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    Chapter One 
 
    I suppose you could say that, before everything happened, I only ever thought about two things: my future career and sex. Of course, after everything happened--after the fear and the bloodshed and the visitations from worlds beyond this one--I still only think about my future career and sex. 
 
    Now more than ever before. 
 
    I wanted to be a cryptozoologist even before I knew there was a word for it, ever since one night when I was four years old and heard voices that weren’t really voices from things that wouldn’t quite emerge from my peripheral vision. I had been spending the night with my grandmother, Lavinia, who relentlessly questioned what I heard and saw. She finally told me I must have had a nightmare, but from the way she acted, I knew she knew more than she was letting on. 
 
    The last conversation I had with her was when she was on her deathbed when she told me everything she knew about monsters in one long, dementia-fueled tirade. 
 
    Throughout high school, I was obsessed with being able to study animals and creatures that most people didn’t believe even existed. I was ridiculed and humiliated for my insistence that these things were real and worthy of study. Never one to keep my mouth shut, I probably brought a lot of this on myself, and being attacked for my unorthodox beliefs has continued into my adulthood. 
 
    Needless to say, my search for colleges offering a cryptozoology degree came up depressingly short. 
 
    Until I found Miskatonic University, of course. Perhaps a little less prestigious these days than during the early parts of the 20th century, Miskatonic U. nevertheless is the premier institution investigating mysterious phenomena and unknown creatures. And even though most of its work isn’t discussed outside its campus, it’s the ideal place for aspiring parapsychologists, weird history buffs, and people who know they’ve seen things that other people call them crazy for talking about. 
 
    In other words, people like me, Kenzie Waite. 
 
      
 
    --- 
 
      
 
    Miskatonic University is a bit more progressive than it used to be, but one thing that hasn’t changed much is the relative lack of women in its faculty and student body. Thus I found myself the lone woman on a university expedition to Charnel Rock, an uninhabited, heavily forested minor island about 20 miles south of Cape Cod.  
 
    In addition to being my archeology professor, Dr. Donovan Wallace was also an amateur pilot and had spotted something strange while flying over Charnel Rock a couple of weeks ago. Something that he said looked like a giant, dark obelisk in the middle of the island, which, notably, had not been there during his previous flyovers. 
 
    After securing a modest amount of funding from the university and narrowing down a dozens-long list of student volunteers to myself and three male students, Dr. Wallace set out to explore the rarely visited Charnel Rock. 
 
    We got to the island in the early evening hours and carried our gear a short distance from Dr. Wallace’s boat to a large clearing in the woods. We were under strict orders from the university higher-ups not to approach the obelisk unless we were accompanied by a security team they were sending. I’d heard rumors of university expeditions like ours that had gone horribly wrong, so I guess the school didn’t want to take any chances. 
 
    “How much longer until the security team gets here?” Harley, a bulky blond jock type I knew from my Secret History class, asked as he set up his tent. 
 
    “Supposed to have been here before us,” Dr. Wallace replied, holding up a large handheld transceiver. “I’ve been trying to reach them by radio with no luck.” 
 
    “So we’re on our own?” asked Wade, a lanky guy with large, horn-rimmed glasses who may have been more excited about our little field trip than Dr. Wallace himself. “Can we get started then?” 
 
    “I’d love to,” said Dr. Wallace. “But I also love my job and the money Miskatonic has always given me for things like this. Let’s give it a little more time before we do anything crazy.” 
 
    Wade sighed and went to work on his own tent. 
 
    “Gonna be getting dark soon,” said Parker, a fellow cryptozoology major I’d met on my first day at Miskatonic. “We probably shouldn’t venture too far inland at this point anyway.” 
 
    “Fucking pussy,” Harley snapped. 
 
    “Watch it, asshole,” I said to Harley. “Parker’s right.” 
 
    Dr. Wallace nodded. “Indeed he is. Plenty of reasons to be cautious when approaching a mysteriously appearing obelisk in the daylight hours, much less at night. We’ll wait for the security team to get here, but we won’t be going anywhere until tomorrow morning.” 
 
    “Too early to go to bed,” Wade said. “How should we pass the time?” 
 
      
 
    --- 
 
      
 
    We made a campfire and sat around it discussing the more outlandish stories about the many obelisks that Miskatonic University had studied over the years. I got the feeling that I was the only one who believed the stories were true. 
 
    All the talk about otherworldly creatures that seemed to go hand-in-hand with previous obelisks led Dr. Wallace to suggest we get to know each other better by discussing our favorite monsters. Specifically, those that actually scared or unnerved us. Because when you’re in a dark forest on behalf of a paranormal studies university to investigate a nearby mysterious obelisk, why not go all in on the fear factor? 
 
    “None of that stuff scares me,” Harley said, his annoyingly perfect white teeth seeming to shine in the light of our campfire. “I’m not really scared of anything.” 
 
    “Really?” I asked. “Not even being spurned by some poor girl you’re trying to sleep with?” 
 
    Harley shrugged, and, fucking hell, my pussy tingled a bit at the sight of his smirk. “How would I know? It’s never happened.” 
 
    The guys all laughed at that, but I didn’t. God, I hated that bastard and had no idea why my eyes kept venturing down to his crotch, trying to catch a hint of what was known around campus to be a legendary cock. 
 
    See? Always thinking about sex, even when it’s with someone I’d never actually fuck in a million years. 
 
    “What about you, Wade?” Dr. Wallace asked. “You were ready to venture out into the great unknown without our security detail, but surely something must scare you.” 
 
    “Clowns,” Wade said. “When I was eight, my best friend made me watch that one movie about the clown who’s really a demon or something.” 
 
    We all knew what he was talking about, so I said, “Oh, you mean--” 
 
    “Don’t say the name,” Wade cut me off. “I might have nightmares. Anyway, the next day my parents took me to the first and only circus I’ve ever been to. When the clowns came out, I started screaming and didn’t stop until we left.” 
 
    Harley, ever the jerk, taunted Wade with the name of the movie and its monstrous character. 
 
    “Stop it, Harley,” I snapped. Looking Wade in the eyes and smiling, I said, “I think it’s perfectly normal. I know a lot of people who don’t like clowns.”  
 
    “Parker?” Dr. Wallace said. “What monster scares you the most?” 
 
    “Werewolves,” Parker said, giving an answer I already knew. “I love animals, especially dogs, and the thought that one of them might be a supernatural creature ready to rip out my throat at any moment terrifies me.” 
 
    “Glutton for punishment,” I said, smiling at him. “Considering you’ve seen every werewolf movie ever made.” 
 
    It was something Parker and I had in common, being drawn to things that terrified us. Or, I guess, in my case, should terrify us. 
 
    Parker smiled back, and that smile dredged up memories from last summer, memories of things we’d shared other than our attraction to our own fears. Memories that made my pussy tingle as much as Harley’s dumb smirk. 
 
    “Sounds like you two know each other pretty well,” Harley said. 
 
    “We’ve been friends since freshman year,” I said. 
 
    Parker nodded, his smile quickly replaced by a frown. “Yep. Friends.” 
 
    Harley proceeded to make overly exaggerated air quotes while saying, “Friends.” I rolled my eyes and totally didn’t want to fuck him much at all. 
 
    “That’s enough, Harley,” Dr. Wallace said. 
 
    “Oh, come on,” Harley said. “Everyone knows Kenzie isn’t shy about fucking her way through half the campus. I’m actually surprised Parker’s the only guy here she’s been with. Unless she’s been with Wade…” 
 
    Parker’s face turned bright red, but I wasn’t embarrassed in the least. “Nope, just Parker,” I said. “I don’t make a habit of sleeping with colleagues, which is what I consider all of you.” 
 
    “But you slept with Parker,” Wade said. It came out almost as a whine. 
 
    “Jealous?” Parker asked, and I wanted to high-five him for that. 
 
    I turned to look at the professor, sure he’d want to head off any future phone calls I might make to Miskatonic’s Sexual Violence Prevention and Education office concerning sexual harassment happening under his watch, but I was surprised to see him staring at me. He looked me up and down, his eyes lingering on my bare legs. Those eyes had a look I’ve seen pretty often when talking to guys who know about my wild and free attitude toward sex. 
 
    It’s a look of hunger. 
 
    The idea that my professor, a man thirty years older than me who I’ve admired as a leader in his field, was looking at me like that sent shivers up and down my spine. It wasn’t an entirely unpleasant feeling, but it also wasn’t one I was in a hurry to explore. Despite the growing wetness between my legs, started by Harley’s smirk and driven on by Parker’s knowing smile and now furthered by Dr. Wallace’s unexpected and apparent attraction to me, I attempted to change the subject. 
 
    “Your turn, Dr. Wallace,” I said, emphasizing his title in an attempt to make him recognize his position of authority over me and how inappropriate it was for him to be looking at me the way he was. “What scares you the most?” 
 
    “Other than dying alone?” the professor, whose wife had recently died in a car accident, said, and he sounded so forlorn I immediately forgave him for his inappropriate staring. “I’d have to say, shadow people. You don’t see too many movies about them, but nebulous creatures you can’t ever really see but who can nevertheless harm you are the ultimate terror in my book.” 
 
    For the second time that evening, Dr. Wallace sent shivers all through me.  
 
    “Good thing none of this stuff exists, huh?” Harley said. 
 
    I laughed and said, “Yeah, good thing.”

  

 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
    Before long, we’d decided we had enough campfire chat and should get some rest, figuring the university’s security detail would arrive by morning, and we could get started on our investigation. I was tossing and turning in my sleeping bag before I realized I hadn’t discussed my greatest fears with the group. 
 
    Probably a good thing, that. They wouldn’t have believed me any more than I believed that Harley feared nothing. Or they would have laughed at me, which would have been humiliating, and I certainly didn’t need that. Humiliation has the opposite effect on me than it does on most people, and I was already aroused enough the way it was. 
 
    I was so aroused that there was no way I’d be able to get to sleep if I didn’t take care of things. Wishing I’d thought to pack one of my many dildos or vibrators, I settled for what I had to work with and slid my right hand under my panties. 
 
    It didn’t take long before I thought of Parker, in a tent only a few feet away, and those blissful moments we shared last summer. The sex was so good--and so was everything else about him--that he almost made an honest woman out of me. No, not marriage; I’m sure that will never be in the cards for Miss Kenzie Waite. But I was on the verge of becoming someone’s steady girlfriend for the first time in my life. 
 
    So I had to break his heart, tell him he’d never be more than a fuck buddy no matter how much more I secretly wanted him to be. 
 
    Neither of us got what we wanted after that little conversation. 
 
    I tried to force myself to think about the good times I had with Parker--the marathon fuck sessions, the things I did with him that even an experienced girl like myself had never done with anyone, the way he had of gently kissing my neck to calm me down when I was upset--but it was no use. The memory of his face--his tears--as I dashed his hopes of a real relationship drowned out the good memories, and I was getting nowhere fast with pleasuring myself. 
 
    So I wondered--hoped, really--if he might like to help me out again, for old time’s sake. I’ll admit it was a crazy idea, considering what I’d done to him, but his warm smile when I mentioned he’d seen all those werewolf movies had given me hope that we could move on from all that unpleasantness. 
 
    And yes, I’d meant what I said about not sleeping with colleagues, and Parker most assuredly was one of those, but a girl has needs, you know? 
 
    I got out of my sleeping bag. I considered putting something over my sports bra and panties but thought better of it. Yeah, it was cold out, but the cold never bothered me much, and I wanted as few barriers as possible between Parker and my body. 
 
    I unzipped the tent and stepped outside. 
 
    And gasped. 
 
    We’d set the tents up in a circle around our campfire so that no more than several feet separated us from each other. Now, though, the tents on either side of me were much farther apart than that. Like, maybe 100 feet apart? Maybe more. The clearing also appeared to have grown, as I could see all the other tents, with no trees in the way, even though they were so far apart. In the middle of the now much larger circle of tents, our campfire was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    Instead, the obelisk we’d come to study was there. Some of the incomprehensible etchings on it seemed to be glowing. It was bigger than Dr. Wallace had made it out to be--so big I doubt I’d be able to see the top of it even if it wasn’t so dark--and I wasn’t surprised he’d been able to see it from the air. It was so big I wouldn’t be surprised if you could see it from space. 
 
    The ground around the obelisk didn’t look disturbed. It looked like the obelisk had always been there. 
 
    My mind reeled at how this was possible. I was overwhelmed with the conflicting desires to approach the obelisk and run back toward the boat we’d arrived on. 
 
    Instead, I made my way to Parker’s tent, trying to combat this obscene unknown with the comfort of something known. By the time I made it there, my panties were positively soaked, and I hate to admit this, but it’s true, I cared way more about taking care of the need between my legs than solving the mystery I’d just been faced with. 
 
    Yes, I should have woken the professor and the others as soon as I realized our surroundings had impossibly changed, but remember what I said earlier about a girl and her needs? I knew that as soon as I came, I’d be able to think more clearly, and then I’d alert the others. 
 
    “Parker?” I called to him. “Can I come in?” 
 
    “What do you want, Kenzie?” he mumbled from inside the tent. 
 
    “Just let me in,” I said. “I just want to talk.” 
 
    I winced at the little white lie, although there would be talking involved. Hopefully, lots of dirty talking. 
 
    Parker finally unzipped the tent’s door, and I stepped inside. 
 
    Eyeing me up and down, he said, “You’re a little underdressed.” The almost jovial way he said it filled me with hope. 
 
    “Maybe I was hoping you’d keep me warm,” I said, batting my eyelashes at him. 
 
    “You’re unbelievable,” Parker snapped, getting back into his sleeping bag. “Go back to your tent, Kenzie.” 
 
    I dropped to my knees at the foot of his sleeping bag and rubbed his leg through it. 
 
    “Come on, Parker,” I said. “Once more, for old time’s sake?” 
 
    “I told you before, we’re done,” he said. “And I meant it.” 
 
    “But I’m really horny,” I said. I should have been embarrassed about how pathetic I sounded, and maybe I was a little, but my own desperation was arousing me even more. 
 
    “Not my problem.” 
 
    I stood up so fast I almost stumbled on top of him. “Fine,” I said. “You know, I bet none of the others would turn me down.” 
 
    “I’m sure you’re right,” Parker said. “Go fuck Harley or Wade. Or give Dr. Wallace some company. He seems lonely.” 
 
    “Maybe I will,” I said, not meaning it. As horny as I was, there was no way I’d fuck that jackass Harley or the professor. 
 
    Wade, though? Hmmm…. 
 
    No. Not even him. 
 
    I turned to leave Parker’s tent, trying to ignore the thought that any of the three other guys (all of the three other guys) would be just what I needed to clear my head. I also ignored the tingling at the base of my neck and the slight headache that was coming on, feelings I’d had many times before and ones that I would never again, as long as I lived, brush off. 
 
    As I stepped outside the tent and felt a cool breeze brush over my mostly naked body, I found myself face to face with someone--something--that stared back at me with yellow eyes. I couldn’t see it completely, given the darkness and the distance, but I knew immediately what I was looking at. 
 
    It was tall, at least two feet taller than me, even though it was hunched over. Covered in long, brown-gray fur, it smiled at me and bared razor-sharp teeth. Its wolf-head turned to the side, like a dog when it’s curious about something, and it moved toward me. 
 
    It closed the distance so fast I barely saw it move before it was right up on me, breathing down at me with hot, foul breath. Drool from its maw dripped onto me, feeling almost scalding hot on the skin of my chest cooled by the breeze. It hunched over, even more, leaning toward me and sniffing my hair. Its scent was overwhelmingly musky. 
 
    God help me, but all I wanted to do was look down and see what its cock looked like. I’m somewhat proud that I didn’t do that. 
 
    Panic flooded through me, not for myself but for Parker. I’d never been particularly scared of werewolves, and that hadn’t changed, despite being in the presence of one who seemed to be in the process of determining what kind of meal I’d be. It was here for Parker, I had no doubt. It was here somehow because he feared it, probably brought into existence by the obelisk we were here to investigate. How this could be, I hadn’t a clue, but I knew it as sure as I knew my own name. 
 
    Something else popped into my head, another piece of impossible knowledge. I knew what I had to do to save Parker from this beast, from his greatest fear. 
 
    I reached up with both hands and shoved my fingers through the thick fur around the beast’s neck. Massaging the rough skin underneath, I looked up into its angry eyes. 
 
    “So, big boy,” I whispered, “do you have a human form, or…” 
 
    I wasn’t sure what answer I was hoping for, and I’m sure I wouldn’t have been proud of the things I’d do if its response was “no,” but a moment later, the thing whimpered and began shrinking. Fur retracted, yellow eyes became blue, and its smell, still musky, became tolerable… arousing, even. 
 
    He was still taller than me, this naked man who now stood before me, still looked big and strong enough to rip me in half if he wanted, and was still hairy all over. He smiled down at me, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    I smiled back before giving in to my desire to look down at his cock. 
 
    “Holy fuck,” I said, reaching for it without thinking. 
 
    It was huge, definitely the biggest cock I’d ever stroked. Too big for one hand, I gripped it with both and jacked him, enjoying the animalistic sounds coming from his now very human mouth. 
 
    He didn’t say anything, just stood there staring at me with those deep blue eyes, as I worked. My inner thighs were becoming slick with my own juices. 
 
    I took my hands away from him, and he growled angrily. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said. “I’ve got something better for you.” 
 
    He tilted his head, just as he had in his wolf form, until he saw what I was doing. When I pulled my sports bra above my head, he grinned. When I slid my panties down and stepped out of them, he smiled so big I was instantly reminded of the wolf baring its teeth. 
 
    I turned my back to him, dropped to my knees, then bent forward onto my elbows so that my ass was presented to him. Doggy style, after all, seemed the most appropriate position, given the circumstances. 
 
    “Here, boy,” I said. 
 
    He seemed to move as quickly in human form as wolf, as I felt the warmth of his long, hard cock pressing against my ass before I finished the word “boy.” Worried at first he might try to stick that monstrous rod into my unprepared asshole, I breathed a sigh of relief when I felt the head of his cock parting the slick folds of my very prepared pussy. 
 
    At least, I’d thought my pussy was prepared. I’d been wet and ready for action since the campfire conversation, so I should have been able to take even a sizable cock like Wolfman’s without much difficulty. He shoved inside me without warning, without care, and I cried out in pain as I felt myself stretching so fast and so hard I thought he would rip me apart. 
 
    “Fuck!” I spat out, tears streaming down my face. 
 
    To his credit, Wolfman immediately stopped. Maybe he wasn’t quite as savage as he first appeared, despite not having said a word and the way he’d started to fuck me. He didn’t pull out, didn’t move at all, instead just leaving his massive rod inside me. Maybe he knew I just needed to get used to his girth. After a moment, the pain was down to a manageable amount, and I sighed. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “I’m fine now. Go on.” 
 
    And then he was back to being savage again. He slammed into me with so much force I had trouble holding myself up. My elbows and forearms were bloodied as they scraped against the dirt below me. Down below, I felt every inch of him as he slid in and out of me, filling me up and then threatening to empty me before pushing all the way back in. 
 
    It hurt, but this time not too much. 
 
    This time, I started to enjoy it. 
 
    He gripped my hips and dug his fingernails into my flesh so hard I knew there’d be blood there, too. Over and over again, he pummeled me, and it took everything I had to hold myself up for him and let him use me. 
 
    I’d never been used like this before, not by any human man. It was overwhelming and not entirely pleasant. 
 
    But holy fuck did I like it. 
 
    I was almost there, my climax building, when he howled. I fought the urge to look back to see if he’d shifted back into his wolf form; if he had, I didn’t want to know. A moment later, he erupted inside me, hot cum painting my insides. 
 
    I almost came when I felt it, blast after blast of his spunk getting me closer and closer to my destination. But when he was finally finished and satisfied, he pulled out as quickly as he’d gone in, leaving me empty and unfulfilled. 
 
    I almost cried, my body collapsing into the dirt. 
 
    I lay there for a moment, stunned, before rolling over. When I did, he was gone. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
    I picked up my clothes, not bothering to put them on. I looked at Parker’s tent and considered going back inside. I had a crazy thought of telling him I’d just saved him from a werewolf, and maybe that would convince him to fuck me. Rationality won out, though; I knew he wouldn’t believe me. And if by some crazy chance he did and still refused to fuck me? I’m not sure my ego (yes, ego, not heart, not feelings) could have taken that. 
 
    Instead, I set off for Wade’s tent, which was between Parker’s and my own. When I was a few feet away, I noticed movement out of the corner of my left eye. My neck tingled, and a flash of pain shot through my head, just as they had before I saw the werewolf. Was he back? I’m ashamed of how excited that thought made me. 
 
    I turned to see what the movement was. I think we’ve established by now that I believe in things that most people don’t, but still… when I saw the clown, dancing its way toward Wade’s tent--toward me--I started to question my own sanity. 
 
    It didn’t look like the character from the movie that had traumatized poor, young Wade. It looked more like a traditional circus clown, although one with yellowed teeth and empty sockets where its eyes should have been. It wore oversized blue shoes and a loose-fitting body suit, red with large white polka dots, buttoned up the front with giant blue buttons. Its face was white, although it looked more like the pale skin of death than a clown’s makeup, and its curly hair was a rainbow of colors. I stood there, frozen and helpless, as it approached Wade’s tent. 
 
    A werewolf for Parker, a clown for Wade. And the clown seemed to be coming from the direction of the obelisk. The werewolf probably did, too. That confirmed it. Somehow the obelisk was manifesting our greatest fears and sending them after us. The scientist in me wondered if only the people who had spoken aloud their fears had to worry. Harley had most assuredly been lying, but he said he feared nothing, so he might be okay. And I never got a chance to talk about my fears, although my fears were nothing like the others. But I was sure that once I’d dealt with the clown, I’d have to head over to Dr. Wallace’s tent to see if a shadow creature was stalking him. 
 
    The clown stopped dancing and moved one hand toward Wade’s tent. 
 
    “Stop!” I yelled. 
 
    It turned to look at me--if you can say something looks at you without having eyes to see--but didn’t immediately lower its hand away from the tent. Its head tilted down as if to stare at my feet for a moment before slowly moving upright. 
 
    When it smiled at me, I realized I couldn’t feel the tingling in the base of my neck anymore. The tingling in my pussy, however, was impossible to ignore. 
 
    “Leave him alone,” I said. 
 
    “And why should I do that?” the monster clown asked, giggling. 
 
    “I’ll… make it worth your while,” I said, “to go away.” 
 
    The thing raised its head to the sky and howled in laughter. “This I gotta hear!” 
 
    “I’ll show you instead,” I said, moving toward it. 
 
    Dropping to my knees, I began unbuttoning its bodysuit in the area I assumed its cock was. Reaching inside, I found that I’d been correct in my assumption. 
 
    I pulled it out and said, “Holy fuck,” like I had when seeing the werewolf’s cock, but this time for an entirely different reason. 
 
    The clown’s cock was skinny and long. I mean, really long. Impossibly, comically long. Is-that-a-snake-in-your-pants-or-are-you-just-happy-to-see-me long. The first image that came to mind was those stretchy balloons that you see circus clowns make into animals. I couldn’t help but tug on it like it was one of those balloons, and my new friend giggled so much that its whole body shook. 
 
    As if reading my mind, the clown asked, “You want a balloon, too, Kenzie?” 
 
    “This is good, thanks,” I said, starting to stroke it. 
 
    It shoved its midsection toward my face. “Here, take it,” it said. “Take it, Kenzie.” 
 
    I opened my mouth and took it inside. Well, as much as I could, with the thing being so abnormally long and all. I slid both hands up and down the entire length of it as I sucked on the head, my tongue swirling around the soft, sensitive underside that seemed to do as much for demonic clowns as for human men. The clown giggled the whole time I sucked him, which was a little different from what I was used to, but I knew it meant this creature liked what I was doing. 
 
    That’s something I’ve often thought about monsters: they’re not that different from us, really. In polite company, we tend to hide our basest desires and instincts, but it’s not like we don’t have them. Sometimes they’re deep enough we can convince ourselves they’re not there, but they are. 
 
    They always are. 
 
    Some of us are less ashamed of it than others when we realize it. 
 
    “You look like a nice slut,” the clown told me as I worked, and I felt my face flush red as if I was embarrassed. In reality, my heart swelled with pride. “I bet you have lots of friends.” 
 
    I didn’t respond, as I had my mouth full. There was something oddly familiar about what it was saying, like I’d heard it all before or at least something very similar. I shook off those thoughts and concentrated on the task at hand. 
 
    While I sucked, I alternated between stroking the incredibly long shaft and gently running my fingers along all that soft and veiny skin. After a few moments of this, the clown reached down and grabbed handfuls of my hair with its gloved hands. It started fucking my face, shoving its cock farther and farther into my mouth. It wasn’t long before the head of it breached my throat. 
 
    It’s good that I have almost no gag reflex, I suppose, although I did have to work to keep it from going too far. As long as it was, it’d be able to get halfway to my stomach. 
 
    I began to taste something like… wet cotton candy in my mouth and realized it was the clown’s precum. Its giggling intensified, and I knew it was close. I’d have to stop sucking soon and offer it my cunt if I had any hope of it getting me off before it came. 
 
    I kept sucking as I thought about the logistics of fucking this snake-like penis, which was a mistake. The clown suddenly stopped giggling, stopped moving entirely, and came in my mouth. 
 
    While disappointed that I probably wasn’t going to get fucked by the monster clown, I still did my best to swallow all of its cum. And I usually don’t have trouble doing that kind of thing, but there was just so much of it, and between the amount and the fact that it tasted like liquified cotton candy being pumped down my throat, I had to pull away from it after a moment. 
 
    I leaned back away from the clown, continuing to stroke its long shaft, and let it spew its spunk all over me. Rope after rope of cum splashed onto my face, my hair, my chest. And, of course, it wasn’t milky white like normal cum; instead, I was showered by a pastel rainbow, each burst of hot stickiness a different color: pink, sky blue, yellow, and others. 
 
    The clown looked down on me when it was finally finished coming and giggled again. 
 
    “You should see your face!” it screamed. “And everything else!” 
 
    I laughed, too, despite the continuing ache between my legs, an ache I knew the clown would be unable or unwilling to soothe. I wiped some of the pastel gooeyness away from my eyes so I could look at my ridiculous lover and could see the blackness of the sky through its body. 
 
    It was fading away before my very eyes. 
 
    “Am I dreaming?” I wondered aloud. “Is any of this even real?” 
 
    Before it completely vanished, the clown bent down and scooped some of its cum off one of my breasts. Shoving its finger into my mouth, making me taste cotton candy one last time, it giggled madly. 
 
    “This isn’t real enough for you, Ken--?” it asked, the last syllable of my name lost as it disappeared entirely. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Four 
 
    I don’t know how long I sat there, on my knees, before I gathered the will to stand up. I picked up my sports bra and panties and again thought about putting them back on. Instead, I used them to wipe off as much of the clown’s cum as I could before dropping them back to the ground. I also thought about waking Wade up and having him come with me to the professor’s tent but decided against that. Explaining what I thought was happening--and what I’d done to save his and Parker’s lives--would take too long, even if he believed me. 
 
    So I took off running, naked, toward Dr. Wallace’s tent and the shadow creature I knew would be there. 
 
    I had to pass Harley’s tent to get to Dr. Wallace’s. Nothing seemed to be happening there; I didn’t even feel the tingling in my neck. Either Harley was telling the truth about having no fears, or they were only being manifested if they’d been spoken aloud. Or maybe Harley’s fear had already done its work; I shivered when I considered this possibility but did not stop to check on him. 
 
    I felt the head pain and tingling in my neck when I got within visual distance of Dr. Wallace’s tent. I didn’t see anything close to the tent, but I worried that maybe I wouldn’t. The professor’s fear was shadow people, who were notoriously hard to see. 
 
    I scanned the area, still not seeing any such creature. I noticed when I looked in a particular direction--toward the obelisk--the pain in my head and the tingling in my neck intensified. I looked away, and it lessened, although it didn’t go away entirely. 
 
    I looked back toward the area that was causing me the most discomfort. Staring into the blackness, willing myself to see something, anything. My nose started bleeding, just a slight trickle I barely noticed, and then I saw him. 
 
    I had to concentrate on keeping him in view, this shadow man, as he kept blending into the blackness of night all around him. He was tall, and his silhouette suggested he was wearing a wide-brimmed hat and trenchcoat. My mind raced as I remembered what I knew about this kind of monster. 
 
    The professor had mentioned that shadow people don’t show up in popular culture nearly as often as, say, werewolves or killer clowns, and he was right about that. However, there have been stories about shadow creatures in various cultures going back way before filmed media. Indigenous people in what’s now the United States talked about them, although most of their legends involved shape-shifting rather than shadow people. The Jinn from Islam were also thought to be responsible for reports of people believing they saw shadow men, as the Jinn exist only as shadows when they travel to our world from theirs. 
 
    Art Bell, broadcaster and author, was fascinated by shadow people and talked about them extensively on his paranormal-themed radio show in the 1990s. One of his guests speculated they were evil and possibly had alien origins. 
 
    The thing that moved slowly toward me--toward Dr. Wallace’s tent--didn’t look alien. He looked like a man, or rather the living shadow of a man. 
 
    I absent-mindedly wondered what a shadow man’s cock might feel like. I walked toward him, my thighs slick with anticipation and need. 
 
    When I got to within five feet of the creature, I fell to the ground, unable to move. Realizing that sleep paralysis was a common phenomenon associated with shadow people, I wondered if paralysis, in general, was just something that happened around them. 
 
    I couldn’t even open my mouth to speak. As the shadow man walked past me, I instinctively thought, Stop! 
 
    He stopped. He turned around and looked down at my helpless body. 
 
    I thought to him, I’ll fuck you if you leave the professor alone. 
 
    You won’t be able to move, I heard his cold voice in my mind. Do you willingly consent to this? 
 
    I’ve always enjoyed a little bondage, I thought. Have at it, Dark Daddy. 
 
    Dark Daddy wasted no time. 
 
    Cold hands explored my body, starting with my neck before moving down to maul my breasts on their way to my soaked cunt. Fingers like icicles went inside, two at first, then three, then four, painfully stretching me. I may have been paralyzed, but I felt every inch of the shadow man’s chilly digits. 
 
    He roughly turned me over onto my stomach and raised my ass into the air. I stayed like that, ass raised, head down, more frozen than paralyzed, I guess. It seemed the werewolf wasn’t the only monster who favored doggy style. The shadow man returned to exploring my pussy with his hands, both of them this time. 
 
    After a few moments of this, he smeared my juices between my ass cheeks and began fingering my asshole. Starting with one finger there, he soon went to two and then three. 
 
    Too much? he asked. He was the most gentlemanly scary monster you could imagine. 
 
    I’d once had a jerk fuck my ass without even the meager lube of my own pussy juices. Luckily, he had a tiny dick but still… It hurt so much, and I was so mad at him I only let him do that two more times before breaking up with him. 
 
    What? The jerk’s tongue game was to die for. 
 
    Not nearly, I thought. Do your worst, Dark Daddy. 
 
    You asked for it, Dark Daddy thought. 
 
    He shoved his cock inside my cunt then. I would have cried out had I been able to; if his fingers were cold, his dick was something beyond cold. I felt my insides going numb within seconds. 
 
    I barely felt it when he pulled out of my pussy. A second later, he placed the tip of his cock on my anus and rubbed it in the juices there for a moment. 
 
    And then he fucked my ass. 
 
    It only hurt for a minute, that initial breach and the first several pumps once he was inside. After that, my anal cavity was as numb as my cunt now was. I had a vague sense of fullness, but other than that, I felt nothing. 
 
    I’m not sure whether that was a good thing or a bad thing. 
 
    I thought about asking him if he’d switch back to my pussy so I could come, but I doubt it would have done much good. After several minutes of ass-fucking, I was starting to get feeling back in my pussy, but if he returned there, I’d go numb again. There’d be no orgasm from Dark Daddy, any more than there had been from Wolfman or the killer clown. 
 
    Dark Daddy thought-grunted at me, and I assume he came. I barely felt him pull out, and then a moment later, I fell to the ground, unfrozen and able to move. My ass was so numb I couldn’t feel anything there, but my pussy was now on fire again and ready to go. I rolled over to see if the shadow creature was still there, but, of course, he wasn’t. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Five 
 
    I stood up once I started to get feeling back in my ass. I had to get to Harley’s tent and find out what was coming for him. I still thought maybe he and I wouldn’t face our fears that night since we hadn’t verbally expressed them, but I wasn’t willing to take that chance. I thought about going to my tent first and getting dressed, but I was already worried I’d be too late to save the asshole from whatever fear he said he didn’t have. If my original theory was correct, and nothing was there to attack him, well… I’m ashamed to say (especially now, knowing what I learned about Harley) I was so horny I’d have fucked even him and didn’t need clothing in the way. 
 
    And after being subjected to Shadow Man’s beyond icy-cold affections, I didn’t feel the chill in the night air at all anymore. 
 
    As I approached Harley’s tent, my neck tingled and my head hurt. I turned to look in the direction of the obelisk, but when I did, those feelings lessened. When I turned back to Harley’s tent, they intensified again. 
 
    Whatever was after Harley was already inside his tent. 
 
    I stepped inside the tent to see a woman wearing only a black t-shirt standing over Harley. Harley, still half in his sleeping bag, was backed up against the opposite wall of the tent and quivering in fear. They both turned to look at me. 
 
    “Kenzie?” Harley said, his eyes immediately traveling from my face down my naked body. Apparently, whatever horror this woman inspired in him wasn’t enough to keep him from ogling me. 
 
    “You’re not here to fuck him, are you?” the woman asked, her voice sending chills that rivaled the Shadow Man’s touch all through me. 
 
    I realized I could see through her, as if she were a… ghost. 
 
    She looked young, maybe 19 or 20. Her dirty blond hair was pulled up into a bun, and she looked like she’d been crying. On her t-shirt were the words “6 Days of Drowning” in a stylized logo. Probably a band I’d never heard of. Her right wrist was bleeding from a couple of deep cuts there, but the blood seemed to disappear once it dripped from her. 
 
    “Not him,” I said. “I think I’m here to fuck you.” 
 
    She smiled. “I’m not like the others,” she said. “Well, actually, I am the others, I suppose. But unlike Parker’s werewolf, Wade’s killer clown, and Dr. Wallace’s shadow person, I’ll be justified if you let me do what I came to do.” 
 
    “I can’t let you kill him,” I said. “I know he’s a jerk, but that doesn’t--” 
 
    She laughed--no, giggled, and I could hear the clown’s giggle when she did. “‘Jerk’ doesn’t begin to describe your friend here.” 
 
    “‘Friend’ doesn’t exactly describe what he is to me,” I said. “But tell me why you think you’d be justified in killing him.” 
 
    “I think Harley should tell you,” she said. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. I turned to Harley. “What’s this about, Harley?” 
 
    “I don’t know what she’s talking about!” he said, sweating profusely. 
 
    “I think you do,” I said. “Tell me now, or I walk out of this tent and leave the two of you alone.” 
 
    “Okay, okay,” he said, looking from me to the ghost girl. “She killed herself. Three years ago.” 
 
    “And… what’s that got to do with you?” I asked. 
 
    “He filmed us having sex,” the ghost girl said. “And then shared it with our friends. It ended up on the internet.” 
 
    I looked at Harley. He’d often disgusted me with his crude comments and lecherous looks, but this was beyond the pale. It was so far beyond what I thought even he might do I had trouble believing it. “Is that true, Harley?” 
 
    He didn’t answer me. 
 
    “Tell her, Harley,” Ghost Girl said. “Tell Kenzie the truth.” 
 
    “Yes, it’s true,” Harley said, his face paler than the ghost’s. “But she didn’t have to kill herself over it. The video didn’t even get many views online!” 
 
    I felt dizzy, sick to my stomach. Between his admission of the act and deflecting his guilt over her suicide, my opinion of Harley went from “selfish asshole” to “unrepentant bastard.” 
 
    “My parents saw it,” Ghost Girl said, addressing Harley with tears streaming down her face. I somehow knew that even though she was the same being I’d encountered earlier in the form of the werewolf and the others, she was also very much the poor woman Harley had violated. The one he had, indirectly, killed. “My brother saw it. All my friends. I was approached by strangers on the street asking me to do what I did with you. I got phone calls, emails, Facebook messages. There was only one thing I could think to do to get it to stop.” 
 
    She was full-on crying by now, and so was I. 
 
    “I’m sorry he did that to you,” I said. “I’m sorry your life was cut short because of him.” 
 
    It’s at this point in the movie or book when the hero says, “But that doesn’t justify killing him. I can’t let you end his life even though he ended yours.” 
 
    But I’m no fucking hero. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
    Out of all the monsters I encountered that night, Harley turned out to be the most monstrous. As I walked away from his tent, on my way to the obelisk, I tried hard not to smile when I heard his screams. 
 
    I failed, but I tried. 
 
    When I got there, to the obelisk, I gazed upward. The language etched into its black surface was indecipherable to my conscious mind. I’m not sure it was meant for human eyes to see, and I’m absolutely certain it was never meant for a human mind to understand. 
 
    You may be wondering where my monster was. All the others were visited by that which they most feared, even Harley, who had neglected to share that fear with the rest of us for obvious reasons. The truth of the matter is, I’m not scared of any monster. 
 
    I love monsters, if I haven’t already made that much clear. 
 
    My biggest fear? It’s that things that go bump in the night don’t really exist. It’s that the things that I know I’ve seen in my dreams and that sometimes make themselves seen in my peripheral vision, things that announce their nearness to me by making my head hurt and my neck tingle, aren’t real.  
 
    That I’m crazy for thinking they are. 
 
    Needless to say, the events of that night on Charnel Rock--being used viciously by the werewolf, being covered in pastel-colored cum by the clown, being frozen and ass-fucked by the shadow being, and meeting a ghost out for revenge--went a long way toward ensuring me I wasn’t crazy. 
 
    Because it all had to be real, didn’t it? 
 
    I’m not crazy, am I? 
 
      
 
    --- 
 
      
 
    The ghost girl said she was the same entity as the others. Maybe the creatures I’d fucked were all one being taking different forms. 
 
    A shapeshifter of some sort? 
 
    I touched the obelisk and bowed my head. I’d never prayed a day in my life, but that night I did something as close to prayer as I’ve ever done. 
 
    Show me what you really are, I thought, hoping the creature could hear my thoughts in its natural form as well as it could as Shadow Man. 
 
    You may not be ready, I heard in my mind a moment later. 
 
    I started tearing up. I’ve always been ready. Please. 
 
    I smiled when I felt the familiar tingling in my neck, the pain in my head. My nose started bleeding, and I heard movement behind me. 
 
    Before I could turn around, I heard something I’m hesitant to call a voice saying, “Tekeli-li! Tekeli-li! Tekeli-li!” 
 
    It was a terrible, indescribable thing bigger than a tractor-trailer. It constantly changed shape as I looked at it, but it brought to mind science textbook pictures of amoebas. Dozens of tentacles wriggled all about, with as many eyes forming and unforming all over its body. It seemed to be made of some milky white, almost translucent substance. 
 
    Cum? I thought, and I know what you’re thinking: of course, my mind went there. But I’d find out very soon that’s exactly what it was. 
 
    We have been waiting for you, the thing said through our psychic link while continuing to vocalize, “Tekeli-li! Tekeli-li! Tekeli-li!” Yearning for you. 
 
    I could feel its desire for me coming in waves off of its strange body. My pussy throbbed, keeping time with the beating of my heart, as I wondered what exactly those tentacles could do. 
 
    As if to answer my unspoken question (although, of course, my question was nothing of the sort, seeing as how it could read my mind), the ends of all of its dozens of tentacles changed shape. Where once they had looked very much like those of an octopus, now their tips were cocks of various girths, lengths, and colors. 
 
    For me? I asked it. Are those all for me? 
 
    Only if you want this as much as we want this. 
 
    Let me show you how much I want it, I thought. 
 
    I walked toward the shoggoth--I’d heard the term before and somehow knew that’s what this creature was. Originally used as slaves by the Elder Things to build cities for their masters, shoggoths were capable of assuming virtually any shape or form. Eventually, some shoggoths became capable of independent thought and rebelled. As far as I knew, it had been almost a century since any of them had been seen on Earth, although like werewolves, killer clowns, and ghosts, their existence was questioned by nearly everyone. 
 
    I had a feeling skepticism about their existence was about to end, and that I might have a part to play in that. 
 
    I reached out with both hands, wrapping my fingers around two tentacle-cocks. The flesh on each shaft was soft and hot and veiny; I could feel both cocks throbbing within my grasp. 
 
    I began stroking them. 
 
    We want to enter you, the shoggoth told me. Do we have your consent? 
 
    Please, I thought back, enter me. 
 
    I’d barely finished the thought before one tentacle-cock was pushing against the slick folds of my cunt as another made its way to my ass. Knowing beyond the shadow of a doubt I’d finally get to come, I closed my eyes and waited breathlessly to be fucked. 
 
    “Stop!” 
 
    It took me a moment to realize who’d said that. I released the tentacle-cocks I’d been holding in my hands and turned around, my back to the shoggoth. It continued to caress the outer parts of my pussy and ass with its tentacles, as I saw Dr. Wallace, Wade, and Parker standing there, mouths agape with surprise. 
 
    “Kenzie!” Dr. Wallace cried out. “Get away from it!” 
 
    “Why… ooooooh,” I said as one cock finally breached my pussy, inching its way in with agonizing slowness, “would I… do… that?” 
 
    The cock at my rear entered my asshole, and I squealed. 
 
    “You don’t know what you’re doing!” Parker exclaimed. 
 
    “Silly Parker,” I said. “I know exactly what I’m doing.” 
 
    It lifted me then, the shoggoth, into the air. Held aloft by tentacles in my pussy and ass, I started stroking the two in my hands faster and faster as another one presented itself to my lips. 
 
    I opened my mouth and let it slide across my tongue. 
 
    “It’s using you!” Dr. Wallace said. 
 
    Well, no shit, it’s using me, I thought, and the shoggoth laughed at that. And it better not stop until I come. 
 
    The cock in my pussy erupted then, filling me up with hot, sticky, alien seed. It slid out of me and was quickly replaced by another, which slipped in much faster than the first and which started hammering away in earnest. 
 
    The one in my ass and the one in my left hand both came at the same time next. Cum covered the entire left side of my body and flooded out of my asshole as both of those cocks withdrew. Two more were ready in seconds to take their places. 
 
    This process repeated with the one in my mouth. I’d barely swallowed its cum before I had another tasty rod shoved toward my throat. 
 
    The men below me watched as cock after cock had their way with me, filling my three holes with more cum than I’d had in my entire life and covering me with just as much. The professor and the other two seemed to be frozen in fear, but the erections I could see through their pants betrayed them. 
 
    They liked what they saw almost as much as I liked being seen. 
 
    Being fucked. 
 
    Being thoroughly and unashamedly used. 
 
    You are close to your pleasure, the shoggoth said. 
 
    My orgasm, you mean? I asked. You’re goddamn right I’m close. 
 
    Your pleasure will open the door, it said. 
 
    Door? I asked, almost incapable of asking. The sensations it was causing were overwhelming, and my pleasure, as it called it, was just around the corner. 
 
    If you orgasm, my kind will be able to enter your world en masse, it explained. Your pleasure will rupture the barriers separating your world from mine. 
 
    You’re talking about an… invasion? I asked, having trouble thinking. 
 
    In a manner of speaking, it said. Your world will never… be the same. 
 
    My mind flooded with visions then. I don’t know if the shoggoth did it or if it was my own imagination, but I saw the world being overwhelmed by shoggoths and other creatures that were even more bizarre. I saw the campus of Miskatonic University filled with tentacles and eyes and things I can’t begin to describe. I saw cosmic beings older than time itself reigning over mankind for the next thousand years. I saw a being I understood to be great Cthulhu rising from its slumber to infect anyone it encountered with madness. 
 
    And I saw even worse things than that. 
 
    Why me? I asked. 
 
    Your ancestor used sex magic to drive us from this world, the shoggoth told me. It is sex magic from her offspring that will allow us to return. 
 
    My ancestor. It could only be talking about Grandma Lavinia. She had instilled in me a love for and belief in monsters but had ensured I’d go my whole life being ridiculed for believing in something that wasn’t there. 
 
    Lavinia’s destiny was to usher in a new era for my kind. Instead, she killed us, tortured us, banished us. What luck that her bloodline produced you, our savior.  
 
    But I’ve seen things before, I said. Or, almost seen them, at least. If monsters were banished, how is that possible? 
 
    Some have been able to almost cross over, it replied. Or completely but very briefly do so. It requires being very near a conduit. 
 
    A conduit? 
 
    A human from one of precious few families with magic in their blood. One who is also predisposed to believing in us. Who doesn’t fear the maddening unknown. A human like yourself. 
 
    And me being this close to an obelisk… 
 
    …helps immensely with our manifestation, it finished my thought. We began growing in strength as soon as you began living in Salem. All that is left now is for you to shatter the barrier between worlds and free us. 
 
    I looked down at my teacher and friends as I pleasured this creature, as it filled and covered me with yet more of its cum. I was on the edge of coming myself, and I knew it would be the most intense orgasm I had ever felt, or would ever feel. 
 
    Something else was on the edge of happening, something only I could prevent. A horror beyond horror, an unthinkable, catastrophic event. 
 
    I was about to feel more pleasure than any human ever has, and the world would never make fun of Kenzie Waite for believing in monsters again. But only if I didn’t put a stop to this obscenity of obscenities. 
 
    It’s at this point in the story when the hero makes a great sacrifice to prevent a cataclysm from occurring. When the hero must give up something they want to snatch victory from the jaws of defeat. When the hero overcomes their base desires and saves the day. 
 
    But, I say again, I’m no fucking hero. 
 
      
 
    --- 
 
      
 
    Check out UNQUENCHABLE, the all-new dark cuckold paranormal erotica title by Sterling Wilder, for a surprising connection to this story’s Kenzie Waite! 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    A little-known fact about vampires is that they can subsist on a bodily fluid other than blood. 
 
    A bodily fluid only men can provide, and one that’s much more pleasurable to extract than blood, especially for the “donor.” 
 
    Evie has been getting what she needs from her husband, Matthew. But when she finds herself weak and starving and separated from Matthew, Evie breaks her marriage vows to avoid doing what vampires usually do. 
 
    And once she tastes someone other than her husband, she wants more…and more… and more. 
 
    Will Matthew forgive her for her body’s needs? Will she ever be satisfied with just him again? 
 
    Or will she forever be… unquenchable? 
 
    Pick up UNQUENCHABLE today! 
 
      
 
    --- 
 
      
 
    Like magic and intrigue in your erotica? Check out the ARCANA series from Sterling & Storm Wilder. Get a FREE prequel book here and start your journey! 
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    See the entire Sterling Wilder catalog here. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome! 
 
      
 
    I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate a short review on Amazon. Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    About the author 
 
    Sterling Wilder creates incredibly filthy, sometimes romantic, erotic tales featuring emotional depth and kinks such as hotwife/cuckold, humiliation, BDSM, and exhibitionism. 
 
      
 
    See Sterling’s complete catalog here. 
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