your daughter and you don’t have to sell your soul.”

“Really!?” the man said, perking up.

“Yup,” I said. “You just have to put on this outfit.” I tossed him the wig and lingerie. “And you have to shave your legs, and maybe your armpits too.”

He stared at the outfit, which was now on his bed. Then, he swallowed part of his pride. “That’s it?” he asked.

My heart fluttered. I remembered the strap-on that was in the box. “Um,” I said. “Basically.”

“This is all I have to do, and you’ll fix my daughter’s spine?”

“Uh,” I said. I didn’t want to promise him if I wasn’t so sure myself. “You, uh, might have to also put on a… sex toy.”

“A sex toy?” he said. “Why?”

“I don’t know why,” I said. My heart fluttered into my stomach. Suddenly, I realized that the strap-on wasn’t for him to put on; it was for me to put on, and for him to ‘accept’. I gasped when I made this sudden realization. And I knew that the devil wouldn’t let me heal his daughter until he met his end of this deranged ‘deal’.

I was red all over, standing stiff as a board. I didn’t want to engage with the man sexually; I didn’t know anything about him! And not to mention, I’d never been sexual with anyone in my life. I hadn’t even had a first kiss yet.

It was certainly a sin to engage in a sexual act with the man, even if it was just a toy going into him and not any actual part of me. The Bible is very strictly against sodomy.

But it was to save his daughter… to give her a better life… and to save the man’s soul from eternal damnation.

“Wait,” he said. “I don’t understand this. What does ‘put on a sex toy’ mean?”

“I, uh…” I couldn’t even say the words without blushing all over. “I mean, let me insert…”

I was suddenly holding that strap-on; presumably, the devil put it into my hand.

“On my God!” he gasped. “No way! I am not doing this!”

“But you have to!” I cried. “It’s for your daughter, Michael!”

“How do you know my name?” he asked, looking pale all over.

I paused for a moment. “It’s on the contract.”

“What contract?”

“To sign over your soul.”

“Give it to me. I’ll sign it.”

“No!” I cried. “If you sign it, you’ll spend the rest of eternity in hell. If you put on the outfit, you’ll be done in an hour and you’ll get to keep your soul. Don’t be so foolish, Michael!”

“Is it my choice or not!” he yelled, his voice now booming.

Was he seriously willing to trade his soul just to avoid an awkward and uncomfortable hour?

“I… I guess so. But I just can’t let you do this to yourself. You have the chance to save your daughter, and then you can pray to G—G—G…” I couldn’t say the name. My throat began to burn as I tried. “You can pray to the, uh, Big Guy, for saviour. You can be with your daughter for eternity.”

“Is it my choice or not?” he growled.

I realized I wasn’t going to win with him. He was stubborn.

I looked back at the table where his ‘options’ were waiting. Now, there was something new: a stack of money. I stared for a moment and realized the devil was sweetening the deal.

And before I could even make the pitch, Michael spoke up. “Maybe if you threw some money in too… Maybe then I would… consider it. A million dollars, and I’ll put on the costume and do… whatever.”

“And your daughter,” I reminded him. “Make sure you’re including your daughter in your deal!”

The man shook his head. “Right. Whatever.”

It almost seemed like the man’s desire to have more money was being prioritized over his own daughter. I felt suddenly sick to my stomach.

“If I fix your daughter’s spine… why do you need the money?” I asked softly.

“That’s not your business,” he said.

“I’m asking,” I said. “Just tell me.”

And he didn’t answer me… he didn’t have to. Suddenly, a screen that he couldn’t see appeared above his head. I suddenly saw him on that screen, snorting cocaine, having graphic sex with prostitutes, and stuffing cash into the lingerie of strippers hanging on poles.

I gasped. This man was the epitome of sinfulness. He had no morals. He hardly cared about his own daughter.

“One million dollars,” he said.

I bit my tongue. “A quarter million,” I fired back.

“Half a million—no less.”

I bit hard on my tongue. I couldn’t believe this man was getting off so lucky. But if it meant saving his daughter… “Fine,” I whispered. “It’s a deal.”

I reached out my hand and made the cash appear on his bed. He gasped, eyes burning bright.

“Now the outfit,” I said. “And go and shave.” I suddenly had the urge to want to punish the man for being so horribly selfish. I wanted to make this a true punishment. I wanted him to realize that he wasn’t getting off quite so easily with his sinful lifestyle.
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It took him an hour to get ready for our arrangement. He came out once, after thirty minutes, and I sent him back. “You have to put in more effort,” I said. He’d missed so many spots shaving, and his wig was hardly on nicely at all. I wasn’t about to let this guy get a bunch of free money. He wasn’t paying for his daughter’s health; that much I would give to him (or I should say, to her). But the cash—if he really wanted it, he was going to have to work for it.

The man stood in front of the bathroom mirror, looking at his reflection with a mixture of dread and resignation. He had never been a fan of shaving, but today, he was faced with the daunting task of shaving his entire body.

He picked up the razor and tentatively approached his chest, grimacing at the thought of the pain that was sure to come. He began to shave, slowly and cautiously, wincing as the razor made contact with his skin.

As he worked his way down his body, he couldn't help but feel a sense of discomfort. He was used to having a thick mat of hair covering his chest and arms, and the sensation of the razor scraping against his skin was both strange and unpleasant.

Despite his misgivings, he persisted, determined to get the job done. The process was slow and arduous, and by the time he reached his legs, he was feeling more and more frustrated with every stroke of the razor.

Finally, after what seemed like hours, he was finished. He looked at himself in the mirror, shocked by how different he looked. His body was now smooth and hairless, and while he had to admit that it looked better, he couldn't shake the feeling that something was missing.

He sighed, acknowledging that this was just something that he would have to get used to.

Finally, he emerged from the bathroom, clean-shaven, in that tight lingerie, with the wig properly on his head. I ordered him to spend at least ten minutes putting on some mascara, some lipstick, some eye shadow, and so on. He grumbled, humiliated the whole time. I was hoping to crack his thick ego just a little bit.

The man stood in front of the bathroom mirror, looking at his reflection with a mix of anxiety and disbelief. He had never been one for wearing makeup, but today, he was about to put on a full face of cosmetics in order to look like a girl.

He took a deep breath and reached for the makeup bag, feeling a wave of nervousness wash over him. He had never used makeup before and was worried that he wouldn't be able to get the look right.

He started with the foundation, carefully applying it to his face with a brush. He was surprised by how heavy and uncomfortable the makeup felt on his skin, but he persisted, determined to make himself look as convincing as possible, knowing I would ease up if he began to play along.

Next, he applied eye shadow, eyeliner, and mascara, carefully following the instructions that he had been given. He was amazed by the transformation that was taking place before his eyes, but at the same time, he couldn't help but feel like a stranger in his own skin.

Finally, he applied lipstick, feeling the weight of the strange new substance on his lips. He looked at himself in the mirror, shocked by what he saw. He looked like a completely different person, one that he barely recognized.

He groaned once more.

He took a deep breath, trying to shake off the feeling of discomfort. He knew that this was something that he had to do, and he was determined to see it through.

Then, I had new ideas entering into my head: ideas that didn’t quite seem to belong to me. Once he was fully dolled up, asking me to “get on with it”, I shook my head and told him to get down on all-fours. I materialized a dog collar, and I put it around his neck, attached to a leash. I made him crawl around.

Then, when he started groaning on about how embarrassing this was, I said, “If you don’t talk in a girl voice, the contract is over.” It wasn’t like me to talk like that. I had no idea if it was the succubus powers in me, influencing what I was saying, or if I was just so angry with the man that I wanted to make him pay for being so selfish.

“Just let me close the blinds,” he said.

“No,” I said. “They stay open.”

“But people can see in!” he cried.

“Fine by me,” I said, crossing my arms.

“You’re cruel,” he growled.

I gasped. How could he call me cruel? He was the one who was putting his own greedy desires before his daughter’s wellbeing.

I opened one of his closet doors and saw a whole arsenal of tools: whips, bondage, sex toys, and new outfits. I have no idea if I created those items with my powers, or if that was some weird closet that just happened to be in his house; I was guessing it was the former option.

I decided to take out one of the gentle whips. I made Michael bend over. I started calling him Michelle, which he clearly hated, but he bit his tongue and went along with it. “Moan like a girl, Michelle,” I said. My heart was pounding. I felt so naughty; I felt like I was… sinning. I knew I was doing something bad, but for some reason, I just couldn’t help myself.

I spanked him on the butt with a spatula-like object, making him yelp. I scolded him and told him to yelp more like a girl. I was starting to sweat, tingling all over. As the morning went on, he complied more and more. I kept hearing him whispering, “Half a million dollars. Half a million dollars.” He was reminding himself why he was doing this—and his reason wasn’t his poor daughter.

God, he made me so angry! How could he be so selfish?

I went to that closet and saw the original strap-on that was in that box. But now, I wanted something worse. I looked up and saw more options, including a strap-on with a dildo that was twice the size: thicker than my wrist and about as long as my forearm. It was red, ribbed, and almost pointed at the end. It looked like a demon’s penis.

The sight of it made me shudder all over, rattling my innocent churchgoing sensibilities… but at the same time, it seemed strangely… appropriate for the occasion. If he really wanted that money, he was going to pay for it.

I put the device on while I made Michael stand by his window. I forced him to dance like a stripper, to music that I materialized out of nothing. Then, when I walked into the room, he saw the huge penis attached to me, and he turned white.

“N—No,” he whimpered.

“Yes,” I said. “Get, uh, down on your knees and… suck it.” I had no idea where the demand came from. It was so unlike me in every possible way.

Michael turned to eye the pile of money. Had he eyed the picture of his daughter, I would have swapped out to the tiny dildo and gone easy on him. But now, he deserved the demon-dick.

He actually went down, onto his knees. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He shook his head and then he grasped it. He groaned and then he opened his mouth, allowing it in. He bobbed his head on the fat red penis. I just watched, stunned, feeling totally out of place as I stood, dressed like some BDSM whore. “That’s, uh… good,” I said, forcing those words out from my mouth.

He sucked for five long minutes. I didn’t know what I was supposed to do. This was all so horribly awkward. I hated every second of it… but he deserved it.

“Okay,” I said. “Uh, now stand up and… bend over.”

“You—You’re going to put it in me?” he said, white like a ghost.

“I, uh… I guess so,” I said softly.

He looked like he was about to vomit. But he eyed that cash again, shook his head, and he got into position. I walked up to him carefully. I looked down at his lingerie-clad body. I reached down and plucked the lingerie out from his freshly-shaved ass crack. Then, I tilted that fat demon cock down to his hole. I had to close my eyes; I couldn’t watch. This was so far beyond my comfort zone—but I just had to get it over with.

I bit my tongue and thrusted in. I heard him gasp. I felt his body tensing up. I made the mistake of opening one eye, to see what I’d done. I saw his anus, stretched, red, accommodating that impossible girth. He was trembling. His asshole was throbbing. “I’m so sorry,” I whimpered.

“It’s so tight!” he cried.

“I’m sorry!” I cried again, but I knew it had to be done, so I pushed deeper… and deeper, and deeper. I stuffed that whole red demon cock into his body.

He screamed.

“I’m so sorry!” I said again.

And then I began to thrust in and out of him. He tried to scream out like a man, and I forced him to yell like a girl. “Girly voice, or there won’t be any money!” I said. “I’m so sorry.”

He actually did it. He actually made himself sound like a girl as he cried out—in pain at first… and then those pained sounds started to sound more like moans of pleasure.

Suddenly, I wasn’t so sure that I was punishing him. He really seemed to be enjoying this. There was something so wrong about how much he liked this. And if he really was liking it… what exactly was he paying? Was he just getting money for nothing? I tried thrusting harder, trying to make it hurt a little bit—but he just liked it even more! He cried out like a girl: “Fuck yes! Fuck me harder! Yes! Yes! That feels so fucking good! Fuck me hard with that fucking demon cock!”

I looked down and nearly screamed when I saw what I saw next: the straps of that toy were gone, but the red penis wasn’t. Now, it was part of me. It was pulsing: veins throbbing. I swear I could feel it, and I could feel the tight walls of his anus all around it.

I gasped. I screamed. I pulled back and my new demon penis sprung up and slapped my abdomen before settling into place. Where did this appendage come from, and how could I get rid of it?

I snapped my fingers and made it disappear. My proper pussy was back, so I let out a sigh of relief.

Then, he looked back at me. “Is that… Is that it?” he asked with that girly voice.

He was blushing all over. I wasn’t sure what to say. Was that it? Was that really the extent of his end of the deal? I hated to think that he was getting off so easily, but he had technically suffered through everything I told him that he had to suffer through.

“Um, yeah,” I said. “You’re done. Take your money.” I was able to lift up my hand, aiming my palm at that photo. I felt a surge of energy leaving my hand, flowing into that photo, and I just knew that I’d fixed that poor girl’s spine.

A part of me felt good, like I’d done something wonderful for a little girl who deserved to have a happy life. But another part of me just felt dirty, knowing that I’d fooled around with Michael, the selfish slime-bag, and he hardly had to pay anything at all for a chuck of cash that most people could only dream of.

Well, something happened to make me feel just a little bit better about it all. Above Michael’s head appeared that magical screen that only I could see. Now, I could see Michael, six months in the future. I watched him with strippers, prostitutes, drug dealers. I watched him betting on horses and sports games. Then, I watched him begging for money at a pawn shop before being arrested for stealing copper wire from a construction site.

It wasn’t a happy ending for Michael—but at least he still had his soul. Maybe he would discover Christ in jail and become a better person, and seek salvation.

It was out of my hands now. I backed up towards the closet door that I came in through. He watched me as I opened up that door and scurried off, back into that church basement where I felt strangely warm and safe.

It took a few minutes for me to catch my breath and gather my senses. I wondered for a minute if it had been a dream, and then I noticed a pale glow coming from under another door in that basement. I went to open the door, but it was jammed shut, just like the door before it—and I knew that it was another person making an offer with the devil, and now, the devil was sending me in to negotiate.

Because that was my new job, for the next week.
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Icarefully opened that second doorway and found myself just as stunned as when I saw the New York City apartment. Now, I was looking at a dense pine forest, deep in the mountain. It was late at night, so clearly in a drastically different time zone than where I lived. Maybe I was now in Europe—or maybe even deep in Siberia.

The wind howled around me, whistling through the trees and sending leaves and snow swirling in the air.

I looked around at my surroundings, taking in the dense forest of pine trees and the rolling hills that stretched out as far as the eye could see. Everything was blanketed in a thick layer of snow, making the landscape look like something out of a winter fairy tale.

The air was cold… at least it looked cold. As I stepped onto the hard forest floor, which was covered in patches of snow, I felt perfectly warm, as if I was still in that church basement. I looked around at the blobs of snow resting on the swaying pine branches. That snow was dense, rigid, not even beginning to melt, even though it honestly felt like it was ten degrees above room temperature.

My heart began to race. I had a terrible feeling about this place. I was devoutly Christian, so I didn’t believe in notions like ‘auras’ or ‘energies’… but this place had a dark, foreboding energy. I suddenly had the strong desire to turn around and run back into the church basement. I looked back and saw the basement, between two trees, as if those trees were forming some sort of magical doorway.

Then, I heard weeping, which was turning quickly into sobbing. It was coming from a distance, echoing softly in that snowy fjord. I spun slowly to locate the sound. It was hard to see far, between the darkness and the trees. I had the idea to create some light, so I lifted my hand and waved, and then there was light: an orange glow that suddenly enveloped the whole forest.

But I must have been the only one who could see that glow, because now I could see the man who was weeping, but he couldn’t see me; he wasn’t reacting at all to the new presence of bright orange light. I stood motionless, watching the man for a long, long moment. He took a seat on a fallen tree, wiped his eyes. “I’m so sorry,” he whispered. I could hear his whisper from that far distance, as if my succubus powers had given me super hearing.

I began to step towards him, feeling a familiar sensation within me: not a sensation that came with the hellish forces that were now inside of me, but something that I’d always had in me: the desire to help the poor man.

“Excuse me,” I said softly, as I came close.

The man jumped to his feet, gasping. He spun left and right and then he shouted, “Who’s there!?” He was only twenty feet ahead of me, but he couldn’t see me. I watched him squint, trying to see through the wooded darkness; I guess that orange light was only visible to me.

“I’m not going to hurt you,” I said.

“Who are you!? Where are you!?”

I wasn’t sure how to answer him. “I’m just here,” I said, taking a few more steps towards the distraught man. He wiped his eyes and lowered himself down into a fighting stance, as if he was ready to wrestle with me, but I wasn’t scared. I knew that I had powers that could deal with any attacker. I knew that I could subdue even the strongest man with the flick of a wrist; I knew it, even though I’d never tested it.

“I told you that I’m not going to hurt you,” I said. “I just want to help you.”

I stepped closer, and he finally saw me. He gasped and fell down, onto his rear end. He scrambled back until he reached that log, and then he started shaking his head. “Don’t kill me!”

“I told you that I’m not going to hurt you,” I said.

The man was dressed in an old coat with a fur-lined hood. He was wearing sheepskin pants and dense hiking books; it all looked like it was picked from the bin behind Goodwill: tattered, ripped, stained. I wondered if the man was homeless… but he was clean-shaven, and relatively well-groomed. His jaw was chattering, proving that it was indeed cold outside.

“What do you want from me?” he asked with a low growl.

“I just want to help you,” I said.

“Are you a demon?” he asked, looking me up and down.

I paused for a short moment. I looked down at myself, seeing that red latex outfit, fishnets, high-heels… “Do I look like a demon?” I asked.

“You must be a demon,” he said.

It was in that moment that I realized we weren’t speaking English. We were speaking Russian… though I didn’t actually know any Russian. Somehow I understood him, and somehow Russian words flowed fluently from my lips. “I’m not a demon,” I said. “I’m, uh, just helping one out… while she’s on vacation.”

“What kind of trick is this? You’re playing games with me, demon!” Then, he began to say a prayer, and those words made me recoil in horror. An intense pain began to burn against my face, as if he had aimed a torch at me.

“Stop!” I screamed.

He suddenly went silent, eyes wide. “I knew it!” he said. “You are a demon!”

And now, I found myself looking back at that magical doorway between the trees. Why was I enduring this torture? This man didn’t want anything to do with me, and I couldn’t blame him.

Now, he was pulling a cross out from under his shirt. He held it out, making me yelp. I fell onto the ground and scrambled back. “Stop!” I cried.

Okay—that was all I was going to endure. I was done with him. I was done with that Siberian forest. I scrambled back and stumbled up to my feet. “Good luck with whatever your problem is,” I said, and I headed back towards that door, away from the pain of his burning words and seemingly radioactive cross.

“Wait!” he shouted out to me.

I stopped, though I’m not sure why. I looked back at him and saw him standing there, red in the face, looking utterly vulnerable.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“I…” He turned his gaze to the ground. “I want your help.”

And that’s when I realized that he’d summoned me there, the same way that Michael had summoned me.

I carefully walked back to him, keeping my distance just in case he decided to pull a cross on me or shout some prayer at me. He watched me carefully, apparently thinking that I was going to grow long teeth and giant claws so that I could devour his body.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“There’s a woman,” he said, wiping his eyes again. “I… I love her. But she loves someone else.”

I stared at the man, watching him go through so many emotions. His face tensed and he twitched as he went through various stages of agony. “I’ve always loved her… but this other man… He’s just better than me.”

“Don’t be so hard on yourself,” I said with a warm smile. “You seem like a great guy.”

He looked at me strangely. Then he looked down at my whorish outfit. “Well, she doesn’t seem to think that I’m so great. I told her that I loved her on Friday. She just smiled at me and didn’t answer. Then, today, I found out that she’s been seeing another man.”

“I’m so sorry to hear that. So she’s cheating on you?” I asked.

He stared at me for a long moment. Then, above his head, I could see that screen: a video montage of this girl he apparently loved. I could see why he loved her: she looked like a supermodel. She was blonde, with big lips and a Sports Illustrated Swimsuit body. In fact, I was now seeing her modelling for magazines, standing on expensive sets, before famous photographers. I saw her Instagram page, with millions of followers.

And then, I saw the man in front of me now. I saw his Instagram page, with 46 followers. I saw a chat window between them. “Hi, I’m a big fan,” he said in Russian.

“Thank you,” she replied kindly.

There was a bit of chatter before the man, named Fedor, said, “I think that I’m in love with you.”

She replied with a smiley face, and that was the end of the conversation.

I groaned. So the man didn’t actually know this woman; he was just in love with some Instagram influencer who he’d never met. She was like a celebrity crush, but Fedor couldn’t seem to stand the thought of being without her.

“I would do anything to be with her. I would have cut my arms off for her,” he said.

“Don’t be so graphic!” I cried. “There are so many girls out there. You will find someone sweet.”

“If I can’t be with her, I’ll take my own life,” he said bluntly and suddenly.

I gasped. “Suicide is a sin!” I said.

“I don’t care,” he said, wiping his tears. “I can’t imagine life with anyone else. I love her. I love everything about her. I want to spoil her. I want to give her everything she wants.”

I looked at the man. He looked so… depressing. He was clearly poor. “Do you have the money to spoil her?” I asked.

He flushed red with humiliation. “I would give her what I have?”

I bit my tongue. “Which is what?” I asked, and then I realized that I was being very, very rude. I cleared my throat and put on a warm smile. “Look, Fedor. Just delete her from your Instagram. Maybe stay off the internet for a while. Go out into the world… Put yourself out there. You’ll find another girl in no time.”

“I don’t want another girl,” he growled. “I want Bianca, or I’ll take my life. I—I’m willing to give up my soul for her.”

He suddenly pulled out that cross, just to feel it in his hand. I recoiled. “Put that away!” I cried. “Or I’m not helping you! Put it away!”

He hesitated, and then he put it away. I honestly felt bad for him; I hated telling a person to put away their cross, knowing how much security I got from my own cross, how comforted I would feel when I held it tight in my hand. My cross could get me through anything…

Too bad I didn’t have it with me now…

“So, just clarify for me…” I continued. “You’re asking to trade your soul for Bianca’s love?”

His eyes beamed and her perked up. “It’s possible?” he asked.

I groaned. I looked around. I saw a sheet of paper on a stump, beyond what he could see in that dark forest. I walked over to it. “Where are you going!? Come back!” he cried.

“Relax!” I yelled back. “I just have to check on something.”

To him, I was in darkness now, but I still had that orange light all around me. I picked up the contract and read it. It was an offer, to trade his soul to the devil in exchange for fifteen years of Bianca’s love. After fifteen years, Fedor was agreeing to be killed in a car wreck. “What!?” I gasped.

“What is it?” Fedor called out.

“Okay, here’s the deal, Fedor,” I sighed. “And before I explain the details to you, I’m going to urge you not to accept this deal, okay? Basically, the devil is saying you can have Bianca… until you die.”

“I’ll take it!” he gasped.

“Wait!” I snapped. “There’s a catch. You won’t live a full life if you accept the deal.”

He blinked a few times. “Even a single week would be a full life if I can spend it with Bianca.”

I sighed again, shaking my head. “The devil is only offering you… a few years. And then your soul will go to hell for a lifetime of damnation.”

“Deal,” he said.

“No!” I cried. I rushed up to him and grabbed him, shaking him, making him scream. I didn’t know how strong I was until that moment. I lifted his Russian body off of the ground as if he was weightless. He cried out, and then I looked to see that I had long fingernails pushing into his skin. So I dropped him, and he fell to the cold ground.

“Don’t hurt me!” he begged.

“Sorry about that,” I said, backing off. “I just think you should reconsider this whole thing. I don’t think you quite understand what eternity means.”

“I don’t care,” he said.

This went on for quite some time. I wasn’t going to let him sign away his soul, though he was determined to do it. He just wanted Bianca to love him so badly.

“The contract will make Bianca love you,” I said. “But it won’t make you love her.”

He stared at me, confused. “I already love her.”

“You’ve never even met her, you idiot!” I cried.

“I know that I love her,” he said stubbornly.

“There must be another deal you would be willing to make…” I groaned. Then, I looked over to the contract, and now, there was a box next to it: a second option.


CHAPTER 9
[image: ]


The contents of the box were similar to Michael’s second option. I closed my eyes and shook my head. “No, no, no,” I whispered. I didn’t want to do it again. It almost seemed like it was me being given the option, not Fedor. It made no difference to me if Fedor gave away his soul… but if he chose that second option of being completely humiliated, then that put me in an awkward position; it meant spending more time with him… and possibly having sexual intercourse with him.

But I didn’t want to have sex with a stranger. I already felt awkward enough after the incident with Michael: technically my first ever sexual experience. Was I still a virgin after what I did with Michael? My virginity was precious to me; it was a gift from God that I’d intended to keep until marriage. I suppose I hadn’t been penetrated, but I’d had sex the same way a man has sex, with a penis that had nerve-endings.

Oh, I tried not to think about it, but it was plaguing me like a brain tumour, throbbing in my head, forcing me to focus on it.

Did the devil want me to grown a penis to humiliate Fedor? It seemed so shameful, so sinful… but at least I would be saving his soul from eternal damnation.

I pulled the lingerie out from the box. Then, I noticed a note at the bottom of the box. It was a vague, mysterious note, with just two words on it: ‘Three men.’

I stood there, pondering the meaning of the message. A terrible thought came into my head, and I knew the thought wasn’t conjured up in my own brain. No—my brain wasn’t capable of stirring up such blasphemous imagery. I was seeing a dolled-up Fedor with two naked men, sexually. They were taking turns with him, penetrating him, pumping him, making him scream… I gasped and jumped away from the box.

I knew what the new deal was: if Fedor got dressed up and had sex with two men, at once, he could keep his soul and also have Bianca.

“What is it?” Fedor called out from his place in the fjord.

“It’s… another option,” I said.

“What is it? Tell me now.”

“It’s unpleasant,” I said. “But… it would mean keeping your soul.”

“Tell me! I’ll do anything!”

I approached him with the box. I smiled, blushing all over. He shook his head, becoming increasingly frustrated. “Tell me already!” he cried.

So I told him. I gave him the alternate offer, which meant keeping his soul. He turned white. He nearly puked, as if the thought of being sexual with a man was worse than being tortured in hell for eternity. “Look,” I said to him. “You have no idea what goes on down in hell. As far as you know, you’ll be getting dolled up every day for strange men—and that’s eternity! At least this way… it’s one uncomfortable day, and then you’re finished.”

“I see what you mean…” he said softly, his voice hardly a whisper.

He pondered his options. I hated that I was putting him in this position. If only I could just convince him to find a woman in his own league—someone in his own life. Why did he need to have this woman? And was this even fair to her? What was she getting out of this? Was the devil going to reward Bianca for her unwilling sacrifice?

“I will do it,” said Fedor. “I will… find two men.” He really wanted Bianca. I suppose, on the bright side, he was going to keep his soul.

He took the box and stood tall. He asked if there was anything he needed to sign, and there wasn’t that I was aware of. He let out a small smile, and then he began to hike through the woods, back towards the highway where his crappy car was parked.

I watched him go, and then I went through that doorway in the woods, assuming my job was done. I was just happy that I would have to see what came of this ‘deal’. At least that’s what I thought… but I was wrong. When I passed through the doorway, I wasn’t back in that church basement. Instead, I was in a dark, smelly Russian apartment. It was an old soviet apartment, grey, chipped walls, and old bedsheets where doors should have been. There was an old computer humming and a heater coughing and clunking in the corner.

The bathroom was small and cramped, with peeling green paint on the walls that gave everything a sickly hue. The air was heavy with the scent of mildew and mold, and the floor was slick with moisture.

The sink was old and stained, with a single spigot that dribbled out water with a loud hiss. A rusting mirror hung above the sink, its surface clouded and spotted with age.

A small tub sat in the corner, surrounded by chipped tiles that were a faded blue colour. A thin shower curtain, yellowed with age, hung from a rod above the tub, doing little to keep water from splashing onto the floor.

The toilet was wedged into a corner, its seat chipped and its bowl stained with rust. A single bulb flickered overhead, casting an unsteady light that made the bathroom feel even more dingy and oppressive.

Despite its poor condition, the bathroom was meticulously clean. The owner, Fedor, that poor Russian man who lived in an old Soviet apartment block, took pride in keeping his space tidy and presentable. He knew that it wasn't much, but it was all he had, and he was determined to make the best of it.

As he stood in the green-tinted bathroom, he couldn't help but feel a sense of resignation. He knew that he would never be able to afford a better place to live, and he was resigned to the fact that this small and cramped bathroom would be his home for the foreseeable future.

There he was, now with a wig on his head and whorish lingerie on his clean-shaven body. He turned to look at me and then he jumped, nearly screaming. He stumbled back, into the wall, grabbing at his heart. “What do you want?” he asked.

I stood, frozen, trying to process what had happened. Apparently, by travelling through that doorway, I time-travelled at least twelve full hours into the future. It was now bright outside. Fedor looked like a man who had gotten a few hours of sleep since I last saw him.

“I’m, uh… just checking on you,” I said.

“Are you here to make my humiliation worse?” he asked, voice broken. “I’ve never been so humiliated in my life. Look at me.”

“You actually don’t look so bad,” I said. And it was true; his body was surprisingly feminine in that tight lingerie. The pads in that bra actually gave him a girly sort of frame, helped by his naturally narrow shoulders and thin waist. I guess it helped that he was underfed from years of poverty. That malnourishment also made his eyes seem huge, like girl eyes—exaggerated by the mascara and eyeshadow that he now wore. “Have you been working on your girl voice?” I asked in Russian.

“Yes,” he said, blushing. “For a few days now.”

“A few days!?” I said. How much time had gone by since we met? I wanted to ask, but I was a bit afraid of him thinking that I didn’t quite know as much as I did. I liked the idea of him thinking that I was omniscient, even though the only truly omniscient being is the one true God.

“What do you think? How do I sound?” he asked in that girl voice.

I blushed. He sounded just fine. I was rather impressed… but I suppose he had good reason to make sure that voice was perfect. If he was willing to sell his soul for Bianca, then he was certainly going to do everything possible to make this sex mission a success.

“You know, you don’t have to do this, Fedor,” I said. “You could always just find another girl, save your soul, save your pride…”

He waved me off. “Don’t start again. I’m going to do it. Just promise me that I will get Bianca out of this.”

“I promise,” I said, though I wasn’t actually entirely certain how any of this actually worked. I did, however, have a feeling that I could wave my hand at a picture of Bianca and make her love Fedor, the same way I waved a hand at the picture of that little girl to fix her spine. “Okay, Fedor. It looks like you’re doing just fine, so I’ll leave you to it.”

“Wait!” he gasped. He cleared his throat, and then he continued to speak in that girl voice. “I would prefer it if you could… stay, to help make sure that I do this… correctly.”

“Oh,” I said, realizing he was asking for tips on how to be more feminine.

So I stayed for a bit. I wanted him to be successful as well, so I fixed his posture. I taught him how to sit, how to brush his hand through his hair, how to smile. I was there for a long hour, tweaking his voice and his appearance. I helped him to draw wings with eyeliner, giving him a more ‘feline’ appearance, which helped make him slightly more feminine.

“These men think that I’m a transgender,” he said. “I… I found them online.”

“It will be over quickly,” I said, though I had no idea if it was true.

“They want to take me out to dinner first,” he said. “And then drinks.”

“All together?” I asked.

He nodded his head, white all over. “Then, the night will end with the threesome. The men are actually… paying me.”

I gasped. “They think that you’re an escort!?”

He nodded his head.

Now he was adding in the sin of prostitution. “Oh boy,” I said. “O—Okay. You can always ask for forgiveness afterwards… and repent.”

He looked at me strangely. “Do all demons talk this way?” he asked.

“I’m not a demon!” I snapped. “I’m just filling in for one.”

“Oh… Okay.”

I was about to leave, but he stopped me again. Now, he wanted help getting ready… physically. “W—What do you mean?” I asked.

“I’ve never had anyone… you know.” He motioned towards his bum, making me gasp. “I have nobody to help me, and I’m not sure what to do.”

“I guess you just try to relax. It will hurt at first… but then it will get better.” I was speaking from my experience with Michael, remembering how he moaned in pain before purring in pleasure.

“Do you think it would be best to… do a test run?” he asked with a shaking voice.

“I suppose it wouldn’t hurt,” I said. Though I wasn’t thrilled that he was suggesting adding another sodomy charge to his list of sins.

“Could you… help me?”

I groaned. I didn’t want to… but I also wanted him to be successful. I felt bad for Fedor; he was a strangely pathetic man, and I had no reason to really feel bad for him, seeing as he was willing to steal Bianca’s life away from her for his own selfish pleasure. Still, I wanted the best for him, and I didn’t want this ‘date’ to be totally miserable.

So I materialized a strap-on. I put it on my body and instructed him to get into position. It was just a small penis, no more than four inches. I thought it was a good way to warm him up. He was tense all over when he planted his elbows down. He started saying a prayer, so I told him to keep his mouth shut. Then, looking away, I began to push the dildo into him, carefully. He moaned softly. “I can feel it,” he said.

“I would hope so,” I replied.

I looked carefully to ensure that I was inside of him, and then I began to slowly move back and forth. “It’s not so bad, right?” I asked, now looking down at him with one eye closed.

“It’s so… tight,” he groaned.

“You’re doing fine,” I said. “But those men will be bigger than this.”

“I can handle more,” he said, strained.

So I magically made the penis larger, making him gasp. I pumped him for another minute before he seemed ready for more. Then, I made it even bigger.

Soon, he started moaning in a way that sounded more like pleasure than pain. I felt his body starting to relax.

And now, I had strange ideas popping into my head. If I truly wanted to get him ready for a gangbang, I needed to make this a gangbang. So with the snap of my fingers, I cloned myself. I gasped when I saw another version of myself grinning ahead of me, standing before Fedor’s face. Now, between her legs, was a real cock: veiny and half-erect, slumped in front of Fedor’s lips. He gasped, tensing all over. Then, my clone reached down and tilted up Fedor’s chin. “Open your mouth,” she said. He did it, and she slid her cock onto his tongue.

I don’t think this was actually my clone; she was too confident. The smile on her face was too big to belong to me. She actually seemed to be getting pleasure out of this. She held Fedor’s head with two hands and thrusted in and out of his mouth while I pumped him from behind.

“That’s it,” she grinned. “Suck that fat demon cock. Suck the hot demon cum out of it.”

Fedor moaned.

“How does that hard demon cock feel in your ass?” asked my clone.

I looked down and saw the horrible sight that I saw with Michael: my toy penis had turned into the real deal. I could feel the inside of Fedor’s body. But I didn’t stop, because there was a tingling pleasure now that was growing inside of me; I didn’t want it to stop.

“Do you want her to burn your insides with her hot demon cum?” asked my clone.

Fedor nodded, submissive, obedient. I was actually starting to wonder if Fedor liked this.

It was only two minutes before my clone screamed out in pleasure, pulling her long, slumping demon cock out from Fedor’s mouth. She gripped it tight and then ejaculated onto Fedor’s face. I was horrified, but couldn’t look away. The cum was red, like blood, but thick like pancake batter. It was just so… shocking.

Fedor shocked me when he opened his mouth to accept the load on his tongue. I just froze, unable to pump anymore. I was completely stunned, seeing something that completely shattered my church girl innocence.

My clone giggled. “I think he’s ready for his date,” she said to me. Then she raised her hand into the air and snapped her fingers, making herself vanish. And that’s when I wondered if she was actually a demon that I’d summoned, or if she was the devil himself.

I pulled out for Fedor’s tight body, and he slumped forward. “You didn’t come!” he cried in that girl voice, looking back at me.

“Why would I!?” I gasped. “That wasn’t the point.”

“I want it,” he said with glowing eyes and red cheeks.

“No,” I growled. “Pull yourself together, you idiot! You’re only doing this for Bianca. You don’t like this!”

He remained still, stunned, and then he shook his head. “Y—You’re right,” he said. “I’m sorry. I just… I got carried away.”

“Finish getting ready for your date.” I turned around and stormed out of the room, but I didn’t end up in his crappy living room. Instead, I was in the bathroom of some low-budget Russian motel suite. I froze, looking around. Why was I here?

I could hear a muffled moaning. I could hear men chuckling with deep voices, and a few Russian slurs, along the lines of ‘female goat’, which I suddenly knew to mean ‘bitch’. I grabbed the door handle, heart pounding. I knew roughly what I was about to see. I made sure to make myself invisible before going out into the room.

Then, I saw them together: Fedor, dolled up, with two men. They had him on his knees. They were both naked and erect before him, forcing him to take turns sucking them. One of the men looked back and said, “I just heard something.”

“It’s nothing, Dmitry,” said the friend. “Focus on the bitch.”

The chuckled again and continued to receive fellatio. Fedor was dark red all over. His gaze landed on me and his eyes widened; he could see me for reasons I couldn’t understand. I put my finger to my lips, and then I continued to watch, stunned and horrified.

He went through the whole thing: sucking them before being thrown onto the bed. Next, they took turns with him: pumping him relentlessly, as if it was a contest to see who could break him first. He survived round after round before they had the idea to try to penetrate him simultaneously. He cried when Dmitry first attempted to push his cock into Fedor’s already-filled hole. It took a minute, but both men managed to get into the same asshole at the same moment. They pumped together, making Fedor scream.

I thought Fedor was in pain, and then I saw something truly shocking: his own cock became erect on his stomach, and then it began to discharge cum, spewing all over his abs.

His ‘dates’ didn’t last much longer. I’m not sure how I managed to watch for so long. I forced myself to look away. That’s when I saw Fedor’s phone on the dresser, open to Bianca’s Instagram page. I knew that he’d done enough, so I waved my hand at Bianca’s photo before rushing out of the room, back into the bathroom, which was now actually the basement of that old church.

Gasping, I threw the old oak door closed and fell to my knees. I felt like I was waking up from an intense night terror, and with nothing changed around me, it really felt like nothing more than a nightmare.

I was covered in sweat, out of breath, trembling from what I’d seen. And look—I’d never even seen an image in a Playboy magazine before. Porn wasn’t something I knew anything about. Until that moment, I didn’t think it could be possible for two penises to enter into the same hole.

I tried not to think about that now. I pulled my phone out from between my breasts and saw that it was only 3:00 PM, still Monday, as if the whole ordeal had only taken a couple of hours, and not the many days that it took for Fedor.

As a succubus, time didn’t pass in a linear way. I can’t explain it. In terms of the physics that I knew, it made no sense. It was like I could be in two different time periods at once.

I was just happy that it was all over with Fedor; his deal was done—and so was Michael’s deal. Both men got to keep their souls, so I didn’t feel too guilty. I hadn’t ruined any lives—though I had a feeling that both men were going to have a lifetime of trauma from the deals they’d made with me—and with the devil.

I took a seat on a crate, and then I noticed a scroll on the ground. I assumed it was just some old junk that had gotten separated from the rest of the junk, so I levitated it over to the pile of documents that was in the far corner. A minute later, it was back, in the middle of the floor. And that’s when I realized it was there for me.

It was a checklist. There were two different sections: Deals and Punishments. Two names were crossed off on the Deals side, with a third left, and then there was one name in the Punishments section. Fedor and Michael were crossed off. Then there was Frank with a pending deal, and Cory with a pending punishment.

I knew that this was my to-do list before I was finished for the day.

I groaned. I still had work to do.


CHAPTER 10
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Frank was a relatively easy man to deal with, though it wasn’t something I want to recount to you. It was quite graphic and horrible.

Frank simply wanted money to pay a loan shark. The loan shark was going to come to cut off his thumbs if he didn’t pay up. Frank was willing to sell his soul to pay the debt off, but the devil was willing to give him another option: sacrificing his thumbs.

Frank's apartment was located in a dingy and run-down building in a rough neighbourhood. The walls were stained and peeling, and the floors creaked with every step. The air was thick with the scent of mildew and stale cigarette smoke.

The living room was cluttered with cheap furniture, including a stained couch and a chipped coffee table that was covered in cigarette burns. A small television sat on a stand in the corner, surrounded by a halo of yellowing newspapers and empty beer cans.

The kitchen was just as grim, with a single counter that was cluttered with dirty dishes and a sink that was stained with rust. A small refrigerator hummed in the corner, its door hanging open to reveal a mostly empty interior.

The bedroom was just as dingy, with a single bed that was covered in a thin and stained blanket. Clothes were strewn about the room, and a single dresser sat against one wall, its surface cluttered with empty bottles and drug paraphernalia.

Despite the squalor of the apartment, it was clear that Frank took some measure of pride in his space. He had made an effort to keep the place clean, and he had even hung a few pictures on the walls in a vain attempt to make the apartment feel more homey.

But despite his best efforts, the apartment was a testament to Frank's shady and desperate circumstances. He had gotten into trouble with a loan shark and was unable to pay back the debt, and the pressure of his situation was palpable. He was always looking over his shoulder, worrying that the loan shark would come after him, and he was filled with a sense of anxiety and fear that was almost palpable.

Despite it all, Frank remained resolute. He was determined to find a way out of his situation, and he was not going to let his circumstances get the better of him. He would fight to survive, no matter what the cost… even if the cost was his most important digits.

It seemed absurd to me, that he was willing to cut his thumbs off for $90,000, but I suppose he didn’t have any other options. Frank was poor and jobless. Even if the loan shark took his thumbs, the debt would remain unpaid and the loan shark would just end up coming back for more—maybe even to straight-up kill Frank.

Frank agreed to do away with his thumbs, and I had the option of cutting them myself, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it, so I gave that very sharp knife to Frank and let him do it himself. My goodness, it was a horrible scene—done just outside of the hospital—but Frank left that room with the cash. He also left with his thumbs on ice, hoping they could be reattached. Maybe they were reattached, or maybe they weren’t. I had a feeling the devil wasn’t going to let it happen.

Frank was checked off the list around 5:30 PM. Next came my one and only Punishment of the day: Cory.

Cory had made a deal with the devil a few years earlier. He wanted to be in a famous rock band, playing guitar. His contract was complicated (I had to read through it all when he tried to argue with me that he’d done nothing wrong). But he had indeed broken a number of clauses, which were all highlighted in glowing red plasma-like ink. “It says here that you missed a show. Part of the deal was that you can’t miss a single show, rain or shine, sickness or health.”

“It was just one show!” he cried. “C’mon, baby. You’re not going to punish me over one show.”

The home of the rich but unsavoury rock star guitarist was a sprawling mansion that was located on the outskirts of town. The exterior was impressive, with a sweeping driveway that was lined with exotic cars and a beautiful facade that was adorned with columns and intricate stonework.

The interior of the house was just as grand, with high ceilings, marble floors, and luxurious furnishings. The living room was dominated by a large sofa that was upholstered in plush velvet, and a grand fireplace that was framed by a wall of windows that offered stunning views of the surrounding countryside.

The dining room was equally impressive, with a long table that was surrounded by high-backed chairs and a chandelier that sparkled overhead. The kitchen was a chef's dream, with state-of-the-art appliances and a large island that was perfect for entertaining.

The rock star's private quarters were located on the second floor, and they were just as decadent as the rest of the house. His bedroom was a spacious and opulent space, with a large four-poster bed that was draped in silken sheets and a fireplace that flickered warmly in the corner.

Despite its beauty and luxury, the home had a dark and unsavoury air. The rock star was past his prime and had fallen into a life of excess and debauchery. Empty bottles and drug paraphernalia littered the surfaces of the house, and the air was thick with the scent of tobacco smoke and stale alcohol.

The rock star himself was a faded shadow of his former self, bloated with a wild mane of hair and an unkempt beard. He was often surrounded by a bevy of women, many of whom he had used and discarded in his quest for pleasure.

“Well, why did you miss the show?” I asked.

“I had a bit too much to drink that morning,” he grinned, as if it was funny.

I sighed, and continued to read his contract. While I read, he began to examine my body. “You’re fucking hot,” he said. “I’ve been with a lot of girls… but you blow them all outta the water, girl. You do any modelling on the side? You’re hot… I’m almost sure that I’ve seen you in a magazine or something… maybe on a website. Hold up. Don’t tell me that you do porn. I don’t watch a ton of porn, okay, but I appreciate a good porn star. Or, uh, I should say, adult actress. It’s definitely a talent to be able to do that kind of thing. Is that how I know you? You do porn?”

“No,” I said bluntly, through clenched teeth.

“Are your tits real?”

I gasped. “How dare you!?”

He laughed and shook his head. “Want to spend a night with a rockstar? I have a thing for demon chicks.”

“I am not a demon!” I snapped.

“Succubus—whatever.”

“I’m not that either! I’m just a substitute for a week,” I growled.

“Well, you’re fucking hot as fuck.”

“Keep quiet,” I growled. Then I went back to the contract. “It says here that you performed music that you didn’t write. You agreed to only use your own material.”

“That’s not true!” he gasped. “That song was inspired by Zeppelin!”

There was a note on the contract, saying that the song was a complete ripoff. “Are you sure about that?” I asked.

“It’s a nod,” he blushed.

“Well, stop playing it,” I said. “Because it’s not original enough.”

“These rules, man,” he said, shaking his head. “They’re so fucking stupid. I just wanna rock, and fuck hot girls… like you.”

“Finally, it says that you have multiple infractions concerning the sex clause. Any idea what that means, or do I have to read all these pages?”

He turned dark red. “I—I maybe had a few slip-ups.”

I skimmed the many pages of the contract; it must have taken him days to negotiate all of those terms with the previous succubus. But in that contract, he agreed to only sleep with women his own age or older. He agreed to sleep only with one woman per month, and he could only engage in sexual activity once per week. I suppose the devil was trying to keep him focused more on being a musician and less on just using his stardom to lay with girls.

Well, there was a long list of infractions: sex with underage girls, threesomes, foursomes, orgies, multiple times per day. He had sex with strangers, and he’d even collected a number of infections, which he’d passed on (knowingly) to other girls. “It says here that you’re a lousy person, Cory,” I said.

“I took some pills and got all of that cleared up. I promise I’m not an infection risk anymore.”

“I don’t care,” I said. “Regardless, you need to be punished.” I rolled my eyes. I didn’t feel too bad for Cory. His punishment was actually quite satisfying.

I made him put on lingerie underneath a dress—after shaving, of course. I made him put on a wig, and then I manifested a stripper pole in the middle of his bedroom. With a camera filming the whole thing, he did a full eight-minute strip-tease, followed by fifteen minutes of him pleasuring himself with a very large dildo, which suctioned to the wall of his bedroom. He cried out as he fucked himself, dressed like a girl. He looked so utterly humiliated during the act, and even more humiliated the next day, when the news broke: ‘Guitarist of Tribal Corps, Cory Sanderson, accidentally leaks graphic masturbation video!’

He was destroyed, unable to leave his house, in tears. I had to remind him that he had a show that night. “If you miss it, you’ll be breaking your contract again,” I warned him. “And the punishments will only get worse.”

“I can’t live like this,” he said, weeping into the palms of his hands.

“Remember this when you go to make another deal with the devil then,” I said, crossing my arms. I let out a yawn, reaching the end of my long, long day. I stepped away from Cory, through the closet door and back into that church basement. I let out a long sigh of relief. At least I was finished… for the day.

I still had six days before my time as a succubus was finished though.

It was only 8:00 PM but I was totally wiped. I didn’t even feel like I had the energy to get home to my bed. Besides, the stone floor of that church basement somehow seemed more comforting than my own bed, so I nestled into the corner like a cat, stretching out my arms and legs before pulling them into a tight ball. I closed my eyes and let myself fall asleep.

That night, I had the graphic, violent, and sexually depraved dreams of a succubus, and while I was dreaming, I was in complete bliss; it wasn’t until I woke up that I was absolutely horrified with the images and scenes that had played out in my head.

I truly couldn’t wait for this succubus sentence to be over.


CHAPTER 11
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My load that next day was heavier, with five Deals and three Punishments. I had to get started early, knowing each one would take quite some time—especially if I refused to let the people simple sell away their souls to the devil.

There was one fellow named James who just wouldn’t budge. He had no interest in the alternate deal that I offered him: exile into the woods for two years so that he could get his children back from his ex-wife, who had full-custody. “Two years will go by in no time,” I told him, though I must admit that two years did sound like a long time.

“I can’t miss that time with my kids,” he said to me sadly.

“James, please,” I said. “Two years will seem like nothing when you’re spending eternity down in hell.”

“So be it,” he sighed.

“One year in the woods if you agree to share custody fifty-fifty,” I said, trying to coax him into making a deal.

He just shook his head.

And there was no changing his mind. He ended up signing the deal: agreeing to give the devil his soul as soon as he perished. I waved my hand at his custody agreement and gave him full custody of his kids, giving his soul to the devil, and ruining some poor mother’s life by taking her kids away from them.

I cried for a whole hour after that, feeling so horrible for everyone involved in that terrible contract.

I decided to distract myself next by tackling one of the Punishments: a man named Darcy who had been in a contract for twenty-five years. He’d asked for a million dollars (which was seeming to be very common). He got it, but had lost it all within five years. Sadly, he was still locked into that contract until death, and the contract said that he wasn’t allowed to leave his neighbourhood—not even to get a jar of milk or a pack of cigarettes.

Darcy's home was a small and modest cottage located on the outskirts of town. The exterior was unassuming, with peeling paint and a sagging roof. The garden was overgrown and unkempt, and the windows were obscured by heavy curtains that never seemed to be opened.

The interior of the house was just as gloomy, with dim lighting and cluttered spaces. The living room was dominated by an old and uncomfortable sofa, and a simple armchair that sat in front of a small television set. The walls were adorned with pictures of Darcy's parents and grandparents, but they only served to make the space feel more lonely and empty.

The kitchen was tiny and outdated, with a small refrigerator and a single gas stove. The cupboards were nearly bare, and the counters were cluttered with mail and newspapers.

Darcy's bedroom was located on the second floor, and it was a simple and sparse space. The bed was narrow and unmade, and the walls were adorned with a few posters and pictures that had been tacked up haphazardly.

Despite its lack of luxury and comfort, Darcy's home was his refuge from the world. He had never married and had few friends, and he spent most of his days alone, surrounded by the clutter and memories of his life.

Darcy was a sad and lonely man, and his home reflected this. He was haunted by a deep sense of isolation and regret, and he often sat for hours, staring into space and lost in his thoughts. Despite his sadness, he was resigned to his solitude, and he found a measure of comfort in the familiar walls of his small cottage.

For over a year, he’d been wandering further and further from his containment zone. After he wasn’t punished the first few times, he assumed that his contract had expired, so he’d just started living his life normally. He even took a vacation to Florida for a week.

“It’s not fair!” he cried to me when I appeared. “I don’t even have that money anymore!”

“That’s your problem!” I said. The screen above his head showed me that he spent all of that money on escorts back in his twenties, so I really didn’t feel too bad for him. Now, he was in his fifties.

His punishment was quite horrible though… I had to put him in a basement, chained to a wall, with a bucket for him to do his business, and a large box of protein bars, and two huge jugs of water. “I’ll come back for you in three months,” I said.

He was white in the face, begging me not to leave him, but there was no other choice, unless I wanted to allow him to give his soul to the devil; I wasn’t willing to do that. Three months of hell was better than an eternity in hell. For me, it was a few seconds: I stepped through the door and there he was, three-months older, bearded, pale, eyes sunken, face emaciated. I undid his chains while covering my nose (the smell was ungodly).

“Don’t mess up again!” I said to him, and then I scurried out of that basement, back into the church basement.

That day ended with a man named Jeremy, who wanted to make a second deal with the devil. Five years earlier, he had made a deal, which was well-intentioned: he saved his mother from a violent brain tumour. I read through his contract and saw a familiar deal: he had to spend three days dressed as a girl, in a brothel. The contract listed how many partners he had in that time… the page was long—let’s just leave it at that.

Now, he was back to make a new deal. “How’s your mom?” I asked.

He smiled softly. “She’s in good health. It’s great to see her enjoying her retirement.”

I admired Jeremy’s willingness to sacrifice so much for someone he loved… but I still didn’t approve of him dealing with the devil. He could have simply prayed to God… and if God still took his mother, then maybe that was part of God’s plan. Still, I could understand Jeremy’s willingness to do anything for his mom.

“What is it that you want now?” I asked.

He started to blush all over. He bit his lip and looked coyly down at the ground. “I want… to be a girl.”

I froze for a moment. “You want what?”

“When she made me a girl last time… it was so embarrassing at first… but then I started to kind of like it. By the end of that last day, I felt so good about myself. I just loved wearing those clothes!” And now, I could see a screen above his head, showing me the montage of moments over the years that he’d indulged in cross-dressing, willingly, which I’d been taught was a sin. I gasped, seeing images of him going out as a girl, in makeup, sneaking into nightclubs, flirting with men.

“All day yesterday, that’s how I was punishing people… and you’re asking for that?” I asked, perplexed.

He nodded his head, utterly humiliated. “I want breasts… and a more feminine face. I want the voice; I’ve never been able to do the voice properly. And a pussy.”

I gasped at the word ‘pussy’; it was so vulgar. I suppose it shouldn’t have shocked me after what I’d seen over the past thirty-six hours. “You’re insane,” I said.

“It’s what I want!” he cried. “I’ll do anything to have it again… properly this time. I want to be used by men! I want to feel them holding me down, stuffing me. I want them to pull my hair and spank me on the—”

“—That’s enough!” I cried. “Okay, okay. Um, maybe it can be done…”

“I’ll give the devil my soul,” he whispered.

I gasped. “Jeremy!” I cried. “Don’t be so crazy. You don’t have to do that. We can come up with something else. Um…”

I looked around for the offer from the devil, who was always listening but never exposing himself. Then, I saw the scroll next to the box. “Ah ha,” I said. “Here we go. Let’s see what we’ve got.”

I went to the box, thinking that it was going to be like the opposite of the other boxes I’d seen. I assumed I would see male clothes, and some sort of commitment to be super-masculine for some period of time… maybe he would be forced to sleep with girls, the way the men before him were forced to sleep with other men. But no; the box was filled with lingerie, makeup, high heels, stripper boots, and… glitter.

“What is it?” he asked.

“I’m not sure. Just hold on,” I said. I dug through the bag, looking for more information. Then, I found the contract. It was two pages long; I took my time reading it, even though I knew I had many other appointments to get to. My heart dropped into my stomach when I saw the caveat of his arrangement.

“What is it?” he asked again, eagerly stepping forward.

“The devil is, uh, willing to make you into a girl,” I said. “He’s even willing to make you beautiful.”

“Really!?” he gasped. “Please—I’ll take the deal, whatever it is!”

“No,” I said. “You don’t want this, Jeremy. It’s not… It’s not safe.”

“I don’t care,” he said. “It’s all I want.”

“You have to be a stripper and a prostitute,” I said. “You have to perform three times per day on stage, and sleep with every man who wants you, every day, until you die.”

“I’ll do it,” he said, without hesitating.

“Jeremy!” I cried. “You’ll be living in a brothel. Any man that wants you will get you… and you’ll be beautiful. Do you understand what that means? You won’t be able to walk!”

“I don’t care. I agree. I accept. Make it happen. Snap your fingers. Make me into a girl. I’m ready! Quit wasting time!” He was squirming like a toddler that needed to use the bathroom.

There was no talking him out of it. He was agreeing to a horrible life sentence. He wouldn’t feel so eager when the scum-of-the-earth men came into the strip club, looking for some action. When some five-hundred-pound, unwashed homeless man felt horny, Jeremy wasn’t going to feel so feminine. Why couldn’t he think this through, rationally?

But there really was no talking him out of it. I snapped my fingers and Jeremy became Jessica: one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen. She had long blonde hair, huge eyelashes, large breasts, wide hips and a narrow waist. She looked like a doll. She smelled like a princess. She was beaming with excitement.

The first thing she did was squeeze her own breasts.

She thanked me. She kissed me. She ran around the room screaming with glee. And she did enjoy the gig at first; I saw her a week later when I walked back through the door, finding myself in the back room of that strip club. Three strangers were holding her down, fucking her in every hole. She was moaning with pleasure. She had two cocks in her pussy at once. She was choking on a dick. She was already covered in the dried cum of some previous stranger.

[image: A cruel fate for Jessica]


I had to walk away, unable to watch more. But as I passed through the door, I saw Jeremy a month later, now crying as some 85 year old man held her down with wrinkled hands, pumping her anally, drooling on her back, moaning with his wheezing voice. It was an awful scene.

And the devil made me see Jessica one more time, a year later: broken, addicted to drugs, once again in that strip club, taking it from two members of some biker gang. She was totally emotionless, limp, looking like a rag doll as the men passed her back and forth, filling her stretched holes with their filthy seed. I could tell that she regretted the deal, like I knew she would… but she still had a long life ahead of her, and it wasn’t going to be so pretty.

Sleeping that night wasn’t so easy after I got through with all of those deals and punishments. My God, I felt so bad for so many of them; they were all so desperate, willing to do anything—and it was usually for wishes that didn’t seem that important. And had they all gotten their way, they would have given their souls to the devil. They were lucky that I was there to make alternate deals.

I had five days left… It was still a long time, but I was starting to feel like I could see the light at the end of the tunnel.


CHAPTER 12
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Ifelt like a different person, like I’d lost touch with who I was. I stayed up late that night, unable to sleep, and I began to think about my situation, and what all of this meant. I thought about God, and I wondered why God would allow me to end up in this position. That got me wondering if this was some sort of test that I was failing; maybe God wanted me to refuse the succubus sentence that had been thrust upon me… but how could I? I legitimately thought that I was trying to refuse it, but I was just stuck going through the motions.

The urge to stay in that church basement was strong. I wanted to go home, to sleep in my bed, but whenever I stepped out from that church, there was a powerful pull, tugging me back to the basement. Was God expecting me to push through those strong urges? Was it even possible to do so?

I kept telling myself that I was doing the right thing by saving as many souls as I could. After that third day on the job, I’d still only allowed one single person to sell their soul to the devil (I was still convinced that there was nothing that could be said to him to change his mind). For all the others, I’d suffered along with them to ensure that their souls would still be brought before God Himself to judge. Maybe there would be no salvation for them, but at least I’d given them the chance.

It’s not like I wanted to be torturing people. It’s not like I enjoyed shackling men up in their basements to waste away for months. It’s not like I enjoyed humiliating men in different ways…

One poor fellow, on that third day, had the option to sell his soul to the devil, or to walk into a police station and admit to a crime which he had not committed. It was a terrible crime, which gave him twenty years in prison (and again, it wasn’t something he committed). I was given a document with details of the crime and I told him what to say to the police, so that they believed he was truly the culprit. My God, it was so awful, watching him as he received his sentence. Oh, and in case you’re wondering, he reluctantly admitted to kidnapping and molesting a young girl. The real perpetrator got to remain free… In fact, according to the document that I was given, he’d sold his soul a few months earlier in order to keep his earthly freedom. My stomach churned just thinking about how awful the whole situation was—and the fact that I was involved in it: involved in the destruction of some poor, innocent man.

I suppose you may be wondering what the man wanted so badly that he was willing to go to such a brutal extreme… Well, his son was diagnosed with cancer, and he just wanted the poor boy to be better. To make his fate worse, the son stopped talking to the father, kept away from the prison by his mother. When dad got out of prison after twenty years, the son refused to have any contact, ashamed of what he thought that his dad did. I was put in the unfortunate position of seeing the man, in a homeless shelter in the year 2045, weeping, reduced to nothing… just because he wanted his young son to be cancer free.

Okay, I’ll stop depressing you now. That was certainly the worst of what I saw during my succubus sentence, though it wasn’t the most shocking (I’ll get to that). The reason I just told you that long, depressing story, is because I want you to understand how I came to that moral crossroads, wondering if I’d been doing something absolutely deplorable, sinful, and unforgivable. You can understand now why I was losing so much sleep; it wasn’t just because I was sleeping on the stone floor of an old church basement.

I woke up on the fourth morning of my sentence wondering if I should reconsider the idea of reaching out to Father Ogilvy for help. I knew that he was still coming to that church every day, wrapping up his long career, finding documents that he needed to give to his accountant, to secure his pension, to square up his taxes, and so on. I knew that I could just open that door, endure a moment of excruciating pain while I called out to him… or, I suppose, I could just phone him and ask him to come down.

But now, I only had three days left in my sentence. I felt like I’d already seen the worst of the worst. The itinerary for that fourth day was quite light: two Deals and two Punishments. If I could just suffer through three more days, I could avoid any awkward and embarrassing confrontations with the people that I admired most in the world.

So I bit my tongue and got on with it, visiting the first Deal of the day: a man in Connecticut who wanted a promotion at work. The idiot was willing to sell his eternal soul to get that fancy new job, which didn’t even pay $20,000 more than he currently made. “You aren’t serious, are you?” I asked, planting my hands on my hips.

He blushed all over when I rolled my eyes at him. “How bad could hell be?” he said with an embarrassed little smile.

I groaned. “I’m going to give you another option,” I said. “And I’m going to urge you to take it. Got it?”

He nodded his head obediently. I was hoping the devil would go easy on him, since it really didn’t seem like quite such a big ask.

A small gift bag appeared next to the soul contract. In the bag was a tube of lipstick and directions to a nearby gas station. I bit my tongue, knowing it was something humiliating, but I was still too innocent to put it together, even once I arrived at the gas station with the man. “What are we doing here?” he asked.

“I—I haven’t figured that out yet,” I said. But I had a strong urge to take him to the women’s bathroom.

The bathrooms were in a separate building, across the parking lot from that highway gas station. I closed and locked the door with the man next to me. Then, I saw the hole in the wall. I had no idea what it was for, but the man figured it out fairly quickly.

“You’re insane!” he said.

“What?” I asked.

“You actually want me to do this? This is disgusting!”

“Do what?” I asked, confused.

You see, when you’re practically raised in a church, with no access to the internet, with no exposure whatsoever to pornography or even R-rated movies, you don’t know what a ‘glory hole’ is. I just assumed it was the location of some old plumbing—maybe where the sink used to be before they moved it across the room.

I asked the man to explain it to me, and he told me that girls sit on one side and men stick their peckers through the hole.

“For what!?” I gasped.

“What do you think?” he asked, and then he eyed the lipstick tube.

It was another little piece of my innocence being taken away from me. And I had to stand there while he did it. I used my finger to coax the next man in through the hole. Then, with lipstick on his lips, the man who was desperate for a raise leaned in and began to suck the flaccid penis that was drooping through that hole.

It didn’t stay flaccid for long.

I stood there for twenty long minutes while the man sucked, bobbing his head, gagging, sweating, trembling… Finally, the man on the other side groaned, and my subject’s mouth suddenly filled with the warm cum of a complete stranger.

He cried when it was finished… but at least he still had his soul… right?

Next, I decided to tackle a Punishment: a man who had asked for a million dollars five years earlier. Part of his deal was that he couldn’t let his bank account dip below a million dollars. It was like he was given a cake that he wasn’t allowed to eat… Well, he tried investing it, but lost a huge chunk of it. So as a punishment, the devil wanted him to rob a bank, armed with a semi-automatic rifle.

It turned into a two-hour standoff with police, and then the man was caught, unable to escape like he planned to do. He was sentenced to nine years behind bars, which seemed like a lucky sentence, if you ask me. He made his own situation with the devil worse when he used a big chunk of his remaining cash to hire himself an expensive lawyer, who didn’t end up helping his case at all. He was a small, thin guy, so in prison, he quickly became the ‘girlfriend’ of two different men. Each day, he was required to pleasure them orally while wearing a wet wig that the men kept hidden inside of a toilet tank… I don’t know if that was considered part of his punishment, or just a consequence of it.

And you may be wondering why I’ve gone into so much detail about this particular man. Maybe he seems like no consequence compared to any of the other Deals and Punishments that I was facilitating as a succubus. But on that fifth day, I received a phone call from the local police department. “We’re looking to speak with a Veronica Myers,” said the deep-voiced agent. I panicked and hung up the phone, realizing that I was probably seen on bank security footage during the robbery. I had no idea how I was going to explain my presence… especially given the fact that I was wearing red latex lingerie; it must have looked awfully suspicious, as if I was there as some sort of decoy or distraction. Maybe I’d been spotted with the man elsewhere—maybe even seen in a car with him, en-route to the bank.

I probably should have stayed on that call with the cops. No—I definitely should have; I wasn’t making my situation any better by turning my phone off.

That evening, when I wrapped up my last job of my fifth of seven days, I went outside to get a breath of fresh air. Then, as I opened the basement hatch, I saw a cop car pulling up to the church. I panicked and scurried back into the basement. I rushed to the basement door and listened as hard as I could. Suddenly, I could hear everything upstairs, as clear as if there were microphones on every character in the building feeding a direct signal to earbuds in my ears.

“Is there a Father Ogilvy here?” asked one of the officers.

“No,” said Sister Janice. “What is this about?”

“What about a girl named Veronica Myers?” the officer asked.

I gasped, turning cold all over. I didn’t want to end up in prison over any of this—and I knew that the police weren’t going to believe me when I told them that I was just doing some succubus work while the real succubus was on vacation.

“We’ve been told that she spends a good deal of time here,” said another officer.

“She’s not here. What is this about?” asked Sister Janice.

“We can’t say right now,” said the first officer. “It’s an ongoing investigation.”

“Is Ms. Myers a suspect?”

“Ma’am, I’m afraid we can’t say anything. But would it be okay for us to take a look around?”

“Um—Okay, uh… Of course,” said Sister Janice, and then I heard her move out of the way.

There were more than just two officers there now; I could hear six or seven of them walking around up there, poking around all of the place. One came to the basement door, so I made myself invisible. Then, I watched him as he walked around the basement. He tried a number of doors, looking into freshly organized closets. But he was unable to open the doors that I used to do my ‘work’.

He grunted, looking defeated… though I wasn’t sure what he was down there looking for. Did he think that he was going to find me in that church basement?

I remained still until the cops were long gone, then I listened as Sister Janice rushed to the church phone to call Father Ogilvy. She told him what had happened, and then he told her to remain calm. “I’m sure it was nothing serious,” he said. “But I’ll call Veronica, to see if she can give me any more information.”

I was too afraid to turn my phone on, terrified that they would be able to track it somehow; maybe that’s how they knew to come to that church to look for me. I was on the verge of tears now, worried that I’d screwed up my whole life by not taking precautions with this succubus business.

It was another sleepless night, tossing and turning on that basement floor, wondering what was going to happen with my life once this was all over. Even if I didn’t end up being arrested for being involved in that bank robbery, my life was still never going to be the same; I wasn’t the same girl that I was before this all started. Now, I knew the horrible things that happened in the world—and not just on TV and in depressing stories.

I finally dozed off when the sun was just coming up out the lone, tiny window of that old church basement.

I was walking down a dark and dingy hallway, the sound of my footsteps echoing through the empty space. I was surrounded by cold, grey stone walls, and the air was thick with the smell of dampness and mildew. I was lost, and I didn't know how I got here.

Suddenly, I was pushed from behind, and I stumbled forward, reaching out to grab hold of something to break my fall. But there was nothing there, and I tumbled to the ground, my head hitting the hard floor with a painful thud. When I opened my eyes, I saw that I was in a jail cell.

I sat up, rubbing my head and trying to figure out what was happening. How did I end up here? Why was I in jail? I tried to remember what had led me here, but my mind was blank. I was confused and scared, and tears began to fill my eyes.

A voice boomed from the other side of the cell door, "You're lucky you're only getting ten years. Most people get life for what you did."

Ten years? What did I do? I didn't do anything! I tried to explain to the voice that I was innocent, that I had no memory of why I was here, but my words were lost in the emptiness of the cell.

I was alone, scared, and trapped. I lay down on the narrow cot and closed my eyes, hoping that when I opened them again, I would wake up from this terrible nightmare. But when I opened my eyes, I was still there, still in the same cell, still a prisoner for something I didn't do.

I don't know how long I lay there, lost in my thoughts, but eventually, I fell asleep, exhausted and hopeless. But even in my dreams, I was still trapped, still in jail for something I didn't do.

I finally woke up to the sound of footsteps, coming down the stone stairs of that old church. I jumped to my feet, gasping, and then I snapped my fingers, making myself invisible.

The door opened, and in walked Father Ogilvy. He paused, looking around that cleaned basement. I watched his face turn white, as if that basement filled him with inexplicable terror.

Father Ogilvy walked down the aisle of the church basement, his footsteps echoing off the polished concrete floor. The space was well-lit, with rows of fluorescent bulbs overhead, and spotless, as if it had been scrubbed within an inch of its life.

He ran a hand along the wall as he walked, his eyes scanning the room for any sign of what he was searching for. Despite the bright lighting, there were shadows lurking in the corners of the room, casting eerie shapes across the walls.

As he approached the far end of the basement, Father Ogilvy's steps slowed. He glanced around furtively, as if he expected someone to jump out and confront him at any moment. But the room remained silent and empty, and he continued his search.

Finally, he spotted a small key sitting on top of a filing cabinet. He picked it up, examining it closely, and a smile spread across his face. This was what he had been looking for.

He slipped the key into his pocket, his heart racing with excitement. He had succeeded in finding what he had come for, and his intentions, whatever they may have been, could now be put into action.

Without another glance around the room, Father Ogilvy turned and quickly made his way back up the aisle, eager to put his newfound treasure to use.

He stopped suddenly and pushed the key into the keyhole of an old door that I wasn’t sure that I’d ever ventured into. It was hard to know which doors I’d used and which had remained stuck in place. I’d been so busy with my succubus duties that I hadn’t even stopped to fully explore that expansive church basement.

He had to pull that door hard to make it open. Then, he looked around the room nervously before going in, closing the door behind him with another grunt.

What was he doing? What was going on?

Father Ogilvy had always been known as a man of the cloth, a true servant of God. He had dedicated his life to helping others, and his name was synonymous with charity and generosity.

People would come from all over to seek his counsel and to receive his blessings. He was loved by all, and his reputation as a kind and compassionate man was unquestioned.

But despite his good works, there were always whispers. Rumors that hinted at a darker side to his character, a side that no one wanted to believe existed. Some said that he had a secret stash of money, obtained through questionable means. Others claimed that he had been seen in the company of unsavoury individuals, involved in activities that were less than pious.

But despite these rumors, Father Ogilvy's reputation remained untarnished. He continued to perform his charitable deeds, always putting the needs of others before his own. And whenever anyone brought up the whispers, he would simply smile and brush them aside, insisting that his only concern was helping those in need.

Years went by, and Father Ogilvy's charitable works only increased. He founded a soup kitchen, a homeless shelter, and a centre for troubled youth. His name became synonymous with selflessness and generosity, and he was revered by all who knew him.

But despite all of his good works, the rumors persisted. One woman was even booted from the church after suggesting that someone from the Father’s troubled youth program came to her about sexual assault allegations; it was during that time that every priest and his mother was being accused of such vile acts. This particular young woman also happened to have a history of stealing, and lying to police, so those accusations went largely ignored.

Now, as I approached that door to see what Father Ogilvy was up to, I noticed my schedule for the day. It was the shortest list yet: just a single name…

Father Ogilvy.

My heart turned cold. Why was Father Ogilvy’s name on that list, and in the Deals column of all places, as if he actually wanted to make a deal with the devil now!

No, I couldn’t go into that room. I didn’t want anything to do with this. I was starting to think that the devil was playing a cruel joke on me. Father Ogilvy was a good man… those rumours were never true! He would never do anything like this!

I felt a tear fall from my eyes. More of my innocence was being shattered, and I didn’t even know what Father Ogilvy was doing wrong… if anything. I just couldn’t stand to live in a world where a man of the cloth would make a deal with the devil.

I walked away from that door, and then, on an old desk, I saw a document in the form of an old scroll. It was Father Ogilvy’s contract for the deal he was now trying to make.

No, it wasn’t any of my business to read it! I couldn’t let my eyes see those words… but I couldn’t continue to support and worship a man who had done something horrible… so I needed to know what it was. The devil was putting those urges into me; I was sure of it.

The devil was making me do it, no matter how hard I tried to resist.

I stood in front of the ancient wooden desk, staring down at the aged parchment in front of me. It was a contract, a pact between Father Ogilvy and the devil himself. And I had to read it.

My hands were shaking as I reached for the document, and my heart was pounding in my chest. I was scared, terrified of what I might find written on those yellowed pages.

For years, I had looked up to Father Ogilvy as a man of God, a beacon of hope and comfort in a world that was often cruel and unforgiving. And now, here I was, holding proof that he had sold his soul to the devil… or, I should say, was trying to sell his soul to the devil.

I took a deep breath and began to read, my eyes scanning the cramped, spidery script. The words were in Latin, and I had to struggle to make sense of them, but gradually, the meaning became clear, thanks to my succubus powers, which included the power to translate any language.

Father Ogilvy had promised the devil his soul in exchange for salvation from persecution. He was trading his eternal salvation for his earthly salvation, and now, he was forever bound to the forces of darkness. But what was he being prosecuted for?

Tears filled my eyes as I read, and my heart felt like it was breaking. How could he do this? How could he betray his faith and his God in such a way?

I stumbled back, dropping the contract as if it was a poisonous snake. I felt sick to my stomach, filled with a mixture of anger and disgust. And yet, despite my emotions, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of pity for the man I had once admired.

What was this all about? Why did he think that he was being persecuted? If he got what he was asking for, then he was doomed to spend eternity in hell, and all for what? He was an older man, with only thirty years left, assuming he lived to a healthy old age. Why were these years more valuable to him than the rest of eternity? Or was it his reputation that he was trying to protect?

I turned and fled the room, unable to bear the sight of the contract any longer. As I ran, I couldn't help but wonder what other secrets Father Ogilvy had been hiding, and what other deals he had made with the devil.

When I got outside, I suddenly felt cold… freezing, though there were people out in T-shirts and shorts. Some stopped to eye me, as I was still clad in that tight latex bodysuit.

With each step, that freezing sensation worsened. I was hardly able to move. I knew it was the devil telling me to go back, to facilitate that deal with Father Ogilvy. But I didn’t want him to see me… and I didn’t want to know what it was that he’d done.

But soon, the freezing was just too much to withstand. I cried out and then ran back to that church. I knew that there was no escaping that sentence. I had to finish out those final two days…

Now, I was back in front of that thick oak door, trying to build up the courage to go inside, to confront the man that was as important to me as my own father.

I did it; I pushed open the door. Father Ogilvy gasped, spinning around as he stood next to a strange scene. There, in front of me, stood Father Ogilvy, the man I had once admired and trusted. But this wasn't the kind, compassionate priest I remembered. No, this was something else entirely.

He was standing in a strange room, one I had never seen before. There was a bed in one corner, and a camera set up in another. And as I took in the sight, a cold feeling of dread settled in the pit of my stomach.
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I had always heard those whispers, that there was something off about Father Ogilvy, something that didn't quite add up. And now, here I was, finally getting a glimpse of the dark secret he had been hiding.

"What is this place?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Father Ogilvy turned to face me, his eyes cold and devoid of emotion. "It's a room where I film my... performances," he said, his lips curling into a sneer.

My mind was racing as I tried to make sense of what he was saying. Performances? What kind of performances could he be talking about?

And then it hit me. The rumors, the whispers that had always surrounded Father Ogilvy, they were true. He was a monster, a predator hiding behind the guise of a man of the cloth.

I took a step back, my legs shaking beneath me. "You're a monster," I whispered.

I don’t think I would have put it all together quite so quickly had I not seen so many horrible things over the past week. A week early, my innocent perception of that room would have perceived little more than a place to sleep… maybe somewhere Father Ogilvy had been filming some vlog to promote the church on YouTube. Well, now, after seeing so many criminals, and so many terrible sights… I knew better. I knew what the stains on the sheets were. Now, I could see a box in the corner, filled with familiar items: sex toys that were like the ones I’d used to punish men, or to facilitate deals.

“Veronica,” he said slowly. “Please just stand there for a moment. I know that you think this is quite… shocking. But I assure you that everything I’ve done here has been consensual… and I can prove it. Just sit down on the bed there, and I’ll show you one of the tapes.”

“I don’t want to see a tape,” I said.

He smirked a horrible smirk, as if I’d said something funny. “Look at you,” he said, looking down at my latex-clad body. “Don’t pretend to be the innocent girl you’ve always pretended to be. When I saw you like that the other day, I just knew that you had a naughty side of your own. I realized that you and I aren’t so different.”

“Don’t say that!” I snapped. “I—I would never do anything like this.”

“I’ve providing pleasure for people,” he said. “People who don’t know that pleasure can even exist. The church… it’s an old, outdated establishment, Veronica. They’re prudes. They’re against pleasure. But God—why would he create pleasure, if not for us to enjoy? Now, some people are more resistant than others, of course… They act like you, against it… until they get to experience it. They get to see what the church has been trying to keep them away from.”

“Father!” I gasped. “Think about what you’re saying!” Then, I looked at the stack of tapes. I remembered the allegations from years before, about a young girl in his youth program. “H—How old were they?” I couldn’t even begin to count the tapes.

“Age isn’t as relevant as you think it is,” he said with a dark voice, making me gasp again. “I’m sure you’ve met eighteen-year-olds who act like children, and thirteen-year-olds who are as wise as old men!”

“You’re a monster,” I whispered.

I took a step back. Then, Father Ogilvy pulled out a gun and said, “Don’t take one more step. I—I can’t have you ratting me out. I can’t go to prison. My—My reputation. I’ve spent decades working on this reputation. Now… I have to do something that will make me terribly guilty. I’m sorry, Veronica.”
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Was he about to shoot me?

No—now, he was eyeing a pair of handcuffs that were attached to that cot. My God, what had he used those for? “Put the cuff around your ankle and close it,” he said, with the gun still aimed at me. Then, I blinked my eyes and made that gun scrunch into a compacted piece of scrap metal.

Father Ogilvy gasped, jumping back. He fell to the ground and scrambled up to the wall. His hand was bleeding; I must have squished part of his skin in the crushed metal. “W—What did you do?”

Then, I noticed the closet to my right, slightly ajar. I went to look inside.

The closet was small and cramped, with shelves lining every wall from floor to ceiling. And on those shelves, stacked neatly and taking up every inch of space, were hundreds of unlabelled VHS tapes. They were simple, black plastic rectangles with no writing or markings of any kind, giving no indication of the contents within. Some of the tapes were slightly yellowed with age, while others looked almost brand new. They were all nestled together, creating a sea of mystery and intrigue, tempting the curious mind to unravel their secrets. The air inside the closet was musty and thick, with a hint of dust that danced in the slivers of light filtering through the cracks. The only sound was the soft whisper of tape against tape as the tapes shifted ever so slightly with the slightest movement. It was a world of its own, full of untold stories and untold truths, waiting for someone to bring them to life.

There were so many tapes, from so many years. My God, this monster had been doing this his entire career! “How many victims?” I asked.

He was still cowering in the corner. He tried to stand up, but I lifted my hand to hold him in place. He gasped, and now I was realizing just how powerful my succubus strength really was.

I took a deep breath. Suddenly, his contract was in my hand; the devil must have put it there.

I nervously approached the box, my heart racing as I gazed at the contents inside. It was filled to the brim with all sorts of adult toys, each one more obscene than the last. I felt a flush of embarrassment wash over me as I tried to make sense of the items in front of me. I saw a massive black dildo. I saw what appeared to be a dildo shaped to look like the erect penis of a large stallion. I bit down on my lip.

With shaky hands, I reached in and began to rummage through the contents. My fingers brushed against something smooth and round, and I hesitantly pulled it out to take a closer look.

It was a green gourd, about the size of a grapefruit, and had a glossy, almost polished finish. It was heavy in my hand, and I couldn't help but feel a twinge of curiosity as I turned it over and over, examining it from every angle.

I knew I shouldn't be there, shouldn't be touching these things. But I couldn't help myself. The gourd was like a siren's call, drawing me closer and closer to the dark, forbidden world it represented.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves. This was wrong, I knew it was. But I couldn't help the thrill of excitement that raced through my veins as I held the green gourd in my hand.

“W—What’s that?” asked the evil priest. “What are you doing?”

“It’s another option,” I said. “You can either give the devil your soul, or you can go through with this. This option will hurt; I’ll warn you now.”

“Let the devil take my soul,” he said.

“Fine,” I said with a grin. “But your reputation won’t be safe, just so you know. You won’t go to prison, which is what you asked the devil for. But everyone will know what you did; I’ll make sure of it. I’ll make sure all of these tapes get to the police, and they let the whole community know that you’re a monster; but I’m sure you’ll end up getting out of prison because of some technicality, some police mishandling of evidence or something…”

“No,” he said. “Then I want a new deal! One that keeps me out of prison and keeps my reputation safe.”

“You can’t have both, Father,” I said. “Pick one or the other. Life in prison or everyone finding out what you did.”

“You’re evil. You’re working for the devil!” he cried at me.

I just shrugged my shoulders. I had no choice; he had the option. “I’m just doing my job.”

Father Ogilvy struggled with his choices.

Then, for a moment I could sense a presence next to me; I was too afraid to look, but I knew it was the devil standing at my side. It was strange, being on the same side as the devil, while doing… what seemed like the right thing.

Father Ogilvy stood before the devil, his mind awhirl with conflicting emotions. On one hand, he was tempted by the offer of staying out of prison that came with selling his soul. On the other, he was horrified by the thought of succumbing to evil and losing his eternal life… though hell seemed inevitable in either case, unless he could find a way to repent and abolish his sins… it seemed unlikely.

His hands trembled as he weighed the options, his gaze flickering back and forth between the devil and the large green gourd that I held in my hands. He could feel his resolve beginning to crumble, his willpower no match for the pull of temptation.

And yet, the thought of letting me abuse him with the gourd filled him with a fear and disgust that he had never experienced before. I’m sure he could feel his heart pounding in his chest, a cold sweat breaking out on his brow as he struggled to make a decision.

His thoughts were a jumbled mess, torn between his desire to maintain the power he’d always had, and his fear of the unknown. And as he stood there, wavering between two very different paths, Father Ogilvy was filled with a sense of despair and hopelessness like he had never felt before.

“I want to keep my soul,” he whispered. “And I want to stay out of prison.”

So he’d made his choice: he was consenting to being sodomized so that he could stay out of prison, but he was accepting that his reputation was ruined. Most importantly, he was keeping his soul.

A creature stepped forward next to me. The demon loomed over Father Ogilvy, a towering figure of darkness and terror. Its skin was a sickly black, as if it had been charred by the very fires of hell itself. Ragged patches of fur sprouted from its back, matted and clumped together in a tangled mess. Its eyes were deep red orbs that glowed with a malevolent light, and its mouth hung open in a cruel, mocking grin that revealed rows of razor-sharp teeth.
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Father Ogilvy quailed before the demon, shrinking back as it stepped closer and closer. He could feel its fetid breath upon his face, and he recoiled in revulsion as the stench of brimstone and decay filled his nostrils. The demon's laughter was a low, guttural rumble that echoed through the basement, and Father Ogilvy knew that he was in terrible, mortal danger.

The demon reached out a long, spindly arm and curled its fingers around Father Ogilvy's throat, its grip tight and unforgiving. The priest felt a scream building in his chest, but no sound escaped his lips as he was lifted into the air and held aloft, dangling helplessly like a rag doll in the clutches of a monster.

And as he looked into the demon's eyes, Father Ogilvy knew that he had made a terrible mistake.

Then, the demon dropped the priest, and suddenly, the demon was a beautiful woman, dressed much like me. I didn’t recognize the girl. Her skin was still tinted red, and there were small horns on her head. She was a vision of beauty and seduction, with skin the colour of molten iron and eyes that gleamed like diamonds. Her hair was a wild mane of flame, cascading down her back in a fiery river, and her lips were full and pouty, curled into a knowing smile.

She moved towards Father Ogilvy with a fluid grace, her hips swaying provocatively as she closed the distance between them. Her eyes flicked up and down the priest's form, taking in every detail, and he could feel his heart pounding in his chest as he gazed upon her loveliness.

The demon girl reached out a slender hand and ran a finger down Father Ogilvy's cheek, the touch of her skin sending shivers of desire racing through his body. She leaned in close, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered words of temptation and promise, offering him wealth and power beyond his wildest dreams.

Father Ogilvy was powerless against her allure, his will crumbling in the face of her demonic beauty. He could feel himself falling under her spell, his soul consumed by the promise of pleasure and power. And as she drew him ever closer, he knew that he had made a terrible mistake, for the demon girl was not a creature of love, but of deceit and destruction.
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She suddenly had that green gourd in her hand. “Bend,” she commanded Father Ogilvy, and after seeing the demon in her hell form, I couldn’t blame him for obliging. He bent over and closed his eyes, beginning to cry. Then, the demon woman reached over and turned on the camera. She looked at me with a grinning wink, as if to tell me that the tape she was now making was for me to do what I wanted with.

I didn’t want that tape… but I did like the idea of making Father Ogilvy pay for what he’d done to God-knows how many women over the years. He was an evil person, and deserved to be treated as such.

I stood and watched as he got what he deserved.

She pushed the tip of that gourd against his anus. She twisted and pushed and twisted and pushed, until there was penetration. He cried out, clutching those stained bed sheets with both of his hands. Father Ogilvy stood in the centre of the strange room, clutching the bed sheets in both hands. His knuckles were white with the force of his grip, and his face was a mask of terror and revulsion. The sheets were stained with something dark and unspeakable, and he could feel their rough texture against his skin, a constant reminder of the horrors that had taken place within this room.

He was breathing hard, his chest rising and falling in quick, shallow gasps, and sweat beaded on his brow. His eyes were wide and unseeing, fixed upon the stained fabric as he tried to make sense of what was happening to him.

The room was closing in on him, the walls closing in, and he could feel the weight of his sins pressing down upon him. He had committed terrible acts, acted out of a desperate desire for power and control, but now he was paying the price for his corruption.

He could hear the devil's laughter echoing in his mind, taunting him, reminding him of the pact he had made. And as he stood there, clutching the bed sheets, he knew that he was truly lost, a slave to his own depravity and the devil's cruel whims.

She penetrated him deeply, making that anus stretch wider than I’d seen in my week as a succubus. He screamed loudly. I’m sure it hurt, but he did consent to it, contractually. He yelled as the demon woman began to pump that gourd in and out.

Then, she pushed it in, all the way, making it vanish into his body. I could see the lump in his stomach, where it was now lodged. But she wasn’t finished with him. Now, she was letting out her huge cock from her panties, red like the molten colour of the rest of her body. She grinned at me again before pushing her tip into the disgraced priest. She pushed hard and deep, pushing that gourd in beyond any healthy limit. He screamed again, and she was determined to get every inch of that unrealistically large cock into his body.

I should have left, but I couldn’t look away. I just wanted to…watch. I wanted to make sure he got what he deserved.

Now, I knew what he was so freaked out about the fact that I’d gone into the basement. I knew why he was so nervous about the basement being cleaned up by a stranger. I knew what had been making him so uneasy for so long.

She pumped him mercilessly. She made sure that the punishment was worthwhile. She made sure that Father Ogilvy experienced something equally tormenting, emotionally, to spending three decades in prison.

Father Ogilvy was fucked until he was limp on the ground. And to make it worse for him, he screamed out in pleasure. He ended up begging the demon not to stop. His cock became erect and he ejaculated on himself, and in his state of absolute bliss, he smeared his cum all over his own chest before the demon came, filling his ass with black cum: at least two pints of it, which poured out of him when she pulled out, leaving his ass a terrible gaping hole.

I left the room. I’d seen enough. I decided to make myself invisible, and then I went into one of the closets so that I could be alone. It was a few minutes later when I heard Father Ogilvy trying to scamper off. He came back a bit later with gasoline and a match, but his attempt to burn the place to the ground failed. I didn’t stop him, but something did… maybe God, maybe the devil.

I decided to call the police. I cried when I told them the priest was in the basement, trying to burn the place down. I made myself invisible.

He was arrested on the spot, caught with the gasoline, with the matches… and they found the bed and the tapes too, while I stood, invisible, in the corner.

One of the police officers stood at the bottom of the stairs the whole time, seemingly afraid to go in any further.

It was strange… while I stared at him, I felt like I could read his mind; I could see his past experiences. Those succubus powers were giving me a gleam into his life, and I began to wonder if it was something I could do with anyone.

The police officer stood at the entrance of the basement of the old church, his hand hovering near his chest, as if he was worried he would have a heart attack at any moment. He felt a sense of dread wash over him, his heart pounding in his chest. He couldn't explain why, but he was terrified to go down there. I could read his thoughts…

The officer had been on the force for over a decade and had seen more than his fair share of dark and sinister things, but he had never experienced anything like this. He was usually fearless and unshaken, but now he felt like a scared child. That pile of tapes… it was enough to make any man a former shell of himself.

His partner, a veteran detective, looked at him with concern. "What's wrong?" she asked. "You look like you've seen a ghost."

The officer shook his head, trying to push his fear aside. "I don't know," he replied. "I just have this strange feeling. Like I shouldn't go any further into this place. Maybe we should just let that priest burn it down.”

The detective placed a hand on his shoulder, trying to calm him down. "It's okay," she said. "We've been in worse situations before. I'll be right here with you."

Despite her reassurances, the officer couldn't shake the feeling of unease. He took a deep breath, trying to steady his nerves, and finally turned on the to those dark closets—the ones that they could actually open.

Another cop bumped into him from behind, making him yelp like a young girl.

Then, the officer laughed, the tension in his body slowly dissipating. He couldn't explain why he had been so afraid, but now that he was down here, he felt silly for his fear. He made a mental note to talk to someone about his sudden phobia and to not let it affect his work again.

Then, I decided to leave his mind, moving onto the next officer.
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Detective John walked down the dimly lit basement of the old church, his flashlight in hand, searching for any clues that could lead to the arrest of the suspect. Despite the eerie atmosphere, he was focused on the task at hand, but his thoughts kept drifting to his two young children, who were in school at the moment.

As he rummaged through boxes filled with old books and clothes, he couldn't help but worry about his kids. He remembered how he had hugged them goodbye that morning, promising to be home in time for dinner. He hoped that they were safe, and he made a mental note to call them as soon as he was finished with the investigation.

John had become a detective to make a difference in the world and to protect the innocent, but as a father, his priorities had shifted. He was now driven by a deeper sense of purpose, and he didn't want anything to happen to his children. He had seen too much violence and tragedy in his line of work, and the thought of his kids being caught up in it was unbearable.

Suddenly, his thoughts were interrupted by a sound coming from the far end of the basement. He quickly trained his flashlight in that direction, his hand instinctively reaching for his weapon. He cautiously approached the sound, but found nothing but a loose floorboard. He let out a sigh of relief and continued his search, determined to find the evidence he needed to put the suspect behind bars.

John thought about his kids again, imagining their faces when he finally came home. He promised himself that he would make it home in time for dinner, no matter what. He was a detective and a father, and he wouldn't let anything stand in the way of keeping his family safe.

I left John’s mind, now with a bit of a grin on my face. I remembered the succubus telling me that there was a good chance I would end up liking these new powers of mine… Maybe she was right; it was strangely addicting, hopping from head to head, knowing what people were thinking. I began to wonder just what the extent of these powers were.

It was a relief, a weight lifted off my shoulders. I’d heard the rumours of Father Ogilvy, but I never could have imagined the extent of his depravity.

As I walked through the quiet halls of the church basement, I couldn't help but feel a sense of peace. The place that had once been a source of fear and uncertainty was now filled with a calming stillness. The old, tiny stained glass windows cast a warm, peaceful light onto the polished stone floor, and I took a deep breath, savouring the peace that surrounded me.

I thought back to the events of the past few weeks, to the fear and uncertainty that had consumed me. But now, with Father Ogilvy behind bars, the church was once again a place of comfort and refuge—even though I knew he wouldn’t be staying in prison, thanks to the deal he made with the devil.

The demons that had once haunted these halls were gone, replaced by the gentle spirit of hope and renewal—at least the metaphorical demons were gone; the real demon was going to be back in about twenty-four hours… but she, in a way, was doing something strangely… pure. Her job was to give people another option. In a way, her job was to save souls from eternal damnation, using the powers that she had available to her. She worked relentlessly.

Maybe some people didn’t deserve to be saved… or maybe they did. It was God’s place to judge, not mine, and not the succubus’.

I walked to the old altar, which had been down in that basement since they got the new one upstairs, fifteen years earlier. I knelt, closing my eyes and offering a prayer of thanks for the safety and peace that had returned to the church. And as I knelt there, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and gratitude for the sacrifices of those who had worked to bring Father Ogilvy to justice.

As I prayed, and said God’s name, nothing hurt or burned or screamed in my ears. The devil was letting me pray, letting me hold onto that little bit of faith that I still had.

The church was quiet once again, and I knew that it would never be the same. But as I rose to my feet and turned to leave, I was filled with a sense of hope and a belief that, no matter what the future held, the church would always be a place of refuge and strength.


CHAPTER 13
[image: ]


The next day was light. Two Punishments and a Deal—nothing terribly interesting worth describing until my last Deal of the day.

My final appointment of my final day was with a familiar face: Graham.

I was shocked to see him standing in his little office, lit dimly by the sunlight creeping through his closed blinds. There were boxes of files all around him. Graham's office was small, cramped, and cluttered. Bookshelves lined the walls, overflowing with dusty tomes and yellowed papers. A desk took up most of the space in the room, piled high with books, papers, and an old, clunky computer. The window was tiny, letting in a sliver of light that only seemed to emphasize the cluttered state of the room. A small plant sat in the corner, its leaves drooping as if it was just as overwhelmed by the mess as Graham was. Despite the chaos, there was a feeling of comfort in the office, as if Graham had surrounded himself with the things he loved most. The air was thick with the scent of old books, and a sense of peace settled over Graham as he took a seat at his desk, ready to lose himself in his work… But he wasn’t sitting down to work.

“Please,” he whispered to the air. “I just want to make a deal. If you can hear, me show yourself.”

I was invisible, standing at the end of the room, without him knowing. I knew that I could show myself, but I was still embarrassed at the idea of letting anyone know that I was working with the Dark Lord. So I had the idea to take the form of a reddish demon, and with the simple snap of a finger, I transformed. As I gazed upon my reflection in the small mirror on his office wall, I was struck by the horror of my appearance. My skin was a deep, fiery red, almost as if it were made of molten lava, and my eyes glowed like embers, casting a sinister light across the office. My horns were long and curved, their tips sharp as a knife, and my tail whipped back and forth, ready to strike at a moment's notice. My muscles were tense, rippling beneath my skin, and I knew that I was a formidable force to be reckoned with.

I preened, admiring the way my claws gleamed in the slivers of sunlight, and the way my wings, black as night, seemed to stretch out into infinity. I was the very embodiment of evil, a being of pure darkness, and I reveled in the fear that my appearance inspired in all who saw me.

Graham turned to see me, gasping and falling back. “N—No! It’s impossible!” he said, even though he summoned me.

I grinned, getting a bit of pleasure out of his terror.

He stood nervously in front of me, who he thought was the devil, fidgeting with his tie as he tried to steady his nerves. He had never felt so out of his depth, but he knew what he wanted, and he was willing to do whatever it took to get it.

"So, you want to make a deal, do you?" I asked with the devil’s voice .The devil's voice was smooth, almost hypnotic, and Graham felt himself nodding before he even realized what he was doing.

[image: A man makes a deal with the devil]



"Yes, I want to date Veronica," he said, his voice surprisingly steady. "She's the girl of my dreams, and I'll do anything to be with her. I’m not asking for her love… I don’t want her love unless I earn it myself. I just… I just want to have a chance at her. I want her to give me a chance.” He sounded surprisingly rehearsed, as if he’d gone over this conversation over and over in his head.

I was shocked, unable to believe the words coming from his mouth, but somehow, I managed to produce a smile: a slow, sly grin that made Graham's blood run cold. “And what are you willing to offer in exchange?” I asked

Graham swallowed hard, knowing that he was making a terrible mistake, but he couldn't bring himself to back down. "I'll give you my soul," he said, the words slipping from his lips before he even had a chance to think about what he was saying.

The devil nodded, looking pleased. “Very well, I accept your offer. But be warned, young man, once you've made a deal with me, there's no going back.” I just wanted to see if he was serious, if he was actually willing to sacrifice so much… for me! He hardly knew me. We’d only spoken once, and it was a lousy chat. He acted like a cocky asshole the whole time, making me uneasy. I swear that I caught him at least twice trying to see my cleavage through the sheer top part of my pale green dress.

He struck me as the type of guy who never wanted to settle down, who would have been pleased having dirty sex with strippers and prostitutes his whole life…

But I wasn’t exactly the greatest judge of character. I thought Father Ogilvy was the greatest man to walk the earth, and look what happened with him!

Maybe Graham wasn’t so bad. Maybe I was too quick to judge him. Maybe he was just admiring my dress when he looked down at me in the church. Maybe he had a good soul…

Graham clearly felt a shiver run down his spine, but he pushed it aside, determined to see this through. "I understand," he said, his voice barely more than a whisper.

I shook my devilish head. “You would burn in the eternal fires of hell just to go on a date with that girl?” I asked.

“I would,” he said. “She’s all I can think about. She’s the most beautiful, pure person I’ve ever met in my life. God knows I don’t deserve her… but just to spend one hour with her, staring into her eyes.” He sighed. “I would do anything for that moment.”

“Why don’t you try asking her?” I asked, perplexed—though I suppose he knew the answer just as well as I did: had he asked me, I would have turned him down. In fact… come to think of it… he had asked me.

“I did ask her,” he said. “She rejected me. I guess I came on a bit too… strong.”

“Tell me about her,” I said.

"Veronica, she's... well, she's perfect," Graham said, a dreamy look in his eyes. "She's got this smile that lights up the room, and her laughter is like music to my ears. She's got this fire in her eyes, this passion for life that's just contagious. I could spend hours just talking to her, hearing her stories, learning about her. And she's smart, so smart. She's always got something interesting to say, and she never fails to challenge me… though we only spoke for a few minutes. I know she hated my guts… but… And, oh man, she's just so beautiful. She's got these gorgeous eyes, this silky hair, and this figure that makes my heart race. I don't know how I ever got so lucky to even meet her, let alone have her as the girl of my dreams.

“For the past three months, I’ve tried to build up the courage to talk to her. I just sit there, in the back of the church, invisible to her. She just loves listening to the priest go on and on… God, I hate that priest; he just gives me chills. There’s something off about the guy. Anyway—I only went to that church because mine was closed for a week after that hurricane swept through. Then, when I saw her there, I kept coming back. Oh God, I lied to her and told her that I didn’t really go to church. I don’t know why I lied; I guess I just wanted to sound cool.”

“Why not just talk to her… and tell her how you feel… tell her what you just told me,” I said.

“I would,” he said. “But I think I botched that chance. I guess I can’t blame her. I mean—look at her! She could have any guy in the world looking like that, so why would she settle for me?

“But yes, I’ve put a lot of thought into this, and I want a chance with her. I want to take her on a date.”

I groaned. I snapped my fingers, feeling the familiar rush of power as I transformed from the devil into my true form. The air shimmered and crackled around me, my body contorting and changing, until I stood before Graham as Veronica, the girl of his dreams.

I took in my new appearance, relishing the feel of my skin, soft and smooth, my hair cascading down my back in waves. I smiled, feeling a thrill of excitement as I gazed into Graham's eyes, seeing the awe and wonder in his expression. I was his heart's desire, and now, I had the power to manipulate him to my will… but that’s not at all what I wanted.

Graham gasped, staring at me. “What kind of trick is this!?” he asked.

“I know you won’t believe any of this, Graham,” I said, and then I paused. I let out a giggle, though he wasn’t quite as entertained. “So, I guess I just won’t bother telling it all to you… maybe another time. But I don’t want you to sell your soul for me.”

“You—You’re not really Veronica,” he said.

I knew there was no way to make him believe that I was Veronica, but I figured if I could speak to him in my voice—Veronica’s voice—then maybe I could get through to him, and talk him out of making such a foolish mistake.

“Just call off the deal, Graham,” I said. “Pick up the phone and call the church. Ask them to give you my information. I’ll make sure it’s up there, with a note saying you’re going to call. Then, call me and tell me how you really feel.”

“How can I know it’s you… I mean, Veronica?” he said.

I just smiled. “I guess that’s for you to figure out.”

Then, I backed out of the room, closing the door. The urge to go back in went away, as if Graham really had called the deal off.

I materialized a note in the main office of the church. A minute later, I heard the phone ringing. I heard Sister Janice answering. I heard her giving my information.

Then, a minute later, my own phone rang. It was Graham.

I blushed when I answered it. He stuttered a bit. He asked me if I remembered having a conversation in his office. I pretended like I didn’t know what he was talking about. I figured it was easier to just make him think that he was starting off on a clean-slate with me.

We spoke for an hour on the phone. He admitted to me that he’d been going to my church for a while, and he’d been going to see me. “I hope that’s not creepy,” he said with a small laugh.

“It’s kind of cute,” I said. “Maybe a bit creepy.”

“Sorry,” he said.

Then, I heard a sound: a loud sigh of relief coming from the lips of a female. “Hey, Graham, I’ll call you back in a bit, okay?” I hung up quickly and spun around to see the succubus, in her sheer dress. She was radiating a sense of peace and happiness that I had never seen in her, or anyone, before.

"Veronica!" she exclaimed, a wide grin spreading across her face. "I'm back from Iceland! It was amazing."

She threw her bags on the floor and plopped down in the chair next to me, ready to share all the details of her trip.

"Iceland was just what I needed," she said, closing her eyes as if to savour the memories. "The natural hot springs, the glaciers, and the northern lights were all breathtaking. I relaxed, explored and just enjoyed the beauty of the country. I also went horseback riding, and let me tell you, those Icelandic horses are just as tough and majestic as they are cute," she said, laughing. "And the food! Oh, the food was amazing. I ate so much fish, lamb and skyr that I thought I would never want to eat anything else again.

"But the best part was just being away from all the stress and responsibilities of being a demon," she continued. "I was able to recharge and come back feeling refreshed and ready to take on the world again, do a bit of the devil’s bidding—you know how it goes…”

I listened to her, envious of the wonderful time she had. Her eyes sparkled as she spoke, and I could tell that the trip had truly been a life-changing experience for her.

"I'm so glad you had a great time," I said, smiling. "It sounds like Iceland was exactly what you needed."

"It was," she replied, her smile growing even wider. "I feel like a new person, and I'm ready to tackle anything that comes my way.”

I blushed when she finally set her gaze on me, looking me up and down. “I forgot how hot you look in that red outfit I made for you.” Then, she giggled. “Did you end up enjoying the work? Want to go for another week? I really wouldn’t mind checking out Siberia, if you’re down to take over again—but this time, I’ll leave it up to you; I felt bad for forcing you to do my job for a week.”

“No,” I said. “I think I’ll pass. One week was more than enough for me. I… I saw a lot.”

“What did you see?” she asked. “I just assumed you would give people their soul contracts and be done with it.”

“No,” I said. “Only one guy was stubborn enough to give the devil his soul. I couldn’t stop him.”

She gasped. “Just one!?” she asked. “That’s… impressive!”

She stood up and stretched out her arms. She was truly a beautiful woman, though I can’t say for sure that I was looking at her actual form. Maybe she was an ugly, hideous beast on the inside… But now, she had those amazing curves, that smooth skin, that long, soft hair. Normally, I would have looked away instantly, terrified of committing some sort of sin with my gaze, but now, I was intrigued. I wasn’t quite as prudish as I was a week ago. Now, I could let myself admire the beauty of a woman, even if she was mostly naked. I could admire her full breasts and her thick thighs. I whimpered when I let my gaze track down her perky breasts and hard nipples. She giggled, seeing my reddened look. “Are you a lesbian now, Veronica?”

I gasped. “No!” I said. “Heavens, no! I was just…” I cleared my throat. “You’re, uh, quite beautiful.”

“Thanks,” she blushed. “But, uh, I’m going to need my powers back. I hope you don’t mind. Thanks for working for me for a week. Be sure to come and visit sometime.” She looked around the basement and then revolted in horror at the sight of the place. “What did you do to my house?” She snapped her fingers and turned the basement back into the cluttered, cobweb infested dungeon that it once was. “Oh, and good job dealing with Father Ogilvy; all the demon girls are talking about how good you got him.” She gave me a pat on the back.

Suddenly, that basement felt cold. I felt the power being pulled from me, turning me back into a normal girl. I smiled at the succubus and then I ran out of there as quickly as I could, feeling thrilled to have my life back—and a new lease on life.

I got back to my house. I went into my bedroom, which was just how I left it, how it had always been. My bedroom was a reflection of my simple and devout nature—or, I should say, it is a reflection of my devout nature, as my bedroom is still the same, still just as it always was. Because I’m still a devout christian, and I still pray to God three times each day.

The walls are painted a soft, creamy white, and the furniture is made of light, natural wood. My bed is covered in a white cotton comforter, and the pillows are adorned with delicate cross embroidery.

A wooden cross hangs on the wall above my bed, and a small table next to it holds a candle that is always lit. I have a wooden rocking chair in the corner, perfect for quiet moments of reflection and prayer.

A bookshelf filled with well-worn Bibles and religious texts lines one wall, and a wooden rosary hangs from the doorknob. My room is filled with light, and a gentle breeze flows in through the open window, carrying with it the sweet scent of blooming flowers.

Everything about my room is peaceful and calming, a sanctuary for my thoughts and prayers. It is a place of comfort and refuge, and it reflects my deep faith and devotion to my religion.

Well, now it’s a bit different. Now, I have a laptop, which gets the internet. I no longer think that the internet is the devil’s invention. And next to my laptop is a picture of me and my boyfriend, Graham. We’ve been dating for a couple of years.

There’s something else in my room that I feel that I need to describe to you. On my desk sat a mysterious jar of liquid. It was a deep, inky black, and it seemed to absorb all of the light that touched it. The jar was made of a smooth, dark glass, and it was intricately decorated with strange symbols and runes. I had no idea where it had come from or what was inside, but I couldn't help but feel drawn to it.

Every time I sat down at my desk, my eyes would wander over to the jar, and I would find myself wondering about its secrets. Was it a potion of some kind? Was it dangerous? The thought both intrigued and scared me.

I was afraid to touch the jar, let alone open it, but at the same time, I was powerless to resist its pull. The liquid inside was so dark and still, it was as if it was hiding something, waiting to be uncovered.

I kept the jar on my desk, not knowing what else to do with it. It remained a mystery, always lurking in the back of my mind, waiting for me to unravel its secrets. Despite my fear and uncertainty, I couldn't help but feel a strange sense of excitement every time I caught a glimpse of it, sitting there on my desk, hiding its secrets from the world.

I knew that the succubus put the potion there; that was all that I knew, until one day, Graham noticed it when he was over. “What does that do?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Why is it there?” he asked.

“I don’t know. It just appeared there one day, and I’ve always been too afraid to do anything with it.”

“You’ve never tried… drinking it?” he asked.

“Should I?” I asked.

We both stared at it for a long time. It wasn’t until three months later that we decided to test it, to see what it would do. Of course, we were both very open to strange ideas. Graham had flirted with making deals with the devil before, and I’d been in the shoes of a succubus. So, while we were being intimate one evening (Graham was taking my virginity), we decided to fool around and taste one drop. When the drop touched my tongue, I gained something extra on my body—just for a short period of time…

And Graham was very, very into it. I discovered something about my boyfriend that day. I learned that he liked to receive just as much as he liked to give.

The potion was a gift from the succubus, to thank me for helping her. I guess she used her succubus powers to see what could make my life better; she knew that Graham wanted a little… extra, so she gave it to me.

I would make Graham suck it, pump it with his hand—and then I would make him bend over and take it all inside of his body. I would fill him with thick cum and make him scream out in pleasure. Then, my body would return to normal and we would fuck like a normal couple again.

Maybe you think that’s all very strange, but don’t knock it ‘till you try it.

I remained good friends with the succubus. After church every Sunday, I would go down and have a coffee with her. I often thanked her for the experience she gifted to me. She really opened my eyes to the world, taking me out from my little bubble, but she did it without taking away any of my faith.

THE END
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