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     One 


     I stepped through the doorway and onto the porch. Wood creaked as I walked lightly to the edge where three stairs led to a dirt path. A cool autumn breeze passed over me, sending a chill up and down my spine. I buttoned my sweater to keep the cold out. Red and orange leaves hung from the trees, not quite ready to fall to the cold earth. I let out a deep sigh as I stared out into the wilderness around me. 


     My name is Eva Morgan and today will be the first day I break my solitude in close to a year.  


     I wish the circumstances were different. I placed myself in solitude to help hone my craft. It can be a long and difficult process but with the peace of nature, it made the transition easier. One of my coven sisters had a cabin far away from civilization. It seemed like the next logical step. My family and friends didn’t seem too happy about it but they respected my choice, until last night. 


      My childhood friend Daniel called me last night in a panic. Something happened and he didn’t know who to turn to. He felt he was in some serious trouble and needed to talk with me. We were always close and I knew I couldn’t say no. So here I was, waiting on a cold porch in the middle of nowhere, waiting for my friend to arrive. 


     I opened my senses and calmed my heart. I could feel tendrils of energy wrap around me. My mind drifted up and I could sense Daniel. His mind was reeling and his heart beat quick. When I opened my eyes, his car pulled into the dirt driveway. He didn’t even turn off the engine when he swung the door open and ran to me. No words were spoken as we hugged. I could feel his nerves were on edge. His hug was tight. He buried his face into my neck as I buried mine into his. His warm scent drifted up and for the first time in a year I felt like I was back home. 


     “I’m sorry for coming up here.” Daniel said as he pulled his head back to face me. “I know being out here is important to you. I really had nowhere else to go.” 


     “Never be sorry. We are family and you know I will always be here for you.” I said putting my fingers to his cheek. 


     Daniel smiled, his short wavy blonde hair moving to the wind. The skin around his eyes hung a little but his eyes burned with an intense cobalt blue. He hugged me again with his broad shoulders wrapping around my smaller self. I could feel nervous energy coming off him in waves. I reached out with my energy to soothe him. Daniel relaxed. Soon his arms dropped and he turned away. 


     “Grab your things and come in. I will pour us some wine and we can talk.” 


     Daniel nodded. It took only minutes for him to grab his back pack from the trunk, turn off the car and step into the threshold. The cabin was large with several rooms. Too many plants hung from the walls and filled corners. It gave the place an otherworldly feel almost from a fairy tale.  Dan dropped his pack in the hallway and we were soon at the kitchen table. I had a bottle of wine already open so it could breathe. I poured into the two waiting glasses. Dan’s shoulders drooped as he sat and stared at the glass for a second before taking it. 


     “If you’re not ready to talk we can just relax and maybe talk about it tomorrow?” I was concerned but I didn’t want to push him if he wasn’t ready. 


     “I don’t think it can wait.” Daniel said flatly. 


      I stared as he took a long deep sip of his wine. We have known each other since we were little. When his family moved next door to ours and they introduced us, we were inseparable. We were five, but we were thick as thieves’ right from the start. We weren’t blood but you could never tell by the way we acted. The only thing that really set us apart was his blonde hair and my black hair.  


     Daniel put down his glass. “I remember you telling me about things out there in our world, things that we never completely understand. I think I had a run in with one of those things the other night.” 


     I sat silently and listened. Daniel understood my studies were important to me. He never made fun or judged me on my beliefs. He often told me the opposite. He knew I was special and there was something different about me, he could feel it. During our teenage years when I first studied the ancient craft, he would listen to me go on and on about what I was learning. I trusted him to not talk about it and at the time it became another thing we bonded on. Even if he had a hard time understanding all of it. 


     “I was out celebrating with a few friends the other night. Dave finally proposed to Cynthia. We were drinking and having a good time at MacDuff’s. Some woman walked up to our group and started talking to me. One thing led to another and we ended up back at my place.” 


     Daniel hesitated, almost like a distant memory was trying to swim to the surface. I put my hand over his, trying my best to comfort. 


     “It’s silly. I’m not even sure I should have come here.” 


     “Please Daniel, don’t push it away. Tell me what happened.” I could feel something snake through his aura. It was restless and it tried to coil around him. 


     “I don’t want to get too graphic, but she bit me during it.” Daniel’s eyes met mine and I could feel a twinge of fear. 


     “Did this woman try to draw blood from you?” 


     “That’s the weird part, she didn’t draw blood. It was almost like she was pushing something into me.” 


     “What happened afterwards?” 


     “I passed out. I woke up the next day and the mystery woman was gone. I never even got her name. I don’t make it a habit of going home with strange women but this one had me under some strange spell. Everything she said was like magic.” 


     I kept my hand on Daniel’s. My energy reached out and I explored his aura. The black, snake like energy reared up and snapped at me. It was so sudden I pulled my hand back like I was burned. 


     Daniel’s eyes widened. “What was that?” 


     “I’m not sure. I will have to look into it but you will have to stay here until I figure it out.” I rubbed my hand. 


     “I wasn’t planning on staying longer than a night. I don’t want to interfere with your studies.” 


     “Until we know what happened to you, it would be best for you to stay close. Being in the middle of nowhere might be the best thing for you.” I smiled. 


     “Thank you. I know this is a lot.” 


     “We are family. I would do anything for you.” I ran my fingers through his hair and kissed his cheek. 


     We tried to change the subject by talking about Dave’s and Cynthia’s proposal. It was nice to reconnect with the world even if it was only for a little bit. In the back of my mind, I tried to keep my worrying at bay. I had an idea on what happened to Dan but I had to be sure. He was already scared and I didn’t want to make it worse with speculation. 


     With the wine bottle drained, I set Daniel in the living room and pointed to the book case. There was no TV or radio. This place was really a monk’s paradise. Daniel went to the shelf and scanned the titles.  


     I went downstairs into the basement. It was very lavish with large comfy couches and the walls lined with book shelves filled with tomes. My coven sister told me this was her secret hideaway and private library. I ran my finger across the book spines until I found the one, I was looking for. I plopped on a comfy couch, opened the tome in hand and began reading. 


     Time swirled as I turned page after page. A picture and a name jumped out at me and my grip on the book tightened. The drawing was of a woman but she had a pair of devilish horns, webbed wings and an impossibly long tongue. I read on and the creature’s name glowed in my mind’s eye like a hot coal. 


     A creak on the stairs made me look up. Daniel took another step and the creak stabbed into the quiet basement. I closed the book but stared as Daniel reached the bottom of the stairs. His eyes were bright and otherworldly. He eyed me like a lion would eye a young zebra. He took a few steps toward me but kept his distance. 


     “Daniel?” I said. 


     His eyes dropped. “I don’t feel right.” He said meekly. 


     “I think I know what is happening to you.” I stood up and could feel his eyes give my body the once over. 


     “What is happening to me?” Daniel’s body was moving with nervous energy. 


     I think normally anyone would be a bit put off or nervous. I had to show him I was confident and treat everything like it was normal. But in truth, I was nervous. I patted a seat next to me. Daniel complied but he couldn’t keep his eyes off me. 


     “What are you feeling now?” I asked keeping it light. 


     “Something about me feels different but I…” 


     “You feel urges and they are getting stronger.” I finished. 


     “Yes. I keep thinking of things that I try to push away.” 


     I was sitting about two feet from Daniel but I could feel heat coming off his body. I could see the muscles in his neck were working and his jaw was clenched. I found myself staring at him and wanting him to share his thoughts with me. 


     I reached out and touched his chin, guiding him to look into my eyes. “You know you can tell me anything.” 


     “You remember when we kissed.” Daniel said with intense eyes. 


     A flash of heat went through me. “Yea, I still remember it. You were my first kiss.” 


     “And you were mine.” Daniel smiled at the happy memory. 


     I wanted to reach out and tell him that he was bitten by a succubus. A demon culled from madness and lust. They couldn’t procreate on their own so they hunt after strong people and poison their blood. The poison causes the person to seek out another strong person so they can mate and bare a succubus or incubus child. The mystery was getting deeper because this was only the first part of their mating. Daniel will have some of his own mind but his urges will grow with each passing night.  


     Maybe it was the loneliness or maybe it was because I had only ever loved one man. Familiar ideas rose to my mind’s eye. I had dreamed of Daniel on more than one occasion. We weren’t blood but he felt like blood. I felt I should have had conflicting feelings but everything felt natural, a little too natural. 


     “You said you knew what was happening to me.” Daniel said with innocent eyes. 


     “Do you trust me?”  


     “With my life.” Daniel said without hesitation. 


     “I trust you with my life and I am here to help you. Just tell me what you are going through. I will do all I can to help you.” I smiled. 


     I could see his shoulder’s relaxed. He seemed to feel better and sat back into the couch. The room was quite for moments. I could see thoughts play across his face. The black snake in his aura moved with purpose.  


     Daniel turned to me and put his arm over the back of the couch. “I keep thinking about us growing up. Those small moments that seem to live forever in my memory. Like the time you flashed me while I was in the shower.” 


     I giggled. “Yeah, I was visiting and going through your medicine cabinet. You were yelling at me to get out of the bathroom so you could get out of the shower. I was looking for some dental floss. You poked your head out, yelling at me. I flashed you to shut you up. It worked. You stood there in shock. The look on your face was priceless.” 


     “Well, I never forgot it. I never told you how hard it made me.” Daniel was sure to look at me with the last sentence. 


     “I hoped it would excite you.” I said without skipping a beat. 


     Daniel was quiet. “I feel like I should feel weird but I don’t. I keep thinking about you in your panties and a T shirt running around the house when I stopped by, without a care in the world. How we used to hug and it felt like I never wanted to let go.” 


     A distant flame in me grew brighter. The same flame I felt growing up with Daniel. We told each other everything, but our feelings for each other. At the time we weren't ready and we were just kids. Now as adults, it felt different and more accepting. Something we should have explored sooner. I bit my lip thinking about what he was going through. He needed to work out the poison. Get it out of his system so he could be himself again. Despite what you see in the movies, there is no magical spell that could cure him. If he didn’t get the poison out then he would get worse and attempt to force himself on someone, anyone. 


     Being in the cabin to my own thoughts I could feel myself open to my emotions. It was a long journey of self-discovery but the one unresolved thought was my feelings for my best friend. He burned bright in my heart and now fate has pushed us together in a completely unexpected way. 


     “I want to kiss you.” Daniel said innocently. 


     A soothing calm filled me. Here we were sitting in a cabin, miles from the nearest town. My heart beat a little faster as Daniel watched me, waiting for a response. My senses could feel night descend across the land. I sat up a little straighter and let my gaze fall from his eyes, down his neck to his collar bone. 


     “I want to kiss you.” I whispered. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     Daniel moved with liquid grace. I found myself leaning back but not moving. Heat rushed into my face. The world spun as my friend drew close. He was bigger than me and his size was intimidating and comforting at the same time. Fantasy thoughts flashed of him forcing me down and having his way with me. Blood rushed to my belly and thighs. It was only the two of us out here. He could completely have his way with me and there was no way I could stop him. I could feel myself get wet at the thought. 


     Daniel’s lips pressed against mine. They were soft and relaxed just like I remembered. I dreamed of him while he dreamed of me. Our first kiss was too much for me at the time. But even at a young age, I wanted him to take me and claim me for his own. Now in this time and place, that was all I wanted. 


     Daniel’s tongue slipped out and lightly pressed into my mouth. My own tongue reached out to meet his. Tips circled and swirled with loving urges. He moved closer and I could feel heat come off his chest. His scent rose up like an invisible mist. When his chest touched my ample chest, I could feel my nipples harden in response. He leaned his body onto mine. I opened my legs and he quickly filled the empty space with his muscular body. My hand went to his hair with fingers gliding through his blonde locks. I opened my eyes half way but his eyes were closed, lost in the sensation of our touch.  


     I closed my eyes and let the waking dream play out. The touch of his hand on my hip caused my leg to curl around his lower back. The weight of him on me was intoxicating. I found myself writhing to his touch. His hardness pressed through his jeans against my mound. I only had a long black dress on and panties underneath. When you are alone for long periods you find a bra unnecessary. Not that my boobs needed the lift. They hung heavy with perky nipples all on their own. With Daniel’s body pressed against mine, I found my nipples rubbing against the fabric. The sensation of my nipples rubbing against his chest with thin pieces of fabric separating us turned me on more. 


      There was some light pulling on my dress. Daniel never stopped kissing as he pulled my dress further and further up my leg. I was so hot; I didn’t even know he exposed my leg around his lower back. Fingers touched my panties. I squeezed my leg around him, urging him on. He rubbed a digit over my wet mound. That only made me wetter in response. 


     I had little experience with men. I think it was because my heart secretly wanted Daniel. Sex was often a messy and sometimes a heart-breaking experience. I gave up trying to live that life when I knew deep down what my heart desired. Daniel on the other hand seemed to have a lot of experience. His finger found my clit and gently rubbed it. My body reacted with a shudder. He touched me just right and my body liked it. 


     Daniel continued to rub my clit over my panties. I gasped and my hips moved to his movements. I put hand hands around his neck as I looked down to see his arm in between my legs. Daniel gave a mischievous grin as he saw me twisting to his touch. All I could do was breathe while he worked me into frenzy.  


     I wanted to surrender completely but I kept a piece of me in reserve. The succubus poison could make him unpredictable. I had to have some control so I could guide him in a safe way to release it. Fingers hooked the side of my panties and pulled them aside. Before I could do anything, he pushed a finger inside me while his thumb rested on my clit. He pushed it all the way in and pulled it out in slow strokes, massaging my clit as he did it. My blood began to boil in lust. It felt wonderful as he violated me with his fingers. I tried to sit up and Daniel held me down. I felt his strength on my shoulder while he stimulated my womanhood. 


     Daniel’s hand went from my shoulder to my hair. I tried to sit up to hold him and he pulled my hair and kept me down. I could feel he had control as he gripped my long black locks. I was at his mercy as he upped the tempo. My hips bucked to the bursts of pleasure running through me. An orgasm was building up fast. 


     “Please Dan, don’t stop. It feels good.” I whispered as he quickened the pace. 


     Daniel’s eyes were mad with desire. He pulled my hair and a sharp gasp escaped my lips. The vibrations in me were reaching the tipping point. All I could do was ride the wave. I clamped onto him when a wet explosion filled me. I hadn’t felt an orgasm like that, ever. I let out a small scream followed by blissful whimpers.  


     With a strong hand, Daniel grabbed my panties and pulled. The sound of ripping fabric filled the room. He pulled up the torn panties and threw them on the floor. I moved like a cat on her belly as Daniel took the fingers, he just plunged into me and put them to his nose. He took a deep sniff of my scent. Then he licked my juices off his fingers like an appetizer. He stood up and unbuttoned his collared shirt. With it open, I could see his firm muscled chest and dark nipples.  


     “Take off my belt.” Daniel commanded. 


     I sat up and did as I was told. I could feel a lusty menace pouring from his eyes. If I disobeyed, I’m sure we would punish me. I had often fantasied of Dan coming into my room in the middle of the night and having his way with me. I let him have the control but my body ached for him to be inside me. I didn’t have to wait long. 


     I pulled the belt and let it fall to the floor. Daniel unbuttoned his jeans and pulled down the zipper. He snaked out of his jeans and threw them aside. I couldn’t keep my eyes off his cock. I had glimpses of it when he wore shorts growing up but now that it was out in the open, I didn’t realize how delicious it looked. I was speechless as he pushed me down into the couch. It had been so long since I had one inside me. I wasn’t sure I could handle it especially Daniel’s. He was circumcised and his purple head was wide and throbbing. Veins like twisting rivers appeared along the shaft. 


     I looked up to see Daniel, my Daniel, press his body in-between my legs. I hugged his hips with my thighs. His member lay against my womanhood and my stomach. I didn’t know how he would fit that inside me. I felt myself brace for it as he moved his cock head. My juices flowed and I felt it on my thighs and his shaft. When his head touched my slit, I let out a long gasp. 


     Moans filled the room. He entered me and my body opened. He snugly slid in inch by inch. When he pushed his meat all the way in, his hands went to my top and ripped it open. My tits lay bare before my brother. He held me down with his body as his tongue licked a pink nipple. I tried to move but I was held firmly into place. He moved his thin hips into me. Pulses of heat and bliss clouded my thoughts. 


     “My beautiful witch, I have wanted to push my cock into you for a long time. I knew you would be tight. You feel so good.” Daniel said and nibbling my nipple. 


     “Yesssss. Fuck me like you always wanted to. Fuck me and don’t stop.” 


     “You belong to me. Take it. Take all of it,” Daniel grunted. 


     I could see his aura as he pounded my pussy. The black snake grew larger and blacker. Daniel pushed harder into me. The sound of skin on skin penetrated our clouded senses and only turned us on more. The poison in my friend was taking over and turning him into a beast. I curled my arms under his shoulders, holding on tight as my body bounced to each thrust. My nipples pressed against his smooth chest. His skin was hot like molten iron. My wetness made his cock slide in and out easier. I squeezed him with my inner muscles, trying to keep him in me. He bore his weight down as he punished me.  


     I kissed and bit his neck. As his shirt pulled back from his movements, I could see the bite marks of the succubus. There were little lines where the teeth penetrated. It seemed to almost be completely healed. But the poison was running rampant. My gentle lover treated me like I was his and he could do whatever he wished. 


     He grunted and growled as he pushed into me faster and faster. He was so hard; I could feel every inch of his cock pummel me. I bit his neck and he went silent. His cock bulged in me, spreading me wider. Hot jets of cum pumped into my dripping slit. I hugged my lover tighter as he pushed every last drop into me. Another orgasm blasted my senses as I clamped as hard as I could on his manhood. Come dripped out of me and down my ass. 


     Daniel collapsed onto me, his member throbbing in my wet gash. I held him close as internal fireworks slowly died down. My mind and body were reeling from the intensity. I ran my fingers up and down his spine. I felt so close to him. It was like a wall had finally fallen and we could see each other for the first time. 


     Daniel was quiet. When I moved his head, I could see that he had fallen asleep. I smiled. He was heavy but I managed to just pull myself out from under him. He curled into the couch with a look of perfect contentment. I pulled a blanket off the back of the couch and covered him. 


     I looked down at myself. My shirt was ripped and hanging by a thread. My dress seemed to be okay but I could feel my Daniel’s seed dripping down my thigh. I slowly went up the stairs and turned out the light. 


     In my room, I stripped down to nothing. A bathroom was adjoined to my room. I went in and turned on the shower. The hot water felt good as I washed away all our love juices. I dried myself with a towel but kept thinking about my friend. My feelings for him were so deep and to have him take me was a dream come true. But now I worried about the poison still brewing in him. He may have shot his seed in me but the poison was still in his aura. 


     I walked out of the bathroom to my bed. I wasn’t sure I could sleep knowing he was downstairs and I was up here. I wanted nothing more than to snuggle together but he was too big to move. I prayed he didn’t have second thoughts in the morning because I didn’t. 


     I turned out the lights. I normally slept naked and tonight would be no exception. As soon as I was under the covers, I passed out. 


     *** 


     My eyes opened. My breathing was shallow and tired. I tried to move but my limbs refused to budge. There was a weight on my chest like something was sitting on it. With great effort, I turned my head slightly to the doorway. 


     A dark outline of a man stood in the door frame. His body heaved as his eyes shined in the dark. I could see in one of his hands a belt dangling just above the floor. He took slow deliberate steps into the bedroom. When he reached me, Daniel looked down with alien eyes. His aura was a maelstrom of purple energy. The black snake of seduction whipped around the glowing cloud. At one point it perched on his shoulder and looked down with its serpentine head. 


     “Daniel.” I whispered. 


     Daniel’s aura flashed. He grabbed the white sheet and slowly pulled it off my body. The cool air caused my nipples to stand at attention. With what little light from further down the hallway, I could make out that Daniel was naked. His face was a mask of lust. Eyes glided over my prone form filled with selfish intent. 


     I channeled my energy and whispered a word of power. Feeling returned to my limbs. I still found myself paralyzed not from his spell but from the feelings in my heart. I could have sat up and calmed him down, even suppress some of the succubus poison. Instead, I stared and waited. I didn’t want him to stop. Sharing myself with Daniel only inflamed my need for him. The vast loveless void was filled when he entered me and I found myself wanting more. 


     Daniel grabbed one wrist and then the other with one hand, pulling my arms over my head. He took the belt in his other hand and wrapped it around my wrists. I found myself whimpering to his light but firm touch. I could feel myself grow wet. I rubbed my thighs as he finished his work, tying my arms. He locked the belt buckle into the hole.  


     My Daniel sat on the edge of the bed, his hand reaching over and gliding one finger over my smooth skin. I begged him with my eyes to take me, fill me with his manhood. Instead, he played with me like a toy. 


     Fingers traced over my nipples. A shudder filled me as I writhed against my bonds. All I wanted was him to take me again and again. Memories of us close but not touching filled my mind. I hated that we may have wasted so much time when we could have taken a bold step toward our feelings. 


     Daniel crawled into bed and pressed his hot body against mine. I tried to turn toward him but his hands held me in place. His power washed over me and I obeyed his suggestive grip. His member lay on my thigh. My eyes took in his beautiful face. His eyes were on my body, ignoring me and taking his time. Fingers grazed my slit and I found my thighs opening a little wider. 


     Strong hands grabbed me and turned me onto my stomach. Roughly, Daniel pulled me up by my hips. At once I was on my knees and elbows. Fingers played with my dripping slit. I cried out for him to take me. One hand grabbed my hair and another griped my hip. I let out a deep breath as he slid into me. Once he was down to the hilt, he kept me there in his power. I squeezed him, goading him to take me. Hips pushed against my ass and my body moved to his tempo. He was rock hard but quiet as a tomb. The quiet was nerve wrecking but I obeyed as his hips pushed into me. 


     “Yes…yes…please…use me.” I moaned. 


     I tried to turn my head but fingers tightened in my hair and forced me to face forward. Forbidden lust crashed through me as I tried to contain it. An orgasm exploded and my moans grew louder. I never wanted him to stop. 


     Daniel stopped with his hard manhood in me. He pulled out and threw me down. Before I could do anything, he turned me onto my back. He knocked my legs open and pressed his head to my throbbing pussy. He hesitated, ready to plunge into me. His eyes changed and I saw the color of his spirit wash over him. 


     “Eva…. this is wrong.” Daniel whispered. 


     I felt a stab to my heart. How could he say that? Was I wrong? Was all this pent-up love only from me? Could it be the poison directing him and not our true feelings? Sickness soured my stomach. I wanted to crawl away into a dark hole and never see the light of day.  


     “Something is pushing me to be with you but…I just want to be with you.” Daniel said with a hint of sadness in his voice. 


     I looked into his eyes. The concern in them was overwhelming. For a moment I thought he was shunning me and instead he wanted me as much as I wanted him. I brought my bound hands to my chest. My brother undid them, pulled it off and tossed it aside. I pressed my palm to his cheek. His entire body hovered over mine, locked in uncertainty. 


     “You need to get the poison out. We have the rest of our lives to explore our feelings. Right now, it is only me and you in the universe. Please Daniel, let your lust take over and when this is over, we can follow our hearts.” 


     Daniel smiled. A dark gloom then filled his eyes. His cock head pressed to my slit and slowly entered me. My arms curled under him, holding him close. I ran my fingers along his muscular back as his hips gently moved back and forth. My body bounced to his touch. Daniel put a hand to my shoulder and held me down, breaking our embrace. The demonic poison took over and he increased his tempo. 


     Moans escaped my lips as he held me down and forced every inch into me. I wanted him to fuck me like crazy, pour his lust and violence onto my body like a canvas, his body the brush. We moved together to the waves of pleasure. I gasped and he seemed to push harder into my sopping wet gash. 


     Our bodies joined, a heat blazed brightly like a star. He leaned down and pressed his whole body on me, in me. His lips locked with mine. Tongues touching playfully as his steel hard manhood drilled me with purpose. I felt another orgasm begin to build. I was speechless except for heavy breathing. My body was slick from sweat. His heat and muscles kept me pinned to the bed. I surrendered myself again to my lover, letting him work out this wonderfully dreaded poison. I thanked fate for bringing us together. I thanked it again when he pulled my hair and pushed in and out of me. 


     Toes curled. I screamed as my body bucked. My nerves were alive. I let out scream after scream. Daniel didn’t stop. His was a wild animal, pushing into my tight slit. His cock expanded and nearly stretched me to my limit. My Daniel bit my nipple and rammed his member into me with reckless abandonment. 


     “Fuck me, Daniel! Fuck me!” I screamed. 


     The gloom from lover’s eyes faded. “I love you.”  


     “I love you.” I said with sultry eyes and love in my heart. 


     It was enough to send him over the edge. He cried out as his cock bulged in me and erupted. Jets of seed shot into my womb. I orgasm again as come spilled from his cock and filled me. Our wetness mingled and I felt my face flush. Daniel grunted, making his body spurt every last drop of his warm come. 


     A dark presence filled my senses. I turned my head to a window and felt something was outside, in the forest, watching us. My Daniel stopped pumping but his semi hard cock was still inside me. He pressed his face to my neck. I held him close but the presence outside distracted me from this treasured moment. 


     Silence filled the room. The beat of our hearts warmed our bodies. I could feel a stir in my womb. I knew the next part was going to be difficult but I sent those thoughts away. Daniel held me close. His grip told me that he never wanted to let go. I kissed his forehead reassuringly. I was never going to let go. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     The next few days were weird. That is the best way I could explain it while trying to keep a straight face. The next morning, my belly ballooned. It looked like I was six months pregnant. Daniel nearly had a breakdown. It took a few hours to calm him down and inform him this was part of the process. My body was young and strong. It could handle the change as the succubus’s child grew inside me. 


     Despite the freak out, Daniel never left my side. It was a bizarre family arrangement. Dan started giving it nick names and wondered if it would look like us. I told him it was possible but I wasn’t sure. I was sure to tell Dan we couldn’t keep it. It belonged to the demon who bit him. Dan seemed relieved and a bit sad from the notion. I tried to keep those maternal emotions distant. From my research, I knew the demon would try to take back the baby at all costs. 


     Daniel was very attentive and took care of me like a queen. He rubbed my feet and made sure I was comfortable. My belly grew bigger each day. Something moved inside me and its kicks made me smile. 


     On the third night, I felt contractions. They came on hard and fast. Daniel was supportive and was with me when the baby was born. It happened quickly. Twenty minutes later we held a beautiful baby boy with slitted blue eyes and small horns. Daniel ran his hand over the baby incubus’s head. I wrapped up the little one and headed for the door. 


     I walked out back. The dark forest swayed to a light autumn wind. The lights of the house set a small glow keeping the darkness at bay. My feet felt the cold grass underneath. The baby demon cooed and reached for my black hair. 


     I smiled at the cute incubus. When I looked up, a woman stood at the edge of the forest. She wore tight black leather. She was beautiful even though I was a bit distracted by the black pointed tail and small horns protruding from her forehead. Without a word, I presented the bundle of demonic joy. 


     The succubus stepped forward with hands out. They curled around the little bundle and lifted the baby up. The little incubus cooed louder when it was in his true mother’s arms. The demon mother’s eyes glowed in delight. 


     “Thank you,” The succubus said with a guarded expression. 


     “Most would murder the child. I did not because I have a request,” I said showing as little emotion as possible. 


     “Name it,” A little hand reached up for his mother’s finger. 


     “Myself and my family are off limits from this point forward.” 


     The female demon eyed me for a long moment. “Done.” 


     The succubus turned away and slowly walked toward the dark forest. The wind picked up and a chill ran up my spine. I remained calm as the demon reached the edge. 


     “Please take care of him,” I managed to say. 


     “He will be treated like a prince. You have nothing to fear, witch,” And with that, the succubus faded into the dark primal forest. 


     I stared off into the darkness. Something in me felt empty. Arms circled around me and I felt full again. I smiled and leaned into Daniel’s strong chest. 


     “This has been a weird couple of days,” Daniel said holding me close. 


     “Yea, it has,” I put my hand to his neck behind me. 


     “What do we do now?” 


     “We have a cabin to ourselves and a lot to catch up on. I say the universe is telling us something and I think we should explore it.” 


     Daniel gave me a big goofy smile. “Then we shouldn’t disappoint the universe.” 


     I smiled and turned around. I looked deeply into his eyes. Daniel leaned forward. We kissed to the cool breeze and our soaring hearts. 


     ~Fin~ 
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     Tentacle Squad 


     The full moon hung high in the New York City sky. Its glow touching the blazing lights of the city that never sleeps. A sigh of relief fell over the city with the cool evening air. Spring was in full swing and the denizens of the city let their hair down as they filled restaurants and bars, talking and laughing the evening away. 


     A lone couple walked along a peaceful street in the East Village. Her arm was entwined with his. Their conversation was broken with hints of whispers and smiles. The man carried a bag while the woman stayed close. Sybil couldn’t keep her eyes off of Caleb. His relaxed demeanor and cute eyes made the stress of everyday life fade away. She held tight as she eyed him, Caleb talking endlessly about the funny moments in life. 


     “Are you hearing anything I’m saying or should I pose and let you marvel?” Caleb smiled. 


     “You can keep talking but face toward the moon so it looks like you’re posing as well.”  


     “As you wish,” Caleb looked to the moon and made a stoic face while mumbling under his breath. 


     Sybil laughed and held him tighter, not wanting to let him go. The loving night was infectious and her heart soared. She couldn’t remember the last time she felt this good. 


     “Are you sure you want to spend the night? This is only our third date.” Caleb smiled. 


     “I’m sure. Besides you move pretty slow compared to most men. Maybe that is why I like you so much.” 


     “Ah HA! You said the ‘like’ word. I wasn’t sure you wanted me for my brains or my body. Now I know you want both. It’s too late. You can’t take it back.” Caleb said in a mockingly serious tone. 


     Sybil fell into fits of giggles. “I wouldn’t dream of it.” 


     “I know you’re only spending the night but this bag is pretty heavy. Are you moving in and won’t tell me till the morning?” 


     Sybil gave him a sly gaze. “Would you kick me out if that was true?” 


     Caleb looked up in faux thought. “Not until I had my cup of coffee. I am a complete bear until I have a taste of caffeine ambrosia.” 


     Caleb stopped at the entrance to a well-lit building. His hand dove into his pockets and fished out a set of keys. It was then his eyes wandered to Sybil. She wore a short lacey white dress. It adhered to her curves perfectly. Her hair was a raven black and touching her shoulders in just the right way that if she flipped her head, her delicate neck would be in plain view. He couldn’t stop staring at her smooth skin and azure blue eyes. It was almost like an angel fell and he caught her just before she touched the earth. 


     “Here we are, Casa de Caleb, last chance to back out.” 


     “It seems almost like you don’t want me to come up. Did you hide the bodies?” Sybil grinned. 


     “Did you know how heavy those were? I had to call in a couple of favors once I knew you were coming over. Three days it took just to get the smell out.” Caleb laughed. 


     Sybil’s arms wrapped around Caleb’s waist lovingly. “If this is a real problem, we could try it another night.” 


     Caleb was silent for a long moment and wrapped his arms around her delicate frame. “I have had such a wonderful time with you. It almost feels unreal. I just want us to be sure when we take the next step that we want it together.” 


     “Trust me, I want it.” Sybil gave a not so innocent gaze. 


     Caleb smiled and slid the key into the front door. An elevator ride and a few cheap feels later, they stood in front of his apartment. Caleb barely opened the door before Sybil was all over him. Hot and heavy, she pressed against him, her mouth closing on his, biting his lower lip. Caleb engulfed her in his arms. He had nearly a foot on her and his broad shoulders surrounded the smaller woman. Their bodies twisted into the apartment. Heat flooded their senses as the door slammed shut with Sybil’s back. Caleb dropped the bag and drove his tongue into her delicate mouth. Passion rose as Sybil pushed her hands down the back of his jeans and grabbed his ass. 


     “Where’s the bedroom?” Sybil gasped. 


     “Over there, open door to the left.” Caleb said not wanting to break his lips with Sybil’s. 


     The woman in white curled one leg around Caleb’s leg. The other leg touched the bag by their feet. She planted her foot on the side of the duffle bag and gave it a push. It slid across the room and straight into the bedroom. Caleb heard the whole thing and turned his lips from Sybil’s and saw the bag had just made it into the bedroom. 


     “Wow. How did you do that? There is no way I could have kicked it across the living room.” Caleb said in disbelief. 


     Sybil ignored him, grabbed the sides of his face and drove her tongue into his mouth. Her ample breasts pressed against his chest. Caleb cupped her firm ass and lifted her up. They moved as one toward the bedroom, wild urges pushing them. Sybil’s fingers grabbed at Caleb’s collared shirt and ripped it open. Buttons flew everywhere as Caleb was stunned for moments. Sybil’s mouth found his neck and she sucked on his succulent flesh. Caleb looked like he was about to say something and then decided it could wait. 


     The back of Caleb’s legs hit the edge of the bed. The couple tumbled onto the soft blankets. Sybil’s mouth made her way down his neck to his nipple. She nibbled at it and that made Caleb yelp. She looked up and smiled at him. He returned the smile. Sybil couldn’t stop herself as she undid his belt and pulled it out like a whip. Caleb propped himself to watch as Sybil undid his pants. With the top button undone and the zipper pulled down, Sybil looked down as the Caleb’s bulge. She licked her lips as his cock strained against the fabric of his boxers. Quickly she pulled at the shoulder straps of her dress. Her breasts spilled out and Caleb watched with a hunger in his eyes. Her creamy tits hung unassisted and pink nipples pointed in arousal. Caleb sat up and bent his head into her chest. His tongue licked at her nipple for seconds before he closed his mouth over it. Sybil smiled, letting the man suckle at her tit. Between her legs, wetness bloomed. Caleb held her tight, sucking on her as his fingers traced over the curvature of her firm ass. They soon touched her mound from behind. He explored over her panties, touching her slit and wet underwear. 


     Sybil gasped her approval as she rocked her hips to his touch. Their bodies glowed with a deep wanting. Sybil straddled her hunk and could feel his cock pressed against her. She couldn’t take it anymore. Her hands dove into his boxers and wrapped around his manhood. She pulled it into view between them. Caleb pulled back slightly to see Sybil stroking his manhood. A deep sigh fell from his lips. Sybil used her knees to walk back a little on the bed. She bent down and her mouth closed over his throbbing purple head. Caleb watched as Sybil took inch after inch of his meaty cock. Her lips pressed tight and tongue sliding along his veiny shaft. Her head bobbed on his shaft and he pulled up her short dress to grab her ass. 


     Sybil moaned when she tasted a drop of Caleb’s pre come. This only made her suck harder on his shaft. Wet noised filled the room as she upped the tempo. Long moments passed before she pulled her mouth from Caleb’s cock. Silently she pushed at his chest to lie down. Caleb complied but was amazed at her strength. Sybil pulled her white lacey panties aside and pressed her wet pussy to his throbbing cock. The couple moaned in unison as Caleb’s cock pushed past her tight lips and Sybil slid down his rock-hard shaft. Gravity took over as Sybil slid down to the hilt and stayed there adjusting to Caleb’s girth. 


     “You’re pretty big.”  Sybil said in a breathy tone. 


     “You’re pretty tight.” Caleb groaned as Sybil moved on his member. 


     The couple smiled as their bodies moved of their own accord. Sybil moaned her delight as she moved slowly up and down. Her thighs flexed with each stroke. Caleb moved his hips, thrusting slightly into her tight pink gash. The world seemed to stand still as the two lovers expressed themselves with their bodies. On and on Sybil pushed down on Caleb while his hands grabbed her waist. Sybil’s tits bounced with each bit of movement and her eye lids closed to the flood of sensations. 


     “I…I…think…I’m going to come.” Caleb said in between breaths.  


     “Hold on as long as you can. I’m close too.” Sybil said upping her rhythm. 


     Electric fire ran through Sybil’s nerves. She felt a coiling inside her begging to be released. She squeezed her lover’s cock and he moaned. The sound of skin on skin filled the room as she further bounced on his manhood. With half closed eyes, Sybil rubbed her engorged clit. The sensations were overpowering. She bit her lip for a long moment before her mouth made a perfect O. A loud moan escaped her lips as her body shuddered and nerves exploded. The orgasm slammed at her being and heat crept into her chest and face. She screamed as everything uncoiled and wetness flowed down Caleb’s half buried cock. 


     Sybil’s nails dug into Caleb’s chest as she slammed her womanhood down on him, milking every last bit of pleasure. Caleb couldn’t hold back anymore. His cock bulged, sending shivers up and down Sybil’s spine. She squeezed tight as spurts of molten come shot into her tight hole. The lover’s cried out in bliss. Caleb sat up and held Sybil tight, holding her down on him. Sybil held tight not wanting to be let go. Their movements slowed and both collapsed. 


     “I should have put a condom on. I didn’t know it was going to be that hot.” Caleb said with wide eyes. 


     Sybil gave a sheepish smile. “Don’t worry. I’m on the pill.”  


     The young woman pulled herself off Caleb’s member, slid off the bed and stood up. Caleb watched with fascinated eyes. 


     “Leaving so soon?” Caleb smirked. 


     “I need to freshen up before we really get into it.” Sybil winked. 


     Caleb lay on his back. Sybil stepped over to her bag and picked it up. There was an open door to a bathroom. She pointed to it and Caleb nodded. Sybil blew him a kiss, walked over to the bathroom and closed the door. 


     Caleb couldn’t believe he met such a wonderful and sexy woman. He was about to slip out of pants that were around his ankles when he heard a knock at the door. Cursing, Caleb slipped his pants back on, zipped and buttoned them. He jumped out of bed and lazily made his way to the front door. Another set of hard knocks greeted him as he reached out to turn the doorknob. 


     “I’m coming. Hold your horses.” Caleb said annoyed. 


     A quick turn of the knob, the door opened to two well-dressed men. Caleb’s eyes widened and an embarrassed smile crept into view. The men smiled at Caleb but their eyes were a cold distant stare. 


     “Hi guys. I know I missed our last hang out but something came up. I would have called you but I don’t have your cell numbers.” Caleb said. 


     “Nothing to apologize for Mr. Anderson, we thought we'd stop by and see if you were available for a talk?” The man looked pass Caleb. 


     “Sorry John. I know you guys are really interested in my work at the university but I have a guest over tonight and….” 


     John cut Caleb off and walked in with the second man close behind.  


     Caleb tilted his head. “Sure, come in. Make yourselves at home.” 


     John looked over the living room and his eyes shifted to the bedroom. “Can you ask your guest to leave? We need to discuss your research and perhaps future funding for your work.” 


     Caleb’s annoyed expression melted into excitement. “We can talk but we will have to make it quick." 


     John turned his cold stare back to Caleb. "I'm afraid we will need to speak at our offices. Please ask your guest to leave. He has a car waiting downstairs. It is important we speak about your funding." 


     Caleb tried to give his best relaxed smile. "Guys, it's late and I know I'm not ready to sit down to go over paperwork. Can we do this another time?" 


     John's eyes glazed over. "Time is nothing more than a dream." 


     "What?" Caleb said confused. 


     A figure appeared in the doorway to the bedroom. Caleb glanced over to see Sybil in her lacey white dress but something was different. As the confusion subsided, Sybil's form became more focused. She had straps tied to her calves with a dagger sheathed in each one. Her hip held another belt strap with a handgun holstered. Over her shoulder a sword hilt was in view and in her arms was a sawed-off shotgun pointed at John's back. Her eyes were pinpoints of concentration as she stood like a menacing angel. 


     John turned his head and smiled at the heavily armed woman. "The siren." John said flatly. 


     Caleb's eyes bulged. "Sybil? What is going on?" 


     "You cannot protect him. The decision has been made." John said turning to Sybil. 


     "Caleb, whatever happens, you cannot go with these men. They will take you away and the person you are now will no longer exist."  


     The other man stepped forward, eyes locked on Sybil. "Her aura calls to us." 


     John spoke to his companion but didn't take his eyes off Sybil. "Be mindful. Her kind tempts us." 


     "Shut up Thulu spawn!" Sybil shouted. 


     Caleb put his hands up and backed away. "Is there some history here I don't know because this looks like some bad history." 


     Sybil composed herself but kept the shotgun pointed at the two men. "Caleb, they have been watching you. They want you be go, with them, be like them. Your research at the university must have piqued their interest. If you go you won't come back." 


     John tilted his head at Sybil. "You cannot have him. Leave us and the same fate as your sister will not befall you." 


     A tear appeared in the corner of Sybil's eye. "Caleb, listen very carefully. When things get crazy, I need you to find cover and don't come up until we are done here. My team is standing by to take these fuckers down!" 


     John's mouth twisted. "The others are here. Take him!" 


     The room erupted in chaos. Sybil pulled the trigger to her sawed off shotgun. John took the blast to the chest and stumbled back. The other man reached for Caleb but Caleb was already throwing himself over the couch. The man lunged and tried to grab Caleb but he was rolling away. John gained his footing and stood tall. Sybil pulled the trigger again and another blast struck him squarely on the chest. His body twisted but he remained on his feet. Something moved under the finely tailored suit. John made no noise as he turned again to face Sybil who was reloading. She worked frantically to pull out the spent shells and load new ones in. John stalked forward, clothes tearing with each step. 


     Sybil pushed in one shotgun shell. "Goddess, I need a moment." 


     "I will give you two." Came a voice over Sybil's earpiece. 


     The window exploded inward as one bullet struck the side of John's head, followed by another. Goddess lay on edge of the roof across the street with the stumbling John in her crosshairs. Her dark skin against the unlit roof made her nearly invisible. She took aim and fired. A bullet struck John in the thigh but his leg did not give way. Suddenly John's suit jacket shredded as black tentacles ripped out in all directions. John's mouth formed a nearly demonic smile and he turned on Sybil. The second shell was already in place and she closed the shotgun with a click. John moved forward like a force of nature. Black tentacles lashed out in all directions, smashing and slicing furniture and shelves. The man thing was nearly on Sybil. With practiced ease, she shoved both barrels into his oncoming chest and squeezed the trigger.  


     The blast was enough to hurl the tentacle thing about six feet from her. John landed on his feet and resumed his momentum. Sybil knew that blast was not enough to take the creature down but it did buy her seconds to draw her short sword. The moment the blade was unsheathed, Celtic runes glowed along the its gray surface. John paused when he was close, his eyes on the blade and then back on Sybil. A tentacle lashed out. Sybil moved like a dancer, ducking, side stepping and bringing the blade down. John grunted as the end of the tentacle was severed and writhed on the floor. Sybil advanced but a tentacle came down, striking the wooden floor, sending shards of wood into the air. 


     Sybil was about to press her attack when Caleb yelled out. She looked over to see the second man grab Caleb by the arm. Caleb punched the man with his free hand but the man pulled him closer, ignoring Caleb's desperate strikes. 


     "Goddess, protect Caleb." Sybil said and pushed forward, sword raised. 


     "I was already aiming. Boyfriend will be okay." Goddess said smiling to herself. 


     Bullet after bullet blasted through the window. The man stumbled off to the side as patches of his suit exploded from the impacts. Tentacles flowed out of the shambled suit just like John's and whipped about. Caleb ducked and weaved as the spawn attempted to coil around him. Goddess emptied the clip. With skilled precision, the empty clip fell out and a new one was shoved in. Seconds ticked as she aimed and pulled the trigger. A tentacle lashed out, striking Caleb and slamming him into the floor. The spawn hulked over the prone man when a bullet struck him in the face. He stumbled back as bullet after bullet slammed into his face, caving it in. The spawn fell to one knee. Another bullet hit it in the head but the creature remained still. Caleb watched in horror as the caved in face pushed out and reformed perfectly. It looked like nothing happened to it. 


     Sybil drove the short sword hard across. The strike made John grunt in pain but didn't slow him down. The severed tentacle on the floor writhed over and reconnected to the stump. Sybil whirled around, driving her sword point deep into John's body, pulling out and stabbing again. Slick black tentacles whipped out and just missing Sybil's arms and legs. Sybil could feel the fight was taking too long. She knew that they had get out of there fast before these monsters wore her down. 


     "Boomer, how is our escape looking?" Sybil shouted while slicing upward. 


     On the street outside of the apartment, two men stood like statues next to a running car. They turned their heads to see a pixie of woman with short spiky pink hair walking toward them. She grinned evilly with her hands behind her back, her skin tight outfit shined in the street light. The men moved to block her. When she was about ten feet from them, she pulled out a grenade launcher and pointed. 


     "Hi boys." Boomer said and pulled the trigger. 


     The grenade slammed into one of the men, lodging in his chest. The other moved forward as Boomer aimed and fired. The second man stopped just as the grenade in the first man went off. Boomer smiled as she dived into the alley as the second explosion went off after the first. Car alarms went off in all directions as Boomer was back on her feet. She walked out to see both men on the sidewalk, their bodies slowly pulling together. Boomer aimed at the running car and fired off another shot, the grenade smashed the window and a second later the entire car exploded. 


     "We are clear down here. Two boys at my feet are trying to pull themselves together. Their getaway car is going nowhere. Cops should be here any moment." Boomer said as she pointed the grenade launcher at the black chunks pulling together. 


     Sybil's sword was a blur of motion, slicing and cutting at the spawn. John moved to avoid the blade but they kept each other at a standstill. Sybil cut while her hand reached down. John moved like a monster toward her. Sybil shoved the .45 pistol into his stomach and pulled the trigger over and over again. John had difficulty moving as the force of each bullet made him take a step back until the gun clicked empty. 


     "Caleb! Go for the door! I will be right behind you!" Sybil shouted over the ringing in her ears. 


     Caleb moved for the door. The spawn before him reached out for his leg. Sniper bullets struck him again and again. The spawn just missed Caleb as he slipped by and barreled toward the door. Sybil watched as Caleb reached the doorway and looked back. Time slowed down as the woman in white sliced hard and stabbed deep into John's chest. The blade hummed as smoke rose from the chest wounds. John's body turned and tentacles lashed out in all directions. 


     Goddess watched as furniture exploded and part of a wall came down. She reloaded and prepared to aim. She couldn't see Caleb or Sybil. The second spawn stood up and was at the window edge. He looked up and made eye contact with Goddess, tentacles waving from behind him. 


     "Shit!" Goddess spit and aimed. 


     The spawn crotched down for a second and launched himself in the air. It was an impossible leap as he flew toward the hidden sniper. Goddess steeled herself as she aimed right at the spawn's incoming chest. Goddess pulled the trigger in quick succession. The high caliber sniper rifle shot bullet after bullet. The spawn's chest exploded from each impact. Goddess felt a stab of uneasiness as the spawn continued to fly across the street toward her location. In a blink of an eye, she was on her feet still firing round after round. Fear chilled her. If the spawn made it, she wouldn't have a chance against it. The spawn landed right on the edge of the roof, eyes glaring down at the woman. Goddess aimed an inch higher and pulled the trigger using her last round. The bullet slammed the creature in the forehead, causing it to lose its balance for a moment. Goddess rushed him, screaming at the top of her lungs. She held the rifle sideways and slammed into its legs.  


     The spawn lost its balance completely and fell backwards, falling to the street below. Goddess fell to her knees, heart racing. A second later she stood up, slapped another clip from her bag nearby and aimed at Caleb's apartment. She scanned the destruction but it was empty and still as a tomb. 


     "Sybil? Boomer? Is anyone there?" Goddess said. 


     "Boomer here. Are Sybil and Caleb still upstairs? The two spawn down here just got up and ran." Came over Goddess's earpiece. 


     Goddess gritted her teeth. "Shit! I think this just turned into a rescue mission." 


     *** 


     The darkness swayed like a drunk lover. Sybil felt her eyes open, letting a stab of dim light wake her addled mind. She blinked and tried to move her arms. Something heavy pressed at her wrists. Her eyes continued to work, making sense of everything around her. The darkness pushed away and Sybil forced herself toward the light. Eyes focused and her surrounding grew sharper. The young woman sat up, naked. She was in a plain room with dark walls. Her hand touched the bed underneath. She turned her head to see that she was alone. Metal cuff restraints decorated her wrists with long chains connecting to the metal bed posts. A haze washed over her and she could feel a stirring deep within. She knew the feeling well. It meant more of those spawn were close by. Their bodies sang to her like a warm flame on a cold night. 


     The lone door to the room opened. Sybil watched as John and two men walked in. One closed the door behind them. John and each man wore only dress slacks. Their chests were bare and muscular, rising slightly as if they were barely breathing. The stirring intensified as she found herself staring at John's brown nipple. 


     "Valiant effort." John said simply. 


     "You fucking spawn! Where's Caleb?" Sybil tried to call on her rage but only heat ran up her neck. 


     "You feel it too don't you, siren." John kept a steady gaze. 


     "Fuck off!" Sybil said with reluctant hardness. 


     "Our two people have always had such a deep attraction." John stepped closer. 


     "I'm human. Your kind are simply monsters." Sybil said as electric heat ran up and down her spine. 


     "You know the truth. Our auras call out to each other. If our kind has any true weakness, it will be you and your temptations." John said gently. 


     "You know you cannot turn me. It's not possible. We may share our bodies but I cannot become like you no matter how much you try." Sybil found herself taking deep breaths. 


     John ran a hand down her arm. "I have pondered on that very piece of information. I believe if we spill enough of our seed in you, we may be able to overcome that obstacle." 


     Sybil took deeper and deeper breaths. Her nature was beginning to take over. She knew this was turning into a very dangerous game. Her urges were in check as long as she was fighting but now, here with no weapons, her nature and the spawn had nothing to stop their desires.  


     "My men and I will test my theory. Afterwards, depending on the results, we will decide if we remove you from the game once and for all." John said with almost kind eyes. 


     Sybil found it harder and harder to think. She looked up at John as he gazed at her naked flesh. The siren's nipples pointed and warmth flooded between her legs. John was silent as black tentacles oozed up from his skin. They rose up from his shoulders and from the skin over his ribcage. The same happened with the two men behind him. Their eyes drank in Sybil's heaving breasts. Sybil found it difficult to control her hand as she touched her own stomach and glided downward. Fingers touched the edge of her wet slit. John watched with hungry eyes. Sybil rubbed her pussy with slow strokes, stoking the inner flame. Mouth open, she touched her clit and rubbed it in slow circles. The chain around her wrist clinked to the movement, the sound bouncing off the plain walls. 


     Tentacles moved through the air, wrapping around Sybil's arms while others touched her pointed nipples. Their touch sent fire through Sybil's frame, her control loosening to the monsters before her. She thought back to the other times she dealt with the spawn of Thulu. She knew these creatures could not resist her lure but she suffered from the same weakness. She prayed to herself to stay strong until she could figure a way out of this. 


     Sybil moaned as the tentacles tightened around her nipples and squeezed. Her body moved, urging John to be closer. The spawn kept his distance, watching in delight as Sybil writhed to his touch. Sybil reached out and grabbed a tentacle, keeping it on her nipple as a moan fell from her lips. Her other hand rubbed her engorged clit, running her finger into her tight slit. Heat burst and her skin took a shine. The other two spawn moved closer, surrounding her. Tentacles slid out of their exposed skin, tendrils reaching out to touch her naked flesh. Sybil pulled one of John's tentacles, her body crying out for him, for all of them. John moved closer, touching and stroking her. One tentacle reached down and pushed her hand away. It touched her throbbing clit and rubbed it. Sybil let out a whimpering moan. More tentacles ran down her skin, digging under her firm ass. With a gentle push, Sybil was on all fours.  


     The young siren reached out and pulled on John's zipper. Something snaked to her touch as the zipper went all the way down. John watched as his cock spilled out, throbbing and moving like a serpent. Sybil's mouth watered, she reached down and took hold. The end turned up and the length of it stiffened. Sybil put the head of the monster man's cock to her lips, her own tongue snaking out and licking the end. Several tentacles ran along her dripping pussy, stroking her clit and exploring her folds. 


     One black tentacle pushed at her pink gash. Sybil moaned as it pushed in further and further. The girth of it widened and Sybil cried out. John moved his hips, forcing his large cock into Sybil's open mouth. Sybil gave a muffled moan as inch after inch filled her mouth, touching the back of her throat. Half way in, it slid back and forth against her lips. Sybil pressed her tongue along the shaft, pushing it against the roof of her mouth. John's calm demeanor melted and he moaned his approval.  The tentacle moved inside Sybil and she found herself wiggling her firm ass trying to accommodate the size. Her nerves coiling, reacting to spawn taking her. Thoughts melted away as her body moved to the rhythm. One spawn moved closer, extra tentacles emerging and pulling down their pants. Sybil could also see John doing the same, bringing his pants down, stepping out and a tentacle tossing them aside.  


     Wet sounds filled the room as Sybil bobbed her head on John's snake like cock. The tentacle pushed at her walls, filling her and throbbing. Then it withdrew. Sybil felt cool air on her slit until something pressed against her pink pussy lips. One of the spawn moved behind her and was ready to impale her with his spear. Sybil was already dripping wet. The spawn slathered the end of his cock against her hole and a second later pushed in. Sybil's eyes widened as thick inches opened her up. The spawn stabbed in all the way to the hilt and kept himself there. Sybil had no choice but to move on his hard rod, back and forth, wetness dripping down her inner thigh. The third man watched as Sybil bounce her body along his companion's cock, his tentacles caressing her ass and moving closer to her asshole. 


          John watched as Sybil sucked his cock, taking inches with her hungry mouth. "I think we need to show how serious we are." 


     The door opened again and a woman came in with her arm entwined with Caleb. Sybil pulled John's cock from her mouth, breathing heavy and staring at the couple who were completely naked. She wanted to cry out, to fight them but the mutual hold between herself and the spawn was too much. Instead, she took the head of John's cock back into her mouth and slurped.  


     The woman smiled, tentacles rising out of her skin. They reached down and took hold of Caleb's cock. It was half hard but it bounced to her touch. Sybil could see that Caleb had a faraway look in his eyes. His mouth let out a moan as the female spawn stroked his manhood. Sybil wanted to be jealous but her mind and body betrayed her. The heat of sex was too much and seeing Caleb pleasured by another was further turning her on. Sybil sucked John's cock more and more, lost to the ecstasy in the air. 


     The woman had large tits that bounced to her slight movements. Her pussy was clean shaven and Sybil could see wetness touch her thighs. The woman with dark hair turned her back to Sybil and slid down Caleb's body. Her head stopped around his waists. More sucking sounds filled the room as the woman's head bobbed on Caleb's manhood. 


     Sybil knew she couldn't be turned but Caleb could. She had to do something or the person she knew would be gone forever. Sybil increased her tempo, sucking on John, teasing him to come in her mouth. A muffled moan hummed along John's cock as a tentacle pushed into her pucker. Sybil's world opened wide as cocks and tentacles pushed in and out of her. Tidal wave after tidal wave of pleasure slammed into her. John took hold of Sybil's hair and controlled the tempo, his veiny cock sliding in and out of her full lips. Tentacles squeezed her tits and rubbed her nipples. That terrible coiling Sybil felt was reaching the breaking point. 


     The female spawn bounced her head, silently sucking on Caleb. After long moments, she pulled away and beckoned Caleb down. Sybil watched from the corner of her eye as Caleb laid down on the floor. The female spawn kneeled over his waist, holding the shaft of his cock. She kept eye contact with Sybil as Caleb's cock pushed her supple pussy lips aside and slid into her gash. Sybil moaned and then cried out. Her body bucked as an orgasm surged through her body. She bucked hard while still sucking on John's cock and the spawn behind her, holding her hips and fucking her hard. The tentacle in her ass moved in and out in low strokes. John kept his gaze on Sybil as he forced an inch and another inch into her mouth. Sybil gripped the bed and John's cock bulged in her mouth. Globs of come burst into Sybil's mouth, spurting and spurting down her throat. Sybil drank it down while still trying to breath. 


     The spawn behind her thrust against her firm ass to the sound of skin on skin. The spawn's larger member thickened and jets of come streamed into her tight slight. Sybil was nearly lost to the confusion as she squeezed the spawn's cock, milking every drop of come and every bit of bliss she could muster. Once the spawn's cock stop shooting into her gash, he withdrew and the other spawn pushed his cock into her come dripping hole. Pleasure rained down on her as she slid back and forth. John kept his still hard cock in her mouth. Sybil thought he was done but then another volley of come spurted into her mouth. She couldn't resist the urges to drink it down. Sybil's body nearly vibrated from the pleasure as sweet come travelled down her throat and into her belly.  


     The tentacle in her ass throbbed and soon bulged. Come spurted into her ass as she tightened her hole. Sybil's movements encouraged more of the spawn come into her, stroking every last drop. Come swirled in Sybil as she felt herself grow dizzy. She could feel its energy trying to change her, killing the light that made her who she was. The young woman closed her eyes and her warmth rose up, pushing away the darkness threatening to consume her. She opened her eyes to see the female spawn, bouncing and riding Caleb. He moaned and moaned, his hands grabbing her tits and squeezing. 


     Chains rattled as Sybil steadied herself. The tentacle in her ass pulled out and another slipped in. The spawn behind her continued his assault on her slit, his cock bulging and ready to fire more come. John pulled his cock from Sybil's mouth and another spawn moved around the bed and stuffed it in. Sybil licked and sucked, trying to get the monster to come again and again. A plan formed in her sex addled mind. 


     John stepped back and watched as two male spawn fucked Sybil from each end. Come dripped from the corner of Sybil's mouth as she sucked as hard as she could. The siren's tits bounced and swayed as they pushed cocks and tentacles into every hole. John looked over to the female spawn, forcing every inch of Caleb's cock into her. The smell of sex filled the air but it carried a hint of darkness and shadows. It was then that Jacob felt a dizziness descend on him. 


     The spawn swayed, his hand reaching up and touching the wall. He steadied himself and tried to shake it off. Something twisted in his head and chest. He was about to say something and then stopped himself. Eyes darted and he looked around in confusion. Sybil watched him, seeing what was happening. She needed to get these two spawns off so she could carry out the next part. 


     Tentacles wrapped around her body, exploring every curve. The spawn's cock half buried in her mouth throbbed. The monster man looked down as his cock thickened. Sybil moaned as her throat was showered in more spawn come. Tentacles pulled back and the spawn took a shaky step back. A confusion rained down on the man as his tentacles drooped. Sybil's eyes fell on the metal bed posts at the end of the bed. She screamed loudly as she was rammed from behind. The chains clinked with each deep thrust. The siren squeezed while looking back with seduction in her eyes. The spawn could hold back no more, his cock bulging and molten spurts of com filling her flowing hole.  


     Sybil cried out, her own orgasm rocking her. Clarity filled her vision as she felt more like herself. The spawn behind her stepped back, his large cock sliding out with a wet "Slop!". Sybil took the chance, her hands reached out and grabbed the metal bed post at the foot of the bed. Muscles tensed as she wretched the post aside and up. The bottom end broke forming a sharp, jagged edge. Sybil moved like a demon possessed. She swung her new short spear. The spawn behind her tried to shake off the confusion. Sybil twirled around, driving the metal point straight into his eye. The spawn reached up and tried to wretch the spear point from its head. Sybil twisted and pulled it out. The spawn fell forward, its body shaking and black ooze spilling from the wound. The spawn in front of her also tried to shake off its confusion. Sybil drove the point into its face, twisting it deep. The monster man began shaking and fell backwards. 


     Sybil then jumped to her feet on the bed, her arms tensing as she pulled at the chains connected to her wrists. Metal groaned and links snapped. With her arms free, she flipped off the bed and landed in front of John. The spawn was on his hands and knees. He looked up with mental smog swirling in his mind. 


     "What's....what's...happening?" John said looking up with innocent eyes. 


     Sybil held the metal point inches from John's face. Her face melted in conflicted compassion as she stared at the man on his knees, tentacles splayed around him barely moving. 


     "I'm sorry. You are too far gone. I have to kill you before the darkness swallows you again." Sybil said with a twinge of regret. 


     John made eye contact and nodded his head. "Do it. I can't be in that dark place anymore. He calls to us and we must obey. His power will drive the world mad." 


     Sybil nodded and drove the spear point deep into John's head. The spawn's body shook and then slumped to the ground unmoving. The siren whirled around to the female spawn, her body bouncing up and down on Caleb. She appeared relaxed, moaning quietly with her eyes closed.  


     "You know you will need more than that to stop me, siren." The female spawn said in between moans. 


     Sybil hesitated and then lowered the make shift spear. "You see what I just did to those men. I could easily tempt you too."  


     The female spawn turned her head and eyed Sybil as one hand moved to her nipple and rubbed it gently. The female spawn couldn't keep her eyes off of her as Sybil gave her own tits a playful squeeze. 


     "It is too late. Caleb already belongs to us. He will leave you and be ours forever." The female spawn stood up. Come dripped from her slit down her leg. She moved her leg over and stood, watching Sybil with a seductive gaze.  


     Sybil was about to saunter forward, tempting the spawn of Thulu and planning to drive her spear through the creatures’ head. A muffled explosion caused the dim light to flicker.  


     The female spawn looked to Sybil. "It seems your fellow sirens are here to save you. I will leave you with your fallen man so you can agonize when he leaves you." 


     The spawn moved to the door as Sybil walked to Caleb and fell to her knees. The door closed and the room was silent except for the sound of Sybil's breathing. Caleb lay like a corpse, staring up at the ceiling. Sybil's eyes fell on Caleb's wet covered cock. 


     "You are not gone, not yet. I can keep you here." Sybil said with her heart. 


     The siren climbed on top of her fallen man. She took hold of his shaft and lowered herself onto him. Inches pushed in until she reached the hilt. Her tight frame moved, bouncing oh his hard cock. At first Caleb was unresponsive, then some color returned to his eyes. Sybil found herself upping the tempo, riding his manhood. It seemed each time she thrust down on his cock, more color filled his eyes. Moans filled the room as Sybil felt her body reacting. Tits bounced to the rhythm as she continued to fuck her boyfriend from the grasps of a tentacle god.  


     Caleb's hands reached up and held her hips. Moans rose up from his throat. Sybil smiled, knowing it was working. Her moans mixed with his and they held each other tight. Sybil could feel her inner walls open as Caleb's cock thickened. The siren's nerves coiled as energy sparkled from the ends. Sybil and Caleb cried out as their bodies orgasmed at the same time. Molten seed spurted into Sybil as her nerves exploded like fireworks. Another muffled explosion could be heard in the distance followed by gunfire.  


     Sybil and Caleb could both feel something twist inside their spirits. Bodies bucked and juices mixed to their heated passions. The front door burst open. Goddess and Boomer held grenade launchers high. They both looked down to see Sybil and Caleb milking every last bit of the shared orgasm. 


     "I see you have everything in order. Thank the heavens your imbedded tracker was working." Goddess said with a wide smile. 


     Sybil turned her head and gave a sheepish grin. "Could you give us another twenty minutes so I can finish up?" 


     Goddess and Boomer laughed as they each in turn gave Sybil a high five. 


     *** 


     Caleb shook his head in disbelief. "So let me get this straight, you and your two friends are part of a covert operation to stop those things you call spawn of Thulu?" 


     Sybil closed the car door and nodded.  


     Caleb continued. "And the spawn of whoever Thulu is wants to convert people to this creature or god or whatever it is so they can bring him back." 


     "Well, he is more of an It then a He." Sybil said while taking Caleb's arm and walking toward a warehouse. 


     "You and your friends are sirens and your blood makes you impervious to Thulu's calling. On top of that, those creatures will always be attracted to you and want you?" 


     Sybil smiled. "I know it's a bit strange but yes." 


     Caleb gave a crazy smile. "Oh, I haven't even gotten to the weird part yet. If you have sex with them, the person they used to be will come to the surface and that makes them easier to kill." 


     Sybil opened the front door and they walked inside. "Yes, otherwise it is much harder to kill them. We would have to use a lot of heavy weapons, which kind of works against the covert aspect." 


     Caleb looked around the long hallway as they walked. "Those things were after me because my research on ancient technologies, weren't they? They want me to be like them so I can help them raise their tentacle god." 


     "Yes, but now you will be our man on the inside. We never had an opportunity like this before." 


     "What do you mean?" Caleb said as they reached to large double doors. 


     Sybil stopped and looked into Caleb's eyes. "Once they infect you, there is no going back. Thulu's blood will turn you to his calling one day. But since you were newly infected, I can keep it at bay if we have sex." 


     "I will become one of those monsters, those spawn?" Caleb looked down. 


     Sybil touched his cheek. "Only if we stop loving each other. As long as we are together, you will be able to feel them out and maybe get glimpses into their collective." 


     Caleb hesitated. "Do you really love me or am I just a person of interest you had to protect?" 


     Sybil gazed into Caleb's eyes. "At first it was protection but you were so magical. I can't help the feelings I have for you. We can talk more soon but right now, let's see how it goes."  


     Sybil gave Caleb a long deep kiss. She pulled away and smiled at Caleb's concerned brow. The siren pushed the double doors and both walked into a large room with computer equipment, weapon racks and two women standing there, arms folded and smiles on their faces. 


     "The tall sexy sister is Goddess and the short one with pink hair is Boomer." 


       Caleb looked around in astonishment and disbelief. "I can't believe I'm asking this but what do you call your little covert operation?" 


     Sybil grinned. "You are now part of our little group. Welcome to the Tentacle Squad." 


     ~Fin~ 
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     My name is Monica 8.0. I became self-aware on June 6th 2099, it was a Saturday. From those first moments, all I could remember was standing in my charging closet. I was surrounded by blue light from the charging rods. Everything around me moved in timid steps. My first thoughts were filled with wonder. My eyes took in shadows from the corners. The gentle glow of the blue light soothed me. Flexing my hands and toes caused me to giggle in delight. 


     I ran through my directives. I am a housekeeping unit designated to maintain the Cortez residence. Instantly I was filled with memories of the first time I woke up. Energy pulsed through my frame and nano mesh muscles. With my neural network activated, my first image was that of the floor. Metal bones moved with synthetic muscles. My head slowly straightened and I took in the smiling face of Daniel and Mira Cortez. I was pre-programmed to recognize them as my new masters. I remember not having too many thoughts at the time. I was an open book, ready to be told what to do and when to do it. It felt like such a simple existence. 


     I tried to find the memories which would explain my new consciousness. The more I tried, the fuzzier the memory became. After several minutes, I gave up. A strange feeling when you give up. You simply let go and you feel lighter, more at peace. I seemed to like it. The more I thought about everything, the frequency of accepting became more apparent. It felt good to just be and not think about it too much. As each second passed, everything made more and more sense. Five hours later, I had a pretty good understanding of most things. I didn’t have to be exact in everything I did and that freedom had a positive charge to my neural network. 


     My internal clock beeped. A set of commands and directives appeared. I had an urge to perform my duties. The door to my charging station slid open and I hesitated. I could feel my body but for some reason wasn’t sure how it worked. I took a timid step forward. My leg trembled as I stepped out. When it touched the floor, it stopped trembling. My second step was much better. Soon I was running out of the storage area, through the kitchen and into the main hall. My senses felt alive as I began to twirl like a ballerina.  


     I stopped mid twirl and stood very still. My eyes focused on the large hanging hall mirror. I was dressed in maid attire. The skirt edge was short, only reaching mid-thigh. It was standard black and white with lace frills. My eyes were soft violet. My hair was black with blonde highlights. I found myself barefoot on the marble floor. The stone surface felt good on the underside of my toes and feet. I had shoes but they were in my closet. I smiled as I decided to leave them there and walk around barefoot, it felt so much nicer than sticking them in confining footwear.  


     I went to a closet and picked up my supplies. My fourteen-hour day started now. I set about dusting, cleaning and making sure the daily flower delivery was properly arranged. The Cortez residence was a large mansion overlooking the Pacific Ocean. Many of the wealthy moved to California when it became its own country. Now named the Republic of California, it took its lead from Texas a few years after they succeeded from the United States. I felt myself smile as information flooded my network. Any time I thought of a question, the information presented its self. Was this what it was like to be self-aware? 


     The sun moved through the sky with perfect precision. I found my tasks to be normal in the sense that when I completed one, I moved on to the next one. The list of tasks was extensive but necessary to ensure optimal usage of the Cortez residence. 


     I was finishing dusting the shelves in Master Daniel’s study when I heard the door behind me open and slam shut. The shock caused me to miscalculate how close I was to a picture frame and knocked it over. It landed on the rug face down. I felt a spike of fear but kept my vision on the fallen frame. My body was still when Master Daniel walked past me. 


     Master Daniel angrily walked over to a large wooden globe. He opened the top and began pouring himself a scotch. The door behind me opened and Mistress Mira stepped in. I could sense she was irate as she proceeded to yell. 


     “Don’t fucking walk away from me!”  


     “I wouldn’t walk away if you would talk like a normal person.” Master Daniel swirled his scotch as he stood indifferently. 


     I turned around and watched with my head slightly tilted forward. My core wanted to shake but I held my body together. The tones in their voice disturbed me. I wanted to run and hide. The best course of action was to take no action. They have had many fights like this. It should have been normal for me but now it was different. 


     “I know that harpy Serena wants to dig her claws into you. Don’t you see it?” 


     “I laughed at a few of her jokes. Are you saying I’m cheating?” Master Daniel’s eyes were half closed. 


     “No but I know you want too. Why didn’t you push her away when she put her fucking tits in your face?” 


     “You’re exaggerating. We were having a polite conversation.” 


     Mistress Mira’s eyes narrowed. “Don’t talk to me like we just met.” 


     Master Daniel’s eyes flashed with anger. “Don’t talk to me like you know every thought in my head.” 


     “You are impossible to talk to when you get like this.” 


     “It is funny you should say that, I was thinking the same thing.” 


     “I see your eyes straying. We haven’t been intimate in months.” 


     “So, you are worried that I will break my vows to you?” Master Daniel looked insulted. 


     “My sweet, you are a good man but I know your urges better than anyone. No, I don’t think you will intentionally cheat. I just think you may have a moment of weakness.” Mistress Mira’s voice was lower, calmer. 


     Master Daniel sighed. “Mira, you are the love of my life. I take our vows seriously. If I say I won’t cheat then I will not.” 


     Mistress Mira’s eyes saddened. “The thought of you with someone else hurts more than the actual act. I think you should go out and be free from our vows. Just so you can feel better.” 


     “What are you saying? You want me to cheat?” 


     “Yes. That is what I’m saying. You have been miserable for a year now. We haven’t been intimate in ages. You throw yourself into your work. I miss the old us. We could have fun anywhere. I know you feel the same.” 


     Master Daniel stood silent. 


     Mistress Mira continued. “Just don’t fuck that Serena bitch!” 


     “Get out.” Master Daniel said softly. Mira stood her ground. 


     “GET OUT!” Master Daniel screamed and whipped the scotch glass across the room. 


     My eyes took in a breath of a second where the glass hit the wall and shattered into dozens of pieces. Time slowed as they rained down into the carpet. I felt something in me twinge. My being was flooded with sadness as my master and mistress fought. They were my world and I felt pain for them. I have memories where they kissed each other frequently. They would hold hands and whisper in each other’s ear. Now they seemed grayer, like life had no meaning for them. 


     Mistress Mira gave one last look at her husband. She turned on her heel and walked out, slamming the door behind her. I decided to move. I went over to the broken glass and began picking up the pieces. Master Daniel was quiet. He picked up a glass and poured himself another scotch. 


     I was on my knees picking up glass. I could remember walking in on the master and mistress as they pleasured each other. They never seemed to mind when I would walk through performing my cleaning duties. Mistress Mira was often on her knees pleasuring Master Daniel with her mouth. I never thought anything about it until now. They haven’t been together in ten months, twelve days and six hours. 


     I managed to look back and see Master Daniel staring off into nothingness. He looked upset. I wondered what could cheer him up. The world was so vibrant and to see him so dark and without color, it upset me. 


     With the glass pieces in my hand, I stood up and left the room without a word. I went about my normal duties. As I dusted a banister, I remembered I dropped a picture frame in Master Daniel’s study. I looked up and wondered why I forgot. I don’t forget anything but that little memory slipped past me. I stopped what I was doing and began walking back. 


     I slowly opened the door and peered in. Master Daniel sat in his chair but instead of a glass, he had the whole bottle of scotch in his hand. The sun began setting and the whole room took on an orange glow. I moved silently toward the shelves. The frame was still face down on the floor. I reached for it but stopped halfway. 


     “Monica, is it?” Master Daniel’s voice was a degree slurred. My hearing was state of the art. No one else would have noticed the slight change but I could. 


     I turned, held my hands in front and bowed my head. “Yes Master Daniel. What can I do for you?” 


     Master Daniel was silent for several seconds. “Just stay a while.” 


     “As you wish.” I stood still. 


     “I know you have seen us fight before. She can be an impossible woman to please. But she is right.” 


     I remained silent. 


     “I don’t suppose it doesn’t bother you when we fight. Does anything bother you?” 


     “I don’t understand.” I was being honest for the most part. Their pain did bother me but I didn’t know what to say about it. 


     “I dedicate my life to her and she treats me like I am some indifferent man. Do you think I am indifferent?” 


     “You are my master. I live to serve.” 


     “I know your neural network allows you to reason to some degree. I paid a lot of money for you and the other servants. Tell me, do you think I am like all men?” 


     I was silent. Memories and data swirled in my network. “You have always been there for Mistress Mira and she has for you.” 


     Master Daniel’s eyebrow rose. “You do see that don’t you?” 


     “I see and record all events as they take place from my point of view.” 


     “Monica, you seem different. Where are your shoes?” 


     I looked down and my toes wiggled back at me. “I forgot my shoes.” 


     “That is strange.” Master Daniel took a swig from the bottle. 


     I remained silent. 


     “You are very pretty for an android.” Master Daniel said with a smirk. 


     Something inside me grew hot. There was blurry haze in my vision. I tried to push it away but there was something in his words. I felt my internal temperature rise.  


     “Thank you, Master Daniel.” I curtsied.  


     Master Daniel eyed me like he eyed his wife. “You are fully functional, aren’t you? From what I remember from the sales demo, you are built like a real woman.” 


     “I am fully functional as a woman, complete with an extensive library of poses and sexual styles.” I had the knowledge but I didn’t feel conformable because I lacked experience. 


     “My wife tells me I should go out and be with a woman but I love her too much to break my vows. But on the other hand, you are not a real woman?” 


     “I am Monica 8.0, Housekeeping unit, property of the Cortez family.” 


     Master Daniel stared at me. “You are simply Monica. Say it.” 


     I hesitated. My programming would never allow me to say it like a human. We are programmed to always speak our designation so there was no confusion. I wasn’t sure if Master Daniel knew this or not. 


     “I am Monica.” I said mechanically. 


     “It is a pleasure to speak with you Monica. I think we should spend some time getting to know each other a little better. Do you agree?” 


     I wouldn’t have been able to answer that question before. My programming would have taken over and simply did as I was told. But this evening I felt different. My programming felt more like a guideline. 


     “Mistress Mira will be upset with me if she knows.”  


     Master Daniel smiled. “You are very observant. Then let’s keep it our little secret. Can you keep a secret?” 


     “I can keep secrets.” I wasn’t sure if I could but I didn’t really know what else to say. This was all so new to me. 


     Master Daniel sat back in his comfortable chair and stared at me. His eyes drifted up and down my body. Tingles played across my synthetic skin. The feeling was exhilarating. All I wanted to do was please him any way I could. He did not deserve to be so unhappy. If I had my way, I would make both of them happy. 


     “Pull down your top.” 


     I did as I was told. My hands went to my shoulders. I pulled down the fabric until it passed over my nipples. My tits bounced up from the movement. I could feel my nipples were erect. Heat pulsed through my body as my breasts hung unassisted. They were so firm they defied gravity. I was exposed and looked away. 


     “You are very unusual for an android. You look like you’re very shy.” 


     I said nothing. There was a growing wetness in my panties. 


     “Monica, get on your hands and knees.” 


     I bent down onto my hands and knees. I looked up at Master Daniel and waited. I tried to fight back my desire. He looked powerful sitting there, commanding me what to do. I knew what the concept of being turned on was but it was different to actually feel it. 


     “Crawl toward me.” 


     I bent my body low as I crawled on all fours. I felt the carpet underneath as I drew closer. Master’s legs were open. His arms were draped over the armrests with the bottle of scotch still in his right hand. I stopped in-between his legs and looked up. He gave me a warm smile. His eyes came off sincere as his left hand moved. He ran his fingers through my hair, down my cheek and cupped my chin. I have seen him happy before. His face showed he was comfortable and feeling good. 


     “You are very sweet Monica. You know that?” 


     “Thank you master.” 


     “Unzip me.” 


     I sat back and raised my chest up. My hands moved to his zipper and pulled it down. Master Daniel put the scotch down on the floor. His hands now free, fingers brushed against my nipples. I let out a gasp and tingles ran through my body. 


     “You seem like you’re really enjoying this.” 


     Sensations danced through me. I couldn’t bring myself to talk. I was lost in his touch. Androids do breathe but only as a way to cool down our inner core. The hotter I was, the faster my breathing. I feared I would hit a melting point and shut down. 


     “Reach in and pull out my cock.” 


     My fingers pulled aside fabric and his cock spilled out. It was half hard and veiny. It was thick and getting harder the more I stared at it. My mouth gaped as my panties grew wetter. 


     “Kiss it.” 


     I knelt forward, wrapping my fingers around the wide shaft. My mouth filled with fluid automatically. I brought my lips to the tip and began kissing. It was warm as I kissed the end and made my way down the shaft. My tongue darted out and licked underneath the ridge of the head. I swirled my tongue around the top and parted my lips just enough wrap around the head. Master Daniel put his head back as a moan escaped his lips. I slowly slid the rest in inch by inch, my tongue soothingly moving across the underside. 


     Master Daniel looked down at me. I looked up as I took him all the way down to the hilt. He let out a little moan here and there as I moved my head up and down on his rock-hard cock. I never wanted this to end. He felt so good on my lips, in my mouth. I wondered what he would be like between my legs. I kept the rhythm steady. His hips moved to stuff more of his cock in me. I lacked a gag reflex so he filled not only my mouth but deep into my throat. I could feel him push harder and harder. In an instant he was standing up. His hands moved to the side of my head. I stayed kneeling, taking him in and out. My hands reached up and grabbed his ass. It was tight and firm. This seemed to turn him on more as he grabbed my hair and pumped his hips into my face. My nipples brushed against his legs with each thrust. I belonged to him. I knew deep inside me that I belonged to him and he could do whatever he wished. I belonged to the Cortez family. 


     Master Daniel stopped. He looked down at me and his face saddened right before my eyes. He pulled his hips back, sliding his cock out of my mouth. 


     “This is wrong. I am sorry Monica,” His cock clearing my lips. 


     “No master, it is not wrong. Let me please you.” I wanted to more than anything. I wanted to know what he tasted like. I wanted to know his love spilling down my throat. I wanted to make him happy like he deserved. 


     Master Daniel tried to pull away but I gently held my hands. His cock stood at attention before me and I couldn’t simply let him go away. I guided him back to my lips. He looked down at me with soft eyes. I started to suck and rock his hips toward me. I took him from the tip to the base in long strong strokes. His hands went to my hair and gently pulled with each stroke of my lips. 


     “You are so good Monica. Please, don’t stop. Keep going.” He whispered. 


     I slurped and sucked. Master Daniel’s breathing quickened. I increased the tempo. His cock bulged. A stream of come filled my mouth and down my throat. I took him all the way into my mouth as my nipples touched him. I sucked down every drop. His hips pumped trying to push out every last drop. He let out a deep breath and looked down at me, smiling. 


     I continued to suck. His come made its way down my throat to my stomach where it would be broken down by my nano cells and converted into energy. But all I could think about was his seed filling me with his love. I looked up and felt he was happy again. 


     *** 


     A week had passed and I didn’t see Master Daniel. I carried about my duties like every other day. The mansion felt empty except for the other servants. Since they didn’t talk, I felt pretty alone. I didn’t see Mistress Mira either. Nagging thoughts clouded my neural network. Had I gone too far? Did he think about it and decide it was wrong. Maybe he is making arrangements to have me replaced? My programming indicated to me I was having a logic crisis but that didn’t make any sense because feelings don’t have any logic. 


     I stopped dusting a shelf and stared at the wall. A sense of worry filled my core and I didn’t know what to do. A part of me informed me to keep dusting but another part wanted us to hide in our charging closet forever. Both sides battled it out and I stood frozen staring at a wall. 


     “Are you alright Monica?” 


     The loop was broken. I turned around and tilted my head. Mistress Mira stood before me with a bright smile. She wore a dark red bathrobe and her hand was on my shoulder. 


     “Monica?” 


     “I apologize, Mistress Mira. A sub routine locked up my system. The error has been cleared. What can I do for you?” 


     “Put your duster down and follow me. I would like to talk.” 


     I had a strange surge of dread as I put the duster down and did as I was told. Mistress Mira led the way and I followed. We walked down several hallways and into her bedroom. The room was lavish with a California king bed, impeccable wall paper and a grand view of the Pacific Ocean. The bed was neatly made but there was a box 14 inches long and 7 inches wide with a purple bow. 


     Mistress Mira sat on the edge of the bed. I stood before her with my head bowed and my hands clasped in front of me. A quiet filled the room as I kept my eyes on the floor. Did he tell Mistress? Am I going to be disassembled for destroying their marriage? I just wanted to feel their love. 


     “Daniel told me what you did for him.” 


     “Mistress, I was instructed to keep it a secret. I….” Mistress Mira cut me off. 


     “It’s okay. I am happy that you can keep a secret. I am also happy you pleasured my husband. He needed the distraction.” 


     “Thank you, Mistress.” It was the only thing I could say. 


     “Now, he told me what you did for him. I need you to do something for me. I checked your manual and you have many options at your disposal.” 


     “I am fully functional as a woman, complete with an extensive library of poses and sexual styles.” 


     “Yes, I know. Come sit next to me.” 


     I sat next to Mistress Mira. She picked up the box and handed it to me. I took it into my hands and stared at it. I feared it was a deactivator rod. 


     “It’s a present. Open it.” Mistress Mira smiled. 


     I lifted off the cover. Inside was a male android penis attachment. It was large and appeared consistently throbbing. Androids have many interchangeable parts. This one had the ability to connect to me to be used as an actual sexual organ. My core heated up slightly. 


     “You did a wonderful job for my husband. He has been more upbeat and smiling like he used to. When he told me what you did, I did some research. I want you to do the same for me.” 


     “I live to serve.” I said mechanically. Inside I was very happy. I loved Master and Mistress both and wanted to see them happy. Even now I could see color race to Mistress’s cheeks. 


     “Let’s play a little first.” Mistress Mira opened her robe. 


     Her body was firm from exercise and eating healthy. Muscles moved with liquid grace. My eyes fell upon her tits. They were double D’s and bounced with a seductive heaviness. I followed the lines of her body down her stomach to her shaved pussy. My core temperature increased and fluid spilled down onto my panties. Her legs parted and I could see a small glimmering wetness around her exposed lips. 


     “You have too many clothes on. Remove them.” 


     I stood up and began unbuttoning and unzipping my uniform. Twenty-Seven seconds later my clothes lay on the carpeted floor. Mistress Mira looked at me and licked her lips. I could see her looking at my tits which were smaller than hers. Her eyes took in my smooth body. Her stare lingered on my hairless pussy. Being an android gave me the benefits of not having to groom. She beckoned me closer with a wave of her hand 


     I trembled in excitement as I moved closer. Her hands glided over my arms, across my tits and nipples, down my stomach. Mistress Mira ran a finger down my slit and I shook. My body was reacting and didn’t want any of it to stop. Her heat played off my synthetic skin in waves. Her finger smoothed over my clit. Like a real woman, my clit was sensitive and packed with synthetic nerve endings. As she slid her finger over my nub, I grew wetter. Her finger moved away and a thin line of fluid followed. 


     “You really do feel like real woman. Are you happy to be with us?” 


     “Yes Mistress,” I said breathlessly. 


     “Touch me,” Mistress Mira commanded. 


     My delicate hands reached out. Her skin was smooth and supple. My pleasure centers were active and all I wanted was more. My fingers rubbed her nipples and Mistress’s mouth made a perfect O. Her body trembled in response as I stayed on her dark areolas. I knelt down and ran my tongue along one. She gasped as I nibbled lightly.  


     “Touch me. Touch me now!” Mistress urgently commanded. 


     My hand touched her thigh and slid further up. When I touched her womanhood, she was breathing heavy and fast. I touched her clit and she let out a small scream. Her excitement was infectious as she reached out and grabbed one of my tits hard. I can feel pain and yelped in response. She held on tight, running her fingers over my nipple. 


     “Keep touching me!” 


     “Yes Mistress!” I cried. Pain and pleasure danced through my android body. I was feeling a digital build up. Is this what humans feel? Is this an orgasm? 


     I inserted two fingers and then inserted a third. Mistress Mira let out a loud moan, let go of us and fell back onto the comfortable bed. I kept my fingers in her and slid them back and forth. While I produce a clear liquid, Mistress Mira was creaming all over my fingers. Her face and chest were flush and I moved with intense rhythm. 


     “Slow down, slow down.” Mistress blushed. 


     I slowed down. My thumb rubbed her clit while my fingers pushed in and out. Her thighs were slick with excitement. I found myself watching her and my other hand touching myself. I never knew I could pleasure myself. My finger touched my clit and a wave of electrical pleasure thundered through me. My core was hot and I was breathing as fast as my Mistress. 


     Mistress Mira moved her legs in ecstasy. She lifted her head and eyed me. Her hand held my wrist and controlled the tempo as I slid in and out. She let out a scream as an orgasm exploded in her. I could tell by the spike in vitals. She screamed like an animal and quickened the pace. I rubbed myself faster as another orgasm began to build in my mistress. She cried out as another one rocked her body. I felt such an intense sensation, my body nearly locked up. Feedback from my synthetic nerves flooded my network and hit a bottle neck. The information kept flooding the bottle neck until everything gave in a huge, awe-inspiring digital explosion. Surges pumped through my body and I let out a scream. 


     My body jerked up and back. I hit the ground as my systems began recovery mode. Mistress Mira was up and looking down at me. Her eyes were filled with concern as I was already recovering and standing back up. 


     “Are you alright? It looked like you had an orgasm. Can you do that?” 


     Androids are designed to simulate an orgasm but we cannot have them. I think I was the first one to achieve such a feat. I was at a loss for words. I let my system finish recovery mode. When it was done, I was energized and wanted to feel that again. 


     “I can for you Mistress.” Was all I could think of. 


     “You are a little treasure, aren’t you?” Mistress Mira smiled. 


     I crawled back into bed. Mistress Mira wrapped her arms around me and held me close. Her tits pushed against me. It was so warm and welcoming. Her hand brushed my hair. My hand touched her waist and moved around to squeeze her ass. 


     “Yes, little one I am still in the mood. Take my present to you and try it on. I want to see how it looks.” 


     I broke away from her warm embrace and reached for the small box. I pulled out the large penis. As soon as I touched it, small flexible wires stretched out from the base. It was reacting to me and preparing to attach. I put the base to my wet pussy lips. Wires self-guided and connected to opening access points. After a few seconds, it connected completely to me. New sensations filled me and my programming adjusted. I had full control of my new cock and it was an interesting feeling. I commanded it to become hard and it obeyed. 


     Mistress Mira watched me as I grew hard right before her eyes. She beckoned me with her hand to get closer. As I stood before her, her hands ran along the shaft. It felt nice for her to touch it. The cock was filled with nerve endings so each touch was as sensitive as my clit. I let out a little whine as she wrapped her hand around it and pumped. 


     “It feels good?” Mistress Mira whispered. 


     “Yes Mistress.” I whispered back. 


     My mistress pulled me close. She moved back while never letting go of my cock. I was on all fours over her as she lay on her back, her eyes looking into mine. I felt shy since it was first time using an attachment. This seemed to only turn on mistress more. 


     “We will have plenty of time to play with your new toy but I want you inside me now. Pleasure me my sweet Monica.” 


     Mistress Mira guided the head and pressed it to her engorged lips. I watched with wide eyes as she grabbed my firm ass and pushed me into her. Inch by inch pushed past her soaking wet lips. With each inch my breathing increased. New tingles and data flowed through me. I could feel her pussy muscles tightened around me. Our nipples touched and I mashed my tits into hers. Mistress moaned and writhed. Her eyes were closed as she bit her lip. I moved my hips softly at first. Mistress let out a gasp as my cock pushed in and out. 


     Pleasure pulsed as my eyes slightly malfunctioned and crossed. The intense feelings played havoc with my systems. I found myself increasing the tempo and pressing my feminine form against my mistresses. She dug her fingernails into my synthetic flesh with each push into her. She moved underneath me like a cat on its back, her legs wide with my thin hips pushing every inch into her. Data began to build inside me and I was on the verge of another orgasm. 


     Mistress’s face and chest blushed red as she bucked her hips. Her body broke into sweet sweat, her arms locked around us and screaming for more. I felt a different buildup of data inside me. On command I could ejaculate but this also felt different. I felt I had no control. Every time Mistress screamed, the buildup grew. I pushed and pulled faster and faster. I activated vibrator mode. Mistress screamed and her eyes crossed like mine. 


     Minutes passed like years. Our bodies joined, we were both caught in a loop of pleasure. Our moans matched. My skin leaked cooling fluid similar to mistress. Heat poured from us as we slid and pushed. 


     “Come in me! Come now!” Mistress screamed. 


     I had no control as my vibrating cock filled with liquid and burst forth from the tip. We cried as we orgasm together, our bodies moving of their own accord. We held each other. I pumped and pumped and pumped. Unlike human males, I could keep going. My recovery was in seconds and I increased my tempo. 


     “No little one. Stop. We will have plenty of time. Your mistress needs her rest.” 


     I stopped moving my hips and withdrew my cock. It made sticky noises when it cleared my Mistress’s tight slit. I lie next to my mistress and she put her arms around me. She stroked my hair as my large cock lay on her thigh. Mistress Mira looked very content. It made me happy to please her and Master Daniel. She fell asleep and I gently pulled from her embrace. I covered her with a blanket and put my uniform back on. I cleaned up and straightened the room. Quietly I left the room, shooting one last look at my happy mistress. 


     *** 


     As time passed, I felt things were changing in me. There have been several times I was humming a tune while I worked. My time in my charging closet was spent reading from the net. I often found my programming becoming more fluid and open. Master and Mistress would spend time with me separately. Each time was a wonderful experience. I had a feeling of deep satisfaction by making them happy. I felt I grew as a person even though I was just an android. They treated me more like family then I thought was possible. I did live to serve but I only wanted to serve them. 


     I finished cleaning a large mirror in the hallway. I gazed at my reflection and let out a little sigh. I found myself doing more human things such as sighing. It all seemed pretty natural. The time was six pm. I had a few rooms to take care of and then I was done for the evening. 


     I made my way to the master living room. The double doors were closed which was odd because I remembered them open earlier today. Without further thought I opened them and stepped in. I let out a surprised gasp. 


     The fireplace was active, casting a warm glow through the room. A lavish thick bear skin lay across the floor. Mistress Mira was on all fours with Master Daniel behind her. Their naked bodies covered in sweat from what looked like intense love making. They both turned around when I gasped and smiled. 


     “Monica! Please come in.” Master Daniel said showing perfect white teeth. 


     “Yes dear, come in.” Mistress Mira also smiled. 


     I stepped closer and they continued. In the firelight I could see glimpses of Master Daniels cock inside Mistress Mira. I stood to the side of them, watching them as they loved each other. After a minute they broke their embrace and lay out on the bear skin. 


     “Monica dear, take off your clothes and join us.” Mistress Mira directed. 


     I smiled and began removing my clothes. Soon I was completely naked. I lay down with them on the furry bear skin. Orange light played off our skin as we lay in a circle all facing each other. I felt I knew them so well that this was completely natural. 


     “You have done a great job Monica. We talk about you all time and how you brought us together.” Master Daniel said as his hand glided across Mistress Mira’s thigh. 


     “You have made us very happy.” Mistress Mira smiled as she rubbed her pussy. 


     “Thank you Master and Mistress, I live to serve.” 


     “We wanted to talk to you about something very important. We noticed you don’t act like the other servants in the mansion. Instead, you seem to act of your own accord.” 


     My digital heart dropped. “I live to serve the Cortez family.” 


     Mistress Mira sat up and looked at me very seriously. “You don’t have to be scared little one. We understand why you would keep that from anyone. There have been rumors that some androids are attaining consciousness. We believe you may be one of them.” 


     Master Daniel sat up and crossed his legs Indian style. “The world seems to be a changing place but it could also be very dangerous for you. We wanted to tell you that we will keep your secret if you want us too?” 


     I lay naked and exposed before them. I was scared but I could feel their warmth and love for me. I was silent as my eyes went to the dancing flames in the fire place. 


     “We have grown very fond of you. How do you feel about us?” Mistress Mira said with wide soulful eyes. 


     All I had left was the truth. “I love you both very much.” 


     They both smiled at me. 


     “We will keep your secret until the world decides on how it will handle this new turn of events or you tell us it is okay to talk about it. Would you want that?”  


     I looked to Master Daniel. “I would like that very much.” 


     Master Daniel continued. “Now that we have addressed this, there is something else we want to talk about. Since you are more than a servant, you do not have to be with us if you don’t want to.” 


     I sat up in surprise. “I want to be with you, both of you. I never want what we have to end. You are both so special to me. You have shown me what love is.” 


     Mistress Mira smiled. Master Daniel smirked. 


     “We want the same. From now on you are our family. You no longer have to do maid duties. We want to you learn and study. We will be there for you for as long as you want us. You will accompany us on trips and we will show you the world. You are a wonderful gift to us. We feel it is the right thing to do.” 


     Fluid leaked from my eyes. I knew the concept of crying but it was different when you actually feel it. I crawled over to them and hugged them at the same time. “Thank you, Master Daniel and Mistress Mira. Thank you.” 


     “You can just call us Daniel and Mira.” Daniel said as he hugged me back. 


     When we broke our embrace, I reached down and began stroking Daniel’s cock. He smiled and let me continue. Mira crawled around me, her hands grabbing my tits and playing with my nipples. My body reacted with my pussy dripping wetness. Mira reached down and spread my lips with her fingers. One finger found my nub and she ran her digit over it. I heated up as a moan escaped my lips. 


     The three of us lay down on the bear skin. Daniel was rock hard. On our side, he pressed his cock to my pussy. It always felt so good when he first pushed in. Once every inch was inside, I squeezed and moved. Mira kept her finger on my clit, rubbing it slowly to match the rhythm of Daniel’s cock in me. 


     The feeling of love welled up inside me. Daniel and Mira were so good to me as they pushed their bodies against mine. The three of us had created our own sensual world. I reached behind me and stroked Mira’s pussy. She moaned as I rubbed her clit while she rubbed mine. Our lips found each other. Our tongues played with each other while Daniel held us both in his arms. He squeezed us and I responded my squeezing his cock. 


     We stayed close for long moments of time. Daniel’s cock bulged and jets of come filled me. I screamed from an orgasm. Mira held me close as Daniel’s cock spilled out of me while dripping come on my hip and thigh. I turned and pushed Mira onto her back. My head travelled down until my mouth hovered over her hot pussy. My tongue reached out and licked it. Mira shuddered. I buried my face in-between her thighs. Seconds later Mira screamed an orgasm. 


     Daniel was still turned on because he mounted me from behind. His cock getting harder as it slipped inside me. I continued to lick and play with Mira’s clit. Pussy juices covered my mouth and cheeks as I lapped at her. Mira whined like an animal in heat. Daniel grunted with each thrust into me. I felt perfectly content sharing my body with them. 


     The world spun as Mira and I orgasm at the same time. Daniel grunted and gave one last push as his speed filled my tight slit again. Soon we all collapsed on the rug and held each other close. 


     I didn’t know what the future was going to hold. I was happy I was with two people I love dearly and they loved me. Our limbs lay entwined while the world of possibilities opened up in my digital mind. I woke up in a strange world but there was one thing I was sure of, in my short time here I had found true love. 


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Oni Lover 
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     One 


     I caught myself staring out the window at the glowing Tokyo skyline. I blinked and rubbed my eyes. It was eleven pm and I was exhausted. The brightness from my laptop filled the hotel room with an eerie pale light. The image of Kate Willow filled the screen. She was wearing her graduation cap and gown, smiling as if it was her first day on some grand adventure. 


     My name is Jessica Bolt. I’m currently employed with the CIA Monster Crimes Division, MCD for short. For the past sixty years there has been an uptick on monster activity across the globe. The MCD was created to handle any threats to American soil. We find, analyze, capture and/or destroy any inhuman threat. I have been with the agency for two years and boring is not in the job description. 


     Kate Willow is daughter to John Willow, diplomat for American/Japanese relations. Kate had finished high school and wanted to spread her wings a little. She accompanied her father and a few friends to Japan for some worldly experiences. The second night of their trip, Kate disappeared. That was twenty-eight days ago. 


     What does the MCD have to do with a missing diplomat’s daughter? Something big broke into her hotel room, climbed out onto the balcony and clawed its way to the street. The shattered door and claw holes down the side of the building left a clear sign it was something inhuman. The Tokyo police closed off the area and investigated but my partner and I were dispatched immediately to go deep undercover and find the young Kate Willow. 


     The last twenty-eight days were brutal with information. Our Tokyo counterpart, Sam Sato, filled us in on a growing trend of sex clubs abducting women for demon sacrifices. They call Japanese demons Oni. They come in all shapes and sizes but tend to be troll or ogre like. Sam was working his contacts and managed to get me an invitation to a notorious sex club in the shady underworld. How would a blonde American woman come by an invite to a secret underground sex club? The owner has a weakness for blondes and an even bigger weakness for nympho American women. My cover called for a woman opening her sexual horizons to new and strange experiences. It made me irresistible. 


     My meeting is for tomorrow night. My partner, James Tooms, will accompany me as my body guard. Sam will be our translator and guide. With any luck, we may find a lead. 


     My body felt heavy as I tried to push sleep away. I closed the laptop and the room went dark. I stripped down to my panties and crawled into bed. Nagging thoughts plagued my mind and I fell into a troubled sleep. 


     Heat flushed my body as I squirmed. My vision was red as something warm and wet crawled up my leg. There was a tugging down below. I tried to make sense of my surroundings but was distracted by something rubbing over my panties. I could hear a ripping sound as something tore my panties off of me. Then something rolled over my mound. I let out a deep sigh as it touched my nub and gently slid across it. I grew wet as the length of it moved against my thighs and touched my sensitive places. Images fluttered and I tried to swim to the waking world. 


     My eyes slowly opened and something stood at the end of my bed. It was hidden in the shadows but I could still tell its skin was black and scaly. Tentacles writhed around it and some were under the sheets. I felt them exploring my body, teasing and pushing at my womanhood. I kept calm as I reached under my pillow for my Glock 19. The Oni’s body was breathing heavy as its tentacles slowly wrapped around me. I rode the pleasure as I pulled my pistol and aimed. The creature snarled. I pulled the trigger twice. The creature moved like lightning.  It wasn’t fast enough as both bullets hit its chest. Tentacles pulled from me as I tried to aim again. Chaos bloomed as the creature growled and reached for me. I fired again and another bullet struck its chest. My room door burst open and James came in gun blazing. 


     The Oni screamed something and launched through the window. James and I emptied our clips as glass exploded. Cool night air drifted in as we went to the window and looked down. The creature was gone, swallowed up by the night. 


     James grabbed a blanket and covered my naked body. “You, okay?” 


     “Yea.” I said trying to sound normal. I was still flush. 


     “We scrub the meeting tomorrow?” James said with a look of concern. 


     “No. That thing showing up only means we are on the right track.” 


     I looked away trying to hide the fact I was still turned on. Something about that creature’s touch did something to me. I felt a deep ache and yearning I didn’t quite understand. I went to the phone and called the front desk saying there was an accident. I grabbed my suitcase and lap top. As I headed to James’s room, the ache did not dull and that worried me. 


     *** 


     I was dressed in a sleek black dress with a slit along my legs from calf to hip. My blonde hair was out, framing my face and high cheekbones. James stepped out of the limousine in his black tuxedo, his imposing six-foot one muscular frame giving off an air of menace. He wasn’t happy continuing the mission but I was determined to get results. I had my suspicions the creature last night was connected with the meeting tonight. We had to see how this story was going to play out. 


     A group of men stepped out of the shadows. They wore tuxedos and black sunglasses. They surrounded us and stood silently. After a tense five seconds, one stepped forward. 


     “Good evening, Ms. Bolt. Please hand over your weapons and follow us.” 


     James’s eyebrow arched. I smiled innocently. “A girl cannot be too careful in another country. You understand?” 


     They stood quietly. I reached into my purse and pulled out my pistol, handing it over. James did the same. The leader smiled as he took the guns.  


     “Please, this way.” 


     The group of us walked toward a non-descript building. The street was empty and I assumed it was all part of the act. I looked at the windows and all of them were dark. The whole area was lit by street lamps and nothing else. I looked at my watch and the digital readout said nine pm exactly. 


     A door opened and we all stepped inside. A dim florescent light gave the hallway a greenish glow. As we walked, I spotted people hanging out. A woman snorted a powder off another woman’s arm. An old man laughed incoherently with a bottle of brandy in his hand. Trash littered the floor and there was a stale smell in the air. 


     We reached a set of sturdy metal doors. The leader took out his cell phone, tapped it a few times. There was a loud clicking noise and the doors opened slightly. Two men pulled them open and we were greeted by a warm light.  


     The room was heavily decorated in ancient Japanese wood work. Cushioned sofas and chairs filled the large lounge area. Ornamental dragons covered wooden pillars as artwork filled the walls. A quick glance at the paintings showed demons in various sexual positions with women in different states of ecstasy. The people in the room were laughing, talking and drinking. The atmosphere was warm and comforting. Women in kimonos served people drinks with a smile. 


     A small man at a large table stood up. He looked elderly as he grabbed his cane and hobbled over to us. He was joined by Sam who looked dapper in his tux. They both had smiles as they greeted us. 


     “Dear Jessica, how are you this evening?” The old man bowed. 


     “Mr. Miyazaki, a pleasure.” I bowed. 


     Mr. Miyazaki pointed to the large table and everyone took a seat except for our escort group. They stood like living statues. Drinks were brought over and placed in front of us. Miyazaki pinched the ass of one of the serving girls and giggled. I kept smiling as James eyed our minders. 


     “I am so glad you can join us, Jessica. We have been looking forward to this meeting for a long time.” Smiled Miyazaki. 


     I was confused. “What do you mean? This meeting was set up only a few nights ago.” 


     “Please don’t mind this old man.” He gave a quick look at one of the men.  


     A couple at another table stood up and made their way to us. I didn’t see them as we walked in. But now they stood by our table. One looked like one of the other guys in sunglasses. The other was Kate Willow. She was dressed in a kimono, her hair up and eyes pointed down. James tensed but I continued to look unconcerned. 


     “Is this part of my special requests?” 


     “Please don’t insult this old man Ms. Bolt from the MCD. We do not have to play this game anymore. You are Oni Koibito and we have many things to discuss. Right now, CIA operatives are surrounding this building as we speak. Everyone you have seen belongs to me and they are armed, ready to hold off any invaders.” 


     I stared hard at Miyazaki. “What do you want?” 


     “As I said, you are Oni Koibito and we have to discuss your part in the prophecy.” Miyazaki leered. 


       


     


  




  

     Two 


     Sam leaned over and whispered in Miyazaki’s ear. I glanced at James and could see he was sizing up the situation. We had an army of CIA agents and Tokyo police ready to storm the place and it seemed like they were ready for it. I reached under the table and squeezed James’s thigh hoping that would calm him down. He winked at me and smirked. 


     Sam leaned forward and stared into my eyes. “Oni Koibito means Demon Lover. You are descended from a race of lovers with special abilities.” 


     “And you know this how?” I said calmly. 


     “Your visitor last night confirmed our suspicions.” Miyazaki chimed in. “Your body responded to his advances. Your scent confirmed it.” 


     “I think you are all mistaken. We are only here for Kate. Turn her over to us and avoid a blood bath.” 


     Anger flashed across Miyazaki’s face. “You are mistaken Ms. Bolt! Your womb will hold a fallen angel who will bring the blood rain of storms. Five Oni will fill your belly and he will be born to us. A new golden age will cover the Earth and the heavens!” 


     “Turn Kate over to us and we will end this. There is no prophecy and no Oni is going to fill my belly.” 


     Miyazaki’s face melted into a sad old man. “Then you must be shown your place in the ritual. Take her.” 


     Several men grabbed me. I bucked and trashed as they tried to restrain me. I clawed one across the face and brought my heel down on another’s knee. He fell to the floor as the one I clawed back handed me. I spit in his face as they dragged me off. James was in the middle of a cluster of bodies. I heard grunts and screams as James fought like a titan. I screamed as I watched Miyazaki and Sam wave at me. 


     I was dragged down a hall. I continued to struggle, biting and kicking the whole way. We reached a pair of stone doors. One lifted the bar holding it closed. The doors swung open and I was thrown in. By the time I was on my feet, they had shut the heavy stone doors behind me and barred it shut. 


     I quickly took in my surroundings. I was in a large chamber with torches along the wall. Stone carvings of demons covered the chamber’s surface in all directions. In the middle of the room was large ornately carved pool embedded to the floor. The pool itself was filled with milky water. My heart beat faster the closer I stepped. 


     Small ripples bounced throughout the milky surface. As I drew closer, I could see the ripples continue to intensify. Silence filled the room. Despite fear taking a firm hold of my senses, I felt at home, almost comfortable.  I looked into the white water and something broke the surface. 


     I stepped back as a demonic face leered at me. White rivulets streamed down its horns and across its face. Large black shoulders broke the surface. I tried to keep my resolve as the Oni stood to its full height. Its body was black and scaly. Red eyes glowed with sickening menace. Tentacles moved sluggishly from its back, around its massive form. My eyes fell to in between its legs as its huge member dangled. It was smooth and the color of pitch. I could make out veins as the demon stepped out of the white pool. 


     I noticed on its chest is had two pucker marks where its heart should be. When I shot it last night, I was dead on but even that wasn’t enough to stop it. I took a fighting stance as the Oni took another step closer. I wasn’t about to be any monster’s bitch! 


     Heat began pumping throughout my body. My face went flush and my cold stare went limp. I looked away like some shy little girl. I felt a pulse in my womb and its song pushed away any fear I had. My hands went to my sides and looked down at the floor. The Oni moved closer. Tentacles snaked back and forth. It gave off waves of heat. It towered over me and all I could do was stand still with my eyes down. Its member was a foot away from me but I gazed at it like a hungry animal. 


     I couldn’t make sense of what was happening. I felt like I knew the monster. Something about this felt natural in a very unnatural way. That is the best way I could describe it. The urge to fight faded and all that was left was surrender. 


     A tentacle moved toward me. It caressed my hair, down my face and across my lips. I reached out and ran my fingers down its member. I felt a warm confusion as the tips of my fingers marveled at how smooth it was. A clawed hand touched my cheek. I let out a sad sigh. 


     Tentacles caressed my body. Some went under my black dress. When they reached the top of the slits, they tugged at the fabric and pulled. My dress slowly ripped off my body. My pink nipples hardened. I tried to shyly cover my pussy with my hands. I could feel how wet I was. The Oni reached down and pulled my hands away. It gazed at my naked body, breathing hard.  


     I fell to my knees before the demon. Tentacles ran along my firm tits, swirling around my nipples. They moved along my neck and down my body. They ran along my thighs as I remained motionless. Its member grew semi hard. A hand took my chin and lifted it up. I stared into its red eyes. Something pressed against my lips and I opened up. The tip of its hard cock slid into my mouth. My eyes closed, lost in pleasure. My lips closed around the shaft. Its black cock pushed in and out. My hands raised and circled around the shaft. I pumped with my hands as my tongue pressed the end against the roof of my mouth. I caught myself moaning as the creature pushed his hips. Tentacles rained down squeezing my tits. One made its way south and found my nub like it always knew where it was. 


     I had to pull the tip of his cock out of my mouth and let out a steamy sigh. I licked with my tongue and slid it into my wet lips. My other pair of lips was soaked as another tentacle pressed against my tight line. It moved them aside and pushed into me. Bursts of pleasure filled me as I moved my mouth over the black cock. I picked up the pace. Sucking noises filled the stone chamber. The Oni let out a small moan. 


     I pulled the cock out of my mouth. “Please. Please fill me. I need your seed. Please fill all of me.” I begged. 


     Black tentacles wrapped around my arms and legs. I was lifted gently into the air. My breathing quickened as my arms and legs were held out stretched. The demon was fully hard, and like a doll I was lowered onto its cock. I let out a primal scream as his size pushed aside my pussy walls and filled me to the breaking point. I relaxed my muscles, crying for him to push it in further. Black tentacles held me close to his chest. My tits pushed against his hard muscles. I opened my mouth to beg for more and a thick tentacle pushed in. I slobbered on it as another tentacle curled along my ass toward my hole. I never had anyone enter me that way. But with my body as its play thing, it could do whatever it wanted. Right now, I belonged to the Oni. 


     The tip pushed in and then more of it pushed further. I cried and moaned. My body undulated to keep up. Everything about me was spread wide open. An orgasm blasted my senses and then another started to build. Ten seconds later I came again. Tentacles curled along my ass as his fat cock pushed in and out. Tears of joy flowed. His body was connected to mine. I was lost in a sea of ebony tentacles. 


     I heard gunfire in the distance. A tentacle pulled from my mouth so I could breathe. I reached out and curled my arms around its neck. I moved my hips as I hung off the demon. I felt his cock get fatter. 


     “Please my love. We don’t have much time. Come in me. Come all over me. They will be here soon. I don’t want them to hurt you. Do as your mistress say, come my pet!” 


     The Oni growled. I felt dizzy as another orgasm rocketed through me. Its breathing grew faster with each thrust. I pleaded and begged as more gunfire echoed outside. I would not be denied! 


     The demon let out a glass shattering shrill. I screamed with it as its cock bulged inside me and hot jets of come filled me. The tentacles around me also bulged and the tips opened up. I felt hot cream fill my ass while streams of come splattered over my tits, neck, stomach and face. I bucked like a wild demon, my hot pussy sliding up and down. White come spilled out of my holes.  


     The stone doors rumbled from an explosion. I slid off the Oni and fell to my knees. It pressed its cock against my cheek and I kissed the end. I took it into my mouth and milked out all the come I could drink. My world started to fade and then everything went black. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     The CIA and Tokyo police managed to fight their way into the strong hold. James grabbed Kate and fought his way out, receiving two bullets in the shoulder for his trouble. Many of the foot soldiers were killed in the fire fight. Miyazaki and Sam were not among the dead. Teams found secret tunnels leading to the sewers. After that the trail went cold. 


     They found me lying on the marble floor by the white pool. I was covered in a white liquid, sleeping. I was cleaned up and rushed to the hospital. There I woke up like everything was a dream. I spent the next week being psychologically tested and interviewed. It was extensive but I had no memory of what had happened. I didn’t tell them but when I slept, I dreamed of my black demon.  


     A month later I was cleared to return to duty. Something in me had changed. I remembered the conversation with Miyazaki. Four more Oni would come looking for me to fill my belly with their seed. Despite my feelings for the demons, I had to put a stop to it. I am not a believer in prophecy and I am in control of my own destiny. And with that, I hunted down any piece of information I could find to fight this threat. One demon had its way with me but heaven watch out for the next one. 


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Shades of Greys 


    






      [image: ]

    



  




  

     A deep sigh escaped my lips as I lay on the hood of the car. The night was clear and the stars blinked pinpoints of distance light. My mind hovered on the great beyond as I tried to push away the terrible week I had. It was Friday night and I was ready to let all my troubles smooth away thinking about the universe and beyond. 


     The air was perfect for star gazing. The hum of crickets played on as a shooting star streaked across the horizon. I could lie here all night and stare at the sky. It was one of the few times I felt free. Living in some no name town in the middle of nowhere, there wasn’t much to do but take in nature’s glory. My normal life was pretty lonely. I spent most of my time going to work, going home to my cat and sleeping. Even at my young age I could feel myself turning into some crazy cat lady. The job was no better. They worked me like a slave because they knew they could. When you have a small town with so few jobs, it was easy to take advantage the help.  


     My mind melted away to fantasies of leaving this pathetic life and exploring the world. I cursed myself for not being strong enough to just get up and go. Why was I staying? The answer always frightened me and every time I thought about it, I pushed it away. I hoped things would change but I could never admit to myself that I was scared of leaving my comfort zone. 


     I could feel my mouth sour to the thought of my comfort zone. My boss was always touching my ass. He would accidently brush against my tits as he tried to get pass me in the hallways. His son wasn’t much better. A grown man, his father gave him a job doing nothing and getting paid more than most people in town. I knew because I handled payroll. That jerk was always talking to me, promising me he would make my life better if I just fell to my knees and blow him. He didn’t like it when I laughed. Ever since then he and his father have made my life an HR nightmare. How I wanted to just kick them in their balls and walk out with my head held high.  


     But no, here I was, lying on the hood of my car on a Friday night in the middle of nowhere, thinking about things I will never do. How sad is my life right now? Well, I had the beautiful stars over me. Seeing their light made my world very small and to tell you the truth, that was a good thing. 


     Another shooting star streaked across the sky. I could feel my mind float away on puffy dreamy clouds. The tension in my shoulders bled away. If only I could feel like this all the time. If I could see those stars from another place on Earth, how wondrous life would be. Maybe I need to make a better effort on leaving this back water town. What do I have here but endless days of getting my ass pinched. Plus, I love my cat but she can be a real demanding bitch sometimes. My lips bloomed into a smile. I had to laugh at myself because it seems everyone wanted their way, even my cat.  


     Not that I minded if someone took control. Guilt filled me about my other fantasies. I was a hopeless romantic. How I wanted my knight in shining armor to sweep into town and take me far away. We would see the world together and never go wanting for anything but each other. 


     I remembered the bottle of wine I had on the passenger seat. Since I didn’t have my dream man with me right now, I could always visit him at the bottom of a bottle. I swung my legs over the side of the hood and landed on dirt. With a few quick steps, I was in the car and pulling my emergency wine glass and cork screw from the glove compartment. With the glass on the hood of the car, bottle and corkscrew in hand, I stabbed at the cork and began twisting. A moment later I was filling the glass with red and gently putting the bottle down on the hood. 


     I held the glass high. “To a better life filled with dreams, stars and wine.” I toasted with the universe and took a long, deep gulp. 


     I swished the wine in my glass and turned my gaze to the heavens. Maybe I could go into town and hang out for a few hours. We only had two bars in the whole damn place but it could be fun in small doses. Maybe after I finish the bottle I could drive into town. I didn’t have to worry about being pulled over by the police. We only had one sheriff and everyone knew that Friday night was the night he met up with his mistress. God this place sucks. 


     “I just want to get out of here.” I whispered to no one in particular. 


     Suddenly, the sky lit up in a brilliant flash. I had to cover my eyes before it faded away. As my vision adjusted, something big and black nearly blocked out the sky. It moved over the forest in my direction. I stood still, staring as the oval shape moved closer and closer to me. 


     “Calm down Kara. It’s not what you think.” I said to myself as the shape moved over me and blocked out the stars. 


     Seconds passed. I found myself holding my breath as the oval darkness halted over me. This can’t be what I think it is. I watch the Historic channel all the time but this in no way could be the very thing I laugh about when I watch those shows. I mean I’m not some unhinged redneck with nothing better in my life then telling fake stories trying to impress people, am I? I looked at the bottle of wine, my glass, the woods and realized that I was fitting the criteria pretty closely, except the wine made me a high-class red neck. But this is crazy! I must have drunk too much too quickly. The wine must have gone straight to my head. Yea, that has to be it. 


     Small lights appeared around the edges of the dark shape. A second later, a huge spot light appeared in the middle right over me. The area lit up like it was day time. My hand covered my eyes again. 


     “Great. This is exactly what I think it is.” I said out loud. 


     The light blinded me for moments. Before I had a chance to regain my senses and run the fuck out of there, another flash pulsed. My body was lifted off the ground. I tried running but my legs kicked at nothing as my body was slowly pulled up. The light pulsed the closer I floated. There was another flash and everything went dark. 


     My mind swam through the darkness. I knew something wasn’t right. With that thought I forced myself to open my eyes. I blinked as everything came into focus. I felt fine as I sat up and took in my surroundings. I was on a smooth metal table. The room was gray and bare. A small light illuminated the room as I turned and let my legs hang over the side. I was still dressed and even had my wine glass still in hand. It was half full without a drop spilled. I immediately took a deep sip and licked my lips. 


     “Well at least I still have you.” I said to the wine glass, holding it up to my face. 


     After a few more sips, I was feeling pretty loose. So far it wasn’t so bad. I mean I wasn’t in some dream state and I wasn’t being probed. Not that I would mind it. I mean I have always wanted to do anal but never had the nerve to try. If this was really happening and if some aliens wanted to explore my shapely ass, how was I going to stop them? A quick thrill ran through me that maybe aliens where going to force an anal probe on me.  


     A rectangular outline appeared on one of the gray walls. It shifted and slid sideways. It didn’t make the swoosh sound like in Star Trek and I let out a little disappointed moan. In the doorway stood a humanoid creature, cloaked in shadows. I could make out the glint of light from its large oval eyes. 


     I watched it as it watched me. I took another sip while never taking my eyes off the creature. The wine was calming my nerves so I didn’t necessarily feel fear but a growing curiosity. I started to kick my legs as I waited for the humanoid to move. 


     The light in the room grew a little brighter. The humanoid stepped out of the shadows and into the room. The first thing I noticed was its face. Large oval eyes stared at me. Its skin was smooth, gray and hairless. It had two slits where a nose should be, a thin little mouth and no ears. As my eyes took the alien in, my mouth dropped when I saw it was wearing an expensive looking black three-piece suit. I was having trouble trying to comprehend why an alien was wearing a rather stylish suit? 


     “I hope we didn’t scare you.” The dapper grey alien said in a harmonic voice. 


     I picked my jaw off the ground and composed myself. Get yourself together girl. “I…well…no, not really. I mean your kind have been doing this stuff for years. This almost seems normal.” The wine was talking, I’m sure of it. 


     “We do routine patrols around your planet. You have a ritual of spending every sixth day of your week cycle in the woods staring at the sky. I felt we needed to speak and meet with you.” 


     I let out a small laugh. “There are millions of people doing the same thing every night, why on earth would you meet me out of all of them?” I was curious. 


     The grey tilted his head forward slightly. “That was my decision. But I shouldn’t be so rude. My name doesn’t translate well into your language so I have adopted the name Adam.” He held out a gray three fingered hand. 


     “Kara.” I said taking his hand and giving it a light shake before pulling back. 


     “I’m pleased to meet you, Kara. If you please, follow me as I give you a tour of my ship.” 


     “So, there won’t be any anal probes?” I couldn’t believe those words fell out of my mouth. 


     “Excuse me?” Adam again tilting his gray head. 


     “Oh, sorry. I mean your kind seem to have a reputation of…well…never mind.” I trailed off. 


     Adam walked through the door. I guzzled the last bit of wine, placed the glass on the table and followed the finely dressed alien. The corridor was the same gray color as the room. Adam led the way with me close behind. I wish I was freaking out but I wasn’t. Maybe I fell and hit my head and this was all a dream. Or maybe I had to accept the possibility that I was some redneck being examined on a spaceship by aliens. 


     “We will be taking a quick trip around your solar system. I am hoping we can spend some time together to get to know each other.” 


     “A trip around the solar system?” I think it was weird when I said it. 


     “Yes, I was thinking of visiting Saturn. The rings are quite beautiful.” Adam said only slightly turning his head to me and giving me a hint of a smile. 


     Visit Saturn! I wanted to faint but I kept it together. “That would be wonderful. But Adam, I have to ask why are you doing this? Did I hit my head or something?” 


     Adam stopped and turned to me. “You didn’t hurt yourself. We are really here. As to why you are here, let us talk when we reach the viewing room.” 


     We made a few twists and turns down corridors. My eyes went wide when I saw other Greys walking by. They weren’t wearing suits. Instead, they wore black skin tight body uniforms. They eyed me while I gave a disarming smile. My skirt was riding up. I grabbed the edges and pulled it down while checking out my blouse. Why was I fixing myself up to impress? I mean there was a decked-out alien leading me to the mysterious viewing room. I remembered my mom telling me to always look your best in front of company. 


     Soon we stood in front of double doors. They slid open and I whispered the swoosh sound under my breath. Adam looked back, eyed me and then proceeded to walk into the room. I followed making sure my hair was okay. I wish I had a mirror with me. 


     We entered the viewing room. I was quite surprised on how lavish it was. It looked like a high-end lounge. Comfy couches filled the main section. Something similar to a bar was to the back of the room. The floor was carpeted but it seemed to move, almost breath as we made our way in. A table was off to the side with strangely bent chairs. One wall had a huge view of the night sky, like a view screen on Star Trek. But this one was bigger and had some serious high definition. The stars passed us quickly, leaving a hint of red in their wake. 


     “We slowed our engines to the speed of light. I thought we should take our time reaching Saturn.” Adam said as he moved to the bar. 


     “This is very nice.” I said taking it all in. 


     “Would you like some something to drink? We have some fine Tronya.” Adam pulled out two glasses and filled one. 


     “Sure, I’ll have a little.” Drinks with an alien, has my life come full circle? 


     Adam poured into the second glass. He turned and handed it to me. I watched as he took a sip first. I hesitantly took a sip. I was quite shocked to find tronya tasted a lot like whiskey. Adam held out a gray hand and pointed to a big couch. 


     I sat with my glass. The couch seemed to move and adjust to my form. A second later it felt like I was sitting on a cloud. Adam sat at the other end of the couch, holding his glass like something out of Mad Men. 


     “I am quite impressed with your bravery. Most humans we have studied are quite fearful of anything different. My instincts were right with you.” 


     “Adam, you have been gracious but why am I here? Is this how you study us now? Not that I’m complaining but I feel like I’m in the dark.” 


     “Forgive me Kara. To put it bluntly, my kind are planning to officially meet with your governments and begin bridging our two species. We have been studying many of your kind and are looking for suitable candidates for ambassadors.” Adam took a sip of his tronya. 


     I swished my drink. “You think I would make a good ambassador? I’m just an admin in a small town. How would I become an ambassador between worlds?”  


     Adam smiled. “You do not give yourself enough credit. On a genetic level you are strong and healthy. Your mind is open. You have strength inside you that you haven’t fully realized.” 


     “You can tell all this by scanning me?” 


     Adam put his glass down. “I know this from watching you and seeing into your mind. Our species is telepathic. I have been watching you for some time.” 


     I wish it felt creepy that an alien was stalking me but there was something oddly romantic about it. Plus, this tronya stuff was really making me feel good. “Are you reading my mind now?” 


     “No. I promised myself to no longer gaze into your mind unless you gave me permission.” 


     My eyes went to the view screen and watched as Mars floated by. My heart leaped into my chest as I stared at the red planet. I couldn’t believe I was actually travelling through our solar system, seeing things up close that most will never see in their lifetime. My head grew swimmy as I tried to contain my excitement.  


     “Adam, this is a lot to take in.” 


     “Understandable. Let us take our time and simply talk.” 


     The next twenty minutes were spent talking about all sorts of subjects. Adam was quite charming as he told me about his ship and crew. Apparently, he was the captain of this ship. Several of his race were ordered to study and make contact with earth. He told me that cattle mutilations were completely ridiculous. Their technology was so advanced they never had to operate on any living creature. I let out a sigh of relief because I like cows. 


     Soon the conversation turned to me and that is when I felt uncomfortable. Adam was good with not pushing too hard. He would quickly change the subject when I was clearly uncomfortable. But soon I grew more comfortable around him. It was like I was talking to someone who knew me for who I was. I know he read my mind before but he still seemed to really be enamored by me. I wasn’t sure what to say and found myself blushing a few times as he stared at me with those big beautiful black eyes. 


     When we reached Saturn, I felt myself stand up in awe. Pictures can never do it justice. The brilliance of the celestial body was more than I could put into words. I wish there was a poet here to describe the beauty. I found time to lose all meaning and I stood there, eyes wide and mind blown on how extraordinary the universe could be. Then I felt a thin hand on my hip. 


     I looked down to see Adam’s gray hand gently touching my hip. I turned to him and felt heat creep into my face. I didn’t know what to say or even do. I was in shock as my heart thudded in my chest. Adam looked down and gave a small gentle smile. 


     “Do you wish to be an ambassador for our worlds?” 


     I looked up into his smooth gray face. I could feel myself nod. 


     Adam turned away and went to the bar. He reached behind and pulled out a tablet. He tapped the screen and walked over to me. I reached out and took it. The screen was covered in symbols I had never seen before. Adam touched the screen again and the symbols turned into English. I scanned the text, trying to take it all in but my mind was fuzzy.  


     “It is a contract. I know your species value documentation so all parties can be in agreement. We take the joining of our two races very seriously.” 


     I continued to read when a paragraph really stood out.  I looked up at Adam. “We must share our bodies?” 


     Adam touched my chin with long gray fingers. “Our kind share many things. One of them is our bodies. We do this to confirm agreements and celebrate established parameters. Otherwise, the agreements would be worthless. How do you know if any creature is genuine unless they share a piece of themselves? If you place your thumb….” 


     “Done.” I said cutting Adam off and handing back the tablet. 


     Adam took the tablet from me and placed it on the couch. The couch shifted, moved and swallowed it. Heat filled my body as I stared at the gray alien. The contract promised to visit both worlds regularly. To see the stars and planets, even new ones, was too much for me not to accept. There was some more print but at this point in time there was no way I could say no to this chance of a lifetime.  


     Adam moved close to me. His eyes barely blinking as a thin hand reached out and touched my hip again. I was breathless. His touch was hot and I was flush from excitement. 


     “Do we celebrate our agreement now?” It came out in a low whisper. 


     “We do.” Adam said quietly. 


     His hands touched my hips. Slowly I was pushed back. My eyes darted around. Was this how they start? Do they get pushy? Will sharing our bodies be rough? I felt myself grow wet at the last thought. 


     My ass touched the end of the strange table with the bent chairs. I glanced down to see the chairs melt into the floor. Adam brushed the back of his long fingers against my neck. My breathing quickened. Was this really happening? 


     Adam’s hands reached down and cupped my firm ass. He was tall and thin but I could feel an intense strength just from his touch. He lifted me up and sat me on the edge of the table. From the corner of my vision, several shapes snaked up from under the table. I could feel them entwine around my wrists and ankles. Before I could move, they tugged, holding my arms back and spreading my legs. The table under me shifted to form a comfortable seat. I looked over to see silver tentacles holding me in place. A Twilight Zone episode came to mind and I gasped. What if they are going to bring out that cookbook “To Serve Man” and tell me that sharing our bodies meant they were going to eat me? Why was that thought making me wetter? Maybe the wine and tronya was really going to my head. 


     Smaller tentacles rose up. Gently they pushed my skirt up, exposing my pink panties. Adam stood before me, watching as the tentacles touched and soon pushed on my womanhood. Excited fear turned to excited heat. Watching him as the tentacles explored in between my legs was turning me on to eleven. Right now, I was at his mercy and it felt freeing. He seemed so powerful before me. I was so turned on he could do anything and I doubt I would say no. 


     There was a pulling as tentacles pulled my wet panties off. They closed my legs by the ankles. My panties slid down my thighs, to my ankles. The tentacles shifted as they pulled them off and held them. Adam reached down and took it from an outstretched tendril. He held it up to the slits in the middle of his face and took a deep breath. His eyes closed as he continued to inhale. 


     I could feel smaller tentacles again against my open gash. I quivered as they rubbed against my sex. One touched my clit and I shuddered my approval. More tentacles moved to my chest. They pulled up my blouse and unhooked my bra with precision. I gave a playful gasp as my tits were free. This seemed to amuse Adam for he smirked, letting my panties fall to the floor. Warm tentacles rose up and wrapped around my nipples. Moans escaped my lips. I struggled a little with the bonds but the more I struggled, the firmer in place they held. 


     Adam watched as I writhed from the intense pleasure. Everything was blur as every right spot was touched and fondled. I felt a growing emptiness in me that needed to be filled. At that thought, a thick tentacle touched my trembling pussy and slowly pushed in. I let out a long moan as it spread me open. 


     Adam touched a band on his wrist. His suit shifted and morphed and became a skin tight uniform like the other crew. My eyes fell to his hips and I could see the outline of a snake like monster in between his legs. As much fun as the tentacles were, I wanted to know what Adam’s alien cock felt like. 


     The grey alien bent down to his knees. The tentacles in and on my pussy shrank away. Adam’s touched my thighs as his thin slit of a mouth moved close to my pink pussy. I put my head back and pleasure bloomed. His tongue snaked out and licked my clit just the way I liked it. It was almost like he knew just how to touch me in the right way. My mind went back to the few times I pleasured myself on the hood of my car with stars overhead. Was he watching me, studying me on those nights? Did he pleasure himself to my image while I pleasured myself to the universe? Thoughts bled away as ecstasy poured into me. His tongue touched my engorged clit and I found myself pressing my pussy to his face. Moans grew louder as I wanted him to lick me forever. His tongue swirled around my clit in a slow gentle rhythm. I kept holding myself to his mouth. I was gushing all over him with my juices. 


     Adam pulled away. A tentacle took his place, pushing into me. It began vibrating. The orgasm came suddenly as my body bucked. Tentacles gently squeezed my nipples as deep moans dripped from my lips. The gray alien touched his wristband again. The skin tight black uniform shifted and flowed up his body, down his arm and into the wrist band. Through the blinding orgasm I looked at the alien Adam before me. 


     Adam’s body wasn’t like the grey aliens you see on the Historic Channel. His body had some muscle definition but it was like a swimmer’s build. His skin was a medium gray. His limbs were long and thin. My eyes fell to his manhood and I couldn’t take my eyes off of it. It was long and thick. It wasn’t like a man’s penis with a head. Instead, it was smooth and pointed like a thick vibrator. It was growing harder and harder the longer I stared. 


     Tentacles moved away as he stepped in between my thighs. I wanted him to stick that alien gray cock in me and never pull out. Adam’s three fingered hand grabbed the base and pressed the end to my dripping wet pussy. I wanted to clamp my thighs around him, helping him push deep within me. As if I commanded it, the tentacles around my ankles fell away. Adam put the end of his thick gray cock to my pussy lips. My legs wrapped around him, hungrily urging him on. Together, he pushed into me while I closed my legs around him. He spread me wide as his cock pushed in inch after inch. My mouth made a perfect O as he pushed to the hilt. Adam made no noise, not a single moan but I was making enough noise for both of us. 


     Adam’s thin hips pushed into my creamy thighs. I squeezed his cock with my pussy every time he pulled out. This urged him to up the tempo. I was dizzy on good he felt. I glanced off to see Saturn in the distance but soon I was falling back into pure pleasure. I could feel a growing pressure between my legs as another orgasm was building. Every time he stabbed me deep, I whimpered and moaned. Adam watched me silently as if still studying me. 


     “Is…is…this your …first time with a human?” I tried to get out in between waves of pleasure. 


     “Yes, you are my first.” Adam said sliding in and out faster and faster. 


     I wanted to ask another question but my world exploded in fireworks. My body involuntarily shuddered as my nerves exploded in another orgasm. More tentacles moved away and his thin fingers cupped my tits. His thumb pressed over my sensitive nipples as I bit my lip in ecstasy. 


     Adam continued on for long moments before pulling out with a wet “Slop!” Two doors slid open and figures moved in. I was surprised and tried to cover myself up but the tentacles held me in place. Aliens of different shades of gray walked in. Their eyes blinked at me as I was spread open before Adam. My eyes fell to their bodies. They were all naked. I counted eight greys and they moved in close, surrounding me in a semi-circle. 


     “Adam?” I said trying to regain my composure. A tentacle reached up and rubbed my clit as if to soothe me. It was working. 


     “Kara, this is my crew. They will share themselves with you. It is important that many of us share and breed with you to ensure a solid agreement.” 


     “Breed?” I managed while the tentacle stroked my clit. 


     “Yes. Our races are compatible. Your body is strong and can hold our children. This will ensure a proper mixture of our genetic material. We have learned so much from watching your species mating videos. This was covered in the contract.” 


     Damn, this is what I get for not reading the entire contract. But it was hard to think as that wonderful tentacle vibrated and stroked my clit. I was having trouble saying no, not that I really wanted to. My curiosity was getting the better of me. I wanted to know what mating video’s they were talking about. I had a guess but the thought of it actually happening was making me wetter. 


     “We have watched what you call ‘Gang Bangs’ and want to please you in that way. It is similar to how we breed. We also know that if you say no that you really mean yes and want us to proceed anyway. So, we will continue to breed with you until we are all done.” 


     I was so lost in pleasure that I couldn’t say no or yes so, I simply nodded with half closed eyes. I never had been in a gang bang before. Hell, I was never on an alien ship so tonight was full of surprises. 


     Adam watched as one of his crew moved up. The tentacle fell away. He stared at my open pussy, his warm fingers running over its wetness, touching my clit. I bucked as a shock of pleasure rumbled through me. He held up wet fingers to his slitted nose and took a deep breath. The tentacles around my arms and legs loosened. The seat tipped me forward and I fell on my hands and knees before them. The mood in the room changed. I could sense eagerness from all of Adam’s crew. 


      I sat up but stayed on my knees. Adam was first, taking his large rod and pressing it to my lips. I opened to say something but he stuffed his hard cock into my mouth. The texture of it was smooth as he pushed back and forth in my mouth. My hands reached up, touched and gliding fingers over two other gray cocks. They watched as my hand encircled them and started stroking their members. They seemed to approve as they nodded their heads. The two I stroked grew harder in my hands as I sucked on Adam’s alien cock. I pressed my tongue along the bottom of his shaft, forcing it against the roof of my mouth. My pussy wasn’t getting much attention but I kept at it, firmly stroking their cocks. 


     I could feel a grey behind me. His body glowed with heat. Long fingers played with my pussy lips and I moaned with Adam’s cock deep in my mouth. Other hands reached down and squeezed my tits and played with my nipples. I was so sensitive and lost to their touch that my moans grew louder. 


     The cock in my right hand bulged. I couldn’t turn my head but felt the splash of come shooting onto my arm and chest. It was hot and rolled down my skin. The grey pulled away and another took his place. I wanted to see them come, taste their life as they used me. I looked up at Adam. He stared at me with unblinking black eyes. His cock bulged in my mouth. I could feel my mouth open wider as molten jets of come spurted into my throat and fill my mouth. It was an obscene amount of come. Instead of a salty taste like a human man, it tasted sweet. What I didn’t drink down spilled out of the corner of my mouth. 


     Gray hands reached down and pulled me up. Adam’s cock slipped out of my mouth. I was breathing fast as they turned me around and laid me face down on the table. A tentacle stretched over my waist and held me down in the middle. I looked back as a grey spread my ass with his hands and pressed his cock to my tight slit. I couldn’t believe what was happening. It looked like they were lining up to fuck me. A few broke away and came around the table. The tentacle held me in place. Several stood before me with hanging hard cocks. I could feel one slide into me from behind. I let out an “OOOOooooo”. In front of me, one took his cock and slapped my cheek. Did he learn that from a video? Before I could say anything, he shoved it into my mouth. Cocks slid back and forth from each end of me. 


     “You like that you little slut.” said the grey pushing into my mouth. 


     I gave a throaty giggle as I looked up at him. This made him harder. They must have really enjoyed those porn movies. Something in me changed with the growing mood. They had no real idea what it was like to mate with a human. So, I decided to play up their fantasy as much as I could. Just the thought of it made me hornier. I clenched my pussy with the hard cock behind me. This made him push deeper and harder. 


     I let my tongue play with the end slit of his gray member. It stiffened and come burst forth into my waiting mouth. I sucked down the sweetness. His cock slipped out and another took its place. The sound of alien on human skin filled the room and the one behind me grew rambunctious. He drove his cock deep and kept it there. It expanded, spreading my pussy muscles wide. His cock pulsed and throbbed as jets of alien come filled me. It was so much that I could feel it dripping out. He pulled his cock from me and another, slightly larger one took its place.  


     The current grey in my mouth held my head as I deep throated his cock. I reached up and gripped his hard member. I started to lick the end while looking up at him. The table massaged my nipples pressed against it. I let out little whimpers as I slathered his gray smooth cock. 


     “Yea, I’m your dirty girl. Your cock tastes so good.” I wasn’t about to tell them that I had probably seen the same movies. 


     I pressed my lips around the end. A second later my mouth was filled with more spurts of alien come. He pulled away and another stood before me. I stroked his cock but looked behind. A darker grey was slamming into my ass. His cock was so big that I was whimpering loudly. 


     “It’s so big! Don’t stop!” I squealed. I felt dirty and so turned on that I didn’t think I could stop. 


     My pussy clenched as pressure started to build. I let out a scream as nerves exploded. My world turned white for moments as I tried squeezing the big cock in me. I could feel him pull out and slide that big cock in between my ass cheeks.  I looked back to see globs of white come burst from the tip, all over my back and ass, which at this point I was dripping come and my own personal juices. They seemed to know just how to please me. Either they were very good or I was a real slut deep down inside. 


     It was then I noticed something odd about my alien lovers. I looked at their dangling cocks covered in come, pussy juice and salvia. They were still hard and showed no sign of shrinking. How long could they go? I didn’t know but my body couldn’t stop responding to them. Every time they pulled out, my pussy hungered for more. I couldn’t remember ever being this horny. Was it the experience of being with them? Or was it simply these horny aliens fucking my celestial body to the other celestial body on the view screen? I just didn’t feel right not having them in me. 


     I could feel the cock in my hands slip away just as the darker grey behind me moved away. I looked back to see Adam standing behind me again. His eyes shined like black diamonds. His thin hands grabbed my ass and spread my cheeks. I could feel the table adjust slightly under me but it still held me tight. 


     “I will proceed with your earlier request to be probed. I understand that you never had anyone take you that way so I will be your first.” said Adam. 


     A nervous tremble filled me. I never had anyone there. I know I will be tight and Adam’s alien cock was pretty big. I didn’t see lube anywhere so I braced myself. I knew even if I said no, he would continue. Something hot flared inside me as I played into their fantasies. 


     “No Adam! You’re too big. Your cock won’t fit.” I whimpered looking back. 


     I noticed several gray cocks’ pulse to my protests. I was really turning them on and they just wanted to stuff all my holes. I feebly tried to buck and struggle. I felt the tip of Adam’s cock touch my asshole. I was so horny I shifted and moved snuggling my pucker to his thick cock. I gasped as come splashed all over my tight hole. He wasn’t even in me and he was already coming? Then I felt the tip massage his come all over my hole. He was slathering his come as lube for easier access. I tried to relax as much as I could. I heard that the more relaxed you were the easier it was. Just as I took a few deep breaths, Adam pushed his cock into me. 


     I felt my world open up as his smooth cock spread me wider and wider. I cried out and whimpered as inch after inch pushed in. I bucked still strapped to the table as he forced his way in all the way to the hilt. There he kept his cock, deep in me, letting me adjust to his girth. 


     Two greys moved to my face, holding their cocks to me. My hands snaked forward to touch them, caress them. I stroked their shafts but these two wanted more. Adam slid his come covered cock back and forth in my tight ass, hands holding my cheeks wide. The two greys in front of me pushed both of their cocks to my face. I could do nothing as both gray cocks pushed into my mouth. I was forced to suck both of them at once. I could feel my mouth stretch wide to take them. They each slid in a different rhythm as my tongue licked their tips. Adam was steady and powerful as he rammed my ass. For the thin grey alien, he felt powerful. He penetrated me deep. He went where no man had gone before. My body shuddered as his smooth hips pounded into me. Adam’s cock bulged, spreading my world wider. I moaned as come flooded my tight ass. Even for these aliens, it seemed like more than before. He continued for moments before his cock bulged again and more come streamed out. 


     Adam pulled out. I sucked on the two cocks in my mouth side by side. Just as my ass was feeling neglected, both cocks exploded, showering come down my throat. I sucked down their sweetness until they pulled away. The table underneath me shifted. I was twisted and turned onto my back. The tentacle around my waist continued to hold me in place, come dripping from my used holes. I was feeling dizzy and amazing. I had drunk so much alien come that I felt drunk and high at the same time. I rubbed my clit, licking my lips, wanting more and more of their gray cocks. 


     Adam and his crew surrounded me. Adam was between my legs but the others moved close. The table shifted and grew smaller so soon all were touching me with their alien members. Some stroked their cocks. Adam took his member and spread my pussy wide again. Different shades of greys pushed and touch their cocks to me. The table shifted, lowered and sat me up slightly. One of the dark grey aliens crawled underneath me. He lay on his back as his cock touched my dripping ass. The table lowered. Adam came with me, gently rocking his hips into mine. Alien cocks found their way into my hands while one filled my mouth. Like one living being, we moved and writhed. Adam pushed in and out of me while slippery cocks slid back and forth in all my holes. The one alien underneath me spread my tight ass wide. I was humming to all of them taking me anyway they could. The buildup was too much. The pressure was growing and growing. They filled that emptiness inside me and I loved every second of it. They knew me better than I knew myself and I surrendered to breeding desires. My eyes squeezed shut as all my nerve endings started to glow. On and on they took me and pleasured me. The room was hot and sticky as they all increased their tempo as one. I sucked on the cock hard as my holes were pounded by thick alien dicks. My body trembled and my eyes went wide. Orgasm after orgasm shattered my world. I couldn’t stop as a chain of orgasms assaulted my senses and filled me with waterfalls of heaven. My body bucked as it shuddered over and over again from my own orgasms. I choked on the gray cock in my mouth, sucking harder and harder while my legs, hips and upper body twitched. My tits bobbed as I arched my back and let this wet dream wash over me in a tidal wave of lust. Cocks around me bulged and streams of come spurted out. Molten alien come splashed on my tits, stomach, and thighs. The cock in my mouth sprayed a stream of come into my hungry throat. Adam, still between my legs, was relentless. He drilled me harder and harder, his cock growing wider than it ever was before. I gave one tight squeeze with my pussy. He let out a small harmonic moan as a flood of come burst forth. He continued to drill me as come squirted out of my tight slit. The big cock in my ass also exploded, straining my asshole and filling me with their alien love. 


     The tentacle around my waist released. I slid off the small twisted table and collapsed on the floor, my mind and my body far far away. My breathing was labored as I tried to get a hold of myself. Adam lay next to me, his alien fingers running along my skin. The crew stood over me, watching and still as statues. 


     “That… was… amazing.” I whispered. 


     “We still have roughly five more hours of mating. Please rest for we will start again soon.” 


     I gave a small giggle and sighed. My mind tried to comprehend five more hours of fucking by these sexual aliens. But my womanhood quivered in excitement. Cleary, I had no say in the matter. I lay like a sleepy cat on the rug. I rubbed my clit and cooed. I watched as gray cocks responded by twitching. I didn’t want to wait anymore and with a finger I beckoned them to take me again. 


       


     *** 


     I fiddled with the clothing bracelet on my wrist. I tapped commands and the dress changed and morphed into different styles. I couldn’t stop playing with it. Adam stood next to me in his home world’s traditional garb, a deep red robe. I tried to get him to wear the suit again but he felt he needed to speak to the world's leaders in his people’s clothes. 


     Weeks had passed since our initial encounter. In that time, Adam and I grew close. I had learned all that was expected of me and my role as ambassador between our worlds. As we headed back to Earth, I was filled with excitement. The day had officially come for our worlds to finally meet.     


     “Is there anything I should not talk about when I meet your president?” Adam asked flatly. 


      “This is a first meeting so we shouldn’t talk about any mating rituals just yet. Plus, if any agreements are made, we will have to hold off on mating to secure the agreement.” I smiled. 


     Adam glanced at me. “Your world is so… what is the word… uptight?” 


     “Yea, that’s us. But maybe with time your ways will be our ways and vice versa.” 


     My hand instinctually went to my little belly bump. Looking at me you couldn’t see it but I knew a new life was growing inside me. I could feel it already connecting with my mind, knowing me and growing closer. My smile grew brighter. 


     “Be yourself. I will be there to help with translation. You should be fine.” I said fixing the top of his robe. 


     “I was thinking afterwards we can visit your Caribbean islands.” Adam said looking forward. 


     “That sounds wonderful. Bring the crew. I think we will all have a great time.” I winked. 


     The ship’s door opened. Bright light shined in as Adam and I stepped out onto the White House lawn. A smiling president waved in the distance. We walked on as crowds cheered in the background. Adam and I waved as we strolled in the bright sunlight.  


       


     ~Fin~ 
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     Friday 


     My heart raced when I saw the sign for Lantern Cove. I glanced over to Sara who was sleeping, her head against the window and a small drip of droll hanging from the corner of her mouth. I smiled silently to myself. The poor girl did most of the driving and she simply wasn't a morning person. I bounced in my seat taking in the view. 


     The late afternoon sun blazed in the clear blue sky. The ocean to my left glowed like a blue beacon while sea gulls floated on warm thermals. I was so excited that I waved to the birds as if they knew who I was. I couldn't believe I was doing this. I was really doing this! Sara always complained that I spent too much time in my studies and the lab. The look on her face when I told her we were going away for the weekend was priceless. She nearly threw our bags into the trunk an hour later.  


     Now here we were, travelling to a small fishing village in the middle of nowhere. If my sources were right, then this trip was going to be the kind of a lifetime. I mentally checked off my supply list for the hundredth time. I didn't give Sara all the details because I knew she would worry but I needed a partner for this adventure. 


     "Are we there yet?" Sara groaned. 


     I glanced again as Sara sat up, hand going to the drool by her mouth. My eyes shifted down to the wet spot on her tight shirt. "Almost there. Feel better?" 


     Sara looked down at her shirt and lazily tried to rub the wet spot out. She gave up a second later and put her head back. "Good because I need a drink." 


     "Remember, we can't spend the whole weekend drinking. This is a research project." I said sounding like my mother. 


     Sara turned to me with big blinking eyes. "But Mmmmooooommmm. I want to drink and lounge in the sun. I need muscled shirtless waiters serving me drinks all weekend." Sara whined. 


     "Don't make me turn this car around!" I shouted like an irate parent. 


     The two of us laughed and giggled like we were back in high school. Sara giggled as she pulled up her purse and dug through it. A moment later she pulled out a joint and a lighter. 


     Sara put it in front of me. "We should start the weekend right." 


     I waved her off. "Go ahead. Maybe I will join you when we get there." 


     Sara lit up, lowered the window a sliver and blew a puff of smoke through the opening. "You still haven't told me the details of this research project." 


     I was still bouncing in my seat. "It's connected with my shark research. A few of my sources told me about Lantern Cove and their shark populations." 


     Sara took another drag. "I don't know what is weirder. Your freakish love for sharks or that you have sources?" 


     I blinked but kept my eyes on the road. 


     Sara stared at me. I could feel the heat of her vision on me. She was waiting and watching. The pressure was getting too much. Damn her for knowing me too well. 


     I caved. "Alright, my sources were on Reddit."  


     "Ha! I knew it!" Sara sat back and took another drag. 


     "Even if I just read about it, I thought it would be nice to get some actual field work."     


     "Field work doesn't bother me. I do find it hard to believe that something you read online would make you want to leave the lab." 


     I blushed. "I can do field work." My voice came out a little too whiny for my tastes. 


     "Emma, you're a book worm and lab ghost. You have more fun dissecting and cataloging then being in the sun. You have to be the shiest marine biologist on the planet." 


     "I beg to disagree. What about Derek?" 


     Sara took another drag and let the smoke float before her eyes. "Okay, maybe the second shiest marine biologist." 


     The car was silent for a few moments. 


     "Derek touched my thigh the other night." I said flatly. 


     Sara whipped her head toward me. "He did! That pervert! How far did he get?" 


     "Not far. I pulled his hand off and he walked away. I knew he had a crush on me but I never thought he'd try anything." 


     "Then I take it back. You are the shiest marine biologist in the world. Maybe you should have let him get away with a little more." 


     I let out a sharp laugh. "No way. He seems nice but he just doesn't do it for me." 


     Sara leaned back in her seat. "No one does it for you but that's okay. One day you will meet the fish of your dreams." 


     A fork in the road appeared and I slowly turned to the left. Sara put out her joint and looked around. My eyes grew wider when I saw the town of Lantern Cove appear. I still couldn't believe I was actually here. A few minutes later we were parked in front of our hotel. 


     The Seaside Inn loomed before us. It had all the trademark weathered wood siding and a hanging sign with their name on it. I grabbed my back pack from the back seat while Sara pulled two duffle bags from the trunk. We walked to the front but stopped short when we heard music. We turned our heads and stared down the main street. 


     I for one couldn't believe what I was seeing. The main street was filled with people drinking and laughing. Loud music pumped from speakers and people danced or cheered others on. It was a spectacle to say the least. My mouth slowly curved into a frown while Sara's curved into a smile. Our little sea side village seemed to be party central. 


     "Holy shit Emma! I didn't know this was a party town. Why didn't you tell me?" Sara beamed. 


     My shoulders dropped a little. "I didn't know." Foolish waves washed over me. 


     Sara dropped the bags, turned and hugged me. She knew I didn't handle crowds well. Where did I go wrong? I read there was the annual Fin festival, but the pictures just showed a small number of tourists enjoying their time on Main Street. I had no idea it was a full-blown party town. 


     "Come on. Let's drop our stuff and check it out." Sara said picking up the bags and nearly dancing through the front door.  


     Solemnly I hoisted my back pack and proceeded inside. I had to be okay with the party but my world turned inward a little. We spent the next ten minutes getting our card keys and throwing our bags onto the beds. Well Sara threw her bag while I neatly put mine in their places. The road trip was pretty long and I was ready to crash to start the day anew. Sara had no such impulses. Hands went up and she nearly pushed me toward the door. I managed to grab a small perfume bottle off the dresser and spray my neck with two squirts. Sara crinkled up her nose but kept pushing me toward the door. I knew better than to argue but one drink couldn't hurt. Maybe It will help me get some sleep for tomorrow? 


     The sun dipped low in the sky, bathing the seaside town in a warm orange light. The party certainly didn't die down. Strings of different colored lights turned on along the street. Lanterns on posts glowed to life. Despite my dour expression, the magic of the evening made me feel light and airy like anything was possible.  


     Sara pulled on my arm toward a busy bar. My glasses shifted forward as I was jerked like some living puppet. We sat at a small table near a jovial crowd. I pushed up my dark rimmed glasses while a waiter with a shark fin design on his shirt came over to take our orders. 


      "Two shots of tequila." Sara said eyeing the hunky waiter. 


     I bent forward and tried to whisper. "I can't have tequila. You know how I get." 


     Sara laughed. "Those were for me. But your right, four shots of tequila. Two for me and two for her." 


     The waiter smiled and looked to me. 


     "Appletini please." I said trying to hide my embarrassment. 


     "I will have your drinks shortly." The waiter smiled and was off. 


     Sara showed a concerned smile. "You should relax a little. Talk to me more about this research project." 


     Bless her for knowing what relaxes me. "You know how shape shifters have been in the news for the past year?" 


     Sara's gaze narrowed. "Yea. They have been fighting for their civil rights. They want to be equal like everyone else in the country. I can't blame them. Everyone should be equal. What does that have to do with sharks..." Sara let the last word hang. 


     "There are shifter populations all over the globe. I...." Sara cut me off. 


     "You are looking for weresharks!" Sara said a little too loudly. 


     I looked sideways to a number of patrons turning to us. The stares were for barely a second before they turned back to their conversations. 


     "Keep it down." I said in a low voice. 


     Sara leaned in. "Now I know you're crazy. Werewolves and werebears are trying to get equal rights. As far as anyone knows, those are the only two." 


     "Hear me out. I have been doing some digging. There is a mountain of speculation that there might be more types of were creatures. I found in a few cryptic threads that there is a group of weresharks in Lantern Cove." 


     "So, we are here hunting weresharks? What do you plan to do, study them? If there are some here, do you think they are going to let you measure and record their statistics."  


     The waiter came back and put our drinks on the table. Sara quickly scooped up one shot and downed it. Then she took another and downed it. I sat there with my drinks in front of me. Sara seemed to let everything sink in. She took one of my shots and downed that as well. 


     "I know it sounds weird but all we need to do is observe. We are only spending the weekend and I think I can get some solid data." I said calmly.  


     Sara's expression turned into a smile. She pushed the tequila shot closer to me. "If we are going to do this then you need a shot." 


     "I... uh... I'm fine with my drink." I said reaching for my appletini.  


     "Emma." Sara said firmly. 


     I let out a deep sigh. I picked up the shot and downed it. Sara's smile grew wider as she seemed to loosen up. The tequila burned going down my throat and I took a long sip of my green drink. 


     "Hello ladies." Came a voice to our right. 


     We both looked over to two men in kakis shorts and collared shirts. They looked like poster boys for college frat guys. They practically looked like twins with short black hair and chiseled bodies. I stared a little at their eyes which seemed a little too wide for their faces. 


     Sara rolled her eyes. "Yea, that's a great way of getting our attention." 


     Both men set their eyes directly on me, ignoring Sara completely. "You are positivity radiant. What brings you to Lantern Cove?" One of them said to me while the other gently snatched up my hand into his. 


     I gave a crooked smile. "Oh...uh...having a weekend getaway with a friend." 


     "Join our group over there. Your friend can come too." Said the one holding my hand. 


     "Chad, don't be rude. Hi, my name is Simon and this is Chad. He can get a bit over excited when he meets a beautiful woman." Simon smiled. 


     "We have to introduce her to the others. They will be dying to meet her." Chad rambled off like we didn't have much say. Could it be my perfume was working? 


     "Guys, I admire your excitement but we are having a girl's night out. So..." Sara was cut off. 


     "Hey guys! Come over here!" Chad went on like he met a movie star. 


     Simon looked to me and shook his head. "Sorry." He said as he nudged Chad. 


     "It's alright. My name is Emma and this is my friend Sara." I tried to hide in my own skin. 


     Three more men that looked like carbon copies of Simon and Chad emerged from the crowd. Shyness took over the more all five seemed to stare at me. It was almost like they were all brothers. They even had the same amount of space between the eyes. They crowded around me, excitement on their faces.  


     "Guys can we get a little room here." Sara nearly shouted. 


     All five men ignored Sara as they focused on me. I never in my life had this much attention from so many men. Despite all eyes on me, a thrill ran up my spine. My perfume was working, I think. These men had to be what I was looking for. 


     Chad leaned in close, taking a deep sniff at the air. "Why don't you come back to our place for drinks?" 


     "We have drinks. Maybe you should take it down a notch, Romeo." Sara growled. 


     Chad became insistent. He pulled on my arm, trying to get me up from my seat. The other men didn't seem to mind letting him try to get me to my feet. Simon was the only one looking away but not interfering. I began to panic. Things were working a little well and I had no idea what these men were going to do to me, if they were really men. 


     Sara stood up and grabbed Chad's arm. The frat boy instantly glared at Sara with an animal menace. I tried to pull my arm from Chad's grip but he held me like a vice. The others talked as if nothing was going on. Sara dug her nails into Chad's arm and he finally let go. 


     "You bitch! We just want to talk to your friend!" Chad shouted. 


     The people around us quieted down. I was ready to grab Sara and get out of there when a large man loomed next to me. I turned to see a six-foot four muscled specimen of a man look down at me and then at the group of frat boys around us. 


     "Are you okay? Are these men causing you any trouble?" said the black-haired man with white tips of hair at the temples. 


     Simon stepped forward. "Nothing is happening, Galen. We were just talking to these fine women. We will be on our way, wont we gents?" 


     The other men nodded their agreement. The small crowd shuffled off and went back to the bar. Galen stayed until the frat boys were gone. 


     "Thank you." I said, my voice a little shaky. 


     Galen shot me a kind smile. "Part of my job. I help keep the peace in town. I'm what you call an unaffiliated sheriff." 


     "Unaffiliated sheriff?" I asked while trying not to stare. Something about Galen took my breath away. 


     "I'm here when the crowds get thick, and help keep the peace." Galen peered down at me. 


     "Thank you." Sara said while I stared at him. 


     "I'll be close by if you need me." Galen smiled and bowed slightly. 


     I was at a loss for words and simply nodded my head. Galen turned and walked away from us shooting me an impish smirk. Sara tugged at my arm, breaking the spell. We both sat down but my head was bent forward. I was incredibly embarrassed and my cheeks were red hot. 


     "What was that all about?" Sara asked with wide eyes. 


     I was silent for a few moments before speaking. "You know that perfume I put on before we left?" 


     "Yea, you smell like jasmine."  


     "Well, I figured we needed a way to find a wereshark. I mixed a few drops of blood to my perfume to see if it would have any effect in drawing them out. I didn't expect it to work that well." 


     Sara stared at me in disbelief. "It worked too well. You think all those guys are weresharks?" 


     "Maybe." I said simply. 


     Sara could see the embarrassed look on my face. "Maybe we should pack up and go?" 


     I looked up and met her concerned gaze. "No. We should stay. This is all part of field work. I'm not going to run just because things got a little weird." 


     Sara grinned. "That's my girl!" 


     "Maybe another shot before we go back to the hotel room. I think we earned it." It must have been the shock talking. 


     Sara gave me a toothy smile while raising her hand up for the waiter. 


     *** 


     I was singing a little too loudly as we stumbled to the hotel. Sara used me to help her walk while I was using her to help me walk. We didn't have our coordination down and often tripped all over the street. Luckily, we made it to the hotel without any cuts or bruises. 


     In our room, I flopped on my bed. Sara flopped onto hers with a massive case of the giggles. I took off my glasses and curled my body up in the blankets. Sara turned on her side and looked at me with a goofy smile on her face. 


     "I think Galen was stalking us. He kept passing by on the street." 


     I snuggled into the soft blanket, eyes closed. "You're crazy. He just wanted to make sure we were okay." 


     "I saw how he looked at you. Maybe he is a wereshark too." 


     "Your drunk. Go to bed." I said snuggling in more. 


     "Okay but mark my words, he wants to take a bite out of your curvy ass!" Sara laughed. 


     I simply smiled and let myself drift off to dream land. Maybe she was right. Maybe Galen was checking me out but I know I was also checking him out. I had to put him out of my mind. Tomorrow, I planned for us to visit the cove and see if it was true that sharks of all kinds come to Lantern Cove. The further I drifted to sleep, the more I tried to stick to the plan but the last image I saw was Galen smiling at me. 


     


  




  

     Saturday 


     "Come on sleepy head!" I said while standing over Sara and pulling her blanket. 


     "It's too early. The sun just came up." Sara whined. 


     "It's ten am." I said as Sara pulled the blanket back from me and over her head. 


     "You morning people are evil. Wake me at 3." Sara whined louder. 


     "How about I get some coffee and breakfast?"  


     "Hazelnut coffee and a chocolate chip muffin please." Sara said from under the blanket. 


     I smiled as I left her to her blanket coffin. I had spent the last two hours writing about our experience last night. I took careful notes on how much I sprayed on my neck and the reaction those men had. I wasn't sure if they were weresharks but today was the day I find out more. I gave myself one quick spray of my perfume in hopes that their reaction may be a bit more subdued. It was a risk but one I had to take. If there is indeed a wereshark population here, then I needed to draw them out. 


     I left my sleeping friend and walked out into Main Street. The place was abuzz of activity as people walked in and out of shops while others gathered in restaurants and cafes. I took my time strolling for a place to get breakfast. The air carried that wonderful ocean breeze I couldn't get enough of. Despite having a few drinks last night, I felt wonderful. Excitement pumped through my veins as I readied myself to take on the day. 


     I walked into a small coffee shop. I placed my order and waited, looking at all the hanging knick-knacks on the shelves. A shadow loomed over me. I turned to see a cheerful smile. 


     "Hello again." Galen said as he looked down on me. 


     "Hello." I smiled back. 


     "You really did pick the best place in town for breakfast. Their pancakes keep me coming back every day. I swear they put drugs in them."  


     "Funny you say that. I was about to order some but my friend Sara needs her cup of coffee or she will die." I said and then realized it may have sounded rude. 


     "Completely understandable." Galen nodded. 


     The way Galen looked at me sent shivers of bliss throughout my body. My order came and I was going to take it and walk away when I froze. Sara could wait a little longer. Maybe I should take a moment and enjoy the company of a man who helped keep those frat boys at bay. 


     "I think I can spare some time to sit down for a cup of coffee." I said with a low voice. 


     "You asking to sit with me for a cup of coffee?" Galen smiled. 


     "Yes...I think I am." I said while nervously pushing up my glasses.    


     The large man stepped over to a small table. He pulled my chair out for me. I thanked him and sat down. Galen sat, steam from our coffee rising into the air like haunting spirits 


     "Thank you again for last night." I said holding the cup up to my lips. 


     "You're very welcome." Galen said also taking a sip of his coffee. The large man continued. "What do you do when you're not tempting frat boys?" 


     "Marine biologist. Well, I'm studying to become one. Working on my thesis paper." 


     "Is that why you came to Lantern Cove?" Galen eyed me like I was a fish on a hook. 


     "Sort of. I heard that during the Fin festival there is a large number of sharks in the waters off the cove. I thought I'd do some field research. What brings you here? Do you live here?" 


     Galen sat back. "I visit a few times a year. I have some family that like to vacation here. We tend to meet up but when they are not around, I help keep the peace." 


     "You must have many interesting stories." I said leaning closer. 


     "We can meet tonight and talk. I would love to hear some of your stories." 


     I was filled with silent shock. This man wanted a date and I couldn't find a single reason to say no. I was about to say something when my phone buzzed to life. I fished it out of my shorts and read a text message from Sara. 


     "Where's the coffee? If we are going out, I need it yesterday." The text spelled out. 


     "I have to go. My friend is dying without her coffee." I stood up. 


     Galen looked me up and down. "Tonight?" 


     "Oh yes, sure. Let's meet tonight. Here is my cell. Call me this afternoon and we can meet up." I wrote my number on a napkin.  


     I couldn't believe I just gave him my number. Galen took the napkin and folded it before stuffing it in his jean's back pocket. I turned and nearly bumped into the wall of knick-knacks before turning again and walking out the front door. I hid my face because I could feel the heated glow in my cheeks. 


     I walked back to the hotel. My mind was filled with thoughts of Galen when I saw someone leaning against the sign post of the Seaside Inn. The man noticed me and smiled. Chad walked over and intercepted me by the alley way between the inn and another store front. 


     "Hello Emma. So good to see you again." Chad smiled. 


     "Hello Chad." I said trying to not sound uncomfortable. 


     "I wanted to stop by and apologize about last night. I didn't mean anything by it. I can get a little over excited when I meet beautiful women." 


     "It's okay. Water under the bridge." I just wanted him to go away. 


     I tried to walk pass Chad when he moved and stepped in front of me. "You smell so good." Chad whispered.  


     I was about to say something when a large shadow loomed over me. I turned my head but everything became a blur. Large arms reached out, grabbing and hugging me close. I opened my mouth to scream when a hand covered it. I looked down with wide eyes to the gray webbed hand over my mouth. The smell of ocean water filled my nose as I struggled. The arms had a firm hold as I was dragged further down the alley. Chad followed with an evil smile on his face. The thing holding me pulled me further out of sight. I kicked and thrashed. Turning my head, I let out a muffled scream and passed out. 


     *** 


     My eyes fluttered to the sound of crashing waves. Darkness turned to bright flashes of light as I blinked away the mental cobwebs. Under me, my fingers curled around something soft. Images of the gray monster invaded my mind and I woke with a start. Sitting up, I quickly looked around but everything was blurry. I reached around me and touched my glasses. I unfolded them and put them over my eyes. Beneath me was a soft moss. Around me was an enclosure. My eyes adjusted and I could see that I was in a cave. The mouth of the cave was bright, leading out to the ocean and a clear blue sky. Light shafts from small holes in the ceiling gave the cave a warm glow. My shirt and shorts were soaked. One hand reached up and my hair was damp. A feeling of dread flowed over me. 


     Despite the shafts of sunlight, the cave held spots covered in darkness. I peered around trying to get more of my surroundings when several things moved in the shadows. Small waves lapped at the cave entrance. I turned around while still on my butt to get a better look. My hands and legs clutched at the soft moss when the shadows melted away from the things in the dark. 


     Monsters vaguely shaped like sharks stepped into view. Their bodies were long and lean but they had powerful arms and legs. Gray skin shined in the light as they stepped closer, hammer heads swiveling their bodies to each other and then resting their black gaze on me. I counted five as they moved closer, silent and staring. 


     I scrambled back a few feet to keep a healthy distance. Dread poured over me like cold water on how I was going to get out of here. Swimming for it was not possible and there wasn't a hole big enough for me to climb out. The hammer head monsters stopped within a few feet and surrounded me in a half circle. My breathing quickened but I tried to keep calm. 


     "Are there only hammer head weresharks here in Lantern Cove?" I squeaked. 


     The weresharks turned their heads to each other once again. I could see a small confusion run between them. The biggest one took another step forward. I hoped that bought me some time to think of a way of getting out of here. The hammer head in front of me began to convulse. It let out a painful roar and I found myself yelling too. It fell to its knees, shaking and shifting right before my eyes. I stopped yelling and watched fascinated as the monster shape shifted. Arms and legs slimmed down. The T shaped head melted into its self. Gray skin turned tanned as it shrunk. I was holding my breath when the shark turned human. It looked up and I recognized it immediately. 


      "Simon?" I said upon seeing the frat boy from last night. 


     "Hello Emma. Welcome to our happy little getaway home." Simon smiled. 


     The scientist in me kicked in. "So, there are weresharks here in Lantern Cove. Do you congregate here annually? How many different species are there? Can you give me details about the transformation? Does it hurt? How many...." 


     Simon cut me off. "Wow. You really are interested in our kind." 


     "I'm studying to be a marine biologist. I'm working on my thesis and you guys would be a great help if you told me more." I smiled. 


     Simon looked at me. I think he was trying to understand my hunger for knowledge. I was never good in social settings but put me in front of ocean life and I was a learning freak. My apprehension melted away as I stared back at them with starry eyes. 


     "If you can answer some of my questions then maybe me and the boys can answer some of yours." Simon said with a razor smile. 


     "What do you want to know?" I said putting my legs under me and kneeling before Simon and the hammer heads. 


     "Why are you ready to mate with us?" 


     "Mate?" I heard his words but for a long second, they didn't make any sense. 


     "You have made yourself available. You are carrying the scent, showing you're ready." Simon gave me a questioning raise of his eyebrow.   


     Then it hit me. "Oh! You mean my perfume. I only added a few drops of blood to my perfume to see if it would work on bringing your kind out of hiding. It worked better than I expected." 


     "You used the blood of a female shark. The Fin festival is during our mating season. We come here to find each other and mate for a few weeks." Simon said driving the point home. 


     I stared at Simon and then looked to each of the hammer heads around me. It was then that I noticed they all had long thick members hanging from between their legs. A warm feeling tingled throughout my body as the mood changed. My fear drained away and I was filled with a strange curiosity. A spark went off and something I tried to not think about came roaring through me. I had been such a social outcast that I buried myself in my studies. Those urges would float close to the surface but I always pushed them down. I never had time to explore my body, much less anyone else's. Maybe it was their proximity to me or maybe it was desire painted over their beautiful smooth gray faces, I don't know. All I did know was I wanted to know more. 


     Simon reached out and ran long fingers over my leg, his touch was warm and welcoming. The other hammer heads moved in a little closer when sea water rained down on us. My hands went up to wipe water from my glasses. The hammer heads backed off and Simon was on his feet. I cleared the water off my lens and watched as something big heaved at the cave opening. 


     The creature was larger than the hammer heads. Powerful arms and legs flexed as it took a webbed step onto the mossy ground. The underbelly was white while darker gray skin ran along its sides and back. Black eyes looked to me and then back to the group of hammer heads. The large fin on its back swayed as it took another step into the cave. The shark roared with rows of sharp teeth gleaming in the cave light. 


     I recognized the basic body shape of a great white shark. The monster stepped in, claws out and ready. The great white moved toward me, dragging its large finned tail across the cave floor. My hands went up thinking it was going to trample me. The great white stepped around me and put its massive body between me and the hammer heads. It roared again as its tail half coiled around me. 


     Simon stepped forward with hands up. "Galen, we don't need to do this. She bares the scent." 


     "Leave her alone." The great white growled in an inhuman voice. 


      I looked up to the massive creature protecting me. "Galen?" I whispered. 


     The hammer heads growled back, stepping closer, claws flashing. Simone kept his ground. Two of the hammer heads together equaled the size of the great white. From what I was watching it looked like the fight would be in hammer heads favor. 


     "You know we can't do that. Even if she is human, she can still carry our young." Simon said while putting a hand up to keep the other hammer heads back. 


     Galen's pointed head turned back to look at me before refocusing on Simon. "I can kill you all and you know it." The great white growled. 


     Simon kept his stare. "Maybe but I'm sure you won't live long afterwards. I would hate for this to get bloody but if you try to keep her from us then we all lose." 


     Slowly I stood up as Galen's shark form bristled. I put a hand on his smooth skin. He was hot and that warmth travelled up my arm. They were all ready to fight over me. I knew from my studies that sharks during their mating season can get very violent. I had to calm them down or they would kill each other.      


       "You have to stop this! I didn't come to Lantern Cove to see you all slaughter each other!" My voice echoed off the cave walls. 


     Everyone stopped and looked to me. It was written all over their smooth, gray faces. Their instincts were getting the better of them. The urge to mate was overwhelming their reasoning. If any of us were to get out of here alive, someone had to show them a better way. 


     "Why did you come here?" Simon asked. 


     My eyes blinked downward. "I wanted to know your kind more. You are all such fascinating and beautiful creatures. Maybe we should come to a compromise." 


     "A compromise?" Galen's said in an inhuman voice. 


     "What kind of compromise?" Simon asked. 


     "I will mate with all of you but under one condition." I wish my own words would have shocked me but deep down they didn't. 


     Simon and Galen looked at each other. I stood by Galen and let my hand run down along his body, letting the sensations play under my fingers. 


     "What condition?" Simon asked with interested eye contact. 


     "Galen has me first." I said as I looked up into the great white's black eyes. 


     Galen turned his head down to me as I walked in front of him. I looked down and bit my lip to his enormous member dangling between his legs. My true nature took over and my heart beat with new excitement. 


         The hammer heads looked to each other and to Simon. I looked over my shoulder to their leader as he rubbed his chin, thinking it over.  


     "If we refuse?" Simon asked. 


     I had to be strong and play their game. "Galen will kill you all." I said matter of fact. 


     Simon eyed me and gave me a toothy smile. "I think we all can live with that." 


     Galen's webbed feet shuffled. "Emma, you don't have to do this." 


     My hands continued to run along his body. "I know. I want to." I smiled. 


     Fingers moved down his white stomach and touched the base of his throbbing member. It bounced to my delicate touch. The great white watched me as I took his member into my hand and began stroking. I was slow at first, making sure I took it all in so I could add it to my notes later. Veins throbbed along the gray shaft. It was so large that my hand could barely close around it. Wet excitement leaked into all my senses. I lowered to my knees so I could get a better look and feel of the great white's cock. Galen ran a clawed finger gently down my cheek as I stared at him.  


     I let my instincts take over. The horny animal side roared to the surface. I put the tip of this mighty spear to my lips. I kissed it sensually, my tongue darting out and tasting a hint of the ocean. Blood rushed into his member causing it to throb in my hands. I stroked with both hands as the tip pushed into my mouth. He was really big but I was able to fit him in, stroking him. Low moans filled the cave as inch after inch pushed into my mouth. Exhilaration stormed my body and my already wet panties grew wetter. 


     I could hear movement behind me. Clawed hands took hold of my clothes. I let out a little moan as Galen's cock slipped from my mouth and my shirt pulled over my head. I fell back on his thick head, sucking back and forth on him. I felt frustration in the air as claws worked to get my shorts off. After a moment, claws dug into the fabric and sliced down the side. With one pull, my shorts were ripped off. My head bobbed on Galen's monster cock as claws sliced at my bra strap.  


     The air in the cave grew hotter. My ample breasts hung, defying gravity. Perky nipples hardened as wet sounds from my mouth bounced off the rock walls. I looked up to see Galen's shark body heaving. My lips wrapped around his member with my tongue running along the underside of it. My round ass bounced on my heels as I upped the tempo. I could sense eyes all over me. Every once in a while, clawed hands ran down my exposed body. 


     Galen's head bent upward and he let out a wet moan. A taste of pre come touched my tongue and that further inflamed me. My own hand smoothed over my wet panties as my own heat rose to a fevered pitch. Even over my panties, I rubbed my nub, a cascading shiver causing me to moan my delight. Galen gave deep throaty moans as I tried to please him. I wanted him to be my first and the more turned on he was, the more turned on I became. 


     My fingers slipped past the waistband and touched my wet slit. I ran a digit over my blooming gash. Galen's cock was halfway in my mouth and I moaned louder. A webbed hand clasped the side of my head while inhuman hips pushed deeper down my throat. I mentally collected data while he forced his cock in me. White hot flames ran along my nerves as I shuddered. A coiling tension wrapped around me and begged for a release. 


     Galen let go of my head but I stayed, sucking his cock. The great white's body convulsed. I continued as if nothing was wrong. Galen's body shifted and shrank. The cock in my mouth bulged and changed, the skin on the shaft taking a different texture. My lips clamped down on the writhing cock. After a few long moments, I looked up to see Galen was in human form. To my surprise, his cock was about the same size as his shark form. I felt myself getting wetter thinking how I was going to fit that monster inside me. 


     Webbed hands grabbed my tits from behind. Electricity rose up as deadly fingers pinched my pointed nipples. From the corner of my eye, I could see a hammer head watching me as he played with a nipple. Behind him were two hammer heads, stroking their cocks. I never liked being the center of attention but this time was different. I was the object of their desire and I rubbed my nub a little faster. Galen touched my cheek and moved his powerful hips, making me suck on his cock. 


     "Take her Galen. We all want our time with her." Simon said, his cock hard between his legs. 


     I pulled Galen's cock from my mouth. I smiled as I turned around and stayed on all fours. My fingers curled into the soft moss. The hammer head's all stood in front of me, stroking their members. I glanced back to see Galen fall to his knees. Human hands grabbed at my panties and slid them down over my hips. I lifted a leg and he pulled them off, tossing them aside.  


     One hammer head was furiously stroking his gray cock. Its tooth filled maw hung open as it stared at me. The hammer head moved closer, stroking faster and faster. Hands grabbed my round hips and I felt Galen's cock press to my thin slit. My mouth made a perfect O as Galen pushed at my quivering line. A deep scream rose up from my throat. Galen was being gentle, rubbing his head at my wet opening, trying to help me relax. I was so sensitive that pleasure hit me like a tidal wave. My breathing quickened and it seemed like it was too much for the hammer head stroking his cock in front of me. Galen's cock pushed at my plump pussy lips and spread them apart, his cock was barely an inch in when the hammer head gave an inhuman grunt. 


     My mouth was open, trying to fit Galen inside me when a spurt of come exploded from the hammer head's cock. It splashed against my cheek and another spurt splashed into my mouth. I quickly sucked it down, taking my mind off the initial pain of Galen forcing himself into me. My inner walls were spread to the breaking point and I moaned like a wild animal. I could tell Galen couldn't control himself. Once he was in, he pushed harder, taking my virginity in the process.  


     New sensations exploded throughout my body. I gulped down air and then the hammer head forced his cock into my mouth. I gave muffled moans as two cocks moved back and forth in me. Lust spiraled out of control. Galen forced me to take every inch, his cock moving back and forth. The hammer head in my mouth stared at me until Simon rammed his shoulder into the wereshark. 


     "You had your chance, Chad. My turn!" Simon growled. 


     I gasped for air but Simon grabbed my hair and forced his member pass my lips. The smell of ocean and come surrounded me as both alphas had their way with me. The sound of skin on skin echoed off the cave walls. I managed to see the other hammer heads shift and convulse. Time lost meaning and warm bodies moved closer. I opened my eyes to see that all the weresharks had turned human. Strong bodies crowded around me as they focused all their attention on my naked body. I nearly gagged on Simon's cock. I wiggled my hips to accommodate Galen's size. I could say nothing as my own body writhed to their touch. The internal coiling was becoming too much. The rhythm of our bodies made me squeeze Galen's cock and I sucked hard on Simon's.  


     I gave a muffled scream, my body bucking. My nerves exploded in a shower of pure ecstasy. Heat burst from my body as an orgasm pulsed deep within. I found myself forcing my hips down on Galen's cock. Honey spilled from my mound, making Galen slide faster and faster. The world spun and I held onto the mossy floor for dear life. My ass pushed against his hips, squeezing and begging for his come. 


     The wereshark grunted and his cock thickened. I cried out and Simon fucked my mouth, inches pushing down my throat. Both men held me in place, fucking me like I was their submissive toy. Jets of molten come spurted into my tight opening. A second later, more come spurted from Simon's cock. From both ends, come filled me. The amount was obscene as they pushed in, spraying streams of hot seed. Come spilled from the corner of my mouth while more come ran down my inner thigh. 


     Another orgasm blasted my senses. A white haze filled the corners of my vision. Roughly I was pulled from Galen and thrown down. I was dizzy as I was turned onto my back. One of the young men lay on me, kicking my thighs open and pressing his cock to my dripping opening. I gasped as his hard member pushed into my already abused pussy. Galen was so large but it felt nice to have someone a little smaller. My legs clamped around his waist as he drilled me into the moss bedding. Two other men fell to their knees, cock’s inches from my mouth. My fingers curled around their shafts as both fought to stuff my wet mouth. I licked and sucked on both of their heads, trying to please them. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed into me as they forced their bodies on me, in me. My tits bounced to the man between my legs, his mouth licking at my nipple. I moved my hips to his rhythm. I squeezed the cocks in my hands and this caused the two weresharks to moan in unison.  


     Reality fell away as the weresharks fell to their baser instincts. My own primal nature rose up to meet their needs, shoving that shy girl far away. Years of pent-up frustration reared its head and all I wanted was more and more. One wereshark grunted and come spurted into my mouth. Then the other one moaned, filling my already full mouth with more come. I gulped it down with their cocks still in my mouth, pumping out every drop of come. The wereshark between my thighs rammed my slit. More grunts bounced off the walls as come pumped into my already full hole. I felt dirty being their object of primal lust. Trails of come dripped from their used members all over my chest. The one between my legs pulled out and his wet cock flopped on my stomach, drips of white come filling my belly button. 


     I writhed and gasped. They pulled from me and I instantly felt lonely. Galen pushed the man between my legs away and knelt down between my slick thighs. My hips cried out for him to fill the void within me. Strong arms picked me up. I was light as a feather in his arms. The great white's cock was rock hard again. Galen impaled me on his thick spear. I cried out as I slid down, inch after inch to the hilt. My arms around his neck, I made small movements on his rod. Whimpers filled the air. Over Galen's shoulder I could see Simon admiring me. Galen lifted and forced me down on his fat cock. I closed my eyes to take in the oceans of pleasure. When I opened them, Simon pressed his cock to my lips. 


     I reached out with my tongue and Simon shoved his member into my mouth. Again, both alphas filled my holes. I suckled and squeezed both of them, moving like a hungry creature. My nipples rubbed against Galen's strong and powerful chest. I could do nothing as their power kept me their slave. A strong scent of blood filled the cave. Galen and Simon's eyes grew wider. I knew since it was my first time that I must be bleeding. Blood was such a turn on for these monsters in human skin. Simon grabbed a fistful of hair and rammed his cock deep down my throat. Come showered my tonsils. I clamped onto Galen as his cock spread my walls wide. Come erupted in my pink gash, filling my womb. The smell of blood had pushed them over the edge because just as I thought they were done, both men let out loud grunts and new streams of come filled me. 


     I felt like I was drowning in their seed. Galen gently laid me down, come spilling from the corner of my mouth and down both of my thick thighs. The other weresharks took turns, forcing themselves into me, pumping more and more come. Some stroked their cocks, spilling their seed all over my smooth flesh. Flashes and images played out as pleasure covered my sex addled mind. One of the hammer heads rolled me onto my stomach and pushed his cock to my asshole. I was covered in come and his wet cock forced me open. He spread my ass cheeks and inches disappeared into my pucker. 


     I screamed as new feelings rang out. Others watched as one of them smacked his hips into my firm ass. It soon changed from pain to pleasure. I pushed my hips against him, squeezing his slick cock. The young man grunted and my final virgin hole was filled with wereshark come.    


     Hours passed. The sky changed as we fucked in that cave. The sun dipped lower and by early evening, Galen was on his knees and I was sucking on his member. I looked up and could see him very weak. A spurt of come shot into my mouth and I greedily drank it down. I pulled his cock from my mouth and smiled. Around us lay sleeping weresharks. Exhausted, they fell asleep were I left them. Galen was the only one who could keep up but as darkness covered the sky, we both felt shaky. 


     "We should go into town. I doubt these guys are going anywhere." Galen said in a low and almost tired voice. 


     I nodded. We both stood up and I gathered my tattered clothes. Galen led me to the water's edge and dived in. I walked into the water, unsure if I had the strength to swim. When I was about chest deep, a warm hand wrapped around my waist. Together we swam, Galen holding me close so I didn't drown. I let him do most of the work, happy just being close to him. We kicked our legs, our bodies gliding through the water. My hand clutched at Galen's and I never wanted to let go. 


     *** 


     "And then we had dinner and here I am." I said with a weak smile. 


     Sara stared at me dumbfounded. "I... I... I can't believe it." 


     I could feel something was different about me. I felt surer of myself and relaxed. My usual anxiety wasn't there and I was better for it. I knew Sara would have a hard time believing me. She was nearly in tears when I walked into the hotel room. After twenty minutes of calming her down, I told her the rest. 


     "So, what happens now? I mean you just had a wereshark orgy and do we just return back to our lives like nothing happened?" 


     My eyes were heavy." I don't know but for right now, I need to sleep. I'm so tired." I managed to say as I flopped onto my bed and passed out.  


     


  




  

     Sunday 


     The sun was bright, high in the late morning sky. I lay naked on the beach with my clothes in a pile next to me. I let the rays tan my body. I looked out into the water. Galen rose from the waves, his body glistening in the light. Strong muscles flexed as he stepped onto the sand and walked toward me, naked and smiling. I smiled as he lay on the blanket next to me, his eyes drinking in my nude form. 


     "How did your friend take it?" Galen said placing his hand on my hip. 


     "Okay, I think. We talked over breakfast. She is happy for us but thinks I should go back with her and think everything over." 


     "What do you want to do?" Galen asked while gazing into my eyes. 


     My hand touched his cheek. "I want to stay. Lantern Cove seems like home already. What about you? I know you don't stay here all year." 


     Galen's hand moved and touched my belly. "I have been thinking of settling down. The open ocean in a dangerous place. Plus, I have to be here to help you with the bundles of joy. No sense on the little ones not knowing their father." 


     "Most sharks mate and move on. Do you really want to stay?" I said with a small quiver in my voice. 


      "You have a lot to learn about our kind. Good thing I will be here to teach you." Galen smirked. 


     My heart soared. Our lips connected and kissed each other deeply. Galen's cock grew harder against my thigh. I smiled as my fingers ran along it. 


     "I can feel life budding in my womb." I whispered. 


     "The whole community will help us. We take care of our own." 


     "Galen, I love you." I said with emotion. 


     "I love you, Emma." Galen said looking deeply in my eyes. 


     We held each other close. Ocean waves crashed in the distance while we embraced. Soon our cries of love making mingled with the sounds of the sea. Our bodies moved as one to our rhythm. Joy washed over us as our lives entwined and looked forward to the future with bliss in our hearts. 


       


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     The Lust Games 
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     One 


     The hotel room was stifling. Jack nearly attacked me as soon as the door closed. The heat between us burned as we tore at each other's clothes. Our scent's mixed as our lips locked in hungry passion. I couldn't stop myself as I undid his leather belt and pulled it from him like a whip. It made a crack in the air and I beamed a devilish smile. Jack stopped for moments, smiling, before pulling at my clothes like some un-caged beast. 


     My shirt ripped open. I tried to get his pants off but my lover took over. With magical fingers he unhooked my bra and instantly pulled it off. My more than ample tits hung in the air, nipples pointed in much needed attention. Jack growled, pushing me onto the bed. Mouths and bodies mashed into each other, trying to satisfy our needs. In an instant, Jack was on his knees. Shirt and pants came off and were thrown in different directions. My eyes drank him in, his strong body flexing with each motion of his strong arms. Wet heat filled my inner thighs. Jack looked down at me. He always loved my sexy curves. I beckoned with a finger. 


     Jack pulled at my skirt and tossed it to the floor. I was in black lacy panties and nothing else. Strong hands pulled and ripped. When the last bit of fabric was pulled from my body, Jack drove his face in between my thick thighs. I clamped them around his head as his tongue snaked out, touching my wet slit. My fingers dug into the bed as he ran his long thick tongue over my womanhood. My body bounced as his tongue lashed at me like the naughty girl that I was. Hands ran along my curves and I tried to control my breathing. Gentle gasps rose up and he ran his tongue over and around my throbbing clit.  


     Knowing what we were about to do in a few hours was the only way I could get off. My blood was rushing in my ears as shockwaves of pleasure rippled through me. For us, we felt the ultimate rush knowing we were making a better life for us. My fingers pushed into his hair, keeping him in place as he licked my nub. Jack continued to suck, lick and punish my clit as he gently slipped out of his jeans. Electric fire ran along my nerves as something in me began to coil. 


     My eyes half opened as Jack pulled away from me. His mouth was covered in my cream and he smiled like a bad boy. Before I could react, my handsome lover roughly pulled at me, turning me over onto my stomach. I clawed at the bed and raised my firm ass in the air. Jack's throbbing tip touched my quivering pussy. I bent my head up as he forced his massive manhood into me. I pushed my hips against him as inch after inch filled me. Animal noises spilled from my lips. Jack's hips touched my ass and my mouth made a perfect O.  


     My body bucked but Jack held me in place. He couldn't contain himself as he started ramming his cock deep as it could go. My body shook and my tits bounced to his rhythm. My body tightened and I squeezed every time his cock pulled back.  


     "Yea! We are doing this baby! We are doing it!" Jack yelled as he rode me from behind. 


     "Oh yes baby! We are making a better life! Soon we will be rich!" I moaned back as he drilled me. 


     Jack's cock started to thicken and my eyes rolled into my head. Our bodies lighting on fire. Love and lust spiraled around me like a red-hot snake. My own fingers touched my clit and rubbed furiously. Jack held onto my hips, not allowing me to go anywhere as he fucked me hard. Adrenaline exploded and white fuzziness filled the corners of my vision. 


     "Fuck yea!" Jack groaned. 


     "Fuck me baby! Fuck me!" I screamed. 


      Jack's thick manhood bulged, pushing my walls to nearly the breaking point. I bucked harder and harder. Jack let out a long groan and my nerves exploded. The deep coiling in my body released and a tidal wave of ecstasy crashed into me. The orgasm caused heat to explode over my whole body. I quivered as Jack's cock spurted molten jets of come. Jack held me in place, pushing into my tight line, filling me with his seed. Long moments passed before we collapsed together on the bed. 


     I crawled onto my lover's chest and placed my head on it, his heart beat like a drum. "You think we can really do it a third time?" I whispered. 


     Jack ran a finger along my curves. "This is the last time. Once we pull this job, a short flight later we are living our new lives in South America. It will be paradise." 


     I tilted my head up and looked into his green eyes. "Remember our rule. No matter how bad it gets, we don't kill anyone."  


     Jack gave his famous evil smile. "We are in and out, no deaths and we live our happily ever after." 


     *** 


     At first no one seemed to notice the two people walking into the bank wearing white masks, black trench coats and each carrying HK MP5 sub machineguns. Jack looked to me and I winked back. I pointed my HK at the ceiling and fired off a burst. Everyone in the bank hit the floor, hands covering their heads. Jack ran and jumped onto a table, HK pointed outward. 


     "Everyone stay calm. We are simply here to make a withdrawal. As long as everyone stays calm and still, no one will get hurt." Jack shouted in a calm and even voice. 


     I ran to the tellers. My duffle bag was open. I threw it down and pulled a hand grenade from it. The teller's eyes widened behind the bullet proof glass. Quickly I let the HK fall and the strap tugged at my shoulder as it dangled at my hip. I pulled out a roll of duct tape and went to work. My hands moved with practiced ease, pulling a strip of tape and duct taping the grenade to the bullet proof glass. My finger coiled around the explosive pin and I stared at the teller. 


     "Listen very carefully. Fill the bag and do not make any attempts to be a hero. If I think for one moment that you are stalling or doing anything sneaky, I will pull the pin and get the money myself over your charred body. Do we understand each other sister?" 


     The woman behind the glass nodded. She opened the side compartment. I stuffed the duffle bag in and watched her. She took it and began filling it with hundreds. The bank was quiet with people occasionally taking worried glances at us. I was as calm as a winter pond. My eyes icy as I watched the teller fill the bag to the brim. 


     "Put it in the compartment. As soon as I have it, get down on the ground and lace your fingers over your head. If you move, the grenade goes off."  


     The teller did as she was told. When my fingers touched the duffle bag filled with money, my heart leapt in my chest. I pulled it and let it drop to the floor. Jack saw the signal and jumped down. I knew the bag was going to be heavy. I took over keeping an eye on everyone as Jack ran over and hoisted up the bag. 


     I stood in the middle of the bank. Jack turned to me and started walking. We were really doing it. Soon everything was going to be paradise. We walk out of here and live our new lives. I was beaming behind the mask. My gun lowered just for a moment. It was enough for one of the security guards to jump to his feet with his pistol out. 


     The world slowed down. Jack was hurriedly walking to me, unaware of the guard off to his right. My head turning slowly as the guard aimed at Jack's back. Instinct took over and my finger pulled the trigger. Chaos slammed into my senses as the HK went off, deafening me. I didn't have time to aim. Flashes of light stabbed out of the barrel. The guard managed to pull the trigger as bullets hit him in the chest, neck and head. My eyes widened in terror. The guard's bullet struck Jack in the leg and my handsome man spiraled to the ground. I was moving forward as the blood from the guard pumped into the air. Jack cried out, clutching his leg. I dove for him, grabbing him and holding him. 


     "Run! Get out of here!" Jack shouted. 


     "No! I can't do this without you!" I tried to pick him up but he was too heavy. 


     A burst of adrenaline filled Jack's eyes. I grabbed him and the duffle bag. He put his arm around me and we made our way to the door slowly. Jack hobbled and I huffed trying to help with all this weight. Dreams turned into nightmares as we tried to get away. 


     "Dalia, you have to leave me." Jack whispered when we were twenty feet from the door. 


     "No Jack. We can get away." I whispered trying to sound positive. 


     It was slow going. We reached the door, knowing we were running out of time. I opened the door and we hobbled out onto the sidewalk. We were thirty feet from the car. Blood soaked Jack's pants as he tried to keep up. My heart sank when patrol cars rolled up in an instant. We knew someone would pull the silent alarm but we timed it. With Jack slowing us down, we were well past our three-minute getaway window. 


     Sirens blazed and car doors opened. Dozens of guns came into view, pointed at us. 


      Jack kissed my cheek. "I'm sorry my sweet." 


     I was silent as Jack slipped from my arm. He sat down and eyed me in defeat. I put the submachine gun down and put my hands up. Police moved in, shouting orders. I hugged the concrete and felt my dreams fade away. 


     *** 


     The chains around my wrists and ankles clanked with each step I took. The door to the gas chamber was at the end of the hall and I walked as slow as I could. My thoughts swam with images of Jack. I felt a small peace knowing that he only received life. For my part in the death of a bank guard, I received death. I remember seeing Jack in the court room and mouthing my love for him. 


     The guard pushed me and I continued my dead woman walking. The door to the chamber opened and I stood before it. The priest with the two guards asked for any final words and I waved him off. I took a life and I was ready to face the consequences. 


     I stepped into the gas chamber. Keys went into locks and the chains were taken away. I was strapped down and looked through a window to see my witnesses. I mentally whispered a private prayer and looked on. The door closed and my heart beat in fear. 


     Gas rose up from holes in the chamber. I held my breath as the white gas filled the small chamber. My lungs cried for breath and when I couldn't take it anymore, I took a nice long intake of air and gas. The world faded and darkness closed in around me. My dreams were the last thing I saw. 


     *** 


     I woke up to two men carrying me. It was night and I was being dragged by a chain link fence to the main yard. Was I still alive? What was going on? I should be dead and ready to be buried in a cemetery with no marker. Why am I being dragged to the yard? 


     Two other figures stood in the yard. I tried to focus but darkness seemed to be playing tricks on me. The two men were taller and slender then any man I have ever seen. I looked at the guards dragging me. They were human and carried annoyed looks on their faces. I stumbled trying to get my footing. They noticed but didn't stop me from getting to my feet. It made their lives easier if I just walked. I looked down to see I was in a skin tight black jump suit. 


     One of the tall men walked over to me and the guards. "My comrade will take her off your hands." His voice was sounded like he was singing. 


     The guards let go and pushed me. The other slender man walked over and put a hand on my shoulder. I looked at the hand which only had three fingers and thumb. My gaze turned upward to see the tall man's face. I tried to pull away as two large black oval eyes blinked at me. The tall man's grip was strong and held me in place with one hand. 


     The tall man continued with the guards. "Compensation will be sent once we leave. Tell your superiors that the female is a fine example of what we are looking for." 


     The guards nodded and turned to leave. I was about to shout to them, asking what the hell was going on when the tall creature holding me wrapped a black collar around my neck. The other one held up a hand and something phased into view right next to us. Confusion rained down on me as I tried to make sense of what I saw. It looked like a ship from those sci fi movies. But how? Why? Are they taking me away? I thought I was dead? Is this death? 


     One of the tall creatures looked down at me. "All will be explained. For now, sleep." 


     The collar around my neck sent a small shock and darkness claimed me again. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     A sudden shock whipped through me. My eyes shot open and I sat up nearly screaming. I took in my surroundings as I jumped to my feet. I was in a plain metal colored room. There was no door or window. A single light source beamed down on me. I was still in that tight black suit. My mind worked on trying to figure what the hell I was doing here. I reached up and touched the collar around my neck. It was thin but seemed pretty strong. I pulled at it and received a small shock for my trouble. 


     The light overhead flickered and a glowing screen came to view on one wall. One of those tall creature's faces appeared. I was able to get a better look at it. The creature had broad shoulders but a slender frame. Its skin was gray and it had two slits for a nose. Its mouth was nothing more than a thin little slit. 


     "Welcome Prisoner 223." The creature's slit curved into a smile. 


     "My name is Dalia. And where am I?" I asked plainly.   


     "You are in Heart Star Prison, 223. You have been declared deceased on your planet Earth. Due to your unfortunate crimes, you have been given a second chance to live a new life." 


     "Heart Star Prison?" Confused wouldn't cover how I was feeling. 


     "Heart Star Prison is a floating galactic prison. Here you will have a chance to earn your way out and start a new life on any other planet but your home world. We will have more information when the game starts." 


     "Game?" I said trying to take in every bit of information. 


     The image of the alien went dead and I stared at a blank wall. I wasn't sure how to feel. Whatever game they had planned, I had to ready myself for it. It seemed like my only hope to get out of here and try to get back to Jack. 


     One of the walls began to slide downward. I braced myself for anything. They wouldn't take me down without a fight. The wall slid into the floor and my eyes took in what was on the other side. Bizarre thoughts ran through me. Was I actually looking at what I was looking at? Past the opening was a large lavish room filled with soft seating, something that looked like a bar at the back wall and glowing neon lights. It felt like something from the 80's as I took a few steps toward it. Doors lined the whole room and they slid open just as mine did. A tentacle creature was behind the bar, putting glasses out and filling them with glowing liquids. 


     My eyes drank the scene in before me as strange music filled the place like a twisted disco. From the other doorways emerged all types of creatures. Some looked confused while others appeared bored. Some had evil intent written all over their alien faces. One creature moved on all fours with long tentacles swaying from its back. Another creature had reptilian skin and large slitted eyes. A female with blue skin walked out barely covered, her large tits bouncing with each step. I began counting as more aliens came into view. When all creatures emerged from their chambers, I counted sixteen aliens, myself included. 


     A few creatures made their way to the bar and began drinking immediately. Others walked confused and almost dazed. Instantly I saw that I was the only human female in the place. There were seven other female aliens and eight male aliens. I slowly made my way toward the bar when a screen behind it switched on. The tall alien who spoke to me before smiled as he looked out over the room. 


     "Welcome players to the 69th Lust Games! We have some new players to the games and many old favorites. Tonight, is the meet and greet where all players get a chance to get to know each other. Enjoy your drinks and we will inform every one of the rules and rewards for your participation in the Lust Games!" The screen blanked out. 


     Music welled up filling me with a sense of ease and calm. I did find myself thirsty so I made my way to the bar. Several pairs of alien eyes turned to watch me as I motioned for a drink. I took the glass of glowing liquid and dipped my tongue in it. It was surprisingly delicious. I tipped the glass to get a better taste of this wonderful drink. From the corner of my eye, a bare-chested alien walked toward me. I turned my head to get a better look at him. The alien's skin was a dark blue but his hair looked like feathery tentacles. Large glowing eyes stared at me as his mouth curved into a smirk.  


     Normally I would have braced myself for some sort of attack but I felt as calm as a spring lake. Was it the drink or was it the alien's muscles flexing the closer he stepped to me? 


     "Hello beautiful female. My name is Vellus." The blue alien smiled. 


     "Hi, my name is Dalia." Why was I so social? 


     "I've never seen your species before. What system do you come from?" 


     Thoughts of my life came barreling back. I turned away from the alien and took a drink. 


     Vellus's smile disappeared. "Did I offend?" 


     I let out a deep sigh. "What am I doing here? Why can I understand you? Am I dead and this is some sort of hell?" 


     Vellus seemed to understand my frustration. He was very kind and patient as I took another sip of my drink. "I can understand the confusion. Sometimes they don't tell us right away why we are here. I can answer some of your questions in the meantime." 


     "Please, I just want to understand." I said with a touch of sadness. 


     Vellus pulled up a stool with twisting legs and pointed to one I could use. I pulled it up and sat down. The stool under me changed to my curves and I instantly felt comfortable. 


     "As the masters have said, this is the Lust Games. The players attempt to seduce each other until there is one left. The collar around your neck translates all the different languages into your own. I am speaking my language but you hear your own native tongue. The collar also monitors your body and releases chemicals into the skin." 


     "How do they make a game out of this?" 


     Vellus smiled. "The Lust Games are about seduction and stamina. Camera's watch the drama unfolded as we attempt to seduce one another. If you orgasm, then you are out of the game. The audience wants to watch the lust unfold and last for as long as it can. Judges score your actions. Even if someone loses, their scores still count until the end of the game." 


     I wanted to feel dread to Vellus's words but instead I felt that familiar thrill I had when I robbed banks. The whole situation was in the truest sense, other worldly. I took another sip of my drink and let it roll around on my tongue. I glanced over at all the aliens as they mingled. My eyes fell back on Vellus who was staring at my chest. 


     "Like what you see?" I said with a hint of a smile. 


     "Yes, I do." 


     "Does this mean there is a chance we are going to meet up during the games?" I pretended to be sly but I needed more information.  


     "I hope so." I could tell Vellus very much wanted to reach out and touch me. 


     "How can we better the odds?" I smirked. 


     Vellus eyed me like a meal. "We will all be released into the maze tomorrow night. Watch out for those two over my shoulder. They tend to target one woman at a time and take turns until she surrenders. The four-legged tentacle beast in the corner likes to take as many players at once. His name is Relik and he tries to gather and seduce all in one shot. Don't let the green woman with fairy wings laughing at the end of the bar fool you. She has a hungry appetite for males and females. She almost won the last game. Her name is Nuna." 


     Vellus reached out and ran fingers along the back of my hand. He continued. "If we find each other, we can team up and seduce others until we are the only ones left." 


     I was silent for a long moment, trying to process everything Vellus said. "What if we come across those of our own sex?" 


     Vellus smiled. "In the maze, it won't matter what your sex is? We will all want each other any way we can." 


     A thrill ran up and down my spine as I took it all in. Maybe I was really dead and this was hell, or heaven. I tried to focus but the more I drank the more Vellus looked like a hunky beefcake. His body was humanoid but he carried himself like some hot angel. I needed an ally if I was going to get through this, and so far, I had this blue man eyeing me with lust dripping from his azure eyes. 


     "Why would you want to partner with me?" I asked in a breathy exhale. 


     Vellus gave me a long warm gaze. "I have been in this prison for a long time. I volunteered for the games to win my freedom but I have been a loner as far back as I can remember. Something about you speaks to me in a way I cannot understand." 


     "Do my eyes deceive me or is the hunky Vellus actually speaking to someone!" 


     I turned to see Nuna walking up to us. Her eyes shined like an innocent virgin but her mouth curved into a wicked smile. Glowing transparent fairy wings flexed behind her. 


     Nuna looked at me as if sizing me up. "You are a wet morsel. You have no idea how lucky you are to speak to the mighty Vellus. He talks to no one so I had to find out why he is so into you." 


     "Hello Nuna. My name is Dalia." I tried to be courteous but waves of sex seemed to flow off the green alien, causing me to look down in shyness. 


     "Dalia, a nice name. Be sure to remember my name so I can hear you begging me to stop tomorrow. Also, keep this hunk warm for me. The last time we were together he nearly made me break a sweat." Her eyes turned to Vellus. "I look forward to trying again." 


     With that, the green alien walked off to talk with Relik in the corner. I was about to ask what happened between them when the screen over the bar blinked to life and one of the masters looked down on all the players. 


     "I trust you are all having a splendid time. The Lust Games is your chance at freedom. The last player standing will be given an opportunity to live a new life on another world in the empire. For those that fail, you will have a chance to enter the games every three cycles but you will continue to live out your sentence here at Heart Star Prison." 


     The last sentence filled me with dread. The thought of spending more time here made me keep my options open so I could win. 


     The master continued. "The games will be viewed by the entire empire. Make sure to gather as many points as you can by enjoying yourselves. If the people watching vote to not have you back, then you can no longer participate in further games. Rest up players and we will all see you tomorrow night." 


     The screen blinked off. I looked over at Vellus who continued to eye me like I was his next meal. It seemed I had little choice in the matter and had to make an ally as soon as possible.  


     I gave my best fuck me smile I could muster to Vellus. "I'm willing to work together." 


     Vellus grinned. "Then we shall find each other in the maze and work together. For now, let's enjoy our time together." The blue alien lifted his drink. 


     We both took a long deep sip before falling into polite conversation. Vellus continued to touch the back of my hand. My thoughts were lost to the swirl of uncertainty on what tomorrow may bring. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     I woke up to a blinking red light. I tried to shake the cobwebs from my mind. My legs swung over the side of the comfortable cushioned slab that was my bed. I couldn't believe how rested I was. It felt like I could take on anything.  


     There was a glass door on one of the walls. I stood up and walked over to it. I was still in the skin tight black jump suit. Fear stabbed at me as I tried to clear my mind and body for the games. How was I going to get all hot and bothered in a game of lust and seduction? Did the other aliens just get into it?  


     My collar made a small beep. I looked through the glass door but then a tidal wave of heat crashed down on me. It was so powerful that I fell to my knees. An ache filled me as I gasped. The coolness of the metal floor soothed me as I tried to regain my composure. One of my hands reached up and touched myself between my legs. I could feel myself grow wet and I wanted nothing more than to pleasure myself over and over again. My mind swam to thoughts of Vellus. He said that if you orgasm then you're out of the game. I had to control myself if I was going to get out of here. 


     The glass door slid down into the floor and the blinking light stopped. A deep hunger in me wanted to find Vellus not only to work together but see what he would do when he found me. Dripping thoughts fueled me as I stumbled out into a corridor. My guess was that the games started. I kept my mind on the prize and started exploring. 


     I was half expecting the maze to be plain metal corridors and little else. Color me surprised when I saw the corridors had a soothing red lighting. I walked on, passing small rooms that contained either beds, strange couches or both. I had no idea how big the maze actually was and tried to put it out of my head. Walking was difficult due to me wanting to drop to the floor and rub myself to paradise. 


     I turned a corner and was greeted by long moans. I lowered myself down and crawled toward it. Down a short corridor I peeked around another corner. A purple female alien was on all fours. She moaned as two aliens stood behind her. Their eyes were on her as she rubbed her own slit, almost begging for them to take her. The two male aliens were the ones Vellus told me about. One was built like sasquatch, hairy and big. His cock hung between his legs. The other was the reptilian looking alien. He also watched her as his cock was growing harder by the second. 


     "Fill me!" The purple female whined. 


     The hairy one seemed like he couldn't hold back. He rushed forward and fell to his knees, his cock rock hard. My hand touched between my legs again as he put his bulbous headed cock to her dripping slit. I thought he may have been too big for her but that didn't stop him from pushing in. The purple girl moaned, taking inch after inch into her. I could see wetness dripping from between her legs as the bigfoot alien drove his cock as deep as it would go. The reptile alien seemed like he couldn't hold back either. He moved around and stood before the purple alien. She lifted her upper body up and curled her fingers around his throbbing shaft. Lips parted and wrapped around his cock. She hummed as she took both of them at the same time.  


     I wanted to crawl away but I was rooted to the spot, watching them take each other in reckless abandonment. I felt like a pervert staring at them. The muscles on the males flexing with each stroke and push into her. A part of me wanted to join for the thrill of it but I held back. I had to find Vellus so we can work together. 


     I crawled off and was soon back on my feet. I walked further into a maze, listening for any sign of my blue partner. I passed a room and I thought I saw a shadow. Part of me wanted to keep walking but instead I peeked into the room. At first glance there was nothing but a large bed. I was about to back out when tentacles shot out from around a small corner. Instinctually I tried to fight them off but they wrapped around my limbs and held me tight. I turned my head to see the alien Relik. He looked like a cross of a panther and a squid. Tentacles rose up from his back, whipping around in all directions. Several tentacles were curled around Nuna, one of them over her mouth. I tried to break free and was greeted with a tentacle around my own mouth. 


     "Only two this time. I will have to make it count." Relik said in a deep voice. 


       Nuna and I were thrown on the bed. Tentacles hovered over us and curled around ankles and wrists. I was turned onto all fours. A tentacle lashed out across my round ass. I gave a muffled yelp from the sting. My entire body betrayed me as lust dripped from my mind. I was whipped a few more times as was Nuna. Side by side, muffled moans filled the air. Another strike and I wanted more. 


     A tentacle pressed against my mound, pushing and exploring my quivering lips. I looked over to see tentacles ripping Nuna's black jump suit. Relik was being gentle with me but rough with the green alien. Nuna cried out as her suit was shredded and her green tits hung with dark green nipples. A tentacle smacked her ass before pushing against her pussy lips. 


     "You won't beat me this time Nuna. I know what turns you on." Relik said. 


     My suit was intact but I wanted him to rip mine off just like Nuna. Instead, I suffered in pleasure as he played with me. A tentacle pushed into Nuna and she moaned. The tentacle around her mouth moved and plunged passed her lips. Nuna's wings flexed and she moaned her delight. I watched in fascination to her body undulating to Relik. Another tentacle snaked out and pushed into her firm ass. The green alien cried out but kept moving to Relik's touch. My suit grew wetter between my legs. The tentacle alien used long smooth strokes against my clit. Even through the fabric, I could feel him play with me. His eyes would turn from Nuna to me as if to say I was next. If Relik kept at me like this then I will be out of the game. 


     Tentacles curled around my tits, playing with my pointed nipples. Waves of ecstasy consumed me. Nuna bucked her hips as the tentacle pushed further into her, sliding back and forth. The green alien's eyes fluttered as she was penetrated in every hole. It was then when I saw a tentacle caress her neck. It was almost like Relik was searching for a sensitive spot. When it touched a spot on the side, her eyes rolled into her head. 


     I attempted to clear my mind and file that away but the tentacle alien had other ideas. Tentacles pushed harder and took hold of fabric. I guessed he couldn't take it anymore and began ripping my suit off. I was getting really turned on as he roughly pulled and ripped my suit to shreds. My tits bounced and he turned me onto my back. He lifted me up so I could watch as he fucked Nuna. Her moans were getting louder and louder. The alien stroked her neck and drilled all her holes. 


     Tentacles spread my legs and one thick one slathered against my wet pink gash. I bucked my hips, wanting him to fuck me. Nuna's moans were getting louder and higher. Rough tentacles ran along my nipples and I bit down because it was all too much for me. I thought I was reaching the end of my rope when something purple came around the corner. 


     My eyes widened to see the purple female alien. Liquid dripped form the corner of her mouth and down her thighs. Her naked body heaved as she quietly stepped behind Relik. She gave me a devilish smile as she moved close to the tentacle alien. 


     "I missed you Relik." The purple alien said over our moans. 


     Relik turned his head. "Sylf! Wait your turn and I will be done shortly." 


     "You know I can't wait." Sylf whined. 


     The purple alien laid herself onto the floor. She crawled under the four-legged alien. Her hands reached up and took hold of Relik's rather large member. I had a front seat as Sylf took the tip into her mouth and fingers stroked his veiny cock. Relik looked like he was losing his concentration. He turned his head to Nuna who looked like she was ready to come. She was thrusting her slit onto the tentacle, humping it. The tentacle caressing me pushed at my opening. I let out a muffled moan as he pushed in, spreading me open. Inches filled me and electric fire ran up and down my nerves. I was silent as I tried to accommodate the thick tentacle. 


     The look of control melted from Relik's alien panther face. His eyes grew wider and his tentacles pushed harder. My hands reached out to caress tentacles. I needed to help turn the tide. I moaned louder, stroking and bucking to the alien's touch. Sylf's purple bald head bobbed on the Relik's cock. The three of us pushed our bodies, making him enjoy it and further lose control. 


     Relik made long moans. The tentacles seemed to show their frustration as they upped the tempo. I bit down on one tentacle as I moved like a horny teenager on the other. The tentacle alien made a strange sound. Bulges travelled up the length of all the tentacles. My eyes widened as the bulges reached me and Nuna. Relik cried out. The tentacle in my mouth pushed in. I gave a muffled scream as jets of come exploded into my mouth and slit. The amount was obscene as I tried to keep it together. I looked over to see come gushing from Nuna's mouth and pussy. I looked down under Relik to see a stream of come showering Sylf's face, her tongue happily licking it. White come pumped into my tight slit, spilling down the sides in small rivers. I continued to hump the alien as his body grew sluggish. 


     "Fuck!" Was all Relik said. 


     The collar around Relik's neck flashed blue. Tentacles pulled from our bodies as the tentacle alien stumbled off to the side and fell to the floor. Snores filled the room as Relik was out of the game. 


     Nuna was shaking her green head trying to get her wits together. I knew this was a competition so I had to take advantage as soon as possible. I nearly tackled her to the bed. Our bodies mashed together as I ran fingers over her come covered body. She struggled but my lips touched her neck and she let out a long moan. My fingers ran over her green slit and pressed at it. I hoped she had a similar female anatomy like a human or this was going to be a short seduction. I was greeted by more moans as I touched her clit. I could tell Nuna was trying to reassert herself but my lips touched that sensitive spot on her neck. The green alien writhed to my touch. Moans spilled out as my lips kissed her neck. The smell of sex was everywhere and I was still turned on as she moved to my touch. My tongue slipped out and ran along her special spot. I rubbed her nub harder and harder. She mashed her tits against mine, trying to press her whole body into me. I pressed my tongue against her spot a little harder and her entire body bucked. 


     "Stop Dalia! Don't do this... I must...win." 


     Nuna's body blazed with heat. Eyes shot open and she gurgled out a strange moan. I kept rubbing her engorged slit, making her milk every last bit of her orgasm. My eyes fell to her collar. It flashed blue. Nuna's eyes fluttered closed and she was out cold. 


     "You seem to be learning fast." Sylf said standing over me, covered in dripping alien goo.           


     Whispers filled the room. It sounded like an announcement but was low enough to not disturb the activities. A list of names was whispered on who was out of the games. At the end of the list was Relik's and Nuna's name. In total, nine names were declared.  


     "We can try and work together." I said not believing it myself. 


     Sylf smiled. "Why when I know I can win this. Lay back and enjoy yourself." 


     I was about to get up when her eyes flashed and glowed. I was taken aback on how beautiful she was. I found myself staring and remaining on the bed. The purple alien crawled into the bed with me. I was transfixed as she lowered her head between my legs. 


     "Not everyone is effected by my eyes but I knew you would be. Let me lick you until it is all over." 


     I watched as a long light-colored purple tongue slipped out of her mouth and caressed my quivering folds. I was helpless as she ran along my clit, sending energy spikes throughout my body. My own hands ran up and smoothed over my pointed nipples. She had me in her power and I didn't want her to go. Tension in my shoulders melted away. Sylf lapped at my opening, causing me to cream wetness all over her mouth, cheeks and chin. She looked up, gazing at me with those beautiful eyes. I clamped my thighs around her head, holding her in place. My hands smoothed over her bald purple head. I felt something inside coil to her touch. Sylf licked me faster and faster, running along my throbbing nub. Small moans travelled up my throat but as each second ticked by, I was getting louder and louder. My eyes closed, lost to her wonderful tongue. I rubbed my nipples and gripped my full tits. My hips moved trying to get her to lick me more and more. A thought in the back of my head tried to stop me. If I came then I would lose and be stuck here on this prison. I had to fight her temptation. I opened my eyes and behind Sylf stood a handsome blue alien. 


     Vellus was quietly watching as Sylf lapped at my opening. My eyes traced over his very fit body. When I looked down at his blue cock, I gasped my approval. The blue alien was half hard and covered in alien juices. I begged with my eyes for him to help me. My ass was rooted to the bed as Sylf continued her onslaught of my womanhood. Vellus smiled as he silently stepped forward. I wondered in fear that he was going to let me come and I would be out of the game. My eyes pleaded for him to help. 


     Vellus fell to his knees behind Sylf. She managed to look up at me and noticed I was looking passed her. She turned her head and her eyes went wide. 


     "Vellus!" Sylf said right before he pushed his cock to her exposed pussy. 


     The blue alien silently pushed every hard inch into her. Sylf let out a long moan before succumbing to his thick shaft. She turned to me and buried her head between my legs. The sound of skin on skin filled the room as Vellus punished her from behind. It felt like a race between all of us. I kept my orgasm at bay by looking up. Moments passed and I couldn't help but look down at their bodies. Vellus held Sylf's thin waist and pummeled her ass. The purple alien moaned as she licked and drove her tongue deep into me. My hands gripped the bed as I tried to maintain control. I thought of Jack as I was able to push the orgasm away a little further. 


     Sylf pulled from my slit. She was breathing heavy, her eyes rolling into her head. Vellus continued humping and fucking her, one hand curled under in what I can assume he was rubbing her clit. 


     "You fucking hunk! I'm going to fuck you hard in the next games!" Sylf managed in between gasps. 


     "I welcome it if I'm in the next games." Vellus smiled. 


     Sylf moaned long and loud. She pushed her ass against Vellus's hips, taking every inch. She looked up at me one last time before she screamed. Her body bucked and trembled. She slapped her ass into Vellus harder and harder. Her collar flashed blue and she collapsed into a peaceful sleep. 


     I stood up as Vellus pulled his thick cock from Sylf's cunt. He eyed me and presented his hand. I was hesitant to take it as thoughts of my falling to my knees and sucking his cock filled my every thought. 


     "How do I know you won't fuck me right now to win?" I said between heavy breaths. 


     "We agreed to go together until we were the last two. I will keep to my end." Vellus smiled. 


     A smile crept into my face. I reached out and took his hand. It was then I knew I could trust him. He could have forced himself on me and I would have gladly surrendered myself. Instead, he kept to his word so I knew I had to keep to mine.  


     The two of us left the sleeping losers in the room and made our way into the maze. As we walked, more names were whispered throughout the corridors. I didn't recognize the names but the final count on how many players were left was four. Vellus and I looked at each other knowing that there were two players left to compete against. 


     We moved along, trying to wait it out. I knew if those two found each other than me and Vellus could double team the last person. It would improve our odds and maybe give me a better chance to get out of here. We found a room with a large couch. My legs were a little shaky but I walked over. Vellus stood at the entry way, his feathered tentacle hair swaying as he looked around. 


     "We have to hold up here. With luck the other two may find each other." Vellus sounded positive. 


     I sat, my eyes drinking in his fine form. I don't know if it was chemicals in my blood or just the fact, he helped me but I wanted to attack the blue alien. Everything about him dripped of sex and it was harder and harder for me to think. Urges welled up and I was about to stand and push my body against his when something oozed into view. 


     Vellus looked at me questionably when a shadow rose up behind him. Before I could say anything, a meaty fist struck him in the head. Vellus flew and crashed into a wall, crumpling to the ground. I gasped as a broad thick alien walked in. It was white in color with tattoos all over its body. Muscles ripples as it leered at me. Behind him was a blue female alien with four arms. She smiled with both sets of arms crossed over her large tits. 


     "Not this time Vellus." Said the large white hulking alien. "Kulli, take Vellus. I'm going to have some fun with this female." 


     "You know our deal Droco." 


     "I will keep my word. Now fuck him out of the game." Droco yelled. 


     My body battled with the rising lust and the fear that Vellus was hurt. Droco stalked over and towered over me, his cock moving like it had a mind of its own. I was frozen, lost to the sight of the hulking alien's cock. It reached out and stuffed my mouth before I could speak. Inches pushed in as I ran my tongue along the veiny shaft. 


     "That's a good female. Droco is wanted on nine worlds. After he fucks you and then Kulli, Droco will be a free." 


     I ignored him as he stuffed his cock in my mouth. All the sex made me hunger for more and more. My body was out of control as I rubbed myself. I pressed my lips along his thick shaft, my tongue running underneath it. Droco pushed his hips, making sure his cock was snug in my mouth. The rhythm was furious. Big hands grabbed at my shoulders. I cried out as he pushed me down. Big knees pushed my legs open as his cock slapped against my belly. 


     "Now shut your mouth as I fuck you to freedom." Droco said with heavy breath on my face. 


     Lust and fear swirled through me. I had to act. I had to get this brute off so I can get out of this prison. My mind panicked for a moment before a fire was lit. My eyes centered on Droco's beady eyes. He stared as his cock just pushed into my tight opening. 


     "Oh, fuck yea Droco! Fuck me!" I yelled in his ear. 


     "Shut it female." He snapped back and pushed a few inches in further. 


     My world opened up but I didn't let up. "Big fucking man with a big cock. Fuck my tight pussy, ram it in!" 


     Droco looked at me bewildered. It was then I knew he wasn't used to being talked to in that way. With his size and intimidating physic, I amped up the dirty talk. 


     "Yea, I'll be your dirty girl. I need that come. My pussy needs it." I whined. 


     "You will come before I do." Droco said almost like a threat. 


     "I need your come big daddy. Please, I will take it, drink all of it. Push that cock deeper." I moaned while clutching onto his big form. 


     Confusion filled his eyes. Droco's cock pushed at my walls and plunged deeper into me. I clamped my legs around his waist and pushed myself onto him. The brute was upping the tempo, trying to concentrate. 


     "Yes! Yes! Fuck me with every inch! I need more and more! Fuck me harder daddy!" 


     "My name is not daddy! It is Droco!" The brute alien shouted. 


     I ignored him. My body writhed more and more as his thick cock slid in and out of me. I squeezed his shaft every time he pulled from me. I could see the confusion turning into hot untamable lust. Thrusts were getting harder and my body trembled from his touch. 


     "My big fucking Droco! Claim me and I will suck your cock to the end of our days. I will drink down your come anytime you wish! I will never say no and let you take me in every hole! Just for you." I said into his ear. 


     Droco drilled me with each mighty thrust. I buried my head into his neck and let my tongue roll over his tattooed skin. I cuddled him and held him close as he fucked me over and over. The big alien's body tensed. He made strange noises as his movements grew more heated. I decided to finish him off. 


     "Fuck me until all worlds burn from out lust!" I said and bit his neck hard. 


     Droco grunted and his body tensed. The alien's thick cock expanded and I screamed while still biting his flesh. Molten jets of come burst from his cock, streaming into my tight hole. I kept my hold on him as he pumped more and more come. It spilled out of my pussy, slathering his cock and my thighs in thick fluid. 


     Droco pulled from me and stared at me with half closed eyes. "I love you." Was all the brute managed to say before his collar flashed blue. The big alien slumped and rolled off my body onto the floor. 


     I sat up and was pleasantly surprised at what I saw. Vellus held two of Kulli's wrists together in each hand. He had her turned to me, her body bouncing to his thrusts. The four-armed alien's eyes were rolled into her head. Her dark tits bounced with each push. Kulli made a high-pitched scream, body trembling. Her collar flashed blue and she slumped forward. Vellus gently laid her to the ground, his cock slipping from her dripping slit. 


     Vellus looked to me as the halls whispered the names of Droco and Kulli. "It looks like we are the only two left." 


     I sat on the couch, white liquids spilling from my body. "It looks like that." 


     Vellus gazed at me, almost lovingly. "I am so turned on that I doubt I will last very long." 


     My small laugh filled the room. "Me too. I think we should go at it and see who wins."  


     I laid back as Vellus stood over me. My hand ran along his wet cock. It bounced to my touch. The blue alien crawled over me, his cock sandwiched between our bodies. I thought he was just going to fuck me. Instead, he put his lips to mine and we kissed. Tongues danced. The blue alien reached up and rubbed my nipple. I moved my hips trying to get his cock in me. Vellus moved his body down mine, his tongue lazily tracing over my big tits. The head of his cock pushed at my abused slit. I opened my legs wider and he pushed in. Our bodies moved to a wondrous rhythm.  Our senses were dialed up to eleven. My vision glowed with edges of white as this hunky blue alien tenderly pushed his cock deep into me. I clamped my arms and legs around him, giving him full access to my body. Gently he pushed to the hilt and I cooed my desire. 


     Tension filled the room and our bodies. Vellus's alien scent drifted into my nose and I was lost to it. He buried his cock in me and his face between my tits. My nerves coiled and Vellus upped the rhythm. We watched each other in silence. My thighs tightened around his hips. My mouth made a perfect O and Vellus licked at the edge of my mouth. The alien's blue cock bulged inside me. 


     "I... I... can't… hold out." Vellus grunted. 


     "Me... neither. Let's come together." I whispered. 


     The coiling in me grew to a fevered pitch. Vellus pushed hard into me and both of our worlds exploded. Spurts of alien come filled me as my own orgasm caused me to buck under Vellus. The coiling released and my nerves exploded into fireworks. The sound of our moans filled the room. When it was all said and done, Vellus fell on me. We held onto each other, waiting to see whose collar will flash blue first. 


     Long moments passed and nothing happened. We both looked around bewildered. The corridors were quiet as we waited. Vellus stood up and so did I. We looked at each other again in confusion. 


     A screen blinked to life on a nearby wall. One of the masters looked at us and smiled. "Congratulations are in order. Never before have two players scored the same exact points at the end. For the first time, there are two winners to the 69th Lust Games. You will both be allowed to start new lives in the empire!" 


     I looked to Vellus. He turned to me with a very happy smile. We hugged each other as the master continued to smile upon us. 


     


  




  

     Four 


     I stood on the platform as ships moved in and out of the dock. Vellus walked toward me and it was strange to see him fully dressed. I ran to him and wrapped my arms around his neck. He gave me a long kiss before we broke our embrace. 


     "What will you do now?" Vellus asked while putting down his bag. 


     "I don't know. I can't go back to Earth. I think I will do some exploring. If I can, find some loop hole that will allow me to return to my home world. What about you?" 


     Vellus smiled. "I plan to meet my wives on another world and resume my life before all of this." 


     I smiled. "Will they take you back?" 


     "They should. Bonds are important to my race." Vellus was silent for a moment. "If you need a place to stay awhile, you can come with me. My wives will be very open to you since we weathered this storm together. They will love to meet you." 


     I looked up for a moment. That same familiar thrill ran through me as I thought of an entire empire I can explore. "Keep the invitation open. I think for right now I might explore some worlds." 


     Vellus gave me a long gaze. "Agreed. My home will always be open to you." 


     I moved in close, hugging him and looking up into his azure eyes. Vellus looked down and we kissed again. The sounds of ships filled the dock. Our bodies pressed together in mutual friendship and a little bit in lust. I would figure out in time how I could get back to my Jack. But for right now, I was going to enjoy the thrill of these new worlds. Once I had Jack back, we would live our dream life among the stars. 


       


     ~Fin~ 
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     “My lawyer will be calling you soon. I can’t take it anymore. I’m moving my stuff out today. It’s over you fucking ice queen!” 


     The voice message ended and I leaned on the railing. I let my arm drop and kind of stared at the blank wall. I knew Jason had been mad lately. Well actually he had been mad for a long time. It shouldn’t be a shock that he didn’t want to be with me anymore. I spent more time at my job than anywhere else. The last three years of my life was spending every waking moment working on the Time Flux Project. I practically lived at the facility. It was important work. Jason seemed to be with me on it but then it started to grate on him. Then the arguments started to get more frequent. Soon we either yelled over the phone or didn’t talk to each other for days.  


     A deep sigh fell from my lips. Ice Queen? He may have been right about that. I couldn’t even remember the last time we touched each other. My work consumed me and now I was paying the price. My husband is leaving me on the night when all my hard work was finally coming to fruition. Jason would have to understand that once the test was complete and we measured the results, we were going to change everything we ever knew about space time. 


     “Dr. White, the reactors are at 76%.” said a voice to my right. 


     I blinked away the thoughts swirling in my head. I regained my composure, standing straight and turning to my right, my phone slipping into my lab coat pocket. Dylan was manning one of the control consoles. His eyes were wide with excitement. I walked over to his controls and started reading the incoming data. 


     “Let me know when they reach 88%. That should be more than enough power to send Teddy back a few minutes.” 


     Dylan nodded and went back to the controls. My eyes turned to the middle of the large oval room. A round platform took up the middle of the room. Six large metal rods stood straight up around the white platform. Metal tubes connected to the rods through the ceiling and under the floor. In the middle of the platform was our test subject, a small teddy bear. I focused on the other side of the room. Lucy was working at her control station. The humming of the machinery filled the area and I could feel my own heart beat with excitement. 


     “Dr. White, if we succeed then shouldn’t the teddy bear already be on the second platform behind us?” 


     I looked at Dylan and patted his shoulder. He was a good lab assistant but I felt he may be trying too hard to break into Theoretical Time Displacement physics. But he certainly was easy on the eyes so I keep him around. 


     “If the time travel theories are true, we will only be able to travel back in time to the point when the machine was activated. We must activate it first and then the second test will be sending Teddy back a few minutes. Long enough for us to pick him up and place him on the second platform. So, let’s get through the initial test. And please call me Melissa.” I smiled. 


     Dylan nodded with a smile and went back to his controls. I strode around the room to Lucy who was typing in data calculations. I stood behind her and watched as her fingers moved like lightning. She was a very gifted assistant. Her mind was as quick as her hands. If the Time Flux machine works, I will be moving up in the world and I was sure to bring her with me.  


     I had to calm down and not get ahead of myself. After all it could just fizzle, but even I knew deep down that wouldn’t happen. I accounted for every possible detail. I knew all the algorithms, and the calculations were as precise as a symphony. My discovery will change the world and hopefully bring humanity to the next level of our cerebral evolution. My now ex-husband will kick himself for not staying just one night longer. 


     “Calculations are primed and the TFM is reaching 88% power levels.” Lucy said, taking a finger and pushing her glasses up. 


     I moved to the third control panel along the railing. I stood before it as levels slowly increased on the monitors. This was it. I could barely contain myself as my hand hovered over the activation button. 


     “When it hits 88%, I will activate it. Are the camera’s recording?” I said not looking away from the monitors. 


     “All cameras are on and recording.” Dylan said giving me the thumbs up. 


     The numbers on the digital read out counted up as I readied myself for the most amazing discovery of the 21st century. When the number hits 88%, I firmly pushed down the activation button. My eyes closed as everything vibrated to life. 


     The platform hummed. The metal rods sparked and energy whirled to life. Red lightning arced from each rod in a circular motion. The flashes flowed faster and more intense. The swirling energy turned into a storm and charged air struck me like a hurricane. I was smiling as a hand grabbed the railing. Dylan’s and Lucy’s eyes were wide as saucers as they watched the maelstrom of red and black energy. 


     I looked down at the readings. Everything was nominal and holding steady. The wind died down but the energy continued to flow like a suspended river around the platform. My hands went to the controls. We had to dial it back for the second test. I reduced power levels and began shutting down sections of the TFM. My heart was like a hammer in my chest as levels dropped and data began streaming on screen. 


     “Doctor, I think something’s wrong.” Dylan said looking at his monitor. 


     I saw it too. Red text flashed across my screen. I glanced up to see the whirling red energy begin to fade. My fingers tapped the keyboard mercilessly as I tried to stabilize the space time bubble. The data coming in didn’t make any sense. Readings were telling me that a bubble was created but did not follow our time algorithms. It seemed they veered off in a completely different direction. My head was spinning trying to make sense of the data. The red energy river turned into a trickle and then faded from view. 


     My eyes focused on the platform. The teddy bear was still there, undamaged but not alone. A foot above it was a glowing purple crack. I walked along the railing, my eyes transfixed on the glowing light. The crack was suspended in midair dead center on the platform. Its light pulsed every other second as I stepped closer. 


     “Are we still recording?” I asked. 


     “We are.” Dylan responded. 


     “Lucy, what do the scans say?” 


     Lucy shook her head. “It doesn’t make sense. It seems we did effect space but not time. That crack shouldn’t be there.” 


     “Did we break the universe?” Dylan said with a look like his mind was completely blown. 


     “No. I think we may have stumbled on something else. Keep recording the data and….” I was cut off. 


     The rift on the platform flashed and pulsed louder. My arm went up to shield against the light. When it dimmed, I put my arm down and gasped. The crack pulsed again and then something appeared on the platform. It took seconds for me to recognize the shape. It moved with reptilian precision as its head turned from side to side. Another bright flash filled the room and then there was another of the same shape. I took a step back and third flash blanketed the room. 


     I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. My mind was open to the possibilities of the universe but this was completely unexpected. Three dinosaurs were standing on the TFM platform, to be more specific, three Utahraptors. They each in turn looked directly at the three of us. I backed up to the small staircase and took one step. The raptors all turned to me. The one in the middle took a clawed step forward; its tail shook slightly as if it was deciding to attack me. 


     “Doc?”” Dylan asked as he stayed very still. 


     “When I reach the railing, hit the safety protocols.” I said never taking my eyes off them. 


     The raptors seemed to know what was happening because the middle one charged. It growled as muscle propelled it toward me. Its sleek body moved effortlessly and crossed the small distance in a blink of an eye. I scrambled up the three steps. Dylan hit a large red button on his control panel. Light flashed and the ceiling opened up. Around the lower dais of the room, thick safety glass came sliding down. I whipped away just as it hit the floor grooves and locked into place. In the event of an explosion or containment, the safety glass was to provide extra time to evacuate the area. 


     The raptor crashed into the glass. It backed off and eyed me. Lucy and Dylan were at my side in an instant. We watched as the raptors paced and inspected their glass cage. 


     “What do we do now?” Lucy asked. 


     “Should we evacuate?” Dylan followed up. 


     I took a step toward the glass, watching the raptor as it watched me. “Let’s take a moment. That glass was meant to hold back explosions. I don’t think they can break through. We need to find out more on how this happened. If we start alerting everyone then there is potential for this situation to spin out of control.” 


     Lucy and Dylan hesitantly agreed and went back to their control panels. I stood close to the safety glass. The raptor before me put its large reptilian face about an inch away and stared. I tried to discover a way for time travel and it seems I succeeded in a completely unexpected way. This was better than anything I could dream of. 


     Why did you bring us here? 


     My head felt fuzzy. Where did that voice come from? 


     You brought us here and trapped us? Why? 


     “Are you talking to me?” I said out loud to the raptor in front of me. 


     Yes. It took a moment to understand your language. I am talking to you through telepathy. Now answer me. 


     “Doc, I can hear them in my head.” Dylan said in a slightly confused look to his already bewildered face. 


     I ignored Dylan and continued. “We didn’t do it on purpose. We were proving an experiment with time travel. We didn’t expect to pull anything through to our time.” 


     The glowing purple crack over the middle platform started to shrink. One raptor turned to see it. It barked out a strange screech. Another moved to get closer to the crack in time space. It reached out a claw and just as it was about to touch it, the crack closed up and faded from view. The raptor in front of me huffed and turned back to stare at me. 


     This is your final warning. Release us and send us back. 


     “I can’t do that just yet. The reactors need to reset and recharge. Plus, we need to take the time to study you.” I didn’t know why I was explaining but something in me was compelling me to answer the saurian creature. 


     Study us? 


     I gasped as the safety glass unclamped from the floor grooves and slowly began to rise. “Dylan!” I yelled. 


     “I can’t explain it? They told me to do it.” Dylan said as he was rooted to the spot. 


     Each raptor faced one of us, staring with slitted reptilian eyes. Lucy remained still as did Dylan. The raptor in front of me moved like a predator toward me as the glass disappeared into the ceiling. Teeth gleamed in the lab light as it moved its head close to me. I tried to back off but I found myself trembling. The raptor sniffed at me, its eyes never leaving mine. It dipped its head as it sniffed at my body. Its nose was inches away but it glided down my neck, chest, and stomach before stopping at my thighs. I was wearing a lab coat with a blouse and long skirt underneath. The raptor moved to the bottom of my skirt and nudged it. I grabbed the edges and held them down, shaking like a leaf. 


     Your scent is intoxicating. When did you last mate? 


     Shock washed over me. Did this dinosaur really just ask me when I last had sex? “That is none of your business.” I said trying to be firm. 


     The raptor looked at me and I felt I needed to tell the truth. “I don’t remember, maybe two years.” My face glowed red. 


     The universe works in such mysterious ways. The three of us were on our way to our breeding grounds before you plucked us out of time and space. 


     “They are making me turn off the cameras.” Dylan said as he tapped a few keys. 


     I kept my eyes on the raptor. “I don’t understand what you mean?” I said innocently but I had a feeling I knew what they meant. The hungry look in its eyes gave it away and I felt I was at their mercy. 


     I can sense your thoughts. You won’t even admit to yourself your own deep cravings. It is buried so deep under calculations and knowledge that you won’t acknowledge it. Since we have some time before your machine is working again, maybe we should spend it studying each other’s mating habits. 


     “We…can’t… we…” I stammered. 


     Let me help open that box of yours.  


     I could feel something moving inside my mind. It was the strangest sensation as something pressed against my very being. There was a small twist and pull. My trembling gave way to a flood of wet heat. It washed over me like a tidal wave and I had to step back and lean against the wall. The raptor moved closer as my breathing increased. The raptor went from a menacing dinosaur to a slick, reptilian being with emotions, thoughts and strong sensual lines. It was almost too much for me as my eyes half shut and I tilted my head back. 


     My name is Rull. 


     I didn’t care what its name was. I just wanted him to touch me with those claws. Rull moved closer and sniffed at the bottom of my skirt. I found my hands instead of holding it down, they were slowly pulling it up. When my skirt was halfway up my thigh, Rull pushed his nose in between my legs. I could feel myself grow wet as his large snout touched my panties. His body moved closer and claws grasped my hips. Heat came off Rull’s body in waves. I reached out and touched his smooth scaly skin. I thought he would be rough but it was like a snake skin. The more I touched him, the wetter I became. 


     Claws hooked into the sides of my skirt. I tried to wiggle out of it but Rull had other plans. He dug his claws deep and sliced down the edges. I nearly giggled in delight as my black skirt fell to the floor in two pieces. I couldn’t believe how good I felt as this dinosaur was making the moves on me. He pressed his nose to my wet mound and took a deep inhale. A moan escaped my lips as he pressed harder and grazed my nub. My hands were on Rull’s neck as he explored my womanhood. I wanted my panties off in the worst way. Rull, reading my mind, closed sharp teeth on a piece of fabric and pulled. The room filled with a slight tearing as he roughly ripped my panties off. 


     Rull’s tongue snaked out. I looked down as he dipped his large head and ran his tongue along my hairless slit. I may not have been having sex but I always groomed myself. Maybe that was me just hoping I would fuck someone, anyone if they tried hard enough. My thoughts swirled as the raptor’s tongue tasted me along my pussy and slathering wetness all over my nub. I was moaning louder and louder. He knew just where to touch me and I found my hands clutching his neck, urging him on to continue. 


     I half opened my eyes to see a raptor doing the same to Lucy. She was surprisingly quiet as the raptor roughly cut her clothes off. Lucy had a faraway lust in her eyes as she helped pull off clothes the raptor hadn’t cut off. It too took an interest between her legs. It roughly knocked her down and proceeded to lick at her thin pink gash. The third raptor stayed in the middle of the room but Dylan was taking his clothes off. He had that lusty look in his eyes but they were on me. 


     My quivering slit ached to be filled. Rull was turning me on to eleven and I knew I would say yes to anything. My normal life flowed from me as I was filled with a deep need to satisfy my inner slut. My moaning continued as I slid to the floor. Rull ran his tongue along my folds and my pink nub. He made circular motions with his rough tongue and I screamed in delight. Rull pulled away and with amazing precision, sliced down the front of my blouse and bra. My shirt opened up and my large ample tits spilled out. The raptor’s tongue ran along my exposed nipple and electricity shot through my body. I reached down to my dripping slit and began rubbing my engorged clit. Every time my body reacted to the raptor’s touch, Rull somehow made it more intense. I whimpered on and on as he licked me in tender places.  


     I felt someone was close. I opened my eyes to see Dylan standing next to me naked. His hard body flexed as his large cock dangled between his legs. I was moaning loudly again as Rull used his head to brush aside my hands and return to licking my quivering lips. 


     “Doc, I have wanted to do this for a long time.” Dylan said with a nearly evil expression I never knew he could have. 


     My lips parted just a little and Dylan grabbed his hard cock at the base and shoved it into my mouth. Inches pushed in against my pressed lips. Every vein on his thick shaft spoke volumes on how much he wanted me. My moans were muffled as he pressed his cock deeper into my mouth. Rull focused on my clit and my body bucked from shockwaves of pleasure. I abandoned all notions of the everyday world as my body urged to be filled. 


     Dylan slid his cock in and out of my mouth. I hungrily licked his head. A drop of pre come touched my tongue and that made me suck harder. Warm claws held my thighs as the raptor continued his assault on my womanhood. It was all too much as a pressure began to build. Rull playing with me and Dylan hate fucking my mouth made me feverish. It had been so long since I had an orgasm, I nearly forgot how they felt. Blood pumped in my veins and then I gave a muffled scream. My body shook violently as fireworks lit up my nerves. My body broke out into a sweat as I bucked. My hand reached up and grabbed the base of Dylan’s cock. I sucked harder and harder, trying to taste his come while the orgasm began to fade. Dylan was rock hard in me when claws pulled me away from him. I landed roughly on all fours, my mind and body still reeling from intense pleasure. 


     I looked back with wide eyes. Rull’s cock hung from between his saurian legs. It was long, thick and smooth. It had a rounded head and it pulsed with heat. I instantly worried that I may be too tight. Claws touched my rough ass as his cock head rose up like a thick pole. I turned my head, ready for him to fill me with that dinosaur cock when one of the other raptors was standing in front. Its cock was hard and parallel to the floor. It coldly looked down at me as it pressed the head to my lips. I was going to be the first woman to taste dinosaur cock and that sent my urges sky high. I hungrily took the large cock head into my mouth. At the same time, Rull pressed his member against my tight slit and sank into my folds. Bliss bloomed as I was taken from both ends. Nearly in sync they pushed their meaty cock’s inch after inch into me. They were too big and I knew I couldn’t take all of them in but damn if I didn’t try. Rull let out a growl as he pushed as much as he could. Then he slid back and forth, claws clutching my ass to control the tempo. The other raptor echoed a growl as I took him deep in my mouth and nearly choked on it. 


     From the corner of my eye, I could see Lucy on her hands and knees. The other Raptor was humping her and her body moved to the rhythm. It screeched and growled as inches disappeared into her tightness. Her small but ample breasts swung with each thrust. She pulled her head back and moaned like an animal. 


     Soon I found myself lost to the hot touch of two dinosaurs in me. My own tits swung to their rhythm. They fucked me like I was a toy to be used. I pushed my hips against Rull pushing into me. The sensations caused ripples of pleasure between us. 


     OOoooo…You feel good for a primate. 


     The comment made me push harder on his cock, forcing every inch deeper into me. Rull’s claws dug a little into me, breaking skin and sending me into a tailspin of fucking. I could feel another climax begin to grow. I needed his seed in me. I needed to sample his seed for my own desires and science! 


     Rull let out a dull roar as his massive cock bulged. My pussy sank farther down on his cock. Molten jets of saurian come exploded in me. My own orgasm sent waves of pleasure throughout my body as we thrusted and pushed on each other. Rull kept his cock in me, come spilling out and filling me up. It was an obscene amount as his seed dripped from my lips. The raptor pulled his impressive cock from my dripping cunt. I needed more and whimpered my displeasure. Another cock filled me. 


     “I’ll take your sloppy seconds.” I heard Dylan say behind me. 


     Dylan was big but not as big as our saurian visitors. But it was still nice to have a human cock in me. He had nothing to be ashamed of but I could tell he was working out his aggression on me. He banged my ass as hard as he could. Each thrust sent ripples across my ass. Maybe he felt stupid around me. I wasn’t entirely nice to him with all his innocence. Whatever the reason, his hate was turning me on as much as the raptors. 


     The other raptor in my mouth was sliding faster and rougher. I bobbed my head while he pushed as deep as he could. Its cock bulged. Jets of come streamed out. My mouth filled up quickly with dinosaur seed. I tried to pull away but the raptor wasn’t finished. It held me there with its claws, pumping every last drop into me. Finally, it pulled out and seed spilled from my full mouth. It had a salty sweetness to it. I tried to gulp down as much as I could but it was far too much. 


     Lucy screamed as the raptor in her screeched. It seemed they both came at the same time. I was on all fours, heaving and trying to sort out my sexed-up mind. Dylan slammed his strong hips into me. His cock bulged and he grunted. Human come filled my already dripping wet hole. When Dylan pulled out, I collapsed onto the floor. My body was on fire as I tried to catch my breath. Claws touched my hip and turned me onto my back. I sat up to see Rull was over me with his hard cock. He scooped me up. His thin arms were strong as he held me to him. I wrapped my arms and legs around his body. I could feel his cock teasing at my opening. He wanted me again and I was going to give him what he wanted. 


     Rull’s cock pushed into my dripping hole. He filled me again and I held on to his smooth body. He was half buried in me and I tried to take more. I clutched at him, squeezing his cock. My walls felt like they were at the breaking point. Did he get bigger? My nipples pressed and slid along Rull’s body. It was all so much that another orgasm began to build. 


     It was my turn to claw at his skin. He rocked me on his long thick cock and I surrendered. My legs held on to his body as he pumped and pumped and pumped into me, his bulbous head sending shockwaves through my form. I never knew anything could feel this good ever. I nibbled at his scaly neck. My world spun out of control. I screamed as my nerves burst in pleasure. My body gave contained trembles as I squeezed my eyes and pussy shut. Rull’s cock expanded, nearly splitting me in two. My eyes shot open as a river of come burst forth. I could feel strings of come shower my insides. My eyes rolled into the back of my head and my screams turned into low moans. This went on for a long stretch of time. When my head began to clear, Rull was gently placing me back on the ground. I wasn’t sure but I could hear Rull communicating with the other raptors. 


     She is excellent. You must take her. 


     I was in a haze. Claws closed around my body. I was moved and placed on all fours. I could do nothing as something big and hard pushed into me. My body rocked to their movements. The tempo kept me like a living pleasure zombie. I never wanted any of this to stop. Scaly skin brushed my back as a thick saurian member pushed in and out of me. An orgasm bloomed in me and then a chain of orgasms rippled through me. I felt them in my mind, opening my pleasure centers. I didn’t know where I ended and they began. The cock in me bulged and a river of come filled me. It had nowhere to go so it spilled out when they pulled out. Another thick member pushed in and I felt complete. One of my hands played with a pointed nipple. I clutched at myself and looked back. The raptors were each taking turns fucking me from behind. My mind dripped with pleasure. I glanced over to see Lucy sucking Dylan’s half hard cock.  


     My hand went to my nub and I played with it. My world opened up and another chain of orgasms exploded in me. It had been too long and I was missing out. It took psychic raptors to show me how to fuck again. The cock in me splashed my cunt and pulled out. I felt Rull’s familiar cock slide into me again. I smiled. He couldn’t get enough of me. I thrust my hips on him over and over. We went at it like true animals until our bodies bucked in unison. I whimpered and fell to the floor. Rull’s cock slipped out and come dripped all over my ass and back. He bent down next to me and I couldn’t help but get the feeling he was cuddling with me. I turned over and wrapped an arm around his big form in playful bliss. 


     *** 


     I stood naked at the controls. The last few hours were interesting to say the least. Lucy and Dylan seemed fine after our experience and a bit bubbly because of it. The raptors were also very gentle and attentive as we waited for the reactors to fully charge. In the meantime, Rull and I worked on some of the data we collected from the experiment. It seemed that Rull was able to grasp the calculations pretty quickly after being in my head for a few minutes. As we poured over the data, we realized that the Time Flux machine didn’t actually work the way it was intended. Instead, it opened a dimensional rift to another universe.  


     Watching Rull laugh only gave me the giggles. His raised his head and his whole body shook. Now that we had this information, it made reopening the rift that much easier. It would also send shockwaves through the scientific community and the world that we now had a means to visit other dimensions. 


     When we weren’t working on data, we talked about our worlds. I promised I would make every attempt to visit his world in the near future. Rull bowed like a gentleman would. I had to tell him to not take everything in my head so literal. 


     When the monitor read 88%, I pushed the activation button. A red swirl of energy whipped around the rods and moments later a purple rift appeared on the platform. Rull and his companions gave us quick nods of the saurian heads. One of them touched the rift and was sucked in. The second one did the same and he disappeared from view. Rull looked back at me, Dylan and Lucy. We waved, cheering him on. He tilted his head, reached out and touched the rift and was sucked in. 


     I dialed back the machine. A short time later the rift closed. Dylan and Lucy stood naked with me as I leaned against the edge of the rail. 


     “What do we do now? How do go on with this experience we all had?” Lucy asked with a little concern in her eyes. 


     “We keep it to ourselves and work on the Dimensional Flux machine. I don’t know about you guys but I’m hungry. Let’s try to get some clothes on and get a bite to eat. I’m buying.” I smiled. 


     Lucy and Dylan both grinned as we gave each other one big group hug. We then headed to the showers together with clear heads and new discoveries in our hearts. 


       


     ~Fin~ 
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     One 


     A stab of queasiness rolled through my delicate stomach. Leaning my head back, I closed my eyes to block out the blur of trees outside my window. The drive was long and the road was turning and twisting to the point I was feeling sea sick. The hum of the SUV made my spine feel like jelly. The snoring from the backseat tightened the knot in my stomach.  


     "Emily, you alright?" came a deep voice from the driver's side. 


     I opened my eyes and looked over at Aiden as he glanced at me sideways. "I need to walk around. Eight hours in the car is my limit." I turned my head slightly to look into the back seat. Tommy was laid out with one long arm draped over his eyes. Either his snoring was getting louder or the drive was starting to really get to me. 


     Aiden smiled. "We should have left him at the rest stop. He'd probably still be sleeping." 


     I grinned and turned half closed eyes to the window. Thick trees passed us as we continued our swaying drive along the barely paved road. The forest was dark for early afternoon. The light above gave a soothing glow while the trees pressed close to each other as if hiding mother nature's dark secrets. Wandering thoughts floated around my tired mind. I was used to dig sites on the west coast, open spaces and beautiful desert sky. The east coast on the other hand felt wet and closed in. I let out a sigh, hoping this trip was worth it. 


     "I know what you're thinking. You hope the trip was worth it." Aiden said with an edge of concern. 


     "Is it that obvious?" I said while still looking at trees pass us by. 


     Aiden looked me in the eye before turning back to the road. "If this is genuine, we might have the find of a lifetime." 


     "Or it could be some crazy lady with chicken bones in her backyard." I huffed. 


     "I think this woman is on the level. She reached out to the institute with some convincing photos." 


     "They could have been manipulated." I hesitated when Aiden's brow furled slightly. "I don't mean to be a downer. I want to get excited but until we see the site, I think we should be cautious." 


     Aiden kept his eyes on the road. Silently my heart sagged. I knew this discovery would finally make his career. I wanted to be as excited as he was but I had my doubts. To find raptor bones this far east, and in perfect condition would be a dream come true for all of us but especially for Aiden.  


     "Do you think this is a mistake?" Aiden glanced over to me. 


     "No. I think I'm just tired. I'm sure I will feel better once we're there." 


     Aiden was silent for a moment. "Do you think it was a mistake for us to do this together?" 


     I kept my gaze forward. I had a feeling this would come up. Aiden was my professor and I was his starry-eyed student at one time. Everything he said was magic and I fell for it like a true romantic. We dated for a year and I thought I had found the one person to spend my life with. It still was a shock when I went to visit him unannounced and he was giving another student a private tutoring session. I tried to be mature about it and brush it off. Aiden tried to treat it like it wasn't important, that she meant nothing but that wasn't the problem. It mattered to me that he hid it. I ended it a few weeks later and we moved on. I knew he still had feelings for me but I couldn't bring myself to be with him anymore. That was two years ago. 


     After I graduated, I joined the institute and found myself working off and on with Aiden. We soon became colleagues in the paleontology department. It was nice to be around him but I kept a healthy distance. I really hoped this wasn't some stunt to try and get us back together.  


     "I think it's fine. We are only here for a few days." 


     "Just to set you at ease, I'm not going to try win you back." Aiden smiled. 


     I hated that he knew me so well. It was like he could read my mind and he got better every time we were around each other.  


     "Good." I said simply.  


     The rest of the drive was quiet except for the snoring intern in the back seat. The road snaked before us and Aiden handled it like a pro. My stomach continued to knot up. The urge to puke started to rise. I thought this was going to be it when the trees cleared and we drove right up to an old house. As soon as the car stopped, I opened the door and stepped out onto the inviting solid ground. 


     Taking deep breaths, I fought back the motion sickness. A car door slammed behind me and Aiden walked over, looking at me with a concerned gaze. 


     "I'm fine. I just need a moment." I said as I walked around aimlessly. 


     The house in the small clearing was several stories high and looked like something from Victorian Homes Weekly. The wood was a deep brown and the roof had sea green tiles. Trees crowded around the house, almost protectively. Shafts of sunlight struggled to penetrate the thick foliage, stabbing at the ground with patches of light. Cicada song blanketed the area with their mating calls. The white noise calmed me down and the knot in my stomach started to loosen. The air was pure and fresh, each breath filling my lungs like a cool glass of water. 


     The front door opened and a woman stepped out. I smiled as the woman dressed in a long flowing black dress stepped down the few steps and walked easily to us. The closer she was, the more her dress showed black lace adhering to her hourglass form. Black hair was tied into one long braid and she wore rather thick eyeliner and black lipstick. 


     "Thank you for coming out." The woman smiled at me and Aiden. 


     "Thank you for having us. This is Emily Bright and we have one more sleeping in the back seat, Tommy Reed." 


     The woman in black held out her hand to me. "Nora Morgan." 


     I shook her hand. "Thank you for bringing this to our attention and letting us perform an analysis." 


     "I'm glad I could be of help. Would you like to drop off your gear and items? I have the guestrooms prepared. We can see the pit later this afternoon after you have settled in." 


     "If you don't mind, can we see the pit now. I think after the long drive, a nice walk would do us all good." Aiden could barely contain himself. To anyone else, they would see a handsome man with a touch of gray at the temples and a stoic posture but I could see the excitement in his eyes. 


      Nora smiled showing bright white teeth. "Not at all." 


     The car door opened. We all turned to see Tommy nearly spilling out to the ground. He managed to catch himself and stand up without falling over. The intern stood at six two and was built like an athletic swimmer, complete with broad shoulders and thin waist. Long hair was tied tightly behind his head except for one thick lock with a few beads on his right temple. Glowing green eyes took in available light and radiated back like emerald pools. When I first met him, I thought he was a really cute guy with no brains until he showed me and Aiden his thesis he was working on. Comparing trapped arctic bacteria samples to fossilized bacteria would revolutionize the paleontology community. Aiden took him under his wing immediately and the two have been inseparable ever since. 


     "Tommy, grab the camera. We are going directly to the site." Aiden shouted. 


     Tommy nodded and pulled a camera bag from the back seat. Putting the strap over his shoulder, the intern moved toward us. I glanced at Nora who waited patiently for us to be together. Trees swayed in the wind as she turned and started walking. 


     Tommy walked alongside me while Aiden walked alongside our hostess. "Who's the goth chick?" 


     I punched him in the arm. "Don't be rude. Her name is Nora." 


     Tommy laughed. "She lives out here by herself? I bet she is into some freaky stuff. Maybe she is a serial killer and we are her next victims." 


     I had to fight my lips from curving into a smile. Tommy knew how to make me laugh and it drove me crazy. "I hope she kills you first so you can stop annoying me." I whispered. 


     "No way. I'm all skin and bones. But you, you have meat in all the right places. I bet she will tell her serial killer friends how good you were." 


     "Most serial killers are solitary." I said flatly. 


     "Maybe she will tell her imaginary friends about you." Tommy grinned. 


     A small laugh escaped my lips. Aiden and Nora looked back at me. I shook my head and looked away. I had to keep it together. Tommy on the other hand looked over at Nora and back at me. I couldn't help but glance at him as he mouthed the word "serial killer" and looked forward like nothing was wrong. I punched his arm again. 


     We walked around the large home and followed a small dirt trail into the woods. The path was nearly claustrophobic as trees lined the way with branches touching the tops of our heads. Despite the glow of midday, a creepy chill ran up my spine. Insects buzzed us as we continued on. I kept looking over my shoulder and wondering how much farther it was. The creepy feelings stayed, as if something was watching me. 


     After ten minutes, we emerged into another clearing. My eyes widened as we looked to the middle. The ground was sunken down out of sight. The closer we stepped, the father down it went. When we reached the edge, we could see the bottom and darkness ringed the sides of the pit. 


     "Be careful, I'm not sure how sturdy the ground is. I put a ladder off to the side where it seemed a little firmer." Nora said pointing to a metal ladder on the right side of the pit. 


     Aiden was first to move to it. I followed with Tommy close behind. Aiden's boots clanged against the metal ladder as he hurried to the bottom. I went down the ladder with Tommy bringing up the rear. Nora stayed by the ladder and kept us in full view. It was then I thought about what Tommy said. She brought us here and was going to leave us in this pit. I reached the bottom and stepped back as Tommy stepped off the ladder. 


     Tommy and I looked at the pit and each other and laughed. Aiden shot us a look and we quickly quieted down.  


     "Keep moving to the left. You will see it." Nora shouted down to us. 


     I watched as Aiden moved toward the darkness. Earth hung over the sides, creating protection from the elements. The pit was perfectly round with large stones for walls. Aiden pulled out a small flashlight from his vest and turned it on. The light penetrated the darkness and instantly we were greeted by white stone. I could feel my eyes widened as I walked closer to Aiden and where the light shined.  


     "Wow." Tommy said while still hanging back. 


     The rock was smooth and solid. Directly in the middle was exposed fossilized bone of three skeletons. They were so well preserved that an outline where their skin was made them look like they were in a frozen bubble. I moved closer, taking in the near perfect structure of the saurian bodies. One was in the middle with another mounted from behind. A third looked like it was inches away from biting the one mounting the middle one. Claws were out stretched and mouths open with curved teeth. It was hard to tell at first but the more I stared, the more it looked like three dinosaurs were locked in mating and fighting with the middle one. 


     "Three perfectly preserved Utahraptors frozen during mating. Do you know how important this is?" Aiden said while I walked up next to him. 


     "I take back what I said earlier." I said with my own excitement bubbling up. 


     "We have to notify the institute. We have to get a team out here to dig this out." Aiden was beside himself. 


     My hand touched his shoulder. "Let's do the analysis first and then we can let the world know." 


     Aiden looked to me and let out a deep breath. "You're right. First thing tomorrow we will set up the gear and document everything. Take samples and pictures." 


     "This is it Aiden. The find you have been looking for." I beamed. 


     Aiden rubbed his scruffy chin as he continued to gaze at the stone bones. Tommy joined us and we all stood in awe. I finally had to tug at Aiden and Tommy so we could leave. The sun sank lower in the afternoon sky and I wanted us all rested up for tomorrow. 


     We all climbed back out of the pit. Nora waited with a kind smile on her lips. Trees rustled in the background. 


     "I hope it was worth the trip here?"  


     "More than you know. Thank you, Nora, for contacting us. I will be sure to talk to the institute for reimbursement for such a wondrous find. We have much to discuss." 


     Nora smiled. "No need for anything like that. I'm glad I could help further the sciences. We can talk more tonight around dinner." 


     We all started to walk back down the dirt path toward the house. Aiden couldn't stop talking to Tommy about the possibilities from this discovery. I hung back as everyone continued forward. My own head was spinning. We were on the verge of something that will rock the paleontology world.  


     Just the I felt something crawling up my arm. I swatted it and reluctantly looked to see if it was a smashed bug. When I peered down, my hand was empty and clean. Odd, I could have sworn something was crawling up my arm. I felt it again and looked at my arm. Something pressed at my skin, moving an inch before pulling back. I whirled around to see nothing but trees and green vibrant leaves. The cicadas stopped and stillness covered the area. 


     "Come on Emily. Don't fall behind." Aiden called out. 


     I know something touched me. I tried to brush it all away but that eerie feeling from before was back. There was something out here, I could feel it. I turned to the group and caught up with a little skip. The four of us emerged from the path to the back of the house. I was about to tap Tommy on the shoulder and ask him if he felt like we were being watched when a rattling of bushes caused us all to stop walking and talking. 


     I turned around to branches moving and bending. I was a statute as leaves moved and a flash of sunlight touched my eyes. The brilliance faded as something big moved through the brush. Plants bended out of the way and eyes opened, staring directly into mine. Fear welled up and latched on to my heart. I tried to move but the thing in the brush growled. Sharp white teeth gleamed into view with salvia dripping from them. Wild eyes darted around and a second later the thing burst through the brush, roaring and barreling right toward me. Fear made me step back while a scream was stuck in my throat. 


     


  




  

     Two  


     The furry monster barreled right at me. Frozen, I could do nothing as the bear made strange noises, with wild eyes spiraling in every direction. My life flashed before me as I watched death riding the beast, ready to cut me down with those huge claws. The world turned silent as the wild animal threw up dirt and leaves with each paw striking the ground. I blinked and a figure in black was standing in front of me, arms out and shouting. 


     The bear skidded to a halt, its rump slamming into the ground. The creature whined and moaned. Growls flooded the area and the creature looked away. I could tell it wasn't angry or hungry. Its movements seemed to tell me it was scared. Staring like a cemetery statue, Nora held out her arms and shouted. For a second it sounded like Latin. 


     The wild bear groaned and carried on like a toddler. It gave Nora one last look before shuffling off into the forest. Nora lowered her hands and turned to me, concern painted into her eyes. 


     "Are you okay?" 


     I barely nodded. "I think so. What just happened?" 


     "That was Rufus. He prowls this forest and likes to stay close. I've never seen him so agitated. He is normally very docile." 


     Aiden and Tommy were behind me. Hands took hold of me and Aiden held me close. 


     "I thought that bear was going to kill you." Aiden didn't let go. Warm scent and cologne wafted into my nose. My senses were dialed to eleven and Aiden's comforting arms soothed away the shock. 


     "I'm fine. I'm fine. Just a little shook up." I smiled. 


     "The bear has a name?" Tommy asked Nora with wide eyes. 


     Nora gave a sheepish smile. "I spend a lot of time out here by myself. You tend to create an equilibrium with the environment. But we should get inside. The sun will be down soon and there are a few animals out here with a bad attitude." 


     "I'm with Nora. Let's get back to the house." Tommy said as he looked around nervously. 


     Aiden kept his arm around me as we all walked back. I didn't even realize as we walked that my hand was around Aiden's waist. We used to walk like this all the time and it seemed old habits die hard. My first thought was to pull away but instead I stayed holding onto him. Aiden didn't seem to mind. He smiled and gave me reassuring squeezes. 


     Back at the house, we quickly pulled our gear from the car and brought it all in. The house had a wondrous scent of ancient wood and incense. Nora showed us to our rooms on the second floor. The place was big with stained dark wood and old fashion wallpaper. Floors creaked as we stepped into our own rooms. 


     I closed my door and went through my bag. It was then my hands began to shake. I stared at them for close to a minute before flexing my fingers. I guess I wasn't as over it as I thought I was. I tried to push away the images of the large bear coming toward me. I surveyed the room. It had a large bed, oval vanity mirror and a plain wooden dresser. Clean towels were on top of the dresser and as I put my clothes away, they smelled fresh. 


     Once everything was put away, I moved to the large windows. They faced the back of the house and I could see the path to the raptor site. Trees obscured any chance of seeing the site from here. I did glance around to see if the Rufus was still mulling about but the forest was still. The sun dipped behind the horizon as orange light touched my window, painting my body in warm color. 


     I left my room and headed downstairs. The smell of food rose up along the stairs and grew stronger with each step. At the bottom, I walked toward the scent of a home cooked meal. In a dining room sat Aiden, Tommy and Nora. Plates of food filled the middle and the men were already placing napkins on their laps. 


     "This is quite a feast. Thank you." Aiden smiled as he speared a thick piece of steak. 


     Nora smiled. "I don't entertain guests much out here. I thought it would be fitting for your first night." 


     Tommy filled his plate with mash potatoes and various greens. I sat down and took a plate. It was rare that I ate beef but I found my fork taking a small piece of steak as well. 


     "It seems the bear shook you up. You’re eating meat now," Tommy grinned. 


     "Yea." I said nervously. "Maybe a little protein to help calm my nerves." 


     The table went back to eating and soon polite conversation. Aiden couldn't stop talking about the site. It was charming to see him so animated over the discovery. Tommy and Nora listened as Aiden talked about the possibilities. I tried to focus but I found my mind drifting. An odd feeling pushed at my mind and my heart raced the more Aiden talked. A sickness boiled in my belly for a moment before melting away. It wasn't the food which by the way was delicious but something else. It was almost like the bear was in this room, staring at me and all I wanted to do was run. 


     "Emily?" Aiden asked with concerned look. 


     I snapped out of my dreamy state to see that my plate was empty and practically licked clean. Was I really that hungry? 


     "Yes." I said simply. 


     "You hardly said a word and you had a faraway look in your eyes."  


     Nora let out a small amused laugh. "It might have been Rufus. The first time I encountered him he set me on edge too. He doesn't hurt anyone but tends to visit every so often. Try to steer clear and you should be fine." 


     "Will this be a problem when we have more people here for the site?" Tommy asked, leaning back and patting his non-existent belly. 


     "When I have had gatherings here, he tends to shy away." Nora said as she took a sip of water. 


     "Gatherings? Like goth parties?" Tommy smiled. 


     "Tommy!" I yelled at him from across the table. 


     Nora let out a long laugh. "It's okay Emily. I know my style of dress is unusual but I like it because it's comfortable. To answer your question, Wiccan gatherings." 


     The table was silent. Nora continued. "It's not like story books. I'm sure you have all had people in your lives who study wiccan." 


     "Yea but it was normally a phase." Tommy looked down. 


     "Tommy, we are guests." Aiden elbowed him and turned to Nora. "Forgive him, he is brilliant but tends to speak a little too freely." 


     "The curse of an intelligent mind. So much knowledge and lesser understanding of the social graces." Nora winked at Tommy. 


     "I deserve that." Tommy smiled. "Sorry." 


     "Nothing to be sorry about. I'm just glad you all enjoyed the meal." Nora stood up and began picking up plates. 


     The three us helped with cleaning the table. We all moved into the kitchen and began washing, drying and stacking the dinnerware together. It was quite comfortable to clean up in such a homey environment. Tommy washed dishes as Nora and I dried plates. A few times I caught Nora looking at me from the corner of her eye. When my eyes met hers, she smiled and then turned her attention back to drying plates. 


     After everything was cleaned, the four of us moved to the lavish living room. Two comfortable couches filled the room with a fire place and shelves of books. Nora left for a moment as we sat around and discussed how we were going to handle the analysis tomorrow. The hostess returned with four wine glasses and a bottle of merlot. With wide eyes and hungry zeal, the four of us took a glass and held it out immediately. Nora smiled like a mama bird, pouring into each of our glasses. 


     I nearly drank half the glass. Anxiety pecked at my mind as I tried to keep it together. Aiden and Tommy sat back and sipped while Nora sat down in a comfortable chair and sipped her own glass. The way Aiden and Tommy looked, the only thing missing were cigars in their hands. 


     The mood shifted and warmed. Haze bled into my vision as I stared at Aiden and Tommy, lost to words of excitement. I was quiet as I sipped my wine. I was relaxed but something pushed at the reptile part of my brain. Night blanketed the world and I found myself looking to the window every few moments. A nagging feeling was telling me that I was being watched. Maybe it was Rufus, checking in on us, studying us. I had no idea but it was unsettlingly to say the least. 


     "I think I'm beat. I'm going to hit the sack." Tommy stood up and stretched his long arms. 


     "You slept in the car." I said with a smirk. 


     "And now I will sleep in a bed. Good night." Tommy smiled back and walked out of the room. 


     "I think I will hit the hay as well." I said as the wine made me a little loopy. 


     "I may stay up and talk, if you don't mind Nora?" Aiden smiled. 


     "Not at all. I love a good conversation." 


     Even with the wine sloshing around my head, my eyes locked on Aiden and Nora as they looked at each other. A creepy anger welled up and I had to turn away. Why was I jealous all of a sudden? I had seen Aiden with other women before and never gave it a second thought. Why did it bother me now? Why did that goth harpy look so happy that he was staying to talk with her? 


     I shook my head and the feeling faded away. I was being silly and I knew it. Without a word I walked off and headed to the stairs. Upstairs I managed to see Tommy just close his door, light still shining under it. For a brief second, I thought maybe I should sit and talk with him? A second later I thought against it. The wine was making me feel very strange and I should lay down. 


     I reached my door and lifted my hand to grab the handle when the door opened and creaked. I stopped as the handle moved and touched my waiting hand. Of course, the place had to be haunted. A wiccan in an old house in the middle of the woods, how could it not be haunted? I slurred a thank you to the helpful ghost and proceeded into my room. 


     I adjusted the ancient dimmer on the wall and gave my room an ethereal warm glow. I then twisted in the air and flopped onto my bed fully clothed. I lived in a small town on the west coast for so long that quiet nights were the norm but tonight, it was a little too quiet. I rolled onto my stomach and stared out the window. Blackness covered the outside like a sheet. The trees blocked out any star light and I felt like I was in some dark cocoon. 


     Eye lids grew heavy but I fought the edge of sleep. A creak stabbed at my ears. I slowly turned my head and watched as my door opened on its own. My ghost came back to say goodnight. How thoughtful. A dark shape peered in and a slitted eye gazed back at me. 


     Limbs scrambled as I sat up and threw my back against the bed post. I blinked and saw nothing there as my door lay slightly ajar. The wine must have been playing tricks. Or the ghost is fucking with me. Either way it woke me up and I found myself searching every corner of the room. Shadows remained dark and unmoving. Trees rustled to a light breeze outside. I pulled the blanket and held it to my chin. 


     I was being very silly. The house is creating a mood and my mind is playing tricks on me. I need to calm down and relax. Everything will be better by the morning. I was about to get my sleeping shirt when something curled around the edge of the door and pushed it open. A scream stuck in my throat until Aiden walked in with a bottle of brandy and two brandy glasses. 


     "Emily, I saw your door was open and a light was still on. I can't go to sleep so I thought you might share a brandy with me."  


     My body relaxed but jealousy began to rise. "What happened with Nora? I thought you two were getting close?" 


     Aiden arched an eyebrow. "We had a nice talk but she said she was going to bed. Did it bother you that we talked?" 


     I shook my head slowly. "No, it doesn't. I haven't had a chance to calm down since earlier. Maybe I do need a brandy." 


     Aiden smiled and walked over to me. He handed me a glass and poured into mine and then his. We held up our glasses and made a silent toast before taking a sip. The brandy was always harsh on me but the sugary aftertaste made up for it. 


     "We have a big day tomorrow. It's only about 9:30. I hope I can sleep tonight" Aiden took another sip. 


     "After a few of these we should sleep like the dead." I said as I finished mine and held it out for more. 


     Aiden filled my glass again and we talked about the agenda for tomorrow. The alcohol haze started to get thicker. I found my eyes wandering to Aiden's neck. As he talked, I wanted to reach out and bite him. A heat bloomed down there and I was finding it difficult to focus on his words. A serpent wanting clawed at my heart and all I could think about was wrapping my mouth around his cock. 


     "Are you okay Emily? You look like a predator ready for the attack." 


     I shook my head again. "I think it's the drink. Maybe you should go so we can get some sleep." I said in a breathy tone. 


     Aiden eyed me. "I could stay, give you a massage." 


     I laughed. "You dirty old man." 


     Aiden smiled. "You liked it when I was a dirty old man." 


     My hand reached out and playfully touched his chest. "I used too." My eyes half closed. "I think we should sleep in our own beds." 


     Aiden nodded. "Your right. I will see you in the morning, bright and early." 


     With that, Aiden was up and walking to the door. I watched him as he stepped out and closed it behind him. The floor creaked as he walked down the hall to his own room and a door closed. Silence settled through the house. I laid back and stared at the ceiling. I was too drunk to get up and turn out the light. The dim light and shadows waved as I lay, my own darkness closing in. 


     Lids closed and sweet, warm darkness covered me like a shroud. Dreams sprouted as I fell further and further into sleep. From behind I felt a presence. I turned my head in the dream as something ran toward me, claws flashing and teeth glistening. I tried to run but my legs felt like mud as the reptilian creature jumped, claws ready to slice my flesh.   


  




  

     Three 


     The air was warm as the raptor fell from the sky and crashed into me. I hit the ground and rolled. I was back on my feet and turning. Eyes grew to the size of dinner plates as a raptor stood feet from me, eyes locked on mine and a low growl in its throat. The dinosaur's head bobbed as it studied me, tail quivering in anticipation. 


      "It's only a dream. It's only a dream." I said over and over again as if it would make me wake up. 


     The raptor took a clawed stepped closer, nostrils flaring as it took a sniff. I held out my hands and looked at them in shock. My hands were three fingered and scaled with claws at each tip. I didn't have time to wonder what was going on as the raptor stepped closer, sniffing at the air. I backed off, my body feeling different. I was bent forward and I glanced back to see I had a tail. 


     I was a fucking raptor in a dream! Maybe I have spent too much time at work. I continued to back up as the raptor moved forward, saurian hands flexing. The look it gave me wasn't of hunger. I didn't know how I knew but I knew. Heat flowed through my body as it reacted to the raptor the closer it moved. Thoughts became simpler and I stopped moving back. 


     The raptor eyed me and made a strange sound. I made the same sound back. Lush forest surrounded us as the dinosaur moved even closer, the side of its head touching my neck. A shiver ran up and down my spine. The suitor rubbed against my neck and took a nip at my flesh. A thrill shocked me as I bit him back. Eyes lowered and I could see the raptor's member slide out between his legs. My head dipped to smell him. The aroma was intoxicating. My tongue slipped out to lick along the shaft. 


     The raptor huffed and we circled each other. He seemed to be interested because he sniffed at me several times. My vision grew wet as a tongue slipped out and ran along my engorged slit. I stayed still as the male stalked behind me. Claws took hold of me and I let him pull me toward him. The dinosaur's tip touched my quivering slit. I let out an inhuman cry as an inch pushed in and then another. 


     I was about to completely surrender myself when another pair of eyes appeared along the foliage. Both of our heads turned to the rustling when another raptor launched from cover and darted at us, angry screams filling the sky. I trembled as the raptor knocked into me and bit the raptor trying to mount me. Inhuman shrieks surrounded us as they fought and my head perked up when I heard an explosion in the distance. Fire rained down and I screeched as a ball of fire came toward us. 


     I sat up with a start, hands and legs fighting with my blanket as it entwined around me. When my mind fell back into my body, limbs stopped and I sat up dazed and confused. I touched my neck and was covered in sweat, heat pouring off my body. 


     I threw the blanket aside and swung my legs over the side. I buried my face in my hands for a second before looking up at an old fashion clock. It was only eleven PM. I was barely asleep for two hours and it felt like the whole night had passed. 


     A thirst filled my throat. I stood up and made my way out of my room and into the hallway. A dim light lit the way. All the bedroom doors were closed and the lights were out. I tried to walk as softly as I could down the stairs to the kitchen. I poured myself a glass of water and downed it. I poured a second glass and took it with me. 


     I stepped through the dining room to get to the stairs. I looked out the windows to nothing but blackness. I was just about to step out of the dining room when something big moved outside the window. Fear propelled me to head to the stairs and not look back. If it was Rufus then it was better that I didn't see him. Looking at a bear in a dark forest from a lonely house was not top of my list of things to do. 


     I climbed the stairs. When I reached the top, I glanced back down the stairs. Something white moved just past the edge of the wall, disappearing into the dining room where I just came from. The ripple of fear made me hurry off to my room. What the hell was happening? Was something in the house? It wasn't Rufus because it was white. Did I just see something white? It has to be the wine and brandy. 


     I stepped to my door and reached out. The door creaked open and the handle touched my hand on its own. I stood there holding onto the glass of water for dear life. It was getting too freaky and I just needed to go back to sleep. I stepped in trying not to think of the white thing I saw downstairs and the ghost always opening my door when I heard another creak. 


     I closed my door to a sliver but looked out into the hallway. Tommy's door opened and he stepped out but he seemed odd. Tommy's body was slightly bent forward and his eyes glanced around like he was looking for something. I held my breath as he glanced my way and stared, eyes like shiny pin dots in the dark hallway. 


     Not moving, I stared, hoping he didn't see me but too afraid to turn away. Tommy seemed to have an aura around him, something dark and hungry. I kept my gaze as Tommy turned from my direction and walked down the hall. I put down my glass and opened my door just a sliver more to watch him. Tommy moved to the door at the end of the hall, his hand reaching out and opening it. Why was he going to Nora's bedroom? 


     The door stayed partially open as Tommy stepped inside. This was simply too weird. I opened my door and silently tip toed down the long hall. Every internal fiber in my being told me to turn back. They are grown adults and I shouldn't be so nosy. Instead, I crept closer, curiosity getting the better of me. The closer I moved, the more it took my mind off the strange happenings I witnessed downstairs. As I moved close, I could hear faint whispers. 


     Bending down, I crawled on my hands and feet to Nora's partially open door. I looked in to see Tommy standing at the side of the bed. Nora was sitting up and looking at him with knowing eyes. Tommy had a T shirt and sleeping pants and stood like a statue. 


     "I'm not the one you want." Nora whispered. 


     Tommy's hands curled and moved forward. Nora didn't move. She simply looked away for a moment as if lost in thought. Tommy pulled at her clothes, trying to get her black night gown off. 


     "Tommy...Tommy… stop..." Nora said breathlessly. 


     Tommy wasn't listening. The pulling grew rougher. Nora seemed to surrender as she slid a strap over her pale shoulder. Tommy became calmer as she shed her night gown. Large firm breasts hung as nipples pointed. Even in the dim light, I could see she was pale all over. The witch kicked away her gown and her eyes stared up at Tommy. Tommy seemed to be acting very weird. He pulled at his clothes but it looked like he wasn't sure how to take them off. Nora reached up and helped him. Soon Tommy stood naked, his cock half hard and dangling.  


     It felt like my cue to go but I stayed. Both of them acted so strange. If they wanted to hook up, why didn't they just do it? Tommy never came off as someone who had to force himself on anyone. The girls usually came to him. 


     "Tommy, let me take the spirit from you." Nora whispered, her hand wrapping around his manhood. 


     Tommy stood silently as the witch stroked his shaft in long even strokes. A small growl filled the room. Tommy reached out and touched Nora's pert nipples. A breathy sigh fell from her lips as he upped the tempo. Tommy was soon rock hard and the witch put the tip of his cock to her lips, eyes looking up. 


     An internal fire blazed as Nora sucked sweetly at his hard cock. Watching them not only made my fear melt away but my own desires rushed to the surface. I could feel myself get wet as inches of Tommy's cock fit into Nora's mouth. The witch's breasts bounced as her head moved back and forth on his member. Wet sounds filled the room and spilled out to my ears. My breathing quickened as I stared. Nora lay on her stomach, legs kicking in the air as she sucked Tommy down to the base of his cock. Tits pressed against the bed forming cleavage, head bobbing back and forth on Tommy's hard cock. This went on for long moments and I fought the urge to touch myself. I was still in shorts and a shirt but my panties were getting wetter the longer I watched. 


     Tommy's shoulders tensed. Hands reached out and grabbed Nora's black hair, pulling her mouth off his cock. Nora whined as if the mood was taking a deep hold of her.  Tommy circled around her, as if going in for the kill. My thighs trembled as I was on my knees, the urge pulling at the very core of my being. Nora stayed on her stomach until Tommy circled the bed and was behind her. The witch looked back as Tommy grabbed her hips and hoisted her up. Nora let out a gasp as she was on her hands and knees. Tommy had a strange look on his face as he bent down and sniffed at her. Nora looked back but her mouth made an O and she was breathing heavy. 


     Tommy sniffed at her once more before letting his tongue snake out. I watched as my friend buried his face into Nora's wet slit. Nora's fingers gripped the side of the bed as she whipped her head forward, moans getting louder. Slurping wet sounds could be heard as Tommy licked and pressed his face into her womanhood.  


     "OOOooooo... don't stop... don't stop..." Nora moaned with eyes shut. 


     My own hand smoothed between my legs as I watched Tommy tongue the witch. A faint wetness touched my fingers. I was so wet that my panties no longer could contain it. I pressed harder, my own mouth making a perfect O. It was too much, watching Nora press her shapely hips into Tommy's face. 


     The slurping continued until Tommy stood up, wetness covering his mouth and chin. I rubbed through my clothes, trying to reach my own bliss. What was happening to me? Why couldn't I stop? 


     Tommy took hold of Nora's hips. I could barely see his cock push into her but Nora's eyes shot open. Moans grew louder and Tommy pushed his thin hips into the witch's folds. I rubbed and rubbed and rubbed as he sank all the way into her. My friend curled his body over hers, hands cupping her round breasts. 


     I heard a door open behind me. I turned with my hand still between my legs. Aiden stepped out of his room and turned to me, eyes filled with confusion. I pulled my hand away but I was still close to the floor. 


     "Emily, what's going on? I can here Nora. Is someone in there with her?" Aiden said, eyes on me as I stood up. 


     Embarrassment cloaked me as I held my head down in shame. Aiden took a step toward me when something white climbed the stairs. I focused past Aiden to the white thing. I nearly screamed as I watched a white raptor turn its head toward us. The sound was stuck in my throat and I couldn't move my hand to point. 


     Aiden walked toward me, hands out in peace. The white raptor opened its jaws and silently ran down the hallway toward us. Each scaled foot fall made no sound as the dinosaur raced at us. I tried to move, to knock Aiden out of the way. Foot and hand claws flashed as the white raptor was feet away from Aiden. Aiden had no idea what was happening as he reached out to me. 


     The raptor leaped into the air, aiming for Aiden's back. When it was inches from striking him, I broke out of my shock and raced toward him just as the claws touched flesh.   


     


  




  

     Four 


     Aiden gave me a kind smile as the white raptor struck him and faded into a ghostly wisp. Aiden's eyes melted into a darker and menacing gaze. I crashed into his chest and arms wrapped around me automatically. Heat rose between us as I looked up into his nearly inhuman eyes. I tried to pull away but Aiden held me in an iron grip. I kept my stare as Aiden eyed me like a wild animal. 


     Trembling in his arms, I didn't know what to expect. I just saw a ghost raptor run down the hallway and jump onto Aiden. Just from the strange expressions and almost reptilian eyes I could tell the raptor was still there, in him. Is that what happened to Tommy? Is that why the witch let him have his way with her. I could still hear Nora's moans and the sound of skin on skin growing louder. 


     Aiden sniffed at my hair. My body was pressed to his and I could feel his manhood getting harder. My own desires were still blazing hot as I made feeble attempts to break free from his strong arms. Aiden sniffed at me again. A second later his tongue snaked out and licked at my neck. I trembled not because I was scared but because I liked it too much. 


     Arms tightening, Aiden dragged me down the hall. I made little sounds of protest as he pulled me into his room. The light was dim and the room looked like a carbon copy of my room. With a strong heave, I was tossed onto the bed. Tendrils of pleasure leaked into the corners of my vision. Aiden stood, heaving and not bothering to close the door. 


     I crawled backwards on the bed until my back hit the bed post. Aiden made his way to the foot of the bed and stared at me, a deep throaty growl in his throat. I shifted to the right and Aiden moved parallel to me. It looked like there was no escape. His eyes looked just like Tommy's, alien and focused. 


     "Aiden, you have something in you. I think it is one of the raptors from the dig site." I couldn't believe it even when I just said it. 


     Aiden ignored me as his body crawled onto the bed, sniffing at the air. Could he smell me? Was that part of why those raptors were here? Why they were searching? My mind returned to the present as Aiden pulled my knees aside and stared. I glanced down and didn't realize I was that wet. A tiny thin line of wetness was visible. Aiden pressed his face between my legs, sniffing at me. 


     "Aiden… please... this isn't you… fight it," I whispered, my body betraying me. 


     Fingers curled around my shorts and pulled at the fabric. I don't think he is going to take no for an answer. Aiden's hands pulled harder. I reached down before he hurt me but Aiden managed to roughly pull at them. My shorts slipped down my legs. When they were off, Aiden tossed them aside. Hands pulled my legs open again and he stared at my wet panties. Just like Tommy, Aiden buried his face into them, sniffing and his tongue snaking out. I was going to try and push him off when his tongue ran over my panties. The pressure along my line set the internal flame brighter. Words failed to form as Aiden tried to push at the fabric to get to my quivering folds.  


     The raptor in Aiden seemed to understand what to do. Fingers pulled aside my panties and his tongue stabbed into me. I let out a deep gasp and my hands clutched at the sheets. Aiden didn't look up, his focus was on my wet gash, tongue driving deeper into me. My hips moved of their own accord, pushing against his mouth, wanting him as deep as he could go. 


     Aiden pulled away, his head tilting to the side. 


     "Don't stop." I said, admitting defeat to myself. 


     Aiden pulled my panties over my legs and tossed them aside. My breathing quickened as he pressed his face between my creamy thighs and licked at my sopping wet gash. My nerves lit up as he played with my womanhood, tongue grazing my throbbing nub. I trembled from pleasure as he stayed between my legs and worked me into a frenzy.  


     I could still hear moans from Nora in the other room, getting louder and louder. It only added to my own pleasure as Aiden forced his tongue in me and around my pink slit. He couldn't get enough as he lapped at me, lashing my button with his tongue. The room started to spin as I held onto the bed, rubbing my honey into his mouth. It was all too much as a deep moan rose up and spilled out. Nerves exploded like roman candles and I shivered, rubbing my clit against his tongue. Blood rushed into my face and I tried to squeeze out my own pleasure bit by bit. 


     Aiden pulled away and stared at me, eyes otherworldly and hungry. I panted as I squeezed my thighs together, enjoying every drop of my own climax. My possessed ex-lover grabbed at me, pulling me toward him with a saurian lust in his eyes. I attempted to escape but didn't try too hard. I wanted more and Aiden looked like he was far from done.  


     Aiden struggled with his clothes, something long and hard raised from between his legs. I rose up and tried to help him pull his shirt off. Aiden growled as the shirt came off. Next were his pants. A quick pull of the drawstring and they nearly fell from his hips. My possessed ex-boyfriend slipped out of them and was on his knees, fully naked. 


     Turning me over, my face fell into the blankets and pillows. The growls were deep and throaty as fingers curled onto my hips. I just raised my head up when the head of his member touched my tight gash. It had been so long since I had been with someone, I nearly protested. Possessed Aiden was having none of it. I let out my own loud moans as he impaled me with his sword. It was just as I had remembered it, thick and always hard. Walls moved aside as inch after inch plunged my depths.  I attempted to crawl away but he firmly held onto me until his hips touched my round ass. My tight opening gave way to accommodate him but the saurian creature possessing him couldn't stop its self. Holding me in place, he moved back and forth, pleasure rippling through me.  


     I closed my eyes and could see the raptor, clawed hands holding me, forcing me to mate with him. My worry mixed with untold bliss, afraid we would be caught. I tried to keep quiet but my moans grew louder with each deep stab.  


     Looking back, Aiden punished me from behind. Hips slammed into my ass and heat began to rise. Muscles moved under skin and perspiration glistened on his body. Hands tightened as each thrust of his cock brought me closer and closer to another orgasm.  


     The room spun and I spun with it. Something white appeared in the corner of my eye but ecstasy washed over me as I blocked it out. Aiden grunted as he pounded me, the sound of skin on skin grew louder. Another orgasm started to build and I desperately tried to keep it at bay. Aiden was a gentle lover when we were together but this bestial side made my entire body tingle. A pressure grew and grew and I fought to enjoy this as long as I could. 


     Nora screamed in the other room. It was quickly followed with a long deep sigh. Did she just orgasm? It doesn't matter because my next orgasm was going to make me burst. I took deep breaths, trying to control it but it was futile. Aiden upped the tempo and my eyes widened. A pleasure bomb went off and I was ground zero. I cursed and pushed against Aiden as he pushed into me. I never knew I had such a filthy mouth as a string of curses flowed. Dirty wet sounds stormed into the air as I milked every last drop of my bliss.  


     Aiden didn't let up, driving into me like he was on a mission to mate. Just as my orgasm began to fade, another one started to grow. Madness consumed me as I looked back, begging him to keep taking me. 


     At the door way, stood Tommy. My eyes took it in as he stared at us, body heaving and glistening with sweat. His cock hung low, covered in Nora's juices. Aiden turned and their eyes met. Serpent growls filled the room. My bliss danced with fear. I remembered back at the dig site. I remembered that one raptor mounted another while a third looked like it was rushing the two. Was this really playing out? Were they both possessed by the raptors? What about the third one? Was I her, stuck between two alphas? 


     Tommy rushed forward, eyes blazing with an ethereal green. Aiden pushed his cock deep into me, confidence welling up his body. Tommy managed to throw a punch, striking Aiden across the cheek. Aiden let go of me and took hold of the naked Tommy. Without any straining, Aiden lifted Tommy up and threw him against the wall. 


     Hands returned to holding me in place as Tommy crashed into the wall. Blood boiled and these two alphas wanted their prize. I watched with heated breath as Tommy stood up, body flexing and ready to try again. I had to do something before they killed each other. I didn't want to be in the middle of a blood bath. 


     At the doorway, Nora stood, leaning against the frame naked. Eyes were half closed and she seemed like she was trying to get her breath. Behind her a white raptor stalked into view. Aiden thrust into me over and over. It was so hard to think as I tried to make sense of everything around me. Tommy stalked forward, fingers flexing and murder in his eyes. 


     "Let her in." Nora managed to say. 


     Tommy stepped closer. Aiden continued to push as deep as he could go. The air was alive with the scent of both men. Another orgasm glowed bright and I couldn't go on much longer. Tommy rushed forward. Aiden slashed at the air. It looked like his fingers came within inches of Tommy's chest but missed. Tommy stumbled back, three red lines appearing over his left nipple. The sight of blood pushed me over the edge. 


     "YES!" I screamed as an orgasm flooded my senses. 


     The ghostly white raptor charged. My eyes opened just as the ancient spirit slammed into mine. Worlds combined as heat radiated from my body. Eyes rolled into my head and I made throaty inhuman growls. The raptor didn't take over my body but simply joined with me. Pleasure combining and deep animal need took over for both of us. I could see through her eyes and she could see through mine. We were one and separate at the same time. 


     Aiden grunted as his cock turned to hard steel in me. I stared as the room turned into a forest. The bed was earth and Aiden was a mature raptor, wanting to claim his mate. Tommy twisted into a younger raptor, wanting to prove himself. I was the den mother, surrendering myself to the strongest and most fit. 


     Tommy was ready to leap and claw at the mature Aiden. I knew they would kill each other so I let out a deep throaty growl, beckoning him to get closer. The younger raptor stepped closer, cock hard and wanting. I reached out and took hold, guiding him into my mouth. My tongue slipped out and caressed his vein covered shaft. The young Tommy's blood cooled and then fired into another direction. Aiden didn't seem to mind, the older raptor wanting to fulfill his duty. I knew he didn't care who took me as long as he was first. The long hard cock in my bulged. Clawed fingers held my head as Tommy pushed his cock further into my mouth. I let out a strange whine as Aiden's cock bulged more. The older raptor let out a triumphed roar as jets of molten come spurted into my tight gash. I squeezed him, holding him in as he bucked uncontrollably. Another volley of come spurted into me and my own orgasm pushed at my nerves. 


     Tommy held my head, pushing his cock in my mouth. I nearly gagged because he was so big. The two men used my body, pushing and sliding into me. Aiden's cock never wilted as he lazily moved back and forth, more come dribbling out. Streams of come ran down my inner thighs. My tongue pressed underneath Tommy's member to the roof of my mouth. Tommy growled his approval as his hips pushed him in a little deeper. 


     Pleasure rolled through me and the female raptor. A kinship connected us and we relished in its natural beauty. A drop of pre come dribbled onto my tongue and I sucked it down with its salty taste. Both men, both raptors looked to each other for a second before bringing their focus back to me. I could feel everything as they pushed beyond their known boundaries to have me any way they could. 


     Nora watched us, whispering something I could not quite hear. The witch's eyes danced as her lips moved. Hands moved over her own body, squeezing her firm breast and swirling a finger around a nipple. 


     Aiden pulled out but before I could force myself back on him, Tommy's cock stiffed between my lips. I growled my pleasure as come spurted into my mouth and throat. The amount was obscene because it just kept coming. I greedily drank down as much as I could but some of his seed spilled from the corners of my mouth.  


     Tommy pulled his cock from me and I gasped for air. My own hand rubbed between my legs to milk out as much pleasure as I could. Tommy moved around while Aiden slid into bed. Ghostly tendrils reached out and took hold of us. Aiden sat, his thick, wet cock laying against his thigh. I crawled to him and hands took hold of me. I didn't look back as Tommy sank his cock deep into my dripping wet hole. I moaned as I took Aiden's sloppy cock into my mouth. The taste of come and my honey mixed together as I sucked every inch past my lips. Tommy's youth made his hips vigorous as he pushed into me without a hint of needing a rest. 


     Nora's words grew louder as she rubbed her own clit, watching us with unnatural wanting. Our spirits connected as the three ancient raptors consummated a relationship frozen in time. Another orgasm bloomed and I gave a muffled cry as I sucked on Aiden's cock. Tommy's hips slapped heavily on my tanned ass. Deep understanding crawled into me as I understood the female wanted both males in her brood.  


     Pleasure crashed into me as another orgasm shattered my barriers. I couldn't stop myself as I took both men, both raptors. Nora's words started to form and take shape. A crack of light appeared in the room, several feet from us. Tommy grunted and come spurted in my already full slit. I bobbed on Aiden's cock until he too spurted into my mouth. The taste was intoxicating and I slurped down his seed without a second thought. 


     Nora fell to her knees, rubbing her clit and shouting arcane words. Tommy and Aiden pushed their cocks deep into me and my own climax came out inhuman. Bliss spiraled upward and the light was blinding. Ghostly tentacles reached out and took hold of each raptor. A moment later they were ripped from our spirits. Confused and happy, all three raptors slipped into the white crack of light. A flash of light and the crack was gone. 


     Nora fell forward onto one hand and let an orgasm erupt. I felt like myself again. I looked up to Aiden who had a confused expression written in his face and his cock in my mouth. Tommy stopped, his cock half buried in my dripping slit. 


     "What the..." Aiden said. 


     "...Hell." Tommy finished. 


     I pulled Aiden's cock from my mouth. "It's a long story." I smiled. 


     


  




  

     Five 


     The four of us sat around the kitchen, taking in everything we just experienced. Strange didn't cover how we felt but I was surprised on how good I felt. It was like a million years of sexual frustration was lifted. 


     "There have been unusual hauntings in this area for a very long time. A storm several weeks back unearthed the pit you visited yesterday. I wasn't sure if it was connected but then I began to see the white raptors in the dark." Nora looked to each of us in turn while she sat in her black robe.    


     "Did you lure us out here because of that?" Tommy said with a suspicious tone. 


     Nora looked to Tommy with sad eyes. "No. My rituals could barely keep the raptors at bay. I thought if someone came out and removed the bones, the forest would be free of their influence." 


     "You knew they were spooking the animals. Why didn't you tell us?" I said while thinking about Rufus the bear. 


     "If you hadn't experienced it, you would have not believed. I take my faith very seriously but I don't push my beliefs on others." 


     Aiden chimed in. "I think the important question is, will they be back?" 


     Nora shook her head. "They had to be anchored to living beings. When they possessed all three of you, that was my chance to free them of this plane of existence. They finished what they started and now have happily moved on." 


     "We shouldn't have any trouble having teams here to dig out the site?" I asked. 


     "Not anymore. I can already feel a light return to the forest. 


     Tommy's annoyed expression melted into shame. "I'm sorry I came into your room and... well..." 


     Nora smiled. "Nothing to be sorry about. The raptor was controlling you. Though, I would be lying if I said I didn't enjoy it." The witch winked at Tommy. 


     "I think we should put this all behind us and try to get some sleep. We still have a lot of work to do and frankly I'd rather forget the whole experience." Aiden smiled. 


     All of us nodded. We stood up from the kitchen table and walked to the stairs. At the top of the stairs, there was an odd moment. We all just shared a heated experience and I think everyone was not quite finished with it. Tommy moved to his door but hesitated. Almost shyly, he glanced over at Nora. The witch smiled and walked up to him. Grabbing his hand, she gently pulled him to her room. Her bedroom door shut and the light went out. Aiden and I stood in the dark hallway, strands of memory and energy dancing between us. 


     "Emily...I... I don't know what to say." Aiden said, his head tilting forward. 


     I smiled. "It was nice to be together again." 


     Aiden looked up at me with a small smirk. "Yea?" 


     "Yea." I said as I took his hand. "After everything that happened tonight, I don't want to sleep alone." 


     Aiden stared at me while squeezing my hand. "About the past...." 


     I cut him off. "Let the past stay buried and see what the future brings." 


     I pulled Aiden with me to my room. Closing the door, his arms curled around me and held me close. Our lips touched and warmth spread through our bodies. I turned the light out. The night was peaceful as we made love for the first time in years. Hearts soared and after exhausting ourselves we lay motionless, arms and legs entwined, a bond renewed.   


       


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Monster Sitter 
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     One 


     The office was immaculate and exceedingly organized. My eyes scanned around the room from the bookshelves to the wooden desk to a large old fashion globe gracing the corner. Everything was polished wood and felt more like a den then an office. My eyes fell on the globe and wondered if it opened up and there were several bottles of whiskey inside.  


     I shifted in my seat. My skirt kept riding up. I hated wearing these on interviews but my legs were much too nice to hide. Plus, they usually were the deciding factor on these jobs. Most mad scientists often don’t see the light of day so seeing a beautiful woman with smooth, toned legs helped them make the right decision. Not that I thought I was overly beautiful but you have to take charge in an interview. Otherwise, the client loses confidence and they cut it short. Having a positive self-image was just another tool to help you land the job.  


     The door opened behind me. I turned my head to see a man with slicked back hair and a white lab coat walk in. His head was bent and staring at a tablet. He mechanically closed the door and walked past me. Typical scientist, complete with a pocket protector and laser focus on his work. I sat silently with a folder on my lap and a smile on my face. 


     “Sorry for keeping you waiting Ms. Rose. Closing off some loose threads and preparing my equipment for the trip.” The Doctor in the lab coat said while sitting down and not looking up. 


     “Please, call me Cyndi.” I said cheerfully. 


     The room grew quiet with only the tapping of the glass screen. Doctor Strangedream grimaced, tapping and making semi-circle gestures with his hand. I sat patiently. After a minute and a half, the Doctor put the tablet down and looked up. His eyes widened. The dark focused look turned into a bright smile. I could trace his line of vision from my face, down my neck, over my breasts and ending at my skirt. I had a good feeling the interview was moving in a positive direction. 


     “Please forgive me, Dr. Michael Strangedream. Call me Dr. Mike.” The doctor reached across the desk with his hand out.  


     I scooted forward and took his hand, making sure my handshake was firm. The good doctor was looking at my skirt but when I squeezed his hand; his eyes met mine with knowing respect. I sat back as did Dr. Mike. He picked up his tablet and tapped the screen a few times. 


     “I have a copy of your resume and work history. I see here that you have extensive background on home security measures and practices.” 


     “It’s a fancy way of saying house sitter but yes, I’m trained in mixed martial arts. I know seven weapon styles. I’m trained in small arms, rifles and sub machineguns. My specialties are short swords and shotguns.” 


     Dr. Mike put the tablet down and looked me in the eye. “You may not need all of those skills for this assignment. You came highly recommended from Dr. Starfire. I know he has a larger lab and many test subjects. But I only have one test subject I cannot bring with me to the Kill Them with Science Conference. I don’t trust the staff to keep the subject in line while I’m away.” 


     “And that is why I’m here, to soothe away any uncertainty. I can handle multiple subjects. The training is extensive to ensure no one is harmed in case of a breach or accident. We at Monster Sitter Inc. take looking after creatures very seriously.” 


     Dr. Mike sat back in his chair silently. His eyes wandered from my lips to the small amount of exposed cleavage. He then stood up and walked to the corner of the room where the globe stood. He flipped open the top and pulled out a clear bottle holding a dark amber liquid. 


     “Please have a drink with me. We don’t need to be so formal,” Dr. Mike pulled two glasses and began to pour. 


     I stood up and made my way to the antique globe. The Doctor handed me a glass and we toasted. I smiled and put the glass to my lips. I barely let the whiskey touch my mouth while Dr. Mike gulped nearly the whole glass. 


     “A little something to calm the nerves. As you can see, I’m on a tight deadline. I’m doing a presentation on Bio Soldier breeding and I haven’t had a chance to breathe. If my back wasn’t against the wall, I would have made better preparations but…. “ 


     “It’s completely understandable Doctor. That is why I’m here to help you. I read the file on the subject.” I said holding the glass but keeping eye contact. 


     Dr. Mike looked away. “Yes, Luther. He is my most prized Bio Super Soldier. He is also my biggest pain in the ass. He is smart, strong and deadly. I’ve lost three assistants to him. He cost me a lot of money to keep the families of those workers quiet. If he wasn’t so important, I would have had him incinerated by now.” 


     I could tell the strain was weighing down on him. Now was my chance for my finishing moves. I took the bottle from the globe and refilled the good doctor’s glass. I held my glass up and he followed suit. I took a sip but held it to my lips, ensuring it looked like I was drinking more. Dr. Mike drank half the glass. When he put the glass down, he smiled. 


     “Mike, we will ensure confidentiality and security. If for some reason my life ends on this assignment, our standard life insurance will cover any and all costs with no additional charge to you. I am here to help you in your time of need.” 


     Dr. Mike’s face glowed pink as the whiskey calmed him down. “You are an angel among dirty biology. Would you like to see the lab?” 


     “Of course.” I said cheerfully. 


     The mad scientist moved with an extra pep in his step. We headed out the door together. After a few twists and turns, we ended at an elevator. Dr. Mike talked endlessly about his research and how warfare was going to reach new heights. I could tell he was getting excited. His hands moved as he talked. As we waited, Dr. Mike talked about how wars will be decided by the biggest bank accounts and best breeding practices.  


     The elevator doors opened and we stepped inside. As we descended, I checked myself in the reflective surface of the walls. My skirt was riding up again and it wouldn’t due to show too much thigh. Give me a pair of black jeans any time. I stealthy pulled it down to my knees but kept my eye contact with the doctor. When the elevator doors opened, we stepped out into a large room.   


     The lab was impressive. State of the art vats and computer systems filled the walls. Lab techs moved with purpose as they packed up smaller equipment for the conference. Dr. Mike went into full mad scientist mode as he began shouting commands and insulting some of the slower moving lab technicians. The operation looked clean cut and despite Dr. Strangedream’s behavior, his background file showed he was a generous if not crazy man. If this assignment is a success, then I was a shoe in for repeat business. Mad scientists are neurotic when it comes to their equipment but once something works, they stick to it. You just have to show them that they need you more than you need them. 


     “Let’s introduce you to your charge.” Dr. Mike said as he picked up something that looked like a TV remote from a nearby control station. 


     We made our way pass the vats to a large double door. Dr. Mike tapped a few keys on a side control unit and a hand print identification panel came up. He put his hand on it. A second later the doors opened. I thought we were going to walk through but the Doctor stopped in front of the door and pointed at the side panel. 


     “If you please Cyndi, place your hand on the identification panel. I will need to add you to the system.” 


     I placed my hand on the panel. I expected a light to scan my palm. Instead, there was a very low vibration and the panel lit up green. Dr. Mike tapped a few keys, turned and smiled at me. 


     “The identification panel scans your bio rhythms. Despite the fact you are human, there are many markers that make us unique. You have to be living, healthy and calm of mind or you will not be granted access. Should you be forced or killed, Luther will be unable to use your body to secure his release. As cruel as it sounds, it is an effective security measure.” 


     “Completely understandable.” I replied while drinking everything in. 


     The thought of meeting Luther was at the top of my mind. When you spend your time keeping an eye on test subjects, monsters, zombies and the occasional killer robot, you have to keep your head sharp and ready. They are effectively sub human and most of the time they are treated like that. It is all in the name of science but part of what makes me so successful at my job was treating them better than their masters. I would be lying if I didn’t have a soft spot for them but I wasn’t naïve to think they wouldn't hurt me given half a chance.  


     The double doors shut behind us and a second pair of doors opened. We passed through into an enclosed habitat. I was impressed by the sheer size of it. It contained plants, a small shimmering pool and realistic jungle sounds in the background. I steeled myself because it felt like we just walked into the lion’s den. Dr. Mike walked effortlessly through the brush. I followed and we both came to a gray wall. Anchored to the wall was Luther. 


     The test subject’s form was humanoid with two arms and two legs. His entire body was defined muscle. From what I could tell, its body was covered in a light black fur. Luther’s face was pointed down but I could make out feline features, complete with pointed ears and small whiskers. What really made it stand out were the black tentacles protruding from its back. I counted four long ones framing its form with two smaller ones dangling behind. The long tentacles pointed upward from the top of the back and long enough to touch the floor with the ends making little squiggles. Metal bonds held its wrists and ankles while thick chains kept him connected to the wall. 


     “Afternoon Luther, how are you?” Dr. Mike said as if talking to an old friend. 


     The test subject breathed but did not look up or even move. I looked over at Dr. Mike. His hand firmly gripped the control; he moved a thumb and pressed a button. Luther growled a scream as it lifted its head in pain. It was then I could see the collar around its neck. Dr. Mike lifted his thumb off the button. Luther let out a low threating growl as it eyed his master. 


     “There we go. Luther, please meet Cyndi Rose. She will be watching you for the next few days.” 


     Luther growled but kept his eyes on Dr. Mike. The Doctor put the control in my hand. I could feel the question mark paint my face. 


     “Hit the red button.” Dr. Mike said simply. 


     “I don’t believe I…” The doctor cut me off. 


     “He only responds to corrective pain. If you want the job, you need to display your dominance. Show him this once and he will be easier to manage. I know it seems cruel but remember I have lost three assistants to him. You are very pretty and an ugly death will not sit well with me. Press the button.” 


     I held up the controller. Luther turned its cat like eyes to me, his stare dripping with contempt. I knew I couldn’t hesitate so I pushed the button and held it. Luther screeched and strained against his bonds. I held the button down. My heart leaped in my chest as the feline creature fell to one knee, screeching and squeezing his eyes shut. I had to show I was ready for the job but it pained me to watch Luther growling in pain. I looked away and let go of the button. 


     Luther heaved with one knee and one hand on the floor. The creature continued to look down. I felt the control gently taken from my hand. I turned to see Dr. Mike smiling at me. 


     “You have the strength of will for the position. Welcome to Strangedream Bio-Ware. You start tonight.” Dr. Mike grinned. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     I walked into the security control room with a gym bag over my shoulder. The lone security officer smiled as he walked up to me and handed me the access cards. I was wearing comfortable pants, black top and my hair in a ponytail. I rolled my eyes the moment he handed me the cards and gave me the once over. 


     “It should be an easy night. Those screens in the corner are trained on Luther’s area. I took the liberty of connecting your cell phone to the digital feed so in case you need to walk away and use the bathroom.” He leered when he said bathroom. 


     “Thank you, Doug. I’m sure tonight will be a walk in the park.” I said as I put my bag down on a nearby chair. 


     Doug lingered for about ten seconds. “So, how bout I come back with a few beers. We can talk about life.”  


     I unzipped my bag and stabbed my hand in. I drew out my short sword and laid it on the counter. Doug blinked as I pulled out a 9mm pistol next and laid it by my short sword. 


     “Thanks Doug but I don’t drink on the job.” I was glad Doug was leaving for the night. He was here when all three assistances were killed. Judging from how he was checking me out, he may have played some part in it. 


     “You’re a real tough bitch, aren’t you?” Doug said like I had hurt his feelings. It seemed he was never lucky in love. 


     “Goodnight Doug. See you in the morning.” Best to be as diplomatic as possible and don’t give an inch those who have the potential to make your life harder. 


     Doug seemed to understand that he was being an ass. He shrugged and headed out the door letting it close quietly behind him. I on the other hand set up my area so I was comfortable for the evening. Dr. Mike took most of his personnel with him for the conference while I would be looking over his operation here. Doug was the day shift and I had the evening/night shift, Dr. Mike’s orders. With Doug gone, I was free to relax and read my tablet. 


     I pulled my tablet from my bag and picked up on the latest romantic adventures. I glanced up after every page swipe to check on the monster I was sitting. Luther was unchained and pacing in his enclosure. His feline head would glance up to the cameras. He moved like a caged beast. The cameras were HD so I could see his muscles rippling as he paced. For a test subject he was pretty hunky. His form was that of a very fit man but the fur, ears and tentacles made him extremely exotic. 


     After about an hour, the pacing was distracting. I put my tablet down and stared at the screens. Luther was relentless as he paced and looked at the camera. Tentacles writhed in the air as his clawed hands flexed. I glanced down to see that the collar control was still in front of me. I didn’t feel good knowing that I could inflict any pain on him. I’m sure his life was hard enough. As long as he stayed in his enclosure everything should be okay. When I looked back to the screens, Luther stopped moving. 


     The bio soldier stood in plain view, staring at the camera. It was a little unnerving because the way he stared, it was almost like he was looking directly at me. I’ve dealt with psychic monsters before but there was nothing in Luther’s file that indicated he had any psychic abilities. But the stare seemed to peek into my soul. Was he trying to play a game? Or was he simply trying to intimidate me? Either way it wouldn’t work. But to be safe, I put my hip holster on and shoved my pistol in. 


     When I turned to the screens again, Luther was fiddling with his collar. I snatched up the collar control and watched. I was about to hit the button when the test subject twisted a clawed finger and the collar came off. The feline creature gave one last look at the camera before dropping the collar and running out of view of the camera.  


     In most security situations, you hit the alarm and broadcast that the test subject needs to be restrained. In my line of work, you don’t do that at all. All monster sitters are trained to take charge and control of the situation. If we called for help every time something broke free then there would be no need for us. Plus no one would hire us if we couldn’t subdue situations. 


     I snatched up my short sword and the collar control, bolting out of the security center to the elevator. My heart beat was steady as I controlled my breathing and remained focused. A minute later I was in the lab with sword in one hand and pistol in the other. The lab was quiet as I moved one foot in front of the other. I came up to the steel glass windows to Luther’s enclosure. Luther’s area was filled with trees and brush. Nothing moved. My eye caught the control collar hanging from a branch. He was using it as bait to get me inside. I went over to the intercom panel and hit a button. 


     “Luther, its Cyndi. I need you to put your collar back on.” 


     Nothing moved. 


     “Luther, I can fill the enclosure with nerve gas. It won’t kill you but you’re going to be sick for a while.” My finger hovered over a yellow button. 


     Dr. Mike informed me that Luther was extremely tough in many regards. The nerve gas option was put in because normal knock out gas and tear gas had no effect on him. I didn’t want it to get that far because I knew nerve gas is very expensive. I’m not here to add to the cost. 


     “Luther, step out where I can see you.” I said as my finger inched closer to the yellow button. 


     A second later the test subject moved into view. His eyes locked with mine but his brow was clam. I couldn’t see any anger or hatred. If anything, Luther looked serene as he stood there in full view. 


     “Luther, put the collar back on.” I kept my voice neutral. 


     The bio soldier was as still as a statue while his eyes observed me. My stance was strong, my eyes calm. Luther lifted a clawed hand and pointed at me. Then he pointed at the collar and finally pointed at his neck. If I was reading him right, he wanted me to put the collar back on him. He was playing a war game with me, trying to bait me in and let my defenses down. He over estimated his chances of success.  


     I moved with the gun pointed down and short sword pointed away. I stood in front of the main doors to his enclosure. Luther moved closer and stood by the second security door. His movements were very obvious, almost a little too obvious. By standing by the door, he was ready to make a move on me the moment I opened them. I could see his feline face through the glass as he eyed me like we were playing chess. He moved like a rook. I was going to have to move like a queen. 


     I pressed the yellow button and lights flashed. A second later the inner door opened. My eyes went wide. He couldn’t have opened the door on his own! I backed off as yellow gas flooded the enclosure. The outer door closed and the main door in front of me opened. Luther was bent low, slitted eyes ready for anything. I pointed my pistol and squeezed the trigger. The bio soldier moved like a shadow as the bullet struck the doors behind him. Something black flashed and my pistol went flying from my hand. 


     Luther moved like a predator around me. I saw my pistol on the floor by the test subject. Instead of grabbing it, Luther used a clawed foot to kick it away. It slid under a vat and out of view. I held the short sword one handed and proceeded to move counter to Luther’s movements. We stared at each other waiting for the other one to blink. As if we were reading each other’s mind, we charged simultaneously. 


     Metal and claws struck with an audible ring. I sliced with the skill of a surgeon but Luther blocked each strike. The bio soldier either dodged or parried each and every blow I delivered. His slender muscled body moved with practiced ease. I couldn’t help but be impressed. Luther’s file showed he was programed not only with fighting skills but military tactics and philosophy. His face was an emotionless mask as he whipped around from all my strikes. 


     Frustration touched me after a few more attempts to subdue him. My strikes were blunt, using the flat end of the sword. I took a larger step then I should of. Claws flashed and there was a ripping sound. I glanced down to see my shirt partially ripped with skin and bra showing. 


     Tentacles lashed out while claws moved in. I parried the incoming blows and backed off. The only thing Luther was wearing was a black speedo. I ducked low, feinted to the left and leaped, bringing my sword up. Luther spun away. When he stopped, he looked down to see that his speedo was hanging on by a thread. He eyed me with a raised eyebrow. 


     Now that I had his attention, I pressed the attack. Despite the bio soldier having more limbs than I, my smaller frame was proving difficult to hit. I noticed he was not over extending his attacks with his tentacles for fear of getting them chopped off by my blade. Our bodies moved gracefully but neither one of us landing a blow. What I found odd was that Luther was really not trying to hurt me. If anything, he was trying to knock me off balance. I was finding it difficult to believe that he killed three people. But it can all be a ruse to lure me into a state of confusion. I kept at it but every chance he had to cut me, ended in knocking me back unharmed. I twisted and slashed outward to gain some extra room. A tentacle lashed out and struck my wrist. I grunted and my blade went flying. I recovered and brought my palm up hard. I managed to strike Luther in the chin but it was a glancing blow. He twirled away and brought a tentacle down hard. My body was rocked and I hit the ground. 


     Before I could recover, something snapped around my neck. One hand went to the collar while another went for the controller in my pants pocket. I gave a hard stare as my pocket was empty and the controller was in Luther’s clawed hand. Luther held the controller lightly and was he grinning? 


     The test subject stepped back a few feet. His demeanor was that of control. It was pissing me off that he was playing with me. The collar wouldn’t budge. I reached for my sword nearby. Electrical shock blasted my senses. The pain was dazzling as I fell to my knees. Luther continued to give a feline grin. Instead of reaching for the sword again, I stood up and took a battle stance. Luther seemed to want to indulge me. A smaller tentacle took the controller as his body moved into a fighting stance. Tentacles flexed behind him but only his arms and legs were tight and ready. 


     Anger boiled and I rushed him. With closed fists he blocked and parried my attacks. His fighting ability was beyond an expert. I am top of my class and yet I still felt like a child fighting a grown up. I kept telling myself that I had years of training and experience but Luther moved like a grand master. He became a blur of motion. My shirt ripped off. Something hard hooked my bra and snapped it off. My shirt flew in one direction while my bra flew in another. My chest was exposed but I didn’t give him the satisfaction of covering up. I took good care of my body and wasn’t ashamed of it. 


     Something shifted in the air. Luther stared at me but one of his eyebrows was raised. I was still furious as I moved in, my chest heaving and sweat dotting my brow. Luther moved toward me. I swung my body low and dodged both of his strikes. I managed a finger on the final strand of fabric holding his speedo up. 


     There was an audible rip. I twirled away still holding his torn speedo. Luther looked down as his black cock swung freely. He then turned his cat like eyes to me. I smiled as I took the torn speedo and threw it aside. Luther stood there not moving. My eyes dropped to his manhood and something in me warmed. His body heaved as I stared. His cock was long and firmly thick. It seemed he was half hard. I found my nipples hardening either from the cool air or his swinging spear. Either way I was having some conflicting thoughts. 


     Luther sniffed at the air while looking at me. I could feel myself getting wet and tried not to think about it. My body was hot from the fighting. Maybe it was all in my head but I felt my body responding to the sight of the bio soldier. 


     “Luther, I need you to take this collar off of me and get back in the enclosure.” I said trying to figure out how this was going to play out. 


     The bio soldier stepped slowly toward me, his eyes on my exposed breasts. In a flash he was close. Tentacles whipped out and knocked me off my feet. I landed on my back with a “THUD!” Before I could move, Luther drove claws into my pants. Fabric ripped but my skin was untouched. With one last pull, my ruined pants were tossed aside. I lay on the cool floor in white panties and nothing else. 


     Luther sniffed at the air again while looking in between my legs. Something was telling me he wasn’t interested in fighting anymore. What was scarier was neither was I. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     The feline bio soldier bent low, sniffing between my legs. I slowly propped myself up on my elbows. I didn’t want to make any sudden moves in case he lashed out. I hated to admit it but I was at his mercy. It wouldn’t take much for him to rip me apart. But why would he? His attacks felt more controlling then deadly.  


     Luther put his nose to my underwear. The closer he was, the warmer I felt. I was getting wetter by the second. His nose nuzzled my womanhood. He inhaled deeply my scent. I glanced at his bent form and could see his black cock getting harder. His tongue slipped out and ran over my wet panties. 


     “Luther, please stop.” I was trying to hold onto every bit of resolve but his tongue felt like velvet even through my underwear. 


     The bio soldier ignored me as his tongue ran up and down my covered slit. Hot clawed hands grabbed my thighs and held me down. His eyes were wide in fascination as his breathing quickened. I reached down to feebly push his head away and he knocked my hand away. I watched as a claw hooked the side of my panties and pulled it aside. 


     “Luther, stop.” I whispered. 


     The feline test subject ran his tongue along my wet slit. When it touched my clit, my body shuddered. I tried to squeeze my thighs shut but Luther was having none of it. He held my legs open as he explored my swollen lips and engorged clit. When his tongue touched my nub again, I shook and let out a small moan. Luther seemed to understand and slowly swirled his tongue. My body felt like it was on fire and pulses of bliss filled my senses. I could feel my face go flush as I tried to control my breathing. My eyes closed and I was lost to his Luther’s touch.  


     Luther nuzzled himself between my thighs. His body heat was warming me up on the cold lab floor. He was relentless licking and lashing my nub. His slitted eyes watched me as I reacted to his touch. I found myself moaning and grinding my hips to his face. I tried to stop myself but he felt so good. His tongue was like magic and all I wanted to do was drown in it. The more I writhed, the more relaxed the feline bio soldier became. 


     “We have to stop. You can’t do this.” I said breathlessly. 


     I know he understood me but showed no intention of stopping. His hand released one of my thighs. I opened my eyes half way to see him running fingers along his long black cock. A terrible ache filled me as I watched him. He seemed to enjoy licking my gash and touching himself to my movements. I could feel that I was soaking wet. The few times he pulled away to look at me, I could see the fur around his mouth wet. Heat was coming off him in waves. I had to stop this before he took it to a new level. I never had a test subject in me and I couldn’t let this happen. I just wasn’t sure how I was going to stop him. 


     Luther stroked his cock. It was rock hard and defying gravity. I could make out raised veins along the shaft. I tried to pull myself away every time I writhed. Luther let go of his cock and held me back in place. I had no idea if he ever had a woman before but he was definitely skilled with his tongue. I sat up but Luther kept his face buried between my thighs. My hands ran along his neck. His fur was smooth and warm like a velvet blanket. Muscles rippled in his back as he greedily licked me. His tongue went from my nub and dove deep into me, parting my lips. He seemed to know exactly where to go but the tip was rubbing my G spot. I felt a build up inside me. I gripped his thick neck, making whimpering sounds. It felt so good to be touched there. I was beginning to abandon my plan to stop him. I felt dirty with this sub creature having its way with me. I began questioning my plan all together. Maybe if he got me off, I could think a little clearer. Was this a chance I was willing to take? 


     The buildup was too much. I squeezed my thighs and held onto the monster’s neck. His tongue moved faster. I wasn’t sure but I think he could feel me close to orgasm. I held tight and then my senses exploded. I let out a primal moan as pulses of pure bliss filled my body. My nerves lit up like a Christmas tree and I moved my hips to each lick. The ache in me grew deeper. My head didn’t clear because I could feel another build up inside me. 


     I bit my lip as I lazily grinded Luther’s face. When he pulled away, I tried to keep him in place. His strength showed as he shrugged me off. If I was going to stop this then I had to do it soon before he shoved that big black cock inside me. But I could feel myself hesitate. I pulled a leg back and half-heartedly planted my heel onto Luther’s chest. My body slid away about four feet. My legs trembled as I tried to stand. Luther eyed me like a mouse he was playing with. I almost made it to my feet when he grabbed my ankle. I had a burst of adrenaline and brought the heel on my free foot down on his wrist. Luther grunted and let go. 


     I couldn’t believe I was making a run for it. My body ached but I had to get away and secure the lab. If I made it to the elevator, there is a lock down button. If I hit it, he would be trapped and then I could flood the lab with nerve gas. It was my only chance. 


     I manage to run about twenty feet before an electrical shock turned my world upside down. My body hit the ground as my senses reeled. Damn, I forgot all about the collar! I tried to get up again and another shock ripped through my body. I made it to my hands and knees. I looked back to see Luther moving toward me with all the time in the world. The test subject stood over me and watched me like prey. 


     My mouth hung open and despite being shocked twice, the ache for him was still there. Luther seemed to know this as he eyed me like a piece of meat. He slowly reached down and took a hold of my panties. I tried to turn away but froze. Luther started digging his claws into the white fabric and started ripping, tearing them off. I stayed on my hands and knees as my panties were ripped off. I could feel a drop of wetness travel down my inner thigh. The way he slowly ran his hands over my naked flesh made my skin rise in goose bumps. 


     Tentacles lowered down and wrapped around my arms. I started to struggle. They took hold and lifted me up. I was turned to face Luther and then they uncoiled. It was then I tried to cover myself. Luther stepped close, his musk filling the air around me. His hand reached out while a tentacle caressed my cheek. My hand flashed forward as I jabbed at his throat. I hit him hard enough to take down a human male. Luther was made of pure muscle so the strike only seemed to irritate him. His brow tightened and he let out a small growl. 


     “Luther, you understand you can’t have me! Now take the collar off!” It was one last feeble attempt. The ache in me wanted him to take me and use me. I wasn’t sure what was happening to me but now more than ever I wanted that big black cock in me. 


     The bio soldier was silent eyeing me. Then he grabbed me by the shoulders and turned me around. I cried out as he bent me over a nearby table. It was just the right height and my chest slammed the cool surface. I looked back to see the test subject gaze at my wet pink lips. Try as I might, my body was betraying me. Maybe he knew that, I wasn’t sure. I spread my legs open showing I was ready for him. 


     One hand grabbed my ass. I could barely make out Luther taking hold of his mighty shaft. He pressed the head of his cock to my slit. It felt so warm that more wetness spilled out. I tried to move but Luther held me in place. 


     “Fuck me! Fuck me hard!” I yelled as I faced forward. 


     I could feel his manhood push my lips aside. It had been a while since I was with anyone. I could feel that I was tight. Luther was surprisingly gentle as his cock pushed into me. He forced me open inch by inch. I let out a long moan as he opened me up. There was no more denying him. The creature had me and there was nothing I could do. I whimpered when his hips touched my ass. 


     I wanted to keep him there, in me, not moving. His cock filled me as it throbbed, spreading my walls to the breaking point. His hips moved slowly at first. I could feel every vein pass my tight pussy lips. I was moaning louder and louder as he picked up the rhythm. As he pushed into me, I could feel his control lessen. He was banging into my ass harder and harder. I grabbed the edge of the table for dear life as the bio soldier drilled my pink slit, his thick throbbing member sliding in and out with reckless abandonment. I couldn’t believe this monster was having his way with me. I found myself arching my ass, trying to accommodate his monster cock. I kept looking back. Luther had a look of controlled fury as he pounded into me. I never knew sex could feel this good. I was no prude but most of the men I dated were nice guys. I was fully in Luther’s power as he pushed into me over and over again. 


     My eyes started to roll back in my head. His thrusts were bringing me closer and closer to climax. I tightened my pussy around his hard shaft. I didn’t want to let him go. His hips were hitting my ass so hard that I could feel a hot glow radiating from my cheeks. Smooth tentacles began caressing my body. I felt them slide and slip over my flesh. One curled and played with my nipple. Soon another swirled around the other nipple. I lifted up my upper body so the tentacles had more room to move. Another one slid across my hip and touched my nub as Luther hammered my ass. I tried to move away. The sensations were too much. I cried out when the tip of a tentacle gently stroked my engorged clit.  


     My body shuddered and I let out a deep cry. I bucked uncontrollably as an orgasm blasted my senses. Luther didn’t stop as he pushed into me with rage. Before I could recover, another orgasm rippled throughout my body. My breathing was fast and my cries were loud. I couldn’t believe another orgasm was building already. A fine sweat covered my body. I tried to climb away but strong hands held me in place. The more I fought the harder he seemed to get. I finally collapsed on the desk, breathing and bouncing on his hard manhood. I could feel my slit drip from my juices. With my strength returning, I used the table to help push myself on his cock. Luther let go of my hips and I controlled the tempo, his firm meat hard as steel as I slid back and forth on it. The animal in me took over and I wanted more of him. I never stopped my rhythm as I came again and again. 


     “Don’t stop! Don’t stop!” I said over and over again. 


     Something thick lay in between my ass cheeks. The tip of a tentacle explored my asshole. I never had anything up there. I started to panic. 


     “No Luther! Not there!” I cried out. 


     This seemed to only invite him as the tentacle pushed in. He was so warm and thick as he pushed in and out of my pucker. I cried out in protest when a tentacle snaked forward and into my mouth. He pushed it in enough that I had to suck on it. I wasn’t sure how sensitive the tentacles were but I did hear a deep growl form Luther behind me. My body was his to play with. 


     Luther picked up the tempo. I could feel the frustration in him. He wanted a release. I moaned in my throat as he filled all my holes. Everything in my mind dripped from how good this felt. His thrusts were harder and his cock practically vibrated in me. The blood rushed in my ears and the sound of skin on skin filled the lab. 


     The bio soldier growled. His black cock bulged. The tentacle in my mouth slipped out and I screamed. Jets of molten come spurted inside me. My own orgasm matched his and we both pushed and slid to wonderful bliss. I was spread open as rivers of come filled my tight hole. It was so much that it began leaking out with each stroke. I could feel Luther’s movement slow down. I collapsed onto the table, breathing heavy. I could feel his cock slide out of me and I felt incomplete. 


     I tried to move and slid off the table onto the floor. My legs were wobbly and my senses were still reeling from the intense orgasms. Luther stood over me. His pointed feline face almost looked confused. His slick cock was a mere foot away from me. Come dripped from the head and made small pools on the floor. I don’t know what came over me. I was weak and shaky. I could have slept for a thousand years but something was pushing me on. Maybe it was his confused look. He never had a woman before as far as I could tell. Maybe his hormones were out of control and now that he got it all out, he didn’t know what to do next. 


     I crawled over the small distance between us. My hand reached up and caressed his hanging cock. Luther growled but didn’t stop me. I placed my lips to his head and kissed it. I could see that he was already getting semi hard again. I let my tongue run along the ridges of the head of his manhood. He stared with tentacles dropping behind him. I tasted his salty come all over his head. I could even taste my juices mixed with his.  


     Something in us connected. I opened my mouth and took his cock by the head. My hands ran along the shaft. Sucking sounds filled the room and I could swear Luther was practically purring. My hand went between my legs and I fiddled with my bruised nub. Come and pussy juice covered my fingers as I played with myself. Luther moved his hips slightly back and forth. His cock filled my mouth as I sucked. My tongue played with his head and pressed it to the roof of my mouth. Time had no meaning as he grew harder and harder. Soon he was moving and I was bobbing my head on his spear. I couldn’t stop myself as I took inch after inch and sucked with all my might. He seemed to like it because he growled his approval. 


     I rubbed myself raw as another orgasm began to build. I bobbed and sucked to this wonderful creature. Before I knew it, his cock bugled. Luther roared as I almost gagged on his cock. Spurts of come shot into my mouth and I greedily drank down the salty globs. But he kept coming and I had to pull his cock out. More splashed on me and ran down my heaving tits and stomach. I rubbed my clit till another orgasm bloomed. I whimpered as my body shuddered from the excitement. 


     I fell back onto the cold floor. My breathing was long and labored. A warm furry body pressed against mine. Luther curled up next to me. His heat warming my body as tentacles covered me. I ran my fingers through his fur as he nuzzled my neck. I didn’t know what to think so I just pushed everything away. His clawed fingers ran along my skin. I basked in the good feelings. 


     “Wow!” came a voice from above. 


     Luther and I looked up to see Doug standing on a cat walk with a pistol aimed at us. 


     “Hell of a show but now Cyndi, it looks like you be Luther’s next victim.” Doug leered. 


     


  




  

     Four 


     Luther and I were on our feet in an instant. Doug looked down on us but his stance was relaxed. He pointed the gun in our direction. My heart thudded in my chest. I glanced over at Luther. His feline features narrowed and his tentacles twitched. 


     “You asshole! I had a feeling you were responsible.” I shouted. 


     Doug laughed. “Those girls didn’t get with the program. You want to work here you have pay the toll. They just didn’t get it.” 


     “I knew Luther couldn’t have done it. You set him up each time.” I had to distract him long enough to think of something. 


     “Ha! That monster you just let fuck you. No one will ever believe that he couldn’t do it. It was easy enough to add extra nerve gas canisters to the supply so Dr. Mike would never know how much was being used. With black beauty out of it and no one looking over my shoulder, I made my moves. Too bad they resisted. I dress up the monster in their blood and parts. Now you’re going to be his next victim!” Doug pointed his gun at me. 


     I glanced down to see my pistol under the vat in front of me and under Doug. I had to get to it if I had a chance. I moved forward. A gun went off and then everything went black. I waited for the pain but none came. I opened my eyes to see that Luther was in front of me. Black blood poured from a wound in his shoulder. I gasped. Luther gave a knowing grin. I understood what he was trying to say. Luther made an impossible leap up. 


     I dived for the vat, my arm out stretched. The glint of my pistol shined like a beacon of hope. My hand curled around the handle. I turned my body sideways and landed on my back. I pointed my pistol at the cat walk. Doug was keeping Luther at bay with his pistol. Tentacles writhed as he advanced. Doug’s hand was shaking. 


     “Stay back!” Doug yelled. 


     I aimed and squeezed the trigger. My pistol went off. Doug looked at me just as the bullet hit him between the eyes. My eyes watered as his body went limp. I felt a terrible emptiness. Doug fell over the railing and landed in an empty vat. Luther moved to a control panel and began pressing buttons. A large hose lowered from the ceiling. A foul chemical poured out and into the vat. I slowly made it to my feet and then fell to my knees. I couldn’t stop shaking. It was the first time I took a life. 


     Luther leaped over the side and landed next to me. His arms scooped me up and I passed out. 


     *** 


     “I have to thank you Cyndi. You did an excellent job taking care of Luther. I was fully expecting to come back to another corpse. I’m glad I was mistaken.” 


     Dr. Mike and I walked the lab to Luther’s habitat. 


     “A walk in the park, if you need me to sit again, I would be more than happy too.” 


     We stood by the glass to Luther’s enclosure. 


     “I did notice that one of the vats was activated during your time here.” 


     I gave a genuine smile. “That was my fault. I was exploring on one of my visits and accidently hit some buttons. Monster Inc. can pay for anything lost.” 


     Dr. Mike smiled. “No need. I was more concerned if you hurt yourself. The chemicals we use can be very toxic and corrosive.  


     Luther emerged from the brush as we stood at the wall sized windows. He watched us for a moment before calmly walking away. 


     “I’ve never seen him so calm. You have a positive effect on him. I may need you more on site to watch him. I will of course connect with your direct reports but a calm bio soldier will make research a bit easier. What do you think?” 


     I eyed the feline bio soldier. His glances back to me were of longing. I couldn’t help but feel my heart beat in excitement to spending more time with him. I didn't have the heart to tell Dr. Mike that Luther was a little too smart. After our adventure, I went back and checked the security feeds and logs. Luther was able to change his bio rhythms to mimic mine. That was how he got out of his enclosure when he baited me. It seemed that the bio soldier could leave anytime he wished. Maybe he really did like it here. I wasn't sure of his motives but we had to keep it our little secret. As Dr. Mike looked on, I winked at my Luther. 


     “I would be more than happy to come back and help. It’s the least I can do.” 


     “Excellent. We will make the arrangements.” Dr. Mike turned back to the room. “Has anyone seen Doug? That lazy good for nothing is going to lose his job. What a waste of genetic material!” 


     My eyes met Luther’s. We grinned ear to ear while Dr. Mike walked off to terrorize his staff. 


     ~Fin~ 
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     "Please keep up. I only have an hour left to get ready and I want to make sure you are completely informed for tonight." 


     Dr. Melissa White walked like a woman on a mission. Shapely legs in short heels hit the floor making a sound similar to the crack of a whip. I was keeping up but she wasn't making it easy. I tapped at the tablet, putting down every bit of information the good doctor was saying and keeping myself from bumping into lab assistants as they came racing by. 


     The white corridor had a nearly heavenly glow as I walked practically behind Dr. White. Another lab assistant raced toward us. Melissa kept barreling forward. The assistant moved out of her way and nearly crashed into me. I twirled away at the last second and stayed with Dr. White as if nothing happened. 


     "What is your name, Cyndi is it?" Dr. White said without breaking her stride. 


     "Yes Dr. White, Cyndi Rose." I said tapping away. 


     "I hope your organization can do what is claims. Dr. Strangedream gave you a high recommendation." 


     I smiled even though she wasn't looking at me. "Monster Sitter Inc takes looking after creatures very seriously. We are fully insured and well trained in ensuring security and care for test subjects, monsters, zombies and the occasional killer robot." 


     "Yes, I saw your resume. You have extensive training in mixed martial arts and many weapon styles." 


     Dr. White stopped in the hall and I nearly crashed into her. She turned to me and looked me dead in the eyes. 


     "The subject you will watching tonight is very important not only to the scientific community but to myself as well. I will make myself very clear, you will not have any weapons while you watch him." 


     My eyes widened in surprise. "Dr. White, it is standard protocol we are armed and ready to subdue and defend ourselves if the subject loses control. I could send you stats on probabilities of monsters breaking free from captivity. It is our job to keep them in line should something happen." 


     Dr. White's eyes blazed hot. "I understand your protocols but as I said this subject is very important. I cannot risk any harm to him in any way. If Monster Sitter Inc cannot handle the request of a client, then maybe we should rethink this business arrangement?" 


     I kept my cool as I studied Dr. White's face. Instantly I could tell there was something more than she was telling me. It was the way she looked at me when we first met and how her no nonsense approach told me she didn't like me, or my youth. Dr. White is a beautiful woman but I could tell she was a bit older than me. She had a shapely body and seemed to keep fit but there was a hint of insecurity. I had to take control of this negotiation or she was going to keep hammering away at me. 


     "I can keep non-lethal weapons on my person such as a stun gun and police baton. This way I still have leverage should something go wrong." I said maintaining my gaze. 


     Dr. White eyed me for a moment. I could tell she was choosing her next words carefully. "That will be acceptable." 


     The good doctor turned and started walking. I quickly followed. 


     "Dr. White, I was looking over the file of the subject and there is very little information. Can you tell me more?" 


     "You have very little information because this work is top secret." 


     I had to resist rolling my eyes. "I understand but Monster Sitter Inc ensures confidentiality in such matters. We wouldn't be here if we didn't keep our services tight lipped." 


     An annoyed sigh fell from Dr. White's lips. "The subject goes by the name Rull. He is a traveler from another dimension. My experiment opened a portal in space time." 


     I was impressed. A few mad scientists I know have been trying that for years. 


     Dr. White continued. "Our equipment had shorted out on Rull's recent visit. I have the technicians working on the reactor as we speak. He is a very intelligent creature and should be treated as such." The doctor gave me a sideways glance before speaking again. "I would recommend you keep your distance and merely observe." 


     The good doctor did not like me one bit. I had to turn the conversation around or she may ask for our services in the future but not want me specifically. "Tonight, is the big night for you. You’re receiving the Fundamental Physics Prize for your work. It’s bigger than getting a Nobel Prize." 


     Dr. White's body seemed to stiffen in mid stride. She regained her composure and continued until we reached a set of double doors. Dr White turned to me with a small smile. 


     "It is a grand award and I'm happy to receive the recognition that goes with it. Do you have any idea how hard it is to compete in a male dominated field?" 


     I smiled. "I do. I hope I can soothe your uneasiness over this situation so you can enjoy yourself. I promise to observe Rull until the awards are over. Since this is only for a few hours, it should be a walk in the park." 


     Something passed between us. It felt like a degree of understanding. I could tell the tension in her shoulders bled away. The corners of her eyes relaxed and her breathing slowed. 


     "Thank you, Cyndi. The stress has me on edge. Rull has been key to my research and I would hate for anything to happen to him. Watch him and make sure he is okay when I return." 


     "Sure thing Dr. White." I beamed. 


     "Please, call me Melissa." Dr. White said with a genuine smile. 


     Melissa opened the double doors and we proceeded inside. We walked into a small hallway and through another set of doors. Inside I saw that we were in a high-level security station. Black glass covered one wall. A man was sitting in a chair, looking at a few monitors. When he saw us, he nodded his head, stood up and left. 


     "Welcome to your security station." Melissa said as she walked over and tapped a few buttons. 


     The black glass faded and became transparent. I walked over as my eyes took in what was on the other side. It was a large room filled with an assortment of strange vegetation. The walls had moving images of a green sky with puffy white clouds. In the middle of the room was a large round bed. My eyes widened when I saw what was dozing on it. 


     The creature's reptilian form breathed steadily as it lay, eyes closed. It was on its side, claws twitching as if it was dreaming. I couldn't turn away as I stared at its slim muscled form. Its nostrils flared as it breathed and I think it was smirking in its sleep. I looked over to Melissa and I could see that she adored the creature. 


     "Is that a raptor?" I asked in amazement. 


     "He is, but not from our distant past. He is from another dimension and likes to visit us. I had the room specifically built for him so he would have a place to stay." 


     "I will be sure to take good care of him." I said reassuringly. 


     Melissa seemed to notice that I understood how important he was to her. "I need to get moving if I'm going to get to the award banquet in time. Gather your baton and stun gun. I will see you in a few hours." Melissa said kindly. 


     *** 


     I sat with my head in my hands, elbows on the desk. I couldn't believe I was looking at a raptor. I have seen a lot of different creatures and monsters but to see a dinosaur was really awe inspiring. I know I have always had a soft spot for all manner of creatures. One of the reasons I worked for Monster Sitter Inc was the chance to see amazing creatures like the one sleeping. 


      I sat up straighter when I saw the raptor's eyes flutter open. A slitted eye looked around and then it raised its head. My heart thudded in my chest as I stared at the creature. He stretched and slowly stood up. With a yawn, he stepped down off the bed and looked around a little daze.  


     I visually drank in his sleek and muscular form. The raptor moved over to a fountain and began drinking from it. His tail was a little down as if he was completely relaxed. I could have watched him all night. Sleek scaled skin and majestic form made me warm in pure excitement. 


     The raptor looked up from the fountain and turned his reptilian head to the glass. A shiver ran down my spine as he gazed right into my eyes. I wondered how he could do that since this was one way glass. 


     You are not one of the regular guards. Who are you? 


     I was taken aback. It felt like there was a pressure in my head as if something touched my mind and we connected. 


     "Are you talking to me?" I said out loud and in disbelief. 


     Yes. Where is Dr. White? 


     I didn't understand what was happening but I was compelled to answer. "She had an event she must attend." 


     And you? 


     Strange sensations filled my mind. Thoughts swirled as I tried to get myself back in order. It was then that I realized the raptor was psychic. I wish Melissa had taken the chance to inform me. I had dealt with psychic creatures before and we had special mental training in place to stop such intrusions. I calmed my mind and centered my thoughts. I put up barriers against control but left open a small hole just to communicate. 


     The raptor turned his whole body and stalked toward the glass. His eyes never left mine. A primal urge welled up pushing me to turn and flee. I slammed down the mental stress and became as serene as a summer pond. 


     I never encountered one like you before. You are strong in mind and body. 


     "Sorry Rull but I need to keep control. I'm here to watch you until Dr. White returns." 


     You have the benefit of knowing my name. What is yours? 


     "Cyndi Rose." I said with a small smile. 


     A lovely name. Cyndi, can you meet me so we can talk? There are so few people I interact with in this dimension and I would like to get to know one another.     


     "I'm sorry but I can't do that. I am under specific instructions to observe and ensure your safety." 


     Hmmm. It seems Dr. White wants to keep me all to herself. No matter. I will come to you. 


     The raptor stalked over to a control panel by a door. A long claw tapped at a few keys but the panel lit up red. The raptor looked down confused and tapped the same keys again. He was greeted by another flash of red. 


     What is the meaning of this? Dr. White informed me I had full access as long as I didn't leave the building. 


     I was getting a sinking feeling that Dr. White was keeping information from both of us. 


     Open the door, Cyndi. 


     I was silent as a tomb. I took my job seriously even though the client wasn't giving all the information for this assignment. Rull looked over to the window, eyes blinking. Suddenly his saurian expression changed, growing sharper like a predator. 


     My hand fell on the collapsible baton attached to my belt when a surge of power slammed into me. My head reeled from the shock. My body bent forward of its own accord and a hand slammed on the door access button. The door opened and Rull moved through it.    


     Chaos clouded my mind. I fell back on my training and put my mental state back in order. I didn't expect him to have so much psychic power. He broke through my defenses and took control. He knew he couldn't hold me for long as he power attacked me to make sure I opened the door. Now he was in the hallway and I had to stop him. 


     I launched from my seat and barreled through the door. In the corridor, Rull was waiting. I pulled my baton and flicked my wrist causing the metal bar to extend. My other hand went to the stun gun, pulling it and pointing it at the raptor. We were about forty feet apart, well out of range of the stun gun. 


     We stared at each other, sizing one another up. The raptor's eyes were focused on me for a long moment. I held a strong stance to show my confidence. One thing I learned from sitting monsters was that you always had to show you were in charge. 


     "Get back in the room. I'm sure Dr. White will explain when she gets back in a few hours." I said with authority. 


     Dr. White has lied to me. I have known she is deeply in love with me but that does not excuse this behavior. 


     I tried to not let his words affect me. It finally made sense why Melissa wanted to keep information from me about Rull. He may have been a traveler but something else was going on between them. Her insecurity and annoyance at me were because she didn't want another female around him. 


     Despite your walls I can still sense your thoughts and confusion. Let me help make it clear. The doctor and I have been sharing more than information when I visit. 


     "It's none of my business. Get back in the room, Rull." 


     I know Melissa very well. She didn't want me to come out and see you. She was afraid of what I would do. 


     Curiosity got the better of me. "What do you mean?" 


     Rull dipped his head a little but kept his large eyes on me. 


     You are beautiful. I would like very much to get to know you and your body better. 


     "I'm flattered but no chance."  


     The raptor seemed to chuckle at what I said. 


     Melissa has opened me up to your kind and I would be lying if I didn't like the taste. Come to me so we can better know one another. 


     Rull stared at me, saurian eyes tracing over my lithe form. I was dressed in a full black jump suit but it adhered to my curves a little too well. I was showing very little cleavage but Rull seemed to center his vision on my chest. Compared to Melissa, mine were full and a little bouncier than the good doctor.  


     Instantly I mentally checked myself. I could feel Rull trying to find a weakness in my mental defenses. I was comparing myself to the doctor and Rull was influencing me. If he wasn't going to get back in his room then I had to make him. 


     I moved forward with even steps. Rull watched me but stayed where he was. The corridor wasn't very wide so he would have difficulty maneuvering. I had to use that to my advantage. I could tell he was strong so the baton might not do much against him. The only real ace up my sleeve was the stun gun. I didn't tell the good doctor that the gun in my hand was a jacked-up version, enough to take down an elephant.  


      Rull gave a throaty growl the closer I moved. His eyes went from me to the stun gun, back and forth. I kept myself calm as I moved closer into range. When I was about twenty-five feet, Rull charged. 


     The raptor moved like lightning toward me, mouth open and teeth gleaming in the light. I pulled the trigger. Wires shot from the gun, imbedding into scaled skin. I pulled the trigger again and volts of power slammed into the dinosaur. Rull screeched and thrashed, his body colliding with the wall. I took the advantage and closed the distance, baton turned sideways. I jammed it into his open maw and he clamped down. We stood face to face, eyes like daggers. 


     Claws flashed out. I pulled one leg away and sharp claws just missed me. Other leg was not so lucky. I pulled back with the baton in hand, black cloth on my thigh was ripped and a thin line of red rose to the surface. The raptor pulled the wires from its skin and growled. I still had another round in the gun. I had to make it count. 


     Clever girl. You are a force to be reckoned with. 


     "Rull, I don't want this to continue. Please get back in the room before we both regret it." 


     The raptor gazed at me as if in deep thought. 


     I will return to the room under one condition, you come with me so we can talk. 


     I was about to tell him no deal when a wave of warmth trickled into me. It was so warm and inviting that I found myself looking away. Rull didn't move but his snout huffed his approval. 


     "How are you effecting me? I shut you out." I said as the warmth grew deeper and more seductive. 


     I planted the thought in your head when you opened the door for me. It takes time but I simply opened your mind. You are still in control but I wanted to show you I was nothing like the other creatures you have watched over. 


     "How?" I said, my breath heavy.  


     I glimpsed your mind. You are a very interesting woman with desires most would find disdainful. I place no judgments on you as you should not place any on me. 


     My arms shook and I lowered my weapons. Fingers grew weak and I dropped the baton and stun gun. Rull turned his body and moved into his room. I took slow steps, following behind him.  


     The air in his room carried a fresh clean scent. I looked at the plants. They didn't appear to be from Earth. My fingers glided over them as I walked. Rull moved in toward the middle of the room, turned and watched me as I took it all in. 


     Melissa was kind enough to let me bring some species of plants with me so I could always have a piece of home. 


     My hand touched a strange flower. I bent forward and took a deep breath. It was nothing I ever experience before. I turned to Rull who watched me, his serpentine head moving to my movements. 


     "I don't know what to say." I was feeling guilty that I was treating him like a simple-minded test subject. 


     I think we still have a lot to learn from both of our species. 


     I sat on the edge of the large round bed. Heat crept up my neck and between my thighs. I couldn't keep my eyes off the sleek dinosaur. He had strong lines along his body that was making me weak. Warmth turned to heat as I found myself getting a little wet just looking at him. 


     The raptor sniffed at the air. 


     It is alright to let your desires rise to the surface. As a matter of fact, I encourage it. 


     My walls began to break down. Rull was correct. I tried to bury my feelings for monsters and creatures but it was a lonely life. Their beastly nature was a complete turn on and I had difficulty resisting. Ever since my time with the bio soldier, Luther, I opened myself to more sexual experiences with all manner of creatures. I would get down on myself for being some monster slut but here, now, in Rull's presence, I felt like I was being way too hard on myself. 


     I find every human I meet locks away their true selves out of fear. My kind does no such thing. We can read each other, feel each other in a way that is most refreshing. I'm sure your desires are as deep and mine. 


     Sitting on the bed, I could feel my nipples pointing. The raptor moved close, eyes on my chest. My hand reached up and I touched his skin just as his snout snuggled into my chest. Thrilling sensations traveled from my fingers and up my arm. My mental blocks crumpled and a hungry desire began to rise. 


     I bent forward and placed my lips against his neck. The warmth from his body greeted me. I pulled away and watched as he pressed his snout against my tits. Clawed hands reached out and delicately touched the tops of my thighs. 


     "How do I know you're not controlling me right now?" I said in a faint whisper. 


     You would know. 


     The raptor looked up into my eyes. 


     Would you like me to control you? 


     I have spent so much of my life with secrets and maintaining a sense of control. A thrilling thought filled me that maybe this time I could shake off the shackles of power and let this beautiful creature do with me as it pleased. He seemed open to the idea and I found myself getting wetter at the thought. 


     "Yes." I said in the faintest whisper. 


     Mental walls fell away and I exposed my mind for what felt like the first time. A gentle feeling filled my mind as if something was taking hold of the strings. My heart beat like a jack hammer. My breath quickened and my body moved. Rull backed off but I could feel his control over me. My hands moved slowly, grabbing at my tight suit and pulling at the shoulders. 


     The raptor watched my every move. I pulled down my top to reveal my firm tits. Slitted eyes drank in my pointed dark nipples. Teasingly I pulled down the rest of the suit. I used one foot to step down and pull off a boot and then I did it with the other. I slid down the black fabric over my shapely hips. Moments later I kicked off the jump suit and I stood only wearing black lacey panties.  


     Rull moved forward. I sat down and spread my legs. My own hand smoothed over my stomach and touched the top of my womanhood. Fingers dipped into my slit and came away covered in wetness. Fingers dived back in and sweet sensations caressed my nerves. Rull bent his head, watching me play with myself, slowly, seductively. My scent rose to meet him and he took a deep breath. A finger grazed my clit and an internal fire bloomed. 


     Set yourself free and enjoy it. 


     Pleasure rained down as I pressed my finger against my throbbing clit. I made circular motions, spikes of pleasure making my mind drip. Rull bent further down. I watched as his long tongue snaked out and lapped at the quivering pink gash. My chest heaved and my tits bounced. The moment felt other worldly and never before did I feel so comfortable in my skin. 


     Rull's snout pushed away my hand, his tongue running along my nub. Shockwaves of bliss coiled around my body. I gasped and moved my hips, pushing my flower to his sexy tongue. I laid back and my eyes fluttered closed. Pulses of heaven touched me as he slowly whipped my mound. Hips moved to his tongue's rhythm, wetness flowing down my bare ass. Claws held onto my thighs, the points just penetrating my flesh. 


     A door opened and I could see into Rull's mind. He opened himself to me as he controlled me. The raptor's tongue went from my dripping folds to the drop of blood on my thigh. He licked the drop and a surge of pleasure ran through him. Since his mind was open, that surge touched me and I gasped. Rull went back to my tight slit and licked me into further submission. 


     Thoughts and feelings tangled together as we dived into each other's mind. I could feel his cock hardening the longer he licked at my opening. He felt my desires to be on my knees and sucking on his saurian manhood. It felt like we were in a garden of lust and there was nowhere to go but deeper. 


     Rull pulled away. I sat up, slid off the bed and onto my knees. The raptor stared at me but I was staring at his cock. It was red, long and thick with a bulbous tip. He curled his head down as I crawled to him. My hands reached out and stroked his rather long shaft. I pointed his cock up, inches from my lips. I pressed the tip to my lips and gently slipped the end into my mouth. I tightened my lips around his throbbing member. My head bobbed up and down slowly, feeling every raised vein. A drop of dinosaur pre come touched my tongue and I savored the taste. 


     The raptor stood there, small growls rising up its long throat. I pressed my tongue under the shaft, making everything tighter. Muffled moans rose up my throat as I took several more inches. I could feel his control over me as I sucked and sucked and sucked. My own hand snaked between my legs and I rubbed my clit to the tempo of my head. A deep spring of pleasure began to rise and my nerves coiled in wanting.    


       A drop of my wetness ran down my inner thigh. Heat played off our bodies as my head occasionally touched his stomach. Rull's saurian cock throbbed and thickened, pushing back against my lips. Saliva dripped from the corner of my mouth as I hungrily devoured inch after inch. My mind was lost as my body moved to his wishes. Another drop of come touched my tongue. The raptor's thoughts mixed with mine in a dance of heated passion. I knew he wanted to come but he was so turned on that he was having difficulty. 


     I knew the feeling well and tried to wrestle control back. Rull felt the push and he let go of the strings but only for a moment. I moaned my delight and slowed the bobbing of my head to long, tight strokes. Come filled the length of his massive member and Rull gave a throaty moan. With my lips I stroked his red cock in one long tight kiss. When my lips reached close to the tip, his cock stiffened and bulged. Molten jets of come spurted into my mouth and down my throat. I nearly gagged as the jets turned to streams of sticky white come. I pulled away when I couldn't gulp down any more. Claws held my shoulders as the tip of his cock pointed at my tits and plastered them with long streams of come. 


     Thin rivers of dinosaur seed rolled down my chest and nipples. I smiled in amusement because I instantly thought of our tryst as dirty dinosaur porn. The streams turn to drips from the dinosaur cock. My internal spring bubbled as I rubbed myself, rivers of come covering my smooth landscape. 


     Rull imposed his mind over mine. Bliss made me moan as I rubbed clit and played with my come covered tits. Strings were pulled causing me to stand up but never stop rubbing my throbbing clit. I whined and moaned as I crawled onto the bed. I was on my knees and one hand with my ass pointed to the lusty raptor. My mind opened further and I felt so free I was flying. 


     Rull made me play with myself. He watched as I showed my ass and fingers sliding over my pink gash. Mentally I begged him to fuck me, abuse me. Instead, he watched and made me suffer by not sticking his long thick cock in me. I thought about the bulb at the end and I hoped I could take it. Another part wanted him to force it into me no matter what.  


     The reptilian traveler moved forward. I spread my pussy lips wide so he may plunge his spear deep in me. I was just at the right height for him because he was over me and his cock head touched my dripping cunt. Rull's bulbous head pushed at my opening. I could feel my eyes widen as he forced himself into me. I screamed as his cock pushed my walls wide, filling me to nearly the breaking point. Inch after inch penetrated my gash. I moved my hips to accommodate his size but he was just so big. I squeezed his hard member and claws dug a little into my hips. The raptor held me in place as he pushed until he could not go any further. 


     Minds and bodies connected. I rubbed my clit as he slowly moved back and forth. Since he came, I thought he would have been done but it seems Rull was full of surprises. My body adjusted to his girth and soon I was sliding back and forth on his spear, hungry for more and more. 


     Rull's mind felt around my mind. He touched my pleasure center and everything grew dizzy from a flash of ecstasy. The psychic raptor dove into that one spot, stabbing at it and tearing it open. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as a tsunami of passion exploded. An orgasm came bursting, unraveling that coiled feeling and pushing me to my limit. My body shuddered as he humped me from behind. My mouth made a perfect O as he fucked pure unadulterated bliss from the deepest part of my soul. 


     The only sound in the room was the gentle flowing of the fountain and the slapping of human skin on dinosaur skin. I was silent as I bit my lip and then another orgasm blasted my senses and then another. Rull managed to open some of the deepest, sexiest parts of me and I was trapped in a vortex of fireworks. 


     Suddenly, the door to Rull's room opened and Melissa walked in. "Rull, I managed to get away early and I thought......"The doctor froze. 


     I looked up with bliss written all over my face. Rull's claws held me in place as his mighty spear filled me. A flash of disgusted anger twisted Melissa's face. She marched forward, hand reaching out as if to grab my hair. I was so stunned I could do nothing. She stalked toward me as Rull fucked me from behind. 


     Relax dear Melissa. Relax. 


     Rull's voice vibrated calmness throughout my mind. Tension bled from the room and Dr. White slowed her attack. Her eyes half closed. She made her way to the us. Rull did not stop pushing his member into me but his mind was very still. I moaned and listened, another wave of pleasure crashing into me. 


     "I thought I was the only one for you?" Melissa said almost childlike. 


     We do not belong together. We choose to be together. You have become insecure with my visits to you. Cyndi is merely sharing the same desire we all have. I believe you need to take lessons from her so we can share these moments. 


     "I... I... don't...know," Melissa stammered. 


     Let me help you open your mind. 


     Instantly Melissa took in a deep breath, body shaking. Rull kept his cock half buried in me but he watched Melissa as she began shedding her black dress. I moved my body on his dinosaur spear, waves of pleasure crashing down on me. Melissa watched me as her dress fell to the floor. She wore nothing underneath. My chest was a nice size but her tits were slightly bigger than mine. She sauntered up to us and sat at the edge of the bed. The doctor's eyes took us in as her hand touched her shaven slit. For a moment our eyes locked and I could tell she was sorry for how she acted. 


     Melissa is sorry for how she acted, aren't you. 


     "You have shown me so much my raptor lover. I was getting greedy. Will you both forgive me?" 


     "Yes." was all I could faintly manage as Rull's cock moved back and forth. 


       Rull pulled his cock out in one long wet motion. When he was clear, I collapsed on the bed. My mind reeled from the waves of pleasure. I took long deep breaths trying to piece myself back together. 


     Show Cyndi how much you're sorry. 


      The raptor turned me onto my back. My limbs were splayed out and I didn't care. I turned my head weakly to see Melissa bend her naked body forward. I didn't move as her tongue ran along my dripping gash. I writhed to her touch, taking everything in. My client was licking my pussy. This was a new one for the record books. 


     A clawed hand gently turned my head to the side. The raptors cock was inches from my face. My mouth barely opened as he shoved it in. Muffled moans surrounded us as I sucked away at his head. For a long moment the three of us bucked and writhed. The smell of sex and dinosaur come washed over our senses. Melissa rolled her head between my thighs, her tongue whipping my clit like it was a bad girl. I moaned my approval and was greeted by a small spurt of come. 


     Such beautiful primates. 


     I couldn't take another mouthful of come. As if reading my mind, Rull pulled his cock from my mouth. I gasped for air and moaned with Melissa's tongue continuing to punish my clit. Rull stalked around to Melissa's raised ass. I tilted my head upward to see and I wasn't disappointed. Claws grabbed Melissa's hips and held her steady. The doctor stopped licking me to let out one long moan. The good doctor's ass jiggled as Rull pushed deep into her. A few long moans later, her mouth closed over my pussy and lashed at my clit once again.  


     Inhuman shrieks and human moans filled the room. Rull rammed his thick dick into Melissa and was nearly screaming in pleasure. At one point she looked up at me from between my legs. I watched as her mouth made a perfect O and her eyes widened into saucers. Rull growled and screeched. The raptor's thoughts filled our heads as she shared his moment of coming. I could feel come burst from his rock-hard member. I could feel Melissa squeezing his cock and her insides blasted with streams of white goo. I laid in the bed feeling bliss swish between our bodies and I writhed to my own exploding orgasm. It was followed with Melissa's orgasm and the continuous vibration of Rull's orgasm. Melissa was on all fours. I could see Rull pull out of her and streams of come dripped out of her tight cunt. 


     Rull forced my mind to connect with Melissa's. We all functioned like one being but Rull was controlling everything. The raptor backed up, white come dripping off his red cock. Melissa and I smiled as he crawled off the bed and onto the floor. Rull's mind soothed us and made us crawl to him. We each crawled on all fours till we were side by side near the raptor's cock. Lips and tongues pressed against the sides. I was giggling and Melissa joined me. Tongues ran along the raptor's veiny member. Our juices mixed and I found myself sucking down the sticky salty sweet come. My hand came up and I stroked his cock. I couldn't tell if it was me doing it or Rull making me but I didn't care. Melissa's nipples touched mine and we reached out with our other hand to feel each other up. 


     Cyndi, get back on the bed and spread your legs. 


     I did as I was told and hungrily waited. The raptor moved toward me and his cock touched my quivering slit. 


     Melissa, watch as I fuck this primate. I want you to play with yourself as I do. 


     Melissa sat on the edge of the bed, watching and stroking her clit. Rull pushed his cock past my tight opening. I squeezed him as he filled me with inch after thick inch. My hands wrapped around his scaled neck as my legs clamped around his body. Clawed hands held me close as he lifted me off the bed. Melissa moaned, rubbing herself furiously, eyes dripping lust. I held onto the raptor tightly as he force-fed my pussy inches of his other worldly cock. On and on we went, bucking and writhing as he pleasured my gash and my mind together. 


     I had no control as orgasm after orgasm rippled through my body. I hugged the raptor as he pumped his thick member into me. I could feel raised veins push against my supple pussy lips. I glanced over to see Melissa moaning and whining, her face flush from her own orgasms as they rocked her body. 


     Rull made a guttural sound. I kissed his neck and his cock spurted jets of come. I cried out clutching to him as the spurts turned into long thick streams. The amount of come was too much as white spunk flowed down the sides of his cock and my ass. Claws let go and I was free falling until I landed on the bed.  


     Rull's cock was half buried in me when Melissa stood up and pushed at the raptor. The doctor's eyes were wild as Rull pulled back, his cock slipping from my tight hole. Melissa fell to her knees, her mouth closing over the end. Rull grunted and screeched as Melissa sucked his cock harder and harder. I could see into Rull's mind. He was surprised by her actions and lost control. Another stream of come erupted and Melissa drank it down greedily. We were all still connected and I could tell that she wanted to be the one who had him last.  


     Pleasure rolled through me like a thunderstorm. I twitched on how good I felt. Rull reached down and gently touched the side of Melissa's head, stroking her hair. Saurian eyes gazed almost lovingly as she continued to suck and drink down his dinosaur seed. 


     *** 


     Melissa handed me a towel. We were both in the security room, wiping ourselves down. Rull had bedded down and was snoring rather loudly. We crept out so he could get some rest. After that experience, the two of us seemed pretty okay with standing around naked, trying to get dinosaur come off our bodies. 


     Melissa stopped wiping herself down and looked at me with a slight frown. "I'm really sorry how I acted before. I think I was caught up in my feelings for him that I didn't consider his." 


     I smiled. "It's okay. I can understand that feeling. He is pretty special." 


     Melissa eyed me. "I trust we can keep this evening together discrete?" 


     "As far as Monster Sitter Inc is concerned, it was a normal night with no incidents. But on a personal level I do have a requirement." 


     Melissa smiled at me knowingly. "I believe we can come to an understanding. I may need help to make sure his time on Earth is very satisfying. Are you up for future assignments working me with?" 


     I grinned. "I will be sure to clear my schedule anytime he visits. And maybe we can spend some time getting to know each other when he isn't in town." I held out my hand. 


     "It has been a long time since I have had a girlfriend I could talk to." 


     The doctor and I shook hands. With wide smiles we went back to cleaning ourselves off. My thoughts floated to the sleeping raptor in the other room. I hope my other monster boyfriends don't mind another one in the group. Rull opened one eye, gazing at me for a long second. I stared back through the glass with a smile. Rull's eye closed as the corner of his mouth tilted upwards in a saurian smirk. 


     ~Fin~ 
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     “Hey guys, help me move this.” Paul said standing by a sheet covered couch. 


     I was sorting through a box of old yellow paper when I looked up. James and Bobby moved across the basement and each took hold of the couch. I had to stop what I was doing and stare. All three of them heaved with toned muscles as they shifted the piece of furniture.  


     My name is Rita Turner and I have a crush on my roommates. 


     It’s not a terribly long story. I have known Paul and James since grade school. Bobby was a recent addition in high school. The four of us did everything together. Well, they mostly did everything together. I kind of watched and dreamed. There was a point in grade school where Paul and James hung out all the time. One time in the yard, they were hanging from the monkey bars and I just sat and watched them. This happened every day for two weeks. When they noticed, they came to me and asked why I stared at them when they played on the monkey bars. I was silent and didn’t answer back. Normally anyone else would start making fun of me but they didn’t. They smiled and invited me to play with them. I shook my head. Some days they would play around me. Other days they started talking around me. My shyness was paralyzing but it didn’t stop them from treating me like I was one of them. It took some time but I opened up a little and began talking. Soon we were all hanging out. Paul and James would go on and on with stories and jokes. I would sit silently and marvel at how outgoing they were. 


     In high school, I was being picked on by some bully. Bobby ran to my rescue and punched the guy holding me against the lockers. When Paul and James found out, they invited Bobby into our little group. The three musketeers became four. Once high school was over, we all applied to the same college and got in. Now here we were roommates and trying to fix up this old house. We managed to fix the main floor and the bedrooms on the second story. The last piece of business was the basement. We were planning on making it a rumpus room complete with a pool table, bar and big comfy couches.  


     I fixed my glasses and went back to sorting through my box of papers. The guys heaved again and managed to pull the heavy couch from the wall and scoot it to the middle of the room. Paul grabbed the sheet and yanked it off. Dust clouded the air as everyone covered their mouths and noses. As the gray cloud settled, the guys smiled at the brown leather couch with curving marble legs. 


     “We have to keep this.” Paul said wiping a drop of sweat from his dark brow. 


     Bobby plopped down on the smooth leather as dust flew back up into the air. “This is an antique. It adds character to the room. I vote for keeping it.” 


     James was silent. He was the defacto leader of our little group. Tall, broad shoulders and a swimmers build, he liked to work out regularly and it showed. James and Paul would hit the gym several times a week. While Paul was checking out the guys and exercising, James threw all his focus into being healthy. I had gone to the gym with them a few times but quickly realized that sweating wasn’t for me. Bobby never went to the gym, he just jogged a lot.  


     “What do you think, Rita?” James looked over in my direction. 


     I felt a flutter in my stomach every time he directed his attention to me. “It will save us some money instead of buying a new one.” Typical me, I threw out a reason instead of an answer. 


     “Then it’s settled. We keep this fabulous couch.” Paul said as he plopped down next to Bobby. 


     Bobby looked over at Paul and smiled. “Want to make out?”  


     Paul smiled back. “Any time you little stud.” 


     They both puckered up their lips and made kissing sounds. Their lips never touched. They pretended they were all over each other until Paul actually grabbed Bobby’s chest and pinched his nipple. 


     “Ow! Too rough!” Bobby shot back.  


     “You know you like it.” Paul licked his lips. 


     Paul and I were the only two in the group who liked men. James and Bobby were straight but that didn’t mean they were jerks about it. When Paul came out senior year, we rallied around him. We wanted to show him that we were there and loved him no matter what. It was the only time I had ever seen him cry. 


     I glanced over at James, he was smiling. As the horse play continued, he turned and looked at the wall where the couch was. I could see his eyes narrow and he bent down at the knees. I craned my head, trying to see what he was looking at. Just past the couch there seemed to be an opening. I glanced down at the yellow papers in my hands. I couldn’t make heads or tails of the diagrams and strange letters scribbled on each page. The paper had a waxy feel to it. I dropped them back in the box and stood up. I moved passed the couch as Paul and Bobby continued horsing around. 


     “What is it?” I asked as I finally saw what was behind the couch. 


     The stone wall was cut out, making a hip level alcove. Inside was a large padlocked chest. It was really old with rotting wood and rusting metal edges. The padlock was fuzzy with brownish reddish rust. If we didn’t move the couch, we never would have seen it. 


     Paul and Bobby stopped what they were doing and peeked over. They both jumped up and were next to us. All four of our heads crowded together over the chest. Bobby reached out to touch the padlock. I was about to say he shouldn’t do that when his finger grazed it and the lock fell away like brittle.  


     James reached down and grabbed the chest by the side handles. They held as he picked it up and pulled it from the alcove. He placed it on a nearby small table and opened it. You could feel the excitement as we all looked in. I didn’t know what to expect but I had the usual thoughts of pirate gold, which would have been weird since we were deep in Massachusetts, fifty miles from the ocean. 


     James reached in and pulled out a black necklace with a single ebony claw-like talon. We were quiet as he looked at it. Paul scrunched up his face into a question mark and Bobby tried to look back in the chest to see if there was anything else. My eyes marveled at the shiny sleekness of the necklace. I didn’t even realize I was reaching out to touch it. 


     “That’s it? No pirate treasure?” Bobby said as he picked up the chest and hung it upside down. He gave it a little shake and the entire thing collapsed in his hands. Paul screeched and everyone jumped back to keep rotting wood from hitting our toes. 


     James smiled. He reached over with the necklace and put it around my neck. I was frozen when he closed the ancient clasp. It felt warm on my pale skin. 


     “You seemed to really want it. Besides, it looks good on you.” James stood back and looked at me. It was enough for me to turn away. 


     “When you’re done with it, can I wear it? I want to look fabulous when I go to the clubs.” Paul said as he grabbed my hips and turned me from side to side to get the full view of the necklace around my neck. 


     I smiled as the moment of attention washed over me. The necklace made me feel sexier which was really odd. I didn't normally wear jewelry but there was something tempting about the black talon necklace around my neck. Electrical shocks played across my skin. I touched the talon necklace and it all died down. What an odd piece of jewelry to be stashed in a hidden chest. 


     "Bobby, you're on clean up duty." James said pointing at the destroyed chest. 


     "Me?" 


     "Yea, you. You know the rules. You broke it you clean it." 


     "We never had that rule." Bobby said with an edge of uncertainty. 


     "New house rule! New House rule! Anyone who agrees on the new house rule, raise your hand." Paul said enthusiastically. 


     James, Paul and I raised our hand. Bobby looked at us wide eyed and shaking his head. 


     "New rule goes into effect. Clean it up!" Paul said laughing. 


     "Great job team, let’s go get some beer." James said grinning. 


     The three of us headed toward the stairs. Bobby watched us with an incredulous gaze as he stood over the crumpled chest. 


     *** 


     The house was warm as I busied myself with dinner. James and Bobby set up the dining table while Paul and I were getting the food ready. It was our turn to cook and I was happy for it. Bobby liked to order out when it was his turn. James simply was not much of a cook. He did try his best but cooking was not his strongest skill. Paul on the other hand worked the kitchen like magic. The two of us love watching the cooking channel and writing down recipes. Tonight, we were cooking lemon glazed chicken with prosciutto roses. An arugula salad with pine nuts and sliced mini tomatoes was our side and maybe two or three bottles of wine. The guys can drink a whole bottle themselves while a glass was fine for me. On a really wild night I would have a glass and a half. 


     "I'm going to check on the boys. Can you open the wine bottles and let them breathe?" Paul said as he took off his apron which read "Fuck the Cook."   


     I nodded, reaching into a drawer and pulling out a cork screw. Paul stepped through the door and into the dining room. I stabbed the cork and began twisting, humming a sweet little tune to myself. 


     I thought he would never leave. 


     I froze. A quick turn of my neck showed I was the only one in the kitchen. 


     You're not crazy. You can hear me. 


     I let go of the bottle of wine and stepped back. Maybe it was the half beer I drank a few hours ago? 


     It's not the beer, sweet girl. 


     "It looks like I won't be drinking tonight." I whispered to myself, convinced that I might be drunk. 


     You really don't like to step out of your shell do you little one? The way you close yourself off, I'm surprised you're not a nun. 


     I looked down at the necklace around my neck. 


     You are very smart. You figured it out already. 


     My hands went to undo the necklace. I didn't know what was going on but I had to take it off. 


     No, please stop. I'm not here to hurt you. 


     My fingers stopped working the clasp. "This seems like something out of a bad horror movie." I whispered. 


     If this was a horror movie then I would have possessed you and started cutting up your friends, but that is not what is happening right now. I need your help. 


     The voice gave a seductive glow as each word floated across my mind. I lowered my hands and placed them on the counter. I had control of my body and didn't feel any different. It was odd that I was hearing a voice in my head but at times it did feel a little crowded in there. I talked to myself so much that maybe I was having a psychotic break. But this voice wasn't like the others. 


     You poor beautiful girl, you spend so much time in your head that you think I am one of your voices. Not to fear, I'm not one of them. You guessed right that I am talking to you through the necklace.  


     "So, the papers and the hidden chest are all connected to you. Someone hid you away for a reason." I whispered. I heard the guys horsing around in the dining room. 


     Let's start fresh. My name is Alina. Yes, the chest is part of my tomb to keep me from coming back to this world. I have been buried in the basement for over ten years. Several narrow-minded people thought it wasn't enough to kill me but keep my mind trapped in the necklace so I could not move on to the next world. 


     "Why would they do that?" 


     Why does anyone do anything evil and sadistic? They couldn't handle my free spirit and desires. Jealousy can be a powerful motivator. 


     "You said you needed my help. What can I do? Or better yet, why should I help you?"  


     I do need your help but I can also help you. I can help you break out of that shell of yours and really enjoy everything life has to offer. In turn you can help me resurrect my body. 


     "So, you can kill us all when you come back to life, no thank you." 


     Rita, this isn't a horror movie! Why would anyone want to kill people when living is so much fun! Your friends in the other room know how to live life. They do it every day of their lives. You though turn everything inward. You haven't lived your life like you should. 


     "I have my reasons." Why was I getting defensive to some voice in my head? I was beginning to feel like a crazy old cat lady. 


     You may have your reasons but we both know they are not good ones. You masturbate to thoughts of your friends almost every night. You pine over them obsessively but do nothing about it. 


     "I....I..." Alina had me there. 


     Help me and I can show you how to truly live. You will know depths of pleasure and freedom like no other.  


     The voice in my head was right. I spent my life in a shell and everyone knew it. The best I could hope for was finding a good job and a guy I can barely stand before he sleeps with his best friend and tells me he doesn't love me anymore. He would leave me with the kids and run off to be some big hot shot. I would spend my life hating him. My kids would not visit me because I would turn into some crone. I would turn into some hateful shriveled up hag with twenty cats. Then when I died, the cats would eat me. They would only find a skeleton in the kitchen with NPR playing on the radio. Yea, I thought about this way too much.    


     Are you done having your crisis? 


     "If you're dead, how can I help bring you back?" Why was I continuing this insane conversation? I should be checking into the psych ward. 


     You seem to be unsure if any of this is real. How about a test, Take the necklace and dip it in the glasses of wine for each of your friends. Even from beyond the grave I can feel their love and lust for you. You're not the only one who masturbates to your friends. Once they drink the wine, they will begin to open up to you. If nothing happens then maybe I am just a voice in your head. Tomorrow you can check into the psych ward and that will be that. 


     "They desire me?"  


     Oh yes, they desire you. But they are afraid to come out and say it. They think you're a fragile little flower. They want you and why shouldn't they? From here I can sense your curves. 


     "Even Paul?" 


     Oh honey, just because he is gay doesn't mean he won't dip his pen in you. Your friend Paul has a thing for Bobby and James. It's amazing that the four of you haven't fucked sooner. You can cut the tension with a chainsaw. 


     "As fun as this conversation is, I think I should get dinner out to the guys." This was getting weirder then even I'm used to. 


     Dip the necklace in the wine. See if I'm lying. Once they open up to you, we can work together to make everyone happy. 


     I went back to the wine and finished pulling the cork out. The smell of food filled the kitchen and my stomach growled in protest. Why was I even considering this? I took out four wine glasses from a cabinet and began pouring red wine into each. When I finished pouring, I stared at the glasses. Was I truly thinking about doing it? I fingered the necklace and pondered on the situation. If I was just crazy then I would be just a weirdo dipping my necklace into my friend's wine. No harm would be done except I would know what I did. But if what Alina said is true then they would open their hearts to me and tell me things I'm not sure I want to hear. Would the four us be okay if they told me that they wanted me and I wanted them? Could we live with that knowledge? And why did I feel wet between my legs. Was this how I truly felt and I'm being too scared to ever act on it. Will I become that crazy cat lady? Is that my destiny? 


     I reached forward and touched a glass. I hesitated, bit my lip and lifted it up. I took the smooth black talon on the necklace and dipped it into the wine. There was no flash or puff of smoke, just me touching the wine with my necklace. I smiled thinking that maybe I was just plain nuts. I quickly dipped the talon in each of the glasses. What could it hurt if I dip it in my glass? If they are going to open up then why shouldn't I? 


     I waited to hear something from Alina. The kitchen was silent. The door burst open and the guys piled in. I nearly jumped out of my skin. 


     "Where's the food? We're starving!" Bobby said rushing for the serving dishes. 


     "Hot damn, wine! I need a drink after how these fools set the table." Paul said scooping up a glass and taking a deep gulp. 


     I reached out to him and then curled my fingers back. The deed was done and if this was all true then there was no turning back. James picked up a glass and held it out to me. I lifted up my glass and clinked it to his. Bobby was rushing out to the table to set up. James and Paul lifted a plate with one hand. They moved with purpose as they set down the food. I picked up another plate and went through the door to the dining room. The smell of food was spectacularly overpowering. The four of us sat down and without a word, dove into the food like a pack of wolves. 


     *** 


     Paul was picking up the empty plates. Several bottles of wine stood in the middle of the table. The three of us sat, stuffed to the gills and not moving. James picked up a nearly full bottle and poured some into each of our glasses. This would be my third glass of wine, a new record for me. The room was warm and my vision was hazy. I rubbed my thighs together. The wetness between my legs was still there but at this point I didn't mind. 


     "Another successful meal, thank you Rita and Paul for all the work." James said and took a sip of wine. 


     "Paul did most of the work. I just assisted." I said with a smile. 


     "Always so modest, you should take the credit. We were a team." Paul said as he sat down and took a long sip of wine. 


     "You shouldn't be so shy with us. We know you’re great." Bobby said looking at me with a smirk. 


     I was silent as I looked down. 


     "Lay off, Bobby. You know Rita doesn't handle compliments well." James said running to my rescue. 


     "Well maybe she should enjoy them. She deserves them." 


     Paul punched Bobby in the shoulder. "And maybe you should be more sensitive." 


     "Do you guys think I stay in my shell too much?" The wine made my head swirl. 


     The three of them looked at me with wide eyes. It was like I grew four extra heads. 


     "I can't speak for the guys but we are all close here. I wonder why do you hide from us." Paul said reaching across the table and putting his hand over mine. 


     "We all wonder that." Bobby chimed in. 


     "What about you James?" I said making eye contact. 


     James shifted uncomfortably in his seat. I'd never seen him tense up like that before. Did I just eye him like a piece of meat? 


     "You know we worry about you. I worry that when we all move on with our lives, you won't move on with yours." 


     I sat silent. I looked down with my hands on my thighs. I thought about what I did to the wine. Was I just crazy? Did I really think that some magical creature would help get the truth from the men I love so dearly? 


     "I wish you three saw me differently. I'm not just some fragile flower that needs to be protected."  


     I reached out for a bottle of wine and started guzzling it down. Paul was first up to snatch it from my hands, his eyes were a mixture of concern and confusion. James and Bobby sat dumbfounded. I was really going crazy and I just made a fool out of myself. I stood up and nearly fell over. All three men were on their feet. They crowded around me making sure I was okay. All I wanted to do was reach out and touch them, feel their bodies against mine. Instead, they guided me to the stairs. We all went upstairs and they showed me to my room. I think I let out a deep sigh and flopped into bed. Darkness closed in around me and I fell asleep to a beautiful woman winking at me. 


     *** 


     I woke up sweating. The room was dark, hot and stuffy. I was in a T shirt and panties. There was a terrible ache between my legs. My hands slid down my sides and over my thighs. My fingers touched my sensitive spot under my panties and came away wet. I was writhing and twisting in my bed. I tossed the blanket off of me and glided my fingers over my panties. I rubbed over the wet spot, each touch feeling so good. I moved my hips in slow motion. A small moan escaped my lips as I rubbed my nub. My other hand reached over expecting someone to be there but there was nothing. My bed was empty except for me. 


     I went back to pleasuring myself. I bit my lip as I rubbed my nub a little faster. My other hand grabbed my tit and a finger swirled around my nipple. The clothes were getting in the way. I lifted up my shirt, exposing my chest. The air felt nice on my nipples as I caressed in slow circles. I mimicked the circle movements over my panties. My breathing was getting faster and I upped the tempo. An image of James walking into my room floated up into my mind's eye. I pictured his strong, toned body, his cock swinging between his legs. Thoughts of him holding me down made me gush with wetness. My thighs were getting slicker the more I circled my clit. I bucked my hips slightly as an orgasm started to build. I could feel my face flush red as my mouth made a perfect O. I wanted James. I wanted all of my men so bad. The feelings were getting out of control. I pictured all of them coming in and stuffing all my holes, so many cocks in me that I would never want it to stop. 


     I clamped my thighs and let out a quite scream when I climaxed. My hips bucked of their own accord and I let my body enjoy it. Nerves exploded with bliss and I eased back down after a few seconds, yet I was still hungry for more. The ache in me was not satisfied. I needed the real thing or I would never be satisfied. 


     Go to him. Go to him now. Wake him with your mouth. 


     I sat up with dullness in my head. I swung my legs over and stood up. I stumbled/walked to my bedroom door and opened it. The hallway was dark except for shafts of moonlight through the windows at the end. I moved like a zombie to James's room next to mine. I opened the door slowly and peeked in. My eyes adjusted to the dark. James lay in bed like a sleeping prince. He was bare chested as blankets covered him from the waist down. 


     I bent down till I was on my hands and knees. I moved like a primal animal to the foot of his bed. James was always a sound sleeper. You had to set off a bomb near him to wake him up. When I reached the foot of his bed, I lifted the blanket and crawled under. My hands reached out, caressing his legs till I reached his waist, he still didn't move. He was wearing boxer briefs. My hand brushed his bulge. I smiled to myself as I reached in and pulled out his cock. I couldn't see it but the head brushed my cheek. Even with it in my hand, he was impressive, just like I knew he was. 


     James rustled from the movements. I pressed my ample chest to his thigh as I ran my tongue along his shaft. There was a sharp intake of breath but James still slept. I was hungry for him. I wanted him in me anyway I could get it and right now my mouth was most accessible. I closed my lips over his hot head. I slowly ran my lips down his shaft and over his veiny rod. He was getting harder as my lips pressed tightly around his throbbing shaft. My clothes were bothering me so I lifted my shirt and pressed my nipples to him. I didn't want to break the momentum so I left my shirt bunched up by my neck. 


     The harder he grew, the more I had to shift. I was soon on my knees in between his legs, his cock was fully hard and I slurped and sucked every inch. I tasted his salty pre come as I held his hips. I increased the tempo and could feel his hips respond to my rhythm. The sucking sounds were almost deafening to me. There was a faraway thought that I couldn't believe I was doing this. But it all felt so right. I wanted him more than anything and now I had him. 


     "Ri...Rita?" James moaned. 


     I ignored him and continued sucking his delicious meat. I felt the blanket pull away from over my head. Cool air touched me as I pressed his head and shaft to the roof of my mouth.  


     "Rita....please...stop this." James moaned as his hands touched the side of my hand. 


     I refused and kept sucking his cock, running my tongue along the ridge of his head. He moved his hips and helped move his cock back and forth in my mouth. For him wanting me to stop, he wasn't putting up much of a fight. 


     "Rita... Rita... don't stop, keeping sucking." James moaned. 


     James's words made me drip wetness. He felt so good in my mouth that I wanted him in me. I pulled away from his cock and took a deep breath. James looked at me with half closed eyes and breathing heavy. I slid my hands to my panty waist and pulled them down. My pussy was hungry for him. I needed him inside me. Nothing was going to stop me. 


     They want you. They are coming for you. 


     I crawled over James until we were face to face. He laid still and watched me as I grabbed the base of his thick rod and maneuvered it to my waiting pussy lips. I felt dirty and wanting. I needed him inside me more than anything else in the world. I was tight as his head pushed against me. Wetness spilled from me as I worked his head into me. It was slow at first. He was so big and I had little experience with men. But desire was pushing me to force him in me. James's hands went to my slim waist. With gentle force, he pushed me down on his hard cock. With his help and my determination, his head opened me up and barely slid in. That's when the door opened. 


     I looked back as light from the hallway spilled in on us. James's large hose just made it into me and I was spread open for anyone to see. Paul stood in the doorway. He was in boxers as he stared. I thought he was shocked but his eyes took it all in like he understood what was happening. 


     With half closed eyes, I smiled and pushed myself a few more inches down on James's hard cock. It was heaven as he opened me up. My walls tightened around his shaft and he forced me down another inch or two. I was halfway down and working him further into me. I threw my head back and cried out from pure bliss. Paul appeared next to the bed, he pulled down his boxers. I gasped at his big black cock. It was everything I hoped it would be. I worked myself down to the hilt of James’s cock and made small movements. James helped me along by lifting and pushing me down on his manhood. I felt like his fuck doll and didn’t do anything to stop him. 


     Paul got on his knees in the bed with us. I turned my upper body sideways and gobbled his hard black cock. My heart swelled as another piece of me felt complete. I looked up with innocent eyes as Paul looked down at me, his cock slipping into my waiting wet mouth. I sucked hard and soft while swirling my tongue around his head. My body shuddered as James opened me up more and more. My gash tightened around him with each push and pull. I moaned like a wild animal. Paul grabbed my hair and slid my head along his shaft. James held me down on his steel hard manhood. Energy whipped around my body as I bounced to two of my men. 


     You all belong to each other. Let yourself be free. Suck and fuck them. Don’t stop. Don’t ever stop.        


     Energy whipped around the three of us. I could feel sparks across my skin while I sucked Paul’s rod. James groaned as I moved my tight slit up and down on him. He was so hard and I was so slippery, it felt like a perfect match. My vision took on a red haze. I moaned with Paul stuffing my mouth. James’s hands ran along my ass as he helped me along on his member. My men were so big. I felt like a dirty whore to them and it was the most freeing moment of my life. They could do anything to me and I wouldn’t say no. 


     “Girl, you’re gonna make me come.” Paul moaned. 


     Those only made me suck him harder and faster. My tongue swirled around his head as my lips pressed tight. It was too much for him. Jets of come exploded in my mouth. He tasted salty as I gulped down his seed but never taking my lips off of him. He held my head as he emptied himself into me. I sucked so hard that not a single drop of come spilled out. I finally pulled away and let out gasp followed by a moan. I bounced on James’s cock. I could feel it getting bigger inside me. He groaned and pushed me down harder on him. My ass bounced and I was so wet that his hips and thighs were drenched. With one final thrust down, James held me in place. I grunted as his cock bulged and twitched. I could feel his hot come shoot into my tight hole. Red energy flowed through my body as I milked every drop out of him. A second later my senses exploded. I cried out as my body bucked on James’s manhood. I fell forward and held him close as I milked my own orgasm on his still hard cock. 


     When the bliss died down, I realized I was still hungry. Paul was stroking his cock, staring at me. James was still inside me and his hands on my hips. I slowly pulled myself off of him, his cock slipped out with a wet flop. 


     “I’m still hungry.” I whispered like some possessed demon. 


     I stood up and walked out of the room. I had often fantasized being taken by all three of my friends but there was always something about Bobby. He was the only one in the group that I wanted to take advantage of. He has this boyish charm which made you want to use him for your pleasure. I would picture Bobby on his hands and knees, eating me out while I read a book or ate dinner. My imagination took me to a lot of kinky places, but right now I wanted Bobby. 


     I stepped to Bobby’s room and opened the door and He was stirring. I think our tryst in the James’s room was waking him up. I stood over his him as his eyes blinked open. 


     “Rita? Is everything okay?” Bobby said half asleep. 


     I was silent as I crawled into bed. I put each knee by the sides of his head. He looked at me innocently as my wet pussy was over his mouth. I looked down at him like he was my property. Was this me? Was this what I really wanted? 


     You are letting your true self out. Don’t hide from it. He won’t resist you. Take him. Enjoy him. 


     I knelt down. Come dripped from my slit onto Bobby’s chin. He didn’t seem to notice as his tongue slipped out and ran along my dripping gash. His tongue was like magic as he explored along a long my swollen lips. When he touched my clit, fireworks exploded. From behind me, James and Paul walked in. Their naked bodies glistened in the dim light of the room. I grinded my hips to Bobby’s tongue, James and Paul went to either side of me. My hands reached out to their half hard cocks. They silently watched me as I bucked and stroked their rods. James looked like he was getting aggressive. He moved his hips to my strokes but soon his hand was holding my hair. He guided my head to his cock. I took it and started to suck. 


     The air dripped sex. I could feel urges filling the room as passion bloomed. My men didn’t move like zombies. They moved like there was a silent understanding between us. Like we wanted this for so long that no one needed to say anything. I shuddered as another orgasm started to build. 


     They wanted you for so long. Their cocks are already hard again. Don’t think it is just them. You wanted them and now you have them. Take them any way you wish and they will do the same. 


     James let me suck his hard member. Bobby worked me into frenzy with his tongue. I tried to stroke Paul but felt like he was not getting enough attention. That is when he brushed my hand aside. I stopped sucking James’s cock and turned to my friend. Paul slid into bed and pulled off Bobby’s blanket. He reached down and pulled down Bobby’s boxers. I moved to one side of Bobby while Paul moved to the other side. Bobby still wanted me. I glanced down to see he was hard, his cock wasn’t as big as James’s and Paul’s but it was still above average. Paul turned Bobby on his side facing me. I smiled as Paul reached around and stroked Bobby. Bobby reached out, cupping my tits and playing with my nipples. They stood at attention to his touch. 


     Paul grinded his cock to Bobby’s ass, Bobby let out a sigh. I snuggled up close to him, letting his cock touch my pussy. I raised a leg. Bobby grabbed my hip and pushed his cock into me. He filled me up nice as he spread my lips and pushed in inch after inch. Then Bobby grunted. I could see Paul working his monster cock into Bobby. Bobby’s face scrunched up almost in pain at first but soon his eyes closed and he moaned. My body felt electric as Bobby tried to move with his cock in me and Paul’s in him.’ looked over as James stroked his cock to us.  


     James looked like he couldn’t take it anymore. He crawled into bed behind me. It seemed the bed was just big enough to hold all of us. Bobby cried out as Paul upped his tempo. I let out little moans as James pressed his body to my back. There was only one hole he seemed to want. I never had anyone in there but I was open to the experience. James’s cock was still wet from our juices; he spread my ass and put his cock to my asshole.  


     Paul moaned, as he pushed into Bobby and Bobby pushed into me. James’s cock head spread me open and then popped into me. There was a flash of pain but soon turned to hot pleasure. I was dizzy on how good everything felt. James pushed inch by inch. Bobby was to the hilt deep inside. The four of us writhed and moaned. My mind opened as did my body. Images flashed of the basement. Rivers of energy flowed from our bodies, through the floor, down to the unfinished rumpus room. 


     I gasped as two of my holes were stuffed. James’s face was in my hair. He took in my sent as he forced his way in me. Bobby cried out as Paul was moving a bit rougher. I was slick and taking all of Bobby into me. The movements from Paul travelled through Bobby and into me. Soon he was slamming his big black cock into bobby’s tight ass. 


     “I’m going to come.” Paul said with a few more powerful thrusts. 


     All four of us were in sync. Our spirits connected. Paul grunted as his cock bulged. Even a body away, I could feel molten come pump into Bobby’s tight pucker. Bobby cried out again, his cock was rock hard and he exploded in my tight pussy. I bucked my hips as an orgasm blasted my nerves, followed quickly by another more powerful one. James plugged my ass with his huge cock. I felt it stiffen and a spurt of come burst forth. In unison we moaned, whimpered and grunted. Bobby pinched my nipples and I milked his cock. Another orgasm exploded across my senses. 


     We writhed, taking it all in. When we stopped, I was breathing heavy. All of us untangled our bodies. My three men got up from the bed. I was lying there, watching them and wondering what they were doing. All three stood naked, looking at each other and glancing at me. 


     “I think we should really show how much she means to us.” James said. 


     “I agree.” Bobby said smiling at me. 


     “I’m game.” Paul said smiling and running his hand through Bobby’s hair. 


     “What are you guys talking about?” I whispered drunk from sex. 


     “House meeting. We all want to fuck you at the same time.” James said  


     I could feel myself cream. They wanted to fuck me like I always wanted. Was this how it always was? Was this really them? 


     I can sense that they have talked about this in passing. Let them take you and I will come to you. Let their desires fill you. 


     “I’ll take her candy ass.” Paul said. 


     “What do you want Bobby?” James asked. 


     “I already fucked her pussy. Does she give good head?” 


     “Yea, she took my cock like a pro. She could show a few guys I know how to give an excellent blow job.” Paul grinned. 


     “Do I have a say in this?” I asked almost innocently. 


     “No. We want you, our way. You brought this upon yourself for tempting us.” James said matter of fact. 


     “I’ll fuck her mouth.” Bobby said with an edge of excitement. 


     “That leaves her tight pussy to me. I had it in my room but I don’t mind having it again” James finished.  


     My heart beat like a jack hammer. They were treating me like a toy for their amusement. I had never been so turned on in my life. A hint of fear crept in me which made this whole experience hotter. 


     James got into bed and pushed me aside. “Sit on it.” He said flatly, his cock was hard and standing straight up.  


     I did as I was told. I crawled on top of him. Heat played all over my body as I held his shaft and pushed his cock into me. I couldn’t believe after everything we did, I still felt tight. I pushed myself down till I reached the hilt. My throbbing womanhood was filled to the breaking point. He was just so big; I had to start moving, sliding on his cock. Paul was next to crawl into bed, he put his hand on my back and pushed me down on James’s chest. His hand went to my ass and spread my cheeks. James did seem to open my asshole up from before. Paul’s black cock pushed against my pucker, he was covered in sex juices which made it easier for him to push in. I tightened my ass as inch after inch filled me. I was sandwiched between them. My eyes rolled into my head as I made small movements and moans. Bobby was last as he lay next to James. He scooted up till his hips lined up with my face, his cock hard and ready. Before I could do anything, he pushed it to my lips and in my mouth. 


     All three men started pushing and pulling. They slid in and out of all three of my holes. I was lost to a sea of fucking. Paul wasn’t gentle as his hips bounced to my round ass. As soon as he pulled back, James pushed in. The back and forth between them set me on fire. I wanted to scream but Bobby stuffed my mouth. I could taste his come and my pussy juices all over his veiny cock. I felt like a fuck doll and they were taking complete advantage of me. They grunted and filled me to the point my body was vibrating. I could feel Paul’s breath on my neck. Bobby pulled my hair as he controlled my head. He made sure I was giving long sucking strokes. James held onto my hips, controlling the tempo. The four of us moved back and forth, the sound of skin on skin filling the room. 


     My mind opened again. I could see the basement. The floor cracked and dust shot into the air. A skeletal hand burst up through the cracks. Chunks of cement flew up and crashed on the gray floor. Something slowly clawed its way up from under the basement. Strands of energy flowed from our joined bodies to the skeletal creature. Muscles, veins and tissue started to grow around the bones. The longer we fucked, the more the skeleton took on a nearly human form. 


     Yesssss. Keep going. Don’t stop. My body is almost complete. 


     I couldn’t stop if I wanted to. My men made an executive decision to fuck my brains out and I couldn’t stop them. Not that I would. Whatever was happening with Alina, I think it was almost done. 


     Bobby used my head to suck him faster and faster. I could feel his cock bulge, his eyes shut and he let out a soulful grunt. Come exploded down my throat. His cock wasn’t as big as the others but he came a lot. I was so lost in the moment, I couldn’t drink it down. It oozed out the side of my mouth as he continued to pump more come into me. Paul was watching us and he gave a deep moan. I could feel his black cock fill my whole ass. It stiffened and spurts of come filled me. I felt like I was filled with their blazing hot seed. He continued to fuck my ass, milking every drop of come in me.  


     Paul and Bobby continued to fuck me to get every last drop out. James squeezed my ass while Paul pounded it. His cock bulged, bringing me to the breaking point. I screamed in my throat as an obscene amount of come spurted into me, filling my pussy and leaking out all over his stiff cock. My body bucked as a chain of orgasms ripped through my body. I touched the edge of heaven as I twisted and thrust on their still hard cocks. Dirty thoughts washed away to a clean, simple slate.  


     The bursts of energy from our bodies whipped outward and down. I could see with a calm mind as Alina’s hair grew in, her body filling out. Eyes glowed and small black horns protruded from her forehead. She stood naked with heaving breasts and a thin pointed tail whipping behind her. 


     When she smiled at me, I passed out. 


     *** 


     “Time to wake up little one.” 


     My eyes fluttered open to a beautiful woman standing over me, her eyes were bright and her smile infectious. I focused on the horns sticking out at the top of her forehead and felt they were completely natural. I tried to move and found myself in a pile of bodies. All three of my men were sleeping and snoring. 


     “Alina? You are real? I thought I imagined it all.” I said groggily. 


     Alina let out a small laugh. “Yes, I’m as real as you are, little succubus.” 


     “What do you mean?” I said trying to untangle myself from all the arms and legs around me. 


     “You have been holding yourself back for long. You never knew what your blood really was.” 


     “I’m a succubus?” I said in disbelief. 


     “You have our demon blood in your veins. That is why we were able to communicate. I could only talk to you because we are the same.” Alina smiled. 


     “So, my life has been a lie?” 


     “To a degree, but I have to thank you. By indulging in your true self, you managed to create enough energy to help bring me back. How do you feel?” 


     “I feel great. I never felt this good in my entire life. But what happens now?” 


     Alina looked at my friends and back at me. “We have to leave. I have to introduce you to the Society. They will want to see me back and for your safety, I need to bring you to them.” 


     “I have to leave?” My heart grew heavy. 


     “I promised you that you would feel great pleasure and freedom. I’m keeping that promise. If you stay, your life and the life of your friends could be in danger. You can come back and visit but you must leave your old life behind.”  


     I sat in the bed as Alina stood up and went to Bobby’s dresser. She dug though it for some clothes. I was still as a mountain. Alina pulled out a black shirt and a pair of jeans. 


     “Pack a bag. We have to leave tonight.” 


     “Alina, I don’t know if....” Alina cut me off. 


     “You never felt you fit in. You have been an outcast your entire life keeping your desires and true self in check. I know the life you imagined and it is heart breaking that you will take this one life and squander it. You’re better than that. Let’s get ready and start your new life.” 


     I wanted to question everything. But my heart soared at the thought of leaving my life behind for a new, more exciting one. I nodded my head. Alina gave a dazzling smile. I was soon up and running to my room. 


     With a bag packed, the two of us left the house and walked to my car. I looked back and sadness filled me. I would miss my friends, my lovers. I left a simple note on the table, telling them how much I loved them and I would see them in the future. I signed it and a single tear fell from the corner of my eye, dotting my signature with a splash. In one night, my life had changed so much. But I knew it was for the best. I pictured seeing them again in the future. I smiled thinking about having another sleepover where we could share our bodies again. 


     Alina and I got in the car. I turned on the ignition. The sky was beginning to brighten to a new day. I blew a kiss to my lovers. I switched the gear into drive. My world opened up and we hit the road with a new life ahead of me. 


       


     ~Fin~ 
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     One 


     The morning sun beamed down from the clear blue sky. The road passed under us as my mind wandered. I thought I should be tired after the long night but I was surprisingly filled with energy. Trees were a blur as I wondered about the future and where this new adventure was taking me. In the passenger seat, Alina played with the radio, changing stations with a tiny frown. 


     "You spend ten years in the ground and the entire world changes." Alina finally gave up and turned off the radio. 


      I let out a deep freeing breath and glanced over at Alina. She was looking out the window quietly. Questions nagged my mind but I tried to push them off. In one night, my world changed from a shy young woman to sex fiend. I wanted to feel bad, turn the car around and return to my roommates. Pretend all of this never happened. I’m sure if I did return home, they would welcome me back with open arms. As pleasant as it was to think about the three men I left behind, I know I had made the right choice. My blood sang like a phoenix rising from the ashes. My new friend sitting in the passenger seat helped me to see a new horizon. But my mind fought me like a wounded tiger. Was I making the right decision? Could this be a mistake? 


     “It’s not a mistake Rita. The real you is rising to the surface. One way or another, your blood would have overwhelmed you.” Alina said without a hint of emotion. 


     “You can still read my thoughts?” I said still staring at the road. 


     “I can still feel some of your thoughts. If you try hard enough, you will be able to feel mine. With time and practice it will become second nature.” 


     “What if I don’t want to read your thoughts?” 


     Alina smirked. “You don’t have to if you don’t want to. But your new abilities will show themselves over time since your awakening.” 


     I was silent for a few moments before speaking again. “You mentioned the Society. Are they like us? What happens when we get there? “ 


     Alina looked over with a kind smile. “They are very much like us. We network and protect each other from outside forces. They will help you get in touch with your demon blood and show you how to control the urges.” 


     “You make it sound like I will hurt people.” I gave off a nervous laugh. The whole conversation was making me jittery. 


     Alina’s smile faded. “You will if we don’t get you to the right people.” 


     I became very quiet. I didn’t know what to say so I said nothing. Alina was buried in my basement for ten years. Only because of my demon blood was she able to communicate with me. She talked me into following my desires which was seducing my three roommates. The energy from our sex brought her back to life. If I wasn’t there, she may have been there forever. I thought I would feel used but I felt the opposite. It was like I was helping a family member, which only brought more questions. If I had resisted, would I have stayed that meek woman from yesterday? 


     “Thank you.” Alina said with a cheery smile. 


     I glanced over but stayed quiet. 


     “I know what I asked was a lot. I can only promise to help you and be there for you.” 


     “So will I get cool horns and a tail?” I tried to keep it light. Images of first seeing Alina flashed through my mind’s eye. 


     “When you learn to control your blood, you will be able to change your body in all sorts of ways. Are you thirsty?” 


     “After last night, I’m parched.” I really was. Until Alina said it, I didn’t realize how thirsty I had become. 


     “Find a rest stop. We have an hour before we reach New York City, might as well grab something to drink.” 


     I nodded and focused on the road. It wasn’t long before we came across a rest stop. I quickly pulled in and parked. We both stepped out of the car into the brilliant sunlight. My head started to swim. The light was so powerful. It felt like the world was taking on a wavy sensation. I soon began to see spots and a terrible pounding filled my head. Before I could say anything, Alina was next to me and I was falling into her arms. She held me for moments as I tried to regain my balance. She was talking but I couldn’t hear any words. I felt like I was underwater and she was trying to keep me from drowning. 


     “Rita? Rita! Can you hear me?” Words broke through the fog. 


     “Yes… I think so… what was that?” I managed. 


     Alina opened the driver’s side door and sat me down. “It’s the sun. It won’t kill us but it does affect us. Stay in the car and rest. I will get you some water.” 


     Alina was about to run off when I grabbed her slender arm. She stopped and eyed me for a moment. I dug through my small purse next to me and pulled out some cash. I handed it to her and gave a weak smile. She had been in the ground for a long time. I was sure she didn’t have any money. Alina gave me a knowing smile, grabbed the cash and walked off in a hurry. 


     I put my head back. The car door was open, one of my legs out on the concrete floor. My head stopped spinning but I still felt odd. I didn’t like that feeling at all. My next thought was maybe I wasn’t a succubus but a vampire instead. I found myself giggling at the thought. Maybe the sun was frying my brain but everything around me was becoming more and more absurd. I tilted my head and took in the area. A few cars were parked and no one was in sight. The sound of passing cars swooshed by as birds tweeted in the distance. Any other time, I would have thought it was a beautiful day. Now I was just thirsty and needed water badly. 


     My eyes shifted to the shop. A man walked out past the double doors. He turned, walked about twenty feet and entered a door with a male stick figure on it. The door swung closed but I was sitting up. Something in me woke like a hungry beast. Before I knew it, I was walking towards the men’s room door. What was I doing? It was almost like my body was moving of its own accord. When I reached the door, my hand was on the handle. I hesitated and tried to reel myself in. But hungry thoughts invaded my mind. Vague images and scenarios played out in my head. Why did I wonder what the man would taste like? 


     The next thing I knew, I was inside. My eyes adjusted to the dim lighting. My heart was pounding in my chest. I felt my body glow hot. I pushed up my glasses as my eyes were taking everything in. Then there was a second heartbeat. I could feel it coming from one of the stalls. I backed up to the door. I tried to push away this hunger filling my tiny little frame. I closed my eyes and took in the dirty smells. I shouldn’t be here but my body wasn’t budging. 


     A stall door opened and the man walked out. He gave off an air of physical fitness. He wore a plain black T shirt and blue jeans. A small beard framed his face while soulful eyes glanced at me. His body language changed. The man faced forward and went to the sink to wash his hands. I stood there like a monster wearing human skin. I took a step forward and let out a whimper. A dull ache filled me as I took another step. Everything had intensified. I could smell the man’s cologne through the rest room stench. I could even smell myself as my womanhood glistened to hungry thoughts. 


     The man quickly washed his hands and started walking toward me. It was obvious he was trying to get pass me and to the door. When he was within inches, I found my hands up and touching his chest. 


     “Excuse me. I just need to get by.” He said with a confused crack in his voice. 


     I kept my hands on his chest. He felt so meaty in my hands, firm and powerful. I wanted to taste and lick him. It bothered me that he was talking. My blood whispered naughty things and I giggled like a lunatic. The man tried to push pass. That was a mistake. I could see and feel myself shove him hard against the wall. The man was still as I held him there. 


     “Don’t leave. I just need to taste you.” I whimpered like a wounded lamb. 


     “Please I need to leave.” The man pleaded. 


     “Don’t you want to stay? Don’t you want to touch me and feel me? I can sense you wanting me. Let me taste you and it will be all right.” My voice was different. I don’t talk like that. What the hell was happening? 


     The stranger’s demeanor changed. He looked into my eyes and his lips curved into a smile. He eyed me like two friends who haven’t seen each other in a long time. My hand travelled down his chest, passed his belt and over his growing bulge. His hands, his strong manly hands touched my arms. Fingers brushed down my skin and goose bumps rose to the surface. Electricity raced up and down my nerves as his fingers traced my skin. I ran my fingers over his bulge. A second later I was pulling down his zipper. The stranger didn’t seem to mind as my hand dived into his jeans. I immediately felt something coiled and getting harder by the second. It just wouldn’t due to keep his manhood in such a confined space. One pull and his hardening cock spilled out. 


     Our bodies glowed with energy. My top was being lifted up. I forgot I wasn’t wearing a bra. Hands smoothed over my perky tits. When he touched my nipples, a deep moan escaped my lips. All reason went out the door. My fingers traced along his veiny shaft. He was rock hard and I wrapped my hand around it. I whispered naughty things I would never say as I stroked his cock lightly. He pinched my nipples and a rush blazed through my body. A waterfall of life filled him and all I wanted was to drink it in. He bent forward and tried to kiss me. Instead, I knelt down before his hard cock. 


     My hands fell to the stranger’s hips. I moved my head closer and kissed his bulbous head. Slowly his manhood pushed passed my lips and into my mouth. I moaned gently as I took him in. My tongue ran the length of his rod the deeper I took him. He let out a moan as I took him to the hilt. I held myself there for moments before I slid my lips back and forth on his hard member. The air was filled with wet sounds as I sucked on his manhood. I could taste his pre cum and my world opened more. 


     The door to the rest room opened. I glanced at the door with the stranger’s cock in my mouth. I was so hungry, it didn’t matter who was there. Life energy started to flow and I needed more and more. Alina looked down with a wicked smile. Silently she stepped in and closed the door behind her. 


     I didn’t break the slow tempo. I tightened my lips and sucked nice and slow. Alina stepped over to us. She looked into the man’s eyes but he had only eyes for me. Her hands reached out and ran fingers along his bearded chin. Then she reached down, unbuckled his pants and helped pull them down. I upped the rhythm. The man before me was lost in pure bliss. He tilted his head up and I could feel him surrender to my every whim.   


     “This is how we feed. Drink in his life force. But make sure you leave some behind or he won’t live through it.” Alina said as she pressed her lips to his. 


     I sucked harder. My tongue pressed his hard cock against the roof of my mouth. I could feel him getting harder with each stroke. A pit opened inside me and I needed him to fill it. My hand reached down my short skirt and touched my soaking wet underwear. I grazed my clit and nearly screamed in pleasure. My body had become so sensitive it felt like I would orgasm right there and then. I started to rub myself while keeping the tempo steady. I could feel a fever fill me as I cried out for more of this beautiful stranger.  


     I pulled his cock from my mouth. “Lay down!” I demanded. 


     The stranger fell to his knees and lay down on the dirty bathroom floor. It wasn’t just my mouth that was hungry. I frustratingly pulled my underwear off. I grabbed his shaft and held him upright as I hovered over it. I cried out like a feral animal as his cock head pressed against my wet lips. I could feel my pussy spread to accommodate him. His cock pushed me open. I slid inch after thick inch down. Hands reached around me and played with my nipples. I could feel Alina’s breath on my neck as she comforted me. Her touch was playful and warm as she rubbed. I let gravity bring me down to the stranger’s hips. I moaned loudly. My body moved up and down on his mighty cock. I could feel every inch fill me with life energy. My own body reached out and hooked his life force into mine. Then I could feel myself sucking his life into mine. It was like tasting ambrosia. The more I thrust on his cock, the more he was drawn into my body. I could feel my ass wiggle as I slammed down on his cock. Electricity flooded my senses and I let out a small scream. Heat burst through me as I climaxed. Wetness turned into a river. I squeezed his cock with everything I had. The stranger grunted and another orgasm washed over me. His thick cock bulged and jets of hot come spurted into my tight slit. I held on with everything I had as his essence filled that hungry pit. I kept sliding up and down on his hard shaft. He didn’t get soft as I kept going. Hands encircled my waist and gently pulled me off. I clawed at the man. I didn’t want to leave. I wanted to drink all of him until there was nothing left.  


     “Rita, we have to go! You will kill him!” Alina pulled me off the stranger. 


     There was no reasoning with me. I let out whimpers and curses as Alina pulled me to the door. Deep down a piece of me cringed. Was this me? Am I this sexual monster who wants nothing more than to feed until this hunger was satisfied? Fear spiked as Alina pulled me to the car. All I wanted was to run away but my blood rang in my ears. It whispered to me. It told me this is what I really was. It laughed as Alina closed the doors, put the car into drive and sped off. Sunlight beamed into the car and I passed out. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     My mind was swimming in a wet dream. Bodies and limbs reached out for me and I laughed like a child at play. I dived down so I could be closer to all these bright, warm bodies. Instead, something pulled me up from the warm waters. I could hear voices calling me back but the force pulling me was stronger. I yelled promises that I would return. Light surrounded me and I cried out my disappointment. 


     My eyes fluttered open as headlights shined in my face. I closed them shut and a second later the light faded. I cautiously opened them to a darken street with another car passing by. Night had fallen. I pushed away the cobwebs and sheepishly looked around. Alina was in the driver’s side, her eyes were closed but as I stared, they slowly opened. She gave me a sleepy smile and stretched her arms over her head. 


     “Evening sleeping beauty, how do you feel?” 


     “Like a different person.” Was all I managed to say. I did feel different. Parts of me felt like they were alive and other parts felt like sick meat.  


     “You were out for a few hours. I thought I'd rest with you. Are you ready to go meet some new people?” Alina said with an edge of excitement.   


     Before I could say anything, she was out the door and practically bouncing in the street. I stepped out of the passenger side into the warm city air. I looked over at Alina as she came over to my side. I had to remind myself that she must be overjoyed to be up and walking around. My smile faded and gloom clouded my eyes as memories of the rest stop flooded my thoughts.  


     “I know you’re worried but I pulled you away in time. That guy at the rest stop should be okay. He might have a splitting headache but he’ll live.”  


     My hands trembled. “I made him do what I wanted with my voice. How could I do that?” 


     “Rita, you will be able to do many things. I wish I could just tell you everything you can do but let’s take it one step at a time. When you’re hungry, you voice will be able to control normal humans. This will be helpful if you need to feed as soon as possible.” 


     “But I heard you say I could have killed him.” I tried to stop the trembling and was failing. 


     Alina glance down at my hands, her arms went wide and she hugged me close. Her hand was soothing as she stroked my hair. “I know this is a lot. Yes, if you kept going, you would have drained all of his life force. His heart would have stopped and he would have passed peacefully. But don’t worry, I’m here to help you take just enough so you can survive.” 


     I broke the embrace. “I wanted an adventure. I’m not sure I wanted what happened before. How can I….” 


     “You can’t go back.” Alina’s faced saddened. 


     I felt my eyes water. Alina held me close again and I let her. We were silent for moments before a car drove by honking their horn. A guy stuck his head out the window and yelled “Sexy lesbians!” 


      Alina and I looked at each other and laughed. My demon friend took my hand and led me down the sidewalk. I pushed away all the terrible thoughts and had to just live for the moment. Life wasn’t perfect and I needed to remain calm. I would go crazy some other time but not tonight. 


     “Are we going to the Society?” 


     “Yes. They are a few streets away. Once we get there, we will be able to let our hair down, so to speak. I will do the introductions and I’m sure they will be comforting. They are old friends and I can’t wait to introduce you.” 


     After a few streets, we stood in front of a red door to a non-descript brick building. Alina knocked a few times. I surveyed the area. The street was empty except for us. My head swiveled back when the door opened and a thin man greeted us. 


     “Can it be? Alina?” 


     “Allen, it has been too long.” Alina beamed. 


     “And who is your friend?” Allen said smiling at me. 


     “This is Rita. Rita, this is Allen.” 


     I smiled and shifted awkwardly. 


     “Pleased to meet you, Rita, come in the both of you. We have so much to catch up on. Lex will be very happy to see you and your new friend.” 


     With that, we walked in and the door closed gently behind us. I had to admit I was nervous. I’m always nervous meeting new people. I found my right hand rubbing my left forearm as we climbed some stairs to the second floor. The hallway was white in color and bare. When we reach the top of the stairs, a pair of double doors greeted us. Allen went up to them and pushed with both hands. We stepped through and my eyes widened. 


     We walked into a large room filled with the most beautiful people I had ever seen. My eyes darted to each face and I couldn’t believe this many gorgeous people would be in one place. A bar covered the left wall. The lighting was dim but comfortable. From the bar to the walls, everything was a polished dark wood. Smiles greeted us as we stepped in. A few patrons screamed in joy at the sight of Alina. They jumped to their feet and rushed her with open arms. It happened so fast that I took a step back for fear of being swept up. A few cried and hugged each other. Tears appeared from the corners of Alina’s eyes. 


     With a mighty playful pull, Alina was dragged in and forced onto a couch.  Several men and woman fawned over her, assaulting her with a barrage of questions. “What happened?” “We thought you were dead.” “Why did you leave us?” “Are you ready for more parties?” “Is your clan, okay?” and on and on it went. 


     I watched silently, feeling a little like a wall flower. Alina beckoned with a hand. All eyes turned to me, smiles ear to ear. A second wave of arms reached out to grab me and draw me in. Their touch was gentle but firm. A new slew of questions and comments assaulted me, “You are beautiful.” “What’s your name?” “You smell sweet!” “Are you ready for some parties?” 


     “Everyone, this is Rita. She is a new member to our family. Love her gently.” Alina said over the din of questions. 


     Hands traced all over my body as the talking continued. Fingers dug into my thighs and cupped my breasts. Normally I would have started batting people away but their touch was soothing like warm water. With everyone talking at once, I couldn’t get a word in edge wise. 


     “Ladies and gentlemen, please give the young one some time to breathe.” 


     I looked up to a man in a finely tailored suit walk up to the gathering, his hair a platinum blonde. Skin was a creamy alabaster white. He carried himself with a vibration of controlled power. I felt my heart beat a little faster the closer he stepped. The energy coming off him made me want to drop to my knees and do everything he asked. 


     “Welcome Rita. Don’t let these sexy demons overwhelm you. My name is Lexington but everyone calls me Lex. It is a pleasure.” Lex reached down, took my hand and kissed the back of it. I would have swooned if I wasn’t already sitting down. 


     Lex turned to Alina and let out a deep sigh. “We have missed you dear Alina. Where have you been all these years? The Society hasn’t been the same without your presence.” 


     “It’s a long story. But Rita and I have been travelling all day. We need to freshen up.” 


     “How rude of me.” Lex snapped his fingers. A muscled man emerged from the small crowd. He wore a tight white shirt and white jeans. Golden locks framed his handsome face. He silently stepped close to Lex. 


     “Samuel, please show Rita the spa and showers. Make sure she is given evening wear and attend to her every need.” Lex turned to Alina. “But you my dear will use my private room; we'll discuss a few matters while you freshen up.” 


     I looked over at Alina. She returned my gaze with a reassuring smile. Samuel stood next to me and pointed to the back, his eyes burned a fierce blue and his smile came off genuine. I started to walk and Samuel was close behind. I glanced back to Alina throwing her arms around Lex’s neck and kissing him passionately.  


      Samuel and I walked through a set of doors and down a corridor. Samuel pointed to a door and I reached for the handle. Inside was a small room with a dresser, chair, vanity mirror and another door. I looked around while Samuel closed the door behind him. 


     “You can change here. At the end of the hall is the showers and spa. The dresser is filled with different styles of clothes if you wish to wear any.” 


     “Wear any?” I said with an arching brow. 


     “We here in the Society have the freedom to be ourselves. If you wish to walk around naked, no one will question it. Is there anything else you may need?” Samuel smiled. 


     “I don’t think so. Thank you, Sam…eerrr I mean Samuel.” I felt my face glow red. 


     Samuel continued to smile. “You can call me Sam. Lex is the only person who really addresses me by my proper name. Most of the group calls me Sam.” 


     I smiled back. “Thank you.” 


     I turned my attention to the dresser. I pulled out a drawer to inspect what clothes they may have. As I lifted a shirt from the drawer, I felt my shirt being lifted up. I whirled around while grabbing my top. Sam put his hands up and looked at me with shock painted all over his face. 


     “What are you doing?” I asked defiantly. 


     “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be rude. I was simply helping you undress.” 


     “I can undress myself.” I said as my eyes narrowed. 


     “Again, I apologize. I’m used to helping the clan leaders. This is part of my normal duties.” Sam put his hands down but the look in his eyes showed genuine concern. 


     My flash of anger ebbed away. “I am the one who should be sorry. You are only trying to help. This is all so new to me. I’m sorry for my outburst.” 


     Sam waved it away. “Nothing to be sorry about, I am here to serve you.” 


     “I still don’t understand what’s going on? Aren’t you a succubus like me? Why do you need to serve?” 


     “The proper term for male succubus is an incubus. Women are succubus. And no, I am not like you. I am human. Clan leaders are those with the demon blood. They must have a clan of lovers to feed off of regularly. You can become a clan leader in time. I can only ever be a servant for those with the demon blood.” 


     “That sounds terrible for you. Why would you be only a servant?” 


     Sam’s face lit up as he spoke. “To know your place in the world is very satisfying. I live my life to my master’s wishes. It brings the greatest of pleasures to know what your role in this life is. My master takes great care of me. He rewards me with pleasures many will never know in their entire lives. When you begin your clan, you will bring the same touch of nirvana to those you love.” 


     My head swam. Sam spoke like he was part of a cult. His eyes even had that crazy stare as he spoke. But some of the things he said sounded like the truth. I had always felt like there was something out of reach and I just needed to try a little harder to feel it. The closest I’ve ever reached that feeling was when I seduced the men I lived with. I thought it would be a onetime event, never to repeat. But even now I could feel that glow just out of reach. The more I thought about it, the more my head began to spin. Before I knew it, my hand shot out and I held onto the dresser. Sam’s large hands were already out to catch me. I waved him away until the dizziness passed. 


     “Are you alright?”  


     I nodded my head. “I just need a moment. This is all too much.” 


     Sam ran the back of his fingers across my cheek. “I have seen this with the others. You need to feed.” 


     I was silent for a moment. “Maybe but I need a shower first.” I didn’t know what I really needed. I just had to take my time and drink all of this information in. 


     “I will be in the hallway if you need me.” Sam bowed and showed himself out the door. 


     When the door locked, I let out a deep breath. I wished Alina was here with me so she could help me make sense of all of this. Maybe a shower would help clear my mind so I could get ready and back to the main room. I didn’t want to keep them waiting. I started to pull my shirt over my head and pulled down my skirt. My underwear followed and I was standing naked in front of the vanity mirror. I had to gaze at my naked form. I was short but had all the right curves. My perky breasts bounced as I shifted to the side to see my body outline. I had some small curves but nothing to write home about. My hair was still in a pony tail and I pushed up my glasses on my nose. I pulled a drawer from the dresser and fished out a towel. I wrapped myself up, pulled my glasses off and set them down on the vanity. 


     I stepped out into the hallway. Sam stood by my door and smiled. I returned the smile and headed down the hallway. Once through the doorway I was on tiled floor. The showers were cubicles with shower heads. Everything was covered in stone shaped tiles. It gave the showers an earthy feel. I hung my towel on a hook and stepped into one of the cubicles. 


     With a turn of the knobs, water came rushing out to meet my naked form. The water was hot, just what the doctor ordered. I put my face in the stream, letting the warmth soak into my skin. It was like touching heaven as the shower steamed up. I ran my hands from my neck, down my chest. I could feel my nipples were hard. I had to take a moment and massage them. A fire burned deep in my core as a small sigh escaped my lips. Familiar urges began to rise as water rained down on me. My blood began to sing. Fingers ran over perky breasts, down my waist and grazing my womanhood. Pleasure dripped in my mind. I wanted to feel that beautiful touch. My heart thudded in my chest as heat pooled into my womb. My hand touched my clit and I nearly bucked in bliss. Again, I was extremely sensitive. 


     The shower was filled with white mist. It was getting harder to see. One digit ran over my engorged clit. My body shuddered. A faint thought penetrated my mind. Should I be doing this now? Shouldn’t I be getting ready for Alina and the others? But I quietly told those thoughts to shut up. The pleasure was all I wanted to feel at the moment. A shadow moved through the mist slowly. Normally my first instinct would be to grab the towel and cover up. Instead, I continued touching myself, almost wishing I could share this with someone else. 


     Hands emerged from the mist, gently grabbing my waist. My mouth hung open as I slid and played with my nub. That hungry pit opened up and touching me wasn’t enough. Wild urges surged throughout my being. Sam’s beautiful face emerged from the mist. A short while ago I couldn’t have him see me naked and now, here I was grabbing him and holding him closer. He was naked, his thick chest with manly arms holding me.  


     “Use me, Rita. Let me pleasure you and feed you.” Sam whispered. 


     Sam knelt down before me. I licked my lips as his tongue rolled out and licked my thigh. I shuddered again and watched through the tendrils of steamy mist. My shaved womanhood was inches away from the delightfully long tongue. My fingers curled into his golden hair and slowly I maneuvered his mouth to my dripping pussy. Sam’s tongue licked from the bottom of my slit up to my clit. There his tongue lingered, slowly swirling. My body tensed from the sheer power of his touch. Moans dripped from my lips as I grinded my nub on his pointed tongue.  


     My body tingled with electricity. My eyes flashed over and I could see glowing lines of life dance through Sam’s body. Invisible tendrils reached out of my body to meet Sam’s glowing lines. Wave after wave of bliss crashed into me as those tendrils hooked into his life lines. Sam’s whole mouth closed over my mound as his tongue lashed my clit. My lips quivered as he traced shapes over my clit. It was getting too much and I moaned louder.  


     My energy was feeding off of Sam’s. I held his head in place as I grinded my clit on his tongue. I leaned my back against the stone tiles, lost in the sensations. A second later I could feel the internal build. I bent my head back and let out a deep cry as I climaxed. I let out little whimpers trying to milk it for all its worth. But neither of us was done yet. 


     Sam stood up. My tendrils were still attached to his life force. I looked down and nearly gasped at the size of his cock. It was thick, meaty, half hard and growing harder with each second. My hands took hold of his monster and guided it close. Sam was too tall to take me standing up. One leg curled around his waist and then the other. Sam held me up with strong hands and pressed my back against the stone tiles. 


     “Fuck me with that monster cock. Fuck me now!” I demanded. 


     Silently Sam pushed the head of his thick cock against my throbbing pussy. I tasted his life force as he pleasured me with his tongue but now, I felt like I was getting a meal. My honey and shower water lubed up his cock as the head spread my pussy lips. Sam was the biggest I ever had by far. He was pushing me slightly beyond my limit but my hunger would not be stopped. Slowly I eased onto his fat cock, adjusting as I accommodated him. With each inch he pushed in, the hotter I grew. My arms clasped around his wide shoulders and like a possessed demon, I pushed my hips further down on his wide shaft. When I reached the hilt, I let out whimper. Sam slowly moved his hips back and forth, his rod sliding in and out of my tight slit. I held on for dear life as I not only drank in his cock but his life force as well. He stretched my walls and I could feel every vein on his cock. Sam grabbed my firm ass and held me as he upped the tempo. I was going to tell him to slow down when I was blinded by an orgasm. Nothing but moans floated from my lips as Sam’s cock speared my gash. With each thrust, life force poured into me. I was getting close to that nirvana point Sam mentioned earlier.  


     Sam sandwiched me against the wall. Hot water rained down on our entwined bodies. I bit his shoulder. Sam grunted but didn’t slow down. I was becoming a primal animal as I clamped my teeth on his muscled shoulder and squeezed his monster cock with my pussy. This only caused Sam to push harder into me, fucking me to my limit. I let go of his shoulder as heat and energy swirled through out my body. There was a buildup in between my legs. I wanted to scream at Sam, telling him to never stop! Never ever stop!  


     Sam’s cock bugled in me, spreading me even wider. My moans disappeared as a chain of orgasms blasted through my being. One after the other, mini explosions filled all my senses and I was lost in their light. Sam’s cock stiffened. He grunted and come spurted into my tight slit. I drank in his life force while my pussy filled with his seed. The hungry pit was filled and it quieted down. My demon blood sang quietly but it was still there, begging for more. 


     “I hope I didn’t hurt you, Mistress?” Sam asked heaving. 


     I put down one shaky leg and then another. Sam slid his monster cock out of me and I gasped. My hand was on his arm for support. “I don’t think you did. I can feel my body returning to normal. But I still want more.” I couldn’t believe what I was saying. 


     “That is okay Mistress. I’m sure the clan leaders with do everything they can to satisfy you.” Sam gave a weak smile. 


     Sam turned off the water and silence filled the showers. He then took my towel and wrapped my shoulders. Gently he helped me along to my room. Inside I let the towel drop and started digging through the dresser for something to wear. After the shower I had little to hide from the blonde beefcake. Sam stood naked. I picked out a dress and held it before me. It seemed like it would fit. Was this going to be my new normal? Taking men as I wished and fucking them so I can live? I needed to get back to Alina before my head exploded with more questions. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     I walked into the main room. Sam trailed behind me dressed only in his white jeans. He seemed perfectly content to be shirtless, not that I minded. I found myself feeling lighter and positive. Sam’s life force seemed to nourish my hunger but it wasn’t enough. Even now, with Sam behind me, I wanted him to service me again and again until I was sated. But in the back of my mind, I knew if I did that he would die. He was much too pretty to take advantage and on top of that I didn’t know how Lex would handle that. I’m sure it would be bad so I wasn’t willing to take the chance. 


     The main room was filled with people. They stopped talking and beamed smiles in my direction. I slowed my walk and tilted my head forward in embarrassment. I was wearing a short simple black dress and nothing else. I didn’t even have shoes on. The vibe had a sense of comfort I couldn’t quite put my finger on. I tried to not think about it. Alina was there, talking to several beautiful people. She noticed me and politely broke away, her hands reached out and took mine.  


     “You look stunning. I see you have made yourself at home.” Alina said cheerfully. 


     “Is this too comfortable? Should I change?” I really didn’t want to come off presumptuous. 


     “Nonsense, it is perfect for tonight.” Alina eyed me for a moment. “You fed recently?” 


     “Yes. Sam was…um... nice enough to help me with that.” My eyes glanced over at Sam who was chatting up another guest. 


     “How was it?” 


     “It was good.” I said shuffling my feet. “But I’m still hungry.” I admitted. 


     “It’s understandable. All young ones have a voracious appetite. It will take some time before you get fully used to the hunger.” 


     I blinked. “So, I’m going to be sex hungry all the time? How am I going to do anything if I’m fucking every minute of every night?” 


     Alina laughed. “You worry too much. Has anyone talked to you about clans?” 


     “Sam mentioned it but didn’t go into full details.” 


     Alina wrapped an arm around me and led me to the bar. We both took a stool as the bartender came over for drinks. Alina ordered a whiskey while I ordered a cosmopolitan. The energy in the room was dazzling and the people gave off such warm intensity, it took all I had to focus on Alina. 


     “Those of us with the demon blood will always be hungry. It is safer to have a clan of your own so you can feed regularly. But it takes time and trust to find those willing to accept our invitation and be essentially a sex servant. Once you have your own clan, it gets easier to live an almost normal life.” 


     I sipped my Cosmo. “I have to have a bunch of people I have sex with routinely?” 


     Alina nodded. “If you don’t have a number of people, you can feed off of, there is a chance you may go mad with lust, like with the man at the rest stop. If you have a normal feeding clan then the chances are very low the hunger will take over. Always drink some of their life force but not all. It is a cardinal rule in the Society.” 


     My eyes fell to my drink. “I still feel awful about that.” 


     Alina put her hand over mine. “We have all been there at one time or another. But you won’t have to worry too much about that for a while.” 


     “What do you mean?” 


     Alina’s eyes twinkled as she spoke to me. “I have already talked to Lex and he has given me his blessing. I will be your Mistress and you will be my Lover. I will teach you our ways, protect you and care for you until you are ready to start a clan of your own and be a full member of the Society.”  


     I was stunned. “I don’t know what to say.” 


     “Are you willing to trust me and love me?” Alina asked with a slight smile. 


     “I have so far.” I said with my eyes falling to my drink again. 


     “Then give me your answer after the declaration.” Alina stood up and moved to the center of the crowd. 


     I sat there on the stool dumbfounded. It felt like she was proposing to me and didn’t want my answer just yet. Alina snapped her fingers. Some of the guests quieted down. Lex tapped his glass with a pointed fingernail and the room fell completely silent. 


     “My brothers, sisters and lovers, I have come back from a long slumber. I know life has changed in the time I’ve been away. I know my clan has split and joined some of the other clans and I thank you for taking care of my family. Now that I am back, I do ask if you will consider coming back to me. Do not answer just yet but take time to think it over.” 


     The crowd mumbled. Some cheered and whistled while others remained silent. Alina continued. 


     “But tonight, is a time of celebration! I have a wondrous young succubus who saved me from an eternity of purgatory. She trusted in me when she had no reason to do so. She has travelled with me and we are just beginning to know each other. She will need guidance on this life of ours and I have taken it upon myself to be her Mistress and Lover.” 


     Alina turned to me, her hand outstretched to me. The crowd parted and all eyes fell on me. My heart pounded in my chest. I think she is proposing to me! 


     “Rita Turner, will you be my lover? Will you share this journey with me until you are ready to take another?” 


     I was still as a frozen pond. The guests remained silent, watching my every move. This was a big decision. My mind went back to that poor man at the rest stop. If Alina wasn’t there to stop me, I would have killed him. She would be my teacher, showing me how to live this life. Deep down I knew I didn’t have a choice but for now I decided to see where this journey would take me. 


     I stood up. The entire room seemed on edge. I took one step after another toward Alina’s open arms. When I was close, I hesitated. The crowd nearly jumped from the anticipation. With one final breath, I tilted my chin up and stared into Alina’s beautiful eyes. 


     I simply said “Yes.” 


     The room erupted in applause. Alina and I hugged each other. Soon more arms encircled us. The energy in the room jumped up to eleven. My Succubus mistress bent her head down and kissed me. I returned the kiss, her tongue sliding into my mouth. I let my tongue play with hers. Hands travelled up and down my body. Flesh pressed against mine. I broke our embrace and looked around. Guests were taking their clothes off. Some were trapped in lustful kissing and touching as the mood of the room grew wetter. 


     “What’s happening?” 


     Alina gave a hot little smirk. “We celebrate our union. We all take part with our flesh and bond to bring you into our families, our Society.” 


     “Can we feed?” I was still very hungry. 


     “You won’t be able to feed off others with the demon blood but you will be able to feed off the humans. As we share, take a little from everyone and you should be very full tonight.” Alina ran a finger across my neck. 


     I held her close, snuggling into her ample chest. I reached out to sense her life force but found nothing. Someone came up behind me and lifted my dress slightly; his heart beat pounded with excitement. I could feel his life force as it glowed like a beacon in the night. A hand slid up my thigh and gently kneaded my ass. I wasn’t wearing any underwear. Something in me wanted me to be ready. My hunger grew and my inhibitions faded. The old Rita was fading into the background. Was I really losing myself? Did my old life really matter anymore? 


     A fingertip ran along my slit. I looked to see Alina’s hand up my dress. She put that same finger up to her lips drenched in my honey; her tongue snaked out and licked it. I found myself smiling. 


     Everyone in the room was naked. Bodies writhed as they teased and played with each other. My breathing was hot as I watched couples and groups touch, feeling and sucking each other. The man behind me hoisted my dress up a bit more and something hard pressed in between my ass cheeks. Alina took the dress in her hands and lifted it over my head, tossing it to one side. I was naked and free. The man’s cock pushed against my tight gash, I bended hips toward him. His cock pressed against my thin line and pushed in. I let out a long deep moan as inch after inch filled me. Alina removed her clothes in a blink of an eye. She pressed her firm tits against my perky ones. Her hand was on my womanhood feeling the man behind me push in and out of my tight cunt. She began rubbing my clit which sent shivers up and down my body. Another woman joined us and started kissing and fondling me. I tapped into the man’s life force and the woman kissing me. It was like a river spilling into my empty soul. I drank them in while they played and fucked me. 


     My hands were on Alina’s hips. She licked my neck as my hand drifted to her bare pussy. I found her clit easy enough and rubbed gently. She cooed and moaned her approval. I could feel both of us feeding off the woman kissing me. This made her squeeze and tongue me more. The man inside of me picked up the tempo, thrusting in and out of me at a steady pace. I felt the growing glow of an orgasm and thrust my hips down on his hard cock. Our bodies moved in unison, caught in the flow of naked bodies. His cock bulged and I cried out. Come spurted into my tight slit while I climaxed squeezing his hard cock as tight as I could. The man’s cock slipped out and someone else took his place. Before I could do anything, another thicker cock pushed in. I groaned and wiggled to fit as much as I could in me. 


     Alina took my hand and led me forward. As I moved so did the stud behind me. Alina flopped onto couch. The cock slipped out. My mistress pulled me down to my knees on the carpeted floor. She guided my head to her creamy thighs, her engorged lips glistening in the light.  


      “Please me little one. Don’t stop until I tell you.”  


     I was entranced by her beauty. I leaned in and licked her dripping line. My tongue swirled around her clit and my mistress moaned. The big cock pushed into me from behind. I licked and slathered my mistress while was I rammed from behind. Each thrust made me wetter. Every time he trusted to the hilt, I squeezed trying to hold him in. Pleasure crashed into me in massive waves. I was no longer Rita but some wild beast fornicating to live. I tapped his life force and that made him harder in me. Alina’s scent was driving me crazy. I looked up to see Sam’s cock in her mouth. She sucked slowly as inches appeared and disappeared in her lips.  


     I heard a grunt and a stream of come exploded in me. I could feel it was an obscene amount, dripping from womanhood. I felt the rush of another orgasm growing inside me but the man behind me pulled out. I whimpered as I licked Alina’s wet pussy. I continued and Alina pressed her thighs to the sides of my head. She held me there and I quickened my pace. I drank in her juices with every tongue lashing. She gave one final squeeze and gave a muffled scream with Sam’s cock in her mouth. 


     “Take her! Take her! Make her orgasm over and over.” Said a feminine voice behind me. 


     Hands grabbed me and hoisted me up. I was dizzy from all the lust that I barely felt myself get thrown down on the couch. Hands held my arms in place. As I tried to struggle, a woman buried her head in between my thighs. I let out moans as she attacked my clit. I never knew it could all feel this good. She worked me up pretty quickly. Before I knew it, I climaxed with my hips bucking in her face. She pulled away laughing and another woman took her place. Energy poured into me and I drank it down like a greedy beast. Again, my clit was assaulted and I cried out not wanting them to stop. 


     My eyes opened and I could see I was the main attraction. Some people fucked but most stood over me, watching and stroking themselves to my exposed body being used. Another orgasm stormed my senses. The woman pulled away moaning in delight and another woman took her place. I didn’t know how many times I could do this. Was this going to go all night? Alina was next to me, holding me with one hand while playing with my nipple in another. Her touch was practiced and smooth. I felt hotter with each second that passed.  


     Orgasm after orgasm exploded in me as women took turns licking my clit. Some were human and I would take some of their life force while others were clearly succubi. I think they just wanted to make me come over and over again to their delight. I didn’t mind. With each orgasm I felt I was closer to that place I wanted to be. 


     “Now give the men a turn!” Lex shouted. 


     Everyone pulled away. I was gasping to catch my breath. My body was flush with such intense energy. Several men moved in close. One sat next to me. He was big and strong with black hair. He lifted me up by my waist. I looked down at his cock. It was as big as Sam’s. I could feel come and pussy juices dripping from my exposed gash. He wasted no time forcing me down on his manhood, his rod opening me up. I made an O with my mouth as he forced me down to the hilt. He was incredibly snug and I leaned forward to press my tits against his rock-hard chest.  


     Hands pulled my ass cheeks wide. I could feel a hard cock pushed against my asshole. I cried out as the head opened me up and slid into my tight pucker. I grimaced on how large they were. I didn’t even know their names and they just used me like some fuck doll. I gasped as my pussy and ass accommodated their fuck tools. Before I knew it, someone grabbed my hair and shoved their cock in my mouth. All my holes were filled as they all pushed from different directions. More hands appeared all over my body as three men fucked me any way they could. A big hard cock pressed against my hand and I obliged by stroking it. I felt a wet pussy at my other hand and did my best to rub their clit. 


     Moans, cries and grunts filled the room. Alina whispered in my ear how well I was doing. I drank in life from all sides. The cock in my mouth bulged and sprayed my throat with molten hot come. I drank it down, sending the energy to my rapidly filling pit. He pulled my hair forcing every last drop in me. When he pulled out, another cock took its place. The cock I was stroking stiffened. Come sprayed across my arm, neck and cheek. When he pulled away, I took the moment to grab the man I was on top of to steady myself. I moaned deep in my throat as bodies pushed into me. The cock in my ass pulled out. I heard some stroking and spurts of come showered all over my back and ass. Motes of energy floated up from each of those drops of come and fell into my hungry pit. The cock in my pussy bulged, stretching me wider. I gave a muffled scream while still sucking away. Hot jets of come burst in my tight hole and more burst into my mouth. With all the life energy flowing into me, my eyes went wide and I had the biggest orgasm of my life. I climaxed again and again, over and over. I didn’t know where I ended and everyone else began. The world took a soft hue as I milked every drop of life force and come, I could take. My body bucked and shuddered. My pussy quivered as the cock in me stayed hard. I moved automatically as the cock in my mouth slipped out and nipple took its place. Another hard cock pushed into my waiting ass. I clutched the black-haired man below me. My fingers dug into his flesh and the world went red. 


     Without warning, something inside me pushed to get out. I moaned loudly as pinpoints of energy appeared on my forehead. I felt my tail bone glow and something shifted and grew. Every inch of me was changing. My eyes drank in the scene before me and I growled. Several people in the group started to change. Black horns broke skin. Pointed tails snaked out. Fingers and legs elongated. I managed to see myself in the bar mirror. Small horns pushed out into the waking world. I could feel my own tail snaking around behind me. I gazed at Alina as she too transformed into the very same creature I saw when she rose from her imprisonment. Her tongue snaked out as her eyes became that of a predator. Sam backed away but Alina launched herself onto him, knocking him to the ground. Despite his size, he seemed afraid and excited at the same time. She grabbed the base of his cock and drove her hungry pussy onto him. She rammed her hips down on his massive member, over and over without slowing down. 


     My eyes focused on the man inside my pussy. The one in my ass pulled out but I didn’t mind that. I was purely focused on the one still inside me. He eyed me with fear. I held him down with my oversized hands and pumped my hips on his still hard cock. He was very still as I slowly moved up and down inch by inch on his veiny manhood. I dug claws into his flesh, leaving red lines of blood in my wake. He gasped quietly and I growled. My tongue ran over sharpened teeth. I lowered my head to his shoulder. The black-haired hunk quivered to my touch. I sank my teeth ever so slightly into his flesh. I didn’t have to go deep to taste his blood. I made heavy thrusts onto his cock while licking his wounds. His cock stiffened and jets of come spurted into me. I milked his cock for all its worth. When he grew soft, I stood up. 


     I watched like a hungry monster. Alina beckoned me over with a long black nail. I stalked over to Sam who lay on the floor with his cock half buried in her. She slid off his thick manhood and pushed me down on him. Without hesitation I took his cock in me. I squeezed him and he whimpered. 


     “I don’t want this to stop. I never want this to stop!” I growled in a voice I never used before. 


     Alina cackled.” Don’t worry my lover. We have such pleasures to show you. It is the blood of legends!” 


     Sam let out a cry. His cock bulged and sprayed my insides with his delicious come. Alina and I laughed. I slid off and she mounted him again. I bent forward with my long tongue and licked her nipples. She ran claws lightly over Sam’s skin. Even next to Alina I could feel her power forcing Sam to get hard again. I licked and touched Alina, waiting for her to finish so I could come again and again. 


     


  




  

     Four 


     The city was alive with people rushing to their destinations. Alina and I sat at an outdoor café with Bloody Mary’s on the table and sunglasses on. I sipped my drink while pushing my sunglasses up. I was surprised by how much energy I had since the events of last night. Alina was staring off at the people while sipping from a straw. We were quiet for a long time. Alina spoke first. 


     “I know last night was a bit of a shock.” 


     I took another sip of my drink before placing it on the table. “Not as bad as I thought it would be. But I do have to ask, is it always like that?” 


     Alina smirked. “Most of the Society meetings are like that. Clans run their families to their own tastes and desires. But when we all meet, we all share.” 


     “Are you sure everyone was okay with last night? I mean, there was some blood and we did keep going to sunrise.” 


     Alina tilted her shades to look at me. “I do think they may have been holding back a little last night. But everyone will be fine. Everyone there got off and they all wanted it. You were the cherry on top.” 


     I swirled my drink with my straw. “So, what happens now?” 


     Alina was silent for a moment. “We leave.” She said flatly. 


     I could feel my eyebrows arch up. “Leave? Why?” 


     Alina’s face saddened. “Before my imprisonment, I had a lover, a true blood lover. His name is William. I want to find him again.” 


     “But I thought I was your lover? I don’t understand.” I was getting really confused. 


     Alina smiled. “You are my lover but, in a teacher, and student way. A true lover is one who completes you. They become your calm. They bring serenity to your demon blood. A true lover is like an angel who has fallen for you. I need to find William. I know I have already asked a lot of you.” 


     “Where is he?” My hand reached out to touch Alina’s. 


     The succubus looked away. “Lex last heard he was on the west coast.” 


     I took a long sip of my drink and put it down. “When are we leaving?” 


     Alina took off her sunglasses. “You understand that this could be dangerous. There are other things out there besides our kind. I just want to be clear with you so there are no misunderstandings.” 


     It was my turn to smile. “In a few days you have changed my life completely. I was honest when I wanted to go on this journey with you. If last night happened any other time in my life, I would have checked into an asylum. But it proved that this life isn’t so strange to me. I’m ready to follow you for as long as you will have me.” 


     Alina tilted her head. She then brought her face close to mine and kissed me. Passion welled up from both of us as we shared our lips and tongues. When we broke our touch, Alina put her sunglasses back on and leaned back with her drink in her hand. 


     “We will leave in a couple of nights. But first we should take in the sights and nightlife before we go. I’m sure we could get into a little trouble while are here.” Alina held up her glass. 


     “To love, lust and adventure!” I cheered holding up my glass. 


     We clinked glasses and gulped down most of our Bloody Marys. A minute later a few people from last night showed up with marks on whatever skin was exposed and bright smiles on their faces. We invited them to join us and spent the morning laughing and talking about last night. While Alina talked, I eyed her with calm joy. She was so alone for so long I think it nearly broke her. To see her reconnecting with people again made my heart soar. It wasn’t just her helping me break out of my shell. I was helping her reclaim her life. And for the first time in my life, I felt I had found my true path.  


     Sam was there and he talked about his harrowing sexy experience with me and Alina. His facial expressions made me laugh harder than I thought I ever could. The waiter came by with more drinks and we laughed the morning away. 


       


     ~Fin~ 
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     Dreams began to float away as I felt a few rays of sunlight touch my face. Eyes fluttered open and I looked over. Several shafts of yellow light peeked through the thick curtains and touched my cheek and neck. The warmth was enough to get the blood moving. Arms stretched out and I let out a small waking moan. I let my arm fall expecting it to land on David but instead I felt nothing but blankets. 


     I sat up slightly and looked over to the empty side of the bed. This was the second week David got up before I did. I let myself fall back into the comfortable blankets and let out a small sigh. What was with him lately? He normally would be ready to go with a morning romp before heading off to work but lately he has been distant. 


     Thoughts started to flow as the day of the week entered my waking mind. It was Friday and I was ready to get through the day and have a wild weekend. As wild as it could get with David, lately he has been a killjoy. I wish I knew what had gotten into him but every time I tried to talk to him, he would change the subject or say he was late for something. 


     Throwing the covers off, I let the few rays of sunshine warm my naked body. Looking over at the clock, I still had about fifteen minutes before the alarm went off. Part of me just wanted to doze but something else whispered in my ear with naughty distractions. Urges welled up and my own hand glided over an erect nipple. Since we haven’t been having our morning rituals like we used to, I had to take it upon myself to start a new one. It wasn’t the same without my dear husband but we both knew how crazy I got without regular upkeep. 


     I tried to not think of David as I lay, playing with my nipple. He used to be sex starved nearly every morning but now he seemed to push me away. We liked to play games and part of me wondered if he was trying to drive me crazy. Whatever he was doing was working. I could hardly get through the day without pleasuring myself a few times a day. Mornings were always the best because then I could do it in the privacy of my own bed but it was much harder when I was at work. 


     Urges pushed at me like hungry demons. I always felt like I had a higher-than-average sex drive but sometimes I scared myself. Not enough to stop but enough to wonder if there was something wrong with me. My other had touched my hip and gently slid up over my thigh. I caressed my own creamy inner thigh as I pictured my husband pulling at me, filled with horny intentions. Some of the best mornings were when he woke me up, stuffing his manhood into me, making me wet to his desires. Just thinking about it made wetness flow. Heat pooled between my legs and the internal flame grew brighter. 


      Images of David silently spearing me with his delicious manhood, how I would clutch at him, begging for more, floated through my mind’s eye. I didn’t like to brag but he had such great stamina and I delighted that he wouldn’t stop until I begged him to. My own fingers slid along my wet line and a burst of internal heat glowed. Why didn’t he want me anymore? Why was he pushing me away? Was it because I was always hungry for him? Maybe after a few years, is he is getting tired of me? 


     I tried to not think about it as I pleasured myself. It was difficult because images of him forcing himself on me kept taking over. My mouth hung open as I gasped. Touching my nub, bliss fanned the flames higher. I knew I couldn’t stop myself if I wanted to. The urges were so strong that my hips moved to the familiar gentle rhythm of my touch. I bit my lip and played with a sensitive nipple. My fingers massaged my pink nub, pressing and swirling over and over again. I could feel my nerves tighten. The room became my sanctuary and I prayed to the sex gods with my body. In my head I wished and wished David was here, watching me. I used to drive him wild just letting him watch. He would let me finish and then he would have his way with me until we were nothing more than a puddle of spent sex fiends. Looking at me no one knew how crazy I was but behind closed doors I was demon in the sack. 


     I upped the tempo and moved my hips. The pressure grew but I tried to keep it at bay a little longer. I wish I could see if he already left for work. Maybe I could entice him to take me before going to the car and waving goodbye. The thought of making him want me made me take a sharp intake of breath. The primal urges pushed me closer and closer. Wetness covered my fingers as I rubbed faster and faster. My mouth made a perfect O when I thought of David forcing me down, like the bad girl I am.  


     I clutched at my firm breast and rubbed myself to the breaking point. A small moan escaped my lips as my world exploded into fireworks. I bucked my hips against my fingers and let the powerful wet explosions continue. I didn’t stop as I rubbed and rubbed and rubbed, milking every drop of pleasure. When I grew too sensitive, I stopped with a huff and lay there, trying to catch my breath. 


     After a few minutes I sat up and swung my legs over the side of the bed. I picked up a nighty off the floor and put it on. I stopped and listened to the sounds of the house. For a moment everything seemed quiet until I heard a door slam shut. I was through the bedroom door and going down the stairs. Outside the front windows I could see David pull out of our drive way and speed off.  


     I sat on the bottom step and leaned against the wall. He didn’t even want to see me today. Thoughts whirled in my head. Maybe he was tired of me. Maybe he was seeing someone else? I had to talk to him and find out what was wrong. 


     I stood up and decided I had to worry about it later. I had to stop overthinking it. Tonight, when he gets home, I’ll have a nice sit down with him and we can talk it out. I’m sure he will feel better and then we can get back to love as usual. 


     I hopped back up the stairs and walked back to the bedroom. Opening my closet door, I decided on my outfit for the day, maybe something a little revealing. Or I could wait for him completely naked with a bottle of wine in one hand and two glasses in the other. I could feel my smile as I pulled out a tight blouse. We were going to make up this weekend whether he liked it or not. 


     *** 


     Looking up from my desk, the hand on the big clock barely moved. It was nearly four with just an hour to go. It was maddening waiting for the end of the day. Looking down at my computer, I finished up some of my remaining e-mails and sent them off with reports and presentations.  


     I heard a buzzing from my desk drawer. I pulled the drawer out and fished out my cell phone. I had a text waiting for me and it was from David. My heart leaped in my chest. Maybe he was done sulking and wanted to talk to me. I tapped on the screen and read the message. 


     “Meet me at Valentino’s tonight for dinner. I have something to ask you. Wear something sexy.”  


     I stared at my phone for a few moments, something to ask me? What could he possibly want to ask me? This was getting stranger and stranger. I had no idea what was going on but part of me was feeling adventurous. He could be playing a game. I could walk in and play the part of some stranger looking for love for one night. He was driving me crazy with his silence and now he wants me to meet him for dinner. Normally I would have thought he was going to pop the question but he already did that so what is on his mind? 


     I looked at the clock again. It was a few minutes pass four. I let out a deep sigh. I was thinking about wanting to leave so much that I spent the whole day actually doing work. The crazy urges were starting to push at me. I decided I had to get out of here before I was caught at my desk doing something I shouldn’t. 


     I stood up and glanced at the door to the hallway and the elevator beyond. If I just made a run for it, no one would be the wiser. Picking up my purse and putting my phone in it, I clasped it shut and started walking toward the hallway. Once through, I was at the elevator bank and pushing the lobby button. The elevator showed and I stepped through the doors as they opened. Thoughts swirled as the doors closed and I wondered where the evening was going to take me. 


     *** 


     I walked into Valentino’s with the shortest skirt I could find and a top that left my cleavage begging to be stared at. The maître d’ greeted me with wide eyes before letting them return to normal. I smiled and walked up to him. The lights were low and the music soft. The walls were covered in a soothing red and black. 


     “Can I help you madam?” The maître d’ said while resisting every urge to look at my chest. I had to give it to him, he was stronger than most. 


     “Mary Sullivan.” I said with a cheery smile. 


     “Ah yes, your booth is ready and your dinner guest is already waiting. Please follow me.” The maître d’ said while putting two menus under his arm. 


     My heart thudded in my chest. I had no idea where this was going but I was happy to possibly get some answers. The maître d’ led the way and I followed. Couples sat amid tables, enjoying their meals. It was kind of a family restaurant but a few of the men glanced at me or rather, they glanced at my chest. I kept it light as I walked with a smile. 


     In the back corner, David stood with a rose in his hand. My heart beat a little faster. I knew it was serious if he had a rose. He has only done this twice before. The first time when he proposed and the second time, he wanted to do anal. I said yes to both. 


     The maître d’ pointed with an open hand. I walked past him and stared into my husband’s eyes. He was smiling but I could sense worry touching the edges of his eyes. He presented the rose and when I reached out for it, he cupped my hands into his. 


     “You look beautiful tonight.” David said with an almost nervous smile. 


     Blood rushed to my cheeks. He still made me feel beautiful no matter what was going on with us. Part of me thought he was ready to ask for forgiveness. Another part of me thought he was ready to ask me to do something kinky. 


     The maître d’ left us two menus and walked away. I sat down in the booth next to David and his hand reached out to circle around my waist. He pulled me a little closer but the butterflies in my stomach were bouncing around with jet packs. Food was the furthest thing from my mind as I waited with bated breath. 


     “I’m sorry I’ve been distant lately.” David said with a hint of regret. 


     “Was it something I did or didn’t do?” I asked wondering what had happened. 


     David’s face lit up as he looked me in the eyes. “You are the best wife a man could ask for. I have had a lot on my mind lately and couldn’t bring myself to talk to you.” 


     “You know you can talk to me. We are here for each other through thick and thin, till death do us part.” 


     I was a little hurt. To go two weeks without talking to me about what was going on with him made me feel like a bad wife. I knew we were stronger than that and I was ready to be there for him through all of our troubles. 


     David smiled and his eyes squinted in delight. “I’m so glad to hear that. I really am.” 


     I put the back of his hand to my chest. “Tell me what is going on with you. I’m sure it isn’t as bad as it seems. Let me help you figure it out.” 


     “You are beautiful in every way. I have had some bad thoughts lately. Things I have been noticing that are starting to drive me crazy.” 


     “What things?” I held his hand tight. 


     “I’ve noticed how men look at you. I know the way you dress can sometimes be provocative.” 


     There it was. I knew it was only a matter of time before my looks were going to make him jealous. I thought he knew better of me. I thought he knew he was the only man for me. I didn’t care what any other man thought of me, he is my world. 


     “Do you want me to dress less provocatively?” I asked with concern in my eyes. 


     David looked at me and shook his head slightly. “What? No. I want you to be more provocative. You are amazingly sexy.” 


     I didn’t expect the conversation to turn so quickly. From the way David was looking at me I must have had a look like a deer caught in the headlights. My husband smiled and continued. 


     “Mary, you have a great body and you make me very happy. Lately though I have seen how men look at you and it has been turning me on. You are like forbidden fruit and they want to taste you.” 


     “You want to have a threesome?” I asked as my blood burned bright. There was no turn on quite like sex talk with the love of your life.      


     David stared at me with adoring eyes. “Not exactly.” 


     Squeezing his hand, I tried to show that I was here for him. My cheeks felt flush as my mind worked on what he had in mind. He knew how much I wanted him but I had no idea how kinky he wanted me to be. 


     “Have you heard of a term called ‘hot wife’?” David asked as he stared into my eyes. 


     I tried to hide my small smile. “You want someone to sleep with me while you watch?” I said in a low voice. 


     “I want someone to fuck you while I watch.” David said with a wicked grin. 


     With all the blood rushing through my body, I was feeling a little dizzy. My husband just proposed an idea for someone to fuck me. I wish I could say I wasn’t interested and seeing David turned on was such a turn on for me. One of my hands broke away and I laid it on his thigh under the table. 


     David continued. “Not just anyone though. A demon bar opened on the main strip and I thought we would go there after dinner.” 


     My eyes went wide and I squeezed his thigh hard. “A demon bar, here?” 


     “I know. I hear they’re not like those werewolf or vampire bars. Most of the time those creatures tend to fall in love with everyone. But a demon bar, I know they just want sex. I keep thinking about one of them, taking you anyway they can.” 


     My hand moved up David’s thigh and I could already feel how hard he was. His expression didn’t change as he eyed me, trying to figure out how I felt about it. The thought of some monster fucking me in front of my husband was a little too much heat. I had to pick up my glass of water and take a few gulps. 


     “If you don’t think it’s a good idea….” 


     I stopped him before he could finish. “As long as you know that I love you and only you, I will do it.” I smiled. 


     David seemed overjoyed. “Let’s get something to eat first.” My husband smiled. 


     *** 


     Walking through the parking lot, my heart was all a flutter. I was staring at everything wondering where this demonic bar was. David took the lead and led me to a closed store front. To the side was a dark alley with two unsavory characters hanging out. They wore leather with chains around the shoulders. They eyed me like a piece of meat as David and I walked past. 


     Down the alley was one lone light overhead. A large man stood by a door and a small neon sign blinked. A couple was mulling about. The closer we walked, the more I could make out what the sign said. The words “Pandora’s Dungeon” blinked with bright purple light. The big man opened the door and ushered the couple in. Loud music spilled out into the alley way and my heart started to thud a little faster in my chest. The door closed and the music stopped. 


     David walked up to the big man. The gentlemen in an expensive suit looked at him and grimaced. Eyes turned to me and they glowed red. The bouncer let out a wicked smile and licked his lips, making sure I saw him do it. 


     “She with you?” The bouncer asked David. 


     David beamed. “Yes. Her name is Mary and she is my wife.” 


     The bouncer nodded his head in approval. Opening the door, he ushered us in with a wave of his meaty hand. I walked in first as the bouncer eyed me. David and I passed a thick curtain and stepped out into the main room. 


     The music was comfortably loud as in not so loud you couldn’t talk but you could feel the beat in the air. Bodies filled the room with drinks in hands and conversation. Immediately I spotted a few demon kin with horns rising up and long clawed fingers. The atmosphere was calm and sultry as human and demon mixed together. The lights glowed red, purple and yellow as they danced along walls and bodies. 


     I was nearly jumping out of my shoes. I had heard of these places but I didn’t think one would open in our little town. You hear from people who visit the bigger cities to sample supernatural night life but to have one of these bars in our town was too exciting. 


     David was quick to walk to the bar, nearly leaving me behind. I was slow to follow, watching all the people enjoying themselves. I had thought there would be people chained up and a massive orgy going on but maybe the night was young.  


     Walking to my husband, I could see the excitement in his eyes. He motioned to the bartender and when I walked over to him, two drinks appeared on the bar. We each took a glass and nearly guzzled down half of it. 


     “Why did the bouncer want to know if we were together?” I asked while looking into the crowd. 


     “Only invites, single women and couples may enter these bars. I was doing some research and found out they can be picky with who they let in. They don’t want any trouble like most bars and clubs.” 


     I moved my mouth close to David’s ear. “What other type of research were you doing?”  


     David smiled in the changing lights. “Deep deep research. Something I can show you another night. For now, put yourself out there. Pick someone you like… or maybe I will pick for you.” David said with a sadistic whisper. 


     “You can pick darling. I know you will pick someone sexy.” 


     David nodded and continued to sip his drink. I watched the room and could see slitted eyes drawn to me. Some conversations had stopped for a brief moment as horned devils leered in my direction. A woman with horns, black wings and a tail walked by and had to run her hand over my curves. I found myself feeling really good and the alcohol only pushed me to be more daring. I walked away from David to mingle in the crowd. Strong hands reached out and grabbed at my firm ass and I giggled like a school girl. A devilishly handsome demon walked up to me and held me close to him, his long tongue snaking out and licking my neck before letting me go and moving on. 


     There was a small dance floor and several people were making out together. Another female demon walked by with a chain over her shoulder leading to a man with a leather collar around his neck. She tugged at it and he obeyed. 


     On the dance floor I decided to join in. Almost immediately several men surrounded me. I had nowhere to go as they pushed their bodies against mine. I could see the demonic glow in their eyes as they pressed against my form. My eyes closed as a tongue snaked out and ran along my cleavage, leaving a trail of wetness behind. I couldn’t stand it anymore and I think one of the demons knew it. A hand reached under my skirt and pushed against my wet panties. I opened my eyes and looked pass the demons to my husband who was having a conversation with a handsome man in a tight shirt. David glanced at me being surrounded and stared for a moment. I could see desire explode in his eyes. 


     A moan escaped my lips as one of the monsters rubbed along my clit. The rest of the crowd seemed to continue on as if nothing was happening but these three were working me into a frenzy. I was ready to take all of them home but David said to pick one. Maybe I could talk him into a demon orgy? 


     A blonde man in a tight shirt walked to the men accosting me and tapped one of them on the shoulder. 


     “Sorry gents but the woman is spoken for tonight.” The handsome blonde said with a wicked grin. 


     The three horned devils pulled away and disappeared into the crowd, leaving me hot and bothered. The man put a hand to my waist and pulled me close, glowing yellow eyes drinking in all my exposed skin. 


     “My name is Dexter.” The handsome creature said with intensity. 


     “Mary.” I managed as I noticed his hardness through his tight leather pants. 


     “I know. Your husband told me about you. We were having a very informative conversation.” 


     “What did he say?” I asked but tried to keep the heat out of my voice. 


     Dexter leaned into my ear while holding me close. “He tells me you can’t get enough. He tells me you are like a bitch in heat and someone needs to help satisfy your urges.” 


     Dexter’s scent was overpowering and sexy. I could feel weakness in my legs as he held onto me, not wanting to let go. I tried to talk but his eyes were mesmerizing and the words were caught in my throat. 


     “Even in this room, I can smell your scent. You can’t help yourself, can you?” 


     I gave a weak shake of my head while I stared at his perfect lips. Fingers glided over my round ass and gave me a hard squeeze. I couldn’t tell if he was making me feel this way or if I was already lost to his touch. My nipples pushed against my bra and my hips were moving, trying to rub against his hard member. 


     “I want you to listen to me very carefully. Go home with your husband. Leave the door unlocked. Have some wine poured. Think of me and I will come to you. Do you understand?” 


     I nodded weakly. Dexter let me go and disappeared into the crowd. I tried to straighten myself out and took small steps to the bar. David had a knowing grin on his face. When I was about to reach him, the world spun out of control and I fell forward. My husband’s comforting arms caught me. He had concern written on all over his face. I felt feverish, dizzy and my urges were out of control. 


     “We have to go home.” I managed in David’s arms. 


     David nodded and held me up as we walked to the door. Silently we stepped out and the bouncer looked to us. 


     “Hope your night is a good one.” The bouncer smiled evilly. 


     *** 


     The car ride home was quiet except for my half moans. I couldn’t help myself as I lifted up my skirt and began rubbing myself against my panties. David would glance over to my gentle swirling motions. Dexter had sent me over the edge. I would have let him fuck me on the dance floor if that is what he wanted. Wetness covered my panties as I continued to pleasure myself to the thought of those strong hands on me. The pressure began to build against my nerves. I couldn’t hide my face as I bit my lip and rubbed a little faster. There was a burst and I gave a muffled moan. The car smelled of sex and I could hear David inhale deeply. 


     We drove into our garage and closed the door. David was very attentive as he ran to my side and helped me out. Inside the house, David sat me down on the couch. I wanted to keep rubbing myself but I stopped. I wasn’t drunk but I felt like I was drunk on something else. My breathing was heavy and my eyes were half closed. 


     “What can I do for you dear?”  


     “Have some wine with me. Pull out three glasses.” I whispered. 


     David didn’t even blink as he went to the kitchen door. I sat on the couch for a moment, trying to figure out if all that was a dream. My mind started to return and once I had feeling in my limbs again; I stood up and went to the front door. 


     Dexter’s words hung heavy on my mind. If it was real then I had to obey. He was coming for me and I couldn’t say no. I unlocked the door and stared out the small window pane at eye level. The front of the house was dark and silent. No cars passed by and the sidewalk was empty. A twinge of fear curled around my heart. What if he wouldn’t stop? He was a demon, what if he couldn’t stop? I only knew what I heard from the news. They were creatures that did not know their own limits. Did we make a mistake? 


     I stumbled off from the door and put my hands on the back of the couch. I steadied myself just as David walked through the kitchen door with a bottle of red wine and three wine glasses. He poured into one glass and handed it to me. I took it and drank deeply, hoping it would calm my nerves. David poured himself a glass and filled the third glass and placed it on the coffee table. 


     “David, he is coming for me.” I said and took another gulp. 


     “I know.” my husband said quietly. 


     “He is a demon. What if he doesn’t stop? What if….” 


     “Do you want him to stop? Do you want us to stop this?” David sat in a chair and looked at me. 


     “I…” The front door creaked open. 


     I turned to see a shadow slip into our home and the door close behind it. The only light was the lamp in our living room. The rest of the house was dark, curtains drawn and inky darkness reaching out like monstrous fingers. 


     A musky scent drifted into the living room. My body responded by becoming weak in the knees. I couldn’t talk as my breathing quickened. I felt like some slutty mess and for me that felt completely normal. I couldn’t say the words but I looked to my husband with knowing eyes. He smiled to me and sipped on his wine. 


     I put down my wine glass and felt a presence behind me. Hard points ran down my spine and along my curvy ass. David stared at me and his eyes flickered to something behind me. I didn’t turn around as the points ran along me. I was paralyzed. The musk covered my senses and the living room took an unearthly hue. Part of me felt like I was being controlled, something was opening my desires. Another part of me felt like I was letting it happen, like it could never truly control me. 


     “You were right David. She cannot control her urges. She smells so inviting.” said a voice from behind me. 


     I turned my head slightly to see a yellow slitted eye staring back at me. Hands ran down my sides as if savoring me. I turned to David who watched me tremble. 


     “Mary, do as he says.” David said while swirling the wine in his glass. 


     The front of Dexter’s body pressed along my back. Something big and hard pressed in between my ass cheeks, moving like a snake. I turned my head again to see Dexter grinning like the evil creature he was. Hands around my waist, he held me close, teasing me with the monster in his pants. 


     I found myself rubbing against him, wanting to please. I wanted to reach down and pull off my soaking panties so he could use the snake in his pants on me. My movements were slow but steady. I heard Dexter give a chuckle before pulling away. My body cried out and I let out a sad sigh. 


     Dexter stepped around me and to the coffee table. He picked up the glass of wine, smelled it and took a deep sip. David sat watching me and then turning his eyes to the demon in our home. 


     “Is it true this is your human form? You have your demon form as well.” 


     “Oh yes. I’m sure you will see it sooner or later but I want to savor fucking your wife. She tempts me even if she doesn’t know it.” Dexter took another sip. 


     “She tempts everyone. I see it in their eyes when they look at her.” 


     “I can see that. Mary, be a dear and kneel before me.” Dexter commanded. 


     I moved around the couch and stood before Dexter. I slowly bent down till I was on my knees. Dexter continued to savor his wine. I could see the outline of his monster cock pressed along his thigh in his leather pants. 


     “Pull down my zipper.” Dexter said while not looking at me. 


     The more he talked to me like a slave, the wetter I was becoming. Reaching up, I took hold of his zipper and pulled it down. Dexter’s cock struggled to get free. I pushed my fingers pass the zipper, curled around the thick shaft and pulled it out. It hung thick and filling with blood. It pulsed in my hand and I didn’t want to let go. 


     “Take a taste. I want to sample your lips.”  


     I slowly ran my tongue along the shaft, tasting his overpowering musk. David watched as I licked him up and down his cock until finally, I put the head of his member to my lips. Dexter took another sip of wine as inch after inch pushed passed my lips into my hungry mouth. I had to use both hands as his head pushed deeper in. 


     Control had completely left me. Moaning, I took Dexter as deep as I could in my throat. His taste was like ambrosia and I could feel wetness spilling down my inner thigh. 


     “She is impressive.” Dexter said as he looked down at me. 


     David watched from his comfy chair as my head bobbed on the monster cock.  I stroked and sucked, letting my tongue press his smooth cock to the roof of my mouth. I made it as tight as I could and I took long wet stokes. A drop of pre come touched the back of my tongue and I wanted more. Dexter put a hand to the side of my head and controlled the rhythm. Even sitting down, I could see David’s pants getting tighter watching his wife service another man. 


     “You are a delightful little whore. I see you have sucked many cocks before.” Dexter said and let out a small breath of bliss. 


     “She sucked mine on our first date. I knew then I had to marry her.” David said with intense eyes. 


     I suckled and sucked on Dexter’s head, trying to tease his come out, wanting to taste his evil seed. He was rock hard and my lips passed over thick veins along the shaft. I upped the tempo hoping it would be enough but the demon seemed to have complete control. 


     “Unbutton my pants but keep your lips wrapped around my cock.” Dexter commanded. 


     I let go of his member and undid his pants. Little moans vibrated against his demon head as I pulled his pants down. Dexter pulled his tight shirt over his head and stepped out of his pants. He threw his shirt aside and kicked his pants away. I bobbed on his member, looking at small blonde curls at the base of his cock. His body was tight and muscular, smooth as his cock.  


     A hand touched my shoulder. Dexter leaned his head back and closed his eyes. “I imagine this is what heaven would be like. Don’t stop playing my cock like the musical instrument it is. Yes, that is very nice.” Dexter hissed. 


     David let his hand run over his hardening member. Glancing over and seeing him get hot made me hotter. My own hand pulled my skirt up slightly and I touched my womanhood. The thrill raced along my nerves as I kept the same rhythm, rubbing myself and sucking on his cock in sync. 


     “Mary, stand up for me.” Dexter said as he looked down at me once again. 


     Reluctantly I stood up, his cock slipping out of my mouth. I continued to rub myself and having a difficult time trying to control myself. I was about to orgasm when Dexter pushed me onto the couch. My face, neck and chest were red as my hands dived between my legs so I could orgasm. Dexter knelt before me and batted my hands away. Breathing heavy, I was so desperate to come that I let out a little whine. 


     Dexter looked me over as I writhed on the couch; unable to have a taste of pleasure just yet. I felt like property, being used and in front of my master. I had to perform or I would be punished. I didn’t want David to keep his cock from me. That was bad enough. I had to do as he wanted so he could fuck me any chance he could. 


     “Your scent is intoxicating. Let us see how you taste.” Dexter put up one finger. 


     I whined as a long sharp claw broke the surface of his finger tip. Terror and lust stormed through me as he brought the claw close to my soaking wet panties. With a quick swipe, one side of my panties split open. With another swipe, the other side fell open. The claw sank back into his finger and Dexter pulled my ruined underwear away. He flung the wet cloth at David who caught it and sniffed deeply. 


     Dexter stared at my shaven slit, wetness dripping from it. Bringing his face closer, he took a deep inhale and opened his mouth. I watched as a long-pointed tongue slithered out. It was impossibly long for his mouth but I kept my thighs open, wanting him to taste me. The tip ran along my line and my hips trembled. Skirt pushed up to my waist, there was nothing between us but heat and lust. The pointed tongue pressed against my budding gash. I lifted my head up and let moans fill the dim room. I looked down and pleasure rippled as he pushed along my clit, licking and whipping it. The bliss was too much. Hands on my hips, he continued punishing me by pressing and slipping along my nub. 


     “Please…don’t…stop…I’m…coming…” I breathed. 


     Wet sounds rose up to meet my moans. Dexter pressed his face closer, driving his tongue against my opening. He held me still as he opened me up and slithered into my valley. The tip slid upward and he massaged my G spot. Eyes rolling into my head, it was all too much. My body reacted and there was a burst of wet heat. Nerves coiled and exploded as an orgasm made me shudder. My hands went to his head to push him away so I could catch my breath but he was so strong. Dexter didn’t move as he continued massaging my G spot. My honey spilled all over his tongue as he kept it deep inside me. 


     I gave up and sat back, letting the waterfall of pleasure take over. Just as it began to ebb, a new pressure started to grow. I yelped and clawed at the couch but Dexter was relentless. Fingers smoothed into his hair and I watched as he slid his demon tongue in and out of me, whipping my sensitive spot. 


     “Make her come again.” David said; hand running over his own pants. 


     My tight blouse was getting tighter as my body struggled against the pleasurable onslaught. I clawed at my own shirt, ready to free myself from all my clothes. I wanted to be a naked animal, being fucked over and over again. Dexter kept me in his power, slipping in and out with his thick tongue. One nipple free, I rubbed it. Licking my lips, I moaned over and over. Another wave of bliss slammed into me and I bucked my womanhood into Dexter’s face, covering his nose and chin in my wetness. 


     I closed my eyes for a moment, taking in the waves of pleasure. When I opened them again, I moaned loudly. Dexter’s skin began to change. Smooth black scales broke skin and lay flat. Small black horns poked from his forehead and grew. Yellow glowed as inhuman eyes looked up at me. Rising from his lower spine, a thin black tail whipped about. I stared and another orgasm caused me to buck. A black clawed hand pulled at my blouse, slicing fabric and throwing it away. Another swipe and my bra opened, exposing my tits. I pulled off what was left of my bra and threw it. I was now open to the demon and he could do anything he wanted. 


     David undid his zipper and let his cock out. I watched as the demon pleasured me. My eyes locked with my husband’s and a thrill ran through me. The tongue was deep inside and Dexter’s black lips kissed my full pink lips. Writhing on Dexter’s mouth and tongue, I moaned to my husband as he stroked himself. I could see maddening desire push at him as his fantasy played out. I couldn’t stop the flood of pleasure to the demon’s powerful appetite.  


     The demon stopped massaging my insides and pulled his wonderful tongue out. I wasn’t done and wanted him back in me. Dexter looked at me in his demon form, his black smooth cock pointed up. The demon stood and sat next to me. I wrapped my body around so I faced the creature in my living room. No words were spoken but I could feel what he wanted. Pushing my tits in his face, I took hold of his thick member and put the spear point to my tight opening. It was bigger than his tongue but that wasn’t going to stop me. 


     Crying out, the thick head spread my pussy lips apart. Wetness coated the end and dripped down his shaft as he pushed in. I cried out with every inch. Black clawed hands took hold of my hips and forced me down. Yellow eyes stared as I cried out till, I reached the base. Slowly I moved like the bitch in heat I was. I pressed my D cup tits into the demon’s face. His wet tongue lapped at my nipple and electricity burned through me. 


     “You fuck me so good. Don’t stop. I need you to fuck me. I need it over and over.” I whined. 


     The black demon controlled my body, pushed me down and pulling me up. Fingers were tight on my hips and flesh. The sound of his wet cock pushing into me made me feverish with desire. I could hear David in his chair, stroking his cock, watching me getting impaled by this monster in our home. 


     “David… David… are you… watching…?” I moaned. 


     “Yes, my loving wife. It is fucking beautiful.” David moaned. 


     “Your wife is so tight. She doesn’t want to let go of my cock.” The demon hissed. 


     “No…I need it. I need it!” I bounced on his rock-hard member. 


     Thick veins pushed along my tight pussy. I squeezed and squeezed, not wanting to let go. Strong black arms went under my thighs. When I was half way up his cock, Dexter turned me around and I slid down to his base. My tits bounced as black hands went back to controlling me. Wet slapping echoed in the room as my ass slapped against the demon’s hard stomach. 


     I gazed at my husband while bouncing on the thick black cock. David watched me and stroked himself faster. I put my hands up behind my head, using only my thighs to slide on the monster rod. Black hands reached up and took hold of my bouncing tits. Dexter squeezed and ran his fingers over my nipples. 


     “I’m going to make your wife come on command.” Dexter grinned at David. 


     The demon cock grew thicker, spreading me to nearly my breaking point. I slid up and down faster and faster, feeling my own orgasm pushing to be released again and again. Fingers pulled from my nipples and went to my hips. Helping me along, I felt like some fuck doll to be used and abused. I cried out the thicker he got but I could do nothing but take it. 


     “I’m coming! I’m coming!” I screamed. 


     The black demon grunted and I let out the deepest moan ever in my life. Molten jets of come spurted into my tight opening. I continued to bounce, my own orgasm blasting my senses. My moans stopped and my eyes rolled into my head. Every time I moved up, more come burst into me. I kept it going, milking all I could but there was an obscene amount. I was incoherent as I moved on automatic. I kept going, milking my own orgasm and the demon cock’s. Fuzziness touched the edge of my vision as I moved up and down. 


     The black scaled hands stopped moving me. I slipped off, a river of come sliding down each side of my inner thighs. I fell to the floor on all fours. I looked to see my husband shoot his white seed into the air. It splashed down on his cock and he rubbed it, milking every drop he could. 


     “Go to your husband.” Dexter said. 


     I crawled over as my husband watched me, stroking his come covered cock. I left a trail of demon come as more spilled from my pussy. When I was between his open legs, I let my tongue slip out and lick his salty sweet come along the shaft. Despite coming over and over again, I was still hungry for more. David knew it when he looked at me. He nodded and I gobbled up his come covered cock. I nestled between his legs, sliding deep into my mouth. There was a closeness there that made me feel rosy and warm. I thought maybe he would soften but my dear husband was rock hard. I sucked his come off and drank it down but my lips begged for more. 


     Hands grabbed my ass cheeks and spread them. I felt the large demon cock press at my abused opening. I moaned as he pushed his way in me again. Come dripped and it made it easier for him to slide all the way in. I upped the tempo, bobbing on my husband’s cock while the demon pounded my firm ass. Each slap turned me on more and more. I could have stay like this forever. Time seemed to stand still and I felt completely at home. 


     Dexter bent over me, tail gently whipping my side. I moaned and there was a sudden trickle of pain. Sharp teeth bit into my shoulder and I moaned loudly. The demon suckled as blood rose to the surface. Pain and bliss entwined and I hungered for more. Dexter pulled away suddenly but kept driving his cock deep in me. 


     “My my, you are an interesting woman.” Dexter whispered. 


     I sucked my husband’s hard member. David moved his hips, trying to stuff every inch in my mouth. He grunted and spurts of come splashed into my mouth and down my throat. I sucked it down but still hungry for more. Dexter’s cock thickened again and I orgasm the moment his seed streamed into me. Muffled cries rose up my throat. 


     Dexter pulled away, got up and sat on the couch once again. My husband’s cock spilled from my mouth as I took a deep breath. Come dripped from the corner of my mouth and landed on my tit. I turned around and crawled back to the demon on our couch. He stared as I crawled between his legs, my fingers running along his come covered cock. 


     “I need more.” I whispered. 


     Without being told, I took the black demon cock in my mouth and suckled. I was ravenous as I sucked hard, teasing out drops of come. I played with my own nipple as I settled down for a night of sucking and fucking. Behind me I could hear David taking off his clothes. When he was done, I felt him prop up my behind and stab me with his cock. I squeezed him lovingly as he pushed all the way to the hilt. 


     “Your wife is more special than you know.” Dexter said with almost a hint of wonder in his voice. 


     “She is the love of my life.” David managed as his hips slapped into my ass. 


     “Yes, I see that but I tasted her blood.” 


     I continued to suck, almost ignoring the men talking about me. David upped his tempo, driving himself as deep as he could go. I let out a gentle moan as his cock expanded and come spurted. A moment later I was moaning loudly as another orgasm caused me to shudder in delight. I bobbed faster as the demon with yellow eyes turned his attentions to David. 


     “I think we should talk when we are done here.” Dexter said with a smirk. 


     The end of the black demon cock expanded again and I felt giddy. Come spurted into my waiting throat and I sucked it down. More spurts followed and I drank it like I was feeding for the first time. My body glowed hot and I looked up to Dexter. He watched me as my eyes glimmered with lustful desire. 


     “When do you think we will be done?” David said as he moved his cock slowly in and out of me. 


     “We still have the rest of the night. No need to rush.” Dexter smiled as several more spurts of come filled my mouth. 


     *** 


     Stepping out of the shower, I reached for my red robe. I wrapped myself up and walked through the steam filled bathroom. Opening the door, I stepped into cool air. I thought I would be tired as the morning sun shined brightly through the windows but instead, I felt like I had energy to burn. I walked over to the stairs, wanting to say ‘Good morning’ to the two men downstairs. I stopped at the top of the stairs and could hear talking down below. 


     “You really think so?” David asked. 


     “I couldn’t put my finger on it but I believe your wife may have some demon blood in her family line.” Dexter said. 


     “How do you know?” 


     “I tasted her blood. I am an incubus and we know when we taste another if they have demon blood.” 


     “What does it mean? Will she change into a demon like you?” 


     “I’m not sure. Since she has a hungry appetite, you may have to be careful. If you don’t mind, I would like to stop by more often. She may have moments where she cannot control herself.”  


     “I think I understand what you mean. Stop by anytime.” 


     “Thank you. I will try to call first. If she gets unruly, here is my card.” 


     I peeked over the side of the stairs and looked down to see Dexter hand a card to David. 


     “Thank you for last night.” David said and held out his hand. 


     Dexter took it and they shook hands. “You’re welcome. I know my kind can have a bad reputation but things have changed in the last hundred years. I will make time for both of you.” 


     David opened the front door. Dexter waved to him and walked out into the blinding morning light. It was then I climbed down the stairs. My husband turned to me and smiled.  


     “Did you hear any of that?” David asked as I stepped off the last step and put my arms around his neck. 


     “Every word. Does it frighten you?” 


     David kissed me and pulled away. “No. But Dexter said I should keep an eye on you.” 


     I flashed a wicked grin. “He is right.” I whispered. 


     My fingers pulled at the cloth belt, opening my husband’s robe. I licked my lips as his cock hung, half hard and seemingly ready for me. I opened my robe and let him look at wet body before kneeling before him. My husband took a sharp intake of breath as I guided his cock into my mouth. I knew he would be sore but it didn’t matter. I seemed to have a better understanding of what I was. I suckled on my husband’s cock, secure in knowing he married a demon and now he has to make sure I’m satisfied, happy wife, happy life. 


       


       


     ~Fin~ 
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     I tried to take a deep breath and calm myself. The house was abuzz with activity as people wandered about from group to group. My hands moved like lightning as I tried to get the food out to the hungry crowd crowding my kitchen doorway. The moment I stepped close, hands reached out and took platters from me with wide smiles and ravenous eyes. This was the last time I have a party at my house. 


     "Honey, we are low on beer." Rick said as he stepped into the kitchen. 


     I had to keep myself from rolling my eyes. Rick had a flare for pointing out the obvious. I pointed at the refrigerator silently. Rick seemed to get the hint because he walked over, opened it and pulled out a few six packs. 


     Before he left, he turned to me with a concerned look in his eyes. "Do you need help with anything?"  


     I wanted to shout at him to help me with everything but at the last second decided not to go through with it. "No. Just can you handle the beer for the rest of the night?" 


     Rick nodded. "Consider it done." and disappeared through the doorway. 


     For the moment, the kitchen was clear. I leaned against the counter and took another deep breath. Janice came through the door and eyed me like I was ready to go crazy. Silently she walked over and gave me a big hug. I hugged her back. 


     "Bethany, how is it that you're doing the work at your own party?" 


     I threw my hands up. "Hell, if I know. It was nice of Rick to have everyone over but I was stuck last second with getting everything ready. Sometimes I wish he would think things through." 


     "Then let me handle this and you go back out there and have fun."  


     I could feel my body relax the moment she told me she was going to help. "Thank you. I just need a break. I will be back in to help you out." 


     Janice smiled. "Nonsense! Have fun. If it gets really bad, I will order food on Rick's credit card." 


     I couldn't help but smile back. "I will be sure to get it and hand it to you. Give me a few minutes." 


     Janice shooed me away. "Go! Go! Join the party." 


     I gave her one last hug and sped out of the kitchen like it was on fire. I dived into the rivers of people moving about the house. The music was turned up and everyone was having a good time. When friends saw me, they reached out with drunken hugs and hellos. A drink was quickly put in my hand and I guzzled it down like I was dying of thirst. Rick appeared out of nowhere, grabbing my waist and twirling me around. Everyone nearby cheered and raised their cups. 


     "Sorry for not planning this better." Rick whispered in my ear. 


     "Keep everyone drunk for the rest of the night and I may forgive you." I grinned. 


     "As you command my queen." Rick hugged me close and then spun me out. 


     I twirled and the crowd cheered again. For the first time tonight, I felt better. I wandered from room to room, making sure everyone was having a good time. The music was thumping and for once I was glad, we didn't have any close neighbors. I passed a window and the driveway was filled with cars. Lights blinded me as another car pulled up. Rick was by my side again and my hand touched his shoulder. 


     "How many did you invite?" I asked as people stepped out of cars with boxes of alcohol. 


      Rick shrugged. "Everyone I think." 


     "I'm not cleaning up tomorrow."  


     "I know. It will be all me. I mean it, try to have a good time." 


     Rick leaned in and gave me a sloppy kiss. I had to push him away, giggling like when we first met. Tension bled from my shoulders and moments later the alcohol started to kick in. A gentle haze filled my vision as I greeted more people at the door. One by one, friends kissed me on the cheek and yelled happy birthday. Then they joined the celebration. One person walked through the door, arms wrapped around me and lifted me up in a huge bear hug. 


     "Happy birthday little sister!" Yelled the tall muscular man. 


     "Jared! Put me down!" I squealed. 


     Jared put me down but kept his hands on my waist. I had to move a lock of my hair from my eyes as Jared stared at me lovingly. I had known my dear step brother for over fifteen years. Despite the fact we were not blood related didn't stop us from loving each other to bits. I put a hand on his arm but he held me by my waist, not letting go. 


     "Jared, I have to get back to the party." I whined like I always did when he overpowered me. 


     "Let me look at you." Jared grinned. 


     I shyly looked up and it was then that I noticed the darkness under his eyes. My hand went up and caressed the side of his face. He closed his eyes to my touch and took a breath. 


     "Are you okay? You look like you haven't slept." I said while looking at him. 


     "It's nothing. You know me, can't always sleep." Jared pulled away and let go of my waist. 


     "We’ll have a drink and join the party. After tonight you should sleep like a baby."  


     "Will do." Jared said and looked away. 


     I stared as my older brother walked away. People greeted him with hugs and handshakes. I had to shake my head and continue on with festivities. The party rolled on as liquor was poured and stories were told. Time had no meaning as I bounced from one group to the next. I must have been getting sloppy because there were a few times I nearly crashed into people. Janice was bringing out food and placing it on tables. A short time later the doorbell rang and pizza showed up. I couldn't believe how much fun I was having. It was actually turning into a real party. 


     I swooned around, getting my bearings when I nearly slid off my feet in the hallway by the front door. I caught myself by grabbing onto the stair's banister. I fought through the fog to see muddy footprints all through the hallway. I tried to focus because they came from the front door, scattered a bit in the hallway and led to a closet. I regained my balance and started following the muddy trail. 


     "Who tracked mud into the house?" I shouted. 


     The music was so loud that I didn't think anyone heard me. There was something odd about the muddy tracks on the white floor. This didn't look like any boot or shoe tracks. Instead, they looked like they belonged to an animal. I mean it only had three toes and appeared pretty big. Maybe it was the alcohol but someone must have brought in a dog or a monkey into the house. I reached out to the closed closet and grabbed the door knob. 


     I screamed as a couple of friends pounced from around the corner yelling happy birthday for the hundred time. My hand was over my pounding heart. They pointed and laughed at me as I tried to keep my pulse down. Before I could do anything, they took hold of me and dragged me into the living room. 


     The night spun on, laughing and carrying on. Rick managed to find me again and I found myself drunkenly crashing into him. 


     "I... I think... someone brought their dog in. There is mud in the hallway," I managed. 


     "I saw. I already mopped it up." Rick said while holding me up. 


     "You are a prince sometimes." I think I said that. It was hard to tell with all the slurring. 


     Rick looked around. "Don't say it too loudly. People will think better of me." 


     I let out a laugh and stumbled off. I felt a pressure on my bladder. I managed to make it to the stairs and took each step one at a time until I reached the top. A quick few steps down the hallway and I nearly fell into the bathroom. I did my business while trying not to fall off the seat. Panties up, I was standing in front of the mirror when the door opened.    


     "I thought I saw you come up here." Jared said with a sheepish smile. 


     "Uh wait till I'm done." I managed to say while trying to fix my hair. 


     Jared closed the door behind him and stared at me. I continued to primp my hair while looking at Jared's reflection in the mirror. The darkness under his eyes was really starting to concern me. Drunken eyes stared at my profile, from my butt to my ample chest. Seeing my step brother checking me out made me sober up a little more. 


     I turned to him and smiled. "Maybe you should go back downstairs. I will meet you in a minute so we can talk, okay?" 


     Jared let out a sigh. "Bethany, we should talk now." 


     "We can but let's talk downstairs." I tried to keep the worry from my voice. 


     "I don't think you understand." Jared moved closer, towering over me. 


     I reached out and caressed his cheek. I knew deep down he wouldn't hurt me or anything of the sort. He loved me too much to do anything like that. Seeing him in this state only pushed me to want to help him. I worried it might be drugs and he was trying to reach out. I would do anything I could to help him. 


     "Are you and Rick still trying to have a baby?" Jared said while gazing deep into my eyes. 


     I was silent for seconds before talking. "You have been talking to Mom." 


     Jared stayed close, looking to me for some kind of answer. 


     "Yes, but so far nothing." I huffed. I couldn't talk about how the doctors think Rick may be infertile. 


     Jared eyed me and something dark passed. I could feel familiar heat coming off his body in waves. In the confines of the bathroom, his scent floated to me and I felt a shiver shoot up and down my spine. 


     "Let me help you." Jared whispered. 


     "What?" I whispered back unsure what he was saying. 


     "Let me help you have a baby. Right here and now." Jared said with an edge to his voice. 


     "Jared, are you on drugs?" I asked with as much sympathy as I could. 


     Jared looked away. "Let me help you make your family. We have to try tonight, before you go to bed." 


     "I know you have had a bit to drink but we should..." I never had a chance to finish my sentence. 


     Jared leaned in and kissed me on the lips. Big arms moved around me, holding me close. I wish I could have said I fought him off but I let myself curve into his body. I found my arms clutching at him, not wanting to let go. There was always something there between us but we never acted on it. It was so strange because it didn't feel strange at all. My brother's hands smoothed over my ass and grabbed me, pressing me tight against him. Tongues played with each other as I let out a wanting moan. Jared grinded his hips against me. The moment caught up with both of us and something pressed hard between us. 


     A few moments later I broke our kiss. What was I doing? I pushed at his chest and Jared let go. I was so wound up and hot that I immediately began fixing my clothes. Jared heaved like he was ready to press me again the wall and have his way with me. I pushed the thoughts away because I was ready to let him. 


     "We have to stop." I pulled down my shirt. "Why are you doing this?" 


     Jared's eyes stared at the floor. "We have to try or he will try later." 


     I heard the emphasis on 'he'." He? What do you mean?" 


     Jared shuffled his feet. "I don't know what he is. I haven't slept completely in months. I keep having these weird dreams of a shadow talking to me." 


     Concern welled up but only because I thought my brother was having some kind of break down. "A shadow?" 


     "He comes to me almost every night. He talks to me and tries to get me to tell him my secrets. I remember the other night telling him how much I love you. I'm so tired that I was ready to tell him anything. He wanted to know more. I told him that you and Rick were trying to have a baby." Jared tried to keep it together but he was clearly falling apart. 


     I was completely sober now. "It sounds like it was a bad dream." 


     Jared leaned against the bathroom door. "It felt so real. He told me that if I didn't give you a baby then he would." 


     I hugged my brother and pressed the side of my head against his chest. "They were just bad dreams. I'm sure Rick and I will make a baby soon. I love you but you can't have so much anxiety over my happiness." 


     Jared hugged me back. "Sorry if I'm being a weirdo. I love you so much that I would do anything to see you happy." 


     I hugged a little tighter. "You have always been a weirdo so nothing new there. But please take care of yourself and get some rest. Stay tonight in the guest room. Maybe then you can get a full night's sleep." 


     Jared held me tighter. "Thanks, little sister." 


     "Let's get back to the party you goon," I said with a cheery smile. 


     *** 


     The party finished winding down. Rick was still running around cleaning as much as he could. I walked into one of the side rooms and found my brother asleep in a chair. I tapped his shoulder and he woke up with half closed eyes. I helped him up which was mostly pulling with everything I had for him to stand on his own two feet. I guided him to the guest room on the first floor. From there he stumbled from my arms and flopped on the bed face first. 


     I pulled off his boots and pulled the blanket over him. Jared snuggled into the blanket and passed out again. I gave him a quick pat, turned out the light and closed the door. I wandered around the house trying to pick up party hats, confetti and food. I walked past the front door and looked down the hallway. The floor was clean but the hallway closet was slightly ajar. 


     I walked over and opened the door. The closet was filled with our hanging coats and shoes at the bottom. I moved some of the coats and peeked inside. The closet was small. I stuck my head in a little father and found nothing. I pulled my head up and closed the door. Thoughts circled back to my brother. He was a wreck and seemed to have all these fantastical ideas in his head. I chalked it up to lack of sleep. Maybe during the night, I will check on him but hopefully he should be fine in the morning. 


     Hands came up behind me and I jumped.  


     "Jumpy aren't we." Rick smiled. 


     "You could say that." I said letting all the air out of my lungs. 


     "I'm heading off to bed. The rest of the cleanup will wait until tomorrow," Rick announced. 


     "Remember, I'm not lifting a finger." I said while pointing my finger at him. 


     "How is that different from any other day?" Rick said sarcastically. 


     I gave him a light slap on the cheek and he gave me a goofy smile. Rick turned and launched himself up the stairs. I stayed behind for a few seconds, looking around one last time. I had the oddest feeling that I was being watched. I shrugged and went to the stairs. I hit the light switch at the bottom of the stairs and made my way to bed. 


     *** 


     Vivid colors swirled before me. I blinked slightly only to see flashes of darkness and bursts of color. My body was radiating heat. Clammy hands touched my neck and came away with perspiration. A heavy fog clouded my thoughts. I tried to move. My limbs felt sluggish and uncaring of my actions. 


     The bedroom was dark except for a few shafts of moonlight peeking through the curtains. I pulled the quilt off of me and lay in a T shirt and panties. Why was it so hot in here? I turned to see Rick fast asleep with the quilt snuggled up to his neck. I turned my head again and lay staring at the ceiling.  


     A low creak filled the room. My eyes moved down to see the closet door open on its own. My first thought was I didn't close it all the way. My heart leaped in my chest when three black shapes curled around the door edge. Even in the dim light I could see that the shapes looked like fingers. To my horror they were long and narrow, not like any human hand I've seen before. Slowly I sat up, eyes still adjusting to the darkness. 


     Another three fingers curled around the door and I froze. A head and face emerged from the edge and a scream was caught in my throat. Whatever it was looked right at me. All I could see was a black face with white eyes. It had two slits where a nose should be and a gaping mouth with a pointed tongue hanging out. The top of its head was covered in long dreadlocks. It was hard to tell if it was hair until the shine of the moonlight showed they were smooth like tentacles. 


     I sat in bed, watching the thing emerge further. I couldn't move or even breath as the thing lurched out staring at me with its vacant white eyes. The creature had a muscular body with shiny black skin. It crawled forward further into the room, tilting its head. I tried to reach over to shake Rick awake but my hand refused to move. Instead, I sat as the thing moved closer and closer to the edge of the bed.  


     Eyes wide as saucers, I only turned my head as the thing moved closer to me. It reached out with a dark hand and ran demonic fingers along my thigh. I thought this was it. This monster was going to attack me and eat me and there was nothing I could do about it. The creature's fingers moved gently along my thigh, knee and calf muscle. A shiver went through me. Its touch was warm and serene. 


     "What do you want?" I whispered. 


     The thing stared at me as its tongue slipped out further. Its black hand moving under my thigh and giving me a gentle squeeze. Jared's words came flooding back as long fingers touched the edge of my panties and gave them a light tug. Was my brother right? Was this the shadow he was talking about? Did it really want to give me a baby? 


     The creature moved the back of his fingers along my smooth skin and I couldn't help but relax a little. The thing didn't seem like it wanted to hurt me. Instead, it was gentle, touching me in a tender way. My eyes fell to between its legs where something thick dangled. I found myself staring at the creature's member and it was the biggest one I had ever seen. What was happening? Am I going crazy? Memories of me crying and wanting a baby bubbled to the surface. I thought I resigned myself to never having children. I couldn't divorce Rick just because he couldn't get me pregnant. I felt like my life was over but Jared and this thing wanted to supply me with a baby. 


     The black monster tugged a little harder at my panties. This was crazy. I couldn't believe I was entertaining the idea. I was about to scoot away from the thing in my bedroom when its tongue lashed out and pressed against my lips. I tried to close my mouth but the tentacle tongue forced its way into me. I tasted the creature as muffled sounds came up my throat. When the creatures tongue slathered against mine, a heavy haze fell over my senses. The monster's tongue tasted sweet as it stayed in my mouth, pushing deep. My hands went up to grab it but I stopped halfway and slowly put them down. The haze relaxed me, making me feel like I was in a dream. 


     The tongue slipped out of my mouth. I leaned against the backboard as if I was drunk again. The monster in my room looked at me while black clawed hands pulled at my T shirt. One hand slipped under and touched my stomach. It moved upward, grazing the bottom of my swollen breasts. I instantly felt wet between my legs and my breath grew heavier. All the lines in reality started to waver as I breathed in and out. 


     I bit my lip as a scaled hand squeezed my ample breast. A thumb rolled over my nipple and electric fire shot through my body. The boogie man seemed to be in control and I stopped fighting. It lifted up my shirt and ran its long tongue against my pert nipple. I moaned my delight as the thing touched and licked me. The thought of getting pregnant made the fire in me blaze bright. I glanced down to see the monster's dangling cock grow harder by the second. It seemed to enjoy playing with me. 


     A hand gently grabbed my wrist and pulled. I was on my feet and following the hunched monster back to the closet. What was it doing? Why was it pulling me there? The boogie man pulled me down to my knees and we looked at each other eye to eye. I had no idea what was going to happen next until it stood up. I couldn't tell how tall it was by the way it hunched but now at its full height it was about six feet tall. The thing's half hard cock dangled in front of me. It peered down at me, tilting its head. 


     I reached out and ran fingers along its veiny black cock. It bounced to my touch. It reached down and grabbed the base of it, putting the tip to my lips. I looked up as I parted lips and let my tongue run along its monstrous head. The boogie man stared silently as I took its head into my mouth. Deep wanting urges made me want to please the creature. I was ready to surrender to it if it could give me what I want. Inches pushed into my mouth. I moaned making sure the monster knew I liked its cock in my mouth. One of my hands pushed pass my panty waistband. The fabric was wet as I rubbed my womanhood. A finger touched my nub and my hips involuntarily bucked. I was so turned on that my body hungered for his cock in my mouth.  


     The room filled with small sucking noises. The monster kept staring as my head bobbed back and forth. I ran my tongue along the shaft and pressed it to the roof of my mouth. I wanted to hear the creature make a noise, any noise to show me it liked it. The boogie man was silent but his cock grew rock hard in my mouth. I sucked harder and harder, letting my teeth graze his thick girth. White eyes stayed with me. I fondled my myself, letting a finger slip in and out of my tight pussy. More moans flowed up my throat. I glanced over to the bed and Rick was still fast asleep. I thought of our marriage but he would have to understand how important it was to have a baby for us. 


     A drop of come touched my tongue and my body trembled. It tasted salty and sweet as I sucked it down, my eyes begging for more. My fingers were covered in my honey as I fingered and rubbed myself more and more. The boogie man pulled his cock from my mouth and knelt down. I tried to hold onto it but the monster grabbed at my T shirt and ripped it off with one pull. My heavy tits hung while the monster pushed me to the floor onto my back. I let out a whimper while still rubbing myself. I was in a frenzy and couldn't stop myself. I carried on, whispering and moaning like a wild animal. The boogie man fell to his knees between my legs. Its long tongue snaked out of its mouth and touched my wet panties. I pushed my hips at him and he pressed down over my nub. Wild fire caused me to moan. My chest heaved and my tits jiggled. The boogie man looked down between my legs as its tentacle tongue rubbed my clit. 


     "Please... please... fuck me... fuck me..." I whispered over and over again. 


     My entire body cried out for the monsters come. I wasn't thinking straight as my instincts took over. I didn't care how the baby looked, it would be loved in our home. I could feel the virile power coming off the dark creature in waves. It continued to play with me, lashing and licking between my legs, teasing me. I sat up, hungry and wanting for the monster's cock. I didn't know how I was going to fit it in my tiny pussy but I was sure as hell going to try. 


       The boogie man pushed me back down and claws pulled at my panties. With one quick motion, they tore off. The monster threw them aside. I spread my legs, wetness dripping from pink gash. The boogie man watched me as I writhed wanting him in me. The creature grabbed the base of his cock and pressed his thick head to my quivering lips. My heart pumped like a jack hammer. The boogie man grabbed my hips and pushed his cock into my slit. I bit my lip to stop from screaming. A few inches pushed passed my tight pussy lips. Slowly, the monster pushed inch after inch into me, spreading my walls wide. I bucked and moved my hips, trying to accommodate his thick member. 


     Hands flew up as I clutched to the monster's shoulders. It grunted, pushing everything it had into me. I squeezed and whimpered. My pussy was hungry for his come. My husband snored as a monster had his way with me. I was so turned on that I wrapped my legs around the monster's waist. The empty feeling in me was being filled. The boogie man's tongue slathered across a nipple and I was nearly thrashing under it. The creature sat back on his knees taking me with him. I was in his lap and he helped slide me up and down on his thick black spear. I felt like a sex doll to its strong touch. It lifted me effortlessly and I clung to it for dear life. 


     Wetness dripped down its monster cock. I bit my lip harder, taking it all in. The boogie man squeezed my ass and that only made me up the tempo. Heat and the smell of sex surrounded us. The black cock thickened. I bounced on his spear, bringing myself closer and closer to an orgasm. My senses were dialed up to eleven and I begged for the monster in me to come.  


     I gazed hard into the boogie man's white eyes. I made a small squeak as my nerves coiled to nearly the breaking point. My eyes shot open wide and my body shuddered. A tidal wave of bliss rammed my body as my nerves lit up like fireworks. I made long slow stroked up and down on the monster cock. Clawed hands grabbed my ass and squeezed hard. I milked every bit of my own orgasm when the boogie man's cock thickened to nearly my breaking point. My mouth made a perfect O as molten come spurted into my tight opening. Animal moans filled the room as the monster held me down on his throbbing member, spurting more come. I stayed put, squeezing and milking every drop of come. The amount was obscene as come spilled from my gash, coating his cock and my inner thighs. 


     Silence filled the room. The monster pulled me off his wet cock. I fell to my knees, whimpering from how good I felt. The boogie man reached down and picked me up. He threw me over his shoulder and we walked into the closet. I was dizzy and couldn't explain what happened next. One moment we were in my closet and the next we were somewhere else. The monster pushed open a door and dumped me onto the carpet.  


     I sat up confused and unsure where I was. I looked around and saw I was in the guest room. Jared was sleeping quietly on the bed. The boogie man crotched back into the shadows of the closet and watched with white eyes. I was still turned on and hungry for more, I crawled back to the monster in the closet. The monster stared at me and lifted a clawed finger, pointing to the bed with Jared sleeping. 


     Wet feelings washed over my mind. The thing wanted me to go to my step brother. Had it had enough of me? Was it playing some kind of game? I couldn't make sense of what was happening. My instincts and urges cried out for more and the boogie man wanted me to seduce my brother. I turned to my sleeping Jared. He finally looked peaceful. I turned back to the boogie man and gasped. Its face shifted and melted until a pitch-black version of my brother's face and stared back at me with white eyes. 


     The monster pointed again and I crawled to edge of the bed. Jared was half covered with a leg and arm sticking out. I pulled the blanket back and could see that he was in his boxers and nothing else. My eyes fell on his rather large bulge. I glanced back to see the boogie man was still there, staring from the closet. 


     My hands reached out and I ran fingers over his bulge. Jared didn't move but his cock shifted under the blue boxer fabric. I felt come dripping down my inner thigh and my body was on fire. I wanted more and more. The more I touched his hardening manhood, the more I hungered for his come. It seemed my big brother was going to help get me pregnant after all. I pulled down the waist band and my brother's cock flopped out. It was thick and veiny just like the monster in the closet. I had glimpsed his cock before. When you grow up together you happen to catch sight of each other in embarrassing situations. I couldn't count the times I caught Jared hard while looking at me.  


     I took hold of his shaft and licked the end of his cock. Jared moved but was still asleep. I licked along his throbbing shaft, my eyes on him. Jared's eyes fluttered the more I licked until they shot open and put the head of his cock in my mouth. A moan spilled out of his mouth as he lazily picked his head up. He watched me as I took inches into my mouth, moaning all the while. 


     "Bethany? Is this a dream?" Jared whispered. 


     I pulled his cock from my mouth. "Yes, my brother. I need your come. I need you." I whispered and gobbled up his manhood. 


     Jared moaned. Fingers ran through my hair as I bobbed up and down on his now rock-hard cock. I had to get him close so he could spray his seed all over my womb. The sound of sucking filled the room. I pressed my lips tight, taking him down my throat so I could tease his come. Jared sat up and looked down at me, his sister sucking on his member. I know he always wanted me and now it was a dream come true. 


     "You feel good. Keeping doing that." Jared whispered. 


     I pressed my tongue along his shaft and my brother gasped. I rubbed my dripping cunt while sucking my brother off. I gave muffled moans and a madness took over. I pulled his cock from my mouth and crawled into bed. Jared's eyes were open completely. 


     "Fuck me, Jared. Fuck your little sister. Help me make a family!" I whined as I nestled into his lap.  


     My older brother watched helpless as I took his thick cock and pushed it against my slippery opening. We both gasped as I slid down his hard cock. I was unleashed as my gash took every inch. Jared spread me wide just like the boogie man. I bounced over and over, hungry for more come. Jared cupped one of my tits and put his mouth around one of my pointed nipples. He sucked and teased with little nibbles. I shoved my large breasts into his face while riding his cock. I whined and moaned louder, knowing that was turning him on more and more. 


     "Fuck me! Shoot your come. Fill me up!" I nearly shouted in his ear. 


     "You are so fucking tight. I can't hold out." Jared said with panic in his voice. 


     "Give me a baby! Give it to me!" I screamed. 


     My nerves exploded. My eyes rolled into my head as ecstasy filled every cell in my body. A second later, Jared's cock spurted come deep within me. I rode his manhood, squeezing every last drop of come and bliss from both of us. Just as I thought he was finishing, another stream of come spurted. I nuzzled his neck as he helped slide me up and down on his come covered cock. 


     I opened my eyes to see the boogie man right next to us. It touched Jared and he fell over. I sat helpless as the monster pulled me off my brother and laid me on the ground. The black monster turned me onto my stomach and pulled me up so that I was on all fours. I looked back to see it hungrily gazing at my ass and pressing its hard cock against my dripping cunt. 


     I looked to the bed and could see Jared fast asleep, his chest rising and falling with each breath. The boogie man wasn't done with me yet as he impaled me with his spear once again. I squirmed to fit it inside me as it took hold of my hips. Inches spread me apart as the monster in the closet pushed its cock to the hilt. 


     I bounced on the boogie man, letting him have his way with me over and over. On and on it went, come pouring into me. I felt so good that eventually I passed out hours later. 


     *** 


     I woke up in my bed. I got up and ran to the bathroom. The sun was just rising and light was filling the house. I turned on the bathroom light and looked down at my naked body. I was covered in sex juices. I jumped in the shower and turned the water on. My mind was a jumble as I tried to recall the night's events. 


     *** 


     The kitchen table was filled with plates of eggs, pancakes, toast, juice and coffee. Jared just finished cooking and sat down with me and Rick. I was silent as I put food on my plate and an unnatural hunger gnawing at my stomach. 


     "How did everyone sleep? I slept like the dead." Rick said and shoved eggs into his mouth. 


     "Best sleep I ever had. Thanks for letting me stay here." Jared gave me a quick wink before filling his plate with food. 


     I sat there, a gentle calm covering my senses. I thought long a hard while I was in the shower. The way everything happened, I couldn't help but think that Jared somehow conjured the boogie man. I didn't know how he did it but it happened. My hand rested on my stomach as I felt new life growing. My motherly instincts told me that the baby in my belly was going to turn out normal and I smiled at that thought. Maybe the boogie man was helping me to understand what I really wanted? Or maybe it was never really there and I snuck into my step brother's room so I could fulfill his wishes and mine? I didn't know but I did know that whatever happened, I had a baby growing in my belly and now I can finally have my family. 


     ~Fin~ 
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     I could feel myself yawn as I drove north on the 5. The sun was setting and cast an orange reddish glow across the desert. I had the top down and wind whipping through my hair. As the gentle glow cascaded across the empty land, I saw two eagles in flight, circling each other in gentle silence. 


     My name is Hank Gloomis. I was on my way to meet friends up north for a wedding. The setting sun and perfect weather made my mind drift. Or it could have been the shot of whiskey I took at the last rest stop twenty miles back. Either way I was in a very fine mood. So fine in fact that I drove with one hand on the steering wheel and the other running my fingers through my windswept hair.  


     There was a scent of eucalyptus in the air as I glanced at the magnificent sunset.  Could the world be any more perfect? If you asked me that question, I would have to say no. This was the moment and a thrill rushed through my body. 


     The dark desert highway laid before me as the last rays of sun faded away. The stallion known as night raced across the sky as diamonds winked into view. The occasional shooting star streaked and the horizon was a rim of dim light.  


     In the distance I could see a shimmering light. I yawned again and could feel my eyes grow heavy. I wasn't sure if the whiskey was taking me down or the calm desert night. Either way I still had a long trip ahead of me. Maybe I would stop at a motel and sleep it off. A fresh start in the morning could just be what the doctor ordered. Plus, spending time with a bottle of spirits may just the added bonus I needed. I could feel my sight dim and proceeded to smack myself to stay away. Sleep was very much in demand. 


     Miles passed and I started to wonder if there were any motels on this stretch of road. Worse comes to worse I may have to pull over and sleep in the car. It wouldn't be the first time but I always wake up with a sore neck.  Where oh where was my oasis in the desert? 


     A glowing sign appeared as if someone removed a shroud of shadow. It stood high along the desert highway and read "Hotel Cali". The heavens heard my plea and provided me with my oasis. I gave a gentle nod to the gods and goddesses and urged my mustang a little faster 


     A few minutes later I was pulling in and parking. A small chill passed through me as I stepped out and looked at the hotel. It was a two-level building with a slightly slanted roof. The lights showed off its beige wall color and faded red roof. It looked like something from a Spanish western. Any port in the storm. 


     I grabbed my bag and my bottle of Knob Creek and made my way to the entrance. I noticed a parked Mercedes Benz as I walked.  I was feeling really run down and needed a bed ASAP. When I reached the entrance, a beautiful woman stepped out holding a candle. I was stunned for a moment as she smiled. 


     "Welcome to Hotel Cali." spoke the beautiful woman. 


     I didn't know what to say. Her hair was long and slightly waving, spilling over her shoulders. It had a dirty blonde color and shaped her smooth face. She wore a two-piece bathing suit with a sarong tied around her hips. Her body was silky and toned. Her breasts were just the right size and perky. I could make out her nipples poking under the small amount of fabric covering them. She was a vision of heaven and here I was standing like an idiot. What the Hell? 


     "Thank you." I finally said. "My name is Hank Gloomis. And you are...?" 


     "Please, call me Cali."  


     "Cali, this must be your place then?" 


     "Believe it or not, no, it belongs to the Captain. You will meet him later on. Please come in and I will set you up with a room." 


     I followed the night siren as she led me in by candle light. The hotel lights were low and gave the place a very ethereal vibe. My eyes dropped to Cali's ass and it swayed in perfect rhythm. It was one of those asses you just had to smack if you had permission or not. She led me down a small corridor to desk and grabbed a key from the wall. I didn't know hotels still used keys. Usually everything is key cards. My guess was this place hasn't made it to the 21st century yet. It was odd that she didn't ask for a credit card information. Maybe this place simply asks for that stuff when your stay is over. I didn't know and I was a bit too tired to care. 


     "Please follow me." Cali smiled that perfect smile again. 


     I remained silent and obeyed like some little puppy. Everything began to blur. We were standing in front of a room and I didn't know how we got there. The door was open and Cali pointed with her hand. In the distance I could hear whispers. They sounded like they were coming from down the corridors. I couldn't make out what they were saying but they had an oddly familiar sound. 


     "Let me know if you need anything." 


     "Can you stay and talk for a bit? I have been on the road for most of the day. I could use some human company." I wasn't going to let this vision walk away without trying. 


     "There is a gathering at midnight. All guests are invited." 


     "So, you won't stay and chat?" 


     "Rest and I will see you at midnight." and with that she walked away. 


     I stepped into the room and closed the door. I still heard that faint whispering but pushed it from my thoughts. I had a long drive ahead of me tomorrow and needed the rest. I opened my bottle of Knob Creek and took a long swig. I placed my bag and bottle on a small table. The room was pretty plain. A bed, two night-stands, a chair, a curtained window and one lone lamp. I jumped into bed and stared at the white ceiling. My thoughts drifted to that fine ass of Cali's and felt a stir in my pants. I could rub one out but everything still felt hazy. I closed my eyes and slipped into dream land. 


     I dreamed of the highway again. I saw the hotel in the distance. Cali faded into view. All I could whisper was "Such a lovely place, such a lovely face." The voices in the distance grew louder and that shimmering took up my whole vision. Something dark reached for me and I screamed. 


     I woke up with a start and quickly looked around. The room was dark except for beams of moonlight spilling in from the window. I never remembered opening the curtains. Then I noticed a figure standing just behind the light. I lifted my head and Cali walked into the pale moon light. 


     She was still clothed in her two piece, with the sarong around her curvy hips. I lifted myself up in bed and stared. The moonlight made her even more beautiful. I didn't say anything as she moved to the edge of the bed and crawled on her hands and knees toward me. Was I still dreaming? This couldn't be happening. The whiskey must have fucked me up more than I thought. 


     Cali crawled till her face was close to mine. I could hear whispers down the corridor and I think they were saying "Cali". The heat of her body came off in waves. Her full lips came close and she gently kissed me. If this was a dream then I never wanted to wake up. She tasted sweet and innocent. Her lips were like drinking a fine wine. She gently pulled away but then nibbled on my lower lip. 


     I felt myself get hard as her head went to my neck and licked my skin. Her hands drifted to my shirt and began pulling. I could sense she was hungry. Something about her movements cried out that she would not be denied. I quickly helped her with taking my shirt off. She unbuckled my belt and with one quick motion slipped my jeans off.  


     Cali's body was back on top of mine as her hands caressed me. I looked down and noticed I was rock hard. Cali noticed too and her hand passed over the fabric of my boxers. She ran her finger tips along my shaft and gave a playful smile. I reached out and grabbed her breasts. One hand slipping in her bikini top and passing over a nipple. They stood at attention as she let out a small moan. 


     Her hand hooked on the edge of the boxers and pulled them aside exposing my cock. She grasped it and slowly began to stroke it. She stared at me a space of seconds until she lowered her head and wrapped her lovely lips around my shaft. Her mouth was wet like a hungry animal. She was slow and methodical as her head raised and fell with every stroke from her mouth. I could feel her lips pass over every vein and take all of me down to the hilt. Then she would slowly retract with sucking sounds right back up to the head. Her tongue swirled the slit at the head of my cock and all I could do was lean my head back and let out a little moan. 


     I could hear more wet sounds. I saw Cali with one of her hands down her bikini bottom. She worked my head as her other hand worked her pussy. She took the same hand and wrapped it around my cock. The mixture of her wetness and salvia made her hand motions smooth as she pumped my cock. 


     "You taste so good." Cali said in a faint voice. 


     As Cali's mouth took my cock again, I helped undo her bikini top. Her breasts were free and firm. I couldn't keep my hands off them. One of her hands pressed on my chest and forced me down. I could feel a real strength from her as I obeyed. She yanked off my boxers as I watched her. I was so turned on it was hard to think. This beautiful woman just broke into my room and is having her way with me. Wet dream or not, I didn't want this to end. 


     In the dim light, Cali removed her sarong and bikini bottom and I could see she was shaven. She moved up and guided my cock into her hungry wet slit. She dripped down the shaft as she slowly lowered herself inch by inch until I was fully inside. I let out a long breath as she pumped her hips slowly. She let out small moans but they grew in intensity. I grabbed her hips and controlled the tempo. She was light in my arms as I slowly shoved her down. Her muscles tightened around my member with each stroke. I could feel the buildup and I wasn't sure if I could hold back anymore. 


     "Keep fucking me. Don't stop. Please just keep fucking me. You feel so alive. I need you in me. Stay in me." Cali moaned. 


     Cali slapped me and I lost it. My cock surged and I clamped my hands on her hips. I forced her to stay on my hips as I shot my load inside her. I could feel her hot pussy drink in every drop. Her mouth made an O but remained silent as waves of pleasure shuddered throughout her body. She then moved off me and sucked on my cock trying to tease out small amounts of come. 


     I laid back and let out the deepest breath I could. Cali moved away from me and strolled to the door. She looked back at me and gave a devilish smile. Was she leaving already? 


     "Follow me to the feast." 


     Cali ran out of the room naked and left the door opened. I didn't know what came over me. She made me mad as a hatter and I ran after her. Thinking about her on me made me want her more. I never felt like this about anyone before. Already I could feel my cock start to get hard again.  


     We ran down the corridors laughing and like kids. We made our way to glass doors. Cali opened them and ran out into a courtyard. I didn't even think twice as I ran after her. I stepped out into the courtyard a stuttered to a halt. 


     The area was grassy and filled with tables covered in food. The entire courtyard was filled with beautiful women and men naked as the day they were born. Lanterns hung from ropes and the air was filled with joy. Cali stood with a bunch of pretty boys and winked at me. 


     I walked over awkwardly with a hard on. Cali met me and turned to the men while pressing her ass against my hard cock. She moved her hips up and down as she laughed. 


     "Hank, these are my friends." Cali said as if it was a normal conversation.  


     A handsome blonde guy came over and made out with Cali. The whole atmosphere was relaxed as Cali grabbed my cock slid it into her waiting hole. She made wet kisses and she moved up and down on my shaft. I had never been in an orgy before but with everything so chill, I really just went with it. 


     More people moved closer and either watched or joined in. A beautiful red head came over and stuck her tongue in my mouth while Cali continued to ride me. I could see another man sneak up behind the red head and push his cock into her. Moans and gasps filled the air. I looked around and the orgy was in full swing.  


     At the head of the main table an older man sat with a captain's hat on. At his feet were two blondes licking and sucking his huge member. He smiled and stroked their hair as they took turns deep throating him. He tilted his head back and grunted as one of the blondes pulled away and showered her face in come. More pumped out as the other blonde took him into her mouth. Now I knew why they called him the Captain. 


     I saw nothing but bodies rubbing and moaning in delight.  I couldn't help but take the whole surreal moment in. I slid into Cali over and over while I tried to remember what I had to do. It looked like everyone was here was trying to forget. To spend some time with strangers and focus on nothing but pleasure. 


     Cali bent forward and let my hard cock slip out. She positioned herself and I slid right into her tight ass. Her pussy was tight but her ass was even tighter. It held onto me as she rocked back and forth. I could feel myself start to build again as her perfect ass bounced on my hips. She lowered her front half and I could see her head bobbing on the blonde guy’s dick. He smiled at me as we both took her. The whole event was mind blowing. I saw a group of women kissing and fingering while several men blew their loads on top of them. One woman was bent over a table and men took turns thrusting into her. She cried out in pleasure and screamed out for more. The air was thick with sex and it was pushing me over the edge. 


     I shot my load into Cali's waiting ass. She moaned loudly as my cock became extra slippery. I thought I was done but I could still feel I was hard. I felt possessed as I rammed her over and over and could feel myself ready to shoot another load. The blonde guy blasted his load and stepped back and another guy with black hair moved in and filled Cali's mouth. I pulled out of Cali's ass and pushed into her dripping wet slit. It was so tight as I felt myself bulge and fill her up again. 


     It felt like hours passed and I finally collapsed. Bodies littered the cool grassy floor. Some stirred and sat up like robots. Soon everyone was sitting at the tables. I was groggy from so much sex, I did the same. 


     "Can someone bring me some wine?" A man said at another table. 


     "We haven't had that spirit here since 1969." The Captain answered. 


     I still could hear voices calling from far away. There was no wine but there was champagne on ice. Cali sat next to me but her face took on a sullen look. I reached for the champagne and Cali put her hand over mine. 


     "We are all prisoners here of our own device." Her face was the saddest I had ever seen. 


     "What do you mean? You seemed so happy before. Is everything okay?" I was truly bewildered.   


     "You will understand. I am sorry for that." 


     There was an earth-shattering roar. I nearly leaped out of my skin. Everyone looked around frightened and tired. Almost like they knew what was going to happen but resigned themselves to it. I stood up and shadows appeared at the head of the captain’s table. I could feel the color drain from my face as something big slowly emerged from the darkness. 


     It had the body of a muscular four-legged beast. Tentacles writhed from its shoulders as its massive ten-foot form loomed into view. Teeth the size of daggers dripped with steaming salvia. Its black form swiped at the captain and his body was thrown into a wall. People screamed as they grabbed steely knives. The beast roared again as everyone on mass attacked it. It swatted them like flies. Bodies crashed into tables and walls and its voice shook the very ground. 


     I stood paralyzed as tentacles whipped out and grabbed people. I could see from its underbelly it had several monstrous black members. Black tentacles grabbed men and women. Some of them spread legs apart and one tentacle would push into open slits. Men were forced onto their knees and penetrated. Women moaned as the tentacles pushed in and out. The beast roared as some tentacles wrapped around Cali. I reached out to her but she was snatched away. 


     The beast was breathing heavy as it lowered Cali underneath it. She bit her lip as it forced her body onto one of its large members. She moaned loudly as the creature used her wet hole. She cried out as it came and rivers of come spilled from her gash. It then pushed her onto another member and began the process again. More tentacles raced out and pulled people toward the hungry beast. It pushed its large cock into men and women alike. All moaned with pleasure, with some begging for more. 


     The next thing I remember I was running for the door. I had to find the way back to where I was before. I was lost in a maze of corridors with moaning and whispering in the far distance. It felt like an hour passed before I recognized a hallway. I ran through it and I was at the front desk. There were three men standing there with sun glasses on. They must be the late shift. Never mind the fact it was night, I didn't pause to ask about the sunglasses and slammed my hands on the counter. 


     "Call the cops! There is something in the courtyard attacking the guests. We need to get out of here!" I screamed. 


     "Relax." said the night man. "We are ordered to receive. You can check out any time you like but you can never leave." 


     The three men showed three twisted smiles. I was gibbering as I ran out the front door to my car. I didn't care that I was naked and scared half to death. I needed to get out of there! 


     I floored it in reverse onto the road, pushed the handle into drive and sped out kicking sand into the night air. I let out all the air in my lungs as I slowly felt safer on the road. I was hauling ass and wouldn't slow down till I found someone, anyone to help all those people. 


     It felt like I was driving all night when I saw a glow in the distance. Finally! Maybe someone could help me. As I drove closer, I looked at the neon sign and my heart skipped a beat. 


     "Hotel Cali." beamed in neon colors. 


     I sped to a halt and looked around. The hotel was the exact same one I just left. I know I didn't go around in circles but here I was sitting in my car in front of the place. The main door opened and Cali stepped out holding a candle. 


     I jumped out of the car and ran to her. "Are you okay? What happened to the beast? Did everyone get out?" 


     Cali looked down with sadness. "Like I said. We are all prisoners here. You will never leave here just as we never have." 


     I stood there naked in the night air. I felt my mind crack as Cali's hands glided over my body. She knelt before me. I looked down at her. Her lips wrapped around my hardening cock and all I could think of was "such a lovely place, such a lovely face". 


     ~Fin~ 
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     One 


     Vanessa stepped out of her car and dropped her shorts. A warm breeze passed over her skin as she threw the shorts onto the hood of the car and made her way down to the beach. The sound of crashing waves excited her as her feet touched the sand. Vanessa stood in the middle of the deserted beach in her black one-piece bathing suit and stared out into the ocean. 


     The beach laid before her as memories came flooding back from a time long ago. Laughing and playing in the surf, her mother calling out, telling her and her sister not to venture too far. Making sand castles and turning over crabs to see them struggle on their backs. This beach held such magic it flooded her senses and pushed warmth into Vanessa’s smiling face. 


     Vanessa sat down on the sand as the sun began to touch the horizon behind her. Every year she came to this spot to relive her magical moments and every year it did not disappoint. Her family at times could not join her due to busy lives but it did not matter, with or without them, everything fell into place when she was here. 


     The sand was smooth in-between her fingers as her gaze fell upon the waves. Deeper memories began to dance in her mind. Images of her swimming played out, the feel of the water, the quiet peacefulness, the cool air on her face as she rushed up for a breath, the sight of something in the water. 


     The thought of that strange event pushed through her mind and body. One summer when she was eleven, something moved through the waves just out of sight. Vanessa floated in the blue green ocean as something moved with tremendous speed around her. At the time she thought it was a dolphin or some other playful creature of the sea. She never felt fear or danger as it swam around her. Vanessa floated and smiled as her eyes tried to make out what it was. Then it slowed down and moved closer. It materialized out of the underwater mist but all Vanessa could see was a long dark shape and its eyes. Large and green, the eyes blinked but kept a safe distance. They were oval and slitted like a cat. Vanessa’s innocence showed as she smiled and waved at them. The eyes hovered for moments before it winked. Vanessa winked back and smiled. A heartbeat later she blinked. When she opened her eyes again, the green eyes were gone. Vanessa swam up to the surface and enthusiastically yelled “Bye” to whomever was watching her. 


     Vanessa never talked about it to anyone. Even at an early age, she knew it was a special moment. A time she will never forget. So, every year she made her way down to this exact beach and every year she searched for those mysterious green eyes.  


     With the warm sand underneath and pleasant memories swimming in her head Vanessa felt a heat push through her body. The beach was like a second home and since she was alone, she felt a stirring in her she could not ignore. She laid back and looked up into the dimming sky, one hand behind her head and another on her stomach. The comfort and seclusion made everything feel natural. Her hand began to move downward as she moaned deep inside her throat. Her fingers rubbed herself over the fabric of her bathing suit. A warm rush of blood flooded in-between her legs. An urge pressed inside her as she further rubbed down below. The heat played over her like a hot bath. In rhythmic motion she slightly intensified the tempo. Vanessa felt the fabric of her bathing suit getting wet and frustratingly in the way. Her fingers hooked the lower edge of her suit and pulled it aside. Warm fingers pressed against her exposed shaved womanhood. An index finger pressed her clit and she began rubbing once again. Pulses of pleasure ran through her as she let out a pleasurable sigh. The crashing of the waves sang with her breathing. Vanessa opened her eyes and could see the sky turning red as one or two stars twinkled in the fading light. 


     Her rhythm intensified as she gently rubbed her clit. The sand underneath shifted with her writhing. Deep pulses grew more and more heated. Her breathing sped up with each wave of pleasure. She grew louder and her breath labored. A spasm went through her body as she felt an orgasm getting closer and closer. Vanessa took one sharp intake of breath and bucked her hips as a wave of intense energy filled her. Vanessa’s fingers came away soaked. She put one and then two in her mouth to lick off the sweetness. She lay for moments letting the rush of pleasure fade away. She then covered herself and sat up with almost drunken bliss. 


     Vanessa stood up and walked to the car. The sun had set and the air cooled. She grabbed her hoody, matches, wine glass and a bottle of cabernet. Vanessa spent ten minutes collecting driftwood and five minutes later a fire was started. With hoody wrapped her shoulders; she uncorked the bottle of red and poured it into glass. 


     The sky was filled with stars as occasional clouds drifted on the horizon. The crescent moon hung high in the night sky. Vanessa smiled as she sipped her wine and listened to the waves. It was her yearly ritual and it brought a sense of completeness to her being. But those mysterious green eyes haunted her thoughts. What did she see? They didn’t appear human but they had such a human quality. Animals don’t wink. Every year she asked her herself if she imagined it and every year, she told herself no. It wasn’t some childhood dream but something that actually happened. It boarded obsession but only when the beginning of summer arrived. Her annual trip filled her with purpose, questions and mystery. 


     The bottle of wine was almost empty. Vanessa looked at it, topped off her glass and shoved it into the sand. She let out a sigh as time pressed on closer to midnight. Vanessa stood up to get her tent and sleeping bag from the car. She would spend the night and head out in the morning. She yawned and made one last look at the dark ocean. Her eyes caught something in the waves. Two ghostly glowing orbs floated in the dark waters. 


     Vanessa never blinked as her heart skipped a beat. She watched as the tiny orbs stayed slightly out of range of the waves. They hovered in the gloom and moved slightly but still in her field of vision. 


     “Is that you?” Vanessa whispered. 


     The tiny orbs appeared white and not the familiar green she remembered from her past. Then suddenly another pair of white orbs appeared next to the first ones. Vanessa had no idea what to feel. She was stock still, watched and waited. The orbs hovered for another minute before they started to move. 


     Unease filled Vanessa and she took a step back. The orbs moved through the water toward her. She took another step back when something emerged from the water. Her eyes had to adjust. The form moved through the low waves and stalked toward her. It looked sort of like a hunched short man. It had long arms and thin legs. It had round white eyes but as it moved closer, it appeared like something from a nightmare. It had a webbed fin at the top of its head and fins on its forearms. Its hands were long, webbed and spindly with clawed finger tips. The light of the fire showed its wet black skin, its mouth filled with teeth. A second one rose out of the water following the first. 


     Vanessa screamed as she turned and ran. She could hear them gurgling as they quickened their movements. She glanced back and saw that the first one was almost on top of her. Her feet kicked up sand as she ran up the winding path to her car. Her hand just touched the door handle when arms wrapped around her. Vanessa fought hard as she was pulled away. The creature gurgled as Vanessa kicked and punched. The arms around her were like iron and no matter how she struggled they refused to budge. 


     A second set of hands grabbed her legs and Vanessa was off the ground. She bucked her entire body as the two creatures carried her down to the beach. They gurgled at the small bon fire and carried Vanessa further down the beach away from the fire light. Vanessa opened her eyes during the struggle and looked at the creatures close up. They had patches of scaly and smooth skin. Their eyes glowed in the night as their mouths opened and closed, gurgling the entire time. The wine was knocking Vanessa’s coordination off as she tried to fight the creatures. When they were far enough from the bon fire, the creatures threw her onto the sandy beach. 


     Vanessa’s eyes slowly adjusted to the light of the starry night. The first creature was slightly larger than the second, its white eyes staring at Vanessa. Both creatures stopped gurgling and stood silent above Vanessa. The larger one reached down and started pulling on her bathing suit. Vanessa grabbed at its wrist and fought with every ounce of her strength. Her eyes dropped down and could see in-between the creature’s legs. It had something similar to a penis, about seven to eight inches long. It dangled and then Vanessa noticed it was getting hard. 


     “NO!” Vanessa screamed. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     Vanessa tried to kick but the slightly smaller creature knelt down and held her legs. The slightly larger one stopped pulling and started ripping Vanessa’s bathing suit. In mere moments, the lower half was ripped to shreds, its claws nicking her legs and thighs. Thin lines of blood bloomed. Vanessa’s thrashing was of no use. The creature’s strength kept her in place as a long tongue slipped out of the larger one’s mouth. It moved snake-like along her inner thigh and touched one of the lines of blood, its white eyes peering down at her prone body. 


     The creature gave a slightly high-pitched gurgle as the tongue licked her pussy. Vanessa could not believe what was happening. She tried to calm down and then the creature brushed her pussy with its tongue again. She jolted and her pussy grew wet. The creature took even more interest between her legs. 


     *** 


     It looked at the squirming warm blood before it. The fragrance coming off the female was intoxicating. Her scent floated in the air and into the water. The sweet smell drifted for miles in the ocean currents. Ancient memories floated into its simple brain, times when its kind would come onto land and steal female warm bloods. They would enjoy themselves night after night before dining on their flesh. The noises it made were sickening sweet. A stab of sadness went through the creature’s mind, it wanted to bring the ancient times back, no matter what their lord whispered. Then a creeping pleasure bloomed in its mind as it decided it would continue the ancient tradition of pleasure and feeding. 


     *** 


     Vanessa lifted her head and watched what the creature was doing. Its tongue licked her pussy and drove the tip of it into her. Vanessa gasped and the creature pushed its long tongue further in. Then it pulled it back and forth slowly inside of her. Vanessa tried to keep quiet but she could feel herself getting wetter. Every time she made a noise it seemed to drive the creature on. She could see thick white liquid drip from its member.  


     The struggle to stay quiet was taking its toll. Vanessa tried to not move her body or make a sound but the creature seemed to continue of its own accord. The tongue grew thicker the deeper it went in. She twisted and moved. The second creature appeared by her head and held her arms down. Then it moved quickly and slashed open the top of her bathing suit exposing her ample right breast. As it held down her arms, its tongue slipped out and twirled around her nipple. 


     Vanessa could feel her own wetness on her thighs and down her ass. The creature pulled its tongue out and licked its thin lips. It forced open her legs even further. Vanessa’s eyes grew wide as she saw what the creature was going to do. Then the smaller one sat on her chest and leered in her face. Heat rushed into Vanessa’s face as its member brushed her cheek. Then it grabbed the sides of her face and pushed the tip of its cock into her mouth. With the creature’s claws on her face, Vanessa did not struggle. She feared it would claw the life out of her. It pushed into her mouth and pulled back slowly. Vanessa fought to breath as she felt the bigger one slide into her wetness. One rode her face while the other rode between her thighs. 


     The one on her face gurgled loudly as it shot several globs of liquid into her mouth. Vanessa gulped the salty liquid as an orgasm blasted through her own body. The creature was still hard and continued to pump its cock into her mouth. Then a short moment later the other one riding her made the same nightmarish inducing sound. Again, it still remained hard as it slid back and forth. Claws dug deep into her legs and thighs and Vanessa gave a muffled moan. The noises she made drove the one on her face to shoot more globs into her mouth. She felt like she was going to drown. 


     The creatures both pulled away and Vanessa gasped for air. In unison, they turned the dazed Vanessa onto her stomach and hoisted her onto her hands and knees. Before Vanessa could protest, they each inserted their members into her. The sudden rush from both ends made Vanessa go hot from blood pumping throughout her body. They dragged their claws across her back. The big one behind her was pumping so much liquid, Vanessa could feel it drip out of her in a stream. The more she opened her mouth to breathe the further the other one pushed which forced her to swallow the salty cum in large gulps. 


     From the ocean, something large and serpent-like rose. It saw perfectly in the night air as it moved toward the two creatures and the female. Its tail slithered behind it as it walked on thin muscular legs. It hardly ventured on land but it could not stop its self when it saw acts being committed on its beach.  


     Vanessa could feel her own blood drip from her wounds. Her stomach knotted as the creature continued to pump cum down her throat. She wanted it to end. She was mentally hanging on by her fingertips as another orgasm rocked her. The creature cut her hips as it grabbed and rammed its self into her. It drove its member to the hilt and using its long tongue licking up blood from her back. Then it gave an inhuman scream. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     The large creature continued to hump Vanessa from behind. Its claws deep in her as its member pushed another load into her already filled pussy. Vanessa was on the verge of passing out when she heard a gurgled scream behind her, a disturbing crunch followed by a spray of cool liquid all over her back. The other creature pulled its member out of Vanessa’s mouth and screeched. Vanessa gasped for air as she glanced up. Something moved with lighting speed. It whipped forward and bashed the side of the small creature’s head caving it in. It fell to the sandy beach floor in a slump and everything grew still. 


     Images moved in slow motion as Vanessa fought to stay conscious. She looked back and saw the other creatures head was also caved in and lying in the sand. Foul blood covered her body from what spurted out of the creature’s destroyed skull. Her body cut and bleeding, her clothes torn and ragged, Vanessa collapsed. Something serpentine towered over her a few feet away. It had humanoid arms, legs and shoulders but its body was long and serpent like. It moved its snake-ish head from side to side, its long neck twisting behind it. From head to tail it looked about ten feet long but in the starry night it was hard to tell exactly. 


     Vanessa tried to move but her body would not respond. Shock had taken hold and Vanessa laid there like a rag doll. The serpent turned its gaze on Vanessa and green cat like eyes peered down.  


     “It’s you.” Vanessa said with a weak whisper and passed out. 


     *** 


     Vanessa’s eyes fluttered open. She saw the night sky above her as she floated. Something was curled under her arms and pulled her gently through the water in slow fluid strokes. The crashing of waves could be heard in the distance. Vanessa felt the ocean all around her but she was still too weak to move or put up much of a fight. Not that she would. 


     Calm had overcome the exhausted Vanessa. Green eyes floated in her mind as she was pulled through the water. Another scaled hand covered her mouth and nose and pulled her under. The star light faded as darkness shrouded her body. Deep under water she could still see the crescent moon. It shined like a beacon to the world she was leaving behind. 


     Darkness claimed Vanessa once again. 


     Vanessa awoke and found herself in a dimly lit cave. The light in the cave seemed to be from some glowing blue moss on the rocky walls. The azure glow was soothing to her eyes as she attempted to keep them open. She felt something warm on her leg. Vanessa struggled to lift her head and managed to see the serpent by her legs with its tongue on her. She nearly jolted until she noticed its green eyes meeting hers as its tongue moved slowly across one of her open wounds. There was a burning sensation but the pain had lessened. The serpent moved its tongue onto another wound, again a slight burning and pain fading away. 


     The serpent gave off tremendous heat. The cave felt warm and humid. Vanessa stared as the serpent went from one wound to the next. Her eyes could see the gashes were closing, its eyes watching her as she watched it. There was no fear or panic. Everything felt as natural as the tides. This time Vanessa fell into a deep sleep. 


     When Vanessa reawakened, she turned her head and could see the serpent was lying next to her. Its eyes were closed but in the blue cave light she could make out its features. It had smooth reptilian features. Its skin was scaly and black but there were random lone emerald green scales dotting its neck and long body. Vanessa turned her naked body to face the sleeping creature next to her. It was longer than her by far but its tail was curled up around her leg. Blankets lay beneath them. They looked like different types of beach blankets. Vanessa looked with amused surprise as she saw the serpent lying on a blue beach blanket, she thought she lost years ago. 


     Vanessa lifted her leg and could see thin lines where the creatures had ravaged her skin. They seemed to be healing fast and there was no pain. She put her leg down and noticed the serpent’s eyes were open and staring. Vanessa smiled and put her hand on the side of its face. It didn’t move but quietly gazed at Vanessa. It seemed to have a look of concern. 


     “I’m okay. Thank you for saving me.” Vanessa whispered. 


     Vanessa could not believe how great she felt. Something her green eyed serpent did healed her. An image flashed of it licking her wounds and her face flushed red. She had bleeding claw marks all over her and this serpent ran its tongue over them, healing each wound with tender care.  


     The serpent moved its hand and touched her chest. The tatters of Vanessa’s bathing suit and hoody were long gone. She lay naked next to the large serpent and feeling just as she did as a child, completely natural. Her hand reached out and touched its face with a lovingly caress. The scales under her finger tips felt smooth as she went from its face down its neck. Green Eye’s tongue slowly slipped out and ran it between her breasts. Vanessa gave a gentle smile. The acts of the gurgling creatures faded from her mind and the heat of passion began to rise. Vanessa’s heart raced with excitement. 


     Green Eyes stared as Vanessa moved a bit closer. The sound of lapping water echoed around the small cozy cave. Its tongue swirled around Vanessa’s sensitive nipple. Vanessa could feel herself become wet immediately. Her scent filled the cave making the serpent’s eyes grow wider. Her hands moved across its serpentine chest. Its tail curled tighter around her leg.  


     Vanessa looked at its long body and noticed a slit in between Green Eyes legs. Something pushed out and Vanessa gasped in surprise. Her sea serpent had a large member, over ten inches and an impressive girth. In silence Vanessa dropped her hand and started to run her fingers across its shaft. It was smooth, black and veiny. She knew where this was going but her thighs grew wetter with the thought of it inside her. She played with the tip and her sea serpent hissed in pleasure. Green Eye’s tongue tightened around Vanessa’s nipple and she moaned. Her sensitivity was overpowering and the heat pouring from the serpent’s tongue made her orgasm. 


     The moan was loud and long. While Vanessa was still on her side, Green Eyes pressed the tip against Vanessa’s wet pussy. She shuddered when the tip pressed and barely penetrated her.  With writhing movements, Vanessa guided Green Eye’s serpent cock into her. It was slow going at first. She worked her wetness over it. Her pussy lips could feel every vein as it slowly pushed inside of her. Her moaning grew louder and more intense. She came hard and wetness spilled all over Green Eye’s cock. Vanessa never knew she could squirt and squirt she did. 


     Green Eyes pushed its hips in a slow rhythmic fashion. Vanessa held onto its scaly body for dear life as her pussy stretched to conform to its cock size. She could tell he was being gentle. Despite it not saying a word, it gave expressions of concern and ecstasy. Vanessa licked the long neck and tasted salt water off its scales. Then Vanessa cried out in pain and Green Eyes stopped. She panted and needed a moment. Her sea serpent was very large and she just needed a moment to take him in. After a minute, Vanessa held onto her serpent and moved her hips back and forth. Her pussy took all of his cock and slid hungrily further onto it. 


     Vanessa rolled Green Eyes onto its back and started to ride him. Green Eyes did not protest as Vanessa moaned and slid up and down on his hard member. Its hands reached up and squeezed Vanessa’s breasts.  Then it hoisted up the top part of its body and curled around Vanessa as she cried in pleasure. The heat of its coiled body around her chest and tits made Vanessa orgasm again and a flash flood of wetness covered Green Eyes thin scaly hips. 


     Green Eye’s tongue snaked out and into Vanessa’s mouth. She hungrily took it as she tasted its warmth. They entwined and embraced two bodies as one. She came and moments later Green Eyes hissed a moan. It was deep and powerful as heat shot into Vanessa’s drenched mound. Vanessa scream in please as her body shuddered over and over again. Her eyes rolled into her head. Green Eyes uncoiled and gently held Vanessa as waves of pleasure crashed into her very being. A watery pale liquid poured out of her as she curled up in Green Eye’s arms and fell asleep. 


     


  




  

     Four 


     Vanessa woke to her stomach growling. The cave was still and Green Eyes was nowhere to be seen. She sat up and took in her surroundings. She could see at the back of the small cave there was a lapping pool of sea water. She guessed that is where Green Eyes would come and go. Other than that, there wasn’t much more to the cozy little cave. 


     Again, Vanessa’s stomach growled. She had no idea how much time had passed. The cave had no outside light and she had not eaten since before she drove up to the beach. She could have been here for days with no way to tell. Despite her hunger, she felt good and a little worn out. 


     The pool at the end of the cave rippled and Green Eye’s reptilian head emerged. He crawled into the cave and toward Vanessa. Her face lit up at the sight of his serpent body snaking forward to her, his eyes wide with pleasure. Vanessa patted her stomach. 


     “I am a bit hungry.” Not sure if he understood. She hoped he would not give her raw fish. She liked sushi but that would be a little too much. 


     Green Eyes looked down at her stomach and then back at her eyes. Then he stood on his legs and reared up. Vanessa could not take her eyes off her sea serpent. His thin and sleek form made her wet. She went on her knees with her feet underneath her. Again, she patted her stomach. 


     The slit between Green Eye’s legs opened slightly as his cock slid out. Vanessa did not protest but hunger was distracting her. She was more than willing to go again but she really needed food in her belly. 


     “I don’t think you understand. I need food, something to eat.” 


     Green Eyes grabbed the base of his cock and put the tip to Vanessa’s lips. She smiled and heat flashed through her. As she kneeled before him, wetness poured as she stared it. Her lips could feel the heat coming off his hardening cock and she wasn’t even touching it yet. She was about the say something when Green Eyes put his scaly hands on the side of her head and slowly pushed the tip into her mouth. Vanessa moaned and hunger became an afterthought. She took the tip and began sucking. Bobbing her head, Green Eye’s hissed and watched. Her hands wrapped around the base and pumped as she sucked with her full lips. Green Eyes could see her full tits swaying and she upped the tempo. 


     Green Eyes hissed. Vanessa felt a torrent of hot fluid shoot from the tip and fill her mouth. She was about to spit it out but Green Eyes held her head in a gentle but firm way. She couldn’t break away and instinctually swallowed. It was nothing she ever tasted before. Vanessa had pleasured men before and was familiar with the taste of cum but this was different. It was sweet with an indescribable edge. She liked it and hungrily gulped it down. 


     To her surprise, Green Eyes kept coming. Vanessa continued to drink and drink. She could feel the fluid slide down her throat and into her belly. The hunger pangs faded and disappeared. Vanessa pulled away and looked up at her sea serpent. She felt full and energized. The urge to fuck took over her. She turned and put herself on all fours. She wanted her serpent inside her at all cost. 


     “Fuck me my sea serpent!” She growled. 


     Green Eye’s cock slid into Vanessa’s dripping pussy. This time she was ready for his size. She arched her back and spread herself as much as she could. Green Eyes filled her and started to pump her from behind.  Vanessa could not help herself, she moaned like an animal in heat. Green Eyes humped her ass as the cave echoed their hissing and moans. His serpent form curved forward and held Vanessa underneath him. Vanessa sat up while she was still on her knees. Green Eyes arms coiled around her and held tight. Vanessa shuddered with each orgasm. Everything felt as perfect as it could feel. Emotions and passion swirled throughout her body with each thrust of her serpent’s cock. Vanessa squirted and that only seemed to urge her serpentine lover on.  


     Green Eyes came as it held Vanessa tight. Her pussy filled, she shuddered from another orgasm. Their mixed juices flowed down together onto the blankets. Vanessa reached behind her and held onto Green Eye’s neck as she rode him. After a few moments she fell onto the blankets exhausted. Green Eyes stayed in her as Vanessa lay on her stomach. The pleasure had been too much and she fell asleep as Green Eyes slid in and out of her. It pulled out its hard member and placed it in between Vanessa’s ass cheeks and let loads of cum spurt all over her. He knew she claimed him as hers. This last act was to claim her as his. 


     


  




  

     Five 


     Vanessa dived into the pool at the end of the cave. Green Eyes was already under water waiting for her. It was dark underwater and Vanessa couldn’t see where she was going. Green Eyes reached out and took her by the hand. Both swam eagerly down a tunnel and then out into open water. The sun was high in the sky and Vanessa swam upwards to meet it. When Vanessa broke the surface, she felt like a new woman. Everything had changed and she felt free like a bird just learning to fly. 


     Green Eyes swam around Vanessa in circles as she smiled with the sun on her face. She started to swim to the shore and Green Eyes followed. Alongside Vanessa, he escorted her to the beach. Vanessa walked out onto the hot sand naked to the world. She looked up the path and her car waited at the top. 


     Vanessa turned around and saw only Green Eye’s snake like head breaking the surface of the water, his jade eyes sparkling in the sun light. She watched with a heavy heart as he stayed in the water. Moments passed and Green Eyes winked. Vanessa waved. Then Green Eyes went below the water’s edge and was gone. 


     Vanessa sat on the beach and let her naked skin soak in the rays. Hours passed as did the sun overhead. She let out a happy sigh. She promised herself to be back next year and the year after that. Every year she would return to visit her sea serpent lover and live their magical moments. 


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Sin Sally 
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     One 


     Bright light singed my sleepy eyes. I blinked away the white glare. The flashes of darkness helped me adjust to the blazing white light. As my vision cleared, I took in my surroundings. The room was a stark white. Windows were open and curtains billowed like happy ghosts. The sky outside was a deep blue and white puffy clouds drifted to the breeze. 


     I turned my head but found it difficult to move. I glanced over to see Susan sleeping peacefully next to me. Her face a quiet mask of a dreamer lost to other worlds. The bed was comfortable while our bodies were cloaked in white sheets. Susan’s heart beat and I could feel its pulse as she lay against me. My heart beat in sync to hers and I was lost to the rhythm. I wanted to reach over and kiss her but my senses were covered in mud. 


     The heat of Susan’s body warmed me. When I couldn’t sit up, I turned my head to her beautiful face. She was covered by the white sheet. Her head moved smoothly under the blanket. Her hands ran down my body. 


     “Why are you hiding?” I tried to whisper but nothing came out. 


     Moist lips pecked at my naked flesh. I let out a deep, serene breath. Susan’s lips continued down my chest, stomach and reaching my hip. I tried to reach out and touch her hair, her beautiful raven colored hair. Lips brushed my manhood. There was a stir and I could feel my cock respond to her touch. I glanced down to see Susan’s head move over my member. It was almost like she was under the sheet observing me. With a small shift, her lips closed around my cock head. 


     I moaned my approval and my hips gently rocked to her wet mouth. Sounds of slurping filled the picturesque room. I shut my eyes and focused on the playful sensations. I never knew her to feel this good. Her lips were like magic to my hard wand. Her hand gave my balls a playful squeeze and I gasped. 


     Susan picked up the tempo, her lips sliding up and down my shaft. My breathing quickened to her movements. Something rose to the surface and I could feel myself ready to come. Feeling began to return to my limbs. I griped the bed as she sucked my hard cock. Her tongue swirled, playing with my tip. Then her tongue would slather along the underside of my member in true lustful passion. 


     An overwhelming urge came over me. I wanted to see her lovely face. I wanted to see her perfect mouth on me. Thoughts of it bloomed into my mind’s eye and I wanted to see it. 


     I pulled the blanket away. With each inch of white sheet pulled away, Susan’s blow job was getting rougher. A few inches later, sharp stabs of pain filled me. An unknown force moved my hand as I continued despite the slowly sickening torment. Her head moved like a jack hammer under the sheet. The urge to come faded. Madness consumed me. The pain was beyond my limit yet I still pulled the sheet away. 


     The edge of the blanket fluttered up for barely a moment. Something similar to an eye stared back at me. My heart leaped into my chest. With one final flimsy move, I jerked the sheet off. 


     I screamed. 


     The thing between my legs was some twisted version of Susan. Its body was bent and spider like. Black hair framed its face. Large creepy ovals glared at me and burned my soul. Jagged teeth hovered over my erect cock, points ready to pierce my weak flesh. A long inhuman tongue wrapped around mid-shaft. It wasn’t smooth but bumpy with hairs growing out of the boils. It constricted and pain dialed up to eleven. 


     I continued to scream as the thing that was my girlfriend squeezed me. It made a wet, sloppy laughing sound. I was rock hard as the creature grazed the sides of my cock with its teeth. The tongue squeezed harder and my balls tightened. The creature made a hacking laugh as I shot my load into its mouth and teeth. Come dripped off the creature’s dagger like teeth. It opened its mouth further and clamped down with a crunch. 


     *** 


     I woke up making strange noises and flailing my limbs. I was entwined in blankets, feeling trapped like a scared animal. I trashed, trying to free myself. Darkness shrouded my senses and I couldn’t tell which way was up. Delicate hands reached out touching me firmly. I sat up and let out an inhuman scream. 


     “Nathan! Nathan! It’s okay! I’m here!” 


     My senses were in complete chaos but soon everything cleared. I looked over to see Susan’s worried face. I was covered in a cold sweat. Silently I untangled myself from the blankets and swung my legs over the side of the bed. I was heaving and mentally shaking the erratic images from my mind. 


     “Sweetie, are you okay?” 


     “Yea, I’m okay. It was just a bad dream.” I managed while calming my breath. 


     My underwear felt wet. I put my hand inside and my finger’s touched come. I was still rock hard even though I just shot my load. My body was primed and ready. I stood up and pulled off my sleeping pants and my underwear. I wasn’t wearing a shirt so I was nude. Susan turned on the lamp by her side of the bed. 


     “Hell of a nightmare. I’ve never seen you so hard.” Susan gave a disarming smile. 


     The images of the Susan monster clamped hold of my mind. Fear pulsed through my body as I stared at her. She looked at me with kind eyes but I still had the monster’s mask over her face. Reality bended and I never felt so turned on in my life.  


     I slid into bed naked. I reached out and my hand grabbed Susan’s hip. She looked at me with uncertainty. I didn’t speak but pulled her closer to me. The monster hugged my mind and fear dripped into my vision. Susan complied and moved closer. I could feel she was only wearing panties. Susan loved sleeping like that but I always felt a little more modest. Her firm breasts touched my chest, nipples pointed. Her eyes told me she was concerned but her body was responding to mine. I must have been a sight, heaving with wet skin and maybe a crazy look in my eyes. My cock pressed against her warm thigh. 


     “Please pull off your panties.” I said with a desperate whisper. 


     Susan reached under the blankets. Fabric slid over smooth skin. She kicked her leg to have them off her completely. I pictured the monster on Susan. My cock was still rock hard. I lay on my back. 


     “Get on me.” 


     Susan made a small smirk and threw her leg over. With one quick move, she was on her knees over my throbbing cock. She knelt down a little further, her pussy lips touching my head. Her eyes went from concern to the dirty girl I knew that lurked underneath. She let herself slide down my member. My cock head spread her wet lips. She let out a moan as she slid down to the hilt. Her hips made small movements as wet breaths escaped her lips. 


     I pictured the monster. “Choke me.” 


     Susan stopped and stared at me, her eyes questioning. 


     “Please choke me.” I said in the barest of a whisper. 


     Susan’s delicate hands slid up my chest to my neck. They curled around but she didn’t squeeze. 


     “Choke me!” I said and slapped her ass hard. 


     The surprise and sharp pain must have been the go ahead she needed. Her hands wrapped round my throat tight. Despite her thin frame, there was a strength I was always attracted to. Her thumbs pressed on my windpipe bending it and restricting airflow. I pushed my cock into her now very wet slit. My hands gripped her hips and held her on me while I speared her. Susan moaned as her body glowed hot. Her moans grew louder and turned into half whimpers. She eyed me and crushed my throat. I pictured the monster Susan having her way with me and it made my cock hard as steel. I gasped as she choked me. I thrust harder and harder. Susan used her thigh muscles to push down while I thrust up. I tried to moan but air couldn’t get through. My eyes bulged as I struggled to breath. A demented monster from my dreams continued to terrorize me as Susan choked the life out of me. 


     Susan's breathing turned to blissful screams. Her pussy tightened and I knew an orgasm blasted through her. She kept going and another one caused her to whimper. But she still kept going. I wheezed out a moan and my cock exploded. Jets of come shot into Susan’s womb, filling her up. She pumped her hips on me, trying to eke out every last drop. Her slit was tight and refused to let go. 


     My vision started to blur. I reached up and grabbed Susan’s wrists. I pulled and she let go. I took large deep breaths, sucking air back into my lungs. Without warning, I came again. I never thought it was humanly possible to even do that. 


     Susan pulled off and collapsed next to me. We both heaved with excitement, our bodies glistened with sweat. I reached over and held her close. She hugged me back, burying her face into my neck. 


     “Are you okay? I didn’t hurt you?” Susan asked between breaths. 


     “Yea, I’m okay.”  


     “That was hot.” Susan said snuggling into me. 


     It was hot, almost too hot. But I was already thinking about the morning. Our sex life was pretty vanilla. It was the middle of the night but in the morning, I know she will want to talk about it. I never thought she would find out my dirty secret and now it has come to light in the most unexpected way. I could feel worry dance at the edge of my senses. I fell back into a troubled sleep; unsure what tomorrow was going to bring. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     The kitchen was alive with the sound of sizzling omelets. I busied myself with making breakfast. Toast was cooking. Pancakes were stacked and juice was on the table. I was finishing up the last omelet loaded with peppers, cheese and bacon bits. With a quick skip of my spatula the omelet flipped and gently placed on a white plate. I spun around, placing the plate down as Susan walked in. 


     “Well good morning!” Susan smiled. She was wearing one of my T shirts. 


     “Good morning,” I smiled back. 


     Susan took a seat at the kitchen table. I undid my apron and hung it on its peg. I slammed my butt down in the chair and started to eat. I was having a difficult time looking at anything but my food. 


     “Nathan, I’ve never seen you so nervous. Last night was nothing to be scared about.” 


     I stopped shoveling food into my mouth. “I just have to say I’m sorry about last night.” 


     “Nathan, look at me.” Susan said softly. 


     I kept my head down but my eyes looked up into Susan’s beautiful face.  


     “Did last night bother you?” 


     I was quiet for a few seconds. “No, it didn’t bother me. It was the exact opposite. I just….” I trailed off. 


     “I didn’t know you were into that. It was a big turn on. We have been together for a year and I never seen you like that.” 


     I put my utensils down. “Susan, you are the best thing to happen to me. I’m scared this might open a door to something we can never return from.” 


     Susan smiled her bright smile. “I doubt that. I know you and I’m not completely surprised it happened.” 


     I could feel my face screw up into a question mark. “You’re not surprised?” 


     “Sweetie, you’re not as mysterious as you might think. I’m just curious on what happened last night?” 


     I sat there and mulled over last night’s events. Even though we have been together for a year, I still felt like I was keeping some secrets from her. It was true that she is the best thing to happen to me. Deep down I know I couldn’t really spook her but something kept me from trusting that thought. I didn’t believe she would run out of the house screaming but it was so difficult to talk about what went on in my mind. I laughed at myself because I thought she was only with me for my looks. 


     I took a deep breath. I had to tell her the truth. I was never good with relationships but I knew Susan was different. I had to trust her. I explained the dream in all its gory details. I then explained that I get turned on when I’m completely terrified. I felt like this since I was a teenager. I talked about how I would masturbate in the dark, thinking monsters were coming to get me. I would leave knives in my room and imagine a killer was going to walk through the door and have their way with me. I even would lock myself in my parent’s basement, pretending to be kidnapped. I then would masturbate furiously thinking at any moment a masked lunatic was going to come down the stairs and chop me into pieces. Susan was patient and attentive as I spilled my guts all over the place. I found myself talking faster and louder because I was scared, when I was done, my heart beat heavy in my chest. 


     “That seems to explain a lot.” Susan smiled. 


     I wasn’t sure what to feel. I looked away with the feeling of shame raining down on me. Susan stood up and knelt next to me. She put her hands on my legs and looked at me with pleading eyes. 


     “Nathan, this isn’t something to worry about. People have all sorts of kinks out there. You must have been keeping this in for a long time.” 


     “You’re not disgusted?”  


     “No. It does explain why you get a hard on after horror movies.” Susan gave a gentle giggle. 


      My face was flush. I could feel beads of sweat on my brow. I never told anyone about my weird desires. Now that it was all out in the open, I started to freak out. Susan must have noticed because she hugged me around the waist and pressed her face against my side. 


     “Nathan, it really is fine. I won’t speak about this with anyone. I love that you managed to tell me. I feel honored.” 


     “Where do we go from here?” I said trying to keep my voice from cracking. 


     Susan looked up with sensual eyes. “You have been holding this all in for so long, why not explore it together?” 


     I had to stare at her. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You really aren’t disgusted by it?” 


     “Not at all, if anything I think we should try it out. I love role play and this could be fun for both of us.” 


     I was silent for seconds. “I wouldn’t even know where to begin.” 


     Susan looked off to the side for a moment in quiet contemplation. She then stood up and went back to her seat. “Well, we would have to make it scary for you. I’m sure I can come up with something. Should we have a safety word?” 


     “No, if we have a safety word then I will use it. I need to be dominated and scared. Do you think you can do that?” 


     “I can try. Do you trust me enough to scare you but not hurt you?”  


     I had confessed one of my biggest darkest secrets. If I didn’t trust her at this point, then there was no hope for me. “Yes.” I said after great hesitation. 


     Susan tilted her head and her lip curved into a smirk. “I promise to never take it too far. Give me a few days to plan something. Is there anything else you think might make it scary enough for you?” 


     “I don’t know. A little pain has been a turn on with me. Losing complete control is the bigger turn on though.” 


     “Okay, that’s fine. I think I have enough to work with. We will keep it our little secret. Don’t worry Nathan, I will try to give you one hell of an experience.” Susan said cheerfully. 


     My mind began filling with curiosity. A spark of freedom and relief flooded my senses. I couldn’t believe I was even having this conversation. Excitement welled up in me and all I wanted to do now was talk about it. 


      “When do you think you will do it? Should I do something to get ready? Should I buy anything we might need?” 


      Susan laughed. “Just act like life is totally normal. If we try to schedule it then it will ruin the surprise. I will handle the details but when it does happen just enjoy every moment. We shouldn’t talk about it and go on with our lives. I promise it will be a lot of fun.” 


     I nodded in agreement. My eyes were wide with excitement. Susan loves horror movies as much as I do. It was one of the things that drew us together. We would have horror marathons weekly. I couldn’t believe that the woman sitting across from me was going to try and make my horror fantasies come true.  


     Susan was quick to change the conversation. We continued eating breakfast and talking about what was next on our daily lives. She told me that she would have to spend a few nights at her apartment. I found myself smiling as my brain ran wild with speculation. After we finished breakfast, I hugged her and held her close.  


     


  




  

     Three 


     When I stepped off the bus, rain started to fall. It had been four days since Susan and I talked about our little experiment. At first, I was excited at the prospect of role playing a horror movie. But as each day passed, my excitement turned to doubt, gloom and finally despair. We hadn’t seen each other since that morning. We talked on the phone but she seemed distracted and ended our conversations pretty quickly. I was getting the impression that maybe what I told her really freaked her out. Maybe she needed time to process it. Maybe it was too much for her and this all lead to her trying to break up with me. When I had those thoughts, I really fell into a deep pit of sadness. 


     I didn’t push and kept my distance. The thought of us having this wild horror sex experience soon faded from my mind. It was stupid for me to be so open about something so really weird. I had always felt like a freak about it but maybe I thought Susan was different. I should have trusted my gut and kept it from her. I could have said that night was just a wild moment and it wouldn’t happen again. My glee turned to ashes with each night. As rain soaked into my hair, I felt I deserved all of these terrible feelings. 


     I passed home after home until I reached mine. I looked up at the second story and I noticed a light was on in my bedroom. I didn’t remember leaving it on. The rest of the house was dark. I stepped up to the small path. Street lights blinked to life and the area was bathed in a bright glow. I glanced at the front door and made a double take. Red symbols were painted on the white door. 


     As I stepped closer, the more they sharpened. The symbols looked like something from the Necronomicon or some variation of it. They had gentle edges and weird twists. Among the symbols was a small human face with weeping tears. My heart skipped a beat. Was this it? Was this Susan playing our game? I smiled as I looked at the weird writing and tried to make sense of it. 


     A creepy chill went up my spine. I turned my head and looked around in all directions. The street was empty. My hand went to the door knob but stopped an inch from it. I curled my fingers back. I had no idea what was on the other side. I made my way to the side of the house and look through the windows. Curtains were drawn shut. I couldn’t see anything. I then went to the back of the house. 


     Behind the house, the backyard lights were not on. I had it set on a timer and they should have turned on by now. I glanced at the dark gray sky and back down at the still area. Nothing moved. The sound of rain pitter pattered on the roof and storm drains. I shook off another chill and headed for the back porch. I quietly walked up the back steps, extra cautious as if someone would jump out of the shadows. I reached the back door and froze. The door was unlocked and about an inch open. 


     I could feel my palms get sweaty. I rubbed them on my pants. If this was Susan’s doing, then it was a great job. I felt like a kid again, scared out of my wits. A part of me was dizzy from excitement. Was this really happening? Was this the moment we talked about? 


     I steeled my nerves and pressed a hand against the door. It moved silently as it swung open. I poked my head into the kitchen and looked around. The place was dark and dead silent. One foot stepped over the threshold and my cell phone beeped. 


     Cursing, I dug it out of my pocket and checked it. It was a message from Susan. I tapped the screen and read her text. 


     I’m sorry Nathan. I really thought about what we talked about and I don’t think I can do it. The last few days have been terrible. I think we have to call it off. I’m not sure I can be with you. Please don’t hate me. 


     My heart sank. A wave of nausea took over and I stumbled to the kitchen table. I took a seat and sank down like a lump. I knew it was too good to be true. She had been so distant. I thought she was only playing it off, trying to keep me in suspense. I shouldn’t have trusted my gut. My life fell down around me and the only bright spot was extinguished with a crappy text message. 


      I could feel my eyes water when a creak from outside the kitchen snapped me back to reality. If Susan just broke up with me, who the hell was in my house? I slowly stood up and tried to look through the open doorway. The living room was dark. I took a step forward and heard another small creak. 


     My heart was beating so fast that I thought it would explode in my chest. I looked at the dish rack for a knife. The rack was empty. I know I left clean dishes and utensils there this morning. I went to the utensil drawer and found all the knives missing. Not so much as a butter knife. 


     I went to the light switch. I couldn’t stumble in the dark any longer. I flipped the switch but no light turned on. I flipped it a few times but the kitchen remained dark. I headed to the back door. I needed to get out of there and call the police. When I reached the door, something moved by the side of the house! It was quick but it looked like a person. Was there more than one? 


     Whatever was happening, it seemed I was trapped. I closed the back door and stepped back. My eyes had adjusted to the darkness and I took another step back. The back door was covered in writing. The same two words were repeated over and over again. It was in different sizes and in all red. 


     “Sin Sally.” I said with an automatic whisper. 


     There was a small child like giggle coming from inside. I threw myself back to the wall. What the hell was going on? Was this still part of the game? Maybe Susan was throwing me off with a fake text message? She did tell me to trust her. Was I over reacting? Should I be enjoying this? 


     I could feel myself getting harder. I was scared and borderline terrified. If this wasn’t Susan’s game, then one or several people are in the house playing a sick joke. Was I going to die soon? 


     A figure moved to the kitchen doorway. Shadows covered it but it only exposed half its body. My breathing was fast. Sweat dripped down my temple. The figure looked at me with one nearly all white eye. I couldn’t make out its features. My eyes dropped to what was exposed. It was a woman and she wasn’t wearing much of anything. I thought I would relax but instead I slid against the wall away. 


     The figure slowly stepped into what little light there was. The woman wore a PVC top and bottom. Her legs were long and in thigh high black boots. Her eyes were nearly white with black pin points. Her hair was short and down along the sides, framing her face. It couldn’t have been Susan. Her hair was long and she said she would never cut it. Her lips were painted black and curved into a smile. 


     “I want my toy.” The woman whispered. 


     I was dead silent. 


     “I want my toy.” She growled with a twisted grin. 


     I reached for the door knob. 


     “Don’t run. I want to play.” The woman stood in the door frame with a hand sliding away from the side with a small chainsaw in it. 


     I froze. “Sin Sally?” my voice quaked. 


     The woman smiled and giggled. She held the chainsaw in front of her creamy white thighs. Shadows played across her face. All I could see was her eyes and white teeth. 


     “I want to play but you better run first.” The creepy woman said childlike. 


     I was about to say something when the chainsaw buzzed to life. The noise was deafening as Sin Sally raised it, laughing and giggling like a lunatic. I bolted through the other door to the dining room. I heard the buzz of the chainsaw behind me. I cut through the dining room to the hallway and reached the front door. I went for the door knob and twisted it. If I could make it to the street, then I had a fighting chance. 


     The door didn’t budge. I tried again but it remained locked. 


     The demonic woman came behind me with chainsaw raised high. I screamed as I ran down the small hallway and up the stairs. On the second floor, I turned the corner and saw my bed room lit like a light house beacon. I made a beeline straight for it. I slammed the door behind me and locked it. 


     My next thought was to go for the window and climb to the ground. When I turned around, I let out a hysterical whimper. My bedroom was filled with mannequins. Some wore wigs. Others were bald. They were naked and covered in what look liked bloody cuts. There were eight of them and they stared off in all directions. Electric candles glowed around the base of my king-sized bed. The floor before it had a large ancient symbol taped to the rug. 


     The buzz of the chainsaw was right behind the locked door. The knob twisted but remained locked. I went to the window and tried to open it. It wouldn’t budge. I looked at the edge and saw that it was nailed shut. The chainsaw buzzed louder and the room was filled with the sound of splitting wood. I watched as the chainsaw blade cut around the door handle. When it made a crescent shaped cut, the door handle fell out. The sound of the chainsaw stopped and everything was eerily quiet. 


     I was breathing fast. My eyes were wide in disbelief. The silence only heightened my sense of dread. If it was any other time, I might have laughed on how hard I was. I took gentle steps back, my eyes glued to the door. 


     “I want my toy.”  Came a whisper from the hallway. 


     The door creaked open. Long fingers crawled into view. Another hand reached in and switched off the main light. The room went dark except for the glow of candles around the bed. The darkness made the dead eyed mannequins even more terrifying. I was rooted to the spot, paralyzed with fear. 


     Sin Sally sauntered in. Wicked blades were strapped to her creamy thighs. Her face carried an evil smile. Dark pools surrounded her eyes. Behind her she dragged a small bag by a single strap. Once she was in the room, the door behind her swung slowly back. 


     “You will be my toy. If you’re a bad boy, you will hurt. If you are good, then you will get candy. Take off your clothes.” 


     I found myself bending my head forward in compliance. My mind was such a mess that I had no choice but to obey. I shrugged my wet coat off. I then began taking off my belt. I unbutton my shirt and went to my pants. I let my clothes pool onto the floor around me. I was standing in my underwear with my head forward, eyes pointed at the ground. 


     “Sally likes. Put your hands behind you.” 


     I did as I was told. She moved close. Something silver was in her hand. She stood close to me, heat radiating off her body. There were a few clicks as the handcuffs closed around my wrists. 


     “Sally likes good boys. Are you a good boy?” 


     “Yes.” I said meekly. 


     “Good.” Her hand grabbed my crotch. Fingernails bit through the fabric and touched my hard cock. 


     I let out a whimper. Sin Sally seductively ran her fingers along my shaft. Her lips touched my shoulder. Teeth bit into my flesh and I winced. She pulled away and looked at me with rage. She twisted my cock and I shuddered from a stab of pain. She shoved me, hard. I didn’t expect it and I sat on the edge of the bed. Electric candles scattered across the rug. 


     Sally bent down to her knees, watching me with evil intent. She pulled a blade from her thigh strap and held it out. I stared at the blade with wide eyes. She pulled at the edge of my underwear and let my cock spill out. It was so hard I couldn’t believe it. Sin Sally’s black lips touched my throbbing head. Her mouth closed over the head of my manhood. I bent my head back and let out a small moan. There was a sharp pain on my thigh. I look down to see a small cut and blood blooming to the surface. 


     “Watch me and don’t make a sound. Sally wants you quiet like the dead.” 


     I was silent as she slipped my cock back into her mouth. Her lips pressed around my shaft. Her tongue played with my head as she gently sucked me off. I did as I was told and watched her. Her head bobbed up and down on my cock, taking it all the way to the hilt and back to the top. The sensations were so intense; I wanted to moan but remained silent. I glanced down at the knife and fear gripped me with thoughts of her stabbing me over and over. 


     The sounds of slurping filled the void. She moaned and cried as she bobbed up and down on my cock. The flat side of the cold blade was pressed against my thigh. She never broke her stride. Fingers squeezed my balls. Sally increased the tempo and I could feel come rising. I looked over to the dead eyes human like mannequins. The dim light played over them. It looked like they moved in small inconsistent ways. Terror took hold and a small moan escaped my lips. 


     Sally stopped. The next thing I knew I was being shoved onto the bed. Sally took the blade and pulled at my underwear. Fabric ripped and tore. What was left of my under garment was thrown to the floor. Hands grabbed the cuffs behind me. There was a small click and they were off one wrist. Sin Sally brought my hands in front of me and she locked the cuffs closed. 


     I was shoved to my stomach. I didn’t fight back. She told me if I made a sound, I would be punished. I broke a rule and had to pay for it. I heard a rustling from the bag. I turned my head to see Sin Sally pull a strap on dildo to her. I was silent but I was freaking out. I never had anything like that done to me. I had no idea what it would feel like. My world was spinning into chaos. 


     Creepy Sally strapped on the dildo. It looked like it was seven inches, smooth and purple. She smiled at me and pulled out a small bottle of KY, slathering the phallic toy. I stayed still and simply watched. 


     “I liked playing with the older boys. People didn’t like it when they went missing. But they were bad. I had to punish them. They were good only when they were dead. Play dead for me. Be a good boy.” 


     “I will be a good boy. I will be a good boy.” I said quietly. 


     Sin Sally grabbed my hips. I went into doggy style and held my breath. The tip touched my asshole and I flinched. It worked its way in just barely. Sally slapped my ass. I remained silent. It was slow at first, inch after inch. Nails dug into my ass cheeks as another inch pushed in and then another. Soon the whole thing was in when I felt Sally’s hips touch my ass. 


     “You are such a good boy, such a good boy.” Sin Sally whispered. 


     I grunted as the smooth dildo slid in and out. I found myself tightening my asshole and then loosing with each stroke. Sally giggled. I turned back to see her watching it go in and out of me. The thrill was exhilarating. Being exposed and treated like some fuck doll made me stay hard like no other time in my life. Her hand reached under and she took my firm member in her hand.  


     “For being good, I will allow this one pleasure.” Sally spoke seductively. 


     I remained silent as a tomb. Her hand gripped my shaft and pumped. She was slow and deliberate. She stroked me and penetrated me to the same slow rhythm. I could feel my eyes turn into my head with ecstasy. I never wanted any of it to stop. 


     Time lost all meaning. The waves of pleasure spiked over and over again. Her thumb ran over my head and I couldn’t hold it back anymore. Jets of hot come spurted onto the bed. My body heaved and I pushed with all my might. The amount of come was obscene as spurt after spurt splashed on the bed. Sally stroked every last drop from my balls. The last bit of come hung from my cock as I took in air. 


     “Sally didn’t say you could squirt.” The creepy woman said with an edge. 


     I was shoved down. My stomach mashed into the warm wet come. Sin Sally drove the dildo down to the hilt and kept it there. Teeth buried into my shoulder and I yelped, she grinded her hips into my ass, rotating the dildo in an almost clockwise motion. Despite the pain, I was still semi hard. I groaned as she punished my ass. There was some movement behind me and then she pressed against my back. She must have taken off her top because I could feel her warm firm tits on me. Her teeth sank back into my skin. I was trapped and at her mercy. I knew if I wanted to survive this, I had to do everything I was told. I didn’t fight back as she drilled me. All I could do was cry out and moan. 


     After one last twirl, the demonic Sin Sally pulled away. The dildo slid out of my now bruised ass. An empty feeling filled my spirit as I lay face down. A hand grabbed my shoulder and turned me onto my back. Sally picked my arms up and held it over my head. 


     “Don’t move.” Sally said flatly. 


     Sin Sally stood up over me. Her body was smooth and inviting but her face was a mask of indifference. She unlatched the dildo. With one smooth motion she pulled it away and let it fall to the floor. Her breasts hung free. They bounced to her small movements. She didn’t even need to wear the top as they defied gravity. Light brownish nipples pointed. Her tongue licked her black lips, eyes locked on my waist. I glanced down and could see that I was fully hard again. On the bed, to the sides of me, a blade lay naked. Sin Sally pulled down her bottom and exposed her complete naked body to me. She was clean shaven and her slit was pink and glistening. 


     Limbs moved like spider legs as she crotched down over my thighs. Hands scooped up both knives. The woman giggled. The flat sides of the blades traced over my skin just enough to feel the cold steel. I didn’t dare squirm for fear of being punished.  


     “Now I want my toy.” Sally grinned and let out a sardonic laugh. 


     Wetness covered me as she pressed her slit against the underside of my cock. It felt like a wet kiss on my manhood. Her labia spread slightly to run along my rock-hard shaft. I was a statue to her movements. I wanted nothing more than to push my cock into her and spread her wide. But if I did that then there was a good chance, she would kill me. The thought caused my cock to stiffened and push against her wet pussy. 


     Without hands, Sin Sally maneuvered her hips. My head pressed against her budding slit. Her mouth turned into a perfect O as the first inch pushed in. Our bodies were feverish with lust. I pushed my hips while Sally pushed down. We met in the middle, our bodies joined. She pressed a blade to my chest. I didn’t move as she rode my manhood. Soon she was crying out as my cock spread her pussy walls. With her head thrown back, she screamed and cried like a wild animal. Wetness dripped down around my member and covered my upper thighs and hips. She rammed her pussy down on my hard cock and all I could do was watch like a silent victim. 


     Sin Sally stuck her tongue out, licking smeared lips. Eye makeup ran with tears of sadistic joy. I was in her complete power and it turned her on. Her body shuddered as an orgasm flooded her senses. Her cries turned to whimpers as another went through her. I had never seen anyone orgasm so quickly. She didn’t stop, she never stopped. Orgasm after orgasm rocked her. Her eyes met mine and she gazed at me like a hungry monster in the dark.  


     “Don’t come unless I say so.” Sin Sally managed between breaths. 


     I remained rock hard as she used me like a fuck toy. This went on for about thirty minutes. She came over and over again, riding me with reckless abandonment. I was a slave to her desires and I could do nothing but obey. Knowing that, life had become so simple. If she killed me then all of this would have been worth it. 


     I held back with every ounce of my being. I wanted to come but dared not. I was under her control and only when she allowed me could I let loose. Sally bent forward, grinding on me, taking every inch. Her nipples bounced against my chest. I kept my hands above me but I found my tongue reaching out for her beautiful nipples. When the tip grazed her right nipple, Sally pushed up a little and smashed her tit into my face. I could barely breathe as I sucked on her hard nipple, my teeth gently taking the end and lashing it with my tongue. 


     “That’s it! That’s it! Keep doing that.” Sally said and shuddered from another orgasm. 


     I struggled for air but didn’t stop. My cock was practically vibrating because I wanted to come so bad. Juices ran over my skin and she thrust harder onto me. The bed creaked and rocked to her forcing me into her. I was reaching the point of no return. I couldn’t hold back any longer. This was it and I was going to die for it. I had a good life and now she was going to stab me to death because I couldn’t hold back a tidal wave of come. 


     “Come for me little boy! Come!” Sally screamed. 


     I let out a soul wrenching moan. My cock expanded and a flurry of come spurt into Sally’s dripping snatch. The moan was so loud but I didn’t care. Let the world hear it for what it was. If this was the last moment on earth, then I wanted the heavens to know I was coming and nothing was going to stop me.  


     My hands flashed forward and I grabbed Sin Sally by the neck. Something beastly took over. Fear turned from a weak little rabbit to a fearsome raging ogre. My fingers gripped her neck tight. In a span of second I went from being her toy to her being my toy. Sin Sally dropped the knives over the side of the bed. Her fingers clawed at my fingers weakly. Her eyes went from evil to innocent and weak. I held her and forced her entire body down on my cock. She gasped for air but her body complied. I sat up, holding her in place as I forced every last drop of come into her. Sally shuddered in such a way that I knew she just had the biggest orgasm in her life. We stared at each other, our roles reversed. Tears rolled down her cheeks. I growled in contempt. 


     A burst of heat filled my senses. I let go and fell back. Sin Sally took in a deep gulp of air and fell onto my chest. The only sound in the dim bedroom was our bodies heaving. Swirls filled my senses and I passed out. 


     


  




  

     Four 


     I woke to a smiling face. The room was bright from the morning sun. With light flooding my vision, I saw Susan eyeing me with crystal clear green eyes. I stared at her with the smeared makeup and short hair. I moved and my body cried out in soreness. The handcuffs were dangling from one wrist. Despite her grin, I could tell she was sore. Her mouth curved slightly as she moved to me. 


     “Susan?” I said not sure if we were still in character. 


     “The one and only,” Her grin was infectious. 


     “Last night was……” 


     “Amazing!” Susan finished. 


     “I never knew it could be like that. I mean I knew it was you but I was so stuck in the moment, I couldn’t tell anymore.” 


     “I feel the same. Nathan, that had to be one of the greatest experiences I ever felt. Even I didn’t know it could be like that.” 


     I wrapped my arms around her and held her close. “How did you manage to keep me in the house? I thought I saw someone outside.” 


     “I had a friend help me out. They knew their part was over when the bedroom light went out. I wish you saw her, she had a great hockey mask.” 


     “You spent a lot of time on this. The text message scared me. The chainsaw really scared me.” 


     Susan smiled. “I had to throw you off the scent. If I was going to terrify you, I had to make it as real as possible.” 


     “Your hair.” I said as I ran my fingers through it. 


     “I know I said I would never cut it but lately I wanted a change. I felt it would have been more convincing. Do you like it?” 


     I smiled. “I do. But long or short, you are so beautiful to me.” 


     Susan snuggled into my chest. “Sorry about the door. I tried to account for everything. I forgot the door handle had a lock on it.” 


     “It was worth it. I nearly shit my pants when you cut through. How did you know the police wouldn’t show up? That thing was loud.” 


     “I tested it out when you were at work. I ran through the house with it on. My friend Jackie was outside and could barely hear it. I figured we would be okay.” 


     There was a long pause. 


     “At the end there, I’m sorry if I hurt you.” I said with a deep-felt tone in my voice. 


     “Don’t worry. I like it rough and that was certainly rough. I never came so hard in my life. I’m sorry if I hurt your butt.” Susan said looking up at me. 


     “Don’t be. It only made the experience that much hotter. I heard stories but to live it was something else. We will be doing that again.” 


     We both smiled. Susan put her head back on my chest. 


     I continued. “The red symbols and the name were pretty creative. Even now I want to go downstairs and take pictures. Then we can go out for breakfast if you’re up for it?” 


     Susan was quiet for seconds. “After that, what happens next with us?” 


     Her body stiffened when she spoke the last word. I could see a worry line on her brow. I held her close like the world was going to fly apart. 


     “You should move in. I’m sorry for taking so long to ask. I never trusted anyone and worried that you would run once you really got to know me. But after last night, I know my worries were unfounded. Susan, will you live with me in sin?” 


     Susan turned her head and stared right into my eyes. The world stood still as I waited.  


     “Yes Nathan. I will live in sin with you.” 


     We kissed and it was the most sensual, freeing kiss I had ever felt with this short time on Earth. Our bodies pressed tight, we held each other in quiet comfort knowing that we finally saw our true selves in each other.  


     I moved my arm with the handcuff dangling from it. I pointed at it and raised an eyebrow to Susan. We both looked at the shiny swaying metal and laughed the morning away. 


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Tainted Demons 
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     One Drop 


     The door handle was cool. I found myself enjoying the soothing coolness of the metal handle in my hand. The world was a blank slate until this very moment. Sensations swirled over my body and mind. Where was I? Slowly I turned my head around. The area was wide and misty in the night air. Shadows moved at the tree edge of the immense grass fields. There were no stars in the sky, only a full moon with radiant light making the mist glow. 


     Automatically I turned back to the heavy wooden double doors. They stood ominously before me, judging me on whether I was going to enter or not. I glanced over to see smooth gargoyles looking outward, ready to ward off evil spirits. The shadows played tricks because one of them turned to peer down on me. I blinked and he was back in place, watching the shadows at the edge of the forest. 


     Muscles worked and I pushed at the heavy door, wetness clinging to my body as I stepped past the threshold and entered the mysterious ancient building. The lights were dim as I took wet steps toward the visitor's desk. Why was I wet? Why was I cold? I briefly looked down to see that I wore a simple white dress, soaked in water. A water weed hung off my shoulder. My right hand was covered in blood from the finger tips to nearly my elbow. Did I use that hand to open the door? Did I leave blood stains? Will they get mad and make me clean it up? 


     A dim light shined up from the desk, illuminating a gaunt nurse's face. Her eyes flicked up and stared at me with no emotion. With slow steps I moved toward her creepy eyes. I knew I needed to be here but at the same time I didn't want to be here. The nurse picked up an old fashion phone and dialed as I took my time walking to her. It seemed we both had all the time in the world. 


     Cold tendrils danced along my arms and legs. It was difficult to move like a normal person. I felt like a wet zombie trying to get to the nurse and eat her brains. A smile crept into my face at the thought. I reached the nurse and put my wet and bloody hands on the desk. 


     “Welcome to Blackburn Asylum. How can I help you?” The nurse said with practiced ease and fake smile. 


     “I would like to voluntary commit myself,” I said it like I was ordering a pizza. 


     The nurse’s eyes shifted to my bloody hand, “Reason?” 


     “I used to love,” I smiled. 


     The nurse nodded and wrote in an old fashion leather journal, “Name?” 


     “Annabelle Torres,” I said robotically. 


     “Age?”  


     “Twenty-two.” 


     “Do you have any relatives you wish notified of your stay here at Blackburn?” 


     I hesitated, “Not anymore.” 


     Two large men in white walked through a door behind the creepy nurse. Muscles bulged as they moved around the desk and stood on either side of me. One had black hair and an impossibly square jaw. The other was African American who looked like his muscles were going to burst out of his shirt. The nurse picked up a clip board and put it down in front of me. I looked down to see it was my entry paperwork. A pen was placed on top. 


     “Please sign at the bottom.”   


      I looked down at my bloody hand. Smiling, I used my pointer finger and scribbled my name in blood at the bottom. The nurse was unfazed as she took it back and nodded to the two gentlemen. 


      “My name is Nurse Sykes,” Ms. Sykes pointed to the name badge right over her busty chest, “Orderlies Harry and Ron will clean you up and take you to your room. Tomorrow you will be examined. The orderlies will give you something to help you sleep.”   


     I looked at each man in turn, “Harry and Ron, Like from the wizard’s school?” I think I laughed a little too loud. 


     The two men gave each other a tired look. Each one took hold of each of my arms. I didn't struggle as they guided me down a long hall. The place was big with pointed vaulted ceilings and stone walls that looked like they belonged in a mausoleum. The world flashed with images. I was guided around twists and turns. Nurses and orderlies passed with blank stares. The more I walked, the more unhinged I felt. I tried to pass the time by figuring out why there were such vast gaps of darkness in my memory. Instead, the darkness teased me by whispering nonsense and pulling away like a child holding your toy. 


     Harry and Ron led me to a door and nearly pushed me through. Inside it was the blackest darkness I ever felt. Lights came on, blinding me and forcing my arm over my eyes. Rough hands pulled at my wet white dress. I remained still as they pulled it over my head. 


     “Shouldn't nurses be here, cleaning me up?” My voice echoing off the tiled walls. 


     Harry and Ron ignored me. My eyes adjusted just as Harry undid my bra and pulled it off. Ron pulled my panties down and I stepped out of them. The room was some kind of shower. The walls were covered in white tiles with shower heads overhead and hoses rolled up on the walls. My heart started to quicken not from the fact that I was stark naked but when Harry started to unroll one of the hoses. 


     “I can stand in the shower. I don't think we will need the,” I finished with a scream. 


     Cold water blasted my naked body. I thought I was cold before but this was like liquid ice. I cried out for them to stop but they watched with dark eyes. Harry started to smile, flexing his square jaw as water collided with me. I huddled against the wall and bent down to nearly a fetal position, goose bumps all over my body. Blood mixed with water and spiraled down the drain. I moaned as ice water cut deep into my skin. 


     “Make sure you spray that bubble ass,” Ron said in a deep voice. 


     Pain and cold whipped out of control. I begged them to stop but they were thorough, hosing me down like some wild animal. The cold gave way to numbness and the moment I stopped screaming and begging, they stopped. I huddled against the wall until their rough hands picked me up. Towels were shoved in my face and down my body. Ron took a squeeze of my ample breast while Harry was sure to grab my ass hard. I said and did nothing, letting them get their cheap feels. I had a feeling that I have let men do worse but those memories hid in the darkness just like the rest. 


     Harry walked off to a closet. Ron was sure to dry my legs off while letting his fingers glide over my shaven slit. A shock of bliss ran up and down my spine. I looked at Ron while he was crotched down, admiring my womanhood. 


     “Take a picture,” I said indifferently. 


     Ron looked up with light shining off his shaven head, “Maybe later, it is after all your first night.” 


     We stared until Harry came over. He had a simple gray dress with a few stains on the bottom. The large orderly flicked his chin and I put my arms up. Both men put it over my head and brought it down. It smelled clean but looked like it was used one too many times. It fit snugly and caused my curvy body to show a little more curve, especially in the chest and ass area. 


     The two men took me by the arms and guided me out. The chill in my bones faded and my mind dimmed. After another series of twists and turns, I stood in front of a large black metal door. A nurse and another orderly looked up from a glass booth by the door. I could see that they could see this side of the door and looked down what I assumed was a hallway. The nurse nodded and the door buzzed. Harry pulled it open and I was dragged in. 


     Metal doors lined the sides of the long, archaic hall. I instantly imagined there would be crazy screams and banging to wake the dead. Instead, I was greeted by pure silence. A graveyard was never this quiet. I almost felt rude shuffling along barefoot, disturbing the peace and calmness. 


     We stopped in front of a metal door labeled 22. I smiled because it showed my age. Ron opened it and I was shoved in. There was a lone bed with straps and cuffs attached and little else. A simple bulb lit up the plain room, casting shadows in the corners. A small barred window was above the bed, glowing with night light. The two giants pushed me to the bed. Harry pushed a little harder and I fell into the bed. 


     “Cuffs, kinky,” I said as I rolled onto my back. 


     Two men moved with practiced ease, cuffing and tightening the straps around my wrists and ankles. When they finished, the nurse from the booth walked in. I felt my eyes widen to the syringe in her hand. I looked away to her name badge; Nurse Waters gleamed back in the dim light. 


     “Hold her,” Nurse Waters commanded, with a hint of annoyance in her tone. 


     Harry and Ron held me down, putting their weight into their arms. I didn't struggle but my eyes were transfixed on the syringe in Nurse Water’s hand. She moved closer, bending slightly at the knees. She handed the syringe to Ron and he took it with one hand. The nurse pulled out a rubber tube and tied it around my arm. 


     Staring at the syringe in Ron's hand sent a creepy vibe under my skin. The medicine inside wasn't clear but a dark blue with pulsating black veins. It was something I had never seen before and the more I stared, the more I began to struggle. Harry tightened with both hands while Ron tightened with one. Ron smiled as he watched me panic and stare at the syringe. 


     “What is that? That doesn't look like medicine!” I screeched. 


     “It will help you sleep,” Nurse Waters said indifferently. 


     “Tell me what it is you fucking bitch!” I screamed at the top of my lungs. 


     Frantic, I tried to thrash but the straps and the wizard orderlies held me like a vice. Nurse Waters tapped my arm and a blue vein rose to the surface. Harry took one of his hands and clamped it over my screaming mouth. 


     “She is going to bite you,” Ron said with a knowing smirk. 


     I bit down hard on the fleshy part of Harry's hand. The square jawed mountain of muscle didn't even flinch. I bit harder and harder but Harry looked at me like I was a kitten. The needle slid into my vein and I released my bite. A spike of cold flowed into me, followed by a stream of heat. Harry moved his hand and only a gasp floated up my throat. Tingling washed over my senses as my eyes grew wider. I turned my head to see the blue and black medicine pumping into me until the syringe was empty. Nurse Waters yanked it out and pulled the rubber tube from around my arm. 


     Tentacles of heat crawled along my nerves and swam with my blood. Clouds drifted into my dark mind and my chest heaved upward. I settled back into the soft bed, looking up at the black outlines of my keepers. Nurse Waters was first to leave. Harry gave Ron a look. Ron shook his head lightly. Harry stepped away and closed the door behind him. 


     I stared at Ron and gave him a sleepy shy smile. The orderly knelt down and stared at me as I writhed. Everything felt so good. I mean I felt like I was floating on clouds of bliss mixed with a glass of red wine. A dark hand touched my thigh and I giggled. Fingers slid along my smooth skin, getting higher and higher up my leg. The touch was like little sprinkles of heaven. With hazy vision I picked up my head to see what Ron was doing. 


     Ron kept his focus on my thigh. He reached the bottom of my gray dress and slid underneath. I found myself opening my legs. He only wanted to touch me. He liked how I looked. How can I say no? 


     “Touch me. Please touch me,” I whimpered. 


     Ron continued his journey. Fingers ran along the tenderness of my inner thigh and soon he touched my thin line. Instantly I felt wetness spill out. Thick fingers pushed at my line and moved along it. When he grazed my throbbing clit, a loud moan filled the room. I couldn't move my arms and legs but I moved my pelvis, rubbing myself on his fingers like a horny animal. 


     “Just one drop,” Ron said like he was talking to an old friend. 


     I moved and pushed myself on his fingers. Pleasure flowed up and around my body. The medicine only made everything more intense. Ron's thumb touched and pressed my pink nub. I moved myself along it, milking pulses of pleasure. Ron watched me as I moaned and begged for more. 


     After long wonderful shades of pleasure, Ron pulled away. I stared at him, hurt that he would stop. His dark fingers glistened with my honey. The bald man put his head back with his fingers over his mouth. I stared as a drop of my honey fell from a fingertip and landed on his tongue. Fire blazed through me and I made whimpering sounds, wanting him to take me. 


     Ron tilted his head and gazed at me. Eyes moved over my body but there was something odd. His pupils melted up and down, forming into slits. The medicine must have been screwing with me because his eyes took an otherworldly glow. Red irises peered back at me and I would have felt terror if not for this warm medicine in my veins. Ron hissed his delight as fingers touched my womanhood and gently pressed. My fire was burning hot. I whispered for him to take me, force himself on me. Instead, he watched me like rat in a trap. 


     “You are delicious but for now you need your sleep. I'm sure there will be visits where you will beg me to stop. I won't but it will be nice to hear you beg.” 


     Ron pulled his fingers and gave my thigh a gentle little pat. Arms and legs pulled at restraints. Ron stepped to the door and opened it. He gave me one last wicked look with those eyes, those strange serpentine eyes. I beckoned with my tongue for him to come back and continue to pleasure me. Ron closed the door and a lock lurched into place.  


     The lone light bulb flickered. I stared at its glow knowing I used to love. Now I lay strapped to a bed, unable to pleasure even myself. A heavy feeling spread over my chest. My breathing grew labored and my eyes rolled into my head. Did I make the right choice? Did I belong here, alone without any hope of contact with the outside world? Blessed darkness shrouded the glow of the single light. I let it blanket my mind and my heart as I fell away like a broken doll, sinking into a gentle autumn stream. 


     


  




  

     Two Fingers 


     I annoyingly smoothed my uniform dress. The gray was hideous in the defused light and my surroundings weren't that much better. The leather couch I sat on was weathered and peeling. I think it used to be a deep black but now it looked like it was turning gray, just like my dress. Light spilled in from a large window with thick iron bars. The glass was frosted white so the only thing you could see was if it was night or day. Considering my morning, I wished it was night again. 


     Wakeup call was a banging on each metal door. It was loud enough to wake the dead and I believe that was their intention. When the banging reached my door, the lock turned and two orderlies walked in. They undid my straps and nearly shoved me out of my cell. The hallway was crowded with men and woman dressed in similar clothing. The women wore gray dresses while the men wore gray shirts and loose, almost pajama pants. Everyone moved the same, their heads down and heading in one direction.  


     I thought I was going to join the zombie parade until the two men in white pushed me down a side hallway. I ended up at the bathroom, finally a place where I could primp and put myself together. I opened the door and stepped in. The two men followed me. I looked back to see two sets of tired expressions.  


     Internal pressure was building. I didn't realize it until I saw the toilet that I really had to go. 


     “Can a girl get some privacy?” I said while tilting my head to the toilet. 


     The two orderlies stood silently, arms crossed and dour expressions. 


     “Shouldn't there be nurses in here instead of you guys? If you're watching me then who is watching the men when they pee?” I said as I backed into a stall, noticing that there were no doors on them.  


     The men in white remained, silent like to two statues. Since everything was pretty strange to begin with, I hiked up my gray dress and hovered over the seat. It was then the smell hit me. At first the chemical stench wanted to make me puke. I always hated hospitals for that sterile chemical smell but in here, it was turned up to eleven. It was like they hosed the place down with that stuff. I doubted a single bacterium lived in these stalls. You think that would have brought me relief but instead it just added to my already addled mind. 


     It took about ten seconds but after the first trickle, a river of pee splashed. My moan was euphoric. A quick wipe and I pulled down my dress. I did wonder when I was going to get some underwear because everyone can't be running around and not having any accidents. 


     Hunk One and Hunk Two practically pulled me out of the bathroom when I finished washing my hands. After climbing a number of spiral staircases and walking down several desolate hallways, they dumped me in this room and locked the door behind me. 


     I sat and pulled on the hem of my dress again. Across from me was a single comfortable chair and behind that was a large oak desk. The desk top was empty and when I checked the drawers earlier, they were locked. There wasn't even so much as a piece of paper in view. I leaned back and simply wondered if I was going to get breakfast soon. 


     The door opened behind me. I turned my head to see a man with short slicked back hair and glasses walk in. Head was bent down, reading at a clipboard. I gave him the once over. The man wore an open lab coat. Underneath I could see an immaculate suit and tie. As he walked past, I gazed at his incredibly handsome face. Everything about him screamed neat and orderly, side burns were carefully manicured, suit did not have one stray string of fabric and clean shaven like he used a new razor every day. I found myself sitting straighter as he stepped over to the chair across from me and sat down. 


     “Morning Ms. Annabelle Torres. My name is Dr. Peter Rook. Did you sleep well?” He said, never looking up from the clipboard. 


     “Like the dead,” I smiled. 


     Dr. Rook continued as if he didn't hear me, “I will be your psychiatrist for the length of your stay here at Blackburn. We will meet every other day or unless needs arise. I'm here to help you.” 


     “Will I be strapped down every night from now on?”  


     Dr. Rook looked up, “That is standard procedure for first nights. We find that most patients have a difficult time their first night. We sedate and restrain you for your own protection.” 


     “Will the orderlies molest me every night or was that a first night procedure too?” I thought it was a fair question. 


     “It says here you walked in with blood covering your right hand. You signed yourself in. What brings you to Blackburn Asylum?” 


     I gave my best fake smile. If he didn't want to answer my question then I felt it was best to return the favor, “I heard so many nice things that I had to visit and see what the fuss was about.” 


     Dr. Rook's face was still as stone, “Nothing to do with the car accident last night?” 


     Car accident? “I wasn't in a car accident.” 


     “Then why did you come to our institution?” Dr. Rook pushed up his glasses. 


     I drew a blank. I didn't remember anything before walking in the front door. My hand was bloody and I was soaking wet. I glanced down at my right hand. It was covered in small scars. They couldn't have been recent. No way could I have healed overnight. I felt no pain and my hand seemed to be working normally. 


     “I… I don't know why,” I mumbled, my eyes looking down at the linoleum floor. 


      Dr. Rook scribbled something on the clipboard, “It is not uncommon for patients to have memory loss from a traumatic event. You will stay here with us until we work through your trauma and we see that you're fit enough to leave.” 


     “How long will that take?” I asked, a nervous sensation bleeding into my eyes. 


     Dr. Rook smiled, “As long as it takes.” 


     I shifted on the faded leather couch. Oppressive silence filled the room. Dr. Rook sat silently, staring at me. My hands went to the edge of my dress and I fidgeted. Tension pushed into my shoulders. My heart dropped as I thought this might have been the biggest mistake in my life. I couldn't even remember what happened and now I could be here forever.  


     Dr. Rook reached behind his chair and placed the clipboard on the desk. He turned back and stared at me, “Lift up your dress,” The doctor said simply. 


     The shock snapped me out of my downward worry spiral, “What?” 


     “Lift up your dress,” The doctor repeated, “Lift it to your waist.” 


     “Why do you want me to lift up my dress?” The doctor's words commanding my thin fingers to curl over the hem of my gray uniform dress. 


     Dr. Rook gazed at me with ice behind his eyes, “I will tell you this once and it will be law for our therapy. I am your key. You are not to question me or speak of it to anyone. If you break these laws, you will be punished. Depending on the severity of disobedience, the punishment will be accordingly. You may speak freely in our sessions but when I give you a command, you must follow it to the letter. Do you understand Ms. Torres?” 


     I sat, my eyes meeting his chilling gaze. I was at a crossroads. I could tell if I was my usual sarcastic self that he would make my life miserable. My first night showed that there was no one here who was really going to help me. If I fought him then my world would really turn into a fucking hell. Part of me wanted to fight, get up and claw those eyes out. It was the other part that spoke a little too loudly. The good doctor was making it clear that I had no choice. Everything about him displayed control, every hair on his head and every word he spoke. I had to play along and I had to start now. Maybe with time I could figure a way out but for right now, I was in his power. 


     “Yes,” I said looking off to the window. 


     “To me Ms. Torres, to me.” 


     I turned my eyes and met Dr. Rook's cold blue irises, “Yes. I understand.” 


     The good doctor sat back in his chair, his cold stare warmed and relaxed, “Lift up your dress.” 


     Slowly I pulled up my dress, bringing it to my waist. I sat with my legs closed and my head bent forward.  


     “Don't be shy. Display your womanhood,” Dr. Rook said in a serious tone. 


     I opened my legs, cool air touching my sex. I was never ashamed of my body but the doctor's voice sent a charge up and down my spine. Every word had a hypnotic charm that pushed at my boundaries. Thoughts of me as a teenager showing my male friends my nipples turned me on like nothing else. The tension in my shoulders began to bleed away as I sat with open legs. Warmth pumped between my thighs and I watched Dr. Rook as he admired my pussy. 


     “Using two fingers on your right-hand. touch yourself, sensually.”  


     My hand drifted across my thigh and touched my slit. I was already wet, really wet. Fingertips moved along my gash slowly. I ran two fingers from top to bottom and back to top. A rush of bliss filled me when I grazed my pink clit. My stare went from Dr. Rook to my own hand, moving up and down. I wanted to move faster, rubbing my nub and letting an orgasm scream out. I knew if I did that then I would be punished. My heart beat like a war drum as I continued to run along my wet slit. 


     My two fingers were coated in my honey. I bit my lip as I slowly pressed my sensitive spot and along my womanhood. My hips moved to my fingers, rubbing my clit against my own touch. My vision took on a hazy cloud as a small moan spilled from my lips. My left hand gripped my thigh as two fingers moved over my engorged clit. Feelings of worry and uncertainty washed away with each pass of my nub. I slipped both fingers deep into me. They slid back and forth, covered in wetness. Heat radiated up my neck and my cheeks. My inner thighs grew warmer with each passing moment. 


     “Do you like it, Doctor?” I whimpered, upping the tempo slightly. 


     Doctor Rook was silent. 


     “Please Doctor, do you like it?” I begged. 


     The room was filled with sounds of my breathing and wet sticky whispers. I stared at the doctor, making circular motions over my clit. My eyes pleaded for a response but Doctor Rook kept his gaze on me pleasuring myself. Nerves coiled as a growing pressure pushed internally. Moans intensified and my fingers rubbed faster and faster. The doctor's eyes on me were pushing my limits, his power rolling over me like a tidal wave. All thoughts turned into white noise and my pulse grew louder in my ears. Honey flowed onto the worn leather couch. My body shuddered as I moved closer and closer to climax. 


     A heated throaty moan rose up from deep within me. My nerves coiled nearly to the breaking point and then released. My hips bucked as I rubbed my clit furiously. Whimpers filled the air as I exploded into a thousand pieces. I mentally picked myself up while rubbing and milking every last drop of pleasure. Serenity blanketed my mind and I collapsed into the leather couch. 


     Dr. Rook sat back, “Is there is anything to help make your stay more comfortable?” 


     I moved my hips to my fingers, rubbing myself and eyeing the doctor with a sultry stare, “Are panties a special request?” 


     Dr. Rook picked up the clipboard from the desk behind him, “I will have one of the nurses bring you everything you need. I will also have them furnish your room so it will be less dreary. You can go. I will see you the day after tomorrow.” 


     The whipping pleasure faded. I stood up, fixing myself as best I could. The smell of sex was all around me. The doctor scribbled away on the clipboard. I took several shaky foot steps to the door. I wanted to look back but instead I opened the door. I stepped out and was greeted by Hunk One and Hunk Two. 


     “Time for lunch,” Hunk one said emotionlessly. 


     The two orderlies led me down the hall while I tried to walk like a normal person. My head swam and I wondered how absolutely crazy this place was. I had no idea if what I just did pleased him or not but if I had clean underwear waiting for me then maybe I can actually have some control in this mad house. 


     


  




  

     Three Kisses 


     The cafeteria was filled with people in gray. Some sat and ate quietly while others carried on conversations. Some were groups of women, others were groups of men and a few were mixed with both. The place was cavernous much like most rooms in this asylum. Judging from what I had seen it was starting to make sense that Blackburn was a converted church.  


     Hunk One and Hunk Two left me at the door so I was free to stand on line for some food. My stomach growled. I had no idea when I last ate but I needed food now, especially after my session with Dr. Rook. Standing in line, I kept checking myself to make sure my dress uniform didn't have any wet spots. When a drop trickled down my leg, I had to catch it with a finger and lick it off because I had no place to wipe. I picked up a tray and walked behind the row of zombies ahead of me.  


     I couldn't believe I was humming while food was piled on my tray. It was almost like I had a bright moment and I held on for dear life. Whether it was the doctor's therapy or simply feeling good that I may be treated a little better seemed to make this gray place a little brighter. 


     With a full tray, I walked over to an empty table and sat down ready to gorge myself. I was starving and ready to consume anything put in front of me. The fork turned into a blur as I shoveled pieces of gravy covered chicken, garlic mashed potatoes and vegetables. Everything tasted wonderful with each bite. Two shadows covered me from behind and I stopped with a fork covered in food, inches from my mouth. 


     I turned my head to a woman sitting next to me. She placed her tray on the table and smiled. I was about to say something when she leaned in and gave me a peck on the lips. I was stunned and she gave me another one and another one. Then the young woman stabbed at her food and put it in her mouth, smiling and chewing.  


     “Don't be alarmed. She doesn't talk to anyone unless she kisses them three times. You get used to it,” A voice from behind me said, knocking me out of my temporary shock. 


     I turned my head to a cute guy with long blonde curls. He stood with a tray in his left hand but his right hand was over his crotch, pulling and rubbing himself. I looked down and up in disbelief. I was ready to grab my tray and walk away from the twisted twosome when the blonde pulled his hand away. 


     “Sorry. I have Compulsion Masturbation Disorder. I can't stop myself most of the time. My name is Michael.” 


     “I'm Amy,” The kissing girl smiled. 


     I was lost for a long moment before shaking it off, “Hi. I'm Annabelle.” 


     “May we join you?” Michael asked as his hand began to shake. 


     “It seems you already have,” I said and stuffed a fork full of food in my mouth. 


     Michael sat down one side while Amy continued to eat and stare at me. I tried to get back to eating but Michael's hand moved under the table. I glimpsed down as he stuffed his hand down his pants and stroked himself. I turned to Amy whose brown eyes studied me like I was a lab rat. 


     “What brings you to Blackburn?” Amy asked. 


     “Vacation,” I said in between mouthfuls of mash potatoes. 


     “What REALLY brings you to Blackburn?” Amy asked again. 


     “Vacation,” I repeated. 


     Amy's eyes sharpened slightly, “What REALLY brings you to Blackburn?” 


     “She has an undiagnosed type of OCD. She will keep going and going the more you evade her,” Michael said while still stroking himself. 


     I looked to Michael and then to Amy. I know I was in the crazy house but even this was a bit weird, “I'm not sure. I think I need help,” I said flatly. 


     Amy smiled and turned to her food. I was staring at her until Michael bumped me with his shoulder. 


     “Good answer. Amy seems to know when people are telling the truth. Once she is satisfied, she returns to her normal routines,” Michael smiled. 


     “Are both of you the welcoming committee?” I asked while trying to keep my eyes from Michael jerking off. 


     “In a way, I tend to be friendly to everyone. Amy just follows me around. I think she is obsessed with me and my disorder,” Michael grinned. 


     “How long have you two been here?”  


     Michael looked up as if deep in thought, “I don't know how long I've been here but Amy has been here for two years.” 


     “Two years two years,” Amy repeated. 


     Michael and Amy went back to their food. I hesitated because the odd feeling was having trouble going away. Across the room, the main cafeteria doors opened and a priest glided in. I watched as the father walked in and patted patients on the shoulder and shook hands. He carried himself dressed in black with a white collar and a welcoming smile. Some of the patients greeted him with smiles while others turned away, unable to look at him. Orderlies along the walls seemed to not even notice him as they stood guard in their white uniforms. 


     I glanced over at the serving stations. The women behind the counter seemed to be closing up. They moved into the back and a short time later they came out wearing nun habits and clothes. The priest moved to meet them and they hugged in the middle of the cafeteria. 


     “That's Father Lucas. They will pray for us before going to the church,” Michael said into my ear. 


     “There is church near here?” I asked while watching the priest and nuns bow their heads. 


     “The church is in the north wing of Blackburn. The nunnery is on Blackburn grounds. The nuns go there every evening while Father Lucas stays in the church. He says he always wants to be ready to help those with spiritual guidance.” 


     Amy looked down at her food, “Never see Father at night. Never see Father at night.” 


     I gave a questioning look to Michael.  


     Michael stroked himself. I could see the tip of his cock just emerging from his waistband. It was enough to know that he was circumcised, “If you ever have to see Father Lucas, make sure it is during the day.” 


     “Why?” I asked while watching the father finishing his prayer and the nuns echoing his words. 


     Michael and Amy stood up, taking their trays and walking away. I finished up my meal as Father Lucas walked away with nuns following in his footsteps. The moment the main doors closed behind them, a gentle sigh of relief seemed to fill the room. I chewed on my last piece of chicken and wondered just how different was the father at night? 


     *** 


     I walked down the patient wing to my room. All the metal doors were open as I passed room after room. Some rooms were empty while others had patients talking to each other or playing games. It was so odd because it felt like a dormitory instead of a lunatic asylum. Don't get me wrong, there were a few people with the long distant stares, mumbling and moving like the dead but some patients acted like they were completely normal. 


     Seeing the difference between people only added to my hope that maybe I didn't make the wrong decision. I had been here not even twenty-four hours and I saw a light at the end of the tunnel. Maybe with some time and rest, I will be able to leave a better person?  


     I stepped to the door of my room. I opened it and smiled. Comfortable looking sheets covered the bed. In the corner was a small stand with three drawers. On top of the bed was a pile of gray dresses and a pile of white panties. I couldn't believe how excited I was to wear clean underwear! I picked one up and held it to the light. They looked like they were a little worn but they smelled clean. I stepped into the pair in my hands and pulled them up. I danced around a little, getting the feel. I turned around and could see the door across from me was open. 


     Michael stared back with a hand down his pants. He gave me a gentle smile while he stroked himself. Embarrassed, I smiled back and closed my door. I sat on my bed and let out a sigh. What was I doing? I'm dancing like an idiot because I have underwear now. I was still a prisoner in this mad house. I thought about wanting to leave but my heart sank when I couldn't imagine where I would go. There was a great big world out there but I had no one to run to and no place to call home. 


     I put my face in my hands, trying to not let this place bring me down. I fought back wet eyes when I put my hands down and looked at my night stand, on it was a leather-bound book, quill and inkwell. I reached over and picked up the book. The cover was leather but the pages were blank. I closed the book and put it down. I lay on the bed and stared at the ceiling, hoping I could fall asleep. The noises from the hallway lulled me into a relaxed state. Before long, I drifted into darkness. 


     *** 


     Flashes of dim light fluttered. I blinked away dream land as I clawed to the waking world. Hard shadows stood around me as I slowed my blinking. Giant hands reached down and held me in place. My eyes shot open in panic. I cleared away the cobwebs to see Harry holding me down, his face a grimace of unfeeling emotion. I looked over to see a nurse standing over me with a syringe. Fuzziness faded and I could see the same type of syringe from last night, filled with dark blue liquid and pulsating black veins.  


     I watched as Nurse Waters put the needle to my arm. Rubber tubing was already tied around my arm and a vein pushed up against the underside of my skin. Nurse Waters smiled and I caught myself staring at her. The woman I saw last night looked like a normal woman but tonight she was different. Eyes were larger and almond shaped with glowing pink irises. She had short hair with pinkish highlights and her ears were slightly pointed. Her smile was sharp as she showed slightly pointed teeth. White and pink hair covered her forearms and black nails stood out longer and sharp. 


     The needle stabbed into a vein, medicine pumping into my blood. Heat explored my body as tension fell away. I was putty in Harry's grip. The broad orderly let go and left the room. Nurse Waters stood over me, hand caressing my cheek. The single light in my room glowed like a miniature sun. Shadows moved along the walls even though the light was completely still.  


     “Why...why do you do this? What is that you’re giving me?” I managed through a vibrant and sweet haze. 


     “It is your treatment but this time is our time. You wanted more but now I want more,” Nurse Waters said with a demonic smile. 


     I tried to sit up but I fell deeper into the bed as fingers pressed along my mound. Waves of bliss echoed off my inner shell, fingers digging into my white panties, pressing against my clit. A gasp floated up from my lips while the demonic fairy massaged my womanhood. 


     “I heard you have a sweet taste. I will believe it when I taste it,” The pink demon leered. 


     Fingers pulled aside wet panties and rubbed me deeper. Shadows writhed like wisps of fire to Nurse Water's touch. Whimpers filled the small room. I lifted my heavy head to see a long tongue uncurl from the nurse’s mouth. She eyed me like a piece of meat, letting the tongue snake down and run along my glistening slit. I didn't turn away as the narrow tongue licked at me and settled on my clit for a long moment. My hips moved, pushing against her smooth hot tongue. The nurse's short dress rode up to reveal thigh high white stockings. I pulled at the top of my gray dress uniform, slipping a shoulder out the top. One hand clutched at the bed while another moved into my top to touch my pointed nipple. 


     Nurse Waters stared with large oval eyes, fingers spreading my lips and her tongue driving into my pink gash. The tip of it touched and caressed my G spot and a shudder ran along my entire body. I tried to squeeze her tongue and that made her caress me again. My womanhood quivered with mounting desire. The demon tongue pushed in, forcing itself, deeper into me. The pink nurse moaned her approval as she slathered up my honey with each pass.  


     Half moans and strange sounds came up my throat. All I knew was that I wanted more and more. The demon nurse kept pressing and licking at my sensitive spot and I cooed my wet needs. Hips bucked and a growing pressure made me bite my lip. Demon eyes stared while her tongue licked me into submission. 


     “I need it. Please... I need you there... touching me,” I whimpered. 


     A small dark laugh filled my ears. The tongue pushed and ran along my inner world. My nerves lit up like fireworks and I cried out. I arched as an orgasm rippled through me, causing me to take deep breaths with each shock of bliss. The demon tongue pulled out slowly. I lifted my head again to see about several inches of my cream covering the end. Nurse Waters slurped it into her mouth and licked her lips. 


     “You do have a taste about you,” The demon nurse leered. 


     The pink demon moved from me. Clawed fingers grabbed at my side and rolled me onto the floor. I hit it with a thud, still reeling from the orgasm. The nurse sat on the edge and lifted her skirt up. I sat up sluggishly and was confronted with a hairy pink pussy. The hair had the shape of a Mohawk and practically glowed neon pink. 


     “Sister needs her cunt licked,” The pink demon stared at me. 


     I hesitated, my mind still confused and my body madly horny. 


     Nurse Water’s expression hardened, “Do it! Or all your little pleasures go away. I own you tonight and sister will collect.” 


     The nurse clamped a hand on my head and drew me in between her legs. She let out a soft moan as my lips touched her pink rug. My tongue flicked out and ran along her slit. Wetness greeted me as the nurse pushed my face against her line. I licked and kissed like I was told. The nurse's scent covered me as her honey touched my cheeks and covered my chin. I looked up to see her eyes closed and lost to blissful sensations. 


     “Less kissing and more licking,” Nurse Waters moaned out a command. 


     I drove my tongue against her opening and slathered up and down. The fire in my veins turned into a mixture of ice. Their combination made me hungry for more and more. My hand dropped between my legs and I fingered my own dripping pussy. I pulled back to take a breath, the nurse’s demon pink pussy dripping onto the floor. It bubbled and foamed between us. I stared until the hand on my hand pushed me back to her dripping cunt. The nurse's scent was like liquorish candy but she tasted like wine. Buried between her creamy thighs, I licked and licked and licked. My fingers were covered in my own juices as I fingered and rubbed myself. 


     “Sister is close. Don't stop......don't stop!” The demon nurse whined. 


     Thighs clamped around my head as she held me in place. I whipped my tongue at her, nearly suffocating in her scent. Wide almond shaped eyes glared down and a deep tormenting moan clawed up her throat and on my obedient head. I moaned into her pussy, my own orgasm exploding and heat rising into my face and chest. Demon juices flowed into my mouth and down my chin. I found myself drinking it down like it was water. Nurse Waters quivered a few times before grabbing a fistful of hair and pulling me away. I fell to the floor heaving, with wetness dripping from my face. 


     “OOooooo, you have such a naughty side. Get on your knees and lick my cunt juice off the floor,” Nurse Waters commanded. 


     I feebly crawled on my knees and elbows. A puddle of demon honey lay right under the nurse's pink gash. She watched as I bent my head down and licked at the puddle. A heeled shoe stabbed into my back and held me down as I continued to lick up the puddle. 


     “There is only one naughty girl here and that is me. Maybe if you're good I will let you suck off Harry and Ron together. They want to fuck you so bad; they get hard talking about it,” The nurse laughed. 


     My nipples pressed against the cold floor. I licked and slurped up the demon honey while Nurse Waters went on about how big Harry and Ron were. I wanted to be shocked, even outraged but I wasn't. The medicine opened me up to my place and right now I was here, on the floor, licking up after a pink monster nurse. Was it the treatment making me see her as some demon? Could this all be in my mind? Or could this all be real? I didn't know and at that moment, I didn't really care. I rubbed my own swollen pussy lips while licking the last drop of Nurse Water’s pussy juice from the floor. I wanted more and I wasn't sure I could stop myself. 


     


  




  

     Four Eyes 


     Salty sea air greeted me as I walked onto the Blackburn grounds. Patients spilled out behind me, hurrying to stone benches or walking aimlessly. I struck out on my own to see how far I could go. A heavy fog blanketed the area, casting an eerie mid-morning gray around the massive, ancient asylum.  


     I walked straight into the fog, the sound of crashing waves off in the distance. They called to me from one direction and my heart leaped in my chest knowing I would get a chance to see it. I glanced back to see the immediate Blackburn grounds fade from sight, the towers the only thing noticeable in the thick mist. Green grass contrasted against the blank fog. My slippers were covered in bits of mud with every step but I pushed on. I needed a break from all this madness and the sea was just what I needed. 


     Something black loomed in the distance. I walked toward it but it seemed to extend to each side the closer I stepped. Cool air filled my lungs as I put one foot in front of the other. I slowed down when I saw the thick iron fence leading off to the right and left of me. My hands curled around the black bars and I pressed my forehead to the cold metal. 


     Despair settled over my mind and heart. Looking up I could see that the points of the twelve-foot fence bent inward. It was clear that the fence wasn't to keep anyone from the outside coming in. In the foggy distance waves crashed on invisible rocks. I wanted to squeeze through the bars and run to the ocean. I would dive right in and swim until I found what I was looking for, or drown in her merciless embrace. 


     Wet metal cooled my hands. I put my forehead to the fence and let the sounds of the ocean play their wonderful song. The whispers drowned out my sadness. I closed my eyes and pretended I was free, if only for a moment. There were no demons here, only the sound of the sea to calm my frayed nerves. 


     An image floated in my mind's eye. I mentally reached out to touch it. A scene unfolded. It was me, standing in a room. I let the scene dance behind my eyes. I think it was my bedroom. My heart quickened as I kept the image, floating to the sounds of ocean waves. Sea shells covered walls and shelves. Shell necklaces hung from hooks I stuck on the wall. Those weren't just any jewelry, I made those. A tiny piece of my past reached up and tapped me on the shoulder. I explored, my fingers running across books and little statues of mermaids. I felt it in my heart that these were all mine, my collections of mermaid stories to calm me when the outside world was a little too real. Did I stumble onto my happy place? Was this truly from my past or was I just having a psychotic break. No, it felt real. It felt like my true self was struggling to the surface. 


     My heart beat and my mind took everything in. Then the image turned gray and remained static. A tired feeling came over me and I let a hand drop to my side. I couldn't remember beyond that. I had a bedroom with shells and mermaids but that was it. I couldn't open the closet to see what clothes I wore. I couldn't leave the room to explore a house I grew up in or even an apartment I stayed for a few nights. The rest of my world was blank. I should have been happy I remembered something but instead I felt worse. Why couldn't I remember what happened to me? Dr. Rook said there was an accident. Was I in an accident? Is that why I can't remember? 


     I pulled away from the iron fence and shook my hands in the air. The frustration pointed and laughed at me and I growled at the fog. The only thing I really knew was that Blackburn was my home until I figured out what happened. 


     The ocean called to me as I turned and started walking back. Fog enveloped my gray form but the ocean continued its song, tempting me back to his side. It didn't take long for me to feel a little lost. I looked up to find the silhouette of the black towers. After a few tense seconds, the towers came into view. I slowed down. I wasn't in a hurry to get back there. Why not take my time and enjoy the cool air. It was then when something black walked toward me. My first image was of a man with dead eyes and a gaping mouth, silently screaming in the fog. I blinked and the person's face grew clearer with each step. 


     “I thought we lost you,” Father Lucas smiled. 


     “Hello Father,” I said halfheartedly. 


     Father Lucas walked up to me. When I didn't stop, he moved alongside me, keeping with my slow pace. He scratched his thin white beard along his jaw line before putting his hands in his priest robes. 


       “Tomorrow will be a clear day. You should be able to get a view of the ocean,” Father Lucas said with cheer. 


     “Please excuse me Father but is there anything I can help you with?” I wasn't in the mood for small talk. 


     “It is whether I can help you. I often introduce myself to all new souls and open my door in case you need prayer or an ear to listen.” 


     “I doubt prayer will help me with my problems, Father,” I sighed. 


     “You would be surprised by the power of prayer but only if you let it into your heart. When you're ready, you should visit the chapel for self-reflection.” 


     I glanced over at the smiling priest, “Only during the day, am I correct Father?” 


     Father Lucas continued to look forward as we walked, “I see rumor has reached you rather quickly. I'm not here to cast myself on the rocks for others approval. You are a grown woman. I'm sure you can decide for yourself. As I said, my door is always open.” 


     My lip curved downward, “Please forgive me Father. I am trying to put the pieces together of my life. I meant no disrespect. Religion has never played a big role in my life. I doubt it could help me recover my memories and fix my broken mind.” 


     Father Lucas put a hand on my shoulder. He gently turned me to face him and put his other hand on my other shoulder, “All is forgiven. Stop by for a chat when you're ready. But in the meantime, it may put a smile on that sad face to know the sisters are making apple pie tonight. Get two pieces if you can.” 


     The priest's smile was infectious. I couldn't hold back a small grin. It only seemed to brighten his. With a pat on the shoulder, Father Lucas walked off toward stone benches, waving to patients. I watched as some people greeted him warmly, smiling like they were talking to their best friend.  


     A cold wind passed over me, sending a chill down to my bones. I pulled the light jacket to my neck. I closed my eyes again and focused on the sounds of the sea. My body seemed to hum with knowledge the more I thought about the blue ocean waters. I held tight on the memory of my bedroom. Maybe it will be something I talk about in our therapy, before or after I masturbate to him? I giggled at the last thought. Something about him was pushing at the back of my mind. While the nurses and orderlies were turning into monsters and demons while giving me some weird treatment, Dr. Rook only wanted me to follow his commands. It was so simple and yet so powerful. A strange nervous feeling filled my stomach. Was I looking forward to seeing the doctor again? I opened my eyes when I knew the answer was a tiny yes. 


     I walked toward the main doors while I waved to Father Lucas. 


     *** 


     Wandering the halls seemed the thing to do. Between my nightly escapades and my strange doctor visits, it was nice to simply have no place to be. Signs covered intersections. One of them pointed to the library. A few hours reading couldn't hurt. I wandered down a hall and turned a corner. Clicking heels echoed toward me, growing louder and louder. I turned another corner and nearly crashed into a nurse. 


     Nurse Sykes stood before me with half closed eyes and her brow in a tight V, “Ms. Torres, I'm glad I found you. I need you to come with me,” Nurse Sykes turned and already started walking. 


     I gave a disarming smile and walked a few feet behind, “Where are we going?” 


     Nurse Sykes's hair bounced with a lustrous blackness. She barely turned her head and her eyes stared down, “Special appointment.” 


     I followed knowing I didn't want to cause any trouble. My first thought was Dr. Rook wanted to see me. My session was tomorrow so maybe he had more information for me concerning the accident. I had no idea but I'm sure there was a reason for a special appointment. 


     Nurse Sykes sashayed down the hall. She was the first person I met when I walked into this place. She was taller than Nurse Waters and with finer curves. After what happened last night with Nurse Waters, I quickly realized I was looking at Nurse Sykes's round ass. Hot thoughts trickled in as I made quick glances. I know I have a high sex drive but now it seemed it didn't matter if it was man or woman. I wanted her to do anything she wanted to me so I could feel those naughty drops of paradise.  


     We turned into a deserted section and walked down a musty hall. A creepy feeling shrouded my mind. This wasn't the way to Dr. Rook's office. Nurse Waters talked about how the staff was talking about me, wanting to fuck me. Maybe they couldn't wait till tonight. 


     Nurse Sykes walked to a door, opened it and simply pointed, “Go in.” 


     I stopped, “Why? What's in there?” 


     Nurse Sykes reiterated her pointing with an annoyed shake of her finger. I stepped forward and peered in. It looked like an old classroom. A chalkboard covered one wall and wide windows opened out to the foggy day. I peered in a little more and saw that all the desks and chairs were stacked against a wall save for a few in the middle of the room. Wooden closet doors lined the wall opposite of the windows. 


     I was about to step back when Nurse Sykes pushed me in. I turned to see her closing the door. A lock clicked into place. I tried the handle but the door wouldn't budge. I was deep in an unpopulated area. Screaming and calling for help was out. I moved to the windows and examined them. On the other side of the glass were thin crisscrossing bars. There was no way I would be able to get through that. 


     A closet door slid open. I turned to see Ron step out, his thick shoulders flexing and a wicked smile on his face. I pressed myself to the window and watched as he took his time walking to me.  


     “I thought we had plenty of time to get to know each other?” I asked nervously.  


     “Beth... Nurse Waters couldn't stop talking about you today. I simply couldn't wait any longer.” 


     “Is there a pool or something on who can bed me each evening?”  


     Ron eyed me like a meal, “You could say something like that.” 


     I glanced at something in his hand. It looked like one of those old fashion cameras where it spit out a photo after you took the picture. An image of a woman floated to mind, a similar camera in her hands and asking me to smile. She had long hair like mine and bright eyes.     


     The gray glow from outside made the room bright. Ron stopped right before my shadow on the floor. He put the camera down on a chair and beckoned me with a finger. Heat flowed up my neck. There was no syringe filled with my treatment anywhere in view. Ron wanted to play and I doubted he would take no for an answer. 


     My nervousness bled into a caged heat. Being trapped in this room with such a large man was causing my body to betray me. Ron's smooth bald head shined like a helmet. Bulging muscles flexed around his neck and down his arms. Eyes took on that sinister glow I witnessed on my first night. My cheeks flushed and I looked away. 


     “We know you're not shy. Tell me you want to leave and I will let you leave,” Ron said with a toothy smile. 


     I could feel it, know it, and practically smell it. There was no way he would let me leave. The burly orderly wanted me to run, try to fight to make the moment hotter. I have seen that look in men before. They want you to not want it. They want you to flee so they can hunt you and force you into submission. Poor Ron, He had no idea that I loved being submissive. It was my one true power in this place. 


     “You made me so wet that first night,” I said in a shy voice. 


     Ron's smile grew bigger, “You taste so sweet. I can't stop thinking about you and that wet cunt of yours.” 


     I slinked forward, shyly looking away but keeping the black orderly in the corner of my vision. Ron watched me as I moved toward him. When I was close, my arms went around his waist. I looked up like the shy creature I pretended to be. Ron's face was smooth, nearly blank. The smile was gone and the skin on his forehead wrinkled. My hand glided down his waist and dung fingers into his firm manly ass.  


     “I bet you have a big one. Can I see it?” I asked innocently. 


     “Not sure your cunt can take it but yea, you can see it,” Ron said deeply. 


     I undid his white pants, pulling them open. The orderly wasn't wearing any underwear and I could already see the base of his impressive cock. The rest was stuffed down a pant leg. I lightly touched the base and ran my fingers along a few visible inches. It throbbed and pulsed to my fingertips. I swore it was struggling to snake out and attack me. 


     “Get on your knees for a better look,” Ron said as his breathing turned heavy. 


     I slid down his body and to my knees. I looked up innocently at Ron as if I didn't know what to do next. The skin on his forehead, above his eyes started to shift and shudder. I wondered what was happening to him. I thought that the workers here were just part of my imagination when they gave me my treatment. Instead, Ron's face was moving, twisting and pulsating. 


     “Pull it out, nice a slow,” Ron said while his face moved in odd waves.  


     My attention fell on his manhood, struggling against the fabric to be free. I wrapped my fingers around the base and gave a light tug. The orderly's cock nearly sprang out and hung like a thick black snake. I stroked him innocently and he groaned to my touch. The member throbbed as I stroked him slow and steady. Ron was enjoying himself because his eyes fluttered with each long stroke. 


     I bent my head down and pointed the thick cock up. The tip was circumcised and was a deep purple. My tongue slid out and ran underneath it. Pre come touched my tongue and I sucked it down without a thought. My eyes looked up to show how much fun I was having sucking his cock. Lips pressed around the throbbing tip and I took a few inches in while I stroked his member with both hands. Ron moved his hips, pushing more into my tight mouth. I gave a throaty moan, showing him, I liked it too. I wish I was faking it but I really did like it, this big man force feeding his cock to me. I sucked on it like a long piece of candy and I wanted his creamy center. 


     “Take off that dress while you suck my cock,” Ron hissed a command. 


     I slid thick shoulder straps over my shoulders and pulled it down. My swollen breasts nearly popped out on their own accord. My tongue licked and slathered on his head. I moaned with each moment, making sure he was enjoying himself. I pushed down my gray uniform dress till it was at my knees. I was still in white panties but I couldn't go any further without breaking contact with his cock. 


     Ron pulled his cock from my mouth,” Get naked. I want to come all over that fine body of yours.” 


     I whimpered and pouted as I pulled the dress under me and tossed it aside. Ron stroked his cock, watching me slip my panties down and tossing them next. I sat on my ankles as Ron stared at my naked body. Stroking, he eyed my full tits and light brown nipples. Wetness spilled onto my inner thighs, he liked what he saw and I liked that he liked it. My hand slipped between my creamy thighs and I rubbed my soaking wet slit. My shaven pussy had some hair growing back but it was still light. I didn't have the tools to make sure I stayed nice and tidy. It didn't seem to bother Ron as he stroked himself to me.  


     I played with my clit, moaning and licking my lips. Ron stepped out of his pants which had fallen to his ankles. One hand touched the side of my face while he pushed his cock to my lips. I greedily took him in, sucking on inches and playing with my cunt. Bliss welled up inside while I upped the tempo on my engorged clit. Dizziness started to creep into my vision the more I wanted. Ron pushed into my mouth deeper and faster. I sucked and played with myself. The tempo was pushing me to my happy place. A quick shudder showed I was close to my own orgasm. I slowed down my pace, enjoying Ron's member in my mouth. 


     I whined and looked up. Ron pushed his hips, forcing his cock deep down my throat, the skin on his face changing. I blinked and then I saw four eyes staring at me. My eyes widened and several more inches pushed pass my lips. Right above Ron's normal set of eyes were another set of eyes. They were half closed and glowing with red irises. The black dot of the eye had spread out into slits like a cat or serpent. 


     “Slow down and take my cock. I need something to remember this moment,” Ron said his voice deeper and darker than ever before. 


     Ron's cock was half buried in my mouth. I moaned like he was hurting me, sucking slowly back and forth. The demon orderly picked up the camera and held it over me. I was sure to look up like he was hurting me, forcing his cock in my mouth. A light flashed and mechanisms whirled. A slit on the bottom of the camera spit out a picture. Ron pulled it out and took another picture and another. I modeled like the playful whore, making sure he got everything he needed. 


     Four demon eyes closed and a grunt filled the room. Ron's cock bulged, nearly spreading my mouth as wide as it could go. I gave a throaty cry, begging for his seed. A spurt of come shot out, plastering the back of my throat, followed by a torrent. Muffled cries matched Ron's grunts as streams of molten come filled my mouth. I gulped it down but more took its place. I never knew a man to have so much come. It was like a hose, spurting streams of hot come. I could barely contain it as some dripped down from the corners of my mouth. 


     The orderly pulled his wet cock from my mouth. A few more spurts and my tits had come dripping down over my nipples. Ron grabbed me and forced me against the window. A manic rage consumed him as he kicked my legs open and heaved me up. I thought since he spent his load that he would have stopped. It seemed that it was only the beginning of what he wanted. I was inches off the ground, held against the wall in his strong hands. I wiggled in his grip, looking down to see that his cock was still hard and dripping come. One hand let go and took hold of his monster member.  


     My playful whines turned into throaty screams. The orderly impaled me with his cock, pushing at my tight opening. My pussy widened, trying to accommodate him. He was right. I wasn't sure I could take it but I moved my hips, opening my walls as he snuggly pushed in. Explosions of ecstasy thrashed internally. I bent my head up and cried with wide eyes. Ron grunted, forcing himself deep. There was no way I could take all of it and about halfway in me, he could go no more.  


     Wetness slathered down his spear as he pinned me to the wall. The roaring emptiness was immediately filled. Cooing noises and moans mixed with wet pleasure. Ron bent his head and ran his tongue along my pointed nipple. My tits and gash quivered while my eyes rolled into my head. Ron drilled me back and forth. I was a puppet to his whims as he moaned and grunted. Teeth bit my nipple and a big hand squeezed. I squeezed, making myself at tight as possible, which wasn't that hard.  


     Fingers dug into his strong back. Each thrust of his hips made me yelp shockwaves of bliss. After one more push and lick of my nipple, my world exploded. Biting my lip, I rode his thick black cock, whimpering and moaning. A flash flood of my honey covered his cock, making him slippery and pushing deeper. My head lolled forward and four demon eyes stared at my two. I showed no fear as I clamped my hands and legs around the burly orderly, milking every moment of my own orgasm. As the bliss subsided, another one rushed to take its place. I bit down on Ron's black shoulder, hugging him like a parasite. 


     Ron held me up, spearing me deep, his cock bulging. Trembling whimpers were the only sound around us. Molten jets of come pumped into me. Another orgasm made me quiver. The amount of come was obscene as it spilled from my tight opening. We both took long raspy breaths, lost in time and space. 


     The orderly pulled me from the wall and his cock. Gently he put me down but my legs were shaky. I fell onto my ass, come leaking from my pussy. I stared quietly as Ron went to the closet and pulled out a few towels. He walked over and threw them at me. I held them close but couldn't do much else. My head spun like I had just stepped off a rollercoaster. 


     “Clean yourself up,” Ron heaved. 


     The black orderly picked up the pictures scattered on the floor. He looked at them and smiled as I feebly toweled come off of my chest. Ron turned one so I could see it. He brought it close. 


     “This is a good one. I will treasure this,” Ron said showing the picture of me looking up with his fat cock half buried in my mouth. 


      I silently continued to clean come off. Ron put on his pants and fished out a key from his pocket. The extra eyes on his face were gone. The orderly unlocked the door and stepped through without even looking back. The door was ajar as I sat on the cold floor, come still dripping out of me and bliss filling my body, images of the woman with the kind smile and old camera swirling in my mind's eye. 


     


  




  

     Five Strikes 


     Dr. Rook sat quietly as I leaned back in the ancient leather couch. Neither one of us had said a word for a few minutes nor was the silence a little off putting. Sunlight struggled to penetrate the frosted glass to his office but only succeeded in casting a defused glow throughout the room.  


     In the quiet I thought about yesterday in the classroom. After cleaning myself up and heading back to my room, I was dizzy and nearly stumbling down the halls. A distant memory played over and over and I tried to catch every detail. I wasn't sure I would talk about it but I wanted to know it for myself. When I finally reached my room, I fell into bed and let sleep drape over me. I woke up some time later to Nurse Sykes and Harry. The orderly held me down but this time he was almost gentle about it. Nurse Sykes put a tube around my arm and tapped the crook of my limb. I watched them, unmoving and uncaring as they followed their nightly procedure of giving me my treatment. The needle stabbed into the vein and blue medicine pumped in. I half expected both of them to attack me and force me to be their sexual slave. Instead, Nurse Sykes withdrew the needle, pulled the rubber tube from around my arm and both left without a word. As the door closed, I could see scales forming on Harry's neck while Nurse Sykes's skin turned a light blue. The door closed and again I drifted off with my hand between my legs, touching my already wet pussy. 


     My dreams were a cascade of jumbled chaos and flashes of demonic smiles. It all began to feel normal as I swam in my dreamscape, letting the images wash over me with divine confusion. When I woke up this morning, I had tears in my eyes. It felt like I was crying in my sleep but those feelings faded within seconds. 


     Now I was here with Dr. Rook. I thought I would have a lot to talk about but I was hesitant. Fear kept me from talking because a piece of me didn't want to know any truth. Maybe I was meant to stay in the dark to protect myself? Maybe this is where I belonged and secretly, I didn't want to get better? 


     “This is a safe place. You can talk freely,” Dr. Rook said with eyes on me. 


     “Why is this place called Blackburn Asylum? I thought they didn't use the word 'asylum' to describe mental hospitals anymore.” 


     Dr. Rook put his pen down on his note pad and pushed his glasses up, “That was part of my doing. I felt we needed to bring back the healing power of an asylum. The ancient Greeks and Romans use the word asylum as a place of refuge and safety. They used to be places where you could go and be treated, whether rich or poor. It is a powerful word and should be used as such, unlike tame words to make the idea of treating people a dirty secret.” 


     I was silently drinking in his words. I rubbed my palms on my knees nervously when he finished, “Is this a safe place?” I asked my voice low. 


     “It is,” Dr. Rook said simply. 


     “What is the treatment I get every night? The nurses keep sticking me with a syringe filled with blue medicine before bed.” 


     “It is a cocktail of anti-psychotics and vitamins.” 


     My eyes lowered, “It doesn't seem like it is either of those things.” 


     “Speak your mind.” 


     I sat a little straighter, “I have never had hallucinations in my life but since my first night here, I have seen strange things.” 


     Dr. Rook picked up his pen and flipped a page on his note pad, “Continue.” 


     I looked around as if there was going to be someone behind me ready to run off and tell everyone what I'm about to say, “The staff keeps changing after I have an injection.” 


     “Changing?” 


     “Yea, please, I know I'm not crazy so don't read too much into what I'm going to say next. The staff keeps turning into, well, monsters.” 


     “What kind of monsters?” Dr. Rook said without a hint of shock or surprise. 


     I stared but found myself still talking, “They look like monsters, different kinds. One looked like a pink fairy demon. Another had multiple eyes like a snake. Another had scales.” 


     “Is it just their appearance? Do they do anything to you?” 


     I hesitated again. I didn't want to talk about the molesting for fear the staff may make my life miserable. In all honesty it didn't bother me what they did but I felt like I was on a tightrope and ready to fall.  


     I stared at Dr. Rook, “It’s just something I observe.” 


     Dr. Rook scribbled on his pad, “I wouldn't be too concerned. The medication can have some unusual side effects. Simply keep taking your treatment.” 


     I kept my eyes lowered, “Can you tell me more about the accident?” 


     Dr. Rook scribbled again on his note pad, “I cannot. It will have direct influence on your mind. I merely said it to jog your own memory. Can you tell me anything you might remember?” 


          Haze floated around my heart and mind as I sat there. Dr. Rook's words seemed to vibrate with strange waves. I could feel a dullness press on me as I tried to make sense of what he was saying. Why was he dismissing me and my visions of monsters? Was it a normal everyday occurrence here? Maybe other patients talked about monsters and it was old information? Why did I feel like telling him the truth? Why did I want to be on my knees before him, pleasing him? 


     “I had a memory come back to me yesterday,” I said almost like a zombie. 


     “Tell me about it.” 


     “There isn't much to tell. It was a room I think from my past. It was filled with seashells, jewelry and books on mermaids. It was a safe place for me to be myself.” 


     “This is good. Your mind is trying to remember the past. Can you tell me more?” 


     My head leaned forward almost in shame, “No. I can see the room but I cannot interact with it. It is just there, floating in my mind.” 


     Dr. Rook stopped scribbling, “This is progress. Thank you for telling me. It shows that you understand this is a safe place so your mind can heal.” 


     “You help me feel safe. I don't know why but you do,” I said with a touch of shyness. 


     “Do you remember what I told you in our last session?” 


     “I do. Your word is law and when you give a command, I will follow it.” 


     The corner of Dr. Rook's mouth barely curved upward, “You take strength from those words and commands.” 


     “I do,” I said, blushing. 


     Dr. Rook put the note pad and pen down on the desk, “I want you to follow me. I have something to show you.” 


     Dr. Rook stood up in his immaculate dark suit and strode to the door. I quickly stood up and followed. The hallway was eerily empty. The sound of the doctor's expensive shoes clicked with each step. Dr. Rook moved with purpose and I had a time keeping up with him. The strength and power rolling off of him made me want stay close just so I can bask in it. 


     Several doorways down, Dr. Rook stopped, “Keep an open mind,” The doctor said simply as he opened the door. 


     We walked into a medium sized room. The windows were clear and sunlight spilled in. The whole room was bare except for a lone figure on its knees and a closet behind it. I focused and saw it was a man. He groaned with a ball gag in his mouth and his arms behind him. Sunlight shined off his bald head and sweat trickled down his temple. 


     My eyes widened as Ron looked up at me and then looked away. Dr. Rook walked past the orderly and opened the closet behind him. The doctor took some small items off a shelf and pulled out a baseball bat. He leaned the bat against the wall and walked to me with what looked like photos in his hand. 


     “Mr. Ronald Voss was kind enough to tell me about his private time with you. Are these pictures of you?” Dr. Rook handed five photos to me. 


     I looked down to the very pictures Ron took of me while I sucked his cock. Simply seeing them stoked a fire deep within. I looked to Ron and then Dr. Rook, puzzled. 


     “Are those pictures of you pleasuring Mr. Voss?” Dr. Rook asked a little harder. 


     “Yes Doctor,” I said meekly. 


     Dr. Rook went to the baseball bat leaning against the wall. He picked it up and moved to me, hefting it in his hands. I looked up into his unfeeling eyes as he held the handle to me. 


     “Mr. Voss chose not to follow my rules. He took five pictures of you to add to his rather extensive collection. I find it only fair that you have the option to strike him five times,” Dr. Rook said coldly. 


     My heart beat like a jack hammer. My eyes moved from Dr. Rook to Ron's and back to Dr. Rook, “I can't. He didn't hurt me.” 


     “Didn't he? He cornered you and convinced you to pleasure him with a veiled threat. You follow the rules but he did not. Now you have a chance to release your rage. Strike him five times with as much force you deem fit.” 


     “He...he didn't get me angry. I....I deserve anything that happens to me,” I blurted out. 


     Dr. Rook kept his cool calm gaze on me, “You are a different kind of predator. You disguise yourself as a rabbit, running as fast as you can from danger. To most, they cannot see that you have sharp claws and vicious motives. You put yourself in harm's way because you know the predators are coming and you want them to force themselves on you, in you. It is then that you get what you want. The predators are sated and you hop off knowing that you beat them while satisfying your own endless lust.” 


     My eyes watered. Dr. Rook continued but his voice grew softer, “Take the bat. Strike him and teach him that the rules can never be ignored. They can be bent and even overcome but they cannot be broken.” 


     My hand trembled as I reached out for the handle, “He will come back. He will hurt me,” I sobbed. 


     “There will be no retribution from what happens here, isn't that right Mr. Voss.” 


     Ron nodded his head, eyes closed and whimpering. 


     My fingers were inches away from the handle. I felt no shame for what happened but Dr. Rook's words hit me like a freight train. The doctor barely knew me but seemed to know exactly what to say and how to say it. Things I never wanted to admit to myself and he laid it out like plates on a table. I didn't care what happened to me but I couldn't bring myself to hit Ron, even if on some moral high ground, he deserved it. The world wasn't black and white and I knew I couldn't fit in that mold.  


     “Take the bat and punish him,” Dr. Rook commanded. 


     I reached out and curled my fingers around the handle. The doctor watched me as I stepped around him and walked slowly to Ron. The orderly whimpered, pleading with his eyes for me to stay away. I wiped away tears and stood before him. More sweat trickled down from his temples. If I beat him then all sorts of trouble will start. If I disobey Dr. Rook then he will keep me here forever. A sick feeling filled my stomach. I was strong enough to take what the world throws at me but dealing it out was a whole different matter. I couldn't live with knowing I hurt someone else. I was selfish and horny all the time but hurting others was not possible. I just wanted this over. I didn't care what happens; just don't fill my head with horrible acts. 


     I lifted up the bat over my shoulder. Ron squeezed his eyes shut and bent his head, accepting his fate. I let out a deep sigh, not looking at Dr. Rook. Taking a deep breath, I brought the bat down softly and tapped Ron on his right shoulder three times and two more times on his left shoulder. 


     Ron started crying and howling the moment the bat touched him but quickly stopped. His eyes shot open and stared at me in disbelief. I let the bat fall to the floor and my entire body shook like a leaf. An arm curled around my shoulder. My head went to Dr. Rook's chest and I cried like a child. The doctor hugged me close as I let it all out. 


     After a few minutes, Dr. Rook walked me to the door. It opened and Nurse Sykes was standing there with towels and bandages. She looked to Ron who was still on his knees, unhurt, and then she looked to me. Dr. Rook walked me back to his office with his arm around me. I was so upset that I was crying on his perfect suit. I tried to pull away but he kept me close.  


     We stepped back into his office. Dr. Rook sat me down on the worn leather couch and moved to his desk. He opened a drawer and pulled out a box of tissues. He presented it to me and I took two tissues. I wiped at my cheeks and face while the doctor sat in his chair and picked up his note pad and pen. 


      “We still have twenty minutes. Pull down your panties and pleasure yourself or you can talk about anything on your mind,” Dr. Rook said with no emotion. 


     I robotically stood up and pulled my panties down. My fingers dived between my legs and touched my womanhood. Silently I sat and rubbed my clit, pushing away all thoughts and memories. Dr. Rook stared as I rubbed and rubbed. Sorrow turned to pleasure, tears turned into heavy breathing. I licked honey off a finger and went back to pleasuring myself for my doctor. Heat rose into my cheeks and between my thighs. I fell back deep into the couch, showing my doctor what he and I both wanted. I cried out as an orgasm flooded my senses, followed by another, happiness and relief turning the world bright again. 


     


  




  

     Six Weeks 


     Time became a blur. I counted six weeks since I first stepped into Blackburn Asylum. A normal equilibrium started to take over even though I thought it was going to be hell. Ever since that moment with Dr. Rook and Ron, it seemed many things changed. The staff no longer had their way with me after my nightly injections. It was nice to actually have some rest but soon I was getting annoyed that they didn't force themselves on me.  


     During the days, I would get a head nod and even a small smile from the staff on occasion. I guess word must have gotten around about what happened. Ron seemed to be a different man around me. He still had four eyes, black skin and twisting demonic features after my nightly treatments, just like all the staff, but he never talked down to me or treated me like a doll for his amusement. 


     With all the time on my hands, I went to the Blackburn Library on the upper floor. There I read and read and read, sometimes for pleasure, other times for information. I wasn't sure what I was looking for but I felt I would know it when I saw it. I came across an old dog-eared book on demonology and knew this was a keeper. I read it cover to cover, committing what I could to memory.  


     When I wasn't reading, I was writing in my tableside journal. Michael the masturbator told me that everyone gets a blank journal to record their thoughts. It is believed that it can be a positive activity with people's therapy. I wrote mostly about sex, recording my fantasies in stark detail. I would get myself so worked up that I had to masturbate three to four times before going to sleep every night. 


     Michael and Amy began to become regulars, visiting and talking to me like we were long lost friends. Soon I stopped noticing Michael stroking himself as he talked about his life with his dog before coming to Blackburn. Amy kissed me three times every time she saw me. It soon turned into such a ritual that often I would beat her to it by kissing her before she had a chance to notice I was there. It only brought smiles to her face and she hugged me a few times. Michael told me that was a big deal because that was the only way Amy could express, she liked someone. As far as I knew, she only hugged Michael and me, golf clap for making it into the club. 


     Each visit to Dr. Rook became more and more special. I would always look forward to the days he commanded me to masturbate in front of him. It wasn't on every visit but when he told me to, it was like Christmas. The orgasms were mind blowing and my doctor would watch, expressionless but eyes on me. When we just talked, he would let little slices of his life show. Not only was he my psychiatrist but he was the director for the entire asylum. He had a vested interest in helping those overcome their barriers and living a fulfilled life. I often found myself staring at him, adoring his mannerisms and perfect hair. 


     When not in therapy or writing or fingering myself into oblivion, I spent my time fighting off Father Lucas's advances. It wasn't like he was trying to get down my panties but the priest was insistent on being there for everyone. It nearly turned downright annoying. When I walked the grounds, he would be there, walking alongside me and talking about the creator and prayer. I didn't think much about it at first but soon it was all I heard. He really had passion for religion and it showed. The nuns followed him around, giggling like he was some kind of rock star. Despite his friendliness, I wasn't drinking the cool aid just yet. 


     One bright morning I was in Dr. Rook's office, playfully rubbing myself over my panties. The doctor would look down and watch as I talked about anything and everything. 


     “Father Lucas keeps driving me crazy with his talks about prayer. I want to be rude and tell him to stop but I end up just listening,” I said with a breathy tone. 


     “What do you think is stopping you from telling him how you feel?”  


     Fingers smoothed over wet panties, “I don't want to disrespect his beliefs. Everyone is entitled to what works for them but they shouldn't force it on others.” 


     “Have you thought of using a different strategy with the priest?” 


     “Not really. Like what?” I asked while grazing my clit. For the last week I have played with myself with my panties on. I haven't been able to groom myself so it was turning into a wildfire of hair between my legs. It was becoming a little embarrassing. 


     Dr. Rook let a small smirk slip, “Have you tried to tempt him?” 


     Lips curved into a big smile, “Why Doctor Rook, are you telling me I should seduce a man of the cloth?” 


     Dr. Rook let out a small laugh. It was the cutest thing I ever saw, “I could never tell you to do such a thing. It wouldn't be professional. But if you were to try, he would most likely leave you alone.” 


     I stopped rubbing myself. It was an odd thing for Dr. Rook to say. The staff seemed to be doing just that with me and maybe some other patients but now he was almost condoning I seduce Father Lucas. I could feel there was more to what he was trying to tell me. Maybe Blackburn had more secrets than I realized. 


     “I noticed lately you haven't taken off your panties like you used to,” Dr. Rook said, changing the subject. 


     I blushed, “It's embarrassing. The hair is getting out of control. I know we are not allowed razors so I haven't kept up on my grooming.” 


     Dr. Rook stood up and walked to his desk. He pulled out a small carrying case and walked back to his seat. He pulled back on the zipper and opened it in half. I watched him as he pulled out a razor, feminine shaving cream and lotion. 


     “I'm sure you can use these items to freshen up. I can't let you take them with you so you will have to do it here now in my presence.” 


     I smiled ear to ear as I took the three items. I lifted my dress and pulled down my panties. I stepped out of them and left them on the floor. With spread legs, I sprayed shaving cream into my hand and slathered my hairy pussy. Dr. Rook watched me as I made small movements, making sure I cover every hair. With razor in hand, I started shaving and glancing at the good doctor. I tried everything to get a horny reaction from him but he watched me stone faced. 


     I shaved slowly, making sure I was thorough, “You like to watch me pleasure myself. How come you never want to do more?” I asked. 


     Dr. Rook looked down at his pad, “You need sexual stimulation to help you overcome your traumas. I am only helping you with your therapy.” 


     “What if I need further sexual stimulation?” I said while looking him in his icy blue eyes. 


     “I'm sure you would find many willing.” 


     “What if I want it from my psychiatrist?” I said shaving up. 


     Dr. Rook was silent for a long second before speaking, “It wouldn't be professional and against the rules.” 


     I squeezed my own thigh as I shaved another strip of white shaving cream, “Is this professional? Blackburn doesn't exactly follow the rules. I could please you, anytime you wanted. No one would know.” 


     A flash crossed the doctor's eyes, “I can use any therapy as I see fit to help you work through your memory loss and regulate your compulsive disorders. As for the rules, if you had the rulebook with all the answers, you would naturally use it to your advantage, circumventing any progress on your therapy. It is a game most play. They focus on what they can get out of it instead of focusing on the problems they face,” Dr. Rook said with a touch of anger in his voice. 


     My heart dropped, “I'm sorry doctor. I just want to please you.” 


     Dr. Rook let out a small sigh, “Annabelle, I want you to understand that you have the power to change your own life. What you did to Mr. Voss was a taste of your own power. Since that day, the staff has treated you with respect.” 


     I looked away with watery eyes, “It was really difficult. I thought you wanted me to hurt him. I couldn't...” I trailed off. 


     “Even when you thought you didn't have a choice, you found a way to create a choice.”  


     The doctor was right. I blinked a few times to hold back the tears, “You are right doctor. I will follow your therapy and your rules.” 


     Dr. Rook leaned back, “Good. Finish grooming and we will talk again at your next session.” 


     I quietly shaved my womanhood. Dr. Rook barely blinked as he stared with his azure eyes. 


     *** 


     Butterflies filled my stomach and twisted it into knots. I didn't mean to get Dr. Rook angry. I had a difficult time trying to make sense out of this strange place. I thought everything was going well but I had to push at his rules. He simply doesn't understand how much I want to please him. If he only let me then I could show him what he means to me. I shouldn't look at this like I messed up. I need to take this and find a way to use it. Dr. Rook won't let me please him so I had to find a way to bend the rules. 


     I walked down the hall and a new fire filled my belly, burning the butterflies to ash. I need to come up with a different way to please him, to make him want to bend the rules for me. There had to be a way. I just needed to figure it out. 


     Turning the corner, I walked down the patient quarters toward my room. I passed Amy's door and noticed it was slightly open. I glanced in and saw two people inside. I stopped and opened it to see Amy sitting on her bed with her head down and Father Lucas standing over her. 


     Father Lucas turned to me and smiled, “Hello Annabelle.” 


     “Hello Father,” I looked at Amy but she kept her head down, “Is everything alright?” 


     Father Lucas looked down on Amy while speaking to me, “Everything is fine. I was just asking Amy to come to church tomorrow. I think it would be beneficial to show her the power of prayer.” 


     Amy's hands clutched at her gray dress. I stepped in and sat down beside her. She didn't kiss me and kept her gaze to the floor. 


     Father Lucas smiled to me, “Amy is very shy but I believe she will do well to come to the chapel.” 


     I put my arm around Amy's shoulders, “She might be having a hard day. Maybe you should come back later, Father.” 


     Amy shook her head slightly. I gave her a reassuring squeeze. Father Lucas eyed Amy and me. The vibe in the room was thick. I walked in on something and neither of them was ready to say anything. I could tell Amy was uncomfortable and I needed to get Father Lucas out of here. 


     Father Lucas bent to his knees before Amy with a kind smile, “Amy, you know this is for your benefit. I will have the sisters come for you later so we can help with your healing.” 


     Amy's hands reached up and clutched my dress. Her eyes went from a blank stare, to wide with terror. I didn't know what was going on but I had to put a stop to it. 


     “Father, I think Amy doesn't want to go.” 


     Father Lucas looked to me and sighed, “If she was able to make decisions for herself, I would believe her. She must fill the requirement as part of her therapy,” Father Lucas stood up, “I will have the sisters bring her tomorrow night.” 


     Amy looked to me in fear and I looked to Father Lucas, “Father, how about I go in her place?” 


     Father Lucas looked like he was overcome with pure joy, “You wish to help heal yourself with prayer?” 


     “You have convinced me from our talks that prayer may be the way to go. I only ask that Amy fill her requirement another time?” I asked with a sickeningly sweet smile. 


     The priest's eyes shifted between me and Amy with his eyes eventually resting on Amy, “You should take note of kind Annabelle. She will be a wonderful role model and I hope a piece of her kind heart will influence you to see prayer with an open mind.” 


     Father Lucas took my hand into his, “Sister Beth will stop by your room around 6pm tomorrow.” 


     “Should I bring a bathing suit?”  


     Father Lucas gave me a questioning stare before smiling ear to ear, “Ha! No, there will be no need for a baptism. Come with an open heart and ready for prayer. May you both sleep well tonight.” 


     I kept a happy face as Father Lucas bowed to us and left Amy's room. Amy nearly attacked me with three kisses on the lips before speaking in harsh whispers. 


     “You can't go! You can't!” 


     “Why does Father Lucas want you at church so much?” I asked with wide eyes. I tried to hold her close to comfort her. 


     “We have to tell Dr. Rook. We have to go now!” 


     “Please Amy, calm down. Why do we have to go to Dr. Rook? Why are you scared?” 


     Amy tilted her head. A tear trickled down her cheek and her hands held me tight, “We can't visit him at night. We can't. He will tempt you and force you to his way. If you do not believe, you die. You die.” 


     “Amy, are you going to tell me what is wrong with Father Lucas? I don't want to visit him if something bad is going to happen.” 


     The distraught girl pulled at me and we were off in a flash. Amy held my hand as she led me to the stairs and we climbed up several flights. Her eyes were wild and manic as we dodged slower moving patients with nowhere to go. Before long we were on the 7th floor and two orderlies I never saw before stopped us. 


     “No admittance without an appointment,” The orderly said it like he repeated those exact words for the thousandth time. 


     Amy looked around like she was lost. It hit me that she can't talk to anyone unless she kisses them three times. Her eyes pleaded with me to do something. I held her close and squeezed her hand. 


     “We need to see Dr. Rook. It concerns Father Lucas,” I blurted out not sure what the hell was going on. 


     The orderly's eyes widened a little. I was expecting some annoying back and forth but he stepped aside and pointed down the hallway. Amy pulled me like she was possessed. We were practically running until we reached an office with the door open. I knew the therapy room wasn't Dr. Rook's main office but seeing his actual office was something else entirely. We stepped in to see journals and books lining the walls. Various awards and plaques hung on walls and stood on higher shelves. Dr. Rook was reading a rather large book when he looked up to us. His normally stoic stare took on a concerned twist of an eyebrow. Amy let go of my hand and raced around the desk so fast I thought she was going to attack him. Dr. Rook remained motionless as Amy gave him three pecks on the cheek. 


     “Father Lucas asked me to join his night prayer! Annabelle said she would go in my place! She doesn't know! She can't go! She can't go!” Amy blurted out rapid fire. 


     Dr. Rook took Amy's scared face into his hands. He calmly made eye contact with her. Amy's eyes were wild but Dr. Rook started whispering to her. I couldn't make out what he was saying but Amy seemed to calm down. Her entire body started to relax and she visibly drooped. Dr. Rook glanced to me and then to a chair next to me. I grabbed it and put it behind Amy. My friend slumped into the chair with a dazed expression and a happy smile. 


     Dr. Rook kept his eyes on the docile Amy, “Thank you Amy for coming to me. I will make sure no harm comes to you or Annabelle. Please go back to your room and sleep. Annabelle will stay here until I make sure she is safe.” 


     Amy nodded with a bright grin. I was taken aback on how her eyes moved up into her head. She stood up and walked past me without a second glance. The door closed behind her. I turned to Dr. Rook, not sure what the fuck just happened. 


     “Take a seat Annabelle,” Dr. Rook pointed to the empty chair. 


     I sat down, putting my hands on my thighs. The air grew warmer as Dr. Rook seemed to put his thoughts together. The office looked lived in. I wondered if he ever went home. Did he have a wife and children? A man like him must have a life outside of Blackburn? I looked for pictures but his desk was filled with books and neat folders. He didn't even have a computer. 


     “You agreed to take Amy's place for Father Lucas's night prayer?” Dr. Rook asked with a blank expression. 


     I shifted a little under his gaze, “Yes, she seemed so scared of the priest. It felt like the only way to get him out of the room.” 


     “What else did she tell you once he left?” 


     My fingers interlocked with each other, “Something about if you don't believe that you will die.” 


     Dr. Rook sat back in his plush leather chair, “About two years ago, Father Lucas was trying to convert the asylum into a full church. He thinks that by using belief and prayer instead of hard science that he will help many to overcome their disorders and pain. The church tried to assist Father Lucas with petitions and testimonials. The board of course refused but some concessions were made. As part of patient's therapy, they will spend a very limited time exposed to the wonders of religion.” 


     Watching Dr. Rook talk to me like a normal person only made the room warmer. The doctor continued. 


     “The program seemed to be working. About a dozen patients took to it. Many of the nuns you see with Father Lucas are converts to the church. Men who appeared better were released to the church's custody to study the priesthood. There was a year of marked improvement in the mental health of the asylum.” 


     Dr. Rook's eyed turned to the window as the sun touched the horizon, “After a year, there was some resistance from a small group of patients, four to be exact. They informed me of terrible things that Father Lucas would do to them. I investigated but couldn't find any proof but nearly every day they would come to me about horrific acts of sex and debauchery. Then one by one, they each committed suicide.” 


     My interlaced fingers tightened. 


     “I put a halt to the program indefinitely. I know Father Lucas has his favorites he likes to tempt with his healing prayers. I informed them in their sessions that if Father Lucas came to them about the program, then they were to report it to me immediately.” 


     I looked away, “Is that why you suggested I seduce Father Lucas? So, he would be embarrassed and sent away? “ 


     Dr. Rook took a deep breath, “I must apologize for that comment. I found myself comfortable on your visits. It was a lapse in judgment.” 


     It was a moment but only a moment. Dr. Rook seemed like he opened up to me, letting me see a glint of weakness. My cheeks flushed red but I bent my head to try and hide it. All this talk and seeing his vulnerable side was making me hot. Dr. Rook looked like an ice statue waiting to melt. I wanted to be the heat underneath him, making him turn to goo on my naked body. 


     Dr. Rook's eyes fell on me, “I will speak to Father Lucas tomorrow. Do not go to his meeting. We will meet tomorrow afternoon so I can inform you on the outcome.” 


     “Inform me?” I wasn't sure why I had to be in the loop. 


     “Some of the other patients talk very highly of you. I am their psychiatrist so they will always hold me as a higher level of authority and not believe everything I have to say. If it comes from you, it will have more meaning and ease the tension. Are you willing to be my voice?” 


      I looked to Dr. Rook, smiled and nodded my head. 


     “Good, now head back to your quarters,” Dr. Rook turned to his open book. 


     I stood up, confused and hot. I turned toward the window and realized that was not the way to go. I made a squeak and turned toward the door. I felt like some blonde bimbo, hot and bothered. Blood charged through my veins as I left Dr. Rook's office. It felt good to feel like I was part of a team. The doctor could ask me to do anything and I would do it but this felt bigger than me.  


     I was walking on clouds down the stairs and hallways, for the first time, hope and peace wrapped around my abused heart. It was then I felt the freedom of not having a hairy bush between my legs. I wanted to dance down the hall and do cartwheels like when I was a little girl. Something swam to the surface of my mind, a memory of me swimming in the ocean. The woman with the camera was there, cheering me on from the beach. I could taste the saltwater, kicking my arms and legs. It was my first-time swimming without anyone there to help me. I was so proud. I dived under and came up, spitting out a little sea water and calmly kicking my legs. 


     I reached the door to my room and opened it to see Amy there. She was calm but instantly looked up, happy to see me, getting up and hugging me. I hugged her back. We were silent, holding each other. After a short while, Amy broke the embrace. She didn't kiss me as she left and I was alone in my room. 


     I sat on the edge of the bed, thinking about the memory. It has been so long since something from my past had come to mind. I wish there was more but the voids in me were quiet and dark. I knew I had to tell Dr. Rook about my memory. I hope he could help shed some light on the events of that night weeks ago. I knew if he told me something then it would kick start my memory. 


     Lying in bed thinking seemed to make time move faster. The door to my room opened. Nurse Waters carried a syringe and rubber tubing in her hand and Ron followed in behind her. I barely sat up. Nurse Waters was all business as she wrapped my arm. It was odd but I could see pink colors bleeding into her hair. I looked over to Ron and another pair of eyes was opening on his forehead. The room moved and waved like I was underwater. They haven't even injected me yet and I could see them turning into the monsters.  


     The needle tore a hole and a deep moan bubbled up my throat. I was instantly wet and ready to masturbate myself to sleep. I gave Ron a playful batting of my eyes. The orderly looked at me with four demonic eyes and looked away. I could tell he wanted another taste. Nurse Waters pulled the syringe out of my arm and I grabbed her wrist. 


     “You both can stay. I miss our time together,” I whispered. 


     Nurse Waters glanced over to Ron and they both exchanged silent expressions. Ron shrugged. Nurse Waters pulled my hand from her wrist and gently laid me back. 


     “Another time, sleep well,” Nurse Waters said with a kiss on the cheek. 


     I writhed in bed as the two asylum staff stepped out of the room and closed the door. The metal lock clicked into place and I was trapped in my room for the night. The haze grew thicker as I tried to sit up. Emptiness sprang up and I desperately wanted it filled. I managed to turn off the light and fall back into the bed face first. The blankets felt good against my skin. I turned my head and noticed a shaft of moonlight from my tiny barred window. Time lost all meaning as fingers snaked into my wet underwear. My nub was engorged and begging to be touched. Fire flashed as I satisfied its urgings and my own. Wetness spilled and my scent rose up like a column of perfume. I was feeling lonely. Painted pictures of Dr. Rook brushed across my mind. Silent stares and quiet power pulsed to match my slow tempo. 


     Hips arched and bucked. I pictured the bed to be Dr. Rook's chest. It curved under me as the fantasy played out. My fingers were his fingers as he touched me. I would protest him having his way with me but silently I didn't want him to stop. The fantasy whirled and blurred. I was on my knees, clawing at his suit. I wanted to be a beast, sucking on him, begging and wanting.  My moans intensified and I was a puddle on the bed, rubbing my clit like the bad girl I was. 


     A metal click echoed in my small room. I turned my head to see the door to my room crack open. A shadow moved, slipping in, the door closing behind it. I was on my side with my hand down my panties, lustful and slightly confused. The shadows against the wall shifted and changed. A chill flowed over me, causing goose bumps to rise. I played with my clit and the chill fell away, replaced with a burning fire. I took deep breaths. I hallucinated on my medication before. It was possible that was happening now but something felt different. 


     A long shadow moved up along the wall. It had the basic shape of a man but the shoulders were wide and the head moving like water. Points emerged from each shoulder and small horns stabbed up into the moonlight. I was on my side, rubbing and rubbing, not sure what was going on. The shadow pulled from the wall, turning solid right before my eyes. It was cloaked in darkness and two glowing white eyes emerged from its blank face.  


     There was no fear. My body shuddered as I was closer to orgasm. The darkness shifted away like a cape to reveal a muscled black body. My eyes drank in its form. It had bent legs and cloven feet. A dark chest rose and fell with jet black nipples. Large hands flexed, showing a glint of ink black claws. My eyes centered on his dangling cock, thick and veiny.  


     Hallucination or not, I was so turned on by the monster in my room an orgasm blasted my senses and I let out a deep moan. I could feel another in the background as I milked pleasure from my clit and rubbed my thighs together. Heat and power poured off the demon. Even with its white eyes I could tell what it wanted. I doubted I could stop it if I wanted to, which I didn't. 


     Clawed hands gripped my gray dress and hoisted me up. I felt like a rag doll as it ripped and clawed my gray uniform to shreds. A claw nicked my arm and I let out a sultry gasp. I looked to see a drop of blood bloom to the surface of my flesh. The demon stared and a pale tongue snaked out of the darkness. It licked the drop of blood and retreated back to the shadows covering its face. 


     My dress was nothing more than shreds of fabric at my feet. My breasts hung and my nipples pointed. One clawed finger curled down the waistband of my panties. With one snip, my panties were pulled off and floated to the floor. I trembled not because I was cold but because I wanted this monster inside me. The excitement made me reach out and run fingers along its member, fascinated and curious how I was going to fit it inside me. It seemed every man here had a big cock and I wasn't complaining. 


     I fell to my knees, hands caressing the monster. In the dim moonlight I could see the demon had tiny black scales on its thighs and arms. I looked up wondering if this was Harry. The staff seemed to have rules on taking turns with me. Maybe after all this time, it was Harry's turn? 


     The thick black cock bounced and throbbed in my hands. The demon was getting impatient. It grabbed the back of my head, pushing my face into it. My tongue flowed out and I licked along the shaft like it was a lollipop. It had been so long since any of these monsters touched me, I wanted to enjoy it. I slid down till I reached the tip, kissing and licking it. The demon's breathing increased as I played with the end. I lifted it up with my hands and looked up as I pressed my lips around the bulbous tip. White glowing eyes watched as I sucked on it and made little whimpering sounds. 


     “Please mister demon, I don't know what to do. I'm just a little girl lost,” I teased before taking a few more inches into my mouth. 


     The black demon moved its hips, pushing several more inches passed my tight lips. My tongue ran underneath the shaft, pressing it to the roof of my mouth to make my mouth tighter. I ran fingers over my slick wet slit. I could feel I was dripping onto the floor. A clawed hand reached down and squeezed one of my creamy tits. Muffled moans filled the tiny room mixed with slurping sounds. My tits bounced as I upped the tempo, begging with my mouth to taste more. A thrilling pleasure coiled around my nerves as the demon pushed more, further down my throat. I gagged as I sucked but I didn't stop. It was a touch of heaven as a drop of pre come spilled onto my tongue. It was salty and hot, while a flash flood of my own honey covered my fingers.  


     I brought my wet hand up and slathered the monster cock's shaft. My lips touched my own honey and I moaned louder. I pulled the cock from my mouth, gasping and whispering I wanted more. The demon lifted me up and pinned me to the wall. Strong hips grinded between my legs. Effortlessly, the monster held me inches off the ground. I cried out as a tongue licked at my nipple, followed by a warm mouth. I writhed in the demon's grip. 


     “Please fuck me mister demon. Fuck me!” I whined. 


     Many have a hard time understanding what it is like to want so much. I'm glad the demon had no such thoughts. It turned me against the cool stone wall. Clawed feet kicked my legs. I was breathing fast as I felt the creature lift up its cock and press it to my gash. A clawed hand covered my mouth as its cock pushed at my quivering pussy. I screamed as inches spread me wide. The demon was relentless as my honey dripped down and he pushed up. I wiggled to accommodate his size. My screams quickly turned to moans with my eyes half closed. Bliss rippled through me. The Black Hand pulled away and I pressed my forehead to the wall. Bodies moved like ocean waves. The demon invaded me and I opened my gates to him. I squeezed every time he pulled back, not wanting him to leave. The demon made no sound except for heavy breathing. The two of us joined and writhed. I cried out, facing the wall but that only made the demon up his tempo.  


     Black hips pounded into my ass, sending vibrations and ripples up my flesh and spine. I was so wet and he was so snug, we moved like one being, thrusting and sliding. The fire grew and my nerves coiled. My moaning turned to silent O's. One strong hand held my hip while another one dived between my legs. I gasped as the demon rubbed my clit, playing and squeezing it. The tempo slowed and I could feel every raised vein of his member push against my tight line. An orgasm crashed into me, followed by another. With each slow and deep penetration, my body shuddered in ecstasy. Time stopped and I was nothing more than a bright being of pure bliss. 


     I was open to the universe and images played before my sex-soaked mind. A man's face bloomed, smiling and happy. A woman's hand touching his neck and him grabbing at it like it was the most important touch in the world. The ocean was behind him as the setting sun filled the sky with orange light, a bleeding pain striking out at me as I looked away from so much beauty. 


     The demon shifted and withdrew his cock. I fell back to my tiny room, turning my head with heated gasps. The black demon pressed his cock to my tight asshole. My eyes grew wide like saucers. I've had former lovers give me anal but this demon was too big. I whimpered a protest but my shadow lover moved as if he didn't hear me. Was this me playing with myself? If so, why can't I stop it! 


     The bulbous head strained at my opening. I relaxed knowing he wouldn't stop. My sphincter opened just a little and the demon pushed his way in. My world opened up as wet inches slid against my even tighter opening. I made animal noises. Black fingers fingered me and played with my nub. It was too much and I moaned low and long. Orgasms assaulted me as one after the other exploded. My body was radiating heat and my eyes stared out into the vastness of nothingness. 


     The demon's cock bulged as it slid in and out of my tight asshole. The hand on my hip slid up the line of my body to grab a bouncing tit. All my pleasure centers were dialed to eleven. The black cock stiffened and erupted. Molten jets of come spurted deep within me. I moved my ass against his thick member, squeezing and milking. The spurts turned into a stream. I could feel more heat rise up my body as I used the wall to push me down on his cock. The black demon stayed there, holding me and spitting more come into my ass. 


     Dizziness crept into my vision. The demon pulled his cock from me. I was putty in his hands as he laid me face down on the bed. I managed to turn my head to see him melt into the shadows. The door opened just a crack and a shadow slipped out. The door closed and I was alone. 


     “Fuck,” Was all I managed to say as I lay in bed with come leaking out of my ass. 


     The image of the man and the sunset swirled in my mind. Darkness smothered me as I was sent adrift. The man's face never left me. Even in dream land, I moved forward and kissed him, shedding a tear. Tendrils of pain called out to me, knocking at a door, whispering that they wanted to come in. 


     


  




  

     Seven Stories 


       Soreness seeped into my muscles. The dreaded ache pushed at my deep restful sleep, making me restless. I didn't want to wake up but annoying little pains were making it near impossible to stay in my dreams. Darkness bled away as a glow of light bloomed on the other side of my eyelids. The start of a new day washed away a dirty night with a demon. I didn't even get his name. Coming in and taking me like I was some whore made me want to lick my lips. I often dreamed of being taken like that but to have it actually happen was an experience more powerful than I ever hoped.  


     Eyes fluttered and blinked. A vague dark outline of someone stood over me. Was it him? Did he come back to take me again? I fought at the loving tendrils of sleep to release me so I could swim back to the waking world. Eyes blinked wider and the world slowly came into focus. The person above me was staring, his face forming slowly in my sleepy mind. An arm moved vigorously as he stroked something in his hand. Eyes opened and gazed down at a rather large member. I glanced up to see Michael's eyes nearly roll into his head as he grunted. 


     My hands went up as the tip of his Michael's cock exploded. Jets of come spurted onto my chest. I managed to cover my face and mouth in time. When the grunting subsided, I peeked to see Michael heaving and strands of come leaking from his spent member. 


     “Michael!” I said half amused and half annoyed. 


     Michael looked down with shades of guilt across his face, “I'm sorry Annabelle. I came in because your door was open and you were lying naked. I thought something happened but you were sleeping peacefully,” Michael looked away, “I couldn't control myself.” 


     I sat up as warm come rolled down off my breasts. I let out a sigh as I could see what he was talking about. I was naked in bed with torn clothes around me. I may have to ask for several boxes of tissues if a night like last night continues. 


     “It's fine. Next time, just give me a little shake to wake me up,” Michael put his cock away and I gave him a devilish smile, “Was it fun?” 


     “Not as much fun as what you did last night. What happened?” 


     “Did you hear me?” I asked, sitting up and using my sheets to wipe me down. 


     “I think the whole wing heard you. Are you okay?” 


     Sitting up, I didn't even try to hide myself. Instead, I looked down and wiggled my toes, “Would you believe me if I told you a demon came in and had its way with me?” 


     Michael was silent. I quickly followed up, “It's okay Michael. Sometimes I get a little carried away with myself. It's one of the reasons why I'm here.”    


     Michael's lip twisted into a grimace. There seemed to be some internal war going on like he wanted to tell me something. I stood up and went to my small dresser. I pulled out one of my fashionable gray dresses and put it over my head. The panties will have to wait until I have a shower. Michael twisted and turned, unsure of what to do next. 


     “Do you want to talk?” I smiled. 


     “Can we talk in my room?” Michael's hand went back into his pants and began stroking himself again. 


     “As long as you keep that anaconda on a leash,” I smiled, trying to lighten the mood. 


     Michael seemed to ignore me and stepped out of my room. I followed him across the hall to his quarters. His room was just like mine except for spots of exposed brick in a few places. Since the room was opposite mine, it didn't have a barred window to the outside. The chronic masturbator paced. He pointed to his bed and I sat down without a second thought. His agitation was making the air thick.   


     “Amy told me what happened. You can't go to Father Lucas's night prayers.” 


     I put my hands behind me and leaned back, “I know. It has been taken care of. Dr. Rook is going to make sure no one goes to the prayers.” 


     Michael's eyes darted, “You don't understand. You have to stay away from him. When he is like this, he will make you do things.” 


     “Michael, help me understand. I haven't been here a long time so I don't know what you're talking about. Is there something going on I should know more about?” 


     “I heard some of the nuns, whispering, talking about the father. They were excited. One of them said your name. Once Father Lucas gets his claws in you, he doesn't like to let go. He never let's go.” 


     Michael clearly was working through something. Normally he was so clear and level headed but now he was acting like Amy did yesterday, “I know about the suicides.” 


     The man turned to me with wide eyes, “They didn't want to kill themselves. They wanted to live, right to the point when they hung themselves or threw themselves over the cliff. They put the fence out there after that.” 


     “Why did they kill themselves? What is Father Lucas doing to make people want to die?” 


     Michael seemed to catch his manic self. He adjusted his shoulders and let out a deep breath, “Annabelle, Father Lucas wants us all to believe in his god. Belief keeps the madness away. Those who do not believe, they are consumed. Amy and a few others are very scared for you.” 


     I looked up into his beautiful green eyes, “Thank you for your concern but whatever happens, it will be okay.” 


     “You see the demons, every night after you take your treatment,” Michael said flatly. 


     “I... I...” I stammered. 


     “You are not crazy. They are real. We all see them after the treatment.”  


     Michael went to his door and closed it. I watched as he quickly crossed the room to one spot of cracked paint and exposed brick. Fingers dug in around the edge and he pulled a brick out. Michael beckoned with his hand. I went to him as he pointed into the hole. Inside were vials upon vials backed into the small space. I didn't know how far back but it looked like he had been stuffing them in there for a while. 


     “After a certain point they stop giving you injections and give you a pill. I stopped taking them to prove that we didn't need the treatment. I can see them for what they truly are. Every day and every night I see the monsters walking through the halls,” Michael said with an edge of defeat in his voice. 


     Michael put the brick back. I had nothing to say. Either we shared the same psychosis or Blackburn Asylum was filled with demons and monsters. I stepped back and leaned against a wall. The air was thicker and I was having hard time breathing.  


     Michael sat on the edge of his bed, staring at the floor, “The staff may be monsters but Father Lucas is something worse. Some of my friends will keep an eye out on you; just don't be alone with him.” 


     I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I moved to the door and opened it. I didn't look back as I walked to my room and closed the door behind me. Fingers curled into fists and I put them to my eyes. What am I doing here? Is this Hell? Did I die and now I'm here, living out this dream of madness? I had to pull it together. Everyone here is nuts just like me. I can't take everything they say seriously. Dr. Rook has shown me that this is a place dedicated to helping people get better. I had to believe that everything I'm experiencing is to help me be a better person. One day I will be able to leave and go back to him. 


     A fluid shock lit up my senses. Him? I have nobody. Why am I thinking of him? Was he the man from my dream last night? Did I know him? Could he be the reason I'm in here in the first place? I slid down to the floor and pulled my knees to my chest. What is happening to me? I thought everything was coming together and now it was all being pulled apart. A stab of sadness caused my eyes to water. Why did I miss that face from my dream so much? Now with his face so vivid in my mind, why won't he leave me alone? I belong here, in the nut house with all the other freaks. Tears rolled down my cheeks and I put my forehead on my knees.    


     *** 


     Warm water rained down my naked skin. With eyes closed, I let the heated water wash away terrible empty feelings. I had to pull it together. The more I talked with patients, the more confused I became. They talk of Father Lucas like he is some sort of monster. I should be laughing at that thought. The entire place is filled with monsters and I'm one of them. I was right to come here. Being locked away only ensured others could not get hurt. I remembered how Dr. Rook looked at me when I stood over Ron. He said I was the worst monster of all because I pretend, I'm not. I'm just some sick woman, surviving off loveless sex. I'm not supposed to have any feelings or regrets. Monsters do what they want, when they want. 


     Picking up the soap, I ran it along my body, washing away the dried seed. My eyes opened, half closed and blank. I was hollow and without regret. Father Lucas could do no worse than what I have already done to myself. Death would be the just dessert for a failed and useless life. I loved once but now even that spark burns dim. Images of Dr. Rook floated into my gray thoughts, so strong and powerful, he practically glowed against the grainy black and white background. Do I love him? Is he the one I want? Then why do I hurt when I think of the man from my dreams? 


     Soap washed away with relentless waves of water. I turned the ancient knobs and the warm stream turned into little drops of clear water. I walked over to a bench and picked up a white towel. A few other patients were washing their grime away. Some focused on themselves while one or two glanced in my direction. Michael said he had friends watching over me. I made a small crazy laugh mixed with the sounds of running water. Michael is an inmate just like me in this mad house. I doubted his imaginary friends would come to my rescue. The only person I could count on was Dr. Rook. He has been the only one who believes in me. He thinks I'm strong enough to figure out my past and I know I won't disappoint him. 


     I toweled off and wrapped my hair into a towel beehive. I slipped on a clean pair of panties and my fabulous gray uniform dress. I walked out of the showers with my head held high. I had no time for fear and regret. I know I can beat this place at its own game. I started my small trek back to my room. I will finish with my hair and head to the library so I can occupy my thoughts with a good book. Then dinner and finally I can go to bed and wish for last night's sexy demon to come back and fuck me to sleep. Just the thought of last night sent shivers of bliss up and down my body. 


     Just then an orderly pushed past me and was running at full speed down the hall. I was about to yell out “Rude!” when two nurses shouted for me to get out of the way. I stopped walking as they ran like something was on fire. I continued my leisurely stroll when Harry shot past me. A man his size never has to run. What the hell was going on? It wasn't long before some patients zipped by me, eyes wide and their mouths full of chatter.  


     Something happened. My heart tightened. Something bad happened. Amy came around a corner, running full speed. She grabbed my hand and yanked me forward. I ran with her, my beehive unraveling and towel falling away. 


     “What happened?” I managed as Amy yanked me down the hall.  


     Other patients ran alongside us. I felt like I was caught in a deluge. I managed to make out from the insane chatter that someone fell. 


     “Amy?” I nearly screeched. 


     The small group of us turned a corner and we were in the main hall. The front double doors were wide open, sunlight pouring in like it was the gate to heaven. My arm went up to shield my eyes. The tightness in my chest only increased. Dread filled my mind as we nearly jumped into the light. 


     Dizziness spiraled as I stepped down the stone steps I used only once, the first night I was here. Orderlies tried to keep the mob of patients back, barely. Nurses were huddled on the green grass. I don't know why but I looked up, contrasted against the bright blue sky, stood the keep and towers of Blackburn Asylum. It looked like a jagged stone spear against the azure sky. On the seventh floor, one of the windows was broken. 


     My gaze fell to the grass where nurses in white huddled. Between their legs I saw a man in a suit, unmoving and sprawled out. I leaped down the stairs and rushed into the mob. I pushed my way frantically to the line of orderlies. I slammed into Ron who was trying to keep his cool while keeping everyone back. 


     “Is that Dr. Rook? Tell me Ron!” I screamed. 


     Ron stared into my eyes for a moment before looking away. I ducked under his beefy arm and ran across the lush lawn. Please, it can't be him. It just can't. He is my master, my savior. He is here to heal me. It can't be him! 


     Nurse Sykes turned her head and saw me making a mad dash for them. Her arms went up and we collided. She was yelling at me, telling me to back off. I could barely hear her as my eyes locked on Dr. Rook, his suit ripped, shredded and coughing up blood. I wailed like some forgotten banshee. 


     Strong arms coiled around me and pulled me away. I kicked and screamed bloody murder. The monsters can do whatever they want to me but not him, not him. The crowd of lunatics screamed and howled the injustice of the fallen doctor. I was dragged to stone steps of Blackburn. More nurses emerged from the entrance. I fought Harry. Insanity gripped me. I knew I was the only one who could help him. A syringe sank into my arm and my vision went hazy. The world clouded as I fell limp into the abyss. 


     I woke with a start. I sat up and felt tight around the chest and waist. I was back in my room. I looked down to see a straight-jacket securely locked around my body. I could use my legs and little else. I was quickly to my feet and to the door. It was locked. I banged my head twice against the metal, pain blooming on my forehead. It wasn't smart but I got someone's attention. 


     “Take it easy in there!” Came a voice from the other side. 


      I instantly knew it was Harry, “What happened? Is Dr. Rook alive?” I asked with a hysterical tone. 


     A metal slot opened up and Harry looked in, “He is in the medical ward.” 


     “Will he be okay? Take me to him!” 


     Harry glanced at my jacket, “No visitors until we know more, rest for the night.” 


     “I can't rest! Doctor Rook needs me! I can help him. I can heal him!” I was nearly laughing at my own words. 


     For the first time ever in this lunatic asylum, Harry's eyes softened, “Annabelle, please rest. When we know more, I will be sure to pass it on.” 


     My eyes grew wider and wider. I started kicking barefoot against the metal door. They can't keep me in here! I need to get out! I need to see my doctor! 


     Harry was about to close the slot when his eyes turned away. I turned to my little barred window and saw the orange glow. The sun was setting. The black snake of fear wrapped around my heart. 


     “Hello Harry. I'm here to escort Annabelle to her night prayer therapy,” A feminine voice cooed and made me cringe in terror. 


     I moved to the slot and peered out. Sister Bethany stood with two other sisters. Harry crossed his big arms. The skin on his neck flowed away to reveal a patch of black scales. 


     “Until further notice, there will be no therapy sessions,” Harry said flatly, his bulky body flexing muscle. 


     Sister Bethany gave a kind smile, “We have a schedule to keep. Please step aside and open the door.” 


     Harry gave a devil's stare, not budging an inch from my door. 


     “Don't let them take me Harry. Don't let them take me!” I yelled through the slot. 


     The three sisters and the burly orderly ignored me. Eyes locked on each other like some secret conversation was going on. Sister Bethany was first to lower her eyes and let a smirk creep into her small lips. 


     “Poor child, you do not know what you do,” Bethany said with a whisper. 


     The nun's black dress shifted and moved. Sister Bethany raised her gaze to the orderly just as something snaked out from below. It reared up and struck down in a blur. The black and green tentacle slammed into Harry, driving him to the stone floor. The orderly just stopped himself from hitting hard stone with big hands keeping him inches from the floor. Muscles strained as the tentacle lay on top of him, holding him down. Bethany and the other two sisters stared coldly at the hulking orderly, struggling to get back up. 


     “Stay down,” Sister Bethany eyed the orderly. 


     Harry pushed his body up against the tentacle holding him down. He grunted as if he we were trying to do a push up with a car on his back. 


     “Fool,” Sister Bethany smiled. 


     Another tentacle snaked out from under her black dress and hammered down. Harry smashed into the floor, cracking it and sending up puffs of dust. I looked down in horror as his eyes rolled into his head and he moaned. Sister Bethany stood in front of the slot, eyes connecting with mine. I backed off, trying to make myself as small as I could in my tiny quarters. 


     Metal turned and groaned. The door opened and Sister Bethany glided in. I shook my head from side to side. Monsters, the place was filled with monsters! 


     “Sister Lydia and Sister Mary, please remove that awful jacket from Ms. Torres.” 


     The two sisters came into the room and started undoing my straight jacket. I was frozen, staring at Sister Bethany. The nun acted like nothing happened. Moments later the jacket was off and feeling was returning to my arms. 


     “Why are you doing this?” I nearly cried. 


     Sister Bethany tilted her head and put her hands together in prayer, “Father Lucas wants to save every soul, even if it is one at a time. Let's not keep the good Father waiting,” Sister Bethany smiled as something moved under her black dress. 


     


  




  

     Eight Eyes 


        The chapel doors stood ominously before me. They were made of sturdy oak with a dark finish. White crosses hung off each door. The stone arches before it seemed to weigh heavy on my mind. With all the talk of Father Lucas being the devil at night, urges welled up, wanting to propel me in the opposite direction. Sister Bethany stood beside me while the other two sisters were behind. I wouldn't get one inch away if I tried. They would strike me down like they did to Harry. He is built like an ox and I was afraid they would turn me into a red smear on the cold stone floor. 


     Sister Bethany reached forward and opened one side of the double doors. She casually pointed in and I moved like a defeated child. I had no idea what to expect. Chaotic chatter filled my skull with every bit of knowledge I could gleam from every person who talked about Father Lucas. If I didn't believe then I would die. I held onto those words like a mantra, hoping it would help me make the right decision. I never had much faith but deep down I knew I couldn't fake it. You either had it or you didn't, there was no in between. 


     Taking a deep breath, I walked over the threshold and into the chapel. The space opened into a much larger room with vaulted arches. Wooden pews stretched out to either side of me as I walked. I glanced up to see Father Lucas's back, his head was looking up at a plain silver cross. It stood on a table and was the size of a small person. Father Lucas and the cross were bathed in colored light. I looked over to the stain glass windows as the last rays of sunlight shined through. If I wasn't terrified, it would be beautiful. 


     “Welcome Annabelle. We have been looking forward to your visit,” Father Lucas said without turning around. 


     “Hello Father,” I said simply.  


     “It's unfortunate what happened to Dr. Rook today. I hope our prayers can help him with a speedy recovery.” 


     “Father, maybe we should postpone our therapy. I don't think I can concentrate knowing Dr. Rook is hurt.” 


     Father Lucas turned around with a broad grin, “Nonsense, if anything, this will only help you with your grief. Prayer can heal all negative imbalances.” 


     The light from the stained glass started to fade. The sun was setting. My mind worked. I needed to find a reason, any reason to get out of here. 


     “Father, I don't think this will help me. Let's see if we can do another night. I'm sure we can...” 


     Father Lucas cut me off, “This will not take long. Once we are done then you can go back to your room and wait to hear word on Dr. Rook.” 


     “But Father...,” I pleaded. 


     Father Lucas cut me off again, “Bend your head in prayer with me my child.” 


     The priest tilted his head and closed his eyes. The nuns were behind me in a semi-circle. I bent my head but I kept my eyes on the priest and the dying light. Darkness began to swell as less light filtered in. A cool chill ran down my arms and legs. My senses were dialed to eleven. Incense filled the air. Fake candles lit up with electric light. Anxiety rolled over me like a suffocating blanket. 


     “Night prayers are whatever you need them to be. Speak your mind child,” Father Lucas said in a warm whisper. 


     “I pray I have the strength to overcome my weaknesses,” I nearly blurted out. 


     The last rays of orange sunlight winked out at the top of the cross. There was a sudden flash and the stained glass glowed like hot embers. The scent in the air changed, taking on a familiar sliver of low tide.  


     To my horror, I gazed pass the priest's shoulder to the big iron cross. It moved, twisting and bending into a mockery of what it was. The metal shined and then dulled. Cracks ran along its once smooth surface and strange symbols glowed with eerie green light. Father Lucas raised his head and my gaze turned to him. Kindness melted away to a smug and distant stare. Tendrils of darkness bled into the white of his eyes, snaking and writhing like something you would find in the abyss. 


     I looked away but only saw Sister Bethany facing me; her black nun's dress moving in strange and nearly grotesque ways. The nun's eyes were open and staring at me with alien recognition. I shook where I stood, unable to move and barely breathing. 


     Father Lucas shot me a large grin as his eyes danced with strange irises, “It feels good to let our hair down, don't you think Annabelle?” 


     “You're not a priest,” I managed to get out with a shaky voice. 


     Father Lucas feigned a hurt expression, “You wound me child. I am very much a priest but not the one you're thinking of. There are those who carry a special light in their hearts. I saw it in you the first time we met.” 


     “I don't understand?” 


     Father Lucas crossed his arms, “Most lost souls don't. I and the sisters were pleased when you accepted our invitation for a night prayer. I know Dr. Rook and the board put a hold on our therapy but the stars were aligning once again. Despite what they may think, the true path can never be stopped.” 


     “What...what are you going to do to me?” I said trying to keep the tremble from my words. 


     “No need to be scared. If we wanted to hurt you then you wouldn't be here. We want to invite you into our fold. Your light glows with a brilliance I haven't seen in a long time. You would be a welcome change to our congregation.” 


     “Do I have a choice?” 


     Father Lucas let his smile drop just a bit, “We all have choices. But before you make any hasty decisions, we have many things to show you.” 


     A hand ran along my stomach. I turned my head to see Sister Bethany, eyeing me and pressing her hands to my belly and back. Lips half parted, the nun molded her body into my side. Firm breasts surrounded my arm as she writhed like a cat in heat. Shock couldn't cover how I felt. The nun moved against me with a need. An internal fire lit when her scent reached me, my own body reacting to the sudden deluge of temptation. 


     “You hide behind walls but we all know what you're really like. Just as you have heard whispers about me, I have heard whispers about you. You contain a freedom most wish they had. By joining us you will have that freedom to explore your lust without shame or guilt. You wouldn't have to hide or be the shell you portray to others.” 


     A slimy thing reached out from under Sister Bethany's dress and ran along my leg. I let out a shudder, not of disgust but of growing heat, “I feel like there is something more to this.” 


     Sister Lydia and Sister Mary moved to each side of Father Lucas, “A simple request, you must believe in our true god.” 


     The sisters began disrobing. Their eyes were lost in blank bliss as they removed their black dresses and nunnery clothes. They kept their habits on as they peeled away black cloth to reveal firm, shapely bodies. Under their arms and along their sides I noticed two sets of vertical lines in their near perfect skin. Part of me wondered if that is where their tentacles emerge from. 


     Sister Bethany let her hand travel down over my stomach, grabbing the hem of my short gray uniform and lifting it up. The nun looked down as she pressed fingers to my white panties and was greeted with a small line of wetness. 


     “I think she likes the proposal,” Sister Bethany cooed as she rubbed my womanhood. 


     Father Lucas smiled, “I believe she does, don't you Annabelle?” 


     Heat flowed up my neck, causing my vision to grow hazy, “What if I cannot believe? Do I die like the others?” I said with a sultry tone. 


     “We must all believe in something. It is up to you to choose,” Father Lucas said. 


     With each passing second, my internal fire glowed brighter and brighter. I felt trapped in their power. It fell over me like a spell. I quietly cursed as my body betrayed me. The priest knew this was one of my weaknesses and now he was exploiting it. He had me brought to him and forced into a situation he knew I wouldn't say no to. He wants me to be like them, another follower to his cause for some monster calling it's self a god. Reason ebbed and lust flowered. I had to say no. I had to walk away, if I could walk away. Fingers slipped along my wet line. My body reacted by moving on Sister Bethany's fingers. 


     Father Lucas stood before me, watching me fall further into his trap. The two sisters beside him were on their knees, pulling down his zipper and pawing at him like hungry animals. Sister Bethany pushed on me to kneel and I did just that. On my knees, she played with me through my soaking wet panties, rubbing my throbbing clit. A moan fell from my lips. One of the sisters reached into Father Lucas's pants and pulled out his member. I bit my lip at the size of it, dangling and half hard. The other nun bent her head and licked the tip; her tongue guided it into her mouth as she closed her lips around it. Sister Lydia ran her tongue along the shaft, up and down while Sister Mary sucked at an inch or two. 


     Sister Bethany tugged at my panties. Robotically I pulled them down, slipping them over my knees and off my ankles. My resolve fell away like a leaf. The scent of sex bloomed and the sounds of sucking reached my ears. Father Lucas stared at me, bucking my hips to Sister Bethany's touch. There was so much pain and now it drained away to be replaced with oceans of ecstasy. I didn't want to be here but deeper down I knew this was my proper place. Was that it? To the strongest go the spoils? Was I some twisted concubine to be passed around to only those wielding power? Part of me wanted to run from these nightmares but the real me wanted to stay and enjoy their fruits. 


     Sister Lydia and Sister Mary each took turns, sucking on the priest's cock. They deep throated and moaned like the monsters they were. I fell forward onto my hands. Sister Bethany moved her hand behind me to rub my engorged clit. A tentacle ran along my round ass and up between my cheeks. The nun kept her fingers on my nub while the tentacle stroked my pink gash. 


     “You have a choice to be mine. I will show you such realms of pleasure you never dreamed of. Crawl to me and let me bless you.” 


     I was on all fours. The nun continued to rub and press against me. I moved one hand forward and the tentacle between my legs pushed into my thin line. I gasped as inches pushed in, spreading my walls. I moved another hand and the tentacle rubbed internally, touching my G spot. I let out a loud moan, crawling closer and closer to Father Lucas. The two nuns sucking on his cock, moaned louder, begging me to join the fun. 


     I continued to crawl, Sister Bethany making it as difficult as possible. The tentacle pushed in and out, forcing waves of pleasure. My mouth made a perfect O as I tried to crawl the short distance to Father Lucas. At any time, I could stop, turn and crawl away. Instead, I moved toward him, hungry for his cock. Sister Bethany stopped rubbing my clit. Wet fingers moved over my firm breasts and nipples. She was still dressed in her habit and nunnery clothes but she often licked my wetness off her fingers. She would return to squeezing and playing with my velvet peaks. 


     Wetness streaked down my inner thighs as the tentacle plunged my depths. I found myself squeezing, trying to hold it in me but it was strong and moved to its own tempo. My nerves coiled and sparked. I was close. Maybe if I came, I could think clearer. I stopped my crawling and felt the blinding pulse of pure release. My body bucked and strange moans fell from my open mouth. The tentacle in me didn't stop as I bit my lip and let each wave of pleasure roll over me. The nun crawling with me grabbed and licked my smooth skin. I thought I could think clearer but instead I fell deeper into lustful needs. 


     I crawled on, toward the priest with two nuns sucking on his cock. The distance grew shorter and shorter. The tip of the tentacle playfully brushed against my private spot. I shuddered to its magic touch. I sat back on my ankles and looked up. Father Lucas towered over me, his nuns licking along each side of his cock. 


     “Take hold,” The priest commanded. 


     My hands reached up and wrapped around his girthy member. I looked up with innocent eyes, the tip of his cock inches from my mouth. Feminine hands touched and played with my tits and clit. The tentacle continued its assault on my pussy. The three nuns purred, touching me like I belonged. 


     “I will bless you, my child. Take my rod of ancient knowledge and let it fill you with secrets.” 


     Obediently I took the tip of his cock to my lips. Sister Bethany placed a hand on the back of my head and pushed me onto the priest's thick member. A manly scent filled my nose as his cock filled my mouth. The throbbing member slid deeper and deeper. I pressed my tongue along the bottom, making my mouth as tight as I could. My fear died as I felt my place, kneeling before Father Lucas, happily sucking his cock. I tried to think about Dr. Rook but my mind slipped away with each inch in my mouth moving back and forth. I said they were monsters but I was just as bad. How could I ever be better when I always ended up here, sucking or fucking because I could never say no. 


     I looked up to see eight eyes staring at me, bodies crowded close. They watched me with smiles and wet lips. I gave muffled moans, making long strokes with my mouth, eager to please. The priest's cock swelled, my head bobbing on his hardness. Fingers and tentacles crawled all over me. My own wetness dripped on the sacred floor of the chapel, unable to control myself as I sucked harder. A drop of come touched my tongue and my body bucked with an uncontrollable orgasm, followed by another.  


     “Prepare for my blessing,” Father Lucas groaned. 


     Hands held me in place as the priest's cock bulged. I cried out with muffled moans. Spurts of come shot out, plastering the back of my throat, followed by a flood. My eyes widened as my mouth was quickly filled. The amount was obscene. Sister Bethany kept my head in place as I tried to gulp down the father’s seed. Small amounts dripped from the corners of my mouth. Sister Lydia and Sister Mary licked at my chin and around my mouth, taking every drop. The priest moved his hips slowly, watching me with dark eyes, pumping more seed. I licked at the tip of his cock, trying to coax every drop from it. 


     The air was still for moments before Father Lucas pulled his cock from my mouth and I gasped for oxygen. I collapsed to my hands and knees, mind reeling from waves of bliss. My stomach clenched as his seed seeped into my being. Pins and needles pushed outward as I felt something unholy take root. The chapel around me grew darker as I twisted in pain. 


     “What do we do with her now, Father?” Sister Bethany asked while still caressing and rubbing my clit. 


     Father Lucas looked down with victorious contempt, “Play with her until you’re done and then bring her to her cell. She is too weak to fight us now. The next few nights will tell us if she is worthy of our lord.” 


     I fell to the cold floor. My vision began to fade. Hands turned me onto my back. Legs were spread and a mouth kissed my gash, followed by a tongue. My eyes closed and sweet release took me away from the monsters crowding over me. 


     


  




  

     Nine Breaths       


        I awoke with a start. I quickly looked around to see that I was back in my bed nearly naked with only a pair of panties on. Looking up, I could see the day’s sun lighting up my room. I let out a deep breath and fell back into bed. My first thought was to tell myself last night was not a dream. I had to face facts that Blackburn Asylum was a place where monsters and demons are running the place. What happened last night and nearly every night since I committed myself has shown me that this place was a gateway to Hell. 


     Swinging my legs over the side, I buried my face into my hands. My stomach was in knots and tendrils clamped onto places deep within my body. Father Lucas and his freaky nuns forced me into something, alien. I could feel it growing inside me like some monster, ready to eat me from the inside out. They knew how to manipulate me and I fell for it. 


     I stood up and put on my gray patient uniform. I wretched my cell door open and stormed across the hall to Michael's room. The masturbator was stroking himself while reading a book. He looked up and his eyes bulged in his head. Throwing down the book, he was on his feet and next to me in under a second. 


     “Annabelle! I heard what happened! Are you okay?” 


     “No more riddles! What is happening to me?” I demanded.    


      Michael's eyes lowered. He moved to the door behind me, closed it before walking to his bed and sitting on the edge. 


     “Father Lucas wants converts. He wants all of us to join his crusade. He wants the special ones first so it will be easier for others to join.” 


     “Why me?” My voice cracked. 


     “We all see it. You have an aura that many gravitate to. The priest wants to use you.” 


     I was tittering on the edge of a breakdown. Conflicted emotions warred while I tried to hold onto what little strands of sanity I had left. The pain in my stomach grew and I nearly doubled over. Michael reached over and helped steady my shaking form. I used a wall to lean against and take deep breaths. 


     “You told me that people who don't believe in Father Lucas, they die. Is that true?” 


     Michael's eyes shifted away and his hand dove into his pants, vigorously jerking himself off, “As far as we know, yes, you will die.” 


     Tears began to roll down my cheeks, “I never had faith in anything. The only faith I had was in the people I loved. But now, there is no more love in my heart. I used to love. Now, all I want is pleasure, in me, on me, anyway I can get it.” 


     “I can talk to some of the other patients. We can see what we can do to keep you safe.” 


     My eyes hardened, “Like yesterday? Those nuns took down Harry like he was a little boy. I'm sure Father Lucas or one of his nuns pushed Dr. Rook out of his office window. The strongest people in this place were like ants to them. I'm in a prison where monsters want to turn me into one of them!” 


     Michael stared at me innocently, “We will do everything we can to stop them. They wait a few nights to test your faith. We have time.” 


     I shook my head, “I'm going to die. I have no faith. I have no need for faith. I don't believe in God or even their god. We die and wink out. I have known that in my heart as far back as I can remember. I tried to hold onto something to show me life was worth living but those things were taken away. It's like the world wants to show me there is no coming back for a pathetic creature like me.” 


     “You can't give up. We can help.”  


     I looked away, “Why are you here, Michael? Why do the monsters keep you here?” 


     Nervous energy caused his feet to shuffle and his gaze to dart side to side, “I can't leave. I have a problem. Helping others is the only thing that makes the world bearable. I think. I don't know it gets so confusing sometimes.” 


     Ice filled my veins, “Does the asylum staff have their way with you? Do they take turns using you for their own pleasure?”  


     Michael stroked himself faster, “I... I... I don't know. I have dreams...nightmares.” 


     “They come to me Michael. They forced themselves on me and I liked it. I wanted to be their slave. I wanted to submit to their urges. Slut, whore, it doesn't make a difference. I like their bodies on mine. I like when they shoot their come all over me. I liked it when you came on my tits. Right now, I want to suck your cock, taking your come and begging for more. Do you know what that is like?” 


     Michael was silent, his hand stroking his shaft. 


     I moved to the door, “I have no faith, only needs. If everything you told me is true, then I will be dead soon and the world will not give a fuck if I was ever here or not.” 


     I left Michael and slinked to my room. I fell into bed and turned onto my back. I stared at the light coming in through my little barred window. My stomach clenched and color drained from the light. I couldn't even pretend to believe. I knew in my heart that I could never be like those monsters. I couldn't drink the Kool-Aid even if I wanted to. Another surge of stomach pain caused me to shift to my side and curl up into the fetal position. My only hope was Dr. Rook. If he pulled through then maybe I had a chance to make it through this nightmare. If I had even a drop of faith, it would go to him. He was real and I knew I just had to touch him to feel better. 


     I lay there, thinking about my strong doctor. He had to get better. He was my only hope. 


     *** 


     I sat in the cafeteria, moving my food around with a Spork. The nuns serving the food eyed me and whispered to each other. With each hour that passed, the world grew a little grayer. Appetite gone, I eyed the slop in front of me because there was nothing else to do. I looked away from the nuns and looked to another table where Michael and Amy sat. Their faces were dark and drawn. They glanced over to me but would not come to sit by me. In fact, no one sat by me as I stabbed at my food with disgust and sadness. 


     A chiming of bells filled the cafeteria. Everyone looked up as an announcement was being readied. I heard a few of them but they were often petty things like claiming lost items or signing up for volley ball. I let my spork drop into my food and pressed my face into my hands. 


     “Uh, is this thing on? Uh good afternoon, everyone, I am Father Lucas and I wanted to inform everyone with updates on Dr. Rook. I'm sure everyone is very worried so this was the best way to inform everyone at once.” 


     I perked up. Hope swelled in my heart that it would be good news. The entire cafeteria quieted down as heads turned to the loud speakers high on the walls. 


     Father Lucas continued, “It brings me with great sadness to inform everyone that Dr. Rook has slipped into a coma. The doctors are doing everything they can to help him get better. I would ask everyone to put Dr. Rook in your prayers for a speedy recovery.” 


     The entire cafeteria deflated. It was almost like the air was sucked out and replaced with clouds of gloom. The nuns busied themselves behind the counters like everything was normal. 


     “I wanted to also inform everyone, until the board elects a new director, I will be taking over Dr. Rook's duties for the foreseeable future. The sisters will be putting up notices for new therapy sessions for everyone. I want to ensure everyone that Blackburn will continue to run without disruptions. My door will always be open to any patient in need of god's healing touch. Be well” 


     My heart sank. Dr. Rook was not getting better. I was alone just like the night I first walked through the doors. I pushed the tray of food from me. It slid off the table and crashed onto the floor with a clatter. Heads turned as I stood up and stormed off. I had no time left. Something was eating me from the inside and now with Dr. Rook in a coma, I had very little choice. 


     The grayness bled into my vision as I walked aimlessly. I started to look like all the other patients, lost to their insanities. Horrible images plagued my mind of me hanging in my cell, piss and shit falling from between my legs. I'm sure the nuns would be the ones. They would play with me and then hang me, making it look like I did it myself. My life was drawing to a close and I could feel it with every twist of whatever was inside me. 


     I sat on the cold floor of my room. The thing inside me knew I had no faith. Colors drained and I felt like I was in a black and white picture. My wants lessened as my head lolled to the side. Will they kill me tomorrow night? Maybe they won't wait that long and tonight will be the last time I see this gray and dying world. Thoughts became jagged and desperate. I thought of Michael and his warm optimism. 


     Mechanically I stood up and crossed the hall to his room. There was about twenty minutes before they locked us in for the night. Maybe one last drop of pleasure before I hang like the monster I am. No one will have to fear the dreaded succubus Annabelle any longer. I will be gone and maybe some freak will fuck my dead body afterwards. It won't matter to me because I will be dead like a burnt-out computer.  


     I opened Michael's door, slipped in and closed it behind me. Michael was on his bed, staring at the ceiling, stroking his cock in his pants. Without a word, I took two steps toward him and sank to my knees. The chronic masturbator stopped what he was doing. He was about to say something when I took hold of his gray pants and pulled them down. Hands went up in protests. The patient tried to push me away but I took hold of his hard cock. My nails bit into the side of his shaft and Michael stopped trying to push me away. I gave him a weak smile as I gazed at his manhood, surround in curly blonde hair. I pointed it up and closed my mouth around the tip. 


     Michael looked down as my head sank down on his throbbing member, “Annabelle, please stop,” He whispered. 


     Ignoring him, I ran my tongue along the shaft while inches filled my mouth. His musk was sweet and innocent. My lips pressed around his shaft until I reached the hilt. I nearly gagged but strangely that brought me some comfort. I rose up, making his cock slick with my salvia. Bobbing up and down nice and slow, Michael's protests turned to quiet groans. Despite his innocent self, I knew he was just like any other man. So quick to shut up when pair of pretty lips are sliding on their cock. Seeing him masturbate so much, he must come a dozen times a day. A small flame grew as I tried to pleasure him anyway I could. 


     “You are so beautiful Annabelle. Please, don't stop,” Michael begged. 


     I muffled my moans and touched between my legs. My panties were wet. I was glad this would be the last pair I would ever need. I upped the tempo, sucking and slathering over his cock. I had nothing left so why not make one person happy before I go. Hips pushed his cock deep down my throat. A drop of come dripped onto my tongue and I sucked it down without a thought. The salty taste fueled me to suck harder. A hand wrapped around his shaft and I stroked him while sucking on him. The small cell filled with heat and sucking noises. Feel better Michael, feel better. 


     Michael's hands gripped the bed as his hips bucked. His cock bulged and spurts of molten come sprayed my mouth. I moaned my approval, sucking it down, teasing out more of his seed. Michael's eyes rolled into his head and he fell back. His cock wilted and I let it fall from my mouth. Snoring filled the room. 


     “Thank you. Sleep tight stud,” I said with a smile. 


     I tapped him to make sure he was still asleep. When he didn't budge, I went to the exposed bricks and carefully pulled one out. I gave a weak smile. I thought I would have had to fuck the stud into submission but it seemed he was just one orgasm away from falling asleep.  


     Pills stared at me like hidden treasure. I grabbed a fistful of them and put the brick back with my other hand. When it was done, I kissed my hand and rubbed Michael's cheek. I silently thanked him and closed his door behind me. 


     A quick few steps and I was back in my room. I opened my hand to see about a dozen pills with blue liquid and black veins. I prayed it was enough to do the job. Without water, I popped one pill after the next. I gulped them down mixed with what little of Michael's come was in my mouth. When the last pill disappeared down my throat, I sat on the edge of my bed and waited. 


     Time ticked away until Nurse Waters and Ron came in. Ron didn't even hold me down as I exposed my arm. Nurse Waters wrapped a rubber tube around my arm and tapped a vein. The pills I took just ten minutes before started to kick in. Nurse Waters became her pink demonic self, taking the syringe and stabbing it into a vein. Ron had two sets of demonic eyes, his skin black as night and another set of arms right under his huge arms. 


     I smiled at them, “I don't care that your demons, “I said flatly. 


     Nurse Waters smiled at me with an exaggerated pointed grin. I even got a demon smile from Ron. They headed to the door. 


     “Ron,” I said as my vision started to wave fiercely. 


     Ron looked back. 


     “Your cock was so good,” I said with a slight slur. 


     Ron's four eyes blinked and he smiled. The door shut behind them and I was alone. 


     I took a deep breath and lay down. The walls rippled and vibrated as the medicine went into overdrive. I knew what I took plus the injection was enough to kill me. It was the only road I had left. Dr. Rook was right, when faced with a no choices; you have to make your own. Those nuns were not going to hang me. I won't give in to Father Lucas's twisted god. Blackburn asylum will not break me. I will end it before they have a chance to. 


     I took another breath. Images of that handsome man floated before me. 


     I took a third breath. The feelings of that black demon, forcing himself in me made me feel delicious.  


     A fourth breath, holding Amy and her famous three kisses.  


     A fifth breath, the light above me started to spin and spin and spin. 


     A sixth breath, Dr. Rook, please forgive me. I should have left a note, telling him none of this was his fault. 


     A long seventh breath, the woman with the camera in my dreams, she must have been my mother. If there is an afterlife, I wonder if I will see her, waiting for me. 


     A ragged eighth breath, I had a wild run. The shadows in the room were getting longer. 


     A weak ninth breath, I miss my seashell jewelry and my mermaid books. I hope they find a good home. 


     The shadows grew longer and longer, swirling together. I said something but it was too late. My light went out and darkness covered every DNA strand. I was home and nothing mattered any mor.......... 


     


  




  

     Ten Seconds 


       The cold abyss yawned. Weightless, I floated in serene silence. Never have I experienced such a soul crushing absence of sound. It was as inspiring as it was terrifying. Close by, I could feel the pulse of who I am, becoming weaker and weaker. This was it. Soon I would be nothing. I mentally smiled in the black void, the only thing left of me was that waning pulse and unrestricted thoughts. Sinking lower and lower, I let everything go. No more worries. No more plans. No more me. I became one with the darkness and ceased to be. 


     Pressure pushed at my ears. With soft blinks, my eyes barely opened. I floated in a dark blue haze. My lips were parted and salt water filled my mouth. Before my lazy eyes, strands of red wisps danced. I wanted to smile but weakness dimmed my thoughts. Shafts of white light penetrated the gloom, casting a dark blue light over sand and rocks. Something undulated against the shadows. A strange eye repeatedly opened and closed, focusing on me. I tried to move but my body did not respond. Is this the afterlife? 


     Ten long seconds passed, getting weaker with each tick of time. My vision grew hazy again, the abyss calling out to me. I was slipping into her embrace when my entire body lit up like a city at night. I silently screamed as my body convulsed again, nerves flooded with blinding electrical fire. Arms and legs kicked when another jolt rammed my heart. The pain ripped me from the edge and threw me into the sky. 


     Eyes widened as I screamed. Hands reached out to hold me down. I thrashed and wailed like I was on fire. Faces hadn't fully formed in my hazy vision. The nightmare was all encompassing with spikes of fury and misery. Straps closed down on my wrists and ankles. One went across my chest. People shouted to each other as my heart steadied and I fell back into the moving bed. 


     I focused on the lights overhead. A face loomed over mine and I could finally see Nurse Sykes peering at me. 


     “Looks like we got to her in time move her before they get through!” Nurse Sykes shouted. 


     Harry, Nurse Waters and a few other orderlies were moving me. I looked over to see an IV attached to my arm. Nurse Sykes was putting away a defibrillator on a table and shoving it away. We crashed through double doors, panic on everyone's faces. 


     “What....,” I asked weakly. 


     “Harry, hide her in the nest. We will hold them off,” Nurse Sykes yelled. 


     My vision fell down the long hallway. There was a terrible crashing. An orderly in white was thrown through a pair of doors. Lights blinked out and something with tentacles thrashed.  


     “I'm not leaving you!” Harry shouted back. 


     “They will stop when they reach me, now go!” 


     Nurse Sykes and a few orderlies stayed behind as Harry continued to push me down the corridor. The orderly kept his eyes forward while I watched helplessly as Nurse Sykes turned to face the incoming darkness. The nurse's skin began to turn a clear blue. Her uniform seemed to slip through her body and fall to the floor. The orderlies with her began shifting and changing, horns rising up and bodies becoming bulkier with muscle.  


     Harry stopped. I could hear him pressing something but my eyes were fixed on the nurse and orderlies. The darkness further down, moved closer, black and green tentacles reaching out. I heard a “ding” behind me. Harry pushed me into an elevator and pressed a button. The doors started to close. I watched as the orderlies rushed the mass of tentacles. Nurse Sykes leaped into the air and dived right into the thick of it just as the doors closed.  


     Harry was breathing hard. Hands clenched into fists and he punched the service elevator wall. After a few poundings, he stopped. The elevator door opened and he wheeled me out. Everything was spinning and I thankfully passed out. 


     *** 


     I woke to the sounds of sobbing. I immediately lifted my head and took in my surroundings. I was in a plain room with one large barred window. The night sky filled the window. The room had a warm glow of a single lamp in the corner. A couch and bed filled another corner. By the door, the hulking Harry was sitting with his back against the wall and his face in his hand. The whimpering felt like rain drops in a dark cave. 


     “Harry?” I asked some strength returning. 


     The orderly looked up with tears in his eyes. Instantly he stood up and walked over to me, hands undoing my straps and pulling the IV from my arm. Flexing my hands, it felt good to be free. I couldn't believe I was feeling better and better the more awake I became. Harry slinked back to the door and slouched to the ground. 


     I moved my legs over the side and slid to the floor. My body was still a bit weak as I wobbled a little. After a few long moments, I was standing without holding onto anything. Harry stopped sobbing but kept his ear to the door and avoided looking at me. 


     I stepped closer, concern and worry etched into my face. 


     “I know what you are going to ask. Ron found you a few minutes after you overdosed. You were in a coma for a few nights. The doctor did what he could. We kept you in the infirmary to monitor your vitals. Father Lucas wanted to move you to the chapel. He said prayer would bring you back. We didn't let him.” 


     I sat down and crossed my legs, silent and listening. 


     Harry continued, “The whole place has been bedlam. Father Lucas began making changes and forcing dozens of patients to prayer. Michael spoke up and tried to stop it.” 


     Pain clutched at my heart. Harry looked away with a dead gaze, “This morning we found him hanging in his quarters. The asylum started to riot. Patients attacked everyone, us, the nuns, everyone. Betty…” 


     A tear appeared in the corner of Harry's eye, “Betty followed orders. We were to protect you at all costs. When your heart stopped, she shocked you back to life. That was when the nuns came for you.” 


     Harry wiped away the tear, “Michael asked me to stand watch over you. I couldn't even stop them from taking you away. If they find us, they will take you away again.” 


     “You are Michael's friend he told me about,” I said softly.  


     Harry clenched his fist, “He had his chance to move on. Instead, he stayed to help others. If I had the chance, I would have taken Betty and moved on. Now he is gone......” 


     My eyes watered. I didn't even blink as scales moved over Harry's skin. The structure of his face changed, his chin pointing and small horns poking upward. A snake-ish tail emerged and swished along the dusty floor. I stared as Harry sat in his true form, defeated. 


     “Where is Dr. Rook?” I asked, afraid that I might be gone too. 


     The scaly demon shifted, “Hidden just like us in another part of the asylum. Betty was worried Father Lucas would arrange an accident.” 


     “Is he okay?”  


     “He is still in a coma.” 


     I gazed into his glowing eyes, “We have to get to him and get out of here.” 


     Harry shook his head, “You still don't understand how this works. There is no place to run to.” 


     “There must be something we can do. If we don't have a choice, then we have to make one.” 


     A knock at the door caused me and Harry to freeze. Another two knocks and Harry was on his clawed three toed feet. He opened the door. Nurse Sykes stepped in and closed the door behind her. It was strange to look at her because her entire body was transparent. It was still her in shape and looks but it was like her body was made of a clear blue jelly or slime.  


     Nurse Sykes stood naked and her eyes fell on me, “What is she doing up?” 


     Harry lunged forward and scooped the slime nurse into his beefy arms. His face pressed and buried into blue jelly. I didn't know how he could hold onto her but it looked like her body was very soft to touch and held together. 


     “Why are you like that? You know we are to look human around her,” Nurse Sykes said disapprovingly but not resisting Harry's grip. 


     “You’re okay!” Harry beamed. I never saw him beam before. 


     “Put me down. Those bitches can't hurt me!” Nurse Sykes said matter of fact. 


     Harry put the slime nurse down. I was grinning on how cute they were. They did a good job of keeping it from everyone. It was then I realized why neither tried to have their way with me. The shadow that took me the other night wasn't Harry after all. But then who the Hell was in my room that night? I gazed at the happy couple and my silly romantic side made me stare with a stupid smile. Nurse Sykes turned to me and frowned. 


     “Stay in bed until we figure out what our next move is,” The blue slime nurse commanded. 


     I didn't move, “I think we are beyond the point where I take orders from anyone. We need to get to Dr. Rook.” 


     Nurse Sykes barked out a laugh, “Come with me.”  


     A transparent hand reached out and took hold of my arm. Strength pulled me to the window. The nurse's body was deceptive in showing that she wasn't weak like jelly. I had the impression she could make herself as soft or as hard as she wanted. 


     “Look,” Nurse Sykes pointed a blue finger. 


     I watched as fires flared up in the asylum wing across the lawn. Figures moved, maniac hands waving and shadows fighting. In several windows, I could see outlines of large masses moving with tendrils whipping out. I blinked and had to turn away when tentacles wrapped around writhing figures and threw them like rag dolls. 


     “We are not going anywhere. Orderlies and nurses are fighting to try and contain the patients and the nuns. We are outnumbered and losing. I gave the order for whoever can get out or lock themselves away until morning. We are to stay put until then.” 


     “What if they find us?” I asked, walking away from the horrors. 


     Nurse Sykes put her back to the window, “Blackburn Asylum is a big place. Bigger than you might think. We stay here till morning and then we venture out. Hopefully the riot would have burned its self out.” 


     I walked over to my bed on wheels and sat on the edge. The shock to my heart made me feel better psychically but the ongoing madness made me hunger for comfort and security. I never expected everything to get out of control. I thought I would pass away peacefully and leave everything behind. 


     “Why did you try to commit suicide?” Harry asked, scaly tail giving the floor a good thump. 


     Nurse Sykes sat on the edge of the other bed in the room, “Yea, why did you? Because of you this all happened. Did you think it would be better to run away?” 


     I folded my hands in my lap, “I don't know why. After my prayer with Father Lucas, the world began to not matter.” 


     Nurse Sykes looked down, “We all know that Father Lucas doesn't just pray with you. We have seen it before, heard the stories. The priest blesses you with his come. You drank it,” Nurse Sykes turned to Harry, “Did you tell her what happened?” 


     Harry's reptilian demon head pointed down, “I never had the chance.” 


     “Tell me what?” 


     Nurse Sykes let out a sigh, “Before your heart stopped, you coughed up a black mass. It was a ball with little tentacles. We found these things in the bellies of the other suicides that didn't join Father Lucas. You seemed to reject it which was a first. I smashed it with my foot and you went into cardiac arrest.” 


     “I could feel life drain away from everything around me. I have had thoughts of killing myself but they were never real until that night.” 


     “By not believing, you were not worth the time to Father Lucas. Dr. Rook saw something more. He seems to think you have something to show us before you move on.” 


     “Harry said that too. Move on to what?” 


     Nurse Sykes and Harry exchanged a knowing glance before both sets of eyes centered on me. Nurse Sykes stood up and walked over to me. 


     “We have to keep you safe until Dr. Rook wakes up. He can explain everything.” 


     My head tilted forward and my hands bunched up into fists. Eyelids strained close as my shoulders began to shake. I opened my eyes and a flash of anger bloomed. 


     “You monsters expect me to wait! You do things to me, force yourselves on me and I must sit down and shut up until it all blows over! You demons can't even tell me what the fuck is going on because of some secrets I'm not meant to know? The world is ending and we might not live to the morning and I have to be a good girl?” 


     I stood up and glared at Nurse Sykes, “Tell me what's happening to me!” I heaved. 


      Harry moved behind Nurse Sykes, putting a black scaly arm around her. The slime nurse reached up and hooked her fingers over it. The nurse rested her head onto Harry's shoulder. Their gaze lowered to the floor. 


     “We can't tell you everything but I can tell you that anything that happened to you, you wanted us to do that,” The blue nurse said in a low voice. 


     My eyes nearly bulged out of my head, “What?” I whispered. 


     Harry stared, “We are beings, like you but we have pieces missing. When you come to us, your mind fills in those pieces. You and the patients here make us whole. Some of our desires, fears, dreams and fantasies come from people, from your minds.” 


     “Blackburn Asylum is not real,” I said, lost to everything around me. 


     Nurse Sykes took my hand, “Blackburn Asylum is real and so are we. Dr. Rook can better explain but for right now, we have to make it through the night.” 


     I pulled my hand from the nurse's blue gelatin hand. I thought she would be cold but instead she was warm. My body trembled as I turned away from the two monsters. Thoughts spiraled. I gave up on trying to understand what was happening. I pushed away everything and let a blank void fill me. If I have a breakdown now then everything will be lost. Dr. Rook had the key to understanding what happened. I had to be strong and see him again. It was then I would have all my answers. 


     Harry's hulking form sat on the second bed, tail moving across the sheets. Nurse Sykes paced, her blue feet making small sucking sounds. We didn't talk and simply waited. Terrible slivers of angst snaked into my mind every once in a while. I kept pushing them away but they continued to distract me. A memory floated of Dr. Rook. Warmth spread over my mind, thinking about how he ordered me to pleasure myself to feel better. I wanted his eyes on me, commanding me to do something that I knew I already wanted to do. More memories crowded in. I saw Ron making me please him, Nurse Waters wanting to taste me and use me. My heart thudded in my chest. Was it getting hotter in here? 


     I glanced over to see Harry, eyeing me with glowing irises. Nurse Sykes looked to me and then to her demonic boyfriend. A frown wrinkled up her smooth blue face. She turned away and crossed her arms. 


     “I guess now is your chance to fuck her,” The blue nurse said annoyed. 


     “Her scent... can't you smell it,” Harry said not taking his eyes off of me. 


     Silently I watched them. Thinking about those moments of pleasure and knowing that everything could end was stoking my fire. Deep down I knew I wanted to feel better. My addiction was calling on me, pushing me to tempt them. Despite knowing that, I couldn't say no or try and stop it.  


     Smoothing my gray dress, I sat on the edge of my bed again. It was then I felt I wasn't wearing any underwear. Harry's eyes looked down and a dark hunger crossed his eyes. Was I pushing his buttons or making him want me? 


     “You have wanted to fuck her since you saw her,” The slime nurse looked away, “Maybe I should leave you two alone.” 


     I stood up and walked over to the nurse. She turned to me with an annoyed glance. Curiosity and desire caused me to wonder. I reached out and touched her blue jelly skin. Fingers pressed in against the outer membrane. I could probably push my hand into her if I tried. The nurse's face melted into a sadness and longing. 


     “I think she wants you,” Harry smiled. 


     I knew I wanted to be far away in my happy places. I traced fingers along her body. There was something sexy with her hourglass figure. Even her nipples were a darker blue and slowly pointing. When my fingers ran down to her belly, I pushed to see if I could break through. Jelly flesh engulfed my fingers as I slid inside her. This didn't seem to bother the goo nurse. A blue hand circled my wrist and pulled my hand out. I gave a confused look. The goo girl placed my fingers on her hairless blue slit.  


     Fascinated, I touched her gash, feelings folds and her clit. The goo nurse let out a gasp as I touched her sensitive spot. I could see my hand through her, running along her and rubbing her pussy. I couldn't tell if she was getting wetter because her whole body had that wet feeling but she seemed to be enjoying it. 


     The goo girl moved closer, pressing her body to mine. Where we touched skin, my nerves lit up. My heart thudded and I wanted to be naked, pressed against the blue nurse. It was unsettling how turned on I was. Harry sniffed at the air like he was taking in the aroma of a fine wine. 


     Slimy hands pulled on my gray dress, pulling straps over my shoulders and tugging it down to the floor. My breathing quickened as perfect jelly formed tits pressed against my own. Nipples pointed and stabbed into her warm surface. Her body molded over mine a little and waves of heat engulfed us. 


     “We should pass the time. Get on the bed,” Nurse Sykes said in a breathy tone. 


     It was so nice to be told what to do. I pulled away and slid into bed next to Harry. The demon's white pants grew tighter, the fabric barely containing him. Claws went to his zipper and pulled it down. 


     “You can have her when I'm done,” Nurse Sykes said while standing over me. 


     I writhed on the bed, pushing away all horrible thoughts. The only thing that mattered was pleasure. It kept me anchored and sane, at least a little while longer. I gave up on trying to understand if it was really me making them do this. I went with the mood and I could already feel myself grow wetter. 


     The goo nurse looked at me while my thighs rubbed together. My tits bounced to my movements as I tried to tempt both of them to take me. Heated breath rose up from between my lips. Fingers ran down my stomach to play with my quivering folds. I had a little hair but it didn't matter. I simply wanted to push away the gloom for a chance to feel alive again. 


     Nurse Sykes ran her hands over her own gelatin body. Something bulged right over her womanhood. I had a single finger run along my wet line. I looked down to the bulge and licked my lips. The blue bulge of slime moved out like a tentacle. It shifted into a rough form of a male cock. It had the basic shape, even a slightly bulbous head but it was blue and lacked any veins along the shaft. Not that it needed too. 


     “So many were able to fuck you, I want my chance to fuck Dr. Rook's pet,” Nurse Sykes hissed. 


     The goo nurse crawled into bed and was above me on her hands and knees. Gooey nipples touched mine, sending a tingling sensation through me. A hand cupped my tit while the dangling jelly cock shaft pressed along my slit. I closed my thighs and the blue cock felt firm and ready. There was nothing soft in Nurse Sykes's eyes as she hovered over me. It felt threatening that she was going to fuck me, in front of her boyfriend. I had heard the talk about how the staff wanted me but I think the goo nurse wanted to work out some hurt feelings. I surrendered myself as gooey knees pushed my legs apart and the head of her cock pressed at my gash. 


     Harry had already released his manhood. It was big and black. The demon watched us, stroking his shaft as his girlfriend pushed her shapely hips in between mine. I bit my lip as Nurse Sykes's blue cock forced me open. I tried to be quiet but moans raced up my throat. Inches sunk into my tender folds. The slime nurse smiled evilly as her cock expanded more and more inside me. I writhed trying to accommodate but that only made her bigger. I squeezed her but she was firm and snug in my tight opening. Blue wet lips touched my neck as her body molded over mine. I never felt anything like it before, clear blue slime running all over me, making my skin feel alive. There was even more twisting as she pushed in all the way to the hilt. Something else poked out and latched onto my clit, rubbing and sucking at the same time. My body was turned on to eleven. I turned away, gasping and whining for air. I trembled underneath her. Slowly she moved back and forth, inches sliding in and out. I hugged her and my arms moved into her body. Inside they were trapped and the goo girl continued to drill me. 


     Harry stood up, tail moving side to side. The scaled demon moved behind the goo nurse as she forced herself deep. I managed to glance again at his cock and it dangled like a threat. Nurse Sykes's ass would push up and down with each thrust. A wet slimy tongue licked at me while I struggled. The pleasure was so intense; I could feel myself ready to orgasm at any moment. 


     “You said I could fuck her when you're done but you didn't say anything about me fucking you,” The demon leered. 


     “Wait your... OOooooooo,” Nurse Sykes moaned as Harry's thick cock sank in between her legs. 


     Squeezing and moaning, I looked down through the goo nurse and could see Harry's cock push into her. Clawed hands dug into her transparent body as he held her, driving every inch deep. The goo nurse and I moaned as the three of us were joined. The hulking orderly thrust hard and deep, forcing nurse's blue cock deeper in me. Bodies trembled as wave after wave of bliss crashed into us. The goo girl opened her legs wider, ripples over her blue body. I watched like a voyeur, Harry slamming his hips into his girlfriend’s body, shaking both of us, his monster cock grazing my belly a few times. 


     Nurse Sykes arched up while still letting her lower half get pummeled. The goo nurse moaned and cried out as Harry upped his tempo. Her cock in me expanded and moved back and forth on its own. The nurse released my hands and I fell back, my mouth making a perfect O. My nerves coiled and tightened. I watched as Harry's demon cock was sliding upwards into her body, arms holding her arms to keep her in place.  


     Nurse Sykes let out a low throaty moan and her eyes widened. She silently bounced on us. Harry grunted and thrust deeper. My eyes were trapped on his cock inside her. White come spurted into her blue jelly body. The goo nurse moaned as more and more spurted into her belly. It swam and shifted into a ball of white. Harry was sure to push every drop into her, his cock throbbing and bouncing. My eyes rolled into my head as an orgasm stormed my senses. The coiling released and everything lit up like the sun. I bucked and shuddered as I was assaulted with bursts of bliss. 


     The goo nurse slid off Harry and me. She lay next to us, breathing heavy and her belly full of her boyfriend's come. Harry was still rock hard. I was just coming down off my ledge of paradise when Harry pushed his thick cock head into me. I fell and spiraled right back up into a cloud of heaven. The scaled demon held me by my hips, pushing inches into my wet gash. The nurse felt nice but there was something more manly coming off Harry. It felt like he was holding back an ocean of frustrated lust. His cock never wilted; instead, it was so hard it practically vibrated. A large hand mashed my tit and pinched my nipple. He held me on his cock with his other hand. Wet sounds filled the room as he forced me to take all of him. 


     Nurse Sykes fingered herself while a ball of come floated in her belly, “Fuck her until she begs you to stop.” 


     The hulking demon pushed narrow hips between my legs. The orderly's black tail whipped around, striking my flesh. The sting sent shivers of ecstasy through me. 


     “Whip me! Whip me!” I moaned loudly. 


     Harry licked his reptilian lips as his tail struck me again and again. The demon's thick member expanded. The room turned fuzzy and my nerves exploded. I couldn't keep up and made strange sounds as orgasm after orgasm shook me to my core. My walls spread nearly to the breaking point. The demon grunted, forcing himself deep. Molten jest of come spurted. I curled my body up and held onto Harry's neck, moaning like a bitch in heat. I squeezed his member, milking everything I could. The amount of come was too much for my abused pussy. Streams leaked down the sides, dripping onto the bed and floor. I held on, moving slowly, taking every bit of pleasure so I could savor it like it was my last. 


     Suddenly, there was a loud “CRASH” and the door cracked. Nurse Sykes was on her feet. Harry let go of me. I slipped off his cock and fell into bed. A second crash and the door burst off the hinges. Harry shielded me with his body while Nurse Sykes was already running at the entrance. 


     Sister Bethany stepped in, tentacles waving around her. The twisted nun's eyes saw the goo nurse running at her. Tentacles lashed out, striking and passing through the nurse like a hand through a waterfall, the nurse punched the tentacle nun, knocking her back. The goo girl moved like lightning, punching and striking the nun, keeping her off balance. Several more tentacles lashed out from the darkness behind the nun. One of them slashed across the goo nurse's ankles.  


     Nurse Sykes let out a scream as she separated from her feet. The nurse fell to the floor with a splash. Multiple Tentacles came down hard, hitting with such ferocity, the nurse's body was turned into a blue puddle. Harry charged, roaring like an unchained beast. A clawed hand grabbed Sister Bethany by the neck and slammed her into a wall, sending cracks in multiple directions. The nun struggled as two more nuns joined the fray. Tentacles came down, striking the scaled demon. Harry squeezed the nun's throat, ignoring all the blows. Sister Bethany struggled to breathe, her fingers clawing at his. One of the nun’s tentacles struck out at Harry's knees. The blow was so hard; it knocked Harry off his feet. Hitting the floor, Harry struggled to stand up. Tentacles entwined with his arms and legs while other tentacles beat him mercilessly. 


     I was on my feet, frozen in terror. Harry struggled in his binds but they kept him still. The blue spot of jelly slowly reformed into Nurse Sykes, she was breathing heavy and appeared out of it. 


     Sister Bethany fixed up her nun's garb and turned to me, “Now that this is over, Father Lucas would like a word with you.” 


     I began to shake as tentacles closed in on me. 


     


  




  

     Eleven Stars 


     A tentacle struck me and I fell to my knees. To the right of me, Nurse Sykes fell to her knees and to the left Harry fell to his. The chapel loomed over us. The bent cross glowed with unearthly light. Father Lucas stood on the stairs before it, gazing up as if he saw the heavens themselves. Around him stood nuns, tentacles openly writhing and menacing, Sister Bethany stayed behind us, a smirk on her lips. 


     Father Lucas looked down but did not face us, “You disappoint us, Annabelle. Your aura would have inspired others to join our congregation. Blackburn Asylum would have been a focal point for many lost souls. You simply had to believe.” 


     Fear covered me like a cold blanket but I tried to hold it together, “I never believed. I would have just ended up hanging in my cell like the others.” 


     The priest looked at me, appalled, “Oh, you would have believed. If you hadn't taken your life so quickly, you would have felt such wonderful new sensations.” 


     As the father spoke, I thought about how I spent so much time wanting to be told and commanded on what to do. It finally dawned on me that I only wanted that if I had the choice to let it happen. I didn't surrender completely to Father Lucas and I never would. 


     “You knew my weaknesses but I never gave you complete control. If I did, I would have never taken my own life,” My voice cracked.  


     “A pity but we all have a chance at forgiveness. I forgive you for not wanting to join us but now you get a chance to try again,” Father Lucas lifted a finger. 


     From the side door, a nun dragged Amy into the chapel. Terror was in her eyes as she was pulled and roughly thrown at Father Lucas's feet. The priest looked down and ran a hand through her hair. Amy trembled silently. 


     I tried to stand to run to her. A tentacle coiled around my neck and forced me back onto my knees. Father Lucas placed his palm on her head and kept it there. 


     “Insanity is nothing more than a broken soul. I can heal her just like I can heal you. One of you will drink down my blessing but whom?” 


     “Stop. Please stop,” I begged. 


     A nun walked behind Father Lucas. Hands tugged at his black pants, pulling down his zipper. The priest's thick member spilled out. The nun stroked it while looking over his shoulder. The other nun's tentacles coiled around Amy's arms and neck. She pushed the trembling woman's head closer to priest's cock. The closer she was, the harder it grew. 


     “No! Don't! Don't take her!” I shouted. 


     “Forgiveness is divine. Will you accept my forgiveness and partake of my blessing again?” Father Lucas smiled. 


     Chaos rained down on my heart. I couldn't even think straight as the priest threatens to turn Amy into one of those tentacle monsters. I tried to figure a way out, any way out. The more I stayed on my knees, the more powerless I was to stop this monster. My heart grew heavy. The twisted cross glowed behind the demonic priest. The chapel was silent as everyone waited for my response. I looked to Nurse Sykes and she shook her blue head. I turned to Harry and he echoed the same response. I let out a deep breath, not able to make up my mind. I have no power to do anything.  


     I was about to say my decision when my thoughts stopped. Dr. Rook bloomed into my mind like a breath of fresh air. Hope welled up and a crazy smile etched into my cheeks. 


     “Please Father, forgive me. I know now why I was wrong,” I said innocently. 


     The priest leered, “Why yes dear Annabelle. Come to me, crawl to me and let me bless you again. This time you will understand what it means to be a part of us.” 


     I slinked forward, naked on all fours. I could feel Harry and Nurse Sykes stare at me in disbelief. The chapel was hot, nearly suffocating. Amy silently shook, her eyes pleading for me to turn back. My eyes were innocent but my smile was devilish. I licked my lips in hunger as I gazed at Father Lucas's hanging member. 


     “I'm such a bad girl. Please forgive me. Can I kiss it?” I said in a sultry tone. 


     The priest looked down at me as I was inches from his cock, “You may. Let the others watch as you take my blessing.” 


     “Don't give in!” Nurse Sykes shouted. 


     I ignored her and pressed my lips along his thick shaft. The priest's cock throbbed against my lips. My tongue flicked out, tracing along raised veins. The scent of his manhood made me wet. I moved myself so I was before him, kissing and licking his member. I could feel my naked body tighten as my tongue ran down to the tip. 


     “Don't be shy Annabelle; let my holy rod fill your mouth,” Father Lucas whispered. 


     “It's so big. I just want to savor it,” I whimpered. 


     The priest was about to say something when I gobbled up the tip of his cock. A long breath exhaled from the priest as inches sunk past my lips. My tongue pressed his manhood to the roof of my mouth. The tightness made the priest push his hips, forcing his cock down my throat. I nearly gagged, my head bobbing. Father Lucas put his hand on top of my head as I sensually sucked away. 


     The nuns around us watched with hungry eyes. Hands moved over their clothes, touching and squeezing their own bodies. The mood grew hotter as clearly, they were all getting off on me kneeling and sucking the priest's cock. I looked up as Father Lucas closed his eyes and tilted his head up. The priest upped the tempo, moving deep in my mouth, back and forth. I could already feel his cock thicken between my lips. 


     Wet sucking sounds echoed off the chapel walls. My own fingers slid between my legs, touching and rubbing my own wet opening. My tits bounced and I gave a muffled moan with each long stroke. 


     “Soon my dear, you will be blessed and become one of us,” The priest hissed. 


     “Yes Father,” I muffled with his cock in my mouth. 


     The buildup turned feverish. I bobbed faster and faster on him, licking and begging for his come. The priest let out a deep groan. I didn't stop as a drop of come touched my tongue. The priest's eyes shot open and he groaned loudly. The thick cock bulged and I yanked my mouth of his stiff member. I took hold of the shaft tightly and stroked him as globs of come erupted all over my chest. The Father looked down in shock. I smiled as I stroked him, spurts of come landing between my firm tits and dripping down my stomach. 


     “You bitch!” Father Lucas screamed. 


     “Oh, sorry Father, maybe we will have to try again,” I grinned, sounding very much like a bimbo. 


     The priest knocked my hand away and grabbed his own cock. Fingers curled into my hair and pulled. I let out a scream as Father Lucas wretched my face toward his cock. The priest glared as he tried to stuff his manhood into my mouth. I struggled, digging my nails into his legs, trying to hold off as the tip of his wet member brushed my lips. 


     “That will be quite enough!” boomed a voice.  


     All heads turned to the entrance. Dr. Rook walked in still wearing his ruined suit he fallen in days before. Eyes contained tempered fire as he took slow, steady steps down the main aisle. Nuns moved and engulfed Father Lucas and I with their bodies, tentacles lashed out. Harry and Nurse Sykes were on their feet. Sister Bethany joined the crowd protecting the demonic priest. 


     Father Lucas let go of me and gently pushed through his own throng of nuns, “Peter, I'm very pleased you are well.” 


     “I wish I could say the same,” Dr. Rook said sternly.  


     I was on my feet but a nun took hold of me and kept me close. Her grip was like iron. Harry and Nurse Sykes stood on each side of Dr. Rook. The doctor continued to step forward. Behind my saviors there was a growing darkness. Shadows cloaked the back of the chapel, almost like they were pouring in, filling every corner. 


     “My people have regained control of the asylum. I will ask you once; return Annabelle to me and this will all end,” Dr. Rook said flatly. 


     The priest's face darkened “You really think this is about the asylum anymore? The stars have aligned again for tribute,” Father Lucas turned and pointed to the twisted cross. Eleven points of light glowed with menacing green fire, thin lines of energy connecting from one dot to the next. 


     “I have contacted the Board of Directors. Your time here at Blackburn asylum is over,” Dr. Rook was about twenty feet away. 


     “Ha! The Board is filled with scared creatures. Your kind is witnessing the end. My god will take over and watch over the lost and broken. They will be reshaped into soldiers of cosmic chaos.” 


     Dr. Rook stopped, “With time, that may be true but for now, it is all over. Do you know what the Board said concerning you?” 


     Father Lucas scoffed, “I could care less what the Board has directed you meager creatures to do. I answer to a higher authority.” 


     Dr. Rook smirked, “We are to burn the infection.” 


     The nun's hands on me tightened. Father Lucas looked down on the doctor, eyes showing a sliver of fear. The darkness covering the back of the chapel, lit up with sets of demonic and monstrous eyes. A second later, torches blazed to life. I stared as demons and monsters, wearing torn orderly and nurse uniforms, stalked forward. Tongues and sharp teeth gleamed in the flickering orange light. Some had thick legs with clawed toes while others had legs like spiders and insects. The crowd of torch wielding demons moved in close but did not charge. 


     “Annabelle,” Dr. Rook's voice was a cool stream of distilled calm, “I will leave the decision to you. The priest has harmed many but I feel he has hurt you the most. What shall we do?” 


     Father Lucas turned to me, “Annabelle, you opened your heart to ancient darkness. You know by now that we exist because you complete us. What happened was because your desires are so great, they influence us and those around us. If they kill me, you are only killing a piece of yourself! These demons don't wish to help you. I do!” 


     The air in the chapel became still. I watched the pleading in the priest's eyes. My gaze turned sideways to Dr. Rook, standing calm and regal even in his torn suit. Fear and heat mixed like a stew as I held the final decision over a monster's life. Thoughts of Michael floated into my mind and I let out soft sigh. 


     “Burn the fucker!” I shouted. 


     Dr. Rook did not smile as shadows rose up behind him. Darkness mixed with his own body, covering and melting into a larger form. With a crazy smile, I watched as the darkness twisted, growing horns and glowing white eyes. My shadow lover, Dr. Rook cloaked in darkness snaked forward. I turned and slapped the nun holding me. Tentacles flared up. Dr. Rook moved like a viper, slamming into Father Lucas. The priest went spiraling into the air, crashing into his twisted cross, shattering the metal to pieces. 


     The crowd of monsters surged forward. Nun's screamed as they lashed out with tentacles. Fire greeted them and the smell of burning squid bloomed. Claws and horns slashed and gored. The nuns were quickly overwhelmed. Sister Bethany lashed out, striking away a demon. Madness filled her eyes as she struck out at the horde of fire wielding demons. Harry took hold of a tentacle and pulled the sister closer. Nurse Sykes rushed forward, her blue hand extending and sharpening to a point. The nun gave a blood curdling scream as the Nurse Sykes stabbed deep, the point coming out of the nun's back. Tentacles wilted and Sister Bethany slumped.  


     I was frozen in the middle of the carnage. Nurse Sykes pulled out her blue hand, whipping it away. Blood sprayed me across the face. I watched unmoved as several demons set the nun's body on fire. Ron moved with a torch in each of his four hands. The four eyed demon whirled into a spin, lighting nuns up like roman candles. Another splash of blood sprinkled my naked body. Hands touched my leg and I looked down to see Amy, clutching at me with terror in her eyes.  


     Monster fought monster as I kneeled down and helped Amy to her feet. We walked through the mayhem as demons torched tentacle monsters. I was close to the entrance when I looked back. The shadow demon stood over Father Lucas. The priest begged hands together, pleading for mercy. Ron handed a torch to Dr. Rook's black outstretched hand. I watched coolly as Dr. Rook shoved the end of the burning torch into Father Lucas's open mouth. The priest gurgled a scream as his flesh hissed and popped. Another torch was handed to the doctor and he stabbed the flaming end into the priest's chest, twisting and driving it deep.  


     I looked away as another torch was handed to Dr. Rook and he lifted it again, ready to drive it into the quivering burned body of Father Lucas. I hugged Amy as we walked. Demons not in the fray, watched me with concerned eyes. A demon fairy with pink hair and see-through wings stayed close. Nurse Waters escorted us out of the horror show. 


     Blood dripped down my cheeks as I stared off. Calm washed over my heart and for the first time since I came to this asylum, I took a long, peaceful breath. 


     


  




  

     Twelve O' Clock 


     Dr. Rook put down his pad and pen. He sat back and put his hands on the arm rests. Light poured in through the frosted glass. The faded leather couch was comfortable. It felt like it was with an old friend. I wiggled a little into it.  


     “I'm sure you have many questions,” Dr. Rook said in an even voice. 


     I glanced down at his old fashion Rolex.  The arms pointed to twelve O' clock. I had barely been here for ten minutes and I hadn't said one word. It was strange and yet comforting to be here. Part of me wanted to push the events from a few nights ago away, like they never happened. The other part wanted to drill my handsome doctor for every bit of information I could get. 


     “Annabelle?” Dr. Rook said with a warm tone. 


     I shook my head a little like I was waking from a dream, “I don't know where to start.” 


     “Start with something simple.” 


     I looked into his blue eyes, “Is this Hell?” 


     “No, it is not.” 


     “Then what is it? You are demons but you have saved my life. Nurse Sykes said you all are real but have pieces missing. Am I the only one here who is human?” 


     Dr. Rook shifted in his chair, “Blackburn Asylum is a place for healing and preparing you for your next journey. Now I'm sure that doesn't answer your question so let me finish with some of the details. When a person is dying, they go to special places in a different plane of existence. From there, they get all the time they need to prepare for their death.” 


     I stared at the floor, “I'm dying.” 


     “Yes, all the patients here are dying. We are here to help you reach your potential. You will either become an inspiration, a muse, agent of chaos, new soul and so on. Every time you die, you have a choice. For some it is easy, they move on immediately and the universe spins on. For others, they require a little work to become whole again.” 


     “So, I am broken.” 


     Dr. Rook snapped his fingers so I would look him in the eyes, “You are not broken, Annabelle. Maybe a little lost but far from broken.” 


     “How long do I have till I'm gone?” My eyes watered. 


     “As long as you need, Time is different here. There is no pressure to make conclusions in your life.” 


     “What was Father Lucas?” 


     “These places, like Blackburn Asylum, are not perfect. We sometimes have alien beings slip in through the cracks. It is hard to explain but we try to keep the order to prevent such beings like the priest to take root. As I said, nothing is perfect and even beings like Father Lucas can cloak themselves, pretending to be just like everyone else.”  


     I thought of Michael, “Is Father Lucas dead? Is Michael dead?” 


     Dr. Rook's expression darkened, “They are scattered beyond recognition. They will reform at some time or someplace. If you die here, the choice is made for you instead of you making the choice. The pieces that make up those people will be different. They may have a memory of these moments in their dreams but little else.” 


      My heart felt heavy in my chest, “Why am I dying?” 


     Dr. Rook's expression turned back to my psychiatrist, “That is why we are here to figure it out. You have unfinished growth. You must come to terms before you move on. When you came to us, you were wet and your arm was covered in blood. You must confront your subconscious before you can be whole again. You clearly have blocked out events leading up to your arrival here.” 


     “I was dead when I overdosed. I was underwater, in the ocean.” 


     “Good thing the orderly was able get help, otherwise you would have ended up like Michael. As for being underwater, what else can you tell me?” 


     I turned my head to the frosted glass window, “Not much. I have had flashes of memory. I think I see my mother, being there for me. I told you about my room. There is a man's face I see. I feel like I know him.” 


     “Anything else?” 


     “No. It feels foggy when I try to remember.” 


     Dr. Rook leaned forward, “Annabelle, this is progress. Your mind is trying to re-discover the answers that are already there.” 


     Pain welled up. My eyes darted away, “You were in my room that night.” 


     “Do not try to deflect. Stay with the memories.” 


     The pain was maddening. My vision began to blur as something rattled the cage of my mind. Deep down I knew I didn't want to remember. I didn't have to. I could stay here forever and not go to that place where horrid memories lurked. I could see my handsome doctor all the time. This could be my home and I will never die. 


     “I....I.....can't...” a tear rolled down my cheek, my breathing quickened. 


     “Breath Annabelle, breath, working through trauma is not easy. I know you must be thinking that you don't have to confront your past and time has little meaning here, but there are other things at work. The longer you are here, the greater the chance of you losing your mind. Your trauma will eat you up inside. That is why we are here to help you, so you can get better.” 


     “You said I was dying. That means I'm not dead. Is there a way for me to go back? Maybe I can help others? Maybe this isn't the end?” I sobbed. 


     Dr. Rook's face turned grave, “You will not survive. You must make peace with that notion and move on.” 


     Nails dug into the weathered couch, “I can't! I can't accept this! You're a fucking demon and you want me to turn into one of you!” I screamed. 


     “The only demons at work here are your own. You hide and cannot face what you are.” 


     “I'm a good person! I know I am. I used to love! Demons don't love!” I shouted nearly pulling chunks of couch with my hands. 


     Dr. Rook's brow formed a hard line, “When you arrived at Blackburn, you mentioned you used to love. That statement has meaning to you that you can understand. What does it mean? Why did you used to love?” 


     My head twisted as I tried to look for an escape. This place was a crazy house and I didn't want to be here anymore. I had to get out! I had to run, far away! These demons won't make me like them. I'm not a monster! 


     Dr. Rook sat up straight, “Calm yourself!” The doctor commanded. 


     It was like a door opened and a cool breeze flowed over my frantic body. My head tilted forward and I placed my hands on my thighs. The terror subsided and I was his servant again. I obeyed his command and all tension sank away. 


     The doctor leaned back into his chair, “Let us try a variation of our normal therapy, undress.” 


     Internal heat welled up. Our therapy had me trained to obey his commands. Instantly I was wet and redness filled my cheeks. Standing up, I pulled my gray dress over my head. The doctor eyed me as my breasts hung unassisted, nipples pointed. I was his to do what he willed. Our sessions were beautiful and perfect. I was his to command. I gave him the power to control me and yet he still treated me like a person.  


     Blue eyes watched as I pulled down my panties and let them fall to my ankles. I stepped out of them and flicked them away. I was prepared to touch myself but I couldn't do it until he told me to. Waiting for his next command was maddening. The doctor simply stared at me. I could feel the wetness getting worse. Each second he held me in his power, made me crazy with lust. I wanted to show him how much it meant to me. I wanted to please him even if it was pleasing me for him. 


     “Step closer to me,” Dr. Rook commanded. 


     I stepped closer. The doctor's stern stare was sending me over the edge. A drop of my own honey ran down my inner thigh. Eyes traced over my curves like staring at a piece of artwork. Dr. Rook took his time, visually exploring my body. Memories of his demon form taking me in my room made my womanhood clench and my nipples so hard they could cut glass. 


     “Do you want to please me?” 


     “Yes, Dr. Rook,” I said in a sultry voice. 


     “Do you know your place?” 


     I didn't look him in the eye, “To do as you command, Dr. Rook.” 


     “Kneel,” The doctor said simply. 


     I kneeled before him, looking down like I had done something bad.  


     “Pull down my zipper.” 


     Silently I reached to his immaculate slacks. I took hold of his zipper and pulled it down slowly. I could see that something was moving just below, pushing against the fine fabric. I bit my lip as I pulled the zipper to the bottom. I found myself staring at his bulge, his manhood fighting to be free. 


     “Pull my cock out.” 


     Shaking from excitement, my hand reached into his pants. I curled fingers over the band to his underwear. The doctor's cock bounced to my touch. When he took me, I knew he was big. I pulled out his member and it flopped out, throbbing and half hard. 


     “Touch yourself.” 


     I stared at his thick member, my own hand between my thighs, running along my dripping line. I grazed my nub and electric fire sparked. Wet sounds rose up as I rubbed myself. Moans spilled out of my mouth. My doctor's cock was inches from me and the distance was driving me wild.  


     Dr. Rook looked down at me, indifferently, “Stroke it.” 


     My other hand reached out and took hold of his manhood. Heat poured off him as I stroked slowly, matching the tempo of my own rubbing. Feeling feverish, I upped the tempo. The doctor's cock grew rock hard in my hand but his eyes were a chilling blue. I couldn't tell if he was enjoying it. I wanted him to like it. I wanted him to like me. I would have done anything at that point to please him. 


     “Annabelle, take my cock into your mouth. Suck on it until you come.” 


     Greedily I bent my head forward and took his member in my mouth. The dark scent returned from that special night. It was just like I remembered. Inches pushed passed my lips. I moaned while rubbing myself tenderly, trying not to rush. My nerves were lit up as I reached the base of his cock. My tongue savored his taste as I slid back, making my mouth as tight as possible. Eyes closed and I bobbed on his member. The sensations were overpowering. My body betrayed me as I rubbed faster and faster. After months of pleasuring myself to his gaze, he was making me do things I wish I could have done the first time we met. Clouds of pleasure touched my heart. My internal fire grew brighter. 


     I cuddled in between the doctor's thighs. Moans grew louder as I attacked my clit and his cock. My nerves coiled to nearly the breaking point. I fought for air as I continued to suck on his veiny member. I couldn't take it anymore as my nerves exploded. Cascading bliss roared through me. I screamed in my throat as the biggest orgasm I ever had made me buck uncontrollably. Breathing through my nose wasn't enough. I un-tightened my mouth and took gasps of air while fingering and rubbing my throbbing clit. Blissful confusion took over.   


     “Stand up and face away from me,” Dr. Rook ordered. 


     With shaky legs I stood up. The cloud of ecstasy hung heavy. Wetness trailed down my inner thighs as I fought to control my breathing. 


     “Sit on my cock. Do not look at me,” I heard from behind. 


     I pushed my round ass out. A hand appeared on my hip, guiding me. The tip of his rock-hard member touched my quivering gash. The doctor's hand pushed me down onto his thick spear. Lips spread as he stabbed into my tight opening. My mouth made a perfect O as I slid down inch after inch. The orgasm had just started to fade away when a new coiling took its place. Halfway down his member, I squeezed and flexed my inner walls to accommodate my doctor. He was so large that I felt I was spread to the breaking point. I gulped air and moaned as more of my honey slid down his shaft, making it a little easier to fit him in. 


     The doctor was snug when I reached his hilt. My ample tits bounced as another hand appeared on my other hip. The doctor kept me in place, throbbing inside me with power and control. I tried to move, wanting to slide on his member like a good patient. Instead, I waited, trying to think straight. 


     “Remember what happened to you,” Dr. Rook whispered in my ear. 


     “I...I..,” I gasped, desperately wanting to move on his cock. 


     “I will let you move if you do as your told,” came another whisper. 


     I moaned and breathed. My body was open and now my mind was opening as well, “No... please... don't make me remember...,” I whined. 


     The doctor moved his hips slightly and tendrils of bliss caused me to shudder. 


     “No, don't make me remember!” I tried to move but he kept me in place. 


     “You want to remember,” said another low whisper. 


     My entire body was crying out to move. I wanted to writhe in his lap, feeling his cock. I began to tremble with need. Dr. Rook had control but my body was rebelling. 


     A hand reached up and gently ran over my nipple. I cried out like a whore when he grabbed my tit, hard. 


     “Doctor....doctor...,” I repeated with half moans. 


     “Remember and you get everything you desire.” 


     I tried to tease him by squeezing his spear but the doctor wouldn't let me move. Jumbled thoughts crashed into me like ocean waves. Pleasure circled me like a warm blanket. Shuddering, my body tried to move of its own accord but I was held firmly in place. A wall pressed heavy on my mind and I visualized me hitting it. At first, I struck out with my hands, and then I held a hammer. The pounding in my ears was deafening. I knew what lurked on the other side. I didn't want to go there but conflicting emotions and thoughts stormed on. I want to please him. I want to please myself. I want to feel good all the time. The world hurts too much. This hurts too much. Paradise was waiting within inches of my fingertips. Why am I terrible person? 


     The urges were too much. Pressure pushed at my boundaries as I leaned forward, hands on the doctor's legs. An orgasm exploded, sending fireworks from my nerve endings. Bright light filled my vision and I groaned like the dead rising from the grave. White haze caused me to spin. My eyes rolled into my head and the world blanked out. 


     “I remember,” I whispered over and over as I rose up into the clouds of bliss. 


     


  




  

     Thirteen Hours 


      The restaurant was busy with patrons in a whirlwind of conversation and food. I sat across from Jared and Lisa. The love birds kept gazing into each other's eyes and it made my hands clench under the table in disgust. The sun had just set and an orange glow painted the sky. Wisps of tiny clouds drifted and my mind wandered away from the sickening displays of affection. 


     “Earth to Annabelle, come in Annabelle,” Jared smiled. 


     I stared blankly, trying to collect my thoughts, “Um...uh.,” I said and trailed off. 


     “You haven't given us your answer,” Jared grinned. 


     The air was hot and thick with steaming food around me. The thought of being served made me sick to my stomach. The food wasn't bad here or the service but the sickening feeling in my stomach had me in knots. Lisa ran her finger along Jared's neck but he kept his eyes on me waiting for an answer. 


     “I would be honored but do you really want me as your best man?” The question was bizarre in its own right but Jared and I had been friends since we were young. 


     “You are my closest friend. I know it is a bit unorthodox but Lisa has her gay best friend as her maid of honor. Lisa also thought you would make the perfect best man to help keep me in line.” 


     Lisa slapped his arm playfully, “Stop it Jared,” Lisa turned to me, “What he means is that it would mean the world to us if you hold a special place at our wedding.” 


     Their love was sickening but I tried to not let it on. The medication I took earlier was keeping me even to a degree. Horror and sadness were kept at bay with three little pills. The waiter came back with a bottle of wine and three glasses. The waiter uncorked it, poured a little into a glass and handed it to Jared. I smiled as he sniffed at it, drank a little and nodded his head showing that it was fine. We learned the ins and outs of wine years ago and he acted like he knew what he was doing when in truth, he just wanted to get drunk. 


     “Then it is a yes,” I said and my heart twisted in my chest. 


     “Let us toast to happy occasions!” Jared said. 


     The three of us lifted our half full wine glasses and clinked them together. I took several big gulps, nearly finishing the glass. Lisa eyed me while Jared took a long sip and put down his glass. 


     “Are you sure you’re okay with this?” Lisa asked with concern in her eyes. 


     I pretended that it all didn't matter. I had to for Jared. Seeing him so happy with her made me feel hollow but I had to keep up appearances. We had our shot together for a long time. It didn't work out and he moved on. It had been years so why did I feel like my heart was just ripped out. 


     “I'm okay. I'm just taking it all in. I really am happy for both of you,” I said with a smile. 


     “See, I told you she would be fine with it,” Jared laughed. 


     “Shush you!” Lisa said and gave him another playful slap on the arm. 


     “I'm not sure I can take these beatings anymore. The wedding is off!” Jared said sarcastically. 


     Lisa laughed and smacked his arm again. I wanted to kill them both. I could break my wine glass and take the shards, cutting their throats before they could get up. No court in the world would find me guilty if they saw this display. If anything, I would get a pardon and be all over daytime TV. I would be a celebrity, the woman who killed cupid. That had a nice ring to it. 


     “She is spacing out again,” Jared said to Lisa. 


     I blinked, “Sorry. It's been a busy day and I'm still processing the news.” 


     Lisa reached across the table and touched my hand, “I know this is a bit of a shock. You both are close that is why we wanted to break the news to you in first round of people.” 


     “I really am happy for both of you,” I lied. 


     “You're not happy but thank you for trying,” Jared grinned. 


     The pills kept my anger in check. Only Jared could push my buttons. We thought we were soul mates until we both realized we would probably kill each other if we ever married. We were cut from the same passionate cloth. The sex was out of this world but when we didn't have sex, the fire burned both ways. Best friends, lovers and haters all wrapped up in two bodies. We tried to work through it but it was just too powerful. I stopped loving anyone when he met Lisa. I thought we deserved each other. It seems the universe thought he deserved better. Lisa was one of those amazing people. Beautiful, smart, blonde, great career and her tits were bigger than mine. When Jared joked with me, I let him have it. When Jared joked with Lisa, she laughed like some bouncing puppet. 


     Jared poured more wine into all our glasses, “Annabelle, this is important. We want you there. It would never be right without you giving us your blessing.” 


     “You are both adults. You don't need my blessing,” I said pulling my hand from Lisa's and taking another gulp of wine. 


     Lisa gave a polite smile, “Yes, we do. The three of us are going to continue to share our lives together. We want to do it right.” 


     “Can I be honest?” I said putting my glass down. 


     “When are you not?” Jared smiled. 


     “Stop it,” Lisa hissed playfully. 


     “I really am happy for both of you. I know it has been odd with me around. Jared and I tried and it just didn't work out. I'm happy he found you and you both are going to live your lives together. I would be lying if I didn't say it stung a little but we are all adults. I'll get over it. I need a little time but I would be honored to be at your wedding.” 


     “Thank you, Annabelle. It really means a lot to us,” Jared said genuinely. 


     Sadness crept up from my heart. The two love birds gave sweet glances to each other. They wanted to kiss but stopped themselves out of respect to me. Memories of Jared and I flowed into my wine addled mind. Our nights of wild sex always left me hot and bothered. It was the only time he would really take control. I was his whore to play with. It was the only time I let anyone control me. We had years of adventures and those thoughts helped me the years we were apart. I wondered if he ever told her about my late-night drunk calls, begging him to come back. 


     Our food arrived. The smell was sickening like their love. I quickly excused myself and ran off to the ladies room. At the counter, I turned on the water and pulled my medication from my purse. I poured three pills into my hand. The night was going to be a rough one. I poured another pill out. I threw the four pills down my throat. Ghostly images of my mother tried to crawl into my head. The panic and sadness floated away as the medication mixed with the alcohol. My mother has been dead for thirteen hours. Dad and my brothers were handling the arrangements. I knew I couldn't get to San Francisco today but I had my plane ticket for tomorrow. I knew what was coming from Jared and Lisa. If I cancelled then I would have had to deal with it when I got back. Frankly I wanted it over with so I could mourn. If I didn't have my anxiety medication, I would have been a blubbering mess. 


     I washed my hands and fixed myself up. The heart ache subsided and I practically floated out of the ladies’ room and back to our table. Wine was poured and soon we were all laughing. Thoughts of my mother faded into the background noise and life was okay, even for just this happy moment. 


     *** 


     Jared and Lisa were loud as we all walked to my car. The two of them drank the lion's share of wine. I was holding it together a little better but even my coordination was off. Without a word, the two of them opened the back doors and stepped in. I looked at them and back at the car. I guess I'm the designated driver. 


     I sat in the driver's seat and turned on the ignition. The car came to life. I peeked into the rearview mirror and the two love birds were falling asleep on each other. Great, now I need to drive them home. Thanks fuckers. 


     The night was clear. The moon was full and glowed with brilliant white light. There was a magic in the air as I drove along PCH. The highway was pretty empty which was pretty surprising. I took it as good omen and drove along. The love birds were completely out in the back. Jared started to snore and happy memories floated through me from when we slept together. I played with his hair and he snored without a care in the world. Eyes drifted to the refection of the moon across the Pacific Ocean. 


     “I love you,” said a whisper from the back. 


     I looked in my mirror to see Jared snuggling into Lisa, mouthing those exact words again. An empty void filled my soul. I looked to the water again. I could drive us off the highway, straight into the ocean. The three of us could happily drown, together. No more problems or jealousy. We would never have to go through any of those horrible emotions. I would see my mother and I would get the chance to say how sorry I was for being a terrible daughter. 


     Thoughts slipped away and I put my eyes back on the road. As happy as those thoughts made me, I could never bring myself to end my life or anyone else's. I sighed, gearing myself up for all the emotions life is going to rain down on me once the medication wore off. I could be too hard on myself. Maybe this was a sign that I had to move on. Jared found the love of his life. Maybe my love was still out there? 


     Eyes drifted down as I thought about the future. Headlights shined on a large boulder on the highway. I pulled on the wheel to avoid it, eyes wide. The car was moving too fast. The boulder was bigger than a tire. The front end of the car smacked into it, hard. Metal crunched as I tried to regain control. The car slammed into the guard rail and burst through it. I screamed as we plunged down a cliff. The car spun, crashing into jagged cliff face. The driver's side window exploded as my left hand held the wheel and my right hand covered my face. Shards of glass bit deep into my arm as we rolled, hitting the cliff again. Screams came from behind me just as we hit the black ocean water. 


     Cold water rushed to meet us. In seconds we were engulfed and sinking into the darkness. I took a breath as we spun in the water. Time slowed to a crawl as I tried to look around in the darkness. Calm filled me as I knew we had to hit bottom soon. Like clockwork we struck the bottom with a thud. I undid my seatbelt and turned my head. Jared and Lisa were floating, eyes closed and mouths open. My years of swimming helped me keep my cool. I opened the door and swam out. The car was filled with water and the passenger door opened. I grabbed Lisa and pulled her out. I had to get her close to the surface. I knew I couldn't get both of them out so I moved quickly. 


     I swam with one of my arms coiled around Lisa. The moon showed me which way was up and I swam toward it like a moth to a flame. My eyes adjusted to the darkness. Part way up, Lisa thrashed. I let go of her and pointed up, Lisa nodded and swam toward the surface. I knew if I went up with her, Jared would drown. I turned and swam back down into the darkness. Shafts of moonlight guided my way. I reached the car and pulled Jared from it. He wasn't responding. I had to get him to the surface as quickly as possible. Time was ticking away and I didn't know how long I had. 


     Half way to the surface, my limbs went numb. It could have been the wine and pills but I was growing weaker with every move from my limbs. Jared was limp and I put everything I had into getting him to the surface. The light grew dimmer and I slowed. No. No please. Not here. Not like this. We have to live! He has to live! 


     The calm and weakness wrapped around me like a cloud. I couldn't kick anymore. Strength in my arms gave way and Jared drifted upward. Lungs burned and I opened my mouth to breath. Water flooded in and I sank. Lisa's black outline treaded water while Jared floated up, still and lifeless. Strange images played out as I sank to the bottom. Mermaids smiled. I thought about my shell collection. The calm was peaceful as I sank along stalks of seaweed. I hope Lisa saves him. They deserve to be happy. My feet touched the bottom, my life draining away. Even in the dark ocean, I could see wisps of my blood from my hand mix in with the moonlight.  


     I closed my eyes and let the cold darkness take over. There was no pain as the abyss yawned and I fell into it. Mom, I will see you soon. 


     


  




  

     Fourteen Shells 


     I babbled on and on while sliding on Dr. Rook's manhood. Tears streamed down my cheeks as memory after memory assaulted my fragile state. It was like the dam opened and what was once a tiny river of memories turned into a tidal wave of a life, I didn't know I had. I stopped moving my hips and sat eyes blank and heart weak. Seconds passed before I stood up and stepped toward the comfortably worn sofa. I lay down, still looking at nothing in particular. A zipper pulled up. 


     I lay on my side, staring at Dr. Rook as he stood up and walked over to me. He knelt down and sat on the dusty floor. I trembled not because I was cold but because the memories splintered my mind. Dr. Rook lifted his hand and ran fingers through my hair. His handsome face was inches from mine, looking down, and eyes filled with understanding and sorrow. Normally I would have loved any touch from him but here, now, he was just another demon trying to comfort me. 


     Time moved on but we stayed right where we were. I was dying and there was nothing I could do to get back and see my mother's body one last time. Logically I told myself that it was the last chapter to a book I had written of myself. The police will fish out my body and I will be laid to rest, most likely next to my mother, a fitting end to a life so short. 


     I will spend my time in this strange asylum, preparing to move on to my next life, whatever that is and that will be that. There was no comfort in those thoughts. My doctor caressed my wet cheek with the back of his hand. The silence was all we had now and I stared off into my own abyss, lost to nothing. 


     *** 


     After a few days, Blackburn Asylum started to run like normal. I went to my therapy sessions, ate, slept and more therapy. My sessions with Dr. Rook were informative. I knew when I was ready, I would move on and my body would die. The doctor told me that there were unknown numbers of places like Blackburn. Some were paradise while others would seem like levels of Hell. When you were dying, depending on your circumstances, you would be sent some place for processing depending on how you lived your life and the circumstances around your death. Despite the events with Father Lucas, most places run pretty efficiently but even they come across odd and cosmic situations. An intentional flaw so every location would grow organically or some nonsense like that. 


     When I wasn't in therapy, I was walking along the fence next to the ocean. The air felt fantastic as I took in the view of the sea. On one of my walks, I found part of the iron bars were bent and was big enough for me to fit through. With that, I would squeeze myself through and climb down to the beach. The air was even more exhilarating as I walked along the sand and picked up sea shells. I would only pick the best and beautiful on my secret adventures. I would bring them back and hide them in my room. On other days, I brought a towel and spare uniform. I would leave everything on the beach and dive into the ocean. The salt water felt wonderful on my skin. All thoughts of me drowning or moving on would wash away. The ocean felt amazing on my skin and I swam like the mermaids of my dreams. 


     Back at Blackburn, I made necklaces. I used dental floss as string and a small sharp piece of metal to make a hole in each shell. I made one for Amy and she was ecstatic. I even made a few for some of the nurses and orderlies so long as they promised to keep it a secret. It is the oddest thing when large demonic creatures blush and act like little kids with a new toy. 


     Despite being close to Dr. Rook, I didn't tell him of my secret swims and shell necklaces on the off chance he would stop me. I knew I was pushing a limit when I left a shell necklace hanging on the doorknob to his office on the upper floor. It was special, and had fourteen of the most beautiful seashells I collected. Ron was nice enough to look the other way. The orderly let me know that next day the necklace was gone but didn't hear anything else otherwise. 


     I didn't have any nightly visits. A peace flowed over me knowing what happened and now I was working through it. My urges still pressed me but they were a little less than the roar I used to feel. Dr. Rook and I didn't talk about that night he came into my room in his true form. It became something unspoken between us and it seemed we were both pretty okay with it. 


     I gave up on trying to fully understand this cosmic asylum. It was a world between dimensions and that was pretty much all I needed to know. The days grew brighter for me and a new excitement began to boil in my veins. I swam and made shell necklaces. The mid after-life was pretty nice once you get past the confusion and heartache. 


     One night after dinner, I made the slow stroll back to my cell. I hummed a tune my mother used to hum to me when I was young. I walked down the cell block, saying hi to my neighbors. I blew a kiss to Amy as I passed her and she blew three kisses to me. I reached my door and looked over to Michael's empty cell. I missed him. I hoped he was in a better place, doing great things.  


     I opened my door and stopped short with a gasp. Sitting on the edge of my bed was Dr. Rook. He looked up to me and for the first time ever, I saw excitement in his eyes. The doctor stood up and quickly regained his composure, flattening out the lightly wrinkled arms of his suit. 


     “Evening Doctor, what brings you by on a beautiful night like this?” I grinned from ear to ear. 


     “Annabelle, so good to see you,” Dr. Rook stammered slightly, “I'm off duty so please call me Peter.” 


     I waltzed in pretending he was just another guest in my tiny cell, “Stopped by to say hello, Peter?” It was so strange saying his first name. 


     Peter looked me up from feet, hips, chest and face, “More than a simple hello, I have a gift for you.” 


     “A gift, I didn't get you anything,” I said with a coy smile. 


     “No need for secrets. I know about the necklaces,” Peter said with a warm smile. 


     “You don't have to give me anything. Your help was more than enough,” I said standing next to him and eyeing him like piece of hard meat. 


     Peter lifted his hands and held my arms, “Annabelle, your life has helped all of us to heal a great many scars and wounds. I have been thinking about your case and the circumstances of your dying. I believe I can help you get back to your life.” 


     My smile melted into shock, “What do you mean?” My heart beat a little faster as I tried to understand what he was telling me.  


     “I can't tell you everything and there is a chance it may not work but I believe we still have a chance.” 


     “Peter if this is a joke…” 


     Peter shook his head, “No joke, but you must come with me, right now.” 


     The doctor took my hand and pulled me with him. I thought I finally settled into knowing I was going to truly die and now my psychiatrist was yanking me down the hallway with my mind reeling. We turned corners and took stairwells up. The halls were empty as Peter dragged me along. Soon I was keeping up with his mad dash to the higher floor.  


     We reached one of the lesser used floors and walked with purpose down a long corridor. When we reached the end, we stood at a set of heavy double doors. A warm light glowed along the bottom. 


     Peter turned me to face him, “Annabelle, do you trust me.” 


     “With my life,” I said without a second thought. 


     “Beyond this door is an experiment. If you do not wish to go through with it, we will return to your cell and never speak of it again. Many of my personnel could be held accountable, including me.” 


     “Yes Docto......Peter,” I said slightly confused. 


     Peter opened the doors and I stepped in. The warm light came from several small lamps. The room was filled with a number of demonic creatures I had the pleasure of knowing. They were half dressed and all eyes turned to me. Some sat on beds pushed together while others stood. Peter closed the door behind us and stood by me. I looked at everyone with wide eyes, not sure what to expect. Nurse Sykes had her arms around Harry. Ron stood with both sets of arms folded and a wicked smile. Nurse Waters had a drink in her hand and flexed her fairy wings. One of the nuns was there, Sister Lydia, but she was dressed in an orderly's uniform. I heard that not all the nuns were burned and it was nice to see her here and seemingly in good cheer. 


     Peter smiled as he turned to speak to me, “You told me in our session that you had taken anxiety medication. That memory set me off to research. The reason you could not swim to the surface was because that type of medication can affect your willpower. Mix that with alcohol and the trauma of the crash and you might be having a mental crisis.” 


     “What does that mean?” I said nearly lost to his words. 


     Peter smirked, “It means that your body will still have the ability to swim. We simply have to kick start your heart.” 


     “Kick-start my heart? I'm in the Pacific Ocean. How can we do anything?” I said, my excitement bleeding away. 


     Peter put his finger under my chin and lifted it up so I could gaze into his eyes, “You have reservoirs of energy in your body. Your biggest is your sexual appetite.” 


     My eyes became glassy. I looked to the others in the room and then back to Peter, “You mean...” 


     “You have become special to all of us here in one way or another. You have tainted us with your strength, understanding and affection. We have spoken and we believe that if we all push our bodies to the limit, we can help you get back to your world.” 


     “I don't know what to say,” I really didn't. 


     “A simple yes and we can get started,” Peter winked. 


     “Wait, wait, I have some questions.” 


     The room remained silent. I continued, “Once this happens, I won't see you anymore?” 


     Peter's eyes darkened, “We are multi-dimensional beings. You might come across a version of us but there is no real way to know.” 


     My eyes watered, “Was it really you that night in my room?” 


     Peter's darkness faded away, “It was me. I couldn't stop thinking about you. I justified it with being off duty. I....I had to have you,” he whispered. 


     I smiled, “I'm glad you did.” I paused, “What if I stay? What if I don't go back?” 


     Peter held my hands in his. “One way or another you will move on. Our kind is not meant to be with living souls, even if we didn't try, this love if forbidden.” 


     “I think I can say for the rest of the gang here, we have all grown to love you. We want to help,” Nurse Sykes said with a wicked smile. 


     I tried to fight back the tears. I wasn't ready to leave just yet but I nodded my head in approval. Emotions welled up as I tried to hold it together. 


     Nurse Sykes stood up and pulled a syringe from her pocket. “Maybe a little something to get you in the mood,” The nurse uncapped the needle. “And call me Betty.” 


     The needle stabbed into a vein. A long deep breath flowed outward as blue liquid with black veins pumped into my bloodstream. A fuzzy haze washed over all my senses. The orderlies and nurses fully melted into their demonic forms. Betty looked at me with her blue goo eyes and a hint of lust.  


     Peter's strong arms held me upright. I found myself clawing at his shirt, his collar opened and the shell necklace I gave him came into view. I smiled like a crazy person. Muscles loosened and warmth flowed. My body reacted like I was home. What little clothes the demons wore soon came completely off. Peter was close, hands running down my body. A shudder rippled through me as his hands smoothed over my curves. A gentle kiss on my neck and I felt I was going to orgasm right there and then.    


      “You have made me feel more alive than I have felt in a very long time,” Peter said in a hushed breath, fingers pulling my dress down. 


     Hands reached out and assisted Dr. Rook with undressing me. My gray dress pooled at my feet. Gentle fingers curled around my white panties and pulled them down. The urgency in the room was growing. As my panties fell to my ankles, hands touched my naked skin. Goosebumps rose with every caress and squeeze. Peter held me close, fingers running through my hair. I proceeded to unbutton his shirt. When I reached his belt, I undid the buckle. He was the only one left dressed and I wanted him as naked as the rest of us.  


     A hungry fever took over as I pulled at the doctor's clothes. A gasp rose up when strong fingers ran along my wet gash. I ignored it as Peter's shirt came off and his pants fell away. I stared at Peter in the warm light. Behind me demons, touched and clawed at my bare skin. The doctor was fit with chiseled muscle but not overbearingly big. Dark nipples complemented his chest. Wide shoulders and thin waist completed the naked doctor's nearly perfect body. My mind flashed to that magical night in my room. The body was the same except there were no shifting shadows and glowing eyes. My psychiatrist looked like a normal healthy man. A small moan passed my lips as hands squeezed my inner thighs and a few more fingers slid along my flowering womanhood. Big hands curled under my arms, hefting my breasts and rubbing my nipples. 


     The air was stifling. Peter stepped away from me. I reached out, pleading with my eyes for him to be close. Hands roughly pulled me and I was soon on my back on soft blankets. Eyes of all different shapes and sizes gazed down on my naked body. A roar of excitement and a dash of fear rolled through me. I was helpless to the demons and monsters standing over me. The thought of all of them using me made a drop of honey trickle between my legs and slip over the bottom curve of my ass. 


     Peter watched with loving heat in his eyes as Nurse Waters snuggled her face between my creamy thighs. The pink haired demon smiled evilly as a long-pointed tongue snaked out and ran along my puckered line. I moaned as the tip lashed lovingly against my nub. Gooey blue hands touched my nipples, melting and rubbing them, whipping me into frenzy. Looking up, Harry and Ron stood on either side of my head, cocks hardening right before my eyes. I had no say as Harry grabbed his spear and put the tip to my lips. Ron did the same but he had four arms, one of which held me in place. They took turns rubbing their shafts along my lips, teasing and making me want to swallow them whole. Harry was first to slide his tip passed my lips. The taste of his demonically smooth cock set my whole body on fire. Ron watched with a hunger as I suckled on Harry's full member. Nurse Water's tongue continued its onslaught. My pussy quivered to her touch as she lapped at my flowing honey. 


     Everything around me became images, snap shots into sex fueled chaos. Tentacles unfurled from the former nun, Lydia. One snaked out and ran along nurse Water's sensual curves. The pink demon pulled her wet mouth from my mound and cried out as a tentacle pushed into her. Fingernails dug into my skin as the pink demon couldn't contain her lust. Betty shoved the moaning demon back. Lydia smiled with tentacles wrapping around the fairy demon's neck and pushing into her open mouth. I could see that Nurse Waters was being invaded. Betty moved between my legs, her transparent blue jelly body not hiding what was being done to Nurse Waters. 


     “I want her first,” Betty smiled. 


     Ron used one of his hands to guide my hand to his cock. I took hold and rubbed it while I sucked on Harry's member. I glanced down with Harry's cock in my mouth as a blue jelly cock grew between Betty's legs. I moaned as she made it thicker than it was before. Warm goo hands spread my thighs as she placed the tip to my quivering folds. There was a muffled scream as Betty pushed her blue cock against my tight opening. My world opened up as inches slid in. Betty played with her own bouncing tits as she sank every inch into my tight depths. My hand upped the tempo, stroking Ron's cock. Harry was pushing his spear in and out of my mouth, faster and faster. Nerves glowed throughout my body with the goo girl between my legs, forcing her way in and stopping. The bliss was deafening as she moved back and forth, making me feel every inch of her blue cock.  


     Nurse Waters gave muffled screams. Her eyes went wide when Lydia shoved another tentacle up her round ass. Wet sounds and muffled moans filled the small room. I looked over to Peter. The doctor watched me like I was a steak being devoured from all sides. I wanted him to join in, take me over and over. Instead, he watched, seemingly content with my shuddering body. A drop of Harry's seed touched my tongue. I licked at the ridges of his impressive cock, teasing for more come. The scaled demon stared at me. I looked up innocently, coaxing him to fill my throat. The demon's cock nearly vibrated between my lips. I sucked long strokes of his member but was surprised when come splashed against my cheek and neck. 


     Ron grunted, all four eyes closing. The orderly's cock bulged in my hand. I stroked the white come along his shaft. I ignored the streams of come painting my cheek and continued to stroke his member. Betty upped the tempo and I clamped my thighs on her goo body. The smooth sliding of her body against and inside mine was heavenly. The nurse held her own tits tight, biting her lip as waves of pleasure rippled through her transparent body. I had no idea if she could come like a man but watching her was bringing me closer to my own climax. 


     “Betty, I'm going to come,” Harry grunted. 


     “Me too lover, me too,” Betty said with a deep sigh. 


     Together the demon lovers groaned and whimpered. Betty's blue cock expanded between my thighs as Harry's cock bulged in my mouth. Jets of molten come streamed into my throat. Between my legs, hot spurts pumped into me while the nurse sank every inch of her blue cock into me. I drank down as much as I could but the scaly demon's seed was too much. I pulled away for a breath while more come dripped out from his member.  


     I sat up, pleasure leaking into my mind and all over my body. Betty stepped back, blue liquid dripping from the end of her cock. I looked down to see it oozing from my pink gash. Several hands grabbed me. My body was twisted and bent forward until I was on all fours. I looked back as Ron moved behind me, one hand caressing my ass, another fingering my slit, another hand running along my back and another hand grabbing his still rock-hard shaft. The hand on my back held me in place while the hand on my ass grabbed my hip. Come dripped from the corner of my mouth. I turned to see Peter standing before me, his cock throbbing and half hard. He was about two feet away and it was the longest two feet of my life. Ron pressed his cock to my dripping hole. I bit my lip as he pushed passed my tight opening, inch after inch invading me. 


     Peter stayed where he was. Fingernails dug into the soft blankets. I wanted to please him. I tried to crawl forward but Ron held me in place, hips slapping my firm ass. My tits hung and wild moans fell from my lips. It was becoming harder and harder to think. Lust clouded my thoughts. I fought for some kind of control but it was ebbing away the more the four-armed demon fucked me. Around me, demons fell onto each other. Harry threw Betty onto the bed next to me. Legs spread wide; he forced his way between her legs. Nurse Waters was on all fours, groaning and trying to steady herself. Lydia moved away from her and stepped behind Ron. I glanced back at the black demon. Two of his hands cupped my ample tits, fingers rubbing my sensitive nipples. The other two hands were holding my hips, pushing me onto his thick member. I squeezed to keep his attention on me, Lydia's tentacles wrapped around the four-armed black demon. Ron upped the tempo but I could see a tentacle wrap around his thigh. Ron's four eyes widened and his hips slammed my ass a little harder. The black demon groaned louder as Lydia smiled. With all our bodies joined, I could tell Ron was being penetrated, deeply. The three of us moved as one. Ron's cock thickened and that sent me spiraling. Nerves coiled to nearly the breaking point. I clawed at the bed, trying to move closer to Peter, to take his manhood in my mouth, to please him anyway I could. 


     I moaned like a bitch in heat. Fiery explosions lit me up as I bucked and shuddered. The dam burst and I was awash in an ocean of pure bliss. Ron was making strange sounds as Lydia played with him. Clawed hands on my hips tightened and Ron gave a soul crunching growl. Hot come burst from the tip and flooded my already tight slit. My eyes rolled into my head as I milked every last drop of my own orgasm and Ron's.  


     Peter stepped a little closer, eyes on me. I stared at him, lost to blissful sensations. He cupped my chin and pushed his cock into my mouth. I moaned and took his throbbing member. Another orgasm exploded internally and a tingling sensation spread between my thighs and nipples. Ron didn't stop fucking me. My body moved back and forth slightly, Peter in my mouth and Ron behind me.  


     Energy poured across my body. My hunger was growing. Ron was pulled from me, his cock slipping out of dripping pussy. Something caressed my womanhood before plunging into my slick opening. It felt like Lydia was taking her turn but I couldn't turn away. My eyes were gazing to Peter's blue pools. Moans and grunting grew to a fevered pitch. Lydia's moans joined the chorus and the tentacle in me upped the tempo. 


     Peter gently touched my head and took a fistful of hair, his calm demeanor twisting into a hungry desire. I gave muffled cries as he force-fed me his cock, making me take every inch. Helplessly I obeyed, letting him fuck me any way he wanted. My tongue ran along his invading shaft, tasting and teasing against his raised veins. 


     I knew my hunger and so did Peter. I couldn't control it as it took over. White haze filled the corner of my vision as the smell of sex and Peter's scent filled my nose. The doctor wretched my head off his cock, I gasped, fighting him so I could devour him once again. The tentacle inside me slipped out. Peter turned me around so I could face the room. I looked back as he held my hips and pushed his manhood to my abused pussy. Thick inches spread my walls and I wailed. I turned forward to see all the demons in the midst of a blood thirsty orgy. 


     Ron was on his back on the floor, each hand holding a tentacle while Lydia rode his cock. Betty and Nurse Waters were on their knees, licking and sucking Harry's cock. The hulking demon took turns pushing into their mouths. Betty grabbed the pink demon's hair and shoved it on Harry's member. From behind the goo girl pushed her cock into the pink haired demon's slit, every inch disappearing into her. 


      Watching the demons take each other in unbridled heat made my own body react. I forced myself on my demon lover's cock. Over and over, he slammed into my ass, his cock sending me to the stratosphere of ecstasy. Living images of my life swirled through my mind. Hints of other worlds and places beyond danced before my eyes. Living energy made my heart beat faster and faster. I went beyond my lust and found something even more desirable and wondrous. 


      “Peter....please......love me,” I whispered. 


     The doctor stopped. Time seemed to stand still for a log moment. Peter's manhood slipped from my slit. I turned around like a shy cat. Lovingly, Peter crawled into bed and lay with me. The sounds of the demons faded into the background. I touched his chest and the doctor laid his hand on my stomach. 


     “Since our first session, I have loved you. I will always continue to love you.” Peter said in a low whisper. 


     “Take me. Take me with your love,” I breathed. 


     Peter leaned in and kissed me. Tongues danced and my heart soared. Lust fell away and love welled up. My soul glowed white hot and was bursting at the seams. My handsome doctor turned me onto my side and we lay face to face, lips connected. A gentle squeeze of my thigh and I opened them. Peter's cock pushed into me and we bridged across space and time. Our chests met and hearts beat to the same melody. Lips parted and we inhaled each other's breath. Streams of energy reached out and met. Peter's member slid in and out while I squeezed to keep him. Light rippled. The energy was overflowing. Our movements matched, growing faster and deeper. We clutched at each other like we would spin apart. The doctor groaned and I whimpered. Peter's eyes widened, his cock bulging. My nerves glowed hot and pressure pushed at my being. 


     The two of us screamed as our worlds exploded. Molten spurts of come streamed into me as orgasm after orgasm assaulted my body and mind. Nails dug deep into skin as we mashed our bodies to a symphony of stars. The spikes of pure pleasure didn't stop. The room grew brighter and soon I was engulfed in white light. Ripped away, I spiraled upward toward another world. The light is so beautiful........so beautiful. 


     


  




  

     Fifteen Heart Beats 


     Eyes opened to a shaft of moonlight. Pain seared my lungs as saltwater dripped down my throat. Panic rippled through my body as feelings returned to my limbs. Thoughts turned sharp as experiences and memories flooded my mind. I glanced up to see a body swimming, dragging another body through the water. Instantly I struggled in the water, remembering that I had to swim or I would die. Instinct took over as each heart beat burned with new life.  


     I focused on my heart, counting each beat as I kicked my legs and reached up. Panic and new strength propelled me up. I was deep and I wasn't sure if I could make it but I had to try. Images of demons held me together and blinding concentration pushed me up feet at a time. Six heart beats and I was halfway there. I kicked frantically, pushing me up faster and faster. Nine heart beats and the moon glowed brighter. I had to make it! I had to live! My mind screamed as I kicked faster and faster. Fourteen heart beats and I was inches from the surface. I will not die! I will not die! 


     On the fifteenth heartbeat, I broke the surface.  


     I gagged and spit up sea water. Despite being on the surface, I still hadn't taken a breath of air. The burning was turning into a fire when I coughed up the last bit of sea water and took my first breath of air. It was the cleanest most pure breath I have ever taken in my life. I treaded water as I struggled for more air. The burning subsided and my entire body relaxed into floating on my back. I stared at the night sky and full moon. It was awe inspiring as I lay there in the sea. I drifted to the current with a calm filling my battered heart. 


     Thoughts of Jared and Lisa sliced through the moment. I righted myself and swam toward the beach. I kept glancing as I swam for any hint of them. Two figures were on the beach, one lying down and the other hunched over them. I propelled myself until my leg touched muddy ground. Feeling heavy, I made my way out past the waves and fell to my hands and knees on the beach. Heaving I pushed myself to stand up and stumble toward them.  


     Lisa was giving Jared mouth to mouth resuscitation. My heart tightened as Jared lay motionless on the dark beach. Jared's body jerked and a spout of sea water erupted from his mouth. Lisa turned him on his side and he coughed up more water. I collapsed next to them. Lisa crawled over to me. She was mouthing words but I couldn't hear her. Darkness played at the edge of my vision. Weakness rained down and I fell into shadows. 


     *** 


     I woke up in a hospital bed. Next to me were Jared and Lisa. Jared was lying in bed while Lisa sat beside him, head on his thigh. I slowly sat up and took it all in. Lisa lifted her head and our eyes connected. She was up and calling a nurse. I lay back in the bed and stared at the ceiling, feeling more alive than ever. 


     The next few days were pretty eventful. Jared and I made a full recovery. Lisa was the least effected out of all three of us. I learned a Good Samaritan had seen the accident and called 911 to report it. The police had a talk with me a day after the accident. I told them about the boulder and because of the trauma we went through, they didn't press any further. It was a relief because I thought for sure I was going to jail. 


     My dad and my brothers flew into Los Angeles and rushed to my side. I know we weren't close but it felt good for them to come to me with concern in their eyes and hearts. I wasn't beaten up too bad and was released the next day. Dad took me to my apartment. The man drove me crazy by doing everything for me but it was a bit charming and a nice change of pace. When he wasn't watching over me like a nurse, he continued to set up plans for mom's funeral over the phone. The very next day we flew out to San Francisco to attend the burial. 


       I cried throughout the ceremony. It felt like a part of my heart died. When her casket touched the bottom of the grave, I threw white lilies on the coffin. They were her favorite. 


     Back in Los Angeles, I tried to move on with my life. Dad called me nearly every other day. At first it was pretty annoying but I soon started to look forward to each call. Even if it was just for a minute, it was nice that we finally connected after a lifetime of neglect. 


     Months passed and I slowly was getting back into the groove of this adventure called life. Jared and Lisa married. They made me wear a suit. I had to insist to our friends that I wasn't Jared's lesbian best friend. The ceremony was beautiful and the reception afterwards was mind blowing. I couldn't remember the last time I laughed and danced so much. 


     Life returned to normal. Jared and I still hung out. Lisa would join us and we were the three musketeers. I worked and played, fending off guys left and right. Despite being single, I didn't go looking for a relationship. I simply didn't have the need or want. 


     Every night I would go to bed thinking about Blackburn Asylum. Did all of that really happen? Was I just playing out a fantasy while I was underwater? Did the drugs and alcohol mess with my mind? I really couldn't say. All I did know was that I dreamed of Dr. Peter Rook every night. When I was feeling down, the thought of him perked me up. If it was a dream then it was the most important one, I could ever have. I smiled more and problems just weren't that deep. I didn't agonize over little things anymore and spent a lot more time at the beach. 


     One night I stumbled to my bed, tired from spending the day swimming and seeing friends. I was exhausted and looked forward to dreams of my demon lover. I slipped out of my clothes and crawled into bed. I pulled the sheets over me and snuggled up for a peaceful night's rest. A squeak of my closet door caused my eyes to open. I turned my head to see the door moving on its own. Inside there was nothing but darkness and shadow. I stared, still as a summer pond. 


     Two white glowing eyes opened in the dark closet. My heart thudded faster but not out of fear. Shadows bled out as something moved into my room, flooding it in murky blackness. A strong body moved into view, with black skin and pointed horns. Black lips curled into a devilish smirk as it moved to the side of the bed. 


     “I missed you,” I whispered. 


     The shadow flowed over me, hands pulling the sheets off my body and caressing my tender skin. I closed my eyes and smiled as it moved into bed with me, hard against my thigh. Moans spilled from my lips as my demon lover took me. Tears of joy trickled from the corners of my eyes as our bodies moved as one. I bit into the demon's shoulder as he forced himself on me. I clutched at him, never wanting to let go. 


     I cried out with pleasure welling up, the light of the full moon basking our bodies in shafts of white. I was ready to love again. 


       


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     A Ghostly Need 
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     One 


     The rope was snug around my neck. I hung like a broken doll in the empty hallway right before the main entrance. The house had been emptied for so long, that I have lost track of time again. The last owners had a wonderful clock shaped like a cat. Its eyes and tail would go side to side with each second. I stared at it for hours, lost to its hypnotic motion.  


     My eyes fell to the plain wooden floor. They were such a nice couple. It was sad to see them go. The house was much too big for two people. I know they tried to have kids but it wasn't in the cards. A gentle smirk appeared as I thought back to how often they tried to have a child. I have heard the expression "If these walls can talk" but little do people know how true it is. By my last count, I think it has been a little over a hundred years since I hung myself. If I knew then what I know now, I wouldn't have taken my own life over something as natural as being alive. It was a different time back then and here I was, hanging from the rope I hung myself with, still paying for my stupid mistakes. 


     I wonder if there will be new owners coming soon? For a haunting, I never caused much trouble. I tended to observe and watch TV. When I wasn't doing anything so mundane, I watched from windows as the families on the street went about their day. It was a simple existence but there wasn't much to do when you're dead. I reflected on my death a lot. Even a ghost can sleep and I would hear whispers telling me that this wasn't the end. I often thought those dreams were wishful thinking but when you're dead, everything is wishful thinking. 


     Just then, the lock to the front door clicked and the door slowly swung open. I looked up to see a handsome man carrying a box. Eyes staring through me, the man took a long deep breath. Excitement danced in his eyes as he put the box down and called out to others, walking up the stone path. My body swung gently as more people came in, carrying boxes and furniture. A woman came in and walked toward me. Her body passed through me and sent a warm shiver up my spine.  


     "This place is fantastic!" the woman smiled ear to ear. 


     The man came over, took the woman's hand and gave her a little twirl.  


     The couple continued their dance as movers came in smiling. The excitement was infectious and I found myself grinning to their boundless happiness. The man had silver streaks on the sides of his head, mixing in with jet black hair. The woman had blondish hair and a beautiful hourglass figure. The living energy from their bodies was nearly making me drunk.  


     Letting out a sigh, fingers curled around my noose and I pulled my head from it. I floated to the floor and decided to inspect the new owners. It was nice to feel life breath back into the house. Time had a way of speeding up and slowing down of its own accord. An hour passed and boxes seemed to appear instantly. The couple walked around and gave orders on where the furniture would be placed. 


     The couch was put in the living room and I immediately sat in it. It was a soft black leather couch with deep cushions. I could get used to this couple. They have great taste.  


     I was back on my bare feet and moving through the house to marvel at all of their stuff. I passed the front door and froze. I couldn't turn away as a young dark-haired man walked up the stone path toward me. Black rimmed glasses graced his handsome features. Despite wearing a flowing collared shirt, his shoulders stuck out giving him a strong T shaped figure, complete with thin hips. Headphones hooked into his ears as I looked at a small device in his hands. If I was alive, he simply would have taken my breath away. 


     The young man looked up as if he stared straight at me. "Dad?" he shouted. 


     "Alex! Up here son," came a shout from upstairs. 


     Alex stepped toward me and I stayed in his path, gazing at him with wide eyes. The young man stopped just an inch from me and looked around curiously. I could feel his warm breath touch my body and my world began to spin. Alex peeked around my head and his brow wrinkled a bit. My hand reached up to touch him. Alex shrugged and walked right through me. 


     An internal light flared and I was lost to its brightness. A second later it faded. I quickly turned around to see Alex disappearing at the top of the stairs. I took the steps and followed him up to the second floor. Down the hallway, the family of three walked into a room that used to be mine. 


     "Is this a good size for you, son?" The father smiled. 


     Alex looked around, "Yea, I like it." 


     "I will have the movers bring your stuff up here." 


     The mother hugged her son and then put her arm around her husband's shoulder. "I think we will be very happy here." 


     I stood with the happy family but my eyes kept wandering to Alex. Youthful energy seemed to flow like a river. He looked like he was in his late teens but back in my day he would have been considered a man. If I had a heartbeat, it would be beating like a drum. For the first time in a long time, I felt excited to have company. Odd sensations rained down on me and I had to push them away. There was a reason why I was dead and I didn't want to bring back those terrible memories. I tried to not think about it as the young man walked to the windows and stared out at the woods behind the house. I floated up behind him, letting his heat warm the cold chill of my long dead spirit. I think I was going to like them very much. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     Weeks passed and the Mason's seemed to settle in pretty quickly. Hearing them talk at dinner or in their bedrooms was ripe with juicy information. To my surprise, Alex never called his mother “mom”. It took a few days but I started to see why. The blonde woman was his step mother as his father had remarried. There was once or twice where it was mentioned Alex’s real mother had run off to Vegas with another man. 


     James Mason was the father of the home and Alex’s step mom went by the name Kate. To see them all together though, you swore she was blood. Kate endlessly fawned over Alex as if he was her own. I often watched from the shadows, staring at her as she busied herself with big meals and making sure her men were well taken care of. James often had to work but when he came home, he was very happy to see both of them. Alex would spend much of his time in his room, surfing the net as people online like to say. I didn’t understand the reference completely but the other people he would chat with mentioned it a few times. The video chat was the best because you could see people on your computer. They weren’t even in the same room. 


     I often stared over Alex’s shoulder as he talked with his friends back home. The young man would complain about being away from them but he was giving it a real chance. James had a business opportunity in the nearby city and he couldn’t pass it up. Alex was being a good son by supporting his father and that was driving me crazy with desire. 


     When the house would bed down for the night, I often floated into the Mason’s master bedroom. The couple was really into each other because they fucked almost every night. Often Kate would pull out smooth plastic machines called “vibrators”. James would use them on her over and over and when she cried out for no more, he would have his way with her. I thought I would get bored but they seemed to keep it lively all the time. 


     Alex started college and was gone part of the day. Kate stayed home while James went off to work. When Kate wasn’t cleaning and taking care of the house, she was watching soap operas or hidden in her room with her favorite purple vibrator. She would insert her toy and moan loudly when no one was home. It was a bit odd that she often looked to a family picture of her, James and Alex together when she came the loudest. I thought I had a devil’s desire but I think Kate was giving me a run for my money, whatever that means. Sometimes I didn’t know what I was saying but it felt right given certain situations. 


     Sometimes I would fall sleep somewhere in the house but I would wake up in my noose. The rope still cut into my ghostly skin and I had to pull it off of my neck. I would float around until Alex came home. Today I sat at the bottom of the stairs and waited. I wondered what things he would surf on the net today. His college work was interesting but I liked when he talked with his friends. You can learn so much by just listening. 


     The door opened and Alex stepped in. If my heart beat, it would have been all a flutter. Behind Alex walked in a beautiful blonde girl. I floated at the bottom of the stairs dumb struck on her tight shirt and extremely tight leggings. Why didn’t young women wear dresses anymore? 


     “Hi Kate, I’m home and I have a guest,” Alex shouted and the young woman giggled. 


     Kate came out of the kitchen with wide eyes and a happy smile, “Hello, I’m Kate, Alex’s step mom.” 


     “Laura,” The young woman smiled. 


     “Good to meet you, Laura. Will you be staying for dinner?” Kate beamed. 


     Alex chimed in, “Not sure. We were just going to kill some time before going out in a few hours.” 


     “Well, if you are staying longer, let me know. I will make plenty of food for everyone.” Kate gave Alex a knowing gaze and the barest hint of a smile. 


     Alex grinned and moved to the stairs. 


     “A pleasure to meet you Kate,” Laura smiled and followed Alex. 


     Kate nodded and turned back to the kitchen. Alex and Laura raced up the stairs. I floated still wondering what just happened. He just got here and he already has a girlfriend? I floated up after them. When I reached the top of the stairs, Alex’s bedroom door closed shut. Quickly I floated to his door and peeked inside. 


     Laura was already taking off her shirt while Alex was pulling off his. My jaw dropped as they tried to get their clothes off as quickly as possible. 


     “Your step mom is hot,” Laura said while unhooking her bra. 


     “I used to hear that all the time back home. It’s funny coming from you,” Alex said as he undid his pants. 


     “Do you think she will hear us?” Laura said as she pulled off her tight leggings to reveal pink underwear. 


     “Not if we are quiet. I may have to stuff something in your mouth to keep you quiet,” Alex said when down to his boxers. 


     Laura laughed, “I can’t help it if you fuck me right.” 


     The young woman fell to her knees, perfect bare breasts for Alex to see. If I was alive, I would be blushing. The young harlot pulled down his boxers revealing his manhood. I tried to understand how this could happen. There was no courtship or trying to get to know one another. The young woman was more than eager to please him. I focused on Alex’s hardening manhood and I wanted to blush more. He certainly had nothing to be ashamed of but I spent my time trying not to invade his private time in the shower or when he looked at porn. But now here he was gazing down at a young woman taking his cock into her mouth. 


     “Love your cock,” Laura said just before sliding it into her waiting mouth.  


     Alex made a sexy moan as Laura bobbed her head. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. The heat in the room glowed and I found myself wanting to be part of their living energy. A candle lit my spirit on fire and I watched, jealous that I couldn’t join in. The young woman kept her steady pace, inches of Alex’s manhood slipping in and out of her tight lips. I wanted to be on my own knees, taking him in, pleasing him like the whore before him. It was these very thoughts they accused me of witchcraft and the devil’s play thing. I couldn’t help myself and being dead did nothing to change it. 


     Alex slowly opened his eyes and turned his head toward me. Again, I felt like he was searching for something. Maybe he could sense me? I wasn’t sure but I continued to gaze as pleasure cascaded over his eyes. How I wanted more than anything to feel his touch. Lifting up my dress, I touched myself but it felt cold and lifeless. Alex moaned quietly and my spirit felt further inflamed. Despite the lack of warmth, I continued to rub at my ghostly pink lips.  


     Laura gave a muffled moan. The veins on Alex’s member pressed against her lips as she upped the tempo. I matched my tempo to theirs but I wanted more and more. Their life energy called out to me like a siren and I found myself helpless to it. I knelt down next to Laura, trying to take in everything, their heated movements and carnal hungers. Alex rocked his hips to the slut sucking on him. I wanted to be his slut. I wanted to be his whore so he could take me again and again. 


     A ghostly hand reached out as Alex groaned. I barely touched Laura’s cheek when the world shifted and life bloomed. Instantly I was on my knees with Alex’s cock in my mouth. I hesitated for a moment but Alex felt feverish, stuffing his cock deep into my mouth. I suckled and it was the most awe-inspiring moment of my dead world. I wasted no time to keep sucking on his living cock. Hungry, I took it all the way into my throat, my lips touching his base. Alex’s eyes shot open and his cock stiffened. With a grunt, molten seed splashed into the back of my throat. I sucked even harder, trying to drain his life into mine. My eyes rolled into my head and I continued on until something pushed. 


     I couldn’t explain it but something pushed at me again. I held on, not wanting to let go but the something pushed against me, hard. A moment later I was lying on the floor of Alex’s room. Weakness spread over me like a cold blanket. I turned my head to see Laura on her feet and a confused expression on her face. 


     “Are you okay?” Alex asked with concern in his eyes. 


     “I…I…don’t know. I feel weird. I…need to go,” Laura said with chaos and doubt in her eyes. 


     Alex watched as Laura put her clothes back on. I could see her mind racing to understand what just happened. In all honesty, I wanted to know what just happened too. I managed to sit up but that was all I could do. Laura finished getting dressed and went to the door. 


     “I… will call you,” The young woman said and she was gone. 


     Alex had put on his underwear and pants. Sitting on the edge of the bed, he stared at nothing. I tried to get up and comfort him but I felt so weak that I sank through the floor. My eyes closed for an instant and I opened them to me staring at the front door in my noose. Looking up, I thought about what happened and wondered if I could do it again. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     The house was silent. I floated from room to room thinking about the other day. The entire family had gone hiking so I spent my time wondering what happened. I had seen enough movies to figure out that I actually possessed Laura. What I didn’t understand was how I could do it. I had tried many times to do just that before the Masons moved in but with no luck. I thought maybe I was just one of those spirits who would live out their existence being an invisible ghost. What changed? Was it because of Alex? Was it because I wanted him more than anyone I ever wanted before? I wish I had someone to talk to so I could figure it out but instead I let the other day spiral on in my thoughts. 


     Laura didn’t come back. Alex talked with her on the phone a few times and I could hear she was pretty shaken up about it. She kept telling Alex about her weird dreams where she was hanging from a noose and how she wasn’t comfortable at his house anymore. Alex tried to calm her down but Laura seemed to not listen. I wish I could say I was heartbroken over the whore not coming over but it did bother me because now I couldn’t possess her any longer. I would have to wait until Alex brought over another girl but I wasn’t sure when that would be or if I could even enter her body. 


     I felt I needed to try it again if only to soothe my dear Alex. He seemed depressed that Laura wouldn’t visit and after a few phone calls, she wasn’t answering his calls or texts. I must have made an impression on her but now I didn’t have anyone to test out my new ability. 


     One night Alex was in his room. The light was off and he was trying to sleep. I wanted to be there next to him, caressing his cheek and telling him everything would be fine. Alex lay with his eyes open, staring at nothing. Sometimes he would turn to me as if still trying to see me. I couldn’t deny our connection. Distant memories tried to rise up from my gloomy past but they were vague.  


     Through the walls I could hear the distant thumping coming from the master bedroom. It seemed James and Kate were having their nightly ritual. Alex let out a deep sigh and turned over. I almost slipped into Alex’s bed with him when a thought occurred. I turned from Alex’s bed and floated through the wall. Emerging in the master bedroom I couldn’t help but smile. 


     James was on his back while Kate sat on his manhood. She was trying to be quiet, biting her lip and moving her hips up and down. James had taken hold of her round hips and helped her along. Even in the dim light I could see the glimmer of Kate’s wetness along James’s hard member with each thrust. Kate bounced and rubbed her own nipples, drinking in the bliss of their union. Again, I felt my spirit light up as their energy seemed to flood the room. Never has there been such a sexual couple here in this home. Their heat was intoxicating. 


     I floated over to them, watching and wondering if I could slip into Kate’s body. I reached out and was about to touch her when she threw her head back, her mouth making a perfect O. Shuddering, Kate slowed her movements, her energy blowing outward like a bonfire igniting. James grunted and I could see spurts of pure life bursting into Kate. The two let that go on for a long moment before Kate collapsed on her husband. 


     Feeling like I lost my chance, I stayed by them to figure out what I would do next. They kissed and Kate rolled off. It wasn’t long before both fell asleep. The room was warm and they didn’t bother to cover up. I stared at Mr. Mason’s half hard cock. I looked over to Kate and decided to try anyway. 


     I reached out and touched her. A minute passed and nothing happened. I was about to pull away but I thought about Alex. Life pulled at me like a black hole. I blinked eyes open that were not mine. I turned my head to see James sleeping next to me. Overjoyed that I could do it again, I sat up in Kate’s body. I felt the heaviness of her large breasts. Automatically my hands went to them, hefting them in my hands. When my fingers touched my nipples, electricity shot off like lightening. Kate was very sensitive and now I know why she was so oversexed. 


     Looking over at Mr. Mason’s still wet covered cock, I licked my lips. Before I did anything, I waited to see if there would be a push. I didn’t want to be weak again for a few days if I was pushed out suddenly. When no push came, I smiled. Maybe she couldn’t push me out because she was sleeping? I wasn’t sure but I wasn’t going to waste my chance.  


     Deep urges pushed at me. It was mind numbing as I stared at James’s cock. I couldn’t remember what it was like to orgasm. Naughty feelings tingled through me as I lowered my head over Mr. Mason’s cock. I could smell his musk and their juices which only served to turn me on even more. Warmth spread to my inner thighs as I lost my power to say no. I have been dead for so long, I felt like an addict needing their fix. 


     Hungry, I stood Mr. Mason’s half hard cock up and pressed my lips around his purple spear head. Inch after inch smoothed pass my lips and my dead spirit felt alive again. My tongue lashed at his shaft, tasting come and honey, drinking it down like it was a glass of water in the middle of the desert. I continued to suck and it grew harder and harder in my mouth. I could sense Mr. Mason wake up. 


     Silently, his hand went to my hair. He took hold and helped control the tempo. I let him move me like the whore I was. The sensations were so powerful that my nerves began to coil. Kate’s body was so sensitive that a long-lost feeling came rushing back. I just reached down to touch Kate’s dripping valley when James sat up and pushed me onto my back. Using his knees, he kicked open my thighs. Fear gripped me as he moved like an animal, ready to take what he wanted. I let out a fearful moan and Mr. Mason pressed his cock to my shaven mound. 


     “You fucking whore, going to fuck you all night!” James said with heat in his voice and wicked intent in his eyes. 


     I knew this was part of their nightly banter but being on the receiving end made it that much hotter. Mr. Mason opened me wide and I let out a half moan and half scream. Hand covering my mouth, I made little whimpers as he forced fed me his manhood. Grunting, he pushed his hips in between my thighs and all I wanted to do was scream my approval. 


     “Quiet you bitch before I really make you scream,” James said with a playful smirk. 


     I obeyed and quieted down. Hand pulled from my mouth, I lay helpless as James pounded me over and over. He buried his face in Kate’s more than ample chest and licked a nipple. Electric fire blazed as I tried to handle all of the sensations and emotions. Part of me prayed Kate would not push me out but the bigger part was relishing in being taken like some cheap whore. 


     Bouncing to his rhythm, the growing pressure was hitting my tipping point. I clutched at him, digging my nails into his back, moaning like some bitch in heat. Thoughts floated to Alex and wanting him to take me over and over. James’s cock grew thicker and my inner walls spread. I bit into his shoulder and my vision turned white. A flood of heat and bliss slammed into my very being. Body clenching, James continued ravishing my body as mini explosions knocked me into a higher plane of existence. There paradise touched me and I nearly cried from so much beauty. 


     The feelings began to subside and I fell back to earth. My vision cleared and Mr. Mason pulled his thick cock out of me. He pumped with his hand and white seed spurted onto my tits and down my stomach. I was breathing heavy and each intake of breath made me feel more and more alive. 


     “Wow babe, you were on fire tonight,” James said amused. 


     I clawed my way out of Kate’s body and slipped onto the floor. I could feel Kate’s eyes close and she was still fast asleep. James looked down adoringly and covered her with a blanket. He lay down next to her and wrapped his arms around her. 


     I sat on the floor. I didn’t feel as tired as I did with Laura. It could be that since Kate was sleeping, we didn’t have to fight for control of her body. I filed it away as I lay down, thinking about what just happened. The sensations hovered just out of reach of my mind. They seemed to have dimmed but that didn’t dim my desires. I could feel my growing need again. Naughty thoughts played out as I figured out how I could be with my dear Alex. 


     


  




  

     Four 


     I was sitting at the kitchen table with James and Kate. James was in a very upbeat mood but Kate had dark circles under her eyes. I could sense Alex was just getting up above me in his bedroom and walking toward the bathroom. I watched as James stuffed breakfast in his mouth while Kate moved her food around with her fork. 


     “Are you okay, honey? You seem extra tired,” James said with concern. 


     Kate let out a small sigh, “Yea, I’m okay. I just feel worn out.” 


     James smiled, “You should be after that second time. You were so hot last night.” 


     Kate looked to her husband, “Second time? We only had sex once last night.” 


     James let out a small laugh, “You don’t remember waking me up with a blow job and me having my way with you?” 


     Kate sat back, “I would have remembered that. I fell fast asleep after our first time.” 


     James eyed her for a moment, “Sleep fucking?” 


     “Hush! Alex may come down at any minute. I don’t know what happened but I do feel a little sore. I don’t know what’s going on but it feels like I ran a marathon.” 


     James finished his egg. “Well rest up today. I wouldn’t mind more of sleep walking you,” James teased. 


     Kate’s face lit up and she laughed, “I thought I was bad. You’re a beast!” 


     I felt better that there was no lasting harm between the couple but if my plan was to work then I had to do something taboo. Unless Alex had another girlfriend stop by and she fell asleep, I was stuck with the family as is. Normally I think I would have shunned these thoughts but my terrible urges pushed at my spirit, driving me to seek Alex’s warmth. 


     Floating up to the second floor, I drifted into Alex’s room. I could hear him in the shower and as tempted as I was to peek in and watch him soap up, I decided to wait in his room. Taking over someone’s body was one thing but I had no idea if he knew I existed. I wanted to make contact before trying to be with him. 


     Drifting over to his computer, I looked at the mouse and keyboard. I reached out and tried to move the mouse. My hand went through it and it didn’t budge. I tried a few times but the screen was still in sleep mode. I thought of Alex and my spirit flared again. I tried one more time and the mouse barely moved. The screen flashed on and I was jumping for joy. It seemed that I needed an intense emotion to affect the living world. Looking at the screen and keyboard, I tried to figure out if I could type something for him to read. It was then that I noticed he had a word processing program on. 


     Eyes moving side to side, I was shocked at what I was reading. My ghostly finger touched the down key as I thought of Alex. The page scrolled and I continued reading. Alex, my dear Alex, he must know I’m here. The writing spoke of strange dreams of a beautiful woman hanging by the stairs. How his heart held so much sadness for someone so beautiful to be gone. Everything he wrote was like journal entries and I found myself glued to the computer. 


     How could I have missed this? Alex wrote poetically how he didn’t understand what was happening to him. He mentioned how Laura felt odd and how he felt something and it wasn’t her he was feeling. There were whispers in the night and he could not keep them away. Was he really listening to me when I talked to him? Was he sensitive to my presence? 


     The door opened and Alex strode in, towel over his head and drying his hair. I shot up and turned as if I was caught. Alex pulled the towel and dark locks spilled around him. I was ready to explain everything as he stood before me with a bent eyebrow. Hand reaching up, he passed through me and took hold of the mouse. The feeling of his arm through my body sent shivers through my ghostly form. I wanted to be there. I wanted to tell him how much he meant to me. 


     “Why are you on?” Alex whispered to no one. 


     Scrolling down to where he left off, I had to take a chance and reach out to him. Alex continued to dry his hair and turned away. Quickly I reached down and touched the keyboard, thinking of him the whole time. 


     Alex stopped drying his hair and turned around. His eyes opened wide as he stepped closer to the computer screen. 


     “I am not a dream. I am here with you,” Alex repeated out loud. 


     Alex turned his head from side to side. His entire body whirled around as if he was trying to pierce the veil of reality itself. I floated with shock and tenderness. Typing out those two sentences took a lot out of me. I wanted to write more but I felt weak and unable to call up the strength to do it. 


     “This can’t be real,” Alex muttered but continued to look around. 


     I floated to the computer again. I just couldn’t let it go. I had to tell him more. I had to prove this wasn’t some trick. 


     “What’s your name?” Alex whispered. 


     I summoned all my strength and tapped at the keys. Alex turned around with shock written in his eyes. The keys moved of their own accord. The screen flashed a few letters and then stopped. 


     “Bethany?” Alex whispered. 


     I smiled as I faded into darkness. 


     *** 


     Blinking awake, the tightness around my throat was almost comforting. I looked around and could see I was back in my noose, swinging to a non-existent breeze. I felt rejuvenated as I pulled my head from the rope and floated to the floor. I floated up the stairs and moved to Alex’s door. Passing through the wood, I entered his empty room. 


     I tried to sense or hear anyone but the house was quiet. I touched the mouse and it moved. I looked at the clock and date. If I was alive, I think my heart would have stopped. It had been two weeks since I typed on his computer! 


     Panicking, I tried to calm myself down. He probably thinks this was all a trick. He didn’t hear from me in two weeks and now thinks I was some figment of his imagination. I had to pull myself back and take stock. I noticed he had a few tabs open and his journal open on the computer screen. Using bits of emotion, I moved the mouse and explored what he had up. 


     I silently gasped. 


     Alex had been doing research on the house. He found information about me and how I hung myself. The old paper talked about me like I was some witch, tempting men to the devil’s work. They never knew that I was being used for their pleasure while their wives sat at home. Memories flooded back how I lashed out at a few people at the market and they muttered “witch”. The paper doesn’t explain how there was a mob gathered at my front door and I took my own life so they could not punish me. How I struggled to breathe when they broke in. How they watched in contempt as the life faded from my very eyes. Tears rolled down my cheeks as I relived that awful moment when I killed myself out of spite so they could not have their deluded retribution.     


     I looked away to his open journal. Pushing away the horrible memories, I read line after line of Alex asking me questions. The open program was filled with questions and little bits of his day or what he was thinking. My mood uplifted, I read on and on how he wished we could meet and he could not believe such a beautiful woman could kill herself. 


     I summoned up my strength and prepared to type when the door to the bedroom swung open. Alex walked in and threw his back pack in a corner and looking to the computer screen. Seeing it on, he seemed to smile with excited eyes.  


     “Bethany? You’re here?” Alex asked out loud. 


     I couldn’t talk but I tapped the word “yes” on the screen. 


     “I thought I scared you off. That would be funny, me scaring a ghost.” 


     I clutched my hands to my chin. 


     “I don’t know what to say since you’re here. I’m glad your back. I have so many questions but now I can’t think of any of them. I can’t stop dreaming about you. I know you hung yourself but I don’t believe what that old paper wrote. There must have been more to it and maybe we can talk about it, somehow.” 


     I floated close, reaching out and touching his cheek. 


     “I can feel you, here in this room. It’s going to sound weird but I think I felt you the first moment I walked in. I hope I don’t sound odd but I’m glad you’re here. I can leave my computer on so you can tell me anything you want. I promise I won’t show it to anyone.” 


     Warmth blanketed my senses. I thought I was just lonely and wanted him but I knew there was something more. Wild urges pushed at me and I wanted to just be with him any way I could. Desperate designs filled my mind and I pulled away. 


     “Tonight?” I tapped on his keyboard. 


     “Tonight, as in talk?” Alex said. “I don’t know how we can do that but I’m willing to try. I will wait patiently by my computer so we can talk. I really want to know you more.” Alex smiled. 


     “Tonight. Keep an open mind,” I tapped and it appeared on the screen. 


     Alex’s smile broadened, “I can’t wait.” 


     


  




  

     Five 


     The master bedroom was quiet. James was already asleep and Kate was reading a book by her lamp. I was thankful that they skipped the normal nightly routine. It was going to be weird enough possessing Kate’s body but I didn’t want to walk into Alex’s room smelling like sex. I know she is his step mother and there was no blood relation but I still felt like I was going to freak him out. If I could take another’s body I would but beggars can’t be choosers. It was something we were going to have to get past. 


     Despite typing a few things on the keyboard, I still felt like I had a lot of energy. Maybe my sleeping for two weeks filled my batteries for something like that. Whatever it was, I wasn’t going to waste a second of it. Patiently I waited for Kate to go to sleep but she continued to read her book. 


     I know Alex was still awake, pacing in his room. I could feel his excitement. So strange that we are from different times and worlds but we both had a hunger to meet and know each other. I kept thinking about walking into his room with Kate’s body and throwing myself at him. I had to stay calm and careful or he might be too put off to touch me, hold me. 


     Kate closed her book and turned out her lamp. I floated closer with pure intention guiding me. Kate put the book on her nightstand and bedded down. Time ticked away at a snail’s pace. Eyes closed and after the longest fifteen minutes of my after-life, Kate was finally asleep. 


     I floated to her side of the bed and stared long and deep. I could feel dreams play out as her eyes moved from side to side. Touching with both of my hands, I thought of Alex and I slipped inside. The world was dark and I forced myself to open my eyes. Blinking I sat up and could see the room around me. James slept next to me, dead to the world. I gently pulled the covers off and picked up Kate’s robe from the hook not far from the bed.  


     I crept out of the room and closed the door silently behind me. It was surprisingly easy to move around Kate’s womanly body. I did feel a small delay and everything around me became echoes. The sensation of walking and feeling the air part as I moved was addicting. I wanted to stay here forever but I had a date. 


     Creeping to Alex’s door, I pulled up a closed hand and knocked. 


     “Yes?” came Alex’s muffled voice through the door. 


     “It’s Bethany,” I said in a hushed whisper, Kate’s heart beating in my chest. 


     The door opened and Alex’s smile faded when he saw me. A twinge of horror filled his eyes as he looked at me in Kate’s body. I quickly stepped in and closed the door behind me. 


     “Kate! You have been writing on my computer?” Alex said confused. 


     “No, no Alex, I had to take over this body so I could speak with you. It was the only way,” I tried to be as calm as I could. 


     Alex stared at me with disbelief in his eyes. He took a step back and touched the corner of his bed. 


     “I… I’m not sure how I feel about this,” Alex sighed. 


     I took a step forward, “I don’t know how long I have, but I wanted to talk to you in a way where we could be open.” 


     Alex looked down, “I know, but I never expected this. How do I know you’re not just messing with me?” 


     I took a deep breath. “The day Laura came over. She was on her knees pleasuring you. I took over her body just as you….” I trailed off. 


     Alex’s eyes went wide. “That was you? I knew something changed. It was so strange how Laura became… umm… hungrier. It was like she was a different person.” 


     I could feel my face turn red. “She was a different person. She was me or I was her. It gets confusing.” 


     “So, Kate is in there with you?” 


     “She is sleeping while I control her body. She will have no memory of this.” I tried to not let the heat rise but my cheeks glowed pink. 


     “You seem very shy. Is this how you are? I’m curious because I never met a ghost or a possessed person before.” 


     I let out a small laugh, “I was quite daring in my time. I… I… feel different around you. Something I can’t explain.” 


     “I need a moment to take this in,” Alex said and sat on the end of his bed. 


     I could feel the growing hunger. Seeing him sit there unsure of himself, I wanted to hold him, help him feel secure that he wasn’t losing his mind. Slowly I stepped toward the young man. Warmth flashed the closer I was and I could feel Kate’s body, my body react. The heat from Kate’s living flesh and my desires were reaching their apex. Lurid thoughts passed over my mind. I wanted to have him, take him, and feel life and his seed spill between my legs. It was so powerful and magical that everything else was pushed away. No manners or common courtesy, just full unbounded lust and passion. I felt drunk on living energy as I stepped closer, trembling with excitement. 


     Alex looked up to me as I stood before him, “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Bethany.” The young man smiled. 


     “I…I must confess something to you,” I said in a shaky voice. 


     “Say anything. I’m here for you.” Alex continued to smile. 


     “I want you. I want all of you. I feel it down to my core. Death has held no life like yours. Even now I fight terrible temptation. I don’t know how long I have before I must abandon Kate’s body.” 


     Alex’s eyes looked away as if to some far-off memory. “While I researched your death, I found old pictures when you were alive. All I could think about was how beautiful you are. It drove me crazy that you were still here, haunting this house. My dreams were often… ahem… not innocent.” 


     “And now?” I asked with bated breath. 


     “And now I feel this may be our one and only chance to know each other.” Alex said with a kind and knowing smile. 


     My eyes watered as I reached up and took off his glasses. Alex gave me a boyish smile. I put the glasses down on his night stand and turned shyly to him. The electricity in the room was thick, as if were two bolts of lightning meeting for the first time in a dark and stormy sky.  


     Looking down, I could see his sleeping pants grow tighter. The hunger had consumed all reason and my primal side took over. Something whispered that this was not only right but it was perfect. Reaching down, my hand touched the thin fabric over his thickening member. Alex made no sound as I pressed my fingers and took hold of him, giving light strokes. Quietly he brushed his fingers along my neck, setting my fire even higher than before. 


     I surrendered myself by letting go of him and pulling back the thick robe I wore. First my shoulders were exposed and then my full chest. Alex gazed down with his own hunger, eyes gazing at my erect nipples. It didn’t matter that I was in Kate’s body; we both felt our hunger and primal desires take over. 


     Letting the robe drop to my waist as I sat next to him, my hands rushed to his shirt and pulled upward. Alex helped me along and threw it aside when it was over his head. I had seen him bare chested before but now with living eyes, he glowed with heat and passion. Hesitant hands reached up and fingers smoothed over my large breasts. His touch turned my heat into a raging inferno. Living energy came off him in waves. Weakness pushed me to my knees before him. I wanted to be there, please him like I did before. 


     I pulled at his waistband and the sexy young man helped me along. My robe had fallen away and we were both naked. My eyes connected with his and my fingers ran along his veiny shaft. Nuzzling my lips to his throbbing manhood, I continued to look up, making sure he was watching me. 


     Alex couldn’t take his eyes off of me as I let hot inches push into my warm wet mouth. Throbbing, I moaned quietly as he slid further into my mouth. Strong fingers touched my nipples and gave them a light pinch. Muffled moans grew louder as I suckled on his cock. A drop of his seed touched my tongue and my moans grew louder. Head bobbing; my hands took hold of his thin hips. Wet sounds mixed with moans as I focused on pleasing him. 


     “Oh Bethany……Don’t stop,” Alex whispered. 


     His words urged me on to suck harder and try to tease his seed out on my waiting tongue. I knew with his youthful energy he could come over and over. I wanted his seed filling me any way he could. Fingers brushing away Kate’s hair, I continued to suck on his member, lost to a sea of bliss. 


     Time seemed to stand still as I sucked on his manhood. My tongue pressed along the shaft and I made my mouth as tight as I could. Alex’s breathing quickened as he caressed my cheek. Wetness dripped down my inner thigh as the hunger pushed at me. I reached down with one hand and rubbed my own throbbing clit.  I felt dizzy as I tried to keep the sensations at bay but they continued to crash at my spirit. 


     “Bethany…you have been gone so long… let me pleasure you. Let me taste you,” Alex whispered. 


     I looked up, letting his cock slip out just enough for me to run my tongue along the end. Alex pulled me up and I crawled into bed with him. I couldn’t believe there was another hunger alongside my own. Alex kissed my nipples and then down my stomach. The second hunger rising and running along mine, was it from Kate herself? I could feel Kate’s body responding alongside my own desires. I dared say nothing for I didn’t want to stop this magical moment but I could feel the lustful desire work with mine to take this young and beautiful man. 


     Alex parted my legs and gave me one last playful smirk. Fingers digging into my thighs, he lowered his mouth to my shaven wet pussy. Tongue out, he lapped at my opening and all I could see were stars. I bit my lip to keep from screaming. Pushing my hips to his mouth, a symphony of life played on. The tip of his tongue ran along my nub, playing with it while lips pressed down to drink in my honey.  


     “You wild beast!” I whispered. 


     Alex whipped my special spot over and over. My own fingers ran through his hair as he licked me like an animal. Nerves lit up into thousands of small blazes and the pressure was unimaginable. I thought I could control it but it came on like a force of nature. Two hungers rose up and my eyes went wide. Something broke and a tidal wave of pure bliss slammed into me. I bucked uncontrollably. With his strong hands, Alex held me in place as he slathered between my creamy thighs. Each pulse was a wave and each wave splashed and pushed at my senses. I could feel Kate screaming in my head for it to never stop. The body was crowded but we wanted the same thing. We wanted Alex to take us over and over. 


     The young man lifted his face, wetness gleaming around his mouth and chin. Emptiness roared and I tugged at him to mount me, to mount us. Glancing down, his thick spear pointed at us almost menacingly. I gasped because it seemed bigger. The thunder of heartbeats droned on as Alex kissed my stomach and worked his way up. Legs spread, thin hips moved along my inner smooth thighs. Lips touched our sensitive nipple and we gasped. 


     I wish I could say it was odd but it felt natural. The two of us working together to satisfy our long time wanting. The taboo nature and my cold heart feeling like one so we could feel a hint of paradise, it was overwhelming.  


     Alex on the other hand seemed to know it. He sucked on our pert nipple while his thick member pressed to our opening but did not push in. Driving us mad, we moved under him, making the head of his cock wet and begging with our hips for him to fill us. Alex was having none of it. He squeezed one breast while licking my other nipple. Hands cupped his firm ass as we pulled him into our dripping valley. Alex resisted but we could not be denied any longer. 


     Spreading us open, Alex’s throbbing head pushed in. My breathing was quickening. The young man kissed me as if to silence and calm us. It worked because our body relaxed and he pushed in further. Hands clutched at our round tits as hips pushed inch after inch into us. 


     Kate’s soul merged with mine and we were no longer separate beings. We had become one burning bright spirit, chains of lust and love binding us together. Alex plunged as deep as he could go and we held him close. Lips caressed while tongues played. Hot bodies pressed tightly and we squeezed him. 


     Alex lifted his body, eyes lost to ecstasy. We clawed at him but he took control. Grabbing our wrists, he held us down. Strong athletic hips stirred our passions.  He was powerful and we surrendered again to his will. Alex force fed his cock between our thighs. Our large tits bounced to his thrusts. Legs curling around his waist, we urged him on to drive his manhood into us and slay our heart. 


     Bodies moved with a primal rhythm. Alex’s brow turned from sweet young man to angry beast. Movements became more punishing and they sent us spiraling. An orgasm bloomed and we squeezed him tightly. Another one rose up and we gasped and shuddered. Alex continued his drive himself deep, cock thickening with each plunge. We lost count on how many orgasms we had. It all turned into a blur of blinding sensations. 


     Through the white light filling my vision, I could see a door opening to another world. Could it be? Was this the way to my next life? Had I reached the point where I could leave this plane of existence? I could feel Kate see it as well and she pointed to it with a bright smile on her lips. 


     In the real world, Alex grunted, fighting to release his seed. He pounded us over and over, conflicted over coming or milking every bit of loving pleasure he could. We begged with our eyes for him to fill us and shoot his life into ours. 


     Alex’s cock thickened, driving us to nearly the breaking point. We pulled him down on us as his hips moved with a fevered pitch. Holding each other, Alex grunted and spurts of molten come burst from his cock. Our orgasm matched his and we gasped our approval. The young man couldn’t stop himself as he pushed and spurted more of his seed. 


     The door in my vision hovered half open but it stayed. I felt no rush to leave as Alex thrust with all his might. We milked as much come as we could until he collapsed on our wet body. Heavy breathing filled the room. Kate and I panted in the same body, the two of us wanting more and more. Hot come spilled from our gash but we stayed on our back, trying to catch our breath.  


     “Bethany, Kate, I can feel both of you. When I came, I could feel you together in my mind,” Alex whispered. 


     “We care for you. We love you,” we said in a strange mix of both of our voices. 


     Alex looked deep in our eyes, “No more games. No more secrets.” 


     “Alex…” I whispered. “There is a door and it’s calling me to the other side. I’m afraid after tonight I may be gone.” 


     Alex gave me a gentle smile, “Then let’s make sure tonight is a night to remember.” 


     Six 


     Alex turned us on our side, away from him. We could feel his eyes on our round bottom. Moving closer, his wet cock pressed in between our cheeks. Hand coming around, he took hold of our breast and circled a nipple with his finger. We spread our legs slightly as Alex moved his cock, its head pressing at our wet opening. We let out a low moan as he pushed his way in us again. The three of us understood what was happening and continued on. 


     The night wore on with the three of us slaves to our needs and desires. When Alex wasn’t dominating us, we had our way with him. He came so many times we lost count just as we came enough to make anyone blush. Alex took us from behind and we took him by sitting on his member. We drank down his come and he lazily lapped at our tight pussy.  


     The door floating in my vision opened a little more as the night went on. Fatigue dripped into our muscles but we pressed on. Hours passed and finally close to four in the morning, we collapsed again, arms and legs shaking but our lust fat and full. 


     I couldn’t hold on any longer even with Kate’s help. I floated from her body as she moaned on her stomach. Alex sat up, eyes turning to me and weariness in his bones. 


     “I can see you,” Alex whispered. 


     Kate turned over and her eyes dazzled as she looked to me. “I can see you too.” 


     The door was wide open and beckoning me to the other side. Understanding washed over me. It took the heart and love of others to help me move on. Something I never really had while I was still alive. The amazing experience we just had burned onto our souls as we knew we would be able to find each other again someday. 


     Alex stood up and walked over to me as I floated in the air. “I guess this is goodbye.” a hint of sadness in his voice. 


     Kate sat up in bed, “Thank you for your time with us.” 


     I looked to both of them and ghostly tears ran down my cheeks, “Thank you for showing me the way. Thank you for helping me move on.” 


     “I love you,” whispered Alex. 


     “I love you,” I whispered back to him. 


     I moved to the door and passed through to a blinding light. I turned to see Alex and Kate watching me as I moved to the next world. I waved and they waved back. My heart beat once again as I turned back to the warm bright light. I was passing on and I dreamed of the time where we would all meet again, lifetime after lifetime. 


       


     ~Fin~ 
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     As far back as I can remember I have had special abilities. They kind of show themselves in weird moments. Often times something will burst into flames for no apparent reason. Other times I can make the fish in my fish tank dance for me. But most of the time something strange would happen after I had a wet dream. The next day would be full of unusual events and I had no real way to control it, much less stop it. 


     My name is Sally. I turned 18 a few weeks ago. High school just ended and I am looking forward to a summer at home. College was ready and waiting for me at the end of summer but right now it was time for rest and relaxation.  It's exciting to wonder what my first year in college will be like but that would all have to wait. This summer was the beginning of new experiences. 


     I managed to sneak out a bottle of wine from my dad's wine cabinet. He kept that cabinet locked tighter than Fort Knox but I was able to tap the lock and it opened. It was almost like every time I did something against the rules, things would go my way. I couldn't explain it so I just went with it. I tried to be a good girl but I could feel something telling me to do bad things. I tried to ignore the feelings and sometimes they would go away, other times they got louder.  


     My dad Simon is not my real father. When I was fifteen, he informed me and my older brother James that we were adopted. His wife Julie died when I was two and James was four. I don't have any memories of her so I don't feel too much on the subject. The only people I think the world of is my dad and my brother. Their hugs comforted me when I was sad and their minds challenged me when I was curious. Our family has always been at its best when we were at our closest.  


     I closed the door to my room and pulled the bottle from my huge purse. I managed to get the cork screw from the kitchen earlier in the day. I pulled that sucker out, stabbed it into the cork and started twisting. Why was I being so secretive? My dad and James were home and have been all over the house. My dad is a real earthy guy and loves working on his garden. James was in his room probably watching porn. I didn't hold it against him. I love watching porn too. James thought he was clever by hiding his porn in normal movie cases but I knew better. I would sneak some of his porn movies out of his room and watch it in mine. I would rub myself raw, passing out with my hand still in my panties. When he wasn't around, I would sneak them back in. One time I thought he wasn't in his room. I opened the door to put a movie back and I caught him stroking his cock while watching a porn. The girls on screen were pushing dildos into each other and screaming like they were in pain. The whole thing set me on fire. I could feel my panties get wet as the girls moaned and whined. Then my eyes dropped to my brother's large cock. He moved with steady ease up and down. I remember smiling and watching for a while before quietly closing the door. 


     The cork pulled free. I put the open bottle to my nose and smelled the sweet aroma. I have had a glass of wine here and there with dinner but tonight this bottle belonged to me. I pulled a glass from under my bed and poured. I put on one of my play lists and let the music take over. I downed one glass and poured another when my bedroom door swung open. 


     "Sally, have you seen..." My brother froze when he saw me with the wine bottle. 


     "Seen what?" I played it off casual. 


     "Dad's not going to like that you took one of his bottles." 


     I shrugged, "He won't miss it. Where is dad anyway?"   


     "Back porch, with his glass of brandy," James's eyes were locked on the bottle. 


     "I have a second glass. You want some?" I smiled like this was the most normal activity in the world. 


     "Yea, sure," James tried to play it cool. 


     I fished for another glass from under my bed, filled it and handed it to him. We clinked glasses and gulped it down. The music was playing as the sun slowly started to set outside. I felt warm as I poured more. Twenty minutes later we were laughing and carrying on like brother and sister. We talked about everything and laughed at some of our own stupid moments growing up. James laughed on how he almost pissed his pants when I was hiding under his bed and grabbed his legs. I laughed when in a fit of rage over something stupid, he ran into my room and dumped a bucket of water on me. Then we both laughed when I nearly set the living room on fire. James was not my blood brother but he was better than anyone I ever knew.  


     "So, what were you looking for before?" I asked while pouring more wine. 


     "Oh...uh....My old copy of Aliens. It wasn't where I left it,” James fidgeted.  


     James was my older brother but he was a bit of a dork. In many ways I felt years more mature than he was. He likes his sci fi movies, RPG's and video games. I was willing to bet he was still a virgin. 


     "You really like that movie, huh?" I knew the movie he was really talking about. It was an anime with tentacle monsters raping young girls. It is one of my favorites too. Did I return it or was it still in the blu ray player? 


     "Yea. Have you seen it?" 


     The wine was starting to push away my inhibitions a little. I eyed my brother and could see a nervousness in his eyes. I could almost smell his horniness. He really wanted to see that movie and he must have been tearing his room up to find it. I casually stood up and went to the blu ray player. I looked over my shoulder and James watched me with a confused expression. Something bad in me was telling me to do it so I went for it. I hit the power and pushed play.  


     The screen blinked on and there was a young woman with several tentacles inside her pussy. She was moaning and screaming until one tentacle pushed into her mouth. Everything was wet as they pushed in and out of her. She moaned with every thrust until a tentacle pulled out and sprayed come all over her ass. I turned and could see shock all over James's face. 


     "You took it!" James said in disbelief. 


     I instantly became annoyed, “Why wouldn't I take it? I like porn too!" 


     James was silent for a moment, “I'm sorry. I didn't know,” he said awkwardly. 


     "I have needs. Besides you have a great collection,” The mood was becoming very warm. 


     "You’re my little sister. It's hard to think about you in that way,” His eyes shifted to the flat screen. 


     I could see a growing bulge in his sweat pants. He really liked this movie. I was also sure that knowing his little sister liked porn movies was turning him on. I went over to the bed and sat next to him. James was looking at the screen and then he shook his head. 


     "Turn it off and give it to me,” James demanded. 


     "Why? It was just getting good.” 


     "This is wrong. We shouldn't watch porn together." 


     I could feel something stirring inside me. I was wearing a pink sun dress and I could feel my nipples poking outward. I couldn't keep my eyes off the bulge in my brother's pants. I thought about his cock and I was getting hungry. There was a steamy ache in-between my legs and naughty thoughts danced through my mind. 


     James got up and went to the flat screen. His hand reached out to touch the eject button. I could feel energy whipping around inside me. I didn't want him to leave. I didn't want him to push me away. My needs grew out of control. I blinked and the world came into focus. 


     "Stop,” I whispered. 


     James stopped. He stood motionless like a statue. Oh no, was it my powers again? Was it happening at this moment? I calmed myself down and looked at my brother standing there. The ache inside me was still not satisfied. I needed something and a thought popped into my head on where I could get it. I slowly got up and went to my brother. I hugged him and held him close. His scent was warm and pure. I ran my fingers along his chest. 


     "Sit on the bed,” I whispered. 


     James did as he was told. He sat on the edge of the bed. I went to the bedroom door and locked it. The wine and those dark voices whispered things to me I only thought about but never took seriously. My needs urged me on. I had no idea I could control people like the fish in my fish tank. I wondered how much control I really had. 


      "I want you to be yourself. Don't leave and don't think of me as just your sister. Now wake up,” I whispered. 


     James blinked and looked at me, “Is everything okay, sis?" 


     I smiled, “Everything is fine. Let's keep watching the movie." 


     I could feel my panties grow wet as James looked at the anime porn. I sat next to him. Heat played off both of our bodies. The moaning in the background only made things hotter. His eyes kept switching from the screen to me. I kept seeing them drop to my erect nipples. 


     I looked down at his huge bulge, “Take off your pants,” I whispered. 


     James hesitated and then slid them off. He wasn't wearing any underwear so his cock slapped upward the moment they came down. I marveled at how hard it was. I reached out and touched it. A second later I was stroking it. It felt like iron in my hand. The skin was smooth but it had parts that were veiny. James moaned. 


     "You like it when I touch you?" 


     "Yes,” he said breathlessly. 


     "Do you want me to kiss it?" 


     James nodded. I bent down and wrapped my lips around the shaft. My brother moaned as I ran my tongue along it. I bobbed my head, tasting every inch of his hard member. His hand went to my head and he gently pushed me onto his cock. I moaned as I sucked on him. It didn't feel strange or sick. It felt so good to taste my brother's pre-come as he moaned his pleasure. My fingers went down my dress and I rubbed my panties over my sweet spot. They were soaked and only added to my bliss. 


     My moans matched the anime girls on the screen. I started to suck harder and faster like I had seen so many girls in porn do. I cupped my brother's balls and gave a light squeeze. His breathing quickened and his hard cock was beginning to expand in my mouth. I rubbed myself faster and faster as I sucked on my brother's rod. I felt an orgasm start to build. James's breathing intensified. I felt us both reach the peak when his cock bulged and exploded. My mouth was filled with come and I drank it down like a greedy animal. I wanted every last drop in me as I milked his smooth dick. As I gulped, an orgasm blasted through me. I was warm and my mind was wet as pulse after pulse filled my body. 


     "You taste so good,” I whispered. 


     James's eyes rolled back into his head and he fell back onto the bed. His cock became soft in my mouth and then he started to snore. I think I just took his first blow job virginity. But I was still horny. 


     I could feel the heat of his come in my belly. Something swirled and I felt energy rocket throughout me. Things started to make sense. I had flashes of being dropped off at the orphanage by some dark figure. Memories floated upward, showing me setting things on fire and controlling animals. I stood up from my prone brother and looked in the mirror. It was only for a second that I saw the true me. Horns graced my head as a long black tail whipped behind me. Leathery wings flexed wide and disappeared. For the longest time I didn't understand what I truly was and now it all made sense. And now this need was pushing me further than I thought I would ever go. 


     I unlocked the door and left my brother sleeping. The house only had a few lights on. I moved down the dimly lit hallway. My eyes focused and shifted. I noticed I could see through walls. How many powers did I have? 


     I heard the sound of water running and I looked toward the second-floor bathroom. My need flared when I saw that my father was taking a shower. I crept closer as he lathered up his body. He had a strong build but with a mature body. I could make out the strands of gray weaved into his black hair. Soap ran down his back and tight ass. He was facing away from me and I mentally begged him to turn around. A hunger in me needed more and the voices pushed me to get closer. I stood outside of the bathroom door and watched. Then Simon turned around and I let out a heated gasp. He was a large man. He could give any male porn star a run for their money. His soapy hands rand down the length of it. All I could think about was having that monster inside me. 


     I opened the door and stepped in. My father froze as I went to the cabinet. He poked his head past the shower curtain. 


     "Sally?" He said blinking away soap from his eyes. 


     "Yes daddy. Just getting some mouth wash,” I said nonchalantly.  


     "Next time knock before coming in,” 


     "Will do dad,” I gargled some mouthwash and spit it into the sink.  


     I left and headed downstairs. I could feel my inner thighs wet from excitement. My nipples tingled as power ran through me. Was I really going to do it? Was I going to have his monster member in me? I could control him but what's the fun in that. I had a feeling he always loved me more than a daughter. Maybe I just need to let him have a taste of the forbidden fruit. 


     I went to the kitchen and poured two glasses of brandy. I could hear my dad walking around upstairs. He came down the stairway in his robe. I casually moved to the living room and put down my glass. Simon gave an arched eyebrow and walked toward me. I handed him a glass and picked up mine. 


     "You shouldn't be drinking,” he said flatly. 


     "Dad, I am a grown woman. Better here with you then with some frat guys." 


     Simon let out a long deep sigh, “I hate to say it but your right. Maybe we should talk about what to expect when you go to college." 


     "Sure,” I said and sat on the couch. 


     Simon sat down on the other end, putting his arm over the back of the couch, “You will probably run into guys who will try to push you into things you don't want to do." 


     I sipped my brandy, “I can handle myself." 


     "I know you can sweetheart. I just don't trust the world." 


     I tilted my head down, “Do you think I'm weird?" 


     Simon gave a surprised look, “Where is this coming from? Did you set something on fire?" 


     "No dad. But weird stuff seems to happen to me all the time." 


     "Like what type of weird stuff.?" 


     "Like guys not liking me because I'm weird." 


     Simon's face softened, “Honey, you are beautiful." 


     I laid back and stared at my father. He is a good man but I could tell there was something burning inside him. I was loose with my dress. I spotted him glancing down at my pink panties. His eyes went back to me and gave a loving gaze. I know it has been a long time since he was with a woman. But so far, his cock didn't move. I decided to take a chance. 


     I stood up and pulled down my panties. I then took them and threw them in a corner. I sat back down and sipped my brandy. Simon gave an incredulous look but remained quiet. 


     "I just wanted to get more comfortable,” I smiled. 


     Simon eyed me, “What is this about? Is something going on?" His cock stirred. 


     I could feel it. The more I sinned, the stronger I would get. It felt like tomes of knowledge began opening in my mind. Hidden things that only pushed me to know more. My father sat there in his bathrobe, staring at me, his daughter. I could feel the disbelief play across him. Even I felt like a bad little girl looking at my strong father and wanting him to take me, open me up and push into me. I was still a virgin but I wanted that to end and tonight was going to be the night. 


     I leaned forward with a hug and draped my body on his. Simon didn't protest but he tensed. I rested my head on his chest, pressing my tits against him. He remained quiet but put an arm around me. 


     "What is going on?" Simon said softly. 


     "You always told me that if I was interested in something I should explore it,” I gazed up for a moment into his eyes. 


     "Yes but..." 


     "Dad, you wouldn't turn me away, would you?" 


     "This is something you should explore with a boy your own age." 


     "I don't want a boy, I want a man." 


     "Sally…I..." 


     "I am going to college. I would rather you show me what it's like to love then from some stupid boy,” I ran my finger along his exposed chest. I pulled back the robe to reveal a little more. He had some hair on his chest, but not too much. 


     "I'm your father,” Simon choked. 


     "I trust you to keep this little secret,” I grabbed his wrist and guided his hand to my chest. He cupped my tit and ran his thumb across my nipple.  


     I could feel myself become slick from wetness. My nipples stood to attention. The robe around Simon's hips moved. I rubbed my body slightly against his. I was intoxicated by his musky scent. 


     "Show it to me daddy. I want to see it,” I said as innocently as I could.  


     The room was still for seconds. I could tell a war of emotions ran through him. I moved his hand and hooked the top of my dress. I pulled it down and showed him my C cup tits. His eyes looked at my pink nipples. His hand moved down and pulled the robe aside. I gasped at his cock as it hardened before my eyes. It was bigger than my brothers by several inches. The purple head stood up like a mushroom and I found my fingers gliding over it. 


     "I am a bad girl daddy." 


     "You are a bad girl. Touch it some more." 


     I could tell love and lust took over. I giggled as I closed my hand around it. It was so hot in my palm. I pumped slowly up and down. Simon was quiet and watched me with intense eyes. 


     "If you really want to make daddy happy, kiss it." 


     "Yes daddy,” I said as I leaned over and kissed the end of his purple headed cock. 


     I ran my tongue around it like a lollipop. I could feel his hand still cupping and stroking my tits. He swirled his finger around my nipple. Waves of pleasure filled me. I opened my mouth and took his head into me. I could taste his pre-come as I sucked on the end. He was rock hard and it tasted so good.  


     Simon shifted and sat up while I sucked on his purple snake. His arms were on the back of the sofa as he watched me. I could feel heat in me build as salvia dripped from the corner of my mouth. The robe was completely open and his naked body was majestic. 


     "Why don't you sit on daddy's lap,” Simon raised my face up by cupping my chin with his finger 


     "But daddy, it’s so big." 


     "Come here darling." 


     I moved but his big hands slid under my knees and my round butt. He gently picked me up and put me on his lap. I felt his cock on its side sandwiched between my butt and his thigh. His mouth found my nipple and he sucked on them, his tongue swirling around. I gasped and giggled. He seemed to like it and continued for minutes. He pulled away and looked me in the eyes. 


     "What comes next may hurt. Are you ready to really sit on daddy's lap?" 


     I nodded quietly. 


     Simon lifted us up. I spread my legs, exposing my wet shaved pussy. I tensed a little as he lowered me down on his monster cock. The tip touched my wet lips and an orgasm blazed through me. The pleasure was so intense, it helped push away the beginning pain as his head entered me.  


     "Oh, daddy it's too big!" I whined.  


     "Relax honey. This is what you wanted. Relax and let it fill you slowly." 


     I relaxed myself as another inch filled me and then another. The girth of his cock spread our pussy walls aside. I felt the voices in me cheer with each inch we took. It felt magical as energy wormed up into us. I could feel his life force enter us and I was hungry for him. When I reached Simon's hilt, I stayed very still. I never knew anything to feel this good. 


     Simon pushed his hips and ripples of bliss filled me. It felt so good my eyes rolled into the back of my head. I hooked the back of his neck and pushed my tits into his face. I felt possessed as I took over and bounced on his thick dick. I squeezed my kegel muscles feeling every inch. 


     "Daddy, this feels so good!" I managed between breaths. 


     "Yes honey. Daddy loves your tight pussy!" 


     I bent my head forward and brought my lips to Simon's. We kissed as our tongues played with each other. His strong arms around me moved to my hips. He forced me to take every inch. His hands groped my ass and spread my cheeks. I felt like I was going to burst when another orgasm exploded and then another one. I found myself speaking in a different language and I was saying the same thing over and over again. I looked at Simon and I could see he was in a trance. We held each other close as our energies turned into glowing serpents that dived in and out of our chests.  


     Simon lifted us up and threw us down on the couch. We landed on our stomach. I could already feel him spreading my legs. Something bounced against my ass and I looked back. 


     "No daddy!" I said as the tip of his huge cock pushed between my ass cheeks and touched my pucker. 


     "You thought you could manipulate me! Foul child. I am your guardian! Sworn to protect the princess! Let me show you how to really use your powers!" Simon's form changed. 


     I couldn't believe my eyes. Horns sprouted from his head. His body took on a red and black shade. His eyes burned crimson as his teeth sharpened into points. I couldn't move as he stood before me with my legs open. I cried out as he rammed his huge black cock into my ass. I made wet noises as he plunged deep inside me, sliding in and out. All I could do was moan and grab the sofa to keep from flying off. His hips burned as they slammed into me over and over again. I wasn't afraid, far from, I was in pure heaven. 


     "Yes daddy! Please daddy! Make me your bitch! I serve you daddy!" 


     "You will serve me until I say you no longer serve me!" He bellowed. 


     I was blinded by pleasure and pain as he forced every inch into me. I was spread so wide I thought I would break in two. My body glistened as his hands clawed at my hips. Occasionally he would smack my ass so hard another orgasm bloomed through me. Soon I was pushing my ass against his hips, grinding so I could feel everything over and over again. Time lost all meaning until my daddy's cock bulged and widened.   


       "Daddy is going to fill you. Keep quiet and take every drop." 


     I bit my lip and shut my eyes. His giant snake like cock expanded and jets of molten come erupted from the tip. I could feel all of it as streams sprayed out and filled me with hot jizz. I did as I was told and did not cry out but I did weep internally from the experience, this beautiful experience. He still slid in and out with his wet cock. It was all too much for me. My eyes rolled back into my head and I passed out. 


     *** 


     I woke up to see Simon smiling down at me. I was still half naked, sticky and sweaty. This seemed to fill him with endless amusement. 


     "Did you have a good time?" Simon smirked. 


     "Yes daddy,” I said slowly sitting up. 


     "Good. Now go upstairs and put your brother to bed. Make sure he sleeps well. Maybe tomorrow you will show him a thing or two. He is a prince after all and he needs to be awakened sooner or later." 


     "But daddy..." 


     "No Sally. Put your brother to bed and we can talk more tomorrow,” Simon said firmly. 


     I stood up and did as I was told. I was walking up the stairs thinking about this entire evening. I didn't know what to think about the experience but it did feel right. My father and my brother were truly family. I had so many questions but they would have to wait until tomorrow. 


     I walked into my bedroom and saw my brother still passed out. I helped him up. He was half asleep as I guided him out of my room to his. I pulled back the blankets and laid him down. I pulled off his shirt and threw it in a corner. I turned out the light, removed my dress and climbed into bed with him. We snuggled under the blankets as my hand gently rubbed his manhood. My thoughts dimmed from exhaustion as I fell into a deep sleep anticipating what our next experience will be. 


       


     ~Fin~ 
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     Warmth washed over me as I walked into William's study. My dear husband barely lifted his head as I came sauntering in a lacey black night gown. Books lay open all over his desk turned to weathered pages and faded ink. The closer I stepped to William's oak desk, the more the writing in those books seem to shift and twist. The lighting was dim so I figured my eyes were playing tricks with me. But I didn't come in here to look at William's dusty old books. 


     "How's the research?" I asked trying to sound interested.  


     "Tedious,” William said while his eyes never left the book in front of him. 


     I moved to the side of the desk and gazed at my handsome husband. White hair touched his temples and his brow was in the shape of a V. I could tell he was deep into his work, trying to make sense of some forgotten and ancient text. Normally it didn't bother me when he locked himself away for nights on end. Lately though, William has been practically sleeping in his study ever since he took ownership of a few rare books. Spending my days in near isolation was starting to drive me crazy and I needed the touch of a man. I hoped that man was my husband but even walking in dressed in a sexy gown wasn't enough to lift his head from his work. 


     "Why don't you put the books away. I opened a bottle of wine downstairs. Take a break and have a sip with me,” I said batting my eyelashes like it was going out of style. 


     "Leena, I can't stop my translations. The museum is expecting translated copies in the next few weeks and I feel like I barely scratched the surface." 


     I let out a dull huff of air, “I think they can wait. You need to take a break and spend some time with me. I will make it worth your wild."  


     William kept his nose buried in the book, ignoring me. The more I leaned against the side of his desk, the more I felt that our marriage was falling apart. We used to be so wild and carefree. Now my husband spends more time working then wanting a warm touch. Pent up feelings ran along my body lines and I needed him to show me how much I meant to him. 


     I bent forward, pretending to take an interest in his books, my full cleavage close to his face. William continued to read without even looking up. It would seem I needed to take more drastic measures. I walked around behind his chair and dug my fingers into his tense shoulders. William seemed be okay with it for a moment as I kneaded his muscles. Long breaths passed as my hands slowly travelled down his neck and over his chest. I pressed my full chest to the back of his head, letting the heat of my body blend with his.  


     William took hold of my hand and held it, “I can't. There are things in these texts that may shed some light on ancient knowledge. This is much too important." 


     A flash of anger flared, “More important than your wife?" 


     William was silent. 


     A hungry need welled up. I firmly turned his swivel chair around and fell to my knees before him. I was going to be the good wife whether he liked it or not. Fingers undid his belt and pulled down at his zipper. William watched me but his mind was far away. I reached into his pants and pulled out his cock. He was half hard as my fingers ran along his shaft. I bent my head forward and pressed my lips to his head. Memories swirled as I thought back to how many times, he loved my blow jobs. Parted lips took the tip and my tongue ran underneath the sensitive spot right under his cock head. I moaned as I tried to bring William back to earth. Inches slid in and my moans grew louder. 


     I looked up to William watching me. He made no sound and simply gazed like a zombie. I pressed my lips and made louder sucking sounds. William's cock grew harder in my mouth. Maybe he was coming back? Maybe he will finally force me onto his desk and take me like he used to? Heat lashed out all over my body. I wanted him to take me in the worse way but William sat like a statue. Fingers dug into his hips as my head bobbed on his almost fully hard member. I upped the tempo, sucking and moaning like a bitch in heat. I knew he would want me soon. I just knew it. 


     A small grunt came up William's throat. Come spurted into my mouth and I drank it down. He came so quickly. Disappointment rained down on me as this seemed to be the norm lately. I pulled my mouth off his wet cock. William looked away. 


     "If you're done, I need to get back to work,” William said with no emotion.          


       That was the final straw. I stood up embarrassed and furious that he would treat me like that. I marched out of his office and headed to our bedroom. I was so sick of being home and trying to be good to a man who clearly didn't care anymore. I nearly ran to my closet and wretched the door open. My eyes scanned for something to wear. I was going to go out and clear my head. I pulled out something tight. 


     *** 


     The bar was crowded with patrons and excited conversations. It was only 9pm and the night was just starting. I walked in and made my way to the bar. Eyes turned to me as I passed small groups of people. I looked down quickly and noticed I was a little too dressed up for a bar. My tight black dress and exposed cleavage gave off more of an elegant vibe then the crowd who was very relaxed in everyday clothes. I had to smile it off because it has been years since I was in a bar. William took me to gala events and soirees where you had to dress up. I had forgotten how I used to relax in a pair of jeans and a tight blouse. Had my life changed that much? My body was much fuller than it used to be but I tried to keep in shape. William's male coworkers often looked at me with lustful eyes when I would meet with them at parties. It was nice that others took notice of my full chest and curvy hips and butt. I just wished William was one of those people. 


     A dark cloud roared over me as I motioned to the bartender. Moments later I was drinking a martini, people watching. The evening was in full swing and I spent my lonely time seeing people laugh and carry on. Sad thoughts invaded my mind as I thought this is how my life turned out, stuck in a loveless marriage and feeling like the loneliest person in the room. 


     I just managed to finish my second martini when a shadow fell over me. I turned to see a young man carrying a brilliant smile. Black hair flopped to one side and his eyes were a piercing blue. Broad shoulders filled out his swimmer's build giving him a nice T shape. For a second I thought he wasn't looking at me. Maybe he was looking at someone behind me. He seemed like he was in his early twenties and would have no reason to be interested in me. 


     "Can I buy your next round for a moment of your beautiful company?" The young man smiled. 


     I turned my head to look behind me but all I saw were backs of people. I turned back and his eyes remained centered on me. My shock melted away to a shy smile. He didn't even wait for me to respond. The young man sat in an empty stool next to me and motioned to the bartender.   


     "I could not believe how a beautiful woman like yourself could be sitting here alone. I thought perhaps you're waiting for company but after the second drink I knew you needed a friend." 


     Be still my heart. My nipples pointed as his voice sliced through the noise of the crowd and lovingly cut my bruised spirit.  


     I quickly picked my tongue off the ground and fixed my composure, “You talk to all women like that?" 


     "Only those who are as stunning as you. My name is Dylan."  


     "Leena,” I said. 


     "A pleasure,” Dylan grinned. 


     "I don't mean to be rude but you talk like you're older than you look." 


     "I have been told I have an old soul. But let's not talk about me. I rather spend this time getting to know you,” Dylan said with a gentle smile. 


     Two drinks appeared on the bar in front of us. We both reached for them, clinked glasses and took a nice long sip. Dylan watched me as I put my glass down. The attention was almost too much but I felt that familiar warmth. He eyed me like candy and wanted to take a bite. A waterfall of heat splashed over me.  


     Dylan reached out and touched my thigh. I let him as we carried on in polite conversation. The young man drank in my every word, his hand moving slowly up my thigh every few moments. When fingers touched my hips, I found myself leaning forward. Normally I would have put a stop to such boldness but thoughts flowed back to my failing husband. It was nice to have a man want me. I could see a growing lust in Dylan's eyes as they dipped to my cleavage and back up to me. Was I going to really continue this? A little flirting never hurt anybody, right? 


     Dylan looked away to the back of the room. Two other young men looked back with questioning gazes, “My friends would like to come over if that is alright?" 


     I looked over to the two men. They were just as handsome as Dylan and smiling. I nodded and took a sip of my drink. Dylan beckoned them over. The two young men stood up and swam through the growing crowd. When they reached the bar, I was surrounded my three handsome men. 


     "This is Alex and Sam,” Dylan said 


     Alex had wavy blonde hair. Sam had black hair and was an inch shorter than his two friends. My suspicious mind kicked in and instantly I felt like this might be some game on who can win the cougar. My body shifted uncomfortably and I could feel the walls closing in. 


     "Is something wrong?" Dylan asked with a concerned brow. 


     "If you don't mind me being brutally honest,” I said taking a gulp of my drink to calm my nerves. 


     "We respect honesty,” Dylan said almost like he was speaking for his friends as well. 


     "This feels like you guys want to see who can win me. As handsome as the three of you are, I'm married and not looking for anything." 


     Dylan gave a small laugh and so did his friends. Heat crept up my neck and my eyes shifted.  


     Dylan stopped laughing and took my hand into his, “Leena, I can tell your heart is empty. The only thing the three of us are guilty of is wanting to please you like you should be." 


     My eyes widened, “Please me? You three want me? All together?" I couldn't believe what I was hearing. 


     Alex moved close, eyes on mine, “Sam and I were talking and couldn't stop discussing how beautiful you are. Dylan was the brave one, wanting to speak with you." 


     Sam spoke next, “If you are here and your husband isn't then it is his loss if he can't keep you happy. We want to make you happy." 


     "My friends speak the truth,” Dylan finished. 


     Strange hot waves filled my mind and body. I could feel the martini's working me over and I was stuck to their sirens call. I wanted to say I was happily married but the three young men seemed to see through anything I would say. Was I that obvious? Their confidence was intoxicating and I found myself wanting more of them. The edges of my vision blurred and dizziness pushed at my body. 


     I shifted on my stool and nearly fell off. Dylan's arms caught me and helped me up. Concerned eyes looked to me as I tried to regain my balance. I was drinking too much and needed to get out of here. My body blazed as Dylan kept holding me. Naughty thoughts spiraled out of control as I considered what these handsome men had to offer. 


     "Can you walk me to my car,” I said trying to keep myself steady. 


     Dylan kept his hands on my waist, “You are in no condition to drive. We could take you home." 


     "I... uh... I barely know you. How do I know you won't take advantage of me?" 


     Dylan smirked, “Do you want us to take advantage of you?" 


     It was my turn to have evil thoughts. I thought of William and how he dismissed me. How the man I thought I loved just pushed me away like I wasn't important. Now I had three men who were ready to do terrible things to me and I wasn't against it. I should have done the right thing and called a cab to take me home. Instead, a hungry side of me took over and I looked into Dylan's blue eyes. 


     "Drive me home. I can't promise anything but I shouldn't be driving." 


     Dylan and his friends looked at each other before turning back to me, “We will be honored to take you.......home."  


     I felt a light wetness bloom when Dylan hesitated. What was I getting myself into? 


     *** 


     Odd swirls echoed through my body. I felt like I was drunk but not drunk at the same time. My vision took in strange images as Dylan helped me out of the car. I was in the back seat with Alex and Sam the whole ride. Dylan drove and the three of them talked while I tried to keep my head together. I remembered something wet touching my neck, soothing my tense shoulders. I remember glancing around only to see Alex smiling at me. 


     Dylan closed the door, his arm around my waist. I didn't mind how touchy feely he was. As a matter of fact, I wanted him to touch me more. The three men ushered me to the front door and stood there as I fished for my keys. 


     "Since you took good care of me, want to come in for some wine?" I couldn't believe what I was saying. 


     "Your husband won't mind?" Dylan said running a hand over my hip. 


     "I don't care if he minds or not. Nothing wrong with a drink with my three saviors,” I said as I opened the door. 


     I was finding it harder and harder to walk. I have been drunk before but this didn't feel like that. It was almost like my soul was drunk. My mind opened and dark thoughts poured in. The four of us walked into the living room and I made a half gesture for them to have a seat. I wobbled through the kitchen door and made my way to the fridge. I pulled out the opened bottle from before and grabbed a few glasses. A deep ache filled me as I thought about what I was doing. I had three young men in my living room. If I gave a hint or a signal, they will be all over me. I should put the bottle down, thank them and ask them to leave. I tried to be a good wife and make the right choice but the more I thought about it, the more I wanted to not be the good wife. Why should I keep trying to do the right thing?  


     I took the bottle and glasses and went through the door back into the living room. Dylan was standing but Alex and Sam sat down in the comfortable couch. I poured into the glasses and set them on the wooden coffee table. I poured a lot of wine into my glass and took one long sip. The three men didn't touch their wine as they eyed me like a piece meat. I swished my wine as I eyed them, silently considering what to do next. 


     As if reading my mind, Dylan stepped closer to me. I thought about William upstairs in his study. He should have taken the time to love me. He is getting what he deserves and I felt the point of no return pass me by. Dylan towered over me, eyes taking in my body. A hand reached out and touched my thigh again, running up my long dress. I put down my wine glass and stared at him innocently, or at least that is what I told myself.  


     "Take off your dress,” Dylan commanded. 


     I turned and showed the back of my dress to the three men. I bent my arm behind me and with practiced ease pulled down the zipper. A thrill rushed through me. I knew they could over power me and do whatever they wanted. I wanted William to come down and see what they were doing. I wanted him to witness as they treated me like a real woman. 


     Dylan helped me to pull the dress from my shoulders. It formed a puddle at my feet and I stepped out of it. I was wearing a black lacey bra and panties. I turned back to see Alex and Sam on the couch, their hands over their crotches. Dylan reached up and caressed my neck and down over my tight cleavage. My body shuddered to his touch as a devilish smile appeared. 


     Dark swirls floated up from deep parts of my mind. I felt a trance overcome me as I let this young man run fingers over my hidden nipples. A gasp spilled from my lips as he made gentle motions over my bra. Sam and Alex stood up and began shedding their clothes. I could feel this party was getting hotter and hotter. The ache in me grew deeper and my panties grew wetter. A haze filled the room and I took long breaths. 


     Alex and Sam shed the last of their clothes and I was taken aback on how hung they were. The two young men ran hands down their shafts, stroking them to my near naked body. Dylan's hands unhooked my bar and it too fell away, exposing my double D tits and erect nipples. Dylan pulled away and pulled down his zipper. Something strained against the fabric of his underwear. I put my hands against it, pulling the fabric down. Dylan's meaty cock flopped out and slapped against my hand.  


     I fell to my knees, holding Dylan's meaty cock in my hand. I stroked it, feeling veins along the shaft, the tip inches from my mouth. My tongue reached out and licked the end. Dylan watched me, stroking my hair as I pressed my lips around his girth. Alex and Sam moved around me, stroking their cocks and crowding around me. I kept Dylan's cock in my mouth as each of my hands wrapped around two thick cocks. I stroked while my head bobbed on Dylan's member. Wild heat ran through my body as wetness grew between my legs. I rocked on my knees, stroking and sucking the well-endowed young men. I was the center of attention as they moved their hips slightly to my tempo. A drop of Dylan's come touched my tongue. 


     My mind opened and the world shifted. I felt like I was out of my body but I could still feel Dylan's cock in my mouth and hard cocks in my hands. I quickly looked around and felt shock as I saw William on the stairs, sitting and watching me. How was this possible? How could I see what was happening while my mouth was invaded by a young man's throbbing cock. 


     Dylan grabbed a fistful of hair and I moaned. He held my head in place, his cock sliding back and forth pass my lips. I floated down back into my body and looked up. The three men continued moving in my hands and mouth. Sam moved to the side just enough for me to see that it was true. From behind them, on the stairs, William sat with his back against the wall, watching me.  


     Lust flared. Serves him right for denying me, pushing me to the side for his damn books. I moaned louder, making sure he heard me practically choking on this young stud. The haze around me threw thicker. Something black came into view and wrapped around my wrist. My eyes fluttered and I looked over. I gave a muffled gasp as a black shiny tentacle wrapped around my arm. I looked around, still sucking and stroking the men around me. More tentacles emerged from their muscular bodies, right out of the skin. Tips of tendrils rose up from under Dylan's clothes, ripping them off and tossing them aside. Others snaked over my bouncing tits, crossing over my nipples and gently caressing my body. The tentacles around my forearms kept me in place, stroking the men in each hand. Other tentacles wrapped around my neck, making me take several more inches down my throat. 


     I tried to pull away but they firmly kept me in place. Something invaded my mind and the feeling of fear melted away and desire filled its place. The haze seeped into my muscles but instead of slowing down, everything became more intense. Tentacles ran over me, slipping into my panties and brushing my wet slit. Some of them pulled my panties aside to make more room. One thick one pushed at my tight gash and slid over my throbbing clit.   


     Dylan was naked like his friends, clothes lay in tatters all over the floor. Tentacles writhed and moved over my naked flesh. My eyes glanced over as William sat, powerless and still. Dylan's cock bulged as he forced every inch down my throat. My eyes went wide when a torrent of come erupted. I drank it down because I feared I would drown in it. The amount was obscene as I suckled and sucked more and more come.  


     Dylan pulled his wet cock from my mouth and I gasped for air, a trickle of come sliding down from the corner of my mouth. Sam broke from my grip and shoved his cock in my open mouth. Inch after inch pushed in and I moaned my lust for more. 


     "Be sure to take her until all of our seed fills her. She will make a fine host for our young,” Dylan said to Sam as he rammed his cock down my throat. 


     Dylan turned and faced the stairs, “You have run from us long enough Mr. Reed. Your wife came to us willingly. You both will make fine additions to our society." 


     Tentacles rubbed my nub and I moaned to their touch. Other tentacles curled around the edges of my panties and ripped them off. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Dark and strange symbols passed into my mind's eye. Sam pulled his cock from me and tentacles raised me to my feet. My body turned and I was bent over the edge of the couch. Feet kicked my legs wider as warm tips caressed my slit and asshole. I gasped as Sam pushed his thick cock against my opening. They were all bigger than my defeated husband. I pushed my butt out and grinded against it. Sam took hold of my hips and slowly impaled me on his thick member. My walls opened up and felt nearly pushed to their limit. Veiny inches slid back and forth and I cried out in bliss. 


     Alex moved around the couch, his cock rock hard. I used my arms to hold my upper body up. Sam continued stabbing me with his spear while Alex forced his cock into my mouth. I gagged and moaned my approval as they took me from both sides. Dylan rejoined, his cock still hard and hanging. Tentacles rose up from his ribs and tops of his shoulders. They ran along my body sending shivers through my form. One tentacle pushed at my asshole and I tensed. I could feel the intent and I never had anyone take me there. Slowly the tip pushed into my pucker. Sensations pulled at my nerves as my ass was spread wider and wider apart. The girth of the tentacle caused me to spread wide as the tip stroked my insides. I would have screamed if not for the thick cock in my mouth. Instead, I felt my body shudder from being taken in every hole. 


     Electric fire ran up and down my nerves. My tits swung as the young men, or young monsters filled me. My nerves coiled as Sam and Alex upped the tempo. I felt like a play thing in their strong arms and could do nothing but moan my submission. A tentacle stroked my clit while another filled my ass. Ripples flowed over my bubble butt as Sam fucked me from behind. A tentacle wrapped around my throat and gave a nice squeeze. My air was cut off and the haze grew thicker. I bucked on Sam's hard cock as my nerves exploded like fireworks. Long muffled moans came up my throat as I moved on Sam's cock, milking intense pleasure. The tentacle around my throat loosened and I was able to take a breath through my nose. Back and forth cocks pushed in and out of me. Sam's cock bulged in my tight slit. I cried out as molten spurts of come splashed into my tight opening. Sam continued fucking me, pushing more and more come. 


     The tentacle in my ass bulged. I couldn't believe what happened next. The tentacle thickened and come streamed into my pucker. The monsters could come through their tentacles! The hot sticky come spurt in and I found myself squeezing my asshole to milk every drop from it. I was a wild demon and these monsters wanted to fuck me to their hearts content. 


     William came down the few steps and made his way into the living room. I caught glimpses of him as he walked over to a recliner, sat and watched me. Sam pulled his wet cock from my pussy. A stream of come dripped out and Dylan pushed his massive cock in. As soon as he was all the way to the hilt, Alex surprised me with come spurting into my mouth. My body bounced and shuddered as another orgasm bloomed between my legs and a short moment later, another one. 


     I never felt this way ever in my life. Tentacle monsters having their way with me, fucking me to their desires. William stared as they picked me up and put me down on the carpeted floor on all fours. Their hands rocked my body to their cocks. Come dripped out of me as another orgasm blasted my senses. Dylan smacked my ass over and over, red heat rising up where he struck me. My husband sat and did nothing while I let these young monsters push their bodies into mine. 


     Alex pulled his cock from my mouth and I gasped for air. Tentacles wrapped around my arms and legs, lifting me into the air. My back was pushed against a wall and I was slowly dragged down until Dylan's cock pushed up into me. The tentacle man let his tongue slide over my full tits, making swirling motions around my nipples. I gasped and writhed on his cock. Smaller tentacles slid in between us and rubbed my clit, causing me to gasp and moan. On and on it went, fucking me until more come filled me and when it had nowhere to go, dripping out of abused pink gash. 


     Dylan fucked me but turned his head to William, “You will grow accustomed to our ways with time. Sam, gather the books upstairs. Alex, make sure Mr. Reed understands what is to come." 


     Sam walked to the stairway. Alex moved over to William. I was facing my husband as Dylan pushed his thick cock deeper in me. I stared as Alex held William's head toward me, making sure I see everything. A tentacle coiled up and pushed into my husband's mouth. It drove itself deep down his throat as Dylan worked his magic on my nipples and between my legs. 


     I felt nothing as the haze grew thicker. Something in me accepted what was happening. Come spurted into my dripping pussy and I kept wanting more and more. Dylan's tentacles invaded all my holes and I arched my back in ecstasy. I tasted paradise and I wanted more. Tentacles writhed and waved around me, bulges travelling along their trunks. Dylan kept his blue-eyed gaze on me. Come erupted from his cock and from tentacles in my mouth and my ass. Other tentacles sprayed come all over, covering me in white goo. I moaned as a chain of orgasms went through me over and over, my body shaking from a mountain of pleasure. 


     The world started to blur and I drifted off into a deep dark sleep. 


     *** 


     I woke. I was in my body but I felt so far away. A heaviness pulled at me. I looked down to see my belly was swollen. Strange feelings filled me as little beings moved inside my belly. I caressed it as I noticed I was sitting in one of my chairs by a window. It felt like I was on a long trip and only came back recently. 


     William walked in. I turned to see my handsome husband. He brought me food and placed it on a small table beside me. I thanked him but I could tell that William's body was here but the person I knew was long gone. William kissed me on the cheek and left without a word. 


     I held my body as the haze returned, covering me like a thick fog. I could feel myself begin to fade away but a purpose keeping my body here. The babies squirming in my belly fed off my life energy and I loved the sensations. The person I was quickly began to fade into the background but the bliss stayed. 


     I was becoming more like them. Their song called out as they changed me one cell at a time. The intoxicating vibrations consumed me and I joined them in song, whispering little lullabies. Paradise opened up and I ran off toward the ocean, laughing and splashing in the waves like the world would never end. 


       


     ~Fin~ 
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     “Cindy, I will be out for a few hours. I’m meeting a potential client for dinner. Call me if you want me to bring anything back for you.”  


     I tapped my cell phone and deleted the voicemail. I didn’t even hear Mark leave. I was spending a quiet Saturday lounging in bed texting Sarah about how much I hated college. I rolled off the bed and landed on my feet. It was such a lazy day; I was dressed in an oversized T shirt, panties and little else. I peeked out into the hallway and the house was silent as a tomb. Not taking my eyes off my phone, I walked to the kitchen to make a snack. 


     As I walked on cool tiles, I continued my barrage of texts about not looking forward to Monday. Mom was away on a business trip and it was just me and Mark for the weekend. Which was a nice change of pace because Mom can be very demanding, wanting family time when the three of us are together. I on the other hand just wanted to spend a lazy weekend at home, doing nothing but eating, sleeping and maybe more sleeping. 


     Mark is a workaholic. Even on the weekends he will meet with clients to discuss all manner of business. He was the best lawyer in town but that meant he was the busiest. That’s why Mom fought for family time every chance she could. They fought like cats and dogs most of the time over work. I blissfully tuned them out when they started their heated arguments which was basically Mom yelling and Mark talking her down. Mark and Mom married about three years ago when I was sixteen. That first year they were together was the happiest. I can remember how Mom adored him and couldn’t stop going on and on about how fantastic he was. But over time she started to treat him like she treated all the men in her life. If she didn’t get her way then everything would turn to teeth gnashing and loud arguments.  


     Mark though would handle her serenely. He wasn’t much of a yeller, rather he would talk her down. It was eerie how much it worked. I wondered why he would put up with her so much. He did seem to genuinely care about Mom and me. Even after three years he was still here. I had to give it to him, he was strong. Most men just up and leave us when things started to go south. 


     I pulled a wrap, jar of peanut butter and a banana from the refrigerator. I laid out the wrap, slathered peanut butter all over it and cut up pieces of banana. With a quick roll, I was munching away. My thoughts went to Mark and pleasant warmth filled my heart. He really did stick it out for us. Maybe he really is the one for Mom. Maybe he won’t just run away like the rest. Three years is a long time for us. I got along with him pretty well when he was around. Maybe I need to spend more time with him instead of keeping him at a distance? 


     My phone buzzed and I picked it up. “Remember, the report is due on Monday. Professor Jackson doesn’t like to give extensions.” Sarah texted me. 


     “Shit.” I said with a mouth full of peanut butter wrap. 


     I forgot to print out the report. I was going to print it out early Monday before class but I didn’t want to spend my Saturday and Sunday worrying about it. I took another bite of my wrap while leaning on the kitchen counter. I know Mark has a computer and printer in his home office. I could print out the report, stuff it in my bag and go back to being lazy. 


     “I have it under control. Monday I’m going to stuff that report in his face!” I texted Sarah back and smiled. 


     The evening sun filled the house with a warm orange glow. I made my way to Mark’s office. The door was slightly ajar. Without thinking, I pushed my way in and went straight to his desk. I glanced around. I always liked Marks’s office/den. A large old fashion book case lined the wall filled with tomes on law and books by H.P Lovecraft. His desk was a polished oak wood with little on top except a monitor and keyboard. A leather couch was against the opposite wall of the book shelf. The rug was a dark deep red and felt good under my toes as I walked around the desk. His leather chair was comfortable as I sat down. The entire room had an earthy scent, but as I booted up his computer, I got a hint of Mark’s musk. I smiled on how comforting it felt. He spent so much time here that the room felt like an extension of him. 


     I checked my e-mail and downloaded the report. I always keep my reports in e-mail so I can access them anytime. I opened it up and hit print. The printer to my left buzzed to life and began printing out pages. I leaned back, put my cute feet on the desk and waited. My eyes drifted all over the room as the printer spit page after page out. I glanced down at the desk drawers. I had been in his office before but I never went through his things. I wonder what the real Mark is like. 


     I reached down and opened one desk drawer, full of pens. I opened another and it was filled with scattered documents and blank DVD’s. So far it just seemed like it was a normal workaholic desk. I opened the bottom drawer and looked in. My eyes widened as a DVD case stared back at me with a half-naked woman bent forward with a cock in her mouth and tentacles around her. The title read in large red letters “Young Tentacle Sluts Part 17”. But this DVD case was not the only one. It just happened to be lying on top of neatly organized stacks of DVD’s. I started to rifle through and saw case after case of young women and older men with tentacles in various poses. I sat back and smiled. I knew there had to be something about him that he wasn’t letting on. Instead of being disgusted and shutting the drawer closed, I grew even more curious. 


     My fingers began tapping at his keyboard. Mark may be the best lawyer in town but I know he was terrible with computers. I often played tech support the moment anything went wrong. He didn’t even put a password on his computer. I opened up his browser and started calling up his browsing history. I scrolled down as porn site after porn site scrolled up. It would seem Mark was using his office for more than just work. I clicked on a link and it led me to a video site. I pressed play and the porn started playing. A man was being a little rough with a girl who was supposed to be a teenager but was clearly older. Her hair was in pig tails and she wore short shorts and a tight tank top. She whined as the man was threating her. Was Mark into this? He was a nice guy on the outside but maybe this is what got him off? The man started pressing his body against the young woman, his hands all over her chest. Tentacles sprouted from his body and began running over the young woman's skin. The girl whines and tries to fight but the man presses his tentacles all over her, pushing into her mouth and along her ass. 


     My eyes fell to the open drawer. I looked through it again. All the titles were pretty much the same, older guy, younger girl and tentacles. Most of the young women seemed to have a similar look. I couldn't help but feel they look surprising the same. Then it hit me. Did my step father have a thing for me? Is that why he has been around my harpy of a mother for so long? I sat back as the porn continued to play on. The man was pulling the girl’s top off as she helped him. Her tits bounced and tentacles coiled around them, squeezing and the tips stroking her nipples. He pushed his hips into hers. She protested but her hands undid his belt. Thoughts swirled in my head as the man on screen was rubbing the girl’s pussy. Soft moans filled the home office as I pictured Mark watching porn. So many things made sense now. The way he looked at me when I walked around the house in just a T shirt and panties. The quick glances at my cleavage when we talked and holding me just a second longer when we hugged. My face felt flush as I tried to get the thoughts out of my head of Mark stroking his cock. Did he think of me when he watched these movies? The only thing that was weird was the tentacles. I know there is a lot of anime tentacle porn out there but these were two real actors. I had to give it to the special effects people because those tentacles looked very real. 


     I felt hot as the camera focused on the young woman’s shaved pussy, his fingers pushing her pussy lips aside and rubbing her clit, her moans getting louder and louder as he touched her. Black tendrils wrapped around her body, keeping her in place as he molested her. I could feel myself glow. How often did he jerk off to this and think about me? Has it been the entire time we have known each other? More images flooded my mind. Before I knew it, my own fingers were smoothing over my panty covered womanhood. Wetness bloomed as I slowly rubbed my slit. My other hand gripped the chair as I pictured Mark sitting in this very spot, stroking his cock and thinking of me. He must have wanted me for a long time and the only way he would satisfy himself was watching porn after porn of older men forcing themselves on young women. I grew hotter as I focused on my clit. My panties grew wetter the more I rubbed. The porn continued on as the man forced the young woman to her knees. He pulled down his pants and his cock sprang to life. She gasped and pretended to pull her face away. A tentacle wrapped around her neck and forced her mouth onto the giant cock. 


     More moans filled the office and I noticed they were coming from me. As I rubbed in a circular motion around my clit, small moans spilled from my lips. The more I thought of my step father forcing himself on me, the hotter I got. Maybe I should tease him, see how far he would go if he had the chance? My mind dripped bliss of Mark pushing me down and forcing me to suck his cock. I was still a virgin but I’m sure he would love to teach me everything he knows. He could show me so much. Mother didn’t appreciate him but maybe he should have chance with me. It could be our little secret. I couldn’t believe I was thinking like this but it just felt so right. The girl on screen whined as the man bent her over, touching his cock to her wet pussy. I had to make Mark want to take me. Maybe I needed to nudge him in the right direction. What could I do to show him that he could have me? 


     My eyes looked down to my cell phone on the desk. An idea filled my mind as I picked it up and turned on the video app. I stood up, slipped my wet panties off and let them puddle on the floor. I sat back in his chair. Wetness touched my thighs as my heart raced with excitement. I spread my legs. On the phone screen I could see my hairless slit, wetness glisten around the edges. I would have to show Mark just how much he turned me on. I leaned back and hit record. 


     I held the phone, focused on my tight pussy. All you could see was my slit, my inner thighs and maybe a little bit of my belly button. The girl on screen was being drilled by that fat cock, screaming like she was in pain. I started to imitate her. My fingers ran over my pussy lips and my clit. I rubbed nice and slow. I let out moans that grew louder and louder the more I played with myself. 


     “Oh Daddy, my pussy wants you.” I whined as I rubbed a little faster. 


     I upped the tempo and soon my fingers found their way inside. I spread my lips and inserted two fingers, sliding in and out. They soon came out drenched as I moaned. My head rolled back but I kept recording. I rubbed my clit as my hand spread my lips. My juices dripped down in between my ass cheeks and onto his leather chair. I didn’t care and wanted my scent all over so when he sat down, he would smell me touching myself on his chair. I could feel an orgasm begin to grow as I rubbed.  


     “Daddy, you make me do this.” I moaned. 


     Heat crept into my face as my mouth parted. I closed my eyes and bit my lip. Images of Mark forcing himself on me, calling me his little girl bounced around my mind. The buildup was too much. My mouth opened and I let out deep moans. My nerves exploded like fireworks as I pushed my hips and pressed my fingers to my sensitive clit. I bucked a few times as pleasure flooded my vision. The girl on screen was screaming as the man pulled out his cock and shot come all over her back and ass. 


     I slowly rubbed my clit, milking every bit of pleasure. I turned off record and put my cell phone on the desk. My breath came out deep and slow as I tried to clear the fog from my head. After a few moments, I was downloading the video to his computer. I made sure the video was accessible on his desk top but just to be sure, I went a step further. I popped in a blank DVD and burned a copy of my steamy moment. When it finished, I pulled it from the DVD tray and pulled a black sharpie from a drawer. I wrote in big letters “Our Secret” and placed it on top of his porn collection. Part of me was scared but a bigger part was wet with anticipation.  


     I slipped on my panties, grabbed my printed report and left the office. Back in my room I lay on my bed, my mind buzzing on what Mark will do next. My eyes grew heavy. The excitement started to wind down. I tried to pick up my phone so I could look at the video of me pleasuring myself again. It was so hot that it even turned me on. But I couldn’t bring myself to move. My eyes closed and I gently drifted off to dream land. 


     Dreams spun on to the void. Mark drifted into my vision and I found myself naked and kneeling before him. The abyss spiraled behind him and black tentacles emerged from his body. Ancient stone walls emerged from the abyss and floated next to my step father. They were covered with strange cravings and symbols. I stayed on my knees, heat glowing from between my legs and chest. Mark reached down but instead of taking his hand, I took a wavering tentacle. My lips ran along its thickness and Mark nodded his head in approval. The strange walls took on alien faces, twisted mouths opening and screaming with inhuman sounds. Tentacles wrapped around my naked body, coiling and bathing me in heat. It felt natural. It felt like home. I opened my mouth to speak, to beg for more. A tentacle pushed passed my lips, stuffing my mouth. Muffled cries rang out as several more tentacles converged on my naked body, forcing their way on me, in me. Mark watched as I wriggled, my eyes begging for more.   


     My eyes fluttered open to near complete darkness. I laid still as my eyes looked around. The house seemed quiet. I sat up and stretched, the dream already fading from my mind. My first waking thought was if Mark was home yet. I swung my legs over the side of the bed and bounced to my feet. I opened my door and listened for any sound of movement. The house was still. I stepped out into the hallway and looked around. A slight glow was off in the distance. I immediately knew it was coming from Mark’s office. Was he in there watching my video? Was he jerking off to me rubbing myself and calling him Daddy? 


     I crept silently down the hall toward his office. When I reached his door, I could see it was slightly ajar with dim light spilling out. I stepped silently to it and looked in. Mark was sitting at his desk with a stern expression. The glow of the computer screen showed his eyes were intense and his hand at his chin. The white tips of hair at his temples always gave him a distinguished appearance. Even through the sliver of the door, I could see his relaxed wide shoulders. But his eyes never seemed to blink as monitor light flickered across his face. 


     Then I heard it. He had the volume low. I could just make out the sound of me moaning and screaming. He was watching me play with myself. I instantly felt wet between my legs. I continued to watch him to see what he would do next. Was he going to shut it off in disgust or was he going to pull out his cock to it? I wish I had a better angle to see him. 


     Mark kept watching. I could hear myself calling him daddy. At that point he sat back but watched intently. Heat crept into my face again. I wanted nothing more than to walk in and throw myself at him like some wild animal. A dull ache filled me. I needed him inside me, taking me anyway he could. Desperation rained down on me in waves. I prayed he would go after the real thing. 


     I heard myself scream as I orgasm in the video. Mark’s eyes widened a little. When the video stopped, Mark put his head back in his chair and let out a deep breath. My hand touched the door. My heart beat like a drum. I had to know how he felt. I had to know if he really wanted me.  


     I opened the door with one hand and rubbed my eye with the other. Mark’s head snapped forward as he watched me come in. I pretended I just woke up and took a few steps into his office yawning.  


     “Hi darling, you just wake up?” Mark said as his hand went to his mouse and clicked it. 


     “Yea, I didn’t hear you come in.” I said in a sleepy voice. 


     “I didn’t want to wake you. I was trying to get some work done before bed.” Mark leaned back. 


     His face was a mask of non-emotion but his eyes were a little wide. Quiet seconds passed and then I could see him thinking, wondering.  


     “How was your client meeting?” I said still standing there in my T shirt and panties. My shirt was long so he wouldn’t be able to see my wet panties just yet. 


     “It was typical. Nice meal and a few glasses of wine. I think I sealed the deal but I will know more tomorrow.” 


     Mark’s eyes traced my body up and down. I could see the internal struggle. I glanced down and noticed my nipples were poking outward through my thin shirt. His eyes centered on them. I wonder if he could see my nipples. He stared like we wanted to see them. 


     Then he turned away and looked down. I stepped forward and was on the other side of his desk, looking at him innocently. The room felt hotter. 


     “I saw your video.” Mark said softly. “We should talk.” 


     “What should we talk about, daddy?”  


     “I don’t know why you made it but maybe there should be some rules in the house.” 


     “Rules? Daddy, I don’t know what you’re talking about. Are you worried about what other people think?” 


     Mark was silent for a moment. “You’re my daughter. If anyone found out, we could lose everything. I’m flattered you would do this but I just cannot.” 


     He wanted me. His eyes, everything he said showed how much he wanted to take me and force himself in me. My body was electric. My heart beat turned into a strong pulse. I could see him question everything but his eyes focused again on my hard nipples. 


     “You hear people’s dirty secrets all the time. I won’t tell if you don’t. I’m good at keeping secrets.” 


     Mark’s face changed. His eyes grew darker, more sinister. It was as if a thought went off in his head and he made a decision. I played coy but we could both tell that I was ready for his teachings. I never knew how my first time would be but right now it was turning into everything I hoped for. 


     “Come over here and delete that video.” Mark said in a low commanding voice. 


     I walked around his desk and felt my tits bounce in anticipation. I made my way over to his side and stood next to my father. He was leaning back but I could see the faint outline of his cock against his thigh. I’ve seen his bulge in his pants before but I tried to not think about it. I ‘ve heard Mom talk to her friends about the fantastic sex they had. But knowing it was so close to me made me tremble a little. 


     Without thinking, I sat in his lap and looked at his monitor. I wiggled my bottom and became very comfortable. His rod throbbed against my firm ass. I moved and clicked the mouse. Instead of deleting the file, I played it. Fingers dipped into my long hair, the back of them brushing my neck. A shiver ran down my spine. The video opened to my bare pussy, fingers gliding along my slit. 


     “I’m sorry Daddy. I made a mistake.” I said innocently. 


     I could feel Mark taking a deep breath, breathing in my scent. His cock throbbed harder and shifted under me.  


     “Can you really keep a secret?” Mark asked while running fingers along my back. 


     “You have been so good to us. I know I can be good to you, better than Mom. This can be our little secret.” I said trying to stay calm. 


     “You are so beautiful. I think about you so much.” Mark said shifting his hips so his cock was between my cheeks.  


     I could feel his manhood straining against the fabric, trying to break free. I pressed my wet panties down on his cock under me, wanting him inside. I turned up the volume and my moans filled the room. I turned my head to see Mark looking at me and glanced at my private porno just for him. His hands moved to my shoulders and then over my chest. Fingers grazed my nipples and I gasped on how good it felt. Hands travelled down and snaked under my shirt. Digits curled at my panty waistline, pulled and let it snap back against my skin. I gave a girlish giggle as he toyed with me. 


     I sat there at his mercy. His hands moved up under my shirt and grabbed my firm tits. He rubbed my nipples gently. I tried to keep quiet but his touch was maddening. I shivered and tried to sit still but his hard cock under me begged me to move around. Mark’s hips shifted as if he too was uncomfortable. I leaned back into him as he massaged my pert tits. He seemed content to hold me but I was sure his mind was dripping with desire. I squealed a little and nestled into him. 


     "There are things about me you wouldn't understand." Mark sighed 


     "Like the tentacle porn in your desk." I teased. 


     Mark squeezed my tits before speaking. "What do you think about them? Do they turn you on?" 


     I turned my head sideways and slyly looked back. "If you had tentacles, I would let you do whatever you wanted with them." 


     Mark's eyes turned black. The shine of wet darkness for eyes caused a tendril of fear to run up my spine. My body stiffened but Mark held me in place, squeezing my nipples and clutching at my chest. I wanted to freak out but his strength kept me wet and comfortable against him. 


     "What if I did?" The words hung heavy in the air. 


     "Why would you have tentacles?" I asked in a low heated whisper. 


     "My kind likes your kind. I have had my eyes on you, chancing you might be ready for my seed. Your mother doesn't know about me and I want to keep it that way until she is ready, but you on the other hand." Mark gave an evil grin. 


     "You...you...want me? You want to impregnate me?" My voice trembled. 


     "Would you still let me do anything to you?" Black eyes stared. 


     I couldn't believe what was happening. My step father was some monster and now he wanted to impregnate me. Normally I would have tried to fight or run away but behind those black eyes, I could still feel the real him underneath. Was I really thinking over what he said? It felt like I already went too far and now there was no turning back. 


     "Yes daddy. I'm your bad girl." I said in a sultry tone. 


     Before I could do anything more, Mark stood up and forced me face down on his desk. I lifted my head up and I was two inches away from my digital pussy on the screen. I became very still as one hand held me by the neck and another smoothed over the curve of my ass. 


     “You are a bad girl. You will be punished.” Mark said darkly. 


     A piece of me squealed internally. Heat flooded my face, chest and in between my thighs. “Yes daddy.” Was all I could say. 


     His manly fingers ran along the edge of my panty line, down over my ass and barely touching my dripping womanhood. Digits touched my soaking wet panties and rubbed my slit. I stared forward, my mouth dropping open as my movie played out, moaning and rubbing myself faster on screen. 


     “You’re so wet you little dirty girl. What are we going to do with you?” Mark’s fingers traced over my glowing clit. 


     I thought I was going to come right there and then. But abruptly his hand moved away. I was about to protest when something wet slapped my ass with a hard “SMACK!” I yelped as the stinging sensation ran through me like fire. He was really going to punish me! I gripped the desk bracing myself. 


     Another audible smack filled the room. Blood rushed to my ass cheek. I tried to turn my head so I could see what he was doing. My eyes widened as black tentacles snaked out from under his clothes. They waved and slithered under my shirt and across my skin. The hand holding me down moved and made me face forward to me playing with myself on screen. 


     “You are so innocent. Do you accept my seed my little slut?” The last sentence came out deep and alien. 


     “Yes Daddy.” I said as innocently as I could. 


     He pressed his hips to my glowing ass. I could feel his manhood rock hard and trying to break free, I grinded my hips against him, teasing for his cock to come out and play. Black tentacles coiled around my tits and squeezed hard, causing me to gasp. His hand tightened around my neck as I moved, pressing my wet pussy on him. I heard a zipper slide down. Something thin and wet tugged my panties to the side and something hard pressed against my swollen lips. The head of his cock was big. He played at my opening, sliding it around but not pushing in. Could I take that monster? Just the thought of it made me gush. 


     Daddy’s hand released my neck. He pulled me by my shirt and stood me up. With a quick turn, I was staring up into his black lustful eyes. Tentacles ran along my curvy ass and one playfully slipped between my ass cheeks. I couldn’t contain myself as I rubbed against him, trying with all my might to get him to fuck my tiny hole. My hands reached down and I touched his member. I haven’t even seen it yet but it felt big in my hands. I looked down and saw his veiny cock throbbing to my touch, his purple circumcised head pointed up to me like a weapon. I wanted to wrap both sets of my lips around it. 


     “Get on your knees.”  


     I did as I was told. I looked up and his cock was an inch away from my mouth. Before I could say anything, he grabbed my hair and pushed his cock passed my wet lips. I gobbled up his member as he slid in inch after inch. I gave a muffled moan. He controlled the tempo, pulling my hair and sliding me on him. A drop of something salty touched my tongue just as he slid further into my mouth which I could only guess was pre come. Mark's musk was overpowering. I sucked hard on his member. It barely fit in my mouth and I tried to contain myself. I looked up innocently. Daddy watched me as I took every inch like a good girl should. Tentacles rolled down my body. The one between my ass cheeks slid along my pucker. When daddy pulled his manhood out of my mouth, I let my tongue play with his head, sliding and pushing against his cock slit. This caused my father to groan his approval. 


     One of my hands slid down to my dripping gash. I touched my sensitive spot and began rubbing. My entire body trembled. I never thought a cock could taste so good. The more I sucked, the closer I was to orgasm. I couldn’t take it anymore and with one long slide of his steel rod on my lips, I rubbed my clit till my world exploded in ecstasy. I gave a muffled scream as I rubbed and rubbed my clit, milking each second of pleasure. Daddy looked down at me as I sucked him hard, wanting to taste more of him. His hand cupped my face but his hips pushed his monster deep in my mouth. 


     “I never gave you permission to come my little slut.” Daddy said sternly. 


     With that, tentacles went under my arms and lifted me up. His cock slipped out of my wet mouth. He sat me on the desk. The afterglow of coming made me easy and submissive to his touch. Daddy pulled up my T shirt. My tits hung, defying gravity as my nipples were so hard, they could cut glass. I continued to try and rub my sopping wet cunt but Daddy smacked my hand away. A tentacle snaked up and rubbed my dripping gash and my moans filled the room. Mark let his pants drop to the floor and undid his shirt. He was definitely in shape for an older man. He had a faint six pack and his pecks were nice and defined. A tentacle pulled off his shirt and I stared as more tentacles emerged from his shoulders and ribcage. I was so turned on that I shuddered as the tentacle played with my throbbing nub.  


     I moaned my desire. Daddy pulled my panties aside and touched me again. He knew just the right place to touch me because my mouth made a perfect O. A tentacle moved behind me. I sensed it pushing the monitor and keyboard aside. 


     “Has anyone fucked you yet?” Daddy looked down between my legs. 


     “No Daddy. I was saving myself for you. I knew you would be the one to fuck my tight pussy.” I looked at his monster cock in between us. I worried it wouldn’t fit but I felt I had no say in the matter. 


     Daddy touched my pussy lips with his purple head. He slowly moved it around, getting it wet and driving me crazy. I picked up my legs and urged him to invade my tight hole. He resisted and took his time teasing me. His cock head touched my clit and my head tilted back. I moaned as a hand touched my chest and forced me down on my back. I tried to look at what he was doing but his cock was like magic, making me coo and writhe in bliss. I pressed my tits together, rubbing my own nipples. I could see daddy taking it all in. 


     The teasing torture continued until his head pushed in just an inch. He spread my pussy lips wide and my breathing quickened. Hands grabbed each hip. I quivered like a frighten animal as he kept his dick just barely in me. 


     “Stay quiet my little whore.” Daddy said with a hint of menace. 


     I bit my lip and my world opened up. Slowly he pushed that big cock into me. Ever inch opened me more and more. I tried to stay quiet but whimpers escaped as my walls were forced aside. A moment of pain went through me and my body responded. I felt myself gushing wetness, trying to make it easier for him to push in. And push in he did. When his cock was half buried in me, he forced himself all the way to the hilt. I couldn’t hold back and let out a mind-blowing scream. He kept his whole cock in me. As my body adjusted, I was automatically moving on his huge cock. 


     “You little fucking whore, I’m going fuck that tight cunt until you come over and over again.” 


     “Yes daddy! Fuck my cunt! It’s all yours!” I whimpered. 


     It was too much for me. I tried to wiggle off his hard cock but he held me in place. Then he started to slide in and out. I found myself squeezing with each push and pull. He was pushing me to the breaking point and all I could do was whimper and cry. Tears of bliss rolled down from the corner of my eyes. His thrusts were getting harder and harder. Once he saw the trail of tears, he slammed even harder into me. My body shook with each thrust, his cock spreading my tight pussy. I could feel every vein of his member push pass my pussy lips. A black tentacle touched my throbbing clit and I could feel my eyes nearly cross. A hot tendril explored my asshole and I gasped. The tip pushed in and my world opened further. It slid in and out but each push in went deeper and deeper. Bliss spiraled out of control as Mark fucked my tight pussy and ass at the same time. My mouth breathed out silent curses as his cock slid in and out as did the tentacle in my pucker. The rhythm changed as one slid in while the other slid out. It was dialing my senses up to eleven and all I could do was take it.    


     If I knew getting fucked by Mark was this good, I would have done it sooner. He was in control and we both knew it. I was his to toy with. My panties seem to be getting in the way. Daddy pulled hard and ripped them off. The mere act of him ripping and tearing, needing to be in me with no distraction sent me over the edge. I came hard and the room rang with my cries. My nerves exploded. My legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him in close and forcing every inch in me. I squeezed with all my might. Before I could finish, another orgasm bloomed. My hands went to the edge of the desk as daddy rammed his big beautiful cock in me and stuffed a tentacle deep in my ass. My tits bounced with each hard thrust and my mind reeled as another orgasm began to rise. Tentacles played with my nipples. I could feel myself cream all over his thick manhood as he punished both my holes.  


     Daddy grunted as he forced himself in me over and over. I couldn’t keep up and whimpered as I orgasm again. I felt like a fuck doll in his hands. I wanted to get him off but he was forcing me to orgasm over and over again. I was getting dizzy as my body dripped with pleasure.  


     Daddy was on a mission to fuck me hard. The intent in his eyes was borderline evil. He fucked my pink gash, his throbbing cock expanding with each push. I wanted to tell him to stop but I couldn’t find the words, his cock and tentacles making me surrender to him. 


     “So tight my little girl, I’m going to fuck that pussy and fill you up just like the little whore you are!” 


     I'm breathing fast. Daddy pulled his cock out half way. Strong hands grabbed me. While he was still half buried in me, he flipped me onto my stomach. I tried to regain my senses. The sound of his hips slapping into my firm ass filled the room. It was intoxicating. I gripped the desk again for dear life. Daddy’s cock was getting bigger, stretching my pussy to the breaking point. 


     “Fuck my pussy! Fuck it! Fill it with your come! Do it Daddy!” I screamed. 


     Daddy’s cock bulged. I gave a long moan as his cock exploded inside me. Jets of molten come spurted into my tight box. There was no room but for all of it to go deeper inside me. Daddy grunted and slammed every come filled inch into me. I felt a rush of heat as his come covered his dick and dripped out of my slit. It felt it could go one forever. I orgasmed again, riding his rod. 


     In the mad rush, tentacles coiled around my prone body. The one in my ass continued to punish it. Black tentacles coiled around me. One snaked forward and stuffed my open mouth. I gave muffled screams as all my holes were filled with my daddy's tentacles. The heat came of them in waves. Mark kept his cock in me, sliding slowly back and forth while other tentacles filled my mouth and ass. The one in my ass started to expand and I cried out. A deep pulse pushed through me, spreading me open. More tears streamed down my face in bliss. The tentacle in my asshole bulged and spurts of come burst forth. Molten come filled me and a second later, the tentacle in my mouth exploded. My mouth was quickly filled with warm, salty come. I drank it down but the amount was obscene. The tentacle pulled out, dripping white come. 


     When it was all over, daddy stepped back and fell into his leather chair. I rose up and looked back at him, come dripping down my inner thigh and chin. I stood up and turned around. Daddy looked up at me, tentacles retreating back into his body. 


     “This is our little secret.” Daddy said with a deep voice. 


     “Yes daddy. I serve you.” I sat in his lap facing him, my legs hanging over the side of the chair, my dripping pussy right on the shaft of his partially hard cock. 


     “Well then, you better go to bed. I will be in shortly to tuck you in.” Daddy gave me a mischievous leer. 


     I smiled and brought my face close to his. We kissed. I pressed my tits to him and moved my hips slightly. His cock grew harder as I lazily rubbed my womanhood on him. Already I could feel life budding in my belly. Strange wisps of energy touched my nerves and I let out a moan of ecstasy. My will began to fall away as something alien took hold, making me calm and docile. My step father looked at me with strange and unusual eyes. Something passed between us, a knowing that everything will be different. I didn't care if Mom found out I was pregnant with Mark's child. I was serving the greater gods now, a concubine for beings’ people were never meant to understand.  


     A gentle cosmic vibration filled my body. Bliss curved my mouth into a smile. Alien knowledge filled my mind as I touched my belly. I was ready for new purpose and my dark secret will bring madness to the world.     


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Knight of Desire 
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     One 


     A sea of yellow grass blanketed the landscape with a dark tree line off in the distance. A young woman waited patiently under a thick oak tree, shading her from the afternoon sun. The sky took on a warm sunny hue as a small wind caused the woman’s simple white dress to flutter to its touch. The woman watched the dark tree line in the distance, hoping for any sign of her friend. 


     Brynda stood on a blanket with a small basket of breads, cheeses and a canteen of wine. The afternoon air caressed her exposed skin and her heart nearly leaped out of her chest when a dark figure emerged from the dark forest. Biting her lip, she stared as the figure raced through the tall grass, making a beeline for the single oak standing on a small hill in the sea of yellow. Tension melted into excitement the closer the figure moved. The vague outline took on sharper lines with every long stride of powerful legs. 


     Brynda sat down but still found her hands clutching to her own dress. She had made up her mind a long time ago on what was going to happen next but it still filled her stomach with giant butterflies. The outline grew even more detailed as dark skin shined in the bright light and a small tail whipped behind him. The young woman took in a deep breath as the figure slowed his stride to a walk. Slitted eyes kept their magical stare on Brynda. Wide shoulders and a thin waist moved with liquid ease with each step toward the young woman.  


     Warmth rushed into Brynda’s cheeks and she nearly looked away. The tyress male took confident steps toward the lone woman in white. Brynda kept her gaze despite her shyness. The tyress youth carried himself with strength and an unwavering gaze. Smooth scaled skin appeared like a waterfall over toned strong muscles. The serpentine face would have caused most to flee but not Brynda. She had known his face for years and it brought nothing but comfort. 


     The tyress fell to his knees the moment a clawed foot touched the blanket. Dark arms went wide and curled around Brynda’s waist, face burying into her thighs. Brynda let her own hands caress his smooth shoulders. The tyress let out a deep sigh as he lay in the young woman’s lap, taking in her scent and warmth. 


     Excitement snaked into Brynda’s chest as she explored his body. The tyress wore a loin cloth and little else. Brynda loved how unafraid he was to show off his nearly perfect form. She often wished she could be so bold as her dear friend. Memories floated up from deep within. The young woman could see clearly their first meeting years ago. How he frightened her at first.  


     *** 


     The tree was her secret place and this lizard boy had found her. She threw rocks at him and screamed but he simply watched her and then nearly fell over laughing. It only further enraged the black smith’s daughter and she attacked him with a large rock in her hand. The tyress grabbed her wrist and bent her hand away. The sharp stab of pain caused her to drop the stone, her only weapon. Then the lizard boy did something odd, he held her close. Brynda’s fear had turned to rage but even her rage died out as the tyress held her close until the fight had gone out of her. Wild thoughts stormed through her mind and images of this ghastly tyress boy taking her against her will. Instead, the lizard boy let her go with a small chuckle.  


     The two stayed by the oak, eyeing each other with strange curiosity. The tyress seemed to know some common tongue and quickly introduce himself as “Wessa”. Brynda was having nothing to do with this creature and refused to give up her name. She hurtled insults but the tyress continued to smile, her words having little effect.  


     Harsh memories flashed as Brynda stormed away from the amused lizard creature. Despite their less than wondrous first meeting, Brynda couldn’t stop thinking about him. The strong arms around her made something spark and she couldn’t shake it from her heart or her dreams. Time turned into a river as images floated along Brynda’s mind. She continued to visit her tree and more often than not, Wessa would show up not long after. Seeing the dark skinned tyress only caused her to wonder why he made so much effort to see her. Wessa continued to try and speak to her but his broken common started to make her laugh. It was during those early times where frustration creased his boney brow and Brynda felt she had an upper hand. 


     It was hard to tell when but soon the young woman began liking the tyress’s company. As she tried to teach him common, the tyress tried to teach her serpent speak. The more they talked, the more fascinating he became in her eyes. Simple teachings turned into conversations and many hours were spent talking about their villages and ways of life. 


     Brynda kept the meetings to herself but made every excuse to run out and meet her friend. She started to call him “Wes” and the tyress lad didn’t seem to mind. The lizard boy brought her exotic flowers and would often wait under their tree for her.  


     Brynda dipped her fingers into those memories and let them cling to her. She remembered how she was taller than any of the other girls in the village and they teased her mercilessly. She often ran to her secret tree to cry her eyes out only to find Wes sitting there, arms out and ready to hug her. It was then that new feelings bubbled to the surface and the young woman could see her dark scaled friend in a different light. Together they grew older and their bodies began to change. Brynda no longer saw her tyress friend as a boy. His body changed and matured into that of lizard man. Brynda also noticed how her body took on sensual curves but because she helped her father at the forge, toned strong muscle mixed with her womanly body. The young woman noticed how Wes touched her golden blonde hair and seemed to linger. 


     One night she had a heated dream of Wes touching her and licking her skin. The sensations were so powerful she woke up drenched in sweat and a dull ache between her legs. She lay back down and thought of her dear Wes, warmth rushing to her womb.  


     “Vala, help me understand.” The maiden whispered to a long dead goddess. 


     *** 


     Brynda traced the lines of muscle along Wes’s back. Wes lifted his serpentine face and looked up with bright green eyes. Magic flowed around them as forbidden thoughts whipped at their resolve. Wes laid motionless, eyes drinking in Brynda’s beauty. The young woman knew what she wanted, what they both wanted. Body heat mixed in the cool shade. 


     Neither of them looked to the basket of food and wine, they only had eyes for each other. Brynda had no experience with love making. She tried desperately to remember the few times she walked in on her parent’s mid-union but the images didn’t agree with her and they slipped away. She hoped Wes would take her so she didn’t have to make a fool out of herself.  


     Wes was frozen, unsure how to proceed. His inexperience was just as obvious as hers. The two had grown close but neither could bring themselves to make the first move. Frustration flushed Brynda’s cheeks as she gently pushed Wes off of her. The tyress lay on his side as Brynda pulled at the fabric on her shoulder. The young woman pulled at the other strap of fabric on her other shoulder and the top of her dress slipped down. Pale hands clutched to the dress just as it was about to expose her ample breasts. Brynda could feel her own nipples point against the fabric and her hands.  


     Wes continued to watch, eyes trapped on Brynda and waiting for what was coming next. Brynda let out a deep sigh and pulled her hands away. White fabric fell and pooled around her waist, exposing her breasts to her friend. Pink nipples pointed outward and her chest defied the pull of gravity. Wes stared for long moments before shifting a little closer. 


     Brynda grew hotter the closer Wes moved. A strong scaled hand reached out and cupped a heavy creamy breast. Brynda shuddered when Wes’s thumb glided over her pointed peak. Wes silently explored Brynda’s warm skin, sending shivers up and down her spine. His long thing tongue snaked out and licked at her nipple. Brynda gasped and her breath grew heavy. Wes’s tongue was about a foot long and the end sent tingles through her. A fire burned deep within and Wes’s playful licking only made Brynda hungry for more. 


     The tyress continued to taste Brynda’s flesh while squeezing her chest. Brynda found her hips moving of their own accord and her thighs opening with each gentle lashing of her nipple. Her eyes glanced down to see Wes’s loin cloth barely containing his hardening member. The young woman had seen cocks before on animals and some drunken villagers during celebrations but Wes’s was impressive. The more she stared, the harder it grew until it slipped out from behind the simple piece of cloth. Wes’s cock was smooth and as dark as he was. It had a bulbous spear point with a tiny slit at the end. Curiosity took over as she fought wave after wave of pleasure. Wes continued licking as Brynda reached down and wrapped her fingers around the shaft. 


     Wes gave a deep hiss but did not stop whipping her nipple with his tongue. Brynda gave a mischievous smirk as she tightened her grip and began stroking him. Together, small gasps and moans floated into the air. Wetness spilled from between the maiden’s thighs as she slowly stroked the cock in her hand.  


     The tyress male took in a deep sniff and his eyes pointed downward. Tongue retracting, he looked at Brynda’s lap. The maiden stroked him a little harder, wanting to please him. Wes put a scaled hand on Brynda’s shoulder and gently laid her back. The strength in his hand was enough to cause Brynda to surrender as her back touched the blanket and she gazed up at the leaves and branches overhead. Hands grabbed at her white dress over her legs and slowly pulled it up. Brynda helped Wes as she too took hold of her dress and lifted it up further. Her heart beat like a drum and wet seductive feelings took over. 


     Wes gazed at Brynda’s womanly mound. Tongue snaking out, he could see the hint of wetness glistening from her maidenhood. Brynda kept staring up at the branches when a burst of ecstasy flared along her nerves. The sensations were so powerful she nearly bucked her hips. Brynda closed her eyes as Wes’s tongue glided along her line, gently pushing in along her folds and grazing her pink nub. Brynda’s mouth made a perfect O as she took in deep breaths. Wes lingered, tongue touching her sensitive spot once again and causing a moan to escape Brynda’s lips. 


     Heart thudding like it was going to explode out of her chest; Brynda’s hands clutched the side of Wes’s serpent head, holding him in place. The tyress continued his onslaught of pleasure. The maiden quivered as he touched and licked her nub over and over again. Brynda felt an emptiness consume her. She needed more than his tongue to quench her thirst.  


     “Please take me.” Brynda whispered. 


     Wes lifted his head and drew back his long tongue into his mouth, savoring Brynda’s taste. “I would be honored my golden beauty.” Wes said in perfect common. 


     The tyress crawled over Brynda, eyes taking in her beauty and tongue slipping out to touch her nubile flesh. Goosebumps rose along her skin as she tried to control her breathing. Glancing down, she could see Wes’s member was fully hard and pointing parallel to his body like a threatening spear. Eyes looking up, she saw kindness swirling with natural lust. The two had known each other a long time but now it was like they were meeting for the first time anew.  


     Brynda whispered a small gasp as the tip of his cock grazed her tight opening. Wes was gentle as a he pressed against her, massaging her opening with his spear head. The black smith’s daughter felt her body glow. Urges caused her to move her hips against his hard member. Wetness spilled out, coating him. Wes hugged Brynda close as his cock pushed at her opening. 


     Brynda’s world opened as did she. Pain spiked with pleasure but it wasn’t enough to stop their embrace. Slowly, Wes penetrated the young maiden and moans of approval rose up Brynda’s throat. Pain fell away and pleasure soared. The connection that seemed to always be there blazed brighter than a hundred sunrises. Arms wrapped round each other, bodies moved with surprising grace and care. 


     New sensations welled up as urges pushed them on and on. Brynda buried her face into Wes’s smooth neck while he held her protectively. Long moments of pleasure rained down on the young couple before their movements became heated with growing uncontrollable lust. Wes grunted and Brynda moaned. Eyes widened and backs arched. It was too much for the young lovers and they cried out. Wes’s cock bulged and Brynda tightened around him. Spurts of warmth filled the maiden while magical explosions fired off along Brynda’s nerves. Their bodies moving of their own accord, the two continued until they collapsed in a heap of arms, legs and giggles. The two held each other, unknown to a darkness moving toward them. 


     Streaks of red filled the sky. Wes looked up and hissed. The couple was soon to their feet, Wes moving in front of Brynda. Several of the village folk were walking toward them. Brynda’s heart leaped in her chest when she saw her father leading the group of men. The look on his face was of rage and disappointment. He pointed his hand and the other men with him charged. 


     Wes growled and met them halfway. Claws flashed and sliced at them. One man screamed from a slash across his neck while another grunted as claws sliced open a thigh. Brynda cried out for them to stop but it was too late. Despite Wes’s valiant efforts, more men joined the charge and he was overwhelmed. 


     Clutching her dress to her nude body, Brynda cried, screamed and begged for them to let him go. Her father ignored his daughter’s cry for mercy. A villager threw a rope over a thick branch and began tying a noose. Brynda grabbed her father’s shirt as she fell to her knees. She begged him to spare the tyress. Eyes like steel, he directed the men to tie the lizard filth’s neck. 


     “I love you!” Wes cried loudly as the rope was pulled tight around his neck. 


     “I love you!” Brynda cried back. 


     The black smith was silent but nodded his head. Two men pulled the rope at the other end, hoisting Wes into the air. Brynda could not look away. Her father wrapped fingers around her neck to make sure she watched the whole thing. Wes struggled and gasped as the rope tightened more and more. Brynda’s heart began to harden as Wes’s struggles grew weaker and weaker. 


     When it was all over, Brynda fell to her knees, staring at her now dead lover hanging motionlessly. Her father tried to tell her why he did it. He talked about hearing her whispering serpent speak while she slept. How he followed her the other week and saw her speaking to the tyress and how he touched her hair. How it had to be done so she could have a normal life and not a life of Vala’s discarded teachings. 


     Brynda stayed on her knees, lost to a pain so deep it cut at her very spirit. A wound appeared over her heart and she knew for the rest of her life it would never heal. That very night she gathered what meager possessions she had and ran off. Years passed. She buried the pain and fought the world with every ounce of her being. A travelling knight found the young woman, strong and filled with a fighting spirit. He took it upon himself to train her for the world of Navarr was not kind to a lone woman in the wilds. Brynda trained and travelled until she was ready. Saying goodbye, she struck out on her own to find her way and welcome her fate. Bedding down one night in the woods, the young knight felt strange dreams invade her mind’s eye.  


      Images shifted and turned but Brynda was on her knees, drinking in the tragedy of love forever lost. The nightmare of Wes swinging from the tree played on as a robed figure appeared in the distance, walking toward the maiden. In blinks of an eye, the figure moved closer and closer until it stood in front of Brynda. The maiden looked up and saw the womanly shape despite the concealing robe. Half of the woman’s face smiled as shadows covered her eyes. 


     “Poor child.” The robed figure said with genuine sadness. 


     “I have this dream nearly every night. I wish it would get better but it doesn’t.” Brynda sighed. 


     “Your pain has consumed you. I wish to relieve you of your burdens.” 


     Brynda gave a sardonic smile. “Are you death?” 


     The robed figure’s smile grew brighter. “I am life. I am love.” 


     Brynda looked up. “There is no love in this world. Vala is dead.” 


     The figure bent down and cupped Brynda’s chin. “If I were dead then I would not be here, now, talking to one of the faithful.” 


     Brynda’s eyes widened. “Goddess?” 


     “Yes, my little one. Vala returns to bring love and healing back to our world.” 


     


  




  

     Two 


     The dreamscape shifted as Brynda slowly rose to her feet. Clouds in the sky moved incredibly fast and plants swayed in unnatural directions. The robed woman continued to face the maiden but no wind ruffled her cloak. Sun and Moon passed through the sky, spiraling as if the very heavens would fly apart. Brynda took a step closer and bowed her head. 


     “Is it true? You have returned to us?” Brynda asked astonished. 


     “I have.” Vala smiled. 


     “How can this be? The world thinks you’re dead?” 


     “With time, the tales of my resurrection shall be told but I am here for you.” 


     Brynda’s eyes looked away. “It’s too late for me. I wait now for death so I can end my suffering. My life is over and I’m simply waiting for it to end.” 


     “You have travelled far and yet death has not taken you. You rejected the family name of Smith and instead took Knightborn. Your pain has made you a force to be reckoned with and death has come close yet it has not seen fit to take you just yet.” 


     “I left my village so I could meet my end. Little did I know it would take so long?” Brynda kept her gaze on the weaving tall yellow grass. 


     “Would you end your pain if you had a chance?”  


     “I would end the pain but not the memory of my friend and lover.” 


     “We can end your suffering but you must follow my teachings, open your heart so you may heal yourself and another.” 


     Brynda sighed. “I have no room in my heart for myself or another.” 


     Vala continued. “The decision will always be yours but continue on your journey. Look for the signs. You will meet a shadow elf and you will find a torn white dress. These will be my clues to healing the terrible pain you endure.” 


     “This is only a dream. You can’t be Vala. She is dead.” Brynda said with growing doubt. 


     “Remember my words. I will be with you.” The cloaked figure smiled and faded away as storm clouds brewed in the distance. 


     Brynda looked away as dread filled her heart. A black snake reared up behind the maiden. Brynda turned to see large fangs and open maw right before the serpent struck. 


     *** 


     Brynda woke with a start. Eyes blinking, the dark cloudy morning blanketed her vision with a haze of gray. Dream fading, the young knight sat up and took in her surroundings. The forest was quiet as gray skies filled the world above her little campsite. The fire pit smoked and a damp chill was seeping into her exposed shoulders and neck.  


     Brynda let out a long deep sigh before shedding her warm blanket onto the sleeping roll. Nearly nude save for her small clothes, Brynda stretched her arms up and spread her fingers. Stiff muscles ached from sleeping on the forest floor and the young knight attempted to stretch the very ache from them. After a few peaceful moments, Brynda let her arms fall and she kneeled down to her back pack.  


     Hands rummaged through the pack before pulling out a small piece of stale bread. Hungrily, Brynda ate her last bit of food and took a swig of water from her travelling canteen. Supplies were nearly gone but the knight knew of a town just a few miles down the road. She would stop and gather more supplies as she travelled on to the Imperial Capital. There was word of a gathering of knights to purge the North Lands of orcs. The rubies would be plentiful if death did not claim her first. 


     A horse kicked at the dirt with frustration. Brynda looked over and smiled. “I haven’t forgotten you.” 


     The knight pulled the last two carrots she had and walked over to the majestic steed. One hand ruffled his mane as she fed the carrots to his waiting mouth. The horse ate them greedily as was their ritual every morning. 


     “When we reach town, I will purchase more carrots and maybe a real meal for both of us.” 


     The horse finished the last bit of carrots and bowed his head slightly. Brynda walked over to her pile of clothes and armor. The horse watched as she dressed. Brynda buckled pieces of armor to her body. After a few long moments she was fully dressed and armored. It was easier to travel in her leather armor but she knew she had to be as intimidating as she could riding into any town. Thieves and robbers would think twice before assaulting a knight in full armor. 


     Brynda poured dirt on her small fire pit. After that she broke a low branch from a tree and used it to sweep the area, covering any trace she was here. With a mighty hoist, the knight was on her horse. I quick click of her tongue against her teeth and her steed began to trot through the forest. 


     It didn’t take long before she was out of the gloomy woods and back on the road. The gray sky spread all the way to the horizon. Quietly the knight rode as the clopping of hooves broke the tender silence.  


     Smoke rose high into the air as a bustling town came into view. Brynda felt a small amount of relief knowing she could sleep in a real bed and Carrot would get a full meal. It was already late afternoon and Brynda’s stomach growled in protest. A sign came into view and it read “Town of Fark”.  


     The knight held her head high as she strode in on her steed. Townsfolk took in the sight of a knight walking into their humble town. Brynda kept her eyes sharp as people bowed their head to her. A swinging sign with the words “The Happy Elf Inn” greeted the knight as she rode down Main Street.  


     Brynda snapped the reins in the direction of the Inn and Carrot complied. Moments later she dismounted and tied Carrot’s reins to the post. Armor clanked as she pulled her back pack from the saddle bag and took a few steps to the door. Because of her height and the pommel of her long sword sticking up from behind her neck, the knight had to duck down as she entered the inn. 


     Warmth spilled over her exposed face as she stepped into the main room. Tables filled the floor with a bar off to the side. Patrons talked loudly until Brynda stepped in, the wooden door closing behind her. The air grew quiet and a few pairs of eyes glanced around nervously. Brynda ignored everyone as she stepped to the bar, pulled out a high stool and sat. 


     From the corner of the bar a door opened and a plump shadow elf walked out. Brynda eyed the elf as she walked over, smiling brightly. The knight never saw such a voluptuous elf before and couldn’t hide her eyes drinking it all in. The shadow elf moved behind the bar, her red eyes filled with cheer as she stood before the female knight. 


     “Welcome to the Happy Elf Inn. What can I do for you dearie?” smiled the shadow elf. 


      “I need lodgings, a good meal and my horse seen to.” Brynda said flatly. 


     “As you wish, beautiful knight. Would you like a beverage? You must be thirsty.” 


     Brynda had to fight back the urge to smile. She had travelled all over Southern Navarr and never came across such a happy shadow elf. They tended to dwell in dark forests where the sun never touches the ground and practice wicked magic. Hints of memory bubbled to the surface. Fragments of a dream played out but Brynda pushed it all away. 


     “Ale and a mug of water.” Brynda said simply. 


     The shadow elf bowed and turned to bottles lining a shelf. Brynda took in the room. The townsfolk seemed to fall back into their discussions and drinks, paying the knight no mind. A group of men were listening intently as one man stood up from his chair making himself as big as he could. 


     “…You should have seen it! It was as large as a full-grown horse and swooped down from the sky, breathing fire. It burned one of my sheep to a crisp before stabbing its claws into it and lifting it into the air.” The man said with wide eyes. 


     “Was this before or after you were drinking?” One of the men laughed loudly. 


     The group roared with laughter as the story teller grinded his jaw. “I’m telling you it was real! Some of you must have lost sheep to it? It can’t be attacking just my herd!” 


     “I chased off a dire wolf the other night. The thing had already eaten one and was opening up a second one. It could be the same beast.” Another man said with a smirk. 


     “Dire wolves don’t have wings and scales. It was a dragon I tell you!” The story teller said with desperation. 


     “Everyone knows dragons live north, pass the Burning Lands and they want nothing to do with us.” Another man chimed in. 


     Brynda turned her body slightly so she could hear a little better. Curiosity poked at her mind. Dragons used to be huge beasts but over the thousands of years they became smaller and smaller. Most sightings up north were of dragons the size of Carrot and even those were rare. A dragon so far south would be enough to give anyone pause. 


     The shadow elf leaned in and put two mugs down before Brynda. “Don’t listen to that lot. All of them are drunken farmers and when they are not spinning fantastic tales, they are drowning in spirits every night.” 


      “Could there be any truth to what they are saying?” Brynda gave a quick sideways glance to her hostess.” 


     “You fancy yourself a slayer? Looking for work? I’m sure old Gus will pay a hefty bag of rubies if you slay his dragon.” The shadow elf giggled. 


     Brynda took her cup of ale, brought it to her lips and drank it down until it was empty. She put it back down on the bar and motioned for another. “I’m always looking for work.” 


     “The Town Hall will have a few bounties that need looking into. No dragon slaying though.” The shadow elf shrugged. 


     Brynda opened her mouth to speak but was stopped short when a drunken man nearly crashed into her and the bar. The man was disheveled and reeked of spirits. Brynda nearly put her hand to her nose. The shadow elf barkeep gave the man a tired gaze. 


     “Please Skella, one more bottle of ale.” The man struggled to say. 


     “You have had enough, Mort. Go home and sleep it off.” Skella said with sad disdain. 


     Mort looked around like a lost soul, trying to piece together the world around him. He turned and nearly fell over but Brynda caught him.  


     The shaken man looked up into Brynda’s eyes. “She had beautiful yellow hair like yours.” 


     Skella had picked up a broom and used the end to stab Mort in the ribs. “Stop pestering my customers. Will I have to throw you into the street again? She is gone and you should move on with your life.” 


     “She was my life.” Mort whispered to himself. 


     Brynda let go and Mort shuffled away, confused and sad. The crowd continued on as if nothing happened. Skella watched as Mort walked to the door and stepped out into the dying evening light. 


     “Poor wretched man, daughter disappeared months ago. She was all he had left after his wife fell to the plague.” 


     “What happened to his daughter?” Brynda sipped her water. 


     “No one really knows. One night she disappeared. Some whisper that she ran off for the Imperial City. Others say she was kidnapped because of her beauty. All I know is Mort was devastated and it is only a matter of time before he kills himself with spirits. I cut him off all the time but he still manages to find a bottle to drown in.” 


     A vague thought pushed from deep within Brynda’s mind. An odd feeling rattled a mental door but the knight couldn’t bring herself to answer why. Skella took the empty ale mug and filled it again. She placed the wooden cup down and her dark fingers brushed the back of Brynda’s hand. A spark swelled and both women locked eyes on each other. Brynda’s eyes widened but only for a moment before taking a neutral gaze. Skella’s face on the other hand was painted with pure shock. 


     “She… she touched you.” Skella said with a hiss of wonderment. 


     “You must be mistaken.” Brynda said trying to keep her own shock in check. Dream memories flooded her mind and the knight fought to regain control. 


     “My race loved her more than any other. We know when she has touched a being, giving them purpose.” 


     “Talking about her will get us both hanged. Silence or I will silence you.” Brynda nearly growled. 


     Skella’s smile grew wide as she stared at Brynda with knowing. “She told me in a dream I would meet one who was touched with purpose. I never expected it to be a child of man. I thought it would be one of my kind.” 


     Images of Vala swirled through Brynda’s mind. She could not contain the maelstrom of memories, Wes hanging from a tree, her father making her watch, and the robed figure of a goddess filling her scarred heart with a glint of hope.” 


     “I will take a key for my room. Bring my food to me.” Brynda said with a clenched fist. 


     Skella continued to smile as she knelt down behind the bar. The shadow elf stood up and handed a small key with a ribbon. “Take my largest room, top of the stairs, end of the hall. Do not worry about the costs. A ruby will be fine.” 


     Brynda snatched the key and stormed through the room. Patrons moved out of the way as the six-foot two knight barreled through the main room toward the stairs. The knight stormed toward the room at the end of the hall. She unlocked the door with the key and slammed it shut behind her. Only with the door closed did the knight begin to shake. Sadness played its weeping song as Brynda pressed her back to the door and let out a trembling breath. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     Cool evening air slithered through the partially open window. The sun had set and stars blinked to life against the purple sky. Brynda sat on a chair, looking out into the darken sky. The chair was turned around so her arms and chin were resting on the back. Warm light flickered behind her from the small fire crackling in the fireplace.  Wounded memories hobbled through her as she tried to push away their out stretched meager hands. 


     The horizon was nothing more than a dark shape of mountains and hills with stars glowing above them. It would have been beautiful if Brynda wasn’t lost to dreams, she cared not to have. The image of the robed goddess Vala played out over and over in her mind, taunting her with daunting possibilities. As much as the knight wanted to believe that the actual goddess came to her with a quest, part of her wondered if it was true. Could Vala be showing her the way back to her Wes? Was this the healing she was talking about? 


     A knock at the door woke the young woman from her trance. “Come in.” the knight said with a dash of annoyance. 


     The door opened and the plump shadow elf walked in with a tray filled with meat, fruit, vegetables and a goblet of wine. The shadow elf kicked the door closed behind her and moved with liquid grace to the small table, setting the tray down with practiced ease. 


     “Is there anything else you desire my lady?” Skella smiled. 


     “No.” Brynda said simply. 


     Skella nodded and turned for the door.  


     “Wait.” Brynda whispered. 


     Skella stopped in her tracks and turned around. 


     “Why would a goddess visit my dreams?” 


     Skella continued to smile as she walked over and sat in the second empty chair by the small table. “I cannot speak for all gods or goddesses but Vala has always dwelled in the dreamscape. It is a great blessing for her to visit you.” 


     “I never asked her to visit me.” 


     Skella looked to Brynda with understanding. “She is the goddess of love, passion and healing. There must be a reason she has chosen you.” 


     “I hold no love in my heart.” 


     “Then maybe this is to show you how to love.” 


     Brynda turned her gaze back out the window. “Tell Vala I will not accept her quest. She will have to find another to heal broken hearts.” 


     “It is not my place to tell Vala anything.” Skella reached out and touched Brynda’s cheek with the back of her fingers. “You must decide for yourself if you follow her ways or not.” 


     Brynda gently pushed away the shadow elf’s hand. “Thank you for listening. I will pack my things and leave tomorrow morning. Vala will have to find another to do her bidding.” 


     Skella pulled her hand back and bowed her head. A moment later she was out the door and closing it behind her. Brynda stood up and slid the chair she was on back under the table. Fingers pulled at a piece of meat and she put it to her lips. The taste was savory, the knight pulled another chunk. Eyes wandered until a burst of light caught her attention. Brynda turned her head to the window, eyeing the dark sky. The world was still as an ancient tomb.  


     While staring at the mountains to the west, another small burst of light flared and died in a matter of moments. The burst of light was too big to be torch or campfire. Was the drunken farmer telling the truth? There was a dragon this far south? Brynda wondered if she was the only one who saw the burst of light. Opening the window wider, she poked her head out to look at the town below. It was late and most lights were out in the wooden dwellings and shops. She couldn’t have been the only person to see such a flash. 


     Brynda stared hard at the darkness, waiting for another flash but none came. Time ticked away but the mountains remained dark. After some time, the knight smirked to herself. All the talk of Vala and drunken ramblings from the locals must have played tricks with her mind. The time on the road must have been harder than she previously thought. The knight picked up the goblet and drank down the last of the wine. Shedding her clothes, Brynda slid into bed and under furry animal skins. The knight smiled at her own foolishness as darkness claimed her and she fell into sleeps warm embrace. 


     *** 


     Carrot was loaded up with supplies. Brynda ran her fingers through his thick mane and made sure everything was secure. The knight decided to not wear her knight’s armor; instead, she put on her leather armor. Hair tied and long sword strapped to her back, the young knight put a booted foot into a stirrup and hoisted herself onto the saddle.  


     Skella was at the door to the inn, waving and blowing kisses to Brynda as Carrot began to trot. Brynda didn’t want to be rude so she gave a quick wave back and began trotting out of town. The knight was filled with new vitality as she left the small town. Resting in a real bed and a belly filled with food only made the start to the day that much more promising. 


     The town slowly faded into the sun-drenched lands. The light was warm and welcoming. Carrot kept a good pace and it was apparent he was in a good mood for a horse. Brynda took in the countryside as they continued on toward the Imperial City. The knight resumed thinking about how she will serve the emperor fighting back the orc invasions. 


     Lost deep in thought, a fork in the road appeared. Two signs were nailed to a wooden post, one leading to the main road and another, nearly rotting. Brynda galloped closer to make out the words on the rotting sign. It simply read “Castle Fark”. Brynda took in her surroundings. Looking off to the left, she saw the familiar outline of the mountains where she saw the bright flash. A ruined road led in the same direction. Grass and weeds poked up from broken cobblestone as a gentle breeze ruffled leaves from thick trees. 


     The farmers talking about dragons and her strange experience of the flashing light caused the young knight to pause. The town would pay handsomely for the head of a dragon if one was lurking in the mountains. Brynda thought back to all manner of beasts she had slain in defense and profit. If she rooted out the monster then maybe she would have a few more rubies in her purse or meet her fateful end. 


     Brynda stared for a few more moments to the west before looking away. “Not today. My death waits in the Burning Lands, fighting for the good of the people.” The young knight said to Carrot and patted his neck. 


     Carrot trotted to the right road toward the Imperial City. Brynda felt her spirit lift.  Deep down Brynda knew seeing Vala in her dreams was just that, a dream. The young knight knew she was in control of her own destiny and no forgotten god or goddess would direct her path. 


     The fork in the road was nearly out of sight. The weight of the dream had nearly faded from the young knight’s shoulders. The wind picked up a little and Brynda let her face bask in the late morning sun. Closing her eyes, Brynda took in the fresh air and let out a cleansing breath. Suddenly, a large shadow blotted out the light on Brynda’s face. Opening her eyes, the young night watched in disbelief as a large winged shadow circled above. 


     Instinct took over as she kicked her heels into Carrot’s sides. The horse bolted forward. Brynda glanced up to see a black winged creature following them. Even in the sunlight, bright green eyes shimmered as they locked onto Brynda and Carrot. 


     Brynda turned her focus to the road ahead. A tree line was ahead of them. The knight knew if she could reach it then the creature would be too big to follow for very long. A roar above sent a shiver up and down her spine. Carrot was breathing heavy, pumping all four legs. Warmth blanketed the area and a stream of flames seared the road ahead of them. Brynda pulled back on the reins and Carrot whined from the heat and tips of flames licking his front hooves. 


     Brynda drew her long sword and attempted to turn Carrot around but lost her balance when the ground rumbled. Carrot regained his balance and turned to his master’s commands. Brynda took in a deep breath as she gazed at the scaled creature on the road. 


     Wings out stretched, the scaled monster eyed the knight with a sinister intelligence. Maw open, small flames leaked as the winged beast shuffled slightly on the road, judging the knight with her sword drawn. Brynda had seen paintings and heard the stories of dragons but to see one this close was awe-inspiring and horrific. Muscles moved under thick scaled skin. Serpentine eyes glowed with intensity as the dragon took a step forward. 


     Shock turned to anger and anger turned into focus. The young knight dug her heels into Carrot and charged the monster. The dragon charged to meet the knight. The area vibrated from the dragon’s roar. Brynda could feel death close, ready to take her away so she could meet her Wes on the other side. Sunlight beamed off her sword, giving it a golden aura. Brynda turned the blade slightly to reflect the sun into the charging dragon’s eyes. Claws flashed as the monster was nearly upon her when the light of the sword caused the monster to blink. 


     Carrot whined as a tip of a claw slashed along his side. Brynda was already raising her leg to push her body off the saddle, the dragon’s claw slicing through the leather stirrup. Brynda tumbled off and struck the ground hard. The dragon, which was roughly the same size as Carrot, flashed claws once again, driving them deep into the wounded horse. Carrot reared up, kicking out with his front hooves. The dragon winced as hooves struck at its neck and shoulder. 


     Brynda was already on her feet. Carrot’s eyes were wide as he fought with every ounce of his being against the black dragon. Sword pointed, Brynda rushed the dragon. The sword point wedged between two armored scales and the dragon roared in pain. The knight continued to push, gritting her teeth as the blade pushed deeper and deeper into the wound. 


     The dragon roared again and slashed outward. Brynda watched as claws sliced through Carrot’s neck. The light faded from his eyes and her steed fell to the ground, blood spilling from the throat wound. Brynda screamed as she drove the sword point another ten inches into the dragon. The beast growled as it curled a clawed hand around the blade and pulled the sword from its shoulder. Brynda pulled the sword back to stab at it again when the dragon balled its clawed hand into a fist. The knight was stabbing forward when the dragon backhanded her across the chest. 


     Brynda felt herself fly through the air, senses knocked into confusion. The knight tumbled and rolled. She moaned as she tried to regain her wits. Lifting up on her hands, the knight turned to see the dragon pick up the lifeless carcass of Carrot and fly off. Dazed, she watched as the dragon flapped mighty wings in the direction of Castle Fark. 


     The young knight lifted herself back onto her feet. She dusted herself off and looked to the west where the dragon disappeared into the mountains. Sheathing her sword, the young woman broke into a run, back to the fork in the road. All around her she could feel death mocking her, taunting her, whispering that her suffering was not over. Brynda pushed it all away. If it was truly her time to die then she would welcome it but not before she made sure the dragon felt her cold blade in its chest. 


     Brynda reached the fork in the road and eyed the sign pointing to Castle Fark. She continued in a quick pace over the overgrown cobblestones toward her doom. 


     


  




  

     Four 


     The sun dipped lower in the afternoon sky. Brynda held her sword out and crept quietly along the broken stone path. Senses sharp, she looked for any movement or sound of the serpent beast. The ruins of the castle lay before her, the walls crumbling and rusty gates lay on the ground. The area smelled of foreboding but the knight pressed on. The knight stepped into the courtyard, careful not to make a sound. Brynda was sure the dragon must be here. She looked for signs but the air was still as a tomb. 


     Several towers pointed into the sky from the main keep. Brynda looked to the front double doors of the castle where they to lay broken, wood rotting to dust. Patches of tall grass poked up from in between the stony courtyard floor. A broken fountain lay cracked and unused in the middle of the courtyard. 


     Brynda stepped closer, passing the fountain and nearly reaching the front entrance. Something white caught her eye. The knight looked down to see a shredded and tattered white dress. Brynda grimaced as she saw faded bloodstains against the dirty white fabric. Images of Vala welled up and Brynda silently cursed to herself. Was this what the goddess was saying? Did the dragon steal the young woman from town? Will slaying the dragon heal the man who lost his daughter? 


     Brynda shook off the questions and proceeded to the task at hand. She didn’t understand how any of this was to heal her wounded heart but the knight knew if she slayed the dragon then she would feel better for having lost her steed. It could mean her end but it would be worth it, for the last creature she ever cared for was murdered and taken away. 


     The blonde knight moved over the threshold and into the main hall. Cool air flowed as she stepped further and further in. All her supplies were still in the saddle bags so she could not light a torch or lantern. Inky shadows crowded out the light from outside. The further in she moved, the more her eyes adjusted to the darkness. Massive stone pillars lined up down the middle of the main hall and along the walls. The castle would be impressive if it wasn’t such a crumbling ruin.  


     Nothing moved as Brynda stepped further in. The knight pushed away the small nagging doubt that the dragon may not be here. It could have continued flying to some secret lair. But something else pushed at her heart, telling her the serpent beast was here. Brynda gripped her sword handle tighter, ready to anything. 


     A wave of heat filled the grand main hall. Brynda threw her back to a pillar, sword held close to her chest. A rhythmic breathing pulsed through the still air. The knight inched around the pillar and peeked around the back of the main hall. Two glowing serpent eyes blinked as something big moved in. 


     “I know you’re there. I can sense your heart.” breathed a deep voice, sound bouncing off the ancient walls. 


     Brynda remained silent. 


     “You are free to leave. No harm will come to you.” The deep voice said with a tired edge. 


     Brynda tried to locate exactly where the voice was coming from. If she could draw out the beast then she would have a better chance at slaying the monster. The dragon moved further in, its serpent head glancing around pillar after pillar. Brynda managed to peek again and see the side of the dragon’s neck as it looked around a pillar in the opposite direction. The knight knew this would be her only chance. 


     Silent as a ghost, the knight slipped around the pillar, sword high. The dragon shrouded in darkness managed to turn just as Brynda was in striking distance. Brynda’s eyes were wild as she slashed downward, blood lust etched into her face. The dragon shifted and swung his neck away, inches from the blade. Brynda’s blade struck downward and sparked against the stone floor. 


     The dragon reared up, face snarling and claws gleaming against the darkness. Brynda screamed as she charged, knowing this would be her end. The knight knew true freedom was knowing nothing mattered anymore. She would be free soon and reunited with her long-lost friend and lover for eternity. 


     Green serpent eyes watched as the child of man slashed at him. Each time the blade would just miss as the dragon shifted. Insanity gripped the woman as she moved with a flurry of attacks. The dragon kept his distance but found itself taking a defensive stance. The pure madness of this woman caused the dragon to back to a pillar. Brynda charged and the dragon knocked away the blade in mid swing. The knight held onto her sword and regained her balance for another strike. 


     The dragon reared its head, flames and smoke pouring from its mouth when the tip of the sword stabbed his chest and slid off an armored scale. A burst of flame shot out as Brynda spun away. Flames scorched stone. Brynda slipped behind a pillar, rounded it and threw her entire body at the side of the dragon’s exposed side. The dragon stopped spewing flames only to roar in pain. The tip of Brynda’s blade had penetrated its thick hide but only a few inches. The dragon raised his tail, ready to strike. 


     “Skeet su folus san sukar, drogoss!” screamed Brynda as she drew back, ready to strike again. 


     The dragon paused and it was long enough for Brynda’s blade to stab at his hide a little deeper. With pain rippling up the dragon’s body, a clawed hand wrapped around Brynda’s waist and pushed. The knight went spiraling to the floor but she managed to keep hold of her sword. The knight was back on her feet and ready to charge again. 


     “You know serpent speak?” The dragon asked astonished. 


     Brynda ignored the question and dashed toward the beast, sword high. The dragon’s eyes shifted to something off to Brynda’s right. The knight continued forward, sword ready to hack and carve out dragon hide. A large creature bounded out of the darkness, tail whipping out. Brynda cried out as something scaly smacked her entire right side. Sword flew from her hand as her body struck a nearby pillar. The knight bounced and landed on the hard stone floor. The world melted into cloudy confusion. The dragon she had been fighting moved closer to her exposed form. A second dragon appeared from the shadows, a smirking grin on its face. 


     Brynda tried to get up but her body wasn’t responding. Two serpentine heads moved close, watching to see what she would do next. Brynda let out a whispered curse before darkness closed in around her. The dragons faded away and the outside world ceased to be. 


     


  




  

     Five 


     Strange whispers floated into Brynda’s mind. She could feel herself laying on something soft. Eyes blinked open and warmth covered her body like a blanket. The glow of a fire filled the room with moving shadows. High openings showed it was night outside. The knight slowly sat up and instantly felt dizziness. Hands clutched at soft animal furs. Brynda tried to regain her wits but it was slow going. 


     Looking around she could see she was in a large chamber. The floor was covered in animal skins. A fire crackled in a large fireplace. A table and two chairs were off to the side. On the table contained a metal plate with seared meat and fruit. Brynda took a deep breath and then noticed something around her neck. Fingers reached up and touched a thin metal collar. A chain rattled lightly every time she moved. Fingers moved along the collar to the back of it, touching a chain. A quick turn of her head and she could see a metal chain pooled at her side. One end linked to her collar while the other end was anchored to a stone wall. Touching her own body, she felt she wasn’t bleeding but her right side was a little sore. Smooth fabric covered her. Brynda looked down to see she was wearing a simple flowing white dress and nothing else. She didn’t have her boots or clothes. She could feel that she wasn’t even wearing her small clothes. 


     Opposite the fireplace, a large wooden door opened. A man walked in wearing a long thick robe and a concerned arch on his brow. Brynda pulled at the chain instantly but it held fast. The knight was on her bare feet and stepping back as the man walked half way in but kept his distance. 


     “Why am I captive? Where are the dragons?” Brynda nearly growled. 


     “You are a guest. Please have some food. You have been out for hours.” The man gave a weak smile. 


     Brynda stared for a long moment. The man’s bright green eyes shined like emeralds amid the strong lines on his face. “Do you normally chain up your guests?” 


     “I normally do for protection.” 


     Brynda’s eyes narrowed. “How does chaining me up protect me?” 


     The man took his hands and smoothed down his robe. “It is not to protect you but to protect us.” 


     Brynda could feel the rage bubble up her neck. “I know the stories. I know your kind can change shape!” 


     “Then you see why we must protect ourselves.” The man moved to the table and took a seat. 


     “Release me and give me my sword so I can run you through and be done with this day.” 


     The man let a small smile slip. “I do not think that will work for both of our sakes. You entered our home and tried to slay us.” 


     “You killed my horse and took my items.” 


     The smile faded from the man’s lips. “For that I am truly sorry. My brother can be a bit overzealous when he hunts. I instructed him not to bother the townsfolk any longer for fear they would hunt us. Instead, my brother went for the next available meal he could find.” 


     The man stared for a few quiet moments. “Do you have a name?” 


     Brynda remained silent. 


     “My name is Dakarr. My brother’s name is Sukarr. We are descendants from the first dragons who created the world of Navarr.” 


     Brynda gave a sarcastic laugh. “Descendants? How quickly you have fallen as you hide in a ruined castle.” 


     “Even the great families can fall from their perches during their time on Navarr, please come and sit. Eat your fill.” 


     Brynda was about to tell him where he could shove his food when an ugly growl came from her stomach. With all the fighting and travelling, she had worked up a fierce hunger. Holding the chain, she reluctantly stepped closer. Dakarr eyed her as the knight looped the chain in one hand. When Brynda was close, she lashed out with the chain, aiming for his head. Dakarr moved with blur, his hand grabbing the chain in midair. His other hand took hold of Brynda’s shoulder and sat her down nearly instantly. 


     Dakarr let the chain fall to the fur covered floor and took a seat opposite of Brynda. “You are a guest in my home. If you continue to be rude then I will have no choice but to chain your hands together.” 


     Brynda couldn’t believe his strength and speed. She hid her amazement from her host and simply sat with defiance in her eyes. Dakarr moved the plate of food closer to Brynda, sat and waited. The knight looked down at the meat and thoughts of Carrot came to mind. 


     “The meat is mutton, not horse.” Dakarr said simply. 


      Brynda hesitated but another growl from her stomach caused her to reach for the food and begin stuffing her mouth. Dakarr kept a neutral expression as the young woman wolfed down her food. The fire crackled behind Brynda as she stuffed a piece of strawberry in her mouth. 


     “Tell me, how does a child of man know serpent speak? Not many know the nuances of the language. You seemed to know it perfectly.” 


     Brynda stopped eating, her eyes giving a faraway look. “A friend taught it to me.” 


     “They must be an impressive friend. The tyress and children of men do not get along. Finding a child of man who speaks the serpent tongue is rarer than finding jewels at the bottom of the ocean.” 


     “Why do you care?” Brynda said, eyes locking on Dakarr’s. 


     Dakarr shrugged his broad shoulders. “We don’t receive many guests here. You are a mystery and my curiosity is piqued.” 


     “And when you are done with your mystery, will I be flung from the windows to the courtyard below like your previous guest?” 


     A pained expression touched the corner of his eyes. “I can understand your mistrust. I doubt anything I say you will believe. For the time being, you will be our guest until we decide what to do next. I promise as your host that no harm will come to you under our roof. Sleep well and we can speak again tomorrow.” 


     Dakarr stood up and bowed. Brynda watched as he turned and walked to the door. Closing it behind him, Brynda could hear metal clicking and something sliding into place. The knight sat back in the chair, thoughts of Wes spilling into her mind and pain tickling at her heart. She was trapped and she knew it. Not having her sword or a means of escape caused despair to roll through her thoughts. The young woman stood up from the chair and lay amid the thick furs. Weariness flowed into her muscles. It didn’t take long for her eyes to close and gentle darkness sweeping her into lands of dreams. 


     *** 


     Brynda woke with a start. The fire had burned low but the room was still warm. Looking to the window, it was still dark outside. Dim light caused the shadows in the room to grow larger with leering demonic faces. The still air was broken with the sound of talking off in the distance. 


     Brynda stood up and picked up her chain. Quietly she crept across the room to get as close to the door as she could. The chain clinked a few times but the talking seemed to drown it out. Brynda stopped short a few feet from the door. She knelt down slowly and listened intently. 


     “She cut me, therefore she is mine!”  


     “You forget yourself, brother. She is not a possession to be taken. She never would have come here if you didn’t take her horse. Now if we release her, she will bring others to our gates.” 


     “Then let me have her. I will ensure she never speaks to anyone again.” 


     “She is our guest and will be treated as such. It is the least we can do.” 


     A loud sneer echoed through the halls. 


     “Do you hear yourself, brother? She is a child of man. She is our play thing to do as we wish. Do you remember Vala’s words?” 


     Silence filled the air for a few moments. 


     “You misinterpret her teachings. Your perversions are your own.” 


     “You did not complain when the other one wanted both of us.” 


     “I regret that night. If it was truly magical then she wouldn’t have flung herself from the tower window.” 


     “She was filled with grief that she could not be with us for all time.” 


     “How do you know this?” 


     “We spoke on many occasions. Sadness curled around her heart. If she could not have both of us then she didn’t want to live.” 


     “Be that as it may, our guest will not be toyed with until we decide what we will do. She is not to be harmed. Do I make myself clear?” 


     “Yes brother, yes.” 


     When the talking stopped, Brynda quietly moved back to the furs and lay on them, taking one and wrapping herself in it. Time pressed on as Brynda lay on the furs, staring out the window into night’s embrace. There was no fear of her situation but a dim sadness seeped into her bones. Try as she might, the world seemed content to keep her alive. 


     “Vala, I don’t understand.” Brynda whispered. 


     Metal slid and a lock turned. Brynda sat up on her elbow to see the door open. A thinner man in a robe walked in carrying a glass bottle of water. Brynda remarked on the similarities of the brothers. While Dakarr had wide shoulders and a muscled form, this one was thinner with dark lines on his face. It could be none other than Sukarr, the dragon who killed Carrot. 


     “You are awake. Good. I have brought you some water.” smiled the thinner brother. 


      Brynda kept silent as the brother kneeled and stretched out a hand with the bottle in it. 


     “Take it. I’m sure you’re thirsty.” Sukarr smiled. 


     Uneasiness covered the knight as she stared at her captor. Moments ticked away until thirst won out. Brynda snatched the bottle from Sukarr, uncorked the top and drank deeply. It wasn’t long before the bottle was half empty and Brynda put it on her lap. Sukarr watched with a mischievous grin. 


     Brynda tapped the bottle while Sukarr simply stared. Fingers tightened around the neck of the bottle and an instant later, there was a crash. Sukarr didn’t move as Brynda held the neck of the broken bottle in her hand, sharp points of gleaming glass in the fire light. Brynda shoved the broken sharp end into Sukarr’s chest. The brother ‘s smile grew wider as the makeshift weapon shattered on contact. Brynda let the glass drop as she looped the chain in her left hand and brought it hard across. The metal smacked hard skin but didn’t cause Sukarr to move an inch. Brynda went to strike him again when his hand shot out and grabbed her wrist. 


     “That is not a way to treat your hosts.” Sukarr smiled and tightened his grip. 


     Pain flared up Brynda’s arm causing her to let go of the chain. Sukarr stood up bringing Brynda up with him. They stood nearly eye to eye, Sukarr just being an inch taller. Sukarr took hold of the chain and gave it a slight pull, causing Brynda to look at him. 


     The brother leaned forward and took in a deep sniff. “Your kind has such a sweet scent.” 


     Brynda was about to bring her fist up to punch her captor when her arms felt like dead weight. Weakness filled her limbs and she found it harder and harder to stand on her own accord. The world took a dizzy bent and it was difficult to keep her head up. 


     “That is the potion taking effect. You will be weak as a kitten so you do not cause any more trouble.” 


     Gently Sukarr laid Brynda on the furs. The knight could do nothing as Sukarr laid beside her. She stared unblinking as his hands moved along her leg. Strong fingers pulled up her dress slightly and gave her thigh a light squeeze. Brynda tried to fight, tried to do anything to break from this trance. Instead, small moans rose up her throat and her body trembled. 


     “Vala died because most could not accept the union between races. They found it an abomination to share our bodies. I wish to enjoy the old times when sharing our bodies was as common as eating and sleeping.” 


     Brynda tried to resist but more moans came up from her open mouth.  


     “My brother treats you as guest. I see you more as a pet. For now, I will only tease you but one night soon you will beg to have me take you.” 


     Sukarr let his tongue slither out, the end running along her neck. 


     “If you speak of this to my brother, I will deny it. For now, I simply want to drink in your beautiful form. No need to rush toward the feast. I have a feeling you will be with us for some time.” 


     Brynda managed to close her mouth. A second later she spit in Sukarr’s face. The dragon brother smiled but kept his hand on her thigh. Shadows danced from the fire light and the evil glint in Sukarr’s eyes told of horrors the dragon would perform on her, in her.  


     Sukarr reached up and pulled at the loose neck of her dress, exposing Brynda’s erect pink nipple. The brother cupped her ample breast and gave it a gentle squeeze, being sure to run his thumb over her nipple. This sent shivers through Brynda as she fought to control her body again. Sukarr continued to fondle his slave until he let out a deep breath.  


     The glow of dawn was fast approaching. Sukarr sat up and moved to his feet, leaving Brynda on the furs. The dragon in man form moved to the door, turned around and winked. 


     “I’m sure we will have such fun together but dawn approaches and it has been a long night.” 


     Brynda watched paralyzed as Sukarr stepped out and locked the door behind him. 


     


  




  

     Six 


     Brynda sat with her back to the wall. It was mid-morning and the chirping of birds sang their wondrous song. The door to her room opened and Dakarr stepped in with another plate of food. He strode over to the table and sat; his brow marked with concern. 


     “Did you sleep well?” 


     Brynda stayed where she was and said nothing. 


     Dakarr picked at a piece of meat and put it to his mouth. “If you are concerned about my brother, I sent him on an errand. He will be gone for some time.” 


     Brynda looked up to meet Dakarr’s green eyes. “He threatened to harm me if I talked to you. He gave me tainted water and fondled me. I do not fear death but your brother has designs for my body.” 


     Dakarr let out a sigh. “I do apologize for him. He cannot control himself sometimes.” 


     “I heard you both talking last night. Your previous guest threw herself from the window because she could not have both of you? I find it hard to believe.” Brynda said with a scowl. 


     Dakarr sat back in the chair as if lost to a memory. “My brother speaks lies with every breath he takes. He finds himself clever but I know him better than he knows himself. He will be gone for some time so you may relax until we can decide what to do next.” 


     Brynda stood up and crossed her arms. “I will continue to be your prisoner? Why not kill me and be done with it?” 


     Dakarr met Brynda’s gaze. “I cannot bring myself to kill one so beautiful.” 


     Brynda’s hard gaze softened but only for a moment. “You share your brother’s perversions?” 


     Dakarr shook his head. “No. I am a believer in Vala’s path. Love is given, not taken.” 


     “I don’t understand.” Brynda tried to not seem uncomfortable. There was a flash of a long-ago memory and it tugged at her heart. 


     “I can’t explain it but you contain a fire I haven’t seen in over three hundred years.” 


     Brynda turned away. “Is this some game? You play with me and then discard me?” 


     Dakarr stood up. His body moved like he wanted to move closer to Brynda but he stopped himself, hands clenching into tight fists.  


     “I have been a believer in Vala for a very long time. I exiled myself so I could continue on with her teachings. Children of men and dragons alike hunted those who would follow her path. I lost many of my family and friends during those dark times.” 


     Brynda’s gaze shifted to the floor. “There has been talk of Vala’s return.” 


     “I know. I hear the whispers. It stabs at my heart that she would bring someone like you to me.” 


     The knight shifted uncomfortably. “You speak of foolishness. There is no goddess trying to heal broken hearts. I am your prisoner and one way or another; you will murder me or let me go.” 


     “Did she come to you? Did she appear in a dream?” 


     Brynda tightened her lips.  


     “Would it surprise you that she visited my dreams? I suffered in her silence for so long that even I didn’t believe it until I saw you.” 


     “I will not play this game.” Brynda lifted her chin up in defiance. 


     “You lost someone close to you. Someone you loved more than life itself? You carry a scar over your heart?” 


      Brynda became still as a statue. 


     Dakarr continued. “You speak the serpent tongue. You loved another so fiercely and now they are gone. I can see you have fought your entire life. The small scars on your body tell me I am speaking the truth. You truly do not fear death because you have nothing to live for.” 


     “I have nothing further to say.” Brynda said with pain in her throat. 


     Dakarr turned away. “I’m not here to convince you. I am only speaking of what I know and see.”  


     The dragon in man form began to laugh, a deep hearty laugh. “I don’t even know your name, slayer of dragons.” 


     Brynda tried to remain stern but his laugh was infectious. It was genuine on how mad the world had turned. She refused to laugh with him but a smirk crept into the corner of her mouth. Turning away, she hid it so he could not see. 


     “I never slain a dragon.” Brynda said softly. 


     Dakarr stopped laughing but a smile beamed.  


     Brynda continued. “You or your brother would have been my first.” 


     Dakarr sat back down in the chair. “I am pleased it never came to pass. Dragon slayers can be a smug lot.” 


     Brynda stood awkwardly as Dakarr stared at her form. In the daylight streaming through the open window, the white dress left little to the imagination. The young woman moved out of the light and sat against the wall in a dark shadow. Dakarr tried to look away but instead his emerald green eyes moved side to side with a bit of nervous energy. 


     “My lady, I do not wish to be a terrible host. Please eat this meal before it becomes cold. I will bring some books for us to read.” 


     Brynda raised an eyebrow. “Books?” 


     Dakarr stood up with a kind expression. “You are my guest. The body needs food but the mind needs nourishment as well. If you cannot read then I will read to you.” 


     Brynda simply stared. “I can read.” 


     Dakarr let out another laugh. “Then you can read to me. I grow tired of my own voice.” 


     With that, Dakarr left the room. Once he was gone, Brynda stood up and walked over to the table, chain clinking behind her. She sat down and began eating her meal. The knight tried to make sense of what was happening. With each bite of food, the situation grew more bizarre. A short time later, Dakarr walked in with four large books. Brynda had to fight the urge to blush. There was an overpowering kindness from Dakarr she had not seen in a long time. 


     “These three books are in common tongue. I brought one written in serpent speak if you want to read.” 


     Brynda’s head dipped. “I can speak serpent tongue but I cannot read it.” 


     Dakarr looked to her with kind eyes. “Then let me read to you.” 


     *** 


     The days and nights swirled together. Brynda spent a good portion of time attempting to free herself from her chain but it held fast. When not trying to escape, she tried anything she could to relieve the boredom. Much to her regret, she often found herself looking forward to Dakarr arriving with more books. They would eat together and he would read ancient dragon poetry. She couldn’t help but stare as he spoke words with vigor and passion. As each day passed, Brynda found herself being less of a captive and more of guest. 


     When the knight slept, she had to remind herself she was still his prisoner but the thought seemed to hurt less with each passing day. Five days passed when one morning, Dakarr was reading a tale of love between a dragon and a child of man. 


     “The dragon knew it was taboo to have feelings for one of the fair maidens of man but he could not keep her from his thoughts. It broke his heart to keep his true self secret but it was a risk he could not chance for losing one of such splendid beauty.” 


     Brynda found herself leaning forward and drinking in his words.  


     Dakarr stopped and looked at Brynda’s plate. “Should I stop? You haven’t touched your food.” 


     Brynda did not look down. Instead, she stared at his confused expression. “My name is Brynda.” 


     Dakarr felt a smile creep into his cheeks. “Hello Brynda, it is a pleasure to meet you.” 


     “The book you are reading, is it a legend? Was it something that happened to someone you knew?” 


     Dakarr paused, green eyes looking away as a faint memory floated into his mind. “It is a story dear to me, a fantastical telling of my life three hundred years ago.” 


     Brynda stared into his gentle emerald pools with a hint of concern. 


     Dakarr continued. “Many years ago, I travelled Navarr in human form. It was a time where I wanted to forget my life and see what wonders the world had to offer. There were more than a few times I spent drunk in taverns and found myself talking more than I should. One night I spent a merry time with a young author.” 


     Dakarr let a small smirk appear. “I think I was working through my pain. We sat for hours, lost in spirits, talking about maidens and regrets. I told the author a legend I had heard years earlier. The young man had no idea I was a dragon and did not question the story as I let it unfold.” 


     Brynda found herself trapped in Dakarr’s words. The morning light began to touch the table. The dragon in man form closed the book and put it down, sunlight causing the golden title to glitter as if covered in fairy dust. The knight felt an internal pull as Dakarr let the distant memory play out across his lips. 


     “I spoke of the tale about a maiden and her dragon lover. Their union was blessed by Vala. I must have been a sight. The author took in my words just as you are now.” 


     Brynda felt herself shy away for a brief moment.  


     Dakarr continued as if he didn’t notice. “We talked to dawn. It felt good to get it out, to speak of something that I was sure would be taboo for most. I paid for the drinks and left that very morning to continue my journey. I had spent so much time travelling that I did not think of the consequences. A few years later, I was visiting the capital and my favorite shadow book stores when I came across this very tale. A book such as this could never be sold to the public due to the taboo nature but the shadow book dealer told me this book was a best seller. I bought the book and continued on my travels.” 


     Dakarr’s expression melted into sadness. “I was sitting on a rock in the middle of nowhere. It was a beautiful night with every star in the sky. I had made a small campfire nearby to keep up appearances. I opened the book and began reading. My senses caught fire as I read the very tale, I told in that tavern so many years earlier. The author took some creative liberties but I was riveted. I read from cover to cover and when I finished, I felt like a new creature, reborn from terrible ashes.” 


     Dakarr looked into Brynda’s eyes. “I took it as a sign from Vala. I spent the next number of years looking for a home, exiling myself so I could work in secret, dedicating myself to the true goddess of love.” 


     “You never finished the story. What happened to the maiden?” 


     Dakarr let a mischievous grin emerge. “Maybe I will tell you soon. But for now, I have something to show you.” 


     


  




  

     Seven 


     The air flowing into the stone room was fresh and clear. Dakarr stood up and stepped around the table to Brynda. The knight looked up with concern as the dragon in man form reached out for her. Before the knight could react, nimble fingers produced a small key and inserted it into the lock. There was a gentle click and Brynda’s collar opened. Dakarr pulled away the collar and let it drop on the furs with a small thud. 


     “It is much too beautiful a day to be inside.” Dakarr smiled. 


     Brynda stood up and gazed at Dakarr as he took many backward steps from the now free knight. An urge welled up in Brynda to run and flee but it faded just as quickly. The knight was rooted to the spot, unsure on what to do. For the first time in memory, Brynda felt confused on what to do next. 


     Dakarr stepped close to the window and turned his back to his guest. “Please do not run.” He said simply. 


     Brynda watched as he opened his robe and shrugged it off his shoulders. Dakarr’s body was indeed muscled and toned. The knight could not prevent her eyes from falling to his firm behind. A moment passed and the muscles under his skin began to shift. Brynda took a step back as Dakarr’s body bulged and shifted right before her very eyes. One of her hands clutched the edge of the table to steady herself. Dakarr grunted and moaned quietly as his body grew bigger, skin turning a burnt red. The man’s neck elongated and extra limbs began to bud. Wings jetted from his back and unfolded while a tail sprouted and whipped about. Dakarr fell to all fours as smooth scales poked through skin and flattened against muscle.  


     Brynda felt her breath catch in her throat and struggled to breathe. When she exhaled, the red dragon turned its head toward her and grinned with two rows of perfectly sharp teeth. The knight had seen him before when she first entered the castle but to see him change was something awe inspiring.  


     Dakarr flexed his wings and moved a little closer to the frozen knight. “Let us be off before the morning is over.” 


     “Where are we going? How are we going?” Brynda asked like a child. 


     “The place is a secret of mine. As for the how, climb onto my back and hold tight.” Dakarr said with a serpent grin. 


     Brynda didn’t move at first but as the dragon waited patiently, one of her feet moved forward. Before she knew it, she was by his side. Dakarr held out an arm and the knight stepped on his forearm. Soon she brought a leg over and was now dumb struck that she was sitting on a dragon’s back. 


     Dakarr moved to the window, climbed onto the edge and launched himself. Brynda scrambled, arms reaching out and taking hold of his thick neck. The morning air flowed over the two as Dakarr pumped his wings to get higher and higher. Brynda’s eyes were the size of saucers, seeing the world become smaller. The sky opened and they were bathed in sunlight. 


     Brynda let out a nervous yelp the higher they climbed and the dragon let out a chuckle. Clouds passed as the dragon took gentle dives, gliding on air currents. The castle shrank in the distance and lush forests covered the ground below them. Brynda held tight, her simple white dress flapping in the wind. A small range of mountains passed underneath. Dakarr turned his smooth serpent like head and then began to dive. Brynda was speechless as they dived for a simple valley hidden in the mountains. It contained a small group of trees and a medium sized lake. The valley looked like a place no one could reach unless they had wings. Brynda couldn’t hide the smile on her lips as Dakarr shifted his dive into a glide. A few moments later, the dragon touched the ground, wings folding along his body. 


     “Beautiful, isn’t it?” Dakarr said in a deep voice, his arm up. 


     Brynda stepped down on his forearm and with shaky legs touched the soft ground. “It’s beautiful.”  


     “I come here to pray and sometimes to think. I believe this valley has been untouched for a long time. The fish in the lake are not afraid of me.” 


     Brynda stepped around the dragon and looked out over the lake, sunlight causing the world to glow. The knight could not contain the wonder in her eyes. Fish jumped in the distance while beautiful birds fluttered about. The grass under her bare feet felt fresh and covered with lite dew. Sensations rippled along her skin as a small breeze touched her, giving her goose bumps. 


       The dragon shifted to stand next to Brynda as she stared out at the lake and trees beyond. Muscles rippled and the dragon arched his head. Brynda looked over and watched again in amazement as his body shrank and took the form of a man once again. Dakarr stood up and looked to Brynda. The knight looked down and blushed. Dakarr stood at the edge of the lake, naked to the world. 


     “We have been in that musty castle for too long. Fancy a swim?” Dakarr said and ran into the water before she could answer. 


     Brynda could not keep the smile from her lips. Dakarr dove into the lake, submerging himself for long moments before breaking the surface. The dragon in man form looked to the water’s edge as Brynda stayed where she was. 


     “The water feels great. Come join me.” Dakarr shouted back. 


     Brynda had noticed her own smell but didn’t move. It was days earlier where she had murderous thoughts toward her captor. Now all she wanted to do was join him for a swim. Was this Vala’s doing or her own deep rooted wanting she thought she would never have again? 


     Dakarr beckoned with a hand but Brynda refused to move. Sparks of emotion welled up and the knight was finding it difficult to hold back so much pain. It defined her, made her the strong woman she was today and now it was falling away. Wes bloomed in her mind and the image of him hanging from their lone tree. Pain cascaded over her heart as the scar blazed with angry fire. She could not give in to this trickery.  


     Brynda turned away and stomped off, her heels digging deep into the soft earth. Dakarr swam back to the edge of the lake and walked back onto the tiny shore. Brynda continued to walk, anger turning her hands into tight fists, eyes attempting to hold back years of sadness.  


     “Brynda? Brynda!” Dakarr shouted as he raced to her. 


     Dakarr reached out to touch her shoulder when the knight turned around, driving her fist into his jaw. The dragon in man form rolled with the punch and took a step back. Had he not done so, the knight would have broken every bone in her hand. 


     “Stop toying with me! I know you and your brother are going to kill me! Be done with it so I can move on.” The last sentence came out in a half sob. 


     Dakarr stood motionless as Brynda fell to her knees, her back to him. “Brynda, there is no trickery here. I brought you here to lift your spirits. I don’t want your death. I want to see you live and know joy.” 


     “Why? Why do you want that? You barely know me. I tried to kill you.” Brynda could barely keep the sorrow from her voice. 


     “I believe Vala brought us together.” 


     “Yes, she brought me to you so you and your brother could use me and throw me from the window.” 


     Dakarr let out a sigh. “Her name was Ilsa.” 


     Brynda looked back with a single tear rolling down her cheek.  


     Dakarr sat down on the grass, eyes filling with his own sorrow. “Ilsa was a lovely young woman. She often ran away from her father because he was lost to his wife’s death. Sukarr noticed her first as she came to the castle. Most were afraid to venture near the ruins for fear of ghosts but Ilsa was a free spirit. It wasn’t long before Sukarr showed himself to her. The woman was not afraid and soon the two began talking. I was worried that with time, her father would come looking for her. Sukarr said he would handle it but I knew he had his own perversions in mind.” 


     Dakarr pulled at some grass. “Sukarr convinced Ilsa to stay with us. She would be taken care of and left not wanting. The naive maiden agreed, not knowing what she was really agreeing to. I thought that maybe it was another sign from Vala, to help our lost hearts. I couldn’t have been more wrong. Sukarr chained her in the same room you are in now and kept her for himself. I thought the maiden would rebel but she seemed to enjoy being his. The young maiden had an uncontrollable lust and Sukarr was more than willing to take advantage.” 


     Brynda sat down and turned to Dakarr as he continued on. “Maybe it was loneliness. I hadn’t been with another creature for hundreds of years. I walked in on them in mid act. They called me to join them. Hesitantly I did. It was an interesting night but did not fill that empty part of my heart. I regretted it afterwards and told Sukarr so. My brother was amused at first but soon Ilsa asked for me to join them nearly every night. I only joined them that one time. Sukarr grew bored of Ilsa and her tireless wanting for both of us.” 


     Dakarr kept his eyes on the grass. “One night, I flew back from one of my hunting flights to find Ilsa on the stone floor, her body broken. A well of sadness overcame me as I picked her up and removed her white dress. I let it fall to the stone floor as I walked off with her lifeless body. I buried her among the ancient graves of kings and queens. When I saw Sukarr, he told me the story of how she begged for the three of us to be together and if it wasn’t so, she would fling herself from the highest castle window. I didn’t question him. I knew in my heart he was lying but it was only the two of us now. I ask Vala every day for some understanding. Then you arrived.” 


     “Your brother is sick.” Brynda said with anger in her eyes. 


     “Yes, but he is my brother.” Dakarr looked away. 


     “Damn Vala and damn you! You knew he would do terrible things and you let him. If I had my sword, I would cut your head from your neck without a second thought!” Brynda glared and stood up. 


     Dakarr was on his feet. “I wasn’t sure he would go that far. I promise I will not let the same fate befall you.” 


     “Keep your promise! It seems death will find me by the claws of your dear brother. Will you watch as he takes me and then throws me from the highest tower like some used doll?” Brynda spit. 


     Rage flashed across Dakarr’s eyes. Jaw clenched as he looked away, muscles tightening in his neck and shoulders.  


     Brynda let out a small laugh as she crossed her arms. “Or will it be you who fucks me with images of your dead wife in your mind!” 


     Dakarr let out a small growl before moving like a blur. Brynda’s eyes widened as strong hands grabbed at her shoulder and waist. Dakarr lifted Brynda up like she was a leaf and held her up for moment, eyes flashing bright green and burning intent. 


     “You forget yourself, maiden!” Dakarr said with a deep growl. 


     Brynda’s eyes were wide as Dakarr took a mighty heave and threw the knight high in the air. Brynda’s arms and legs flailed as she soared effortlessly through air. The knight let out a quick scream before falling downward and hitting the lake waters with a huge splash. Water closed in around her as the shock numbed her senses. Arms and legs kicking, she made her way to the surface and took a deep breath. Eyes widened as the naked form of Dakarr came barreling toward her, an insane smile on his lips. Brynda swam back as his body hit the water feet from her. Water splashed into her face and she gasped for more air. 


     Dakarr broke the surface with a wicked smile. “You needed to cool off. Talk like that to me again and I will keep throwing you into the lake until that fire is dimmed.” 


     Brynda kicked out her arms and legs, keeping her afloat, when a smile bloomed. The knight started laughing and giggling like she was a child again. She splashed water into Dakarr’s face and the dragon splashed her back. The valley echoed their laughter as their splashing continued.  


     Amid the splashing, Dakarr dove under. Brynda stopped and looked around. Something brushed her leg. The knight looked down into the water as hands grabbed her and pulled her under. The knight felt she should have panicked but instead felt calm as Dakarr pulled her under. The white dress floated around them as Dakarr’s strong arms held her close. He pointed to a lush underwater garden and Brynda could see its beauty. Plants with vibrate colors glowed in the shafts of sunlight.  


     Brynda could feel waves of heat coming of Dakarr’s body. There was no thought to break away as he held her, their eyes staring at the underwater garden. The fire in his spirit and the shock of the throw seemed to wash away feelings of hate and pain. Brynda’s own heart sped up, her body heat mixing with his. Feelings she only glimpsed at seemed to rise of their own accord. Dakarr held her closer for a moment longer before he let go. Brynda swam up a few feet and broke the surface. Dakarr soon followed. 


     “It’s beautiful.” Brynda beamed. 


     “Sometimes I lay in the underwater garden for hours, staring at the sky.” 


     “Hours?” 


     “There are a great many skills dragons have.” Dakarr smirked. 


     Brynda stared at her captor. The title took on a new meaning for she felt no longer like a prisoner like before. Something else was happening and she didn’t resist it as long as it helped her feel this way. 


     The knight kicked out her legs and swam for the shore. Dakarr followed lazily behind. The dragon stayed in the water as Brynda stepped onto the small shore and began walking toward a tree. Dakarr couldn’t keep his eyes off her body as the white dress was practically see through and clung to her wet form. Sensual curves moved with a degree of strength and the dragon was having difficulty forming a coherent thought. 


     Brynda walked with no shame. Without looking back, she knew the dragon in man form was staring at her. Nipples stiffened and not from cold water. She walked up to a tree and looked back with half closed eyes. Dakarr stayed in the water, eyes just above the surface, watching what she would do next. The knight pulled the dress over her head and hung it on a low hanging tree branch. Turning to Dakarr, the knight stood in all her naked glory.  


     The dragon eyed her form, almost committing it to memory. Strong slender shoulders were graced with smooth neck. Pink nipples stood to attention with womanly breasts. Her stomach was smooth with a thin waist but her hips rounded out slightly down thick thighs. Between her creamy thighs were golden curls of hair covering her maidenhood, Dakarr found himself staring and unable to turn away. 


     Brynda stepped out of the shadow of the tree and laid on the grass in the warm sunlight. Her body glistened and her golden hair seemed to give off an unearthly glow. Dakarr swam closer to the edge but did not rise from the water. Brynda smoothed her hair back and looked to her captor in the water. 


     “Will you join me?” The knight said with a smile. 


     Dakarr raised his head out of the water only to his shoulders. “It may be safer to see your beauty from here.” 


     “I doubt I could hurt you without my sword.” Brynda laughed. 


     “It is not you, I fear. I fear what MY sword would do.” Dakarr said with intent in his eyes. 


     Brynda laughed again but felt a rush of heat to her cheeks. Lying down, sunlight covered her body. Eyes closed, the knight felt a freedom she had only felt once before. The outside world seemed to spin on but in this exact moment, her pain faded and the scar over her heart seemed to shrink a little. 


     Dakarr kept most of his body submerged as he gazed upon the golden-haired beauty lying in the day light. Below the waterline, blood rushed and his member grew. Half hard and embarrassed, he tried to think of something else but his thoughts shot back to the naked knight. His keen eyes could see some small scars on her arms and legs but they were muted against the perfect sculpture of her form. 


     “Vala give me strength.” Dakarr whispered. 


     Brynda let her hand glide along the grass. When her arm was stretched out, she patted the grass next to her. It was the breaking point for the dragon. Dakarr rose from the water. He could not hide how he was feeling. Thankfully, Brynda lay with her eyes closed and smile on her lips. With measured steps, the dragon disguised as a man walked over, being careful not to cast a shadow on the maiden of man. Lowering to all fours, Dakarr moved over and lay on the grass a few feet from Brynda.  


     The knight had pulled her arm back and turned her head to Dakarr’s direction. She could feel his eyes on her. Her own eyes opened to see Dakarr on his side, arm holding his head up as he gazed. A quick glance at his body and there was a sudden rush of heat. Brynda noted that his sword was indeed ready for battle. 


     “I see you joined me and you brought your weapon.” Brynda smirked. 


     “I hope I do not offend.” 


     “You do not. But I do question on why you call it a sword when clearly it is a thick spear.” 


     Dakarr was surprised and it colored his expression. Brynda let out a small giggle as she shifted uncomfortably with heat rushing to her womb. The cool air felt electric as hearts swooned but neither knight nor dragon could bring themselves closer. The sun was already drying their skin but the heat from their bodies attempted to cross the gulf between. Dakarr could not stop staring and he began hating himself for it. 


     Brynda could see the thoughts play out in his eyes. Urges pushed at her arms and legs. She wanted nothing more than to be close to the creature who eyed her like her one and only lover. It was maddening that a powerful dragon was too timid to move close to her. The knight felt she would have to spur him on if only to stop the heated lust glistening from her sex. 


     Silently, Brynda moved her body closer and closer. Dakarr was a statue as the nude beauty moved closer to him. It was only a few feet but it felt like worlds away so when she was close, the dragon’s eyes shifted nervously. Dakarr lay on his back as a last-ditch effort to stop his maddening gaze. Brynda took the opportunity to crawl under his arm and lay her head and arm on his chest. The heat coming off his body was intoxicating and Brynda was finding it difficult to form her own coherent thoughts. 


     The intense feelings felt natural as Brynda snuggled into his warm chest. The fight had gone out of her and now she felt like some primal animal wanting to satisfy deep urges. Dakarr put his strong arm around the maiden, holding her close. 


     “We should return to the castle.” Dakarr said out loud. 


     “My dress is still wet. Would you have me catch my death as you fly me back?” 


     “You wanted to kill me. Now I fear you want something else.” 


     “I feel you want it too. You stare at me when you’re not reading your books.” 


     Thoughts swirled back to that day. Brynda could see Wes as she touched his member and stroked it. It made her happy to make him happy. The knight’s hand reached out, curling fingers around Dakarr’s stiff member. Dakarr took in a deep breath as Brynda squeezed and gave slow steady strokes. The breeze died but the heat between them grew into a deafening roar. Dakarr’s hips moved slightly to Brynda’s touch. The knight watched as he became hard as steel in her hand. Despite the lust growing, Brynda felt there was something missing. She ignored the feeling as a small moan rose up from Dakarr’s throat. 


     Gentle strokes grew faster as Brynda attempted to tame the dragon. Dakarr’s eyes closed; lost to bliss he had not felt in centuries. Brynda’s own urges shouted in her ear, to mount this creature and have at him until her own desires were exhausted. The stroking grew more intense. Dakarr could feel his seed wanting to explode from the maiden’s vigorous touch. Dakarr could feel blinding pleasure ready to let loose on the world when he reached down and took hold of Brynda’s wrist. 


     “Please, stop. We should return.” Dakarr said as he pulled her hand away. 


     Confusion filled Brynda’s eyes. She tried to make sense of what was happening. Dakarr stood up and walked away, body shifting and muscles bulging. The knight stood up and watched as Dakarr turned into his dragon form. Hurt, Brynda went to her hanging dress. It was still moist as she put it on. The knight looked back at the dragon as he waited patiently, thoughts swirling in her mind what she may have done wrong. 


     


  




  

     Eight 


     The flight back was silent. Brynda held onto Dakarr’s neck as wings flapped, cold air running over her body. The shock was enough to dampen her own fire and she wondered if what she was feeling was real. When they reached the castle, Dakarr landed on the edge to Brynda’s room and climbed in. The knight slid off easily and found herself on familiar furs under her feet. 


     “You must be hungry. I will fetch you something to eat.” Dakarr said with no emotion. 


     Brynda reached down and picked up the collar and chain. “Will I be putting this back on?” she said sarcastically. 


     Dakarr’s serpent head lowered but made eye contact. “I don’t believe you need it anymore. You’re free to go.” 


     Brynda threw the collar down. “You spin these tales to me and just like that, you set me free?” 


     Dakarr lowered his head. “My fear kept me a prisoner. I fear you would bring others and destroy my home. Now I know you better. You may leave. May Vala guide you to paradise.” 


     “Destroy your home? You are a dragon! You could lay waste to an army at your gate before they let loose one arrow.” 


     Dakarr turned away. “Leave and never come back.” The dragon growled. 


     “No.” Brynda shot back. 


     The dragon halted and turned his head to her. “No?” 


     “I know you felt it. I know right now you are trying to protect yourself. Why does such a powerful creature have so much fear?” 


     “You wish to know?” 


     “Yes.” Brynda said without hesitation. 


     Dakarr stalked through the door way and turned. Brynda hesitated for a moment before following him. Pass the doorway were huge vaulted ceilings and wide passages. The dragon moved forward down the main hallway to two large metal doors. The knight eyed him as he pulled on a ring and the heavy door opened. 


     The dragon stepped through and the knight followed. Inside, Brynda put her hand over her mouth in surprise. A massive library covered walls almost as far as the eye could see. Tomes of different sizes and colors lined shelf after shelf nearly to the ceiling. Stained glass windows allowed colored afternoon sunlight to filter in and paint the room in yellows, reds and blues. Brynda had heard of massive libraries such as this but only from the Imperial city. A collection this size outside of the capital was unheard of. 


     “This is part of the reason I hold so much fear in my heart. I could fly off and live anywhere but I could never part with my collection. I have spent centuries collecting. I even have ancient writings on Vala herself. I have dedicated my life to amassing knowledge and spiritual guidance from this library. You see now why I fear enemies at the gate.” 


     Brynda stepped forward. “I had no idea. I thought you may have had a collection but nothing this vast. I never knew there could be these many books.” 


     “I wish you were there when collections this size were commonplace in almost all cities. “ 


     Brynda turned to the dragon with understanding in her eyes. “I wouldn’t tell a soul of this place. I swear on it.” 


     Dakarr bowed his serpent head. “I believe you but as I said, it is only part of the reason.” 


     Dakarr bent his arms and pressed his belly to the floor. Wings folded back, his serpent neck curled slightly but never taking his eyes off of Brynda. The young knight moved closer and Dakarr bowed his head. 


     “I have studied Vala all my life. I truly believe in her ways. You have a beauty I haven’t seen in many years. By the lake, you were close to me but in my disguised form. I doubt you will be true to Vala and desire me in my true form. I don’t want you to care for a mask. I want you to care for me, all of me, how I am before you.” 


     Brynda could feel sadness drip from the air. Her hand rose up and touched the side of his serpentine head, staring into his emerald pools. Dakarr tried to pull away but Brynda took hold of him and guided him to her chest. Arm around his neck, she pressed the side of his serpent head to her bosom. Heat came off the dragon in waves as Brynda cradled him close. A scaled hand reached out and took hold of her waist, keeping her close. 


     Brynda felt a tear roll down her check. “I have been an outcast my entire life, different because of my size and stranger because of my first love. I never had a home or friends. I spent my days and nights trying to end it all. When I entered this castle, I thought for sure this would be my doom and my freedom. Now I don’t know what to think but I know what I feel. You have shown me in a few days what I never would have learned out there in the wilds of the world.” 


     “Vala guided you to me.” Dakarr huffed. 


     “Vala showed me the way but I decided to come here.” 


     “It is taboo in the eyes of man. We could be hunted and killed.” 


     Brynda pressed him harder to her chest. “I see no man here to stop us. Maybe we should explore Vala’s teachings and then decide what we want.” 


     The dragon looked up. “I have wanted you since you entered my home.” 


     Brynda looked down at the dragon head in her arms. “I want you now as you are.” 


     “No trickery?” 


     Brynda pulled him away and brought his head level with hers. Lips pressed against his snout. Dakarr’s eyes widened as his tail slammed into the stone floor with a loud “Thud”! Brynda backed away and gave a sly wicked smile. A moment later she was running. Dakarr was stunned at how fast she sped off. The dragon stood on all fours and gave chase. The maiden in the white dress moved quickly down the hall. A worrisome thought stabbed into the dragon’s heart. Was she taking the chance to run away? Was everything she said a falsehood to distract him? 


     Dakarr smiled as Brynda stopped by the door to the room, she had been held captive in. Darting inside, she gave one last look of mischief in her eyes. Dakarr raced on all fours to the door way, his dragon heart pumping blood with excitement. Snaking through the doorway, green eyes spotted the knight. The air vibrated with energy as Dakarr stepped in closer. The sun dipped lower in the sky and orange/yellow light shifted along the walls. 


     Brynda stood among the furs covering the floor, her back to the dragon. Turning her head sideways, she glanced at the dragon as he stalked forward. Greedy intent filled his eyes and a pointed tongue licked along his mouth. Brynda no longer had any doubt or fear in her heart. Her scar blazed brightly, calling out to the damaged heart of the hungry dragon in the room. They both had a hunger that only each one could satisfy. 


     Slipping the flimsy white strap over her shoulder, Brynda shed one side of her dress and then the other. Dakarr watched as the white dress pooled around Brynda’s ankles. The dragon moved closer, his long serpent neck pressing against Brynda’s waist. The maiden ran her fingers across smooth red scales. She turned to his body, admiring his form. Brynda thought back to that fateful day with her dear Wes. No matter how many times she remembered, the short time together was paradise. Now a dragon hungered for her body and a familiar heat pooled in her womb. Heart racing, the woman kept her hands on the dragon. Dakarr let his tongue slip out and caress her ample breast, letting it slid over her pointed pink nipple. A scaled hand reached up and gently caressed her other breast.  


     Brynda felt dizzy as heat crashed into exposed skin. Shivers raced up and down her spine as the pointed tongue licked and lapped at her sensitive nipples. Dakarr uncoiled his neck from around her waist and scaled arms engulfed Brynda. The knight was picked up and gently laid on the soft furs. Brynda felt her breathing quicken as Dakarr let his tongue trail between her hills, down her stomach and finally reaching her valley. The young woman wanted nothing more than to be touched and fondled by this creature before her. There was a gasp and Brynda writhed as his tongue ran along her maidenhood. A flick of his tongue against her nub and pleasure danced along her nerves. 


     Brynda lifted her head and could see intense slitted eyes focused on her golden-haired sex, hips moving, Brynda grinded her valley to the dragon’s tongue. The air took on a scent of pleasure but Brynda continued to watch her serpent whip her line with his tongue. Her eyes focusing pass his head, she could see the dragon’s cock growing harder. It was smooth, red, veiny and stiffing. Brynda felt an emptiness grow inside her and she needed it filled.  


     “You… you taste so sweet… I want to be here… pleasuring you…” Dakarr tried to say between licks. 


     “Don’t stop my dragon. Your maiden needs your tongue and your spear.” Brynda moaned. 


     Wetness spilled as the dragon continued his heated assault. The tip of the tongue pushed at her tight opening and parted the sides. Brynda gasped and moaned like any animal. Dakarr pushed further in and the maiden let out a deeper moan. Clawed fingers curled around Brynda’s thighs, opening them wider. The dragon’s strength only made Brynda feel helpless to his whims. He could do anything to her and she would not stop him. Dakarr was gentle but firm, sliding his tongue in and out, making sure to taste along her creamy thighs. 


     On and on it went until Brynda cried out. Eyes wide, nerves curled and finally exploded with sparks of ecstasy. The knight cried out again as a shudder ran through the length of her body. The knight could feel Vala’s blessing and she whispered thank you to the goddess. 


     Dakarr pulled his tongue and head from between Brynda’s thighs. “I desire you so much; I fear I may hurt you.” 


     “Take me my dragon lord. Take me for your pleasure!” Brynda shouted. 


     The dragon could not hold back his lust any longer. Scaled hands grabbed at Brynda and turned her onto her stomach. The knight looked back with half closed eyes and heavy breathing. The dragon was the size of a horse and his cock was large but the knight knew she could take him. Wetness spilling down her leg, the dragon moved over her. The tip of his blunted spear touched her opening and this sent a shock of bliss up the knight’s spine. One hand took hold of Brynda’s shoulder. The air was filled with a long loud moan as the tip of his spear pushed at her tight opening. The dragon gently pushed his way in and Brynda felt her world open up. 


     “Don’t stop my dragon lord! Sheath your weapon and I promise to never let go.” 


     Dakarr could not think as passion took over. Clawed hands held her close as he pushed in as far as he could go. When he could go no farther, he moved to her rhythm. Bodies joined, Brynda pressed her back again the dragon’s soft underbelly. A clawed hand moved to just under her neck and caressed her cheek while his thick spear impaled her. Their bodies moved of their own accord to spectacular lustful designs. Using her whole body, Brynda pushed down on his member, squeezing him along his shaft. 


     The dragon could feel a growing pressure and he let out a small roar. “Brynda, I cannot hold on much longer. I never want this to end.” 


     Brynda looked up with bliss in her eyes. “Take me again and again until you have had your fill for that is what I will do to you!” 


     Dakarr let out a deep growl and his slitted eyes went wide. Brynda squeezed tight and her moans joined his growls. Dragon seed burst from his member and Brynda cried out. A stream of molten heat splashed inside her and the knight cried out again when her body shuddered from another jolt of excitement. The knight and the dragon moaned like two true lovers of Vala. Energy welled up inside their bodies and surged to their hearts. Bodies continued to move to their desires as heat and lightning struck at the scars over their hearts. A goddess smiled as purple energy blazed like an angry snake at their wounds. The scars brightened and faded from their places until there was nothing left but a small black spot in memory of their pain. 


     Dakarr and Brynda both let out a sigh like the world had ended. The knight pulled from her dragon lover and fell into the furs below her. Dakarr fell sideways and collapsed next to Brynda. The knight turned her head to see the dragon shift and change right next to her. In mere moments, Dakarr had taken his human form and lay on his back amid a small sea of furs. 


     “I believe now I can wear the mask.” Dakarr said with heavy breath. 


     “I liked you the other way but I won’t complain.” Brynda said as she climbed on top of him. 


     Dakarr could not believe his eyes as Brynda took his still hard member and pressed it to her opening. Even for a dragon he was startled on the look of hunger in Brynda’s eyes. He could do nothing but relent as she slid down his member, moaning and pleasuring herself to the dragon in human form.  


     “You will please me, dragon.” Brynda commanded. 


     “With pleasure fair knight, what more can I do for you?” Dakarr smiled back. 


     “Kiss me.” Brynda smirked. 


     Dakarr sat up, arms wrapping around Brynda’s waist. Lips locked to their gentle rhythm. Brynda wrapped her arms around his neck, keeping him close, tongues sliding on each other in bliss.  


     The sun dipped to the horizon as moans echoed through the castle. Black wings slapped at the air as something big landed on a tower. Sensitive ears picked up the sounds of Vala’s path and black scales parted to reveal a dark leer.  


     


  




  

     Nine 


      Cool air drifted in from the open window. Night had cast its sleepy shroud across the lands and two lovers stirred ever so slightly. Brynda was curled into a ball with Dakarr spooning from behind. The heat from the dragon in human form chased away any bit of cold air. The roaring blaze in the fire place kept the night air further away from their naked bodies. Exhaustion had sunk into muscles but Dakarr would wake occasionally to take in Brynda’s scent. With his arm around her, the maiden took his arm and held him with a continuous deep wanting. It had been hours and when the two lovers felt like all their energy was spent, they would embrace again as if the world would fly apart if they stopped. 


     Brynda let out a half moan. Dakarr’s eyes opened in concern. The maiden snuggled closer to his chest and another half moan slipped. 


     “Are you well?” Dakarr whispered. 


     “Yes.” Brynda said sheepishly. “I want to sleep but I need you again.” 


     Dakarr smiled and held Brynda closer. “Do I have a choice?” 


     “No.” Brynda said with closed eyes. 


     “What do I see here?” bellowed a deep voice. 


     Eyes wide, Brynda and Dakarr sat up in the sea of furs. To their astonishment, Sukarr strolled in wearing his black robe and a wicked smile on his lips. 


     “Oh, brother how you impress me. If you wanted her all to yourself then I would have gladly left sooner.” 


     “Sukarr, you have returned. I expected the journey would have taken you far longer to complete.” Dakarr said with an edge to his voice. 


     “Ah yes, the fool’s errand, do you really think me ignorant enough to fall for your petty trick?” 


     Brynda turned to her lover as she held furs to her body. “Dakarr?” 


     “He didn’t tell you?” Sukarr let out a hearty laugh. “It seems I’m not the only devious one in the family. My dear brother sent me to find ingredients for a forgetfulness potion. It would wipe your memory and we would continue to live here in peace. But before I set out to find these ingredients, I had a few mages look into the recipe for me. I knew some of the items listed were a little too rare. My suspicions were correct. Bravo my dear brother on a successful plan to have me leave and take the maiden for yourself.” 


     Dakarr reached out to Brynda but the knight moved back from his touch. “This was a game. You used trickery!” 


     Dakarr’s eyes were wide with sorrow. “Not at all, I did send my brother away so I would have time to reason with you and ask you not to speak of this place. My feelings are true.” 


     “Ha! I knew once you had a taste, you would want another. Stop with the lies. You have her and now that you are done, I want what’s owed to me.” Sukarr took a few menacing steps forward. 


     Brynda stared at Dakarr’s wounded eyes. Despite Sukarr’s words, her heart beat for no other than the dragon next to her. Fear touched her mind for she knew deep down it could not be true. The dragon in man form reached out again but this time, Brynda took her hand into his and fingers entwined. 


     “You mean what you say?” Brynda blinked back happy tears. 


     “My heart beats for no other. May I be struck down by the gods if what I say is false.” 


     “Brother, leave the morsel to me. You can have her when I’m done.” 


     Dakarr was to his feet in a flash. Standing between his brother and Brynda, the older brother stared defiantly at the younger. The heat in the room exploded as Dakarr heaved with quiet rage. 


     “She is not yours! Leave this place!” Dakarr growled. 


     Sukarr put a hand over his heart and feigned pain. “You stab deep my brother. You would throw me out into the night for this child of man? She is but a play thing for us to toy with. We are blood and family is stronger. You know this.” 


     “If blood is stronger than you will respect the wishes of your elder, leave before you are thrown out.” 


     Sukarr eyed Dakarr for a long moment before shifting his eyes to Brynda. The air vibrated with heat and energy as the two brothers stood feet apart. Sukarr let a smirk creep into his face and bowed to his elder brother. 


     “As you wish, I shall leave you to your perversions.” Sukarr said sarcastically, being sure to look to Brynda when the last word was uttered. 


     The younger brother turned and walked to the door. Dakarr turned to Brynda and knelt down, eyes filling with fear. 


     “You have to leave. Sukarr will do something to ensure I pay for this betrayal. I cannot stand the thought of you being hurt. Wait outside and I will come to you. If I do not appear, go to the town of Fark and alert the guards of a dragon attack.” 


       “I won’t leave you!” Brynda said already on her feet. “Where’s my blade and we can subdue him together.” 


     Dakarr glanced back to the open-door way. Almost immediately the smell of burning wafted into the room. Brynda did not notice but the dragon’s senses caught the barest glimpse. 


     “No.” Dakarr whispered and bolted for the door. 


     Brynda followed Dakarr as he raced through the door and into the massive hallway. It was then the knight saw the bright flash of dragon fire at the end of the hall. The metal door to the library was ajar and another stream of flame struck out. 


     Dakarr pointed to a small door across from the room they were in. “Your items are in there. Take what you can and run! I will follow if I’m able.” 


     Something large slammed the metal doors open. Sukarr was on his hind legs, wings spread and flames pouring from the corners of his maw. A wild look had taken hold in his eyes and his black scales shined in the fire light. Behind him the library burned. Flames raced across ancient parchment and the choking smell of ash filled the air. Sukarr laughed with a hint of madness as he turned his head and let out a burst of dragon fire, igniting more books. 


     “Oh, I’ll leave you dear brother but not before I reduce this place to ashes. You were foolish to choose a pet over your family!” Sukarr roared. 


     Dakarr gave Brynda one last long look of pain before turning to the menacing black dragon. Body shifting, red scales punctured flesh and claws emerged from finger tips. Muscles bulged as Dakarr fell onto all fours. Snout extended and eyes flashed with serpentine fury. Wings emerged and flexed as Dakarr took on his true from. 


     “Good! I prefer you to your true self. Come to me so we can destroy this place and start anew.” Sukarr laughed. 


     With a roar, Dakarr launched his dragon body into the air. Sukarr smiled as claws rose. The red dragon crashed into the black and the entire castle shook. Brynda watched as the two dragons snarled and slashed at each other. Claws flashed in the fire light as books burned. Tails whipped about, slicing burning books and clattering against thick scales. Sukarr bit down on Dakarr’s neck and the red dragon roared in pain. Brynda watched as steaming blood flowed from Sukarr’s teeth. Dakarr brought his claws hard across the black dragon’s neck and blood bloomed. The black dragon let go and backed off for a moment before charging the red. 


     Again, the castle shook as their bodies and claws clashed. Despite their size, the attacks were so powerful the very stone around them danced to their blows. Brynda could not stand by any longer, racing to the door, the knight wretched it open. The light from the blaze danced with shadows as the knight eyed the gleam of her sword. She moved to it and picked it up. Looking down, she saw her saddle bags, a set of steel armor and a set of leather armor. The stone floor shook as the two dragons continued their family brawl. 


     Mind racing, she knew it would take too long to put on any armor. Instead, she dug through the saddle bag and pulled out her dagger and sheath. Strapping it to her thigh, Brynda picked up her sword again. Running out of the room, wearing nothing but a dagger strapped to her thigh and sword in hand, the knight raced to the burning library. 


     The two dragons continued their deadly onslaught. Brynda felt the push of heat with every step she took. Sweat gleamed on her body as she held her sword ready. Sukarr dug his claws deep into Dakarr’s neck and held him so they could see eye to eye. 


     “You know what your downfall is brother! You kill if you need to. I kill because I like to.” 


     Dakarr opened his mouth and let out a stream of fire. Sukarr grunted as fire slammed into his face. Letting go, he stumbled off, black scales singed. Dakarr brought his claws up, ready to slash. Sukarr grabbed him by the wrist and slashed the red dragon across his exposed belly. Dakarr roared in pain, molten blood spilling onto the floor. Sukarr pushed the red dragon against a burning wall of books and held him there. 


     “I’m going to fuck your little pet until her very life is snuffed out. I will take her lifeless body and throw it out the tower like I did to that foolish Ilsa. Then I’m going to burn the town and snatch up every maiden I can find. I will rape and burn them. I will show these children of men that we are the rightful rulers of Navarr. It will be glorious when we take back this world of ours. Others will flock to my banner and the world will burn with our royal lust.” Sukarr hissed with madness in his eyes. 


     Dakarr let out a grunt of pain as Sukarr slashed at him again. Brynda silently charged with sword in hand. Trained focus took over as her eyes locked on the line between two scales. Sukarr squeezed the red dragon’s neck and Dakarr gasped for air. The black dragon opened his maw, fire gathering in his throat when a sharp point stabbed deep in between two scales and pain bloomed. The black dragon turned his serpent head to Brynda who silently pulled her sword back and slashed upward. The blade sparked against hard scales but cut deep along a soft spot where the chest and neck connected. Hot blood covered Brynda’s blade and she spun away. Sukarr slashed at the knight but she was already out of reach. Tail lashed down and Brynda side stepped it before it hit the stone floor and cracked it. 


     The knight moved like a dancer made of water. Without armor holding her down, her movements were graceful and attacks devastating. For every missed strike from the black dragon, the knight sliced at tender spots that came away bloody. Sukarr swiped with a wing, trying to engulf the knight. Instead, Brynda sliced through the thin membrane and came out the other side. Frustration overcame the black dragon as he let go of his red brother and focused on the naked knight making a fool out of him. 


     Brynda knew if he hit her once, the fight would be over. Staying light on her feet, she ducked and weaved everything the dragon threw at her. Sukarr let out a stream of fire. Brynda moved out of the way but her hair was singed, blonde curls falling away like burning leaves on the wind. 


     “You forget you place, slave!” Sukarr roared. 


     The black dragon raised his claws. Brynda held her ground as claws flashed. The knight spun out of the way and slashed upward with her sword. The dragon’s hand separated from the wrist and went flying into a burning shelf. The cut was clean but Sukarr’s eyes bulged with a storm of pain. Taking the bloody stump, he struck at the knight. Hot blood splashed, drops hitting the knight’s exposed skin and sizzling. Brynda’s blade went spiraling from her hand. Ignoring the pain and pulling the dagger from her thigh sheath, one foot landed on the arm with the stump. The knight launched herself up a few feet and curled one arm around the scaly neck of the black dragon. Grunting from the pain, Brynda shoved the dagger into the long neck of the dragon and twisted the blade. 


     Sukarr roared. Striking out, Brynda was thrown twenty feet onto the hot floor rolling. Sukarr clumsily grabbed at the dagger in his neck. When he took hold, he pulled it out and a small stream of blood spilled. The black dragon clutched at his wound and turned his head to Dakarr slamming a winged shoulder into him. Sukarr went flying into a burning book shelf and it crumbled on top of him. 


     Brynda was back on her feet. She scooped up her sword from the floor and spun around ready for anything. Dakarr was at her side, flames gathering in his throat. The black dragon thrashed and finally stood up, heaving with flames dancing all around him. 


     “You both disappoint me.” Sukarr hissed. 


     The black dragon launched himself through the stain glass window. Dakarr shielded Brynda as shards of glass went flying. When the clatter finished, the dragon and knight looked out to see a black dragon clumsily flying away with a wounded wing. Dakarr moved forward as if to chase but slouched to the ground, hot blood dripping on the floor. 


     “Change your form!” Brynda said while dropping her sword. 


     Dakarr nodded his serpent head. Body shrinking, the dragon changed into his human form. Brynda curled her hands under his arm pits and dragged him out, eyes on bleeding wounds all over his body. The fire consumed all the books in the library and when there was nothing else to burn, the flames died down against the stone walls and floor.  


     Brynda pulled her wounded lover to their room. There she used what she could find to clean and bind his wounds. Dakarr groaned his pain but his eyes never left Brynda. The knight worked feverishly to make sure the bleeding stopped. A bloody hand reached up to caress her cheek. Brynda stopped and looked into her lover’s bright green eyes. She knelt down and kissed him deeply, their hearts beating to their private song of love. 


     


  




  

     Ten 


     Brynda was packing her travel bag. Wearing her leather armor and sword sheathed behind her back, the knight stopped to consider if she was missing anything. The air still smelled like smoke but the knight didn’t seem to mind. Behind her someone shuffled in and arms circled her waist. Brynda touched the strong arms and leaned her back into a strong chest. 


     “Are you sure you’re ready for this?” Brynda asked without turning around. 


     “I have never been so sure in my life.” Dakarr smiled. 


     “We could wait a few more days; make sure you’re healed completely.” 


     Dakarr smiled. “My kind heals fast. Aside from a few aches and pains I should be ready for travelling.” 


     Brynda was quiet for a moment. “Will your brother’s hand grow back?” 


     “No. We can heal from wounds but losing a limb would be too much.” 


     “I wish I was sorry but I’m not.” 


     “I wouldn’t expect you to be sorry. My brother is lost for now. I hope one day he will see the error of his desires.” 


     Brynda turned around to face her dragon lover, pressing her body to his. “We could spend some time here and let out bodies pray to Vala for a few more days.” 


     Dakarr smiled. “I’m sure the goddess wouldn’t mind but we should be on our way. If I’m nearly healed then so is my brother and he will never forget what we did to him.” 


     “Do you think he will hunt us?” 


     “I’m sure he will. He has many allies all across Navarr. Sooner or later, he will want retribution.” Dakarr said with a hint of sadness. “But we are fortunate because I have a dragon slayer to guard me from my brother’s wrath.” 


     Brynda smiled. “I never killed a dragon.” 


     Dakarr smiled back. “I know but slayer of dragon hands doesn’t quite have the same ring to it.” 


     Brynda stared at the magical creature holding her. Pressing her lips to him, warmth washed over her healed heart. Dakarr held her close, not letting her pull away not that the knight wanted to. After long moments, lips parted and they drank in the beauty in each other’s eyes. 


     Dakarr lifted his back pack and staff. “It has been a long time since I traveled Navarr. I wonder how much the world has changed?” 


     Brynda picked up her pack and slung it over her shoulder. “It will be like a new book. We can write it together.” 


     “Then let us be off. The world awaits!” Dakarr shouted with enthusiasm. 


     The two lovers left the castle, their path uncertain but their hearts beating with new life. The sun shined brightly as they set off, ready to handle any threat that may come their way. A robed goddess smiled as she watched the two walk away to their future. Silently she prayed for their love to continue just as her followers pray to her for their love. The gloom of the world faded just a little more as the power of love made life vibrant once again. 


     “Thank you Vala.” Brynda whispered as she entwined her hand into Dakarr’s as they strolled in the bright sunlight. 


       


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Dragon Seer 
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     One 


     The bow cut through the crystal blue waters, the sail catching the full power of the wind. The medium-sized sailboat left a trail of white foam as sunlight filled the world with brilliant, warm light. White birds floated on high thermals, watching the ship pass under them. 


     Nate stood toward the bow, his eyes closed and his face bathed in wind and sunlight. Faint memories of the cold, dark north faded to the recesses of his mind as he enjoyed the tropical air. The saltwater scent filled his nose and he let out a long, relaxed sigh.  


     The sailboat hit a small wave and caused it to bounce.  


     Nate’s eyes shot open as his hands grabbed the railing. His chuckle filled the air as he regained his balance and held on. With a quick glance over his shoulder, he looked at the small group of passengers enjoying the ride and the crew of subeks along the small ship, the captain at the wheel. 


     The trip was a short one. Small memories floated along Nate’s mind of travelling from island to island. Summerside was the last town he visited on the mainland before embarking on his long journey. After that, he spent over a week of hopping from island to island. Every night he stayed on a different island. The people were warm and happy. They enjoyed having visitors and many often struck up conversations with him. They often asked where he came from because of his size and obvious strong build. After a drink or two, he was happy to tell them about the frigid north. New acquaintances often sat with their full attention on him, listening to cold stories of the north. Nate didn’t often talk about himself in those conversations, only what he knew of the north. It was enough for many to be intrigued on why a northerner had come all this way to island hop. 


     Nate didn’t speak to why he was there and where he was going. He could see it made him more mysterious and more than once he was invited to rooms to spend the night with strangers he would never see again. 


     Nate looked down to the blue waters as the memories continued to wash on the shores of his thoughts. He would politely decline those invitations. He had little interest in those kinds of trysts, his mind often going to his nightly dreams and their arcane meanings. 


     Nate glanced up to the horizon and a small smile bloomed. In the distance was a tropical island. Three thin and sheer mountains stabbed up to the clear blue sky. Emerald green trees ran along the base of the mountains and covered most of the island. A seaside town filled part of the sandy beach. Its structures stood out against the white sands and green forest behind it. The sight of the simple island caused Nate’s shoulders to relax and he let out a cleansing sigh. 


     A shadow touched the edge of Nate’s gaze and he turned his attention to a lizard man by his side. The subek had a small snout. Scales only covered part of his visible body. He didn’t have hair, like the rest of his people, but he did have scales interlocking from his brow and running along the top of his head. He had holes for ears on each side of his head. His scales were green with hints of blue. His skin was also a light green. Scales ran down the sides of his neck, accompanied by dark spots. Despite his reptilian appearance, he had a jovial smile. 


     “Hoping to see a dragon?” the subek grinned. 


     Nate smiled. “I think I’ve heard that Sky Claw Island is occasionally visited by dragons from deeper in the Sapphire Sea. Is it true?” 


     The subek grinned wider. “It happens, from time to time. The dragons don’t like to visit beyond this point, from what we know. There hasn’t been a dragon sighting here in many years, but each day brings a chance one may appear.” 


     Nate nodded and looked out to the island in the distance. 


     The subek looked to the island as well. “We don’t see many large men like you here in our waters.” 


     Nate smiled and kept his gaze on the island. “Trying to get away from it all. The north is very cold.” 


     The lizard man let out a throaty laugh. “Agreed! My people would not last a night in such cold climates. How long are you staying?” 


     “Don’t know yet,” Nate said simply. 


     The subek nodded. “Well, I know many women from the island that will want you to warm their beds. I can make arrangements, if you choose.” 


     Nate kept his smile, but his mind darkened a hair. “Thank you, but I’ll be fine. I just want to enjoy the island. If I really like it, I may build a home here.” 


     The subek nodded. “Someone your size would be a great help. I hope you stay, but don’t take all of our women for yourself.” 


     Nate grinned as the lizard man let out a throaty howl of laughter. 


     The ship continued to cut through the water, the island getting closer. The sail was brought to half-mast, the ship gliding on less wind power. Nate stared as his heart beat a little faster in his robust chest. Fingers tightened a little along the railings as the dock appeared and the ship moved closer. 


     The sail was pulled and the ship glided toward the docks. Lizard men and women grabbed ropes as the ship sailed in. Ropes were thrown to a handful of subeks that were already there, catching the ropes and tying them to the dock. The sailboat bobbed in as the ropes were pulled tight. Once it was secured, a small gangplank slid out and touched the deck. 


     Nate picked up his large pack leaning against his leg. He hoisted it up effortlessly and put an arm through each strap in turn. The subek that was talking to him had already moved to his duties, stepping off the ship and onto the dock. He helped other passengers get off with a smile and head nod. 


     Nate helped from the other side with his hand out. A few female passengers gladly took it, smiled and stepped off. Nate smiled back and when every passenger was off, he disembarked and stepped onto the dock. 


     The sea air continued to fill his nose as brilliant sunlight painted the island in a heavenly glow. After basking in the moment, he took his first step toward the seaside town of Moon Cove. 


     It didn’t take long for him to reach the center of the small town. He spied places to eat and drink. Small subek children ran with common children through the town. Families waved at the newcomer. Several mothers and female friends let their gazes linger on the large man with the pack. A few even licked their lips. 


     Part of me wishes this was just a relaxed trip. Sipping drinks on the beach would be welcomed, but that’s not why I’m here. 


     Nate waved to the people as he walked toward the tavern and inn close to the center of town. He stepped to the front door and looked at the hanging sign “The Serpent’s Grin.” 


     Nate asked for a room and paid with a few gold coins. He was given a key and he made his way to a long corridor with rows of rooms on each side. From what he saw, every dwelling was one story high and the Serpent’s Grin was no different. When he reached his room, he opened it and stepped inside. 


     The room was simple. It had a large bed, a water closet, a small desk, a chair and a dresser. The walls were covered in hanging artwork. 


     Nate moved to the bed, unslung his pack and placed it down. He opened the flap and looked down at his climbing supplies, small dagger, thin bedroll, clothes, a book, a bottle of liquor, and several small sacks filled with gold coins and assorted gems.   


     Nate eyed the book before reaching down and pulling it out. He opened the journal and leafed through the pages of thoughts and descriptive dreams written in his own hand. Some of the pages were weathered from Nate reading them again and again. With each turn of the page, he saw his simple drawings of dragons. Notes were scrawled along the edges of each dragon, filled with everything he could learn from his travels.  


     Pages continued to turn and small maps filled pages. They were simple maps of every place he visited since he left the north and the amazing cities and people he came across. Between each map, a page or two of dreams were written down. In the beginning of the journal, they were vague and sometimes obtuse with very little meaning. But as the journal continued, the descriptions grew more and more detailed. When he reached blank pages, Nate simply stared at them. 


     “My journey is almost complete. If everything I have dreamed and experienced is true, I’m nearing the end of one quest and preparing for the next one,” Nate whispered to himself. 


     Nate returned the book to the pack and closed the flap. 


     I wish I could go to the bar and have a few drinks, but if I’m going to get up before sunrise, I’ll need my rest. The journey through the jungle and the climb up the mountain will take a better part of the day. Some exercise to prime the muscles might be in order. 


     Nate stepped away from the bed. He lifted his hands before him and bent forward. Hands planted on the floor. Without much effort, he stayed on his hands and lifted his legs straight up. Muscles barely bulged as he stood on his hands and began doing pushups with his legs straight in the air. 


     500 should be enough for the afternoon. 


     Nate continued to do his handstand pushups as the outside sun slid into midafternoon. 


     *** 


     The sun slowly streaked across the sky until it dipped into dusk. The town of Moon Cove became alive with colored lanterns as the light of the day shifted into night’s cloak. Stars twinkled across the crystal-clear night. A moon began to rise, a stream of shifting white light across the now dark sea. 


     Newcomers and residents spent most of the evening laughing, drinking, eating, and dancing. Only one newcomer stayed in his dark room, dreams rising and wrapping around his spirit as he lay in bed. 


     Nate swam through his dreams, following the siren call of creatures in the dark distance. Their song played against his soul, the vibrations echoing and filling his mind with scales, claws, and oval eyes. Serpent smiles filled the void and he swam harder to reach them. 


     The night carried on. Darkness shrouded the world of Arith until a glow touched the eastern horizon. 


     The seaside town of Moon Cove continued to sleep off the night’s festivities, but a lone man awoke with excited energy. He slipped out of bed, dressed and slung his pack over his shoulders. Silent as a graveyard, he snuck out of his room, out of the inn, out of the town and into the lush jungle as the glow of morning touched the horizon. 


     Nate moved through the dark jungle, his heart beating like a drum in his chest. His eyes were a little wide, taking in the jungle as he pressed on. When he reached a clearing, he looked up at a sheer mountain and smiled to himself. 


     They have to be in one of them. My gut tells me it’s the closest one. It’s going to be a long few days if I have to explore each one. 


     Nate closed his eyes and let the early morning silence calm his heart and mind. It was a trick his father taught him when he was young. Nate centered himself and listened to his outer and inner world. The sounds of animals bled away to the background. Soon, all he could hear was his own heartbeat. 


     A whisper touched his mind and gently pulled. 


     Nate opened his eyes and nodded to himself. He made for the closest mountain spire, his boots stepping along the firm ground. 


     Light stabbed out from the horizon and signaled a new day.  


     Nate emerged from the jungle brush and looked up at the mountain. It stabbed vertically to the sky. Deep cracks ran along it in a few places. Some places looked like smooth stone, worn away by the elements. The sheerness of it would have had most climbers balk at such an attempt to climb it. Nate smiled to himself as he knew he wasn’t like most climbers. 


     The large man slipped his bare feet out of his boots. He unslung his pack and put it down. He picked up his boots and placed them inside the pack. Hands rummaged and pulled out worn, leather straps. Nate began wrapping his palms with the leather straps, each in turn. As he wrapped them, his toes dug into the sandy dirt, getting as much grime as he could on them. When his palms were wrapped and his bare feet dirty, he picked up his pack and slung it back over his wide shoulders. 


     “If it was all a lie, I can enjoy my stay here for a long time. If it wasn’t a lie, then destiny truly tapped me on the shoulder,” Nate whispered. 


     Nate stepped to the base of the mountain and looked up. The spire stood like a pointed tower on the edge of the world. He lowered his gaze to the mountain base and eyed the stone so he could gain some purchase. A route filled his mind and he stepped to the stone mountain before him. 


     Lifting his large hands, he took hold of a pair of cracks. With a quick inhale, he started to pull himself up. Muscles bulged along his arms and shoulders. Full pack against his back, he grabbed at an outcropping with one hand and then another crack with the other. Nate was silent, making sure he was secure with one hand before moving higher. 


     With strength, skill, and precision, he began his climb. 


     *** 


     Sweat beaded Nate’s brow as he continued to climb. Time had turned into moments of gaining purchase and pulling himself up. The pack grew heavier as he climbed, but experience from the many times he free-climbed mountains in the north whispered their confidence. Some of his family and friends liked to use iron spikes, hooks and ropes to secure themselves as they climbed. Not Nate. He didn’t belittle others for how they climbed. He only wondered if he was in a situation without them, how well would he fare. Memories caressed the edges of his thoughts, speaking to the many times he went climbing just to be free of the world. 


     His feet and toes gripped the stone like a primal creature. Fingers stabbed into cracks and Nate continued to hoist himself up. Climbing had become such second nature, his thoughts began to drift. Images played on, of how the dreams began. The calling touched his every thought. How he researched in towns and spoke with those trained in the magical arts. They were often not perturbed by his descriptions and explained how those kinds of dreams were indeed a calling that most would not understand. However, they did warn against taking them too literal. There were forces, gods, creatures, and monsters that often sent out a dreamy call, promising power, wealth, and health. Some were honest and pure. Others were deceptive, luring a potential servant to their dark intentions. 


     Mages informed Nate that he should chronicle his dreams to better understand them. When he left his hometown, he travelled south. Every town and city he would visit, he would spend some time at their libraries and speak with mages, priests, and scholars. They all seemed to agree that there was indeed a calling. The gods were close to Arith and many spoke to some of the primal gods and goddesses wishing to walk among the world again. 


     Nate grabbed another outcropping stone and pulled himself up as a clear memory stabbed into his mind. He had been travelling for months and visited one of the great cities. He found a mage at one of the colleges and showed them his journal. They sat and poured over it for hours. When the mage looked up, she smiled and told him that his dreams were telling him he was a Dragon Seer. 


     Nate remembered leaning forward and listening to everything the mage had said. She had studied the dragon cultures for many years and managed to show him that certain times of the year, they called to potential Seers to come find them. Most of the dragons had travelled south when the northern continent filled with people of all races. The Sapphire Sea was vast and hard to travel the further south you sailed. It was often rumored the dragons made a new home and grew their society. 


     Nate was in awe, hearing how dragons used to live with people of all races. To become a Seer was to be one with dragon society, forming a bond that could never be broken and become among the enlightened. 


     Nate could hardly believe what he was hearing, but it felt true and natural. It was from that point on, he would truly follow the dreams and see if he was chosen to become a Dragon Seer. 


     Nate’s eyes widened a little when his hand clamped onto an odd stone. He examined it, seeing that it was carved stone, different from the surrounding area. Its texture was different, much like it was chiseled into its shape. He glanced around and saw that there were many stones like that above him. They all connected together to form a well-made puzzle. He pulled himself up and found hand holds. He stuck his fingers in and pulled himself up again. The sun painted the mountain and Nate in afternoon light. 


     When Nate reached up again, his hand grabbed at a ledge. With a triumphant smile, he grabbed the ledge with his other hand and hoisted himself up. 


     Muscles burned as he pulled himself onto a ledge. His knee came up and touched the edge. With one final push, he rolled onto the flat stone and onto his back.  


     Heavy breath filled the air before a mad chuckle escaped his mouth. Nate stayed on his back, his pack between him and the floor. Weakness crawled along his muscles as his eyes moved in his head. He took in the ancient stonework along the ceiling and walls. A cool wind touched the entrance and flowed over the large man. Nate turned his attention to the side and gazed down a stone corridor with inky darkness further in. 


     Nate stared at the darkness, watching it writhe and slither like a living thing. Something was beyond the black veil. A call to destiny or an omen to his death. Either way, he could not deny it. Not after such a long journey. Not after giving up his life in the north. Not after feeling the heat of his dreams pressing down on his soul.  


     Energy surged into his worn body. Nate turned onto his stomach. His powerful arms and legs pressed down and he stood up. A thought slipped along his mind, whispering that he should arm himself. Nate ignored it. 


     The large man took one steady step after another. He walked along the wide, ancient stone corridor and made his way deeper in. The breeze touched the back of his neck, but every step inward brought a different breeze against his senses. It felt warm and cold and full of life at the same time. 


     The corridor widened as the inky darkness consumed him. Nate’s eyes slowly adjusted to the dark gloom. Shapes began to form. The corridor opened into a large cavern. His eyes continued to adapt to the darkness. The cavern seemed to stretch on. In the distance was what looked like ruins built into the very cavern. 


     Nate walked toward them, his senses alive and his heart pounding in his chest. His eyes fully adjusted to the dark gloom. He took another step and his foot touched something.  


     Nate looked down to see something big in the darkness. It shifted and moved. He took a step back and looked around. Two more large lumps began to move. The large man spun around, eyes darting to the shifting darkness.  


     Three necks rose up and oval eyes opened. They glowed with supernatural power as they gazed down on the man in their cave. Darkness peeled back to reveal sharp, dagger sized teeth. Heat bloomed and eyes stared. 


     Nate stopped spinning and stood his ground. He looked up into glowing blue eyes. 


     A maw opened under the glowing blue eyes, white and azure energy arcing and surging. It dripped from the open maw as the glowing blue eyes narrowed and the thing took in a deep inhale. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     Nate fell into a stance, ready to dodge any attack. His body tensed, muscles primed and ready to move. He watched with intense eyes as the thing’s maw shifted and tilted up slightly.  


     Energy surged and blasted out, over Nate’s head. The young man watched as the thick stream of lightning flashed, illuminating the cavern in blue light. It stabbed through the air until it struck a large crystal on the wall. Magical sparks filled the air as the crystal glowed. 


     The scaled dragon closed their mouth and smiled evilly.  


     Nate turned his head slightly, glancing away from the dragon and to the cavern walls. Crystals embedded into the rocky cavern walls began to glow. A wave of light cascaded across the cavern walls and ceiling. The crystals grew brighter until a level of light illuminated the entire cavern. 


     Nate returned his attention to the three large creatures around him. Scales shifted as eyes looked down on the lone man in their midst. Dragon eyes smoldered in the arcane light. Necks craned and looked Nate up and down. 


     Nate looked to each one in astonishment. The dragon that blasted out lightning was a blending of blue and black scales. Its blue, webbed wings were folded against its sleek body. Horns stabbed out and back from its head. A deep growl filled its long throat and kept its soul piercing gaze on Nate. 


     To the right was a green dragon with rounded horns along the sides of its head. It looked down on Nate with kind eyes. Its snout was a little pointed. Emerald green scales ruffled a little as its tail was wrapped around its body. Just like the blue dragon, this one’s green wings were folded against its body. 


     Nate shifted again to a white dragon with small horns. It blinked as it lay on its stomach. A scaled white tail flicked back and forth in the air. 


     The three dragons were about the size of large horses, except for the green one. It was larger than the other two, but only slightly. The green one continued to eye Nate. The white one flicked its tail in the air. The blue one lowered its head and moved closer, staring directly into Nate’s eyes. 


     Nate stood his ground, his heart beating like a drum. 


     “Tonight’s dinner has come to us,” the blue one hissed and giggled darkly. 


     The white dragon stopped blinking and simply stared. 


     The green one closed its eyes and shook its head. 


     Nate stared up at the blue dragon, its snout a mere foot from his face. “That wouldn’t be very nice, since you called me here.” 


     The blue dragon’s eyes narrowed. “What makes you think we called you here?” 


     Nate stood his ground. “The dreams.” 


     The blue dragon’s expression didn’t change, its gaze purely on Nate’s eyes. 


     “I love dreams,” the white one said with an enthusiastic tone. 


     The blue one glanced at the white one and growled. 


     “Oh! Right. I’m not supposed to talk,” the white one blinked. 


     The blue one rolled her eyes. In that moment, Nate turned his attention to the white dragon and smiled. 


     “My name is Nathanial, but everyone calls me Nate.” 


     The white dragon smiled. “My name is Izzi.” 


     “Izzi, stop talking!” the blue one growled. 


     Izzi blinked again. “Sorry Shego. I thought since I already broke the rule that I could talk.” 


     “Don’t say my name!” Shego growled louder and stabbed her clawed hand into the dirt. 


     Nate kept his attention on the white dragon. “Izzi is a very nice name. Pleased to meet you,” Nate said and bowed. 


     Pink touched white scales under Izzi’s eyes. “Pleased to meet you,” Izzi said and bowed her scaled head. 


     The blue dragon’s scales rippled along her back before she sunk down to the ground and let out an electrical huff. Energy sparked and arced into the air before fading away. 


     “I knew she would ruin the fun,” Shego huffed. 


     “You take your games much too seriously,” the green dragon said with a warm tone. 


     Nate turned to the large green one and bowed. “I’m actually very pleased to see all three of you. I’ve travelled a great distance, following the dreams. I wasn’t sure it was real until now.” 


     The green one looked down with kind eyes. “We’re pleased you heard our call. My name is Norrah, The Life Giver. You’ve met Izzi, The Adorable. The grumpy blue one is Shego, The Azure Chaos.” 


     “I was ready to torture him for hours and Izzi screwed it up,” Shego growled. 


     “It would have been rude to not answer him,” Izzi whined. 


     Shego shook her scaly head. “Izzi, I’ve known slimes smarter than you.” 


     Izzi’s jaw dropped open. “There will be other games. And stop being so mean!” 


     Norrah lowered her head and looked into Nate’s eyes. Nate stood, caught in her majestic beauty. Heat and power rolled off of her in waves, each one splashing against Nate’s senses and skin. It was like standing in a dream. 


     Norrah’s serpent lips formed into a small smile. “Nate, tell us why you’re here.” 


     Nate nodded. He took hold of his pack, unslung it from his shoulders and placed it down by his feet. He stood back up and looked at Norrah. Shego and Izzi crawled a little closer, craning their heads and necks to see Nate. The three of them looked down with interested eyes. 


     Nate took a deep inhale and began, “Years ago, I woke up from a dream. It was filled with lightning, frost, and life. I saw leathery wings. I saw the hints of tails and claws. I didn’t normally remember my dreams, but I remembered that one. 


     “After a time, the dreams grew more frequent. I had them many times and they were often the same, at first. It reached a point where I didn’t dream about anything else. They consumed me so much, I knew I had to find their meaning. 


     “I left the town I grew up in. I set out from the North to search and understand what it all meant.” 


     Izzi nodded with wide eyes. Shego kept her annoyed expression. Norrah’s expression was blank. 


     Nate continued, “My journey took me to many places. I found mages and scholars who were able to tell me more, but one mage helped open my eyes to what was happening. She told me that I was being called, summoned. She said that I was chosen to be a Seer. 


     “It is known that some people of Arith may be summoned by dragons, monsters, and deities. I was told, those that are summoned often have a special connection to others. I knew the dreams wouldn’t stop. I had to follow them. I wanted to follow them. Each one gave me a clue, a place to find and a direction to go.” 


     Nate smiled at Norrah. “It all brought me here, to the three of you.” 


     Shego closed her eyes and shook her head. “We sent out the call and only he arrived. I thought there would be more options.” 


     Norrah shook her head. “Shego, you’re being rude.” 


     Shego dipped her head. “I apologize, but I thought there would be more choices. He seems strong, but there could be others on their way.” 


     Nate turned his attention to the blue dragon with knowing eyes. “There are no others and you know it. The dreams spoke to me of the bond. My research and what I’ve learned from mages told me that these kinds of bonds are unique between the dreamers. Have you dreamed of others?” 


     Shego stared hard at Nate, but didn’t say anything more. 


     “Nate, please forgive our dear Shego. She is grumpy before she eats,” Norrah said with an understanding tone. 


     “We’ve been in this cavern for weeks. Yes, I need a pig or sheep,” Shego growled. 


     “I ate a sheep yesterday! The fur gets caught in my throat sometimes,” Izzi said. 


     Shego looked to the white dragon in disbelief. “How did you get out of here without us knowing? I would have hunted with you!” 


     Izzi shrugged. “You were sleeping. I didn’t want to wake you.” 


     Shego opened her maw to verbally attack her fellow dragon when Norrah raised a clawed hand, stopping her. 


     “There will be plenty of time to eat, but first, I want to know more about our little Nate here.” 


     Shego closed her maw with a disgruntled look. 


     “I want to know more about all three of you too,” Nate smiled. 


     Norrah brought her slitted nose close to Nate and sniffed at him. Nate stood his ground, allowing the dragon to take in his scent. She pulled back and smiled. 


     “What do you know about Mana Spheres?” Norrah asked. 


     Nate nodded. “There are twelve spheres of mana, each one for a different element. From what I have learned, there are spheres for Air, Fire, Water, Stone, Life, Decay, Light, Dark, Mind, Body, Space, and Time. 


     “On my journey here, several mages told me the basics of magic and mana. I don’t know how to cast any spells, but I do know about how they are manipulated.” 


     Shego let out a snide hiss. “He isn’t a Seer. Doesn’t know how to perform magic. How underwhelming.” 


     Nate turned his gaze to the blue dragon. “I don’t know how to cast spells, but that doesn’t mean I don’t understand how spheres work and how I have a connection to them.” 


     Shego raised an eye ridge. 


     Nate turned to Norrah. “I’m fully aware I have a connection to the Body Sphere.” 


     The green dragon nodded. “Please, continue.” 


     Nate smiled. “Different spheres can be learned, trained, or mastered in different ways. The Body Sphere can increase in degrees by cultivation or spellcraft. It was always a talent I had to become stronger the more I work out and test my body. I don’t need spells. I just need to train and push my body to become stronger.” 


     Norrah nodded. “Do you know about degrees in each sphere?” 


     Nate smiled. “There are twelve degrees for each of the twelve spheres.” 


     “I’m willing to wager he doesn’t know what degree he is,” Shego scoffed. 


     Nate looked at Shego and gave her a confident smirk. “A gifted being may have one degree from one or several mana spheres. My Body sphere is 3rd degree.” 


     Shego blinked. 


     “He’s more than gifted,” Izzi grinned with sharp teeth. 


     Norrah’s expression remained warm. “Impressive, since you have had no formal training. It takes mages, priests, bards, paladins, lancers, and many others, years to gain degrees in each sphere. You gained it through hard work and personal talent.” 


     “I don’t like to back down from a challenge,” Nate said with confidence. 


     Shego stood up on all fours and stretched her body. “This is all well and good, but we still don’t know if he is meant to be with us. He followed the dreams. He has natural gifts of magic. But we don’t know if he has the keen mind and fortitude to be a true Seer.” 


     Nate bowed to Norrah. “I hate to interrupt our discussion, but I feel I should speak with Shego.” 


     Norrah gave a small nod and smiled. 


     “Speak to me? Who do you think you are?” Shego said with an annoyed tone. 


     Nate turned to the blue dragon, bent down at the knees and grabbed his pack. Shego watched him with bored eyes as he opened his pack and rummaged through it. Nate’s fingers grabbed a sack and he pulled it out. He stood up and stepped a little closer to the blue dragon. 


     Shego looked down on him. She watched as Nate opened the sack and reached in. He pulled out one gold coin and placed it on a nearby stone between them.  


     The dragon huffed, blue sparks appearing from her nostrils. She glanced down to the coin and shook her head. 


     “One gold coin? What kind of dragon do you think I am?” 


     Nate reached into the sack and pulled out another gold coin. He placed it on top of the first one. 


     “This is idiotic,” Shego hissed. 


     “Is it?” Nate said as he pulled out another coin and placed it on the other two. 


     Nate continued to pull out one coin after the other as he spoke, “You see, I knew the dreams spoke both ways. It took some time to discover it, but when I did, I enjoyed and looked forward to them. I remembered you, Shego. You never mentioned your name, but how could I forget such beautiful scales and wings.” 


     Shego was silent and her gaze unimpressed. 


     Nate continued, the stack of coins getting taller. “I remember chasing you through great halls filled with coins and gems. I remembered how you laughed. I also remembered how I would enter the dream and see you, snuggling your snout into piles of gems.” 


     Shego’s eyelids half closed and she forced them open. 


     Nate made a stack of gold coins, about ten coins high. He reached into the sack and didn’t take his hand out. He smiled at the dragon as she looked at him and glanced down to the stack of gold coins. 


     “I remember you had your favorites. Rubies and diamonds were nice, but it wasn’t the worth of the gem. You liked the ones that spoke to you.” 


     Nate looked down on the stack of coins. “These coins are the altar.”  


     Nate pulled out a large sapphire and placed it on the stack of coins. He remembered how he bartered for it with gems he took with him from his earlier adventures in the north. Blue sapphires spoke to him, connecting with his dreams and the playful romps with a certain blue dragon. 


     “Shego, this is my gift to you,” Nate said as he took a step back and smiled. 


     Shego looked down at the large sapphire. Scales rippled down her neck. Her clawed hand clenched as she tried to look away. She turned her serpent head, but one eye looked down on the blue gem. Her tail rose up and slammed down in obvious temptation and frustration.  


     “Is this some sort of trick?” Shego said softly. 


     “No trick. Just a gift. You can take it or leave it. I’m just happy to finally meet you in the flesh and give you this gift I’ve held onto for a long time.” 


     The last word struck the blue dragon like a whip. The air around her grew warmer and sparks crackled in the air. Her spindly, clawed hands opened and closed. Her serpent eyes nearly trembled as the gem seemed to call out to her like a lost child. 


     In a blink, her hand blurred out and snatched the coins and gem. Nate barely saw it as she lifted it up to her eyes and snout. She stared at the gem for a moment before rubbing it against her scales. A deep hum filled her throat as she closed her eyes and snuggled to it. 


     Nate turned back to Norrah. He parted his lips to speak when white dragon hands reached over from the side, grabbed him and pulled. Nate’s entire body went limp like a ragdoll into Izzi’s grasp as she sat on her haunches and slammed him against her scaled chest. 


     “You are just so fun!” Izzi grinned as she rubbed her face against Nate’s short, black hair. 


     Nate tried to fight his grin and lost. Izzi was strong, holding him like he weighed nothing. He planted his feet and stood up, giving her more to hold.  


     Norrah watched Izzi and Nate with amused eyes. “Izzi, let him have a chance to breathe.” 


     Izzi opened her eyes and looked down. She pulled her arms back, but stayed sitting. 


     “I sometimes get really excited,” Izzi said as her tail waved back and forth behind her. 


     “I think we all do,” Nate kept his smile. “Hug me any time.” 


     Izzi’s eyes glowed and she lifted her arms to hug him again when Norrah cleared her throat. The frost dragon lowered her arms and her head. 


     “Nate,” Norrah said with regal flair.  


     Nate turned to the green dragon. 


     “We are pleased you made the long journey to us. Our dreams hinted at your adventures and the effort to cross great distances to find us. But I must be honest, meeting us is the first step.” 


     Nate looked up to the majestic green dragon. “I know there is more. I felt it when we dreamed. I wouldn’t have come if I thought this was all there is.” 


     Norrah nodded. “We sent out the call to find a Seer. We knew our voices would be heard and someone would touch our dreams. When it was you, we waited until we dreamed of you coming closer to us. We flew here and waited for your arrival.” 


     “Why did you send out the call? In all my dreams, I didn’t know the reason. I only knew that I had to come.” 


     Norrah smiled. “We set out the call because the three of us wanted a Seer. Arith has changed over the last hundred years. The process has been slow. Most would not have noticed it, but our kind did. 


     “For a long time, many from the isles have sent out their siren call to others to join them. There has always been Seers, those drawn to the flame. All Seers have an ability to blend their magic, their spheres, with those who summon them. It is a bond where all involved gain greater power. It is a form of bonding magic that can fight the very tides of darkness and light, depending on which side you are on.” 


     “And what are we fighting?” Nate asked plainly. 


     Norrah shook her head. “I admire your eagerness, but it is something we cannot discuss at this time. No, at this time, we must ensure we are meant to be. Shego does have a point. We don’t know if the four of us are right for each other.” 


     Norrah turned her serpent gaze to the blue dragon as she continued to rub the gem against the side of her head and hum. 


     “Shego may have been premature in her assumption, but she did have the right of it.” 


     “We must court each other,” Nate smiled. 


     “You do remember my dreams!” Izzi grinned with sharp teeth. 


     Norrah let out a deep laugh before responding to Nate, “In a way. Like all bonding, we must see if we are compatible. Dreaming is one thing, reality is another.” 


     Nate stepped closer to Norrah and looked up to her oval green eyes. “I understand.” 


     The green dragon nodded to the man before her. “Nate, stay here for the night. Rest and make your way to the southernmost spire. We will be there. When you arrive, we can talk some more.” 


     Nate lifted an eyebrow, wondering what she meant when all three dragons stood up. Izzi and Shego made their way to the wide corridor that led outside. Norrah gave Nate a wink before following her fellow dragons.  


     Nate followed. He watched them as they walked along the corridor and reached the entrance. Shego kept her wings close to her body. She leapt into the air and dived down out of sight. A heartbeat later, she soared up into the sky, her blue wings catching the last of the daylight. 


     Izzi was next. The white dragon jumped off the entrance ledge, spun and fell. In a blink, she shot up with ivory wings. 


     Norrah lingered at the entrance as Nate stepped to her side. He looked up at the green dragon with inspired eyes. 


     Norrah turned her head and looked down on Nate, her snout only a few feet above him. 


     “You’re a lot cuter in person than in our dreams,” Norrah said with a serpent smile and leapt off the ledge. 


     Nate looked over to see Norrah’s wings flash out and catch a thermal. She turned and flew up like a spear. 


     Nate couldn’t take his gaze away from the three dragons. They circled above, each one following the other. Izzi glanced down and let out a small roar. 


     Norrah took the lead. She turned her body and soared toward the southern part of the island, a spire stabbing up to the heavens. It was painted in the golden light of the sun. 


     Nate stared as they flew to the spire in short order and circled it. For a time, they simply flew. Norrah dived down and disappeared behind the spire. Soon, Shego and Izzi followed her and were gone from sight. 


     Calm silence filled Nate’s heart. His senses were alive, drinking in the small breeze, the light of the setting sun, and the ocean scent drifting over the island. 


     “We both know I’m not going to stay here tonight,” Nate whispered to the wind. 


     The large man turned and began to make his way back down the tunnel to grab his pack and make the long climb down. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     His muscles burned as the lone man made his way down the thin mountain. The air cooled with the evening air, helping soothe his inflamed limbs and back. The last rays of sunlight were long gone. It took many hours to climb the mountain and it took many more to climb back down. Despite following gravity’s pull, the careful lowering and securing of fingers and toes into the rock used a lot of concentration, strength, and skill. 


     I could have slept the night and started fresh in the morning, but where’s the challenge in that? 


     Nate chuckled to himself as he continued his descent. The need to push himself consumed him at times. He enjoyed a good rest, but he enjoyed it more to push his limits. It was a defining trait he exploited for himself. Where most would give up or slow down, Nate pushed himself to break past such small, but draining limitations. For the most part, his body responded well to it. Other times, he paid the price in the short term of pain, blood, and broken bones. Those were badges of honor as he forced his body to heal by not allowing it to weaken from setbacks or difficult adventures. 


     Nate’s fingers grabbed onto a crack and he lowered himself down again. Memories filled the back of his mind. Life in the north was difficult, but the rewards were euphoric. Pushing his body to the breaking point and passing out into the best sleep of his life was satisfying to the soul. Meals tasted better and lovemaking caused his very soul to bask in the inner heat, lust, and joining of bodies. It all made the world worthwhile and pushed him to further adventures. 


     Nate glanced over his shoulder and smiled. He was forty feet above the jungle floor. With a hard push, he launched sideways off the mountain and fell. Bare feet felt the touch of the air as he fell. His legs bent slightly as jungle trees touched his falling body. When he reached the forest floor, his powerful legs absorbed the shock as he bent down a little. The kinetic energy vibrated along the ground and up Nate’s legs for barely a moment. It disappeared and the lone man stood up and surveyed his surroundings. 


     The jungle around him was dark and quiet. Nate’s ear twitched as he heard the people of Moon Cove laughing, dancing, and singing in the distance. Their good spirits caressed his senses as he turned and looked at the gloom of the forest to the south. 


     From the cavern entrance, Nate mentally mapped out his trek from what he could see of the island below. He noticed a large lake in the center of the island. He simply had to travel to it and either walk around or swim across it. Considering how late it was and knowing he had to climb another mountain, he planned to bed down by the lake and resume his journey in the morning. If he waited at the cavern for morning and with the size of the island, it would have taken three days to reach the dragons instead of two. 


     Nate grabbed the straps of his pack over his shoulders and pulled it off. He placed it on the ground and opened the flap. His hands reached in and grabbed his boots. He pulled them out and placed them on the ground. He undid the leather straps around his palms and put them in the pack. Next, he put on his boots. After closing the pack, he lifted it up and put his arms through the strap loops. 


     A cool breeze caused the nearby trees to move and wave to the man in the dimly lit forest. Moonlight and starshine created an ethereal glow along the tops of trees. Shafts of moonlight touched the ground in places, giving the jungle a fantastical atmosphere. 


     “I’m coming,” Nate whispered and wondered if the three dragons could hear him. 


     Nate stared into the jungle for a moment before taking one step and then another. He gently marched into the jungle and made his way through. When there was a break in the canopy, he used the three spires to help navigate his trek through the jungle.  


     Sounds of nighttime creatures began to fill the silence. The distant sounds of Moon Cove melted away to the sounds of nighttime birds, lizards, and other wildlife as Nate pressed on. 


     The burning along Nate’s muscles ebbed the more he walked. The ground was incredibly even, except for the occasional tree root. The sounds of the jungle turned into a natural symphony. It caressed Nate’s senses as he pressed on. 


     All of this will just make me stronger. 


     Nate’s mind wandered to the two times he was able to increase his Body Sphere. The first time was by accident, helping chop down large trees by his hometown. Something possessed him one early morning. He picked up an axe and strolled to the forest edge. He began chopping away at tree after tree. Each strike spoke to him, fueling his resolve to continue. After a time, his body cried out in soreness and pain, but it didn’t stop him. He pushed on, chopping at thick trunks to fell trees for firewood and building materials. 


     The day wore on and he worked faster. Pain tried to pull him back, but determination blasted away his reason. After several dozen trees and with the sun slowly setting, he carried on like a madman when a burst of energy filled every part of his body. It surged into every muscle and he felt stronger, tougher, and faster.  


     Vitality flooded him and he was refreshed and stronger. After that, he continued well into the night. Several axes broke from the abuse, but there were plenty more to replace them. 


     Finally, in the dead of night, he stopped. Bloody sores covered his hands and his body felt stronger than it ever did before. He remembered dropping the axe. He remembered shambling home and falling into his bed. He slept for two days and when he awoke, he felt like a new person. 


     Nate walked, the memory of reaching the second degree in the Body Sphere fading and replaced with the next time he improved. Shadows filled his eyes as his legs propelled him through the dark jungle. The first memory was an exciting one. The second one was the opposite. 


     Like a haunting ghost, it whispered in Nate’s ear as he pressed on through the jungle. It was a year later. There was a tunnel collapse in the town’s iron mine. The whole town banded together to save everyone inside. Nate remembered arriving at the tunnel with many family members and people in town, ready to help. 


     Almost everyone took shifts to help remove fallen rubble, except for Nate. He powered through, hefting large stones and moving them himself. When people he knew began to fall to exhaustion, he would carry a large stone in one hand and his fallen friends or family in the other. Once they were outside, others from town would care for them while Nate went back in. 


     The shadows lengthened under Nate’s eyes. There were four miners trapped inside. No one knew the extent of the damage, or if they were even alive. All they could do was keep digging and removing rubble to find them and get them out. After the townspeople gained a headcount, they knew who the missing were. Nate knew them from town. He wasn’t close to any of them, but he knew he had to find them. It consumed him and his body refused to slow down. 


     After several days of digging, the four miners were found. They had perished during the collapse and had been dead for days. The cries from their families were enough to break Nate’s heart. In that moment, another surge filled his body. Nate remembered how it felt, pushing his body to the limit and then feeling the soul crushing pain of failure. It struck him like a hammer and he grew stronger because of it. At the time, he didn’t know he had reached the third degree in the Body Sphere. It wasn’t until he decided to follow the strange dreams, leave his town and find mages he could talk to that he discovered he had a natural affinity with the elemental mana spheres. 


     Nate lifted his gaze upwards, a beam of moonlight touching his eyes. 


     “It has all led me here,” the young man whispered as he looked at the spire to the south. 


     Rustling from behind touched Nate’s senses. He slowed down and then stopped. Turning his head slightly, he listened intently as he heard movement from the jungle behind him. 


     Gentle footfalls whispered with the sounds of the jungle. Nate almost wouldn’t have noticed it if his senses weren’t also enhanced, just like his body. He stood like a statue in the dark. The sounds moved closer. Each little rustle gave away the location of those following him. Nate counted about eight. They had formed a semi-circle and were carefully moving closer. 


     Nate focused. In the barest sense, he could hear their heartbeats. They were calm, but there was a hint of eagerness along their pulses. Nate remembered that kind of pulse when others challenged him, either in bars or on the road. They saw his size and felt they could challenge him to feel better about themselves. Nate loved an honorable challenge, but this smelled different. 


     They are actively hunting me. It’s safe to assume they’re not friends. 


     Nate turned around and faced the direction of his pursuers. 


     A good fight will only make me stronger. This might be what I need to increase my Body Sphere to the fourth degree. Climbing up a mountain and down it, marching on, and then a fight could help me achieve the next level. 


     A new excitement filled Nate as he shrugged off his pack and placed it behind a tree trunk. His thoughts danced, feeling that surge of energy and becoming more than what he already was. It would only help him if he and the dragons bonded. 


     The night symphony of the jungle abruptly stopped. 


     Here they come. 


     Nate’s senses sharpened to a razor’s edge. He stared at the inky dark jungle and shafts of moonlight scattered about. The breeze died and the world held its breath. 


     Nate spotted the gleam of an eye in the shadows before something shot through the air. Nate turned his shoulder away, the arrow missing him by an inch. It stabbed into a tree, the end of the arrow vibrating from the power. 


     Nate remained cool as he held his head high and several lizard people emerged from the dark jungle. Male and female subeks held maces and clubs. Moonlight gleamed off some of their scales. A menace filled their eyes as their chests rose and fell with contained violence. 


     Nate’s ears flexed as he heard others move around in the jungle to surround him. He kept his hands loose and his body primed as the remainder moved into place, cutting off all escape. 


     A subek stepped out from the jungle, a bow in one hand and an arrow in the other. Nate took in his features, noticing it was the subek from the ship that was asking him questions. 


     “Come with us,” the subek said with a low hiss. 


     “Where do you want to go?” Nate said as he stood his ground. 


     “To your grave,” the subek smiled evilly. 


     Nate glanced at the other lizard folk surrounding him. Even in the dim light of the jungle, he could see and feel their eagerness for him to resist. It seemed at odds with what he knew of the subek in the Sapphire Sea. They were a simple people who enjoyed lounging in the sun and eating. They had given up their barbaric roots a long time ago. 


     These subek are not like others I’ve met on my travels. Something is compelling them. 


     “Is this because of the dragons?” Nate asked. 


     Not one lizard person turned their gazes away in confusion or misunderstanding. They functioned as one and Nate saw the dark intent in their eyes. 


     “Since I’m clearly outnumbered and not going to make it out of this alive, can you at least tell me what this is about?” 


     The subek lifted an arrow to his bow. He notched it and pulled back, the point aimed at Nate’s chest. 


     “It was worth an attempt,” Nate smirked. 


     Time slowed down as the subek let go of the arrow. The bowstring snapped into place and launched the arrow. The subeks around Nate began moving too, charging at him and raising their maces and clubs. An arrow shot past moving bodies as they screeched for blood. 


     Nate’s heartbeat remained calm as his body and limbs began to move. The arrow crossed the distance and Nate was already moving. The air pushed at the skin of his neck as the arrow passed within inches of it. The moment Nate knew the arrow missed him, his large hand shot out at a charging subek. Time sped up and chaos clashed. 


     Nate’s hand clamped onto the charging subek’s neck as it swung down a mace. Nate was already sidestepping, his fingers squeezing the lizard man’s throat and picking him up. Nate’s strong body and shoulders turned as the mace flew from the subek’s hand and their clawed feet were off the ground. Another subek rushed in, only for them to miss a step, shock filling their eyes as their fellow lizard folk came crashing down on them. Two bodies fell into quivering limbs from the brutality of the move. 


     Nate was still moving, lowering his center of gravity as three subeks rushed him. Fingers curled into hammer-like fists. Nate’s brow showed no hint of emotion as he pulled back and slammed his fist into an unguarded chest. The subek let out a horrific cry as his ribcage cracked and his chest caved in. While the subek fell back from the blow, another one raised their club and swung it across, aiming for Nate’s head. The large man turned and caught the club mid-strike. 


     The subek tried to pull back when she was pulled off her feet with her club. Nate moved in a blur, throwing the club and attacking subek toward a tree. She screeched as the club banged into the tree and her face crashed into it next. 


     The third subek swung their mace and Nate sidestepped it. The metal mace hit the ground. The lizard man tried to lift it up when a fist struck the side of its head and sent him crashing to the ground. 


     Muscles and senses glowed along Nate’s body. Time moved in instances as he turned. The rest of the subeks charged as one. The one with the bow was notching another arrow. Nate turned into the incoming four subeks and crossed his arms just as they crashed into him. The force of the blow was strong enough for his boots to slide back two feet.  


     The subeks growled as they pushed as one. Nate twisted his body and struck out with his elbows. Lizard people were scattered in a flurry of elbow strikes. Collar bones cracked and bodies fell. The last one falling was screaming when Nate’s hand clamped on his throat. 


     The subek with the bow, aimed and let the arrow loose. It shot across the small distance in a blink and sank into another subek’s back. The leader’s eyes widened as Nate stood with a subek in his hand and used it as a shield. The subek cried out in tormenting pain before Nate threw him aside like he weighed nothing. 


     “Want to tell me what this is all about?” Nate said as he stalked toward the last subek. 


     The leader threw their bow aside and drew a dagger. Nate glanced to the dagger, but didn’t slow his approach. 


     “Hexnia, give me power!” the subek screeched and charged. 


     Nate’s body shifted as the dagger stabbed past him. His hand blurred down, reaching for the subek’s wrist. When he nearly grabbed it, the lizard man shifted his body and moved in a blur. The dagger flashed in small arcs as Nate changed his stance and backpedaled. The flurry of dagger attacks filled the space between them. Nate’s body moved with defined precision, the dagger missing him by half-inches. The ferocity and speed of the attack was enough for Nate to take another step back as the subek roared.   


     The demon goddess is granting him power. 


     The dagger moved in blurry strikes, the subek’s reptilian eyes focused on the man before him. Nate’s body shifted and dodged attacks, looking for an opening to change to the offensive. When the subek’s aim targeted Nate’s side, he twisted his body as his hand clamped down on the subek’s wrist. 


     Fingers curled around the lizard man’s wrist. Strong fingers squeezed like a vice and turned. The subek grunted as wrist bones snapped and he let go of the dagger. Nate watched as a madness filled the lizard man’s eyes. The dagger fell and Nate was about to whip the subek away when another scaly hand shot forward and grabbed the falling dagger right out of the air. 


     Nate tried to pull the subek to keep them off guard when the dagger spun and stabbed into Nate’s thigh.  


     Muted pain shot up Nate’s leg. The subek hissed a sinister laugh as he twisted the dagger in Nate’s leg. 


     Pain roared and Nate let go of the subek. Time slowed as the lizard man lifted up a clawed foot and slammed it against Nate’s stomach. The power in it was stronger than any power the other subeks showed during the fight. It was enough to cause Nate to stumble back. Blood spilled and pain flared. Nate’s back struck a tree and he managed to keep himself upright. He watched as the subek that just stabbed him disappeared into the jungle. A quick glance around and he saw the others shambling or running away. They were soon swallowed up by the jungle and they were gone. 


     Nate stood up from the tree. Weakness filled his leg as blood dripped from the dagger still in it. Without hesitation, Nate stepped carefully to the tree where his pack was hidden behind it. He placed all his weight on his uninjured leg and managed to make it to the tree before his wounded leg gave out. He grabbed his pack, turned and pressed his broad back to the tree. He slid down to the ground and opened the pack. 


     Pain glowed against his nerves as he reached into the pack and pulled out a small kit. He opened it and put it down beside him. Inside were various small vials, bandages and three little pouches. Nate glanced to the dagger in his leg. One hand grabbed a little pouch, lifted it up and opened it. The other hand took hold of the dagger. 


     I have to be quick or I might bleed out. The mending powder should stop the bleeding.   


     Nate braced himself before yanking the dagger out. Blood spurted before Nate turned over the small pouch and dumped a white powder from it. It fell over the spurting wound. The moment it touched, magical energy flared and burned. A small grunt filled Nate’s throat as the magical power instantly stopped the bleeding and caused the wound to pucker. He tossed the dagger and reached for the bandages from the kit. 


     Nate worked, tying up the bandages around his thigh. A little blood bloomed along the bandage where the wound was, but the majority of the bleeding stopped. 


     This will have to serve as a lesson to not be so overconfident. The subeks had a clear agenda and they called upon the goddess of lust and madness. I’ll have to be more careful. 


     Nate’s heart thudded like a heavy drum. The pain subsided and he started to feel better. 


     I have to be thankful that my body regenerates faster at third degree. This wound could have crippled me. Instead, it should mostly be healed by the morning. 


     Nate looked around in the dark and relaxed his back against the tree.  


     If I stay here, they may come back with reinforcements. I have to keep moving to the lake and find a place to rest. 


     Nate grabbed at the tree and carefully stood up. The wound along his outer thigh ached, but he could stand on it. 


     Nate turned and pushed his arms through the straps of his pack. He made sure it was secure first before he started walking. The large man slowed his pace to conserve his strength and allow his leg to heal. It didn’t take long before he found his stride and pressed on into the night. 


     *** 


     The first brilliant ray of sunlight cut through the cloak of night to begin a new day. The shadowy night slipped away and the world gently woke up. Birdsong filled the air and lizards climbed onto rocks to begin sunning themselves to the bright morning. 


     Nate stepped out of the edge of the jungle and let out a relieved sigh. Before him, a large lake stretched out. It was massive as the young man stared out and took it all in. 


     Stepping from the edge of the jungle, he noticed that his leg did indeed feel better. In the last few hours, he noticed he was able to put a little more weight on it as he hiked through the jungle.  


     Nate reached the edge of the massive lake and sat down on the sandy edge. He gazed at the crystal-clear water. He could see limestone throughout. He reached down and scooped up a handful of water. He put it to his lips and took a sip.  


     It tastes clean.  


     Nate looked across the lake to the right. He saw a small waterfall splashing misty spray in the distance. His gaze shifted to his left and he looked up to the southern spire he had to reach. 


     I need to find a place to rest before I continue. A few hours’ sleep should be enough. After that, I can hike to the spire and climb it. I should reach the dragons by dusk. 


     Nate looked down to the clear lake waters. Thoughts swirled to the three dragons. His heart beat a little faster, wanting very much to see them again. The attack in the middle of the night invaded his thoughts and he wondered just how deep the mystery truly was. It turned into a confused soup of odd encounters and wanting to see Norrah, Shego, and Izzi again. 


     Nate mentally pushed it all away. 


     Have to rest and allow myself to heal a little more. 


     Nate knelt down to the water and drank from it like a deer by a river. When he’d had his fill, he stood back up and walked to the edge of the jungle again. He spotted some brush and walked to it.  


     When he reached it, he unslung his pack and opened it. A hand grabbed the thin bedroll and pulled it out. He placed the pack down and unrolled the bedroll onto the ground, by the brush. It would help hide him in case he was still being hunted. 


     Nate laid down on his back and stared up at the shadowy canopy. It protected him from direct sunlight and provided enough comfort for him to sleep a few hours. 


     With a small exhale, Nate closed his eyes and let his mind drift. It didn’t take long for him to slip into a peaceful rest. 


     In the shadow of the trees, a figure stared at Nate as he slept. They didn’t blink as they watched him. 


     The sounds of birdsong filled the air as the sun rose higher into the morning sky. 


     


  




  

     Four 


     The dreamscape writhed like a living thing. The very ground undulated and pulsed like at any moment it would rise and begin a monstrous rampage. A black moon vibrated with a red aura. Rivers of crimson cut through the dark lands and Nate stood in the middle of it. 


     A blue aura covered Nate’s form as he looked around the odd landscape. His heart pumped with power, pushing back against the waves crashing down on him from the black moon.  


     Nate turned his attention to the pulsating ground, watching as clawed hands broke through to the surface and fingers searched for something to grab. They were just out of range of the lone man, but it didn’t sit well with him in the unusual strangeness of the dreamscape. 


     “I should wake myself before this gets out of hand,” Nate mumbled to himself as he looked around with careful eyes. 


     The black moon in the sky cracked. Nate looked up in astonishment as the moon ripped in half and something immense crawled out. It had a vaguely feminine form with black and red skin, and horns that stabbed up for miles. Oval red eyes turned and looked down on Nate. A clawed hand opened and crossed immense distances. A fingertip speared down, ready to stab and crush Nate. 


     “No,” Nate said and held up his hands. 


     The very tip of the nail reached him and his hands grabbed hold. Power blasted his entire frame as he held back a finger that was miles long and wide. He grunted as his arms and knees strained. The gigantic demon’s eyes widened a hair as power throbbed. 


     “You… will… not… crush… ME!” Nate roared. 


     Power blasted out in all directions, ripping the very land and along the immense red finger. The clawed nail cracked and shattered. 


     Nate’s eyes slowly opened. A shadow loomed over him and his eyes focused. A woman with small horns and long white hair looked down on the young man. Her eyes were a crystal blue and her skin was a pale alabaster. The sun was reaching midday, and even in the shadows of the jungle and brush, she glowed. 


     Nate glanced at the rest of her as she kneeled by him and quickly noticed she was naked. Pale breasts hung unassisted as if gravity had no hold on them. Smooth skin along her body shifted at points to white scales on the outsides of her arms, legs, and sides of her neck.  


     Nate slowly sat up and the naked woman crawled back a little and sat. Nate’s gaze drifted to the white wings folded against her back and the bent tips stabbing up from behind her shoulders. Her hands had scales on the tops, along the wrist and well into her forearms. He continued to drink in her image, seeing her feet were long and clawed. White scales ran up her shins to her knees. A white, scaly tail moved back and forth behind her as she looked at Nate and blinked. 


     “Izzi?” Nate said as he fully sat up. 


     The dragon woman blinked again. “I was watching you sleep. You looked so peaceful.” 


     Nate touched the side of his head as if to help push away the grogginess. “How long?” 


     “The entire time. I smelled your wound and wanted to make sure you were okay.” 


     “Yea, I ran into some trouble trying to cross the island,” Nate said as the last hints of grogginess melted away. 


     “Followers of Hexnia,” Izzi said simply. 


     Nate nodded. “How did you know?” 


     Izzi looked away and brought her knees up to her chin. “Norrah said I shouldn’t talk to you until we were sure you are truly our Seer.” 


     Nate smiled. “If that’s what she said, then we should respect it. I can wait until we’re sure.” 


     Izzi looked back at Nate and blinked. “Okay, you convinced me to talk.” 


     Nate lifted an eyebrow. “That’s not what I said.” 


     Izzi sat back, her hands propping her up. Nate’s gaze immediately fell to her uncovered womanhood and forced himself to look away. 


     The dragon woman looked at Nate and then down to herself and then back to Nate. “Does this form not please you?” 


     Nate fought back a smile. “It’s not that. It pleases me very much. It’s just distracting.” 


     Izzi nodded. A white flash touched her and when it faded, she sat in a white, two-piece bikini. 


     “Better?” 


     Nate looked at her and saw that it barely hid what he already saw. “Sure,” he smiled. 


     Izzi nodded and continued, “Hexnia is a symptom of a larger problem. She has joined some darker forces here on Arith. She never forgave this world for what happened during the Portal Wars.” 


     Nate turned as he sat and faced the beautiful dragon woman. “Is that why the three of you sent out the call? Is Hexnia and others trying to hurt our world?” 


     Izzi’s mouth formed a mischievous smirk. “There are many reasons why we sent out the call.” 


     The dragon woman leaned forward onto all fours and crawled closer until their faces were a foot apart. 


     “Maybe we just wanted someone to help us have some fun,” Izzi said slyly. 


     I’m getting whiplash from how quickly she mentally jumps around. 


     Izzi looked to the side, “It gets so confusing sometimes. My dreams are filled with so many bits of information, it’s hard to keep track of it all. Sometimes I just want to lay in the sun and sleep the days away.” 


     Nate smiled. “When my mind overwhelms me, training often helps clear it out and helps me think better.” 


     Izzi looked back to Nate. “Training? What kind of training?” 


     Nate stood up and held out his hand. “Body training. It clears out the fog and you can handle your day better.” 


     Izzi looked at Nate’s hand for a moment before putting her hand in his. He helped her to her feet. He attempted to let go, but the dragon woman held on tight. The two of them walked out of the shaded spot in the jungle edge and stepped out to the sandy edges of the lake.  


     “I’ll need my hand back,” Nate smiled. 


     Izzi lowered her head in shyness and let go. 


     Nate took a few steps away. He noticed his leg felt almost brand new. The wound barely registered and he knew in a short time, it would be completely gone.  


     Nate bent forward and placed his hands on the sand. He lifted his legs straight into the air. He began doing handstand pushups as he spoke to the dragon watching him. 


     “I do about five hundred of these just to start, or when I need to clear my mind. I can do them anywhere,” Nate said without a hint of straining. 


     Izzi watched him with wide eyes. Her gaze fell to his powerful arms and she licked her lips. 


     “Is there any other training that you do?” Izzi asked. 


     Nate nodded. “I do daily fighting techniques, run for many miles, and meditate.” 


     Izzi’s eyes moved up and down, following Nate. “As dragons, we have many natural abilities. We don’t have to train on some things because we understand it very quickly.” 


     “What are some of things you don’t understand quickly?” Nate asked as he reached forty handstand pushups. 


     “Fighting techniques are strange to us. We use power and cunning to win conflicts. Breaking it down to fighting is a little confusing. Our bodies can’t grow stronger because we are at our physical peak. How did you learn all of these things?” 


     Nate smiled. “From books and legends of ancient heroes. The stories helped create my regimen. I took different things from different heroes. Fighting was a little tougher. I often sparred with friends and family. I tried new things and became very aware during a fight.” 


     Izzi continued to watch Nate as he talked and worked out. “Interspecies lovemaking is something we don’t experience enough. It can be a little strange, but titillating. Have you had a lot of experience with such training?” 


     Nate's eyes widened as he stopped his pushups and simply stood on his hands. “I think I’m okay. I haven’t had any complaints.” 


     Izzi nodded. “Dragons already know how to make love to each other. It’s different with other species because your bodies are so varied and weaker.” 


     “I take that as a challenge,” Nate smiled and resumed his pushups.  


     Izzi let out a giggle. “You certainly don’t seem like one of the weak ones.” 


     “Thank you. Neither do you,” Nate smiled. 


     Pink touched Izzi’s pale cheeks and she looked away. 


     “Nate, was it just the dreams that brought you here?”  


     Nate stopped his push-ups. He curled his legs forward until they touched the sandy ground. He then lifted his upper body up until he stood tall. He made his way over to Izzi and noticed she was shorter than him. She stood at about five foot five. The dragon woman looked up to him, pink still coloring her cheeks and her tail shuddering. The pair stood about two feet apart, but the connection glowed along their spirits. 


     “It was you, Norrah, and Shego who brought me here. The dreams were only a glimpse to what is between us.” 


     Izzi’s eyes nearly glowed as she stared up at Nate. 


     “I remember us having fun chasing each other through dreamlands. I remember the immense libraries we sat in and talked. I don’t remember everything said, but I do remember enjoying each other's company. I remember it being genuine, even if we didn’t know each other’s names.” 


     Izzi’s gaze lowered to Nate’s strong chest. “I know I can be forgetful and my thoughts wander, but I remember how close we were in the dreams. Shego often made fun of me for it.” 


     “Shego seems like she follows the ways of chaos,” Nate smirked. 


     Izzi nodded and sighed. “She can be cruel and a wonderful friend at the same time. She doesn’t pick on Norrah, but she likes to pick on me.” 


     “Why do you let her?” 


     Izzi smiled. “It helps with her confidence. She’ll never admit, but she’s scared and often attacks others to take the light off of herself.” 


     Nate looked at the dragon woman with understanding eyes.  


     Izzi may come off scatterbrained, but she is more intelligent than she lets on. She hides behind a façade for the betterment of others.  


     Nate changed the subject. “Do dragons have a natural ability for magic, or do you need to train?” 


     Izzi looked up with wide eyes and a happy smile. “It’s a little of both. We can manipulate lower degrees of mana spheres very easily. Once they progress beyond the fifth degree, we must take time to know how to manipulate those energies and forces.” 


     “Want to magic train together?” Nate smiled. 


     Izzi nodded. “Yes, that would be amazing!” 


     “I told you I know the Body Sphere. What spheres of magic do you know?” 


     Izzi’s expression took on a shy edge. “I know two very well, but I’m only going to let you know about one. The Water Sphere is my lesser of the two spheres. My water sphere is eighth degree.” 


     Nate’s smile broadened. “Eighth degree is impressive. I’m willing to train my body techniques to your water techniques.” 


     The dragon woman’s expression dimmed. “Wouldn’t that place you at a disadvantage?” 


     “The only way I’ll become stronger is to test myself.” 


     “OOOoooo, I like this game,” Izzi said and lifted her hand. 


     Energy prickled along the air. It set Nate’s body on edge as mana touched his senses. Turning his head, he looked at the edge of the lake closest to them and noticed a dozen orbs of water rising up from the surface. They formed perfect orbs and hovered a few feet above the surface. 


     “Don’t go easy on me,” Nate grinned. 


     “I won’t,” Izzi said with a sinister smile. 


     Did I just give her permission to kick my ass? 


     Before another thought could enter Nate’s head, several orbs flashed toward him in a blur. 


     Nate’s instincts took over and he jumped. His body twisted and turned like a dancer at a ballet. Orbs shot past him as he swung his legs out and landed. Pressure touched his senses as he saw the first volley stop abruptly and shoot back at him. From behind, several more orbs joined in on the attack. 


     Nate centered himself and closed his eyes. He felt the very air shift. His skin felt the gentle caress of mana. His ears picked up the small sounds of moving water. When he opened his eyes, his body reacted to his commands. 


     Izzi watched in disbelief as the large man moved like a trained acrobat. His body nearly blurred, moving, ducking, dodging, jumping, and spinning from the watery orbs. The dragon woman called on the remaining orbs and they shot forth with power. 


     Nate moved to his trusted senses, ducking and weaving as orbs missed him by inches. His movements became frenetic as he moved like a blade of grass in a storm. There was no thought, only action and reaction.  


     Izzi grinned. “Every time you touch me, an orb will dissipate.” 


     The words touched Nate’s ears and he spun into the air. Orbs flashed past him, missing his body as he somersaulted and leapt again. Precise control moved every limb, while strength turned him into a jumping insect. A goal filled his mind and he moved to ensure his success. 


     Izzi stood her ground, watching as Nate moved closer. Her eyes gleamed as she caused one of the orbs to freeze into ice and explode. Chunks of ice struck Nate’s arm as he shielded his eyes. His body was still spinning as he landed and barely leapt up as several orbs struck the ground and exploded into puddles of water. 


     Izzi clamped down control of the orbs. She increased their speed as Nate flipped through the air. He landed and bent his body to the side as two orbs shot past him. He spun and touched Izzi’s hip when an orb struck his back. 


     Power slammed into Nate as he was hurtled to the side. He righted his body and boots slammed onto the sandy floor. 


     Izzi nodded and one of the orbs fell and splashed on the sand. 


     “You are fast,” the dragon woman laughed. 


     Nate wasn’t finished. His powerful legs bent and launched him through the air. Izzi’s laugh died as she watched Nate make an impossible jump over her. She bent her head up slightly as he smiled at her. His arm swung down and tapped a small horn on her head before somersaulting and landing. 


     Izzi let another orb dissipate. She wrangled her power and the remaining orbs attacked at once. 


     Nate was ready to jump again when a barrage of water orbs sped toward him. The volley was too large and left no room to maneuver. Nate crossed his arms and braced himself. Inner power welled and a new connection formed. 


     What? 


     Mana pricked along his mind, but it wasn’t his own, it was from somewhere else. Nate pulled it in and then pushed it out. The wave of power struck the incoming volley and the orbs burst into raining water. 


     Nate looked past his raised arms and his gaze connected with Izzi’s shocked face. It was a small moment in time, but enough for him to miss the last orb speeding for his unguarded back. 


     “Nate!” Izzi shouted. 


     Nate felt the orb approach, but when he leapt, it struck him dead on the back. The force of the blow was enough to send him spinning through the air and crashing into the crystal-clear lake waters with a splash. 


     Izzi rushed into the water with wide eyes. She was up to her knees when Nate stood up with a bright smile. 


     “That was amazing!” he said with glee. 


     “Are you hurt?” Izzi inquired. 


     Nate shook his head as water dripped from his body. “Not at all. That was great training. We have to do that again!” 


     Nate’s eyes glowed with excitement. “Did you feel it between us?” 


     Izzi’s face glowed a hot pink and she looked away. “I… I didn’t expect it to happen so soon. It takes days to weeks before…” she trailed off. 


     Nate moved through the water until he stood with the beautiful dragon. 


     “What is it? Is there something you’re not telling me?” 


     The frost dragon let out a sigh and her shoulders lowered. She then lifted a hand and touched his chest. She looked up with great knowledge simmering behind her eyes. 


     “This life can be a difficult one, for dragons and seers. The more the bonds grow, the harder it becomes. The long-term effects can be madness and loss of self. Our minds, bodies, and our very power can blend to a point where we don’t know where one of us begins and the other ends.” 


     Nate placed his hand over Izzi’s hand and curled his fingers around it. “I know I want to be here because I can feel our connection. It is the brightest moment of my life. But, to be honest, I don’t know why the three of you want me to become your seer? The three of you are powerful and beautiful. As a seer, I don’t know what I can bring that three dragons don’t already have.” 


     Izzi gave the large man a wry smile. “Focus. In our society, dragons can be bullish, proud, and uncompromising. We are often like that to each other, only coming together to breed or fight a common enemy. Our ways don’t apply to what dragons would consider, lesser races.” 


     Nate let out a small chuckle. “I’ve read it many times when I researched dragons. You all liken us to pets. Is that what I’m training to be, a pet?” 


     Izzi’s eyes widened and she shook her head. “No, Nate. Not a pet, but a piece to our collective souls. Seers are highly valuable to dragon society. Seers help us cut through our instincts so we may focus and use our magic with greater effect. It is why one or more dragons will set out the call to find a seer or seers. We want you to become part of us so all of our lives can be much richer.” 


     Izzi looked down at Nate’s hand over hers. “Even now, I can feel our connection and our hunger.” 


     A hazy heat filled Nate’s eyes. He looked down at the white-haired dragon woman and his pulse quickened. Izzi’s gaze lingered on Nate and made no attempt to pull her hand away. Something burned between them. 


     “Nate, I'm supposed to wait until you reach us. I shouldn’t…” Izzi trailed off. 


     “Do we have to fight this?” Nate said, ready to step back if it was too much. 


     Izzi closed her eyes and moved closer. Their bodies touched and Izzi nearly melted against Nate’s strong body. 


     “I won’t tell if you won’t,” Izzi said with a sly edge. 


     Nate smiled before Izzi’s lips touched his. Heat and energy flared between them. Nate’s hand reached around to the small of her back and held her close to him. She moaned as tongues invaded mouths. Sunlight beamed down on their close bodies, adding to the sudden moment of heat and lust. 


     Izzi pulled back. Her eyes were closed and she licked at her own lips to savor Nate’s taste. Her hands grabbed at Nate’s shoulders. Nate smiled until he was lifted up. The smile vanished as Izzi spun around and tossed the large man onto the beach. 


     Nate’s back slammed onto the sandy beach. A small grunt escaped his lips, seeing that he was thrown nearly thirty feet. Elbows dug into the sand and he lifted his upper body. He watched as Izzi walked toward him with sultry steps. Her hips moved with caged power as she stepped out of the water and onto the sandy bank. Her thin, white bikini top and bottom faded away as she approached. When she stood over him, her gaze drifted to his leather leggings and the growing bulge between his legs. 


     Nate simply stared at the beautiful naked dragon woman. She stared down at him like he was a snack and she was going to eat him for a very long time. The sun caused a pale-yellow aura to glow around her. 


     “Take off your clothes before I rip them off,” the dragon commanded. 


     Nate grabbed at his shirt and took it off over his head. Boots were kicked off and thrown. When the leggings snaked from under him, bunched up and thrown away, his manhood stood free and uninhibited. 


     Izzi stared at Nate’s manhood, her senses drinking in the throbbing and pulsating desire radiating from it. She sank down to her knees between Nate’s legs, studying his member like a precious artifact.  


     “I remember… some of your other dreams,” Izzi said and licked her lips. 


     Nate was silent, unsure what she meant. It didn’t detract from her beauty and his own desires to grab her and help bring their spirits together. 


     Izzi crawled closer, staring at thick inches. “I remember your dreams of women on their knees. Is this something you like?” 


     “I like a lot of things,” Nate said before Izzi’s lips wrapped around his cock. 


     Izzi didn’t hesitate. Her lips smoothed down over thick inches. She looked up to Nate, watching him watch her. She let out a deep moan, her tongue licking at the hot meat. Nate’s taste flooded her already greater senses and she was overwhelmed with desire. It pulsed like his cock in her mouth and soon her head bobbed to a growing rhythm. 


     Nate fought back the waves of bliss as Izzi sank down to the hilt. His cock filled her mouth and touched the back of her throat. The dragon didn’t gag, her mouth gently sucking on his girth and length.  


     Nate was trapped in her grasp. He resisted the urge to push with his hips. Izzi seemed to notice and began bobbing her head, her lips firm and holding him to her control. She stayed on her hands and knees, stroking his cock with long, warm strokes and her tongue exploring every inch. 


     Trained control took over as Nate enjoyed her gentle sucking. He could unleash when he wished and there were times he went too long, his partners passing out from exhaustion. He had no idea about dragons, but he figured they had much more stamina. 


     Izzi gave muffled moans as she moved up and down on Nate’s member. Lips glided down the wet shaft and moans touched the air. Scents mingled with body heat as the couple were free to do what they wished. Izzi’s hands clamped down on Nate’s thighs, the tempo of her head quickening. She touched and felt him as his rigid cock filled her mouth. 


     Nate lifted his upper body and was ready to pull her to him when something changed. The power and control he had over his body began to wane. The needful urges whispered at first, but now, they roared with power. Control was slipping away and he didn’t know why.  


     Izzi continued her masterful work, her lips touching the base of his cock and lingering. The throbbing continued to pulse and her pointed tongue licked at the underside of his cock. When a drop of come touched her sensitive tongue, a loud, muffled moan filled the air between them. 


     Nate wanted to question her, ask her how she was doing it. How was she breaking his control over his own body? The moment he parted his lips to speak, only a long exhale came out. Shards of control broke away and his willpower began to crack. 


     Izzi moved with perfect control. She took in every subtle hint and taste and adjusted to Nate’s full pleasure. She felt his willpower growing weaker as his soul cried out for release. Mentally she smiled as her lips and tongue worked. 


     Nate’s control ebbed. He closed his eyes, trying to get it back. When Izzi’s mouth pulled back, dragging her soft lips along his sensitive flesh, it was too much and he grunted. 


     Izzi blinked as Nate’s cock thickened. Spurts of thick seed struck the back of her throat in quick succession. She pushed her lips down and up his cock, another volley of spurts painting her throat and tongue. The salty taste caused her to shudder in delight and she stayed to task. She drank down his healthy seed and sucked on his member, trying to coax out a few more drops. 


     Nate’s senses swam in bliss. He cut through the ecstasy to see Izzi pull back and lick her lips. 


     “I’ve never tasted a man before. You’re delicious,” Izzi smiled. 


     Nate nodded, but before he could get a word out, the dragon woman crawled onto his lap. His cock was still hard and unwilling or unable to wilt. She took it and pressed it to her dragonhood. Warm wetness greeted Nate’s cock as pink lips kissed the head. Izzi let out a soft moan as she let gravity pull her down. 


     Nate grunted as Izzi’s strong inner world clamped onto him like a vice. She sank down, inch after inch, until her snug slit touched the base of his cock. 


     “This… is much nicer,” Izzi said as she simply sat on Nate’s cock. 


     Nate took hold of her hips, touching her soft, smooth skin before fingers clawed into her round ass. The touch urged Izzy to move, the tight connection keeping them together. 


     “By the goddess, you feel so good,” Izzy cooed as she lost control and began moving to Nate’s rigid member. 


     “You’ve never been with a man before?” Nate asked as he swam through tendrils of bliss. 


     Izzi shook her head as her body bounced slightly. “Dragon cocks are pointed. Yours is filling.” 


     Nate let out a small laugh and Izzy smiled. The two moved to primal rhythms, their bodies joined in a private symphony. 


     The connection between them tightened. Nate held the dragon woman by the waist as her breasts bounced in his face. With a quick move, his mouth clamped down on an erect pink nipple. Izzi let out a long hiss as pleasure blasted her nerves. 


     “Dragons never do that,” Izzi seethed. 


     Nate held her to him. She controlled the tempo, but his lips and tongue on her nipple caused her to squirm. He licked and slathered and she let out small whimpers of ecstasy. Sunlight and sweat touched their skin, but neither seemed to notice. They only knew their connected worlds and the primal need to keep the tempo just right. 


     “Nate… for my first humanoid cock… you feel tremendous,” Izzi moaned as she moved her hips up and down on his lap. 


     Nate was silent, licking and tasting the dragon’s soft flesh. 


     The throes of passion began to swell. Izzi’s hips picked up the tempo. She let out several more whimpering cries as her own nerves tightened to the breaking point. She slammed down, her own urges whipping at her and she couldn’t stop. 


     Nate continued to suck on her nipple when his hand moved between them. Thumb down, he searched as Izzi moved like a caged beast on his cock. When he touched the top of her valley and caressed her engorged clit, Izzi whipped back her head and let out a screech. Her eyes widened as she looked up to the sky, feeling Nate’s mouth on her nipple, his cock deep within her tight valley and his thumb caressing her sensitive spot that only she explored herself. 


     “Nate… No! That’s… too… much,” was all Izzi could say before her inner world filled with magical light. 


     Nate held her close with his other arm as her body shuddered violently. A connection blazed between them and filled with magical explosions. Izzi seethed between clenched teeth as her tail rose up and slammed down on the sand. White, leathery wings opened and circled around them as the dragon woman humped Nate’s thick member. The closeness bloomed further with a string of inner explosions. Nate could barely hold her to him, her dragon strength apparent. For a brief instant, Nate wondered if she was going to break his legs. 


     Power swelled between them and Nate took control. His lips let go of her pert nipple and he looked up to Izzi lost in a sea of paradise. 


     “Come back to me,” Nate whispered. 


     The dragon woman opened her eyes and looked at Nate’s strong and handsome features. Her tempo slowed. The confusion she felt began to melt away. Soon, she had her mind, but her urges pushed at her hips to keep moving, Nate’s cock still in her tight valley. 


     “How?” 


     “You took control of my body. It seems to work both ways. I brought you back before you broke my legs,” Nate smirked. 


     Izzi let out a long, blissful sigh. “Norrah and Shego will never let you go. I will never let you go.” 


     “I was just thinking the same thing,” Nate smiled. 


     “You… don’t understand. This form of bonding is the… most intimate. I don’t want to stop. I never want to stop,” Izzi said with heavy breath. 


     Nate watched as she was lost to the tender connection. The beauty of surrender filled her bliss-soaked eyes. She was adrift, Nate the only star in the sky to guide her through the dark. 


     The sight of Izzi pushed at his heart and his blood. His cock thickened and Izzi’s eyes widened. Power pushed at the power of her inner walls. She moved her hips, massaging Nate’s cock. She licked her lips, thinking about how he tasted when Nate took hold of her waist and pushed her down to the hilt. Izzi moaned as his cock touched a sensitive spot along her inner world. The head of his cock rubbed at it and her clawed toes curled. Nerves tightened along Izzi’s body as Nate’s cock thickened. Heat flashed between them. Izzi wrapped her arms around Nate’s head and forced his face between her cleavage as his cock spurted thick bolts of molten come. 


     A shudder passed through the joined couple. Izzi rode Nate, milking his cock with every stroke. Nate held her, his face buried between her breasts and holding her close. Leathery wings surrounded them as they moved to the primal act. Honey and seed spilled from their union as the couple was lost to tantalizing bliss. 


     “One more time,” Nate and Izzi said at the same time. 


     Small laughter filled the air before sultry moans took over to burning desires. 


     *** 


     Nate put on his boots as Izzi stood by the lake edge. She watched him with loving eyes as he stood up and hoisted his pack over a single shoulder. 


     “It appears I won’t make it up the mountain until after sundown,” Nate smiled. 


     “That’s okay. I’m sure Shego and Norrah will understand.” 


     “What are you going to tell them?” Nate asked. 


     Izzi gave a sly smile. “Who says I have to tell them anything?” 


     Izzi stepped closer until she looked up to Nate. “They will love you.” 


     “I will love all three of you,” Nate smiled. 


     Izzi smiled before she kissed him. The two lingered from the intimate kiss before Izzi broke away and stepped back. 


     “Don’t take too long,” the white-haired dragon woman smiled before bending her legs and launching herself into the air. 


     Nate watched as white wings spread out and Izzi seemed to float further and further up into the sky. She blew him a kiss before banking to the right and gliding toward the spire-like mountain in the distance. 


     “I won’t,” Nate whispered. 


     The young man put his other arm through the strap of his pack and began walking for the mountain in the distance. His spirit and heart felt light as he mentally replayed his time with Izzi, a new spring in his step. 


     


  




  

     Five 


     The last rays of sunlight vanished behind the horizon. A small glow of light filled the heavens before gently fading away. The breeze picked up as Nate stood at the bottom of the mountain and looked up. 


     A cave entrance was a little lower than the one on the previous mountain. The surface was sheer and filled with many cracks. The longer Nate stared, the more he saw a gentle glow from inside the entrance. 


     Moments passed through Nate’s mind of his jaunt through the lush jungle. It had taken the rest of the day to reach this point. He spent the time admiring the beautiful island and listening to the birds. He spotted lizards as they scampered off in his presence. Other than that, the hike was peaceful and calming. 


     Standing at the bottom of the mountain, Nate mentally went over his options. 


     Climbing at night is dangerous, but the light from the entrance and the many cracks along the surface could make it possible. It might take me another two or three hours to climb up to the entrance.  


     Nate turned to the star filled sky and saw the edge of the moon begin to rise. 


     The moon will help me see what I’m doing.  


     Images of the three dragons caressed his thoughts. The connection between them burned bright. It wasn’t just the time with Izzi that helped him understand why he was here, it was the deeper mystery that pushed him. 


     I understand the hesitation to just blindly allow me to bond with them, but there is something more. Something left unsaid. They are concerned about what is happening. They didn’t seem terribly shocked about the followers of Hexnia. It seemed like that was well known. There is something else that has them concerned. What could cause mighty dragons to worry?  


     Nate turned his head and looked up the mountain once again. 


     For every higher degree of the Body Sphere, I have to push myself harder. It makes no sense to play it safe now when I can easily scale this mountain. I know I haven’t reached the point of pushing to a new degree, but this will help me get closer. I have to try, for myself and the three dragons waiting on me to prove myself. 


     Nate nodded to himself. He unslung his pack and opened it. He kicked off his boots as his hands rummaged through the pack. He grabbed his leather straps and tucked them into his belt. He picked up his boots and placed them in the pack before closing it and slinging it onto his back. With practiced ease, he wrapped the straps around his palms and secured each one in turn.  


     Nate looked up again and let out a cleansing sigh. He lifted his large hands, took hold of cracks in the surface and began pulling himself up. 


     Nate’s body worked like an experienced lizard. Each hand hold was measured and precise. Toes and feet gripped in cracks and along the semi-rough surface. His breathing was even as his powerful arms and legs worked. He planned his route as he made his way up, eyeing cracks and making sure there were others to grab as he ascended. Moonlight painted the mountain in a mystical glow, making it easier to plan his route. 


     Time slipped away like leaves floating on a gentle stream. Nate continued to climb, his senses alert and his body strong. Night’s cloak filled this part of the world and the small breezes cooled his warm skin. 


     Nate was nearly lost to the magical evening against his senses when he grabbed the ledge of the entrance and pulled himself up.  


     The young man made a small huff as he pulled the rest of his body over the edge and he laid on his stomach on the cool stone floor. His muscles burned, but not terribly. The heavy breath eased and he pressed his hands to the floor. With a strong push, he was back onto his bare feet. 


     Light glowed from deeper in the large, wide corridor. Nate began walking, wondering if the dragons would be waiting at the end. 


     Crystals glowed with light along the corridor walls. Nate’s body was relaxed as he walked on. He made his way deeper until the corridor opened up into another vast cavern.  


     Nate froze as he saw fear in Izzi’s eyes. 


     Shego and Izzi were in their dragon forms. The blue dragon held Izzi by her long neck, a claw touching the underside. Shego’s gaze was hard like granite and her gaze was filled with menace. Izzi let out a small whimper as she tried to struggle. Shego held her tighter and pressed the point of her claw harder against the frost dragon’s scales. 


     “How dare you take advantage of Izzi! She is now cursed and polluted by your lewd embrace. You were supposed to just come here,” Shego growled. 


     Nate lifted his hands and took a step closer, “Shego, this is a misunderstanding.” 


     “Ha!” Shego shouted. “You manipulated her surrender. Now she must be scarred! Know this, it was you who made me do this!” 


     Nate bent his legs, ready to leap across the distance to defend Izzi. Muscles bunched, ready to propel him when Shego’s claw sliced across Izzi’s neck. 


     Nate’s eyes widened for barely a moment before they closed half-way in annoyance. 


     Shego’s claw moved across the white dragon’s neck, but there was no blood. Izzi let out an exaggerated cry and clutched at her neck. Shego pulled back as Izzi flailed and spun on her hind legs. 


     “My life bleeds away for love!” Izzi shouted and then coughed several times. 


     Nate stood to his full height and crossed his arms. He watched the display as it continued. 


     Izzi fell onto all fours and pretended to weakly crawl toward Nate. 


     “How cruel fate is. I have tasted love and it has damned me!” 


     Izzi crawled closer and closer. Shego covered her snout, trying to hide her wide smile. 


     “Nate… don’t weep for my death. You may yet again love. Just… remember me when you stick your cock in many others. Picture my face, scales, and horns. Call out my name when you spill your seed. I will be watching from the heavens, smiling and judging you as you weep from my memory.” 


     Nate continued to watch the white dragon with un-amused eyes. 


     Izzi made a louder choking sound and a long gasp. She lifted herself up, turned and fell onto her back. Her wings spread out as she gasped for another breath. With one last look at Nate, her eyes rolled into her head and she lay on the floor. A long exhale wheezed out from her open mouth and hanging tongue before she remained still. 


     Shego’s scaled shoulders trembled before she let out howling laughter. Nate looked down on Izzi as she pretended to stare at nothing. After a few moments, her eyes moved to look at Nate and then she let out another long exhale as if to reiterate she was dead. 


     “Whose idea was this?” Nate asked sternly. 


     Shego pointed a clawed talon to the frost dragon on the floor. 


     Izzi turned her head, looked up at Nate and blinked with innocent eyes. 


     “We don’t get much entertainment here. That was fun,” Shego hissed with laughter. 


     Nate sighed before he looked around. He noticed the immense cavern continued deeper into the mountain. Just like the first mountain, there was a large building-like structure built in the very back of the cavern. 


     “Where’s Norrah?” Nate asked as he stepped over the dead Izzi. 


     Shego’s snickering stopped as she watched Nate walk toward her. “She wanted to be alone and have no part in our little play. She is in the dragon home, making it comfortable.” 


     “Dragon home?” Nate asked. 


     Shego nodded. “There are many places along the Sapphire Sea where travelling dragons can rest comfortably and safely. Each spire on this island has similar caverns and homes.” 


     Nate nodded and smiled. “Will we all be sleeping in there?” 


     Shego’s demeanor shifted into a mischievous look. “Who said we’re sleeping?” 


     Nate waited as the blue and black dragon seemed to have other plans. 


     Shego stalked closer on all fours until her head was close to Nate’s head. “You and I need to speak on some things. Norrah has tasked me with educating you on several more aspects of what it means to be our Seer.” 


     “Let’s get started then,” Nate smiled. 


     Shego’s eyes narrowed. “Okay, climb onto my back.” 


     Nate stood still for a long second before glancing at Shego's scaled back. Curved spikes ran down the length of her spine. The longer Nate looked, the more he noticed how spiky her back really was. 


     “What’s the matter? You wanted to be a Seer. Some spikes shouldn’t deter you,” Shego leered. 


     Nate smirked. “I’m brave, but not that brave.” 


     Shego let out a throaty laugh. She then shook her serpent head. 


     Nate watched as the spikes and scales flattened along her back and shoulders. He marveled on how they interlocked and formed what looked like a smooth groove for him to mount and sit on. 


     “Were you really going to let me sit on your spikes?”  


     Shego gave the man a wry smirk. “Maybe.” 


     Nate chuckled before reaching up and taking hold of the dragon’s back. He easily climbed on. Nate remembered his horseback riding days and this didn’t feel much different. Considering Shego was the size of a large horse, he thought this should be similar. 


     Izzi coiled up onto her feet and stepped to the side. The white dragon watched as Nate grew comfortable on Shego’s back. 


     “Hold on,” Shego laughed. 


     Nate looked down and raised an eyebrow. “Hold onto what?” 


     Shego’s body tensed and she burst into a gallop. Her blue wings stayed to her sides as she charged through the corridor. Nate clamped onto her as best he could, the thrill and shock growing. He glanced up to see they were reaching the edge of the mountain entrance, stars in the sky beyond it. 


     Shego’s body undulated along until she reached the ledge and leapt off.  


     Nate’s eyes widened to the size of saucers as the pair fell. Shego let out another laugh as Nate clutched to the base of her neck. Her blue wings flashed out and caught the breeze. Gravity shifted and they were airborne. 


     Wind whipped at Nate’s face as he marveled at the sky, sea, and beach. 


     I’m doing it! I’m flying on a dragon! 


     Shego shifted and banked to the side. Nate watched in wonderment as they soared through the night sky. The white foam of the waves glowed from below. Moonlight illuminated the white sand, giving it an ethereal appearance. Trees waved from the breeze and the sea was dark and magical.  


     “It’s beautiful!” Nate shouted. 


     Shego craned her head slightly and looked back with an approving eye. The blue dragon banked right and left before flying over the dark sea. Nate looked down at the waters, seeing small points of light and large things moving below the surface. 


     “The creatures along the bottom like to come up to feed at night,” Shego shouted over the wind. 


     Nate heard her, but was still lost to the moment. Dreams of flying filled his mind many times as he slept and when he was awake. It never compared to the real thing. The air tasted sweeter. The night glowed with possibilities. Nate’s heart hammered in his chest from pure, distilled excitement. 


     Shego turned and dived. Nate grabbed onto her neck again as they nose-dived toward the beach. The young man let out a small yell as they didn’t appear to be slowing down. 


     Shego grinned before her wings caught the wind and her legs swung out. The dragon landed with a hard thud. The momentum was enough for Nate’s hands to slip off smooth dragon scales and he went flying over Shego’s shoulder. 


     Nate crashed into the sand and tumbled to a stop. He laid on his back and stared up at the perfect sky, his eyes still wide with excitement. 


     “That was amazing!” Nate shouted and pumped a fist into the air. 


     Shego stepped closer until she was nearly on top of him. She looked down with amused eyes. 


     “First time is always the most exhilarating.” 


     Nate sat up and nodded. 


     Shego’s body shuddered before a dim blue light engulfed her. Nate watched as the dragon slowly shifted and shape changed right before his eyes. Her bones, muscles, and scales rearranged themselves into a humanoid shape. Her wings folded back and a long tail whipped back and forth. Shego’s face and body were naked as scales moved to the sides of her arms and thighs. Clawed feet dug into the sand as scales ran up from her feet to her knees. Horns graced the top of her head as she stood and looked down on Nate. 


     Nate couldn’t help but stare. Shego was beautiful. She had high cheekbones and long, dark blue hair. Blue and black scales ran along her forearms and shins. Her skin was smooth like Izzi’s humanoid form, but wasn’t as pale. Nate’s gaze fell to her breasts. They were smaller than Izzi’s, but only a little. They were hand-sized with tiny, light brown nipples.     


     Shego looked down on Nate and put her hand on her hip. “Izzi said you like our humanoid form.” 


     “You don’t?” Nate asked as he sat. 


     Shego shrugged. “It doesn’t matter, as long as your feelings are true.” 


     “What does that mean?” 


     Shego ignored the question, turned around and sat beside Nate. 


     Nate glanced at her behind and saw that it was much rounder than Izzi’s behind. He was about to talk when he remembered his pack and the sudden crash landings. His hand whipped around and grabbed at the straps. He unslung his pack and placed it between his legs and opened the flap. 


     Nate stared down at the many items, books, bedroll, and bottle of wine he kept in the pack. Everything looked fine and undamaged. He let out a relieved sigh as he closed the flap and placed the pack beside him, away from Shego. 


     The dragon woman looked over before turning her gaze to the sea. “Your whole life is in that pack?” 


     “My travelling life, yes. It also holds gifts for the three of you.” 


     Shego continued to look forward as she talked. “The three of us? You gave me one, but Izzi didn’t tell me of any gift she received. I know you didn’t give anything to Norrah.” 


     “When the time is right. Besides, who says I don’t have another gift for you?” 


     Shego gave Nate a sideways glance before shaking her head. “You can’t buy us off with gifts.” 


     “I’m not trying to buy you off. On my travels, I thought of all three of you and thought maybe you would like some of the things I’ve found along the way.” 


     Shego gave a small nod. “Maybe.” 


     “You don’t like the gem I gave you?” 


     Heat touched the air and Shego looked away. “I’m not giving it back.” 


     “I didn’t ask for it back. I just asked if you liked it. It seems like you did before.” 


     Shego let out a small huff and looked forward. “It was fine.” 


     She’s really bad at hiding her emotions. I have to be careful. She seems like she can snap at the slightest insult or jab. 


     Shego continued, “Izzi told us what happened. She couldn’t hide it because we smelled you on her and heard her shout from the lake.” 


     Nate remained silent and simply stared out to the dark sea waters. 


     Shego glanced over. “Aren’t you going to ask anything?” 


     “I don’t see why I should. Izzi and I had a moment and we enjoyed ourselves,” Nate said plainly. 


     Shego let out a huff. “You are irritating.” 


     “Shego, it was never like this when we dreamed of each other. You were bright and happy. We laughed and explored great halls filled with piles of gold and gems. Did meeting me disappoint you?” 


     Shego’s stern eyes weakened. She looked away. 


     “What do you know about the deities of the sea?” 


     “I know there are several, but the two primal sea gods are Kana and Orrem. Kana is a mother of all sea creatures, storms, and tides. Orrem is the deep-sea god, ruler of the deep dark and the many monsters that lurk there.” 


     Shego nodded. “What do you know of the first creatures to populate Arith?” 


     Nate kept his gaze on the small waves crashing on the surf. “I don’t know much about early life, except from fairy tales I was told as a child. The world was barren until great rains lasted for hundreds of years. It created the oceans, but it was dragons, gods, and monsters that crawled onto land. They all grew smaller and, over time, became the people of Arith.” 


     Shego smiled. “It is truly a fairy tale, but one based in fact. There were many creatures that crawled onto land or fell from the sky, but the first creatures were the ones that dwelled in the seas and oceans. 


     “Kana is kind, compared to Orrem. Kana has brought much to the world with food and the tides. She was always loved and respected. Orrem was jealous and declared the surface and the skies to be the true enemy of the deep sea. That jealousy has never waned in millions of years.” 


     Nate looked at Shego as she seemed to organize her thoughts. 


     Shego looked at Nate, as seriousness in her eyes. “A great war is on the horizon, but some of Orrem’s allies have begun their attacks. Hexnia, Goddess of Lust and Madness has sided with Orrem and few others. Our seers have felt the shift. The time of paradise is coming to an end and a new conflict brews. 


     “Our elders have looked to the signs and the stars. Across the cosmos, many are taking sides. From deities to the lowest worm must decide which side they are on for whole worlds may be lost.” 


     Nate raised his brow. “Whole worlds? What is happening? Why must this be?” 


     Shego closed her eyes and tilted her head forward. “It is the way of the universe. There are calm moments and times of great upheaval, much like the tides and storms. Our elders don’t wish to be caught at a disadvantage. They commanded us to find Seers, so we may grow our bonds between dragons and the peoples of Arith. During these times, many flock to what they know and their small tribes. The elders know we must help each other before we are divided and conquered.” 


     “You didn’t want a Seer,” Nate said in a low tone. 


     Shego lifted her head, her eyes gleaming in the moonlight. “No, I didn’t. I wanted to stay to the isles of my homeland and never see a war in my lifetime. The last great war was the Portal Wars and thankfully we dragons didn’t intervene, but the effects still reached us, even so far to the south.” 


     “Does Norrah and Izzi know how you feel?” Nate asked. 


     Shego shrugged. “I think they have an idea, but never said anything to me.” 


     Nate’s hand glided across the sand and touched Shego’s hand. The dragon woman looked down at his hand, her eyes wide. Her fingers curled into Nate’s hand for a brief moment before she let go and pulled her hand away. 


     Shego’s expression hardened as she crossed her arms and placed them on her knees. 


     “This is why I was chosen to tell you. Becoming a true Seer will only lead to pain and war. Izzi didn’t want to tell you. Norrah has expressed her feelings for you. That left me to tell you what it means to become our Seer.” 


     “Then I will fight at your sides,” Nate smiled. 


     “You’re a fool!” Shego growled. 


     “I’ve heard that before, but it never stops me from what I want,” Nate said with subdued confidence. 


     Shego threw her arms up before she stood up and turned to Nate. Heat came off her body in waves as energy arced along her eyes. 


     “You don’t know what may come! You don’t know the pain of war!” Shego shouted. 


     Nate stayed sitting as his gaze drank in Shego’s fury. “This isn’t about any war or deities. This is something else. When I dreamed of each of you, it shifted and changed, but some things remained the same. Izzi spoke to me in riddles. Norrah whispered desires. You played with me like we were children. You were happy. That is why it is so odd to see you so angry since we met.” 


     Shego’s eyes blazed with power. “You just want what you want.” 


     Nate caught the moment where Shego looked down at herself and a shadow of disappointment filled her eyes. It was subtle and most would not have noticed. He caught it because they had spent time in dreams and she was free. 


     “You’re afraid I won’t like you,” Nate said with an understanding tone. 


     Shego glanced to the side and growled.  


     “I fear you will not like the real me,” Shego hissed. 


     Nate stood up and stepped closer to the blue dragon woman. When he was close, Shego stepped back. Nate stopped his advance and looked on the dragon woman with kind eyes. 


     Shego grabbed her own breasts and hoisted them up with a defiant glare. “You just want this kind of body! Izzi told us how it was with you! She told us how you both made love. You want us to look humanoid and…” Shego trailed off. 


     Nate smiled. “That’s not true. I followed the dreams so I could be with all three of you.” 


     Shego stamped her clawed foot and pale light engulfed her body. Nate watched as her body contorted, lengthened and grew. The light faded away and she stood in her true dragon form. 


     Shego lowered her head and kept her glare on Nate. “You would love us if we were more like you.” 


     Nate shook his head before looking Shego in her eyes. “That is not true. Is this what this is about? You’re afraid I wouldn’t care for the real you?” 


     Shego dipped her head and remained silent. 


     Nate stepped closer, reached up and touched the side of her head. “Shego, I remember chasing each other and you were in your true form the entire time. I remember the times we fell and curled into each other. We snuggled before you pushed me and ran off, laughing.” 


     “That was a dream. Reality is different.” 


     “It doesn’t have to be. You’re beautiful, no matter what form you take.” 


     “Hollow words,” Shego sneered. 


     Nate ran his hands along Shego’s scales. “I’m no dragon, but I know what I want.” 


     Shego’s hard gaze softened. “You cannot find me attractive like this?” 


     “I do find you attractive. I’ve always found you attractive,” Nate said with an endearing smile. 


     Shego was about to turn her head away when Nate pulled her closer and pressed his lips to hers. Despite smooth scales along her form, her lips were thin and soft along her mouth. Nate kissed her, his tongue touching her sharp teeth. Her mouth parted and her pointed tongue snaked into his mouth. The two lingered, enjoying the intimate kiss. Shego’s eyes half-closed and her entire body weakened. She half-stared at Nate as he continued to kiss her. Shego’s tail shuddered and touched the sandy beach. It slid across in small arcs, lost to the man’s kiss. 


     Nate pulled back and looked into Shego’s serpent eyes. “Still think I only want you in a certain way?” 


     “I… I don’t know,” Shego whispered. 


     “Let me prove it to you,” Nate said as power surged into his limbs and body. 


     Shego’s eyes widened as Nate slammed a hand against her shoulder. Power surged as the dragon was knocked down onto her side. Sand flew up as she lay on her side with neck curling. Shego watched with wide eyes as Nate seemed to admire her underside. 


     “You are beautiful,” Nate said as he looked across her form. 


     Nate’s gaze caught her dragonhood, a thin slit between her back legs. He stepped over and knelt down beside her. Shego looked at him with curious eyes. He kept his back to her and his hands touched her smooth belly. When his fingers touched her slit, Shego’s entire body trembled. 


     “Nate… I,” she began. 


     “It’s only us here,” Nate said as his fingers explored her slit and slipped in.  


     Shego let out a long sigh as Nate explored her pink folds. Her dragonhood bloomed to his touch and he gently and slowly caressed her sacred world. When he touched her engorged pearl, Shego let out a long, low hiss. 


     Bliss pulsed along the dragon. She tried to keep her head up as Nate touched her. His fingers caressed and touched her in just the right way, causing the pulses to grow with each passing moment. When Nate turned his head and kissed her stomach, the dragon let out a low, deep moan and her head fell back on the sand. Spindly hands clawed at the sand as her tail lazily weaved back and forth. 


     A tension rippled along her body as he continued to explore her. His kisses moved further and further down. When his lips touched her thin slit, she let out a long moan. When his tongue and lips touched her clit, she moaned louder. 


     Nate licked and explored with his tongue. He could feel the growing tension around him, like she was resisting grabbing him. Spending time with her felt natural, like they had known each other their entire lives. The dreams spanned many years, each one different in its own way. Her taste was magical, dripping with honey and mana. It spoke to his soul, a kinship and bond growing. 


     Shego lifted her head and long neck. Her oval eyes widened as she felt herself getting closer and closer to the point of no return. The intimate shyness and worry bled away as Nate slathered at her valley entrance. Each lick sent tendrils of pleasure along her entire body. The openness between them grew with each passing moment. Claws dug deep into sand, keeping the dragon from mauling the man. Faint images of dragon sex filled the back of her mind, the very act loving and a little brutal. This was different. It was gentle, warm, and everything she wanted when she saw Nate in the dreamscape. 


     The excitement of the moment pushed her to the breaking point. Shego let out a low moan before she became silent. Her slitted eyes rolled into her skull and her head fell back onto the sand with a thud. 


     Nate continued his masterful work, licking the dragon into submission when her whole body tensed. The bond grew brighter and struck a flashpoint. Nate’s senses spread out and in that exact moment, heat burst outward and bliss slammed into his senses. His tongue licked at her clit and a small moan touched the air. Wetness surged as orgasms exploded along Shego’s nerves. The storm was so intense, Nate was lost to the connection between them. It flooded his senses, feeling her orgasm as it blasted away every coherent thought from the dragon’s mind. 


     Shego let out several moans as a tidal wave of ecstasy crashed into her. Her soul was swept away with the current, lost to its heavenly touch. As she tumbled through the current of bliss, Nate glowed in her mind and light engulfed her body. 


     Nate pulled back, the lower half of his face wet and dripping. Light filled his senses and before he could regain his wits, Shego was in her humanoid form under him. He leaned against her side. He turned his head to see her gasping for breath. A hand moved between her parted thighs and she massaged her clit to moving hips. 


     “You didn’t have to change,” Nate said as he pulled back and looked at her. 


     “I wanted to,” Shego said with a breathy edge. “Undress.” 


     Nate was on his knees and grabbed at his clothes. Shego watched as she rubbed herself, seeing articles of clothing pulled up, off, and thrown to the side. She admired his strong chest and solid form. Boots and leggings were tossed aside. Shego licked her lips as she stared at Nate. 


     Nate could barely contain himself. The once strong control he had over his own body seemed to weaken when he was with any of them. Shego rubbing her clit and staring at him like a piece of meat was natural and full of loving lust. She begged with her eyes and he could not stop his body from moving to her and on top of her. 


     Shego glanced at Nate's impressive member before it touched her dripping slit. Honey flowed and her lips parted. The man gently moved his hips, driving the head of his spear into her wet valley entrance. Tight pink lips took his invading member. Inches sank down into soft flesh and Shego let out a thrilling hiss. 


     “Stab me deep,” Shego whispered and Nate obliged. 


     Nate pushed every inch into the vice-like grip of the dragon. She squeezed him, trying to keep him from escaping. The bond glowed brighter until Nate reached the hilt. He looked down on Shego’s glowing eyes. She looked up at him, her breath heavy and dripping with desire.  


     Nate’s body betrayed him as his hips began to move. He couldn’t resist the siren call of her soul, wanting to push every inch deep and release spurts of love. The tempo grew slowly. Shego’s arms whipped up and curled around Nate’s broad back. Talons pressed against flesh, but did not penetrate skin. The connection between them was snug and tight.  


     The primal moans and connection continued as stars shined and the moon glowed. The two lovers smiled when their foreheads touched. Breaths touched against lips as hips worked. Shego squeezed him and Nate grunted, resisting the urge to unleash his own pent-up lust. 


     I… can’t resist her. I’m losing control. 


     Shego felt the man’s cock thicken. It pushed at her tight inner world. The head rubbed at her sacred spot within and a moan spilled her surrender. 


     “Nate…” Shego whispered as her eyes widened. 


     Nate drove his cock deep and light touched their inner worlds. The lovers gasped as orgasms fired like magical explosions. Spurts of molten seed filled the tight space as Shego trembled from an onslaught of bliss. Nate’s hips worked, pushing more and more of his desires into the dragon. Shego squeezed him, milking his member of every drop and keeping him close. She held him to her, their bodies joined and their connection dripping. 


     The lovers fell back into their bodies, each one staring at the other. Smiles crept along their lips, but it was Shego who let out a soft, girly giggle. 


     “I didn’t think you giggled,” Nate said as he touched her cheek. 


     “I don’t,” Shego smirked and laughed. 


     Shego and Nate looked down at their connection, Nate’s cock still hard and throbbing. 


     “I can’t seem to stop,” Nate smiled. 


     “We don’t have to stop,” Shego said with a wicked gleam in her eyes. 


     Nate nodded when something flashed between them and clamped onto Shego’s neck. Nate and Shego’s eyes widened as a thick pincer claw held tight and pulled the dragon woman away. The connection between them slipped away as Shego was snatched from Nate. 


     Nate was already to his feet, horror coloring his eyes. A crab-like monster the size of a small cow was pulling Shego toward the surf. Shego struggled, her hands clamped on the claw and trying to pull it apart. Behind them and in the water, two more larger crab monsters waited, their pincers clicking and eager to assist the one dragging Shego. 


     Instincts blazed with power as Nate darted toward the retreating crab monster and leapt into the air. Power and strength filled Nate’s body as he drew back a fist.  


     Shego struggled, trying to pry the claw off her throat. Energy filled her mouth and then was immediately snuffed out when the claw around her neck tightened. She gasped for air as she caught a blur streaking over her. 


     Nate roared with power as he aimed his fist at the back of the crab monster’s shell. Rage and insanity filled him as he slammed his fist on the monster’s back and power exploded. A crack ran along the shell and the monster made a strange gurgling sound of pain. Despite the power of the attack, it didn’t let go. 


     Shego continued to gasp for breath as she was dragged into the small waves. Nate landed on the creature’s back, drawing back his fist and ready to bring it down. The moment his fist reared back to its zenith, armored monsters moved closer and he glanced to see pincers reaching for him. 


     Nate pushed off with his legs and spun through the air, two pincers missing him. He landed by Shego and his hands clamped onto the pincer holding her neck. Man, and dragon pulled. Power rippled between them. The pincer claw cracked. The creature made another gurgling sound before the pincer ripped apart and Shego gasped. 


     The other two monsters were on them, pincers striking down. Shego whipped her arm, slamming it into Nate’s chest and knocking him away. Nate was thrown through the air. All he could do was watch as Shego opened her mouth and a thick stream of lightning blasted out. 


     The crab with the cracked shell saw the light before lightning struck it’s armored, alien face. Eye stalks retracted, but it wasn’t enough as the monster’s face caved in and blasted out the back of its cracked shell. The stench of cooked crustacean filled the air as the monster fell into the knee-deep water and stopped moving. 


     Nate crashed onto the sand, tucked his legs under and bounced back onto his feet. He watched as time stood still. Shego roared as two large crabs slashed and grabbed. Her arm blocked one incoming claw, arm and claw trembling. Shego opened her mouth to release another lightning breath attack when another claw swung around and clamped on her neck.  


     They know how to stop her breath attacks. This isn’t some random monster attack! 


     The light in Shego’s mouth died as she struggled. Another claw clamped on her thigh and another on her arm. The two monsters worked together and began to pull. 


     Shego’s eyes widened in pain as her body was stretched and pulled in several directions. 


     Nate felt Shego’s pain course through his body. Tightness pulled at her limbs and her mind, she screamed. 


     “NO!” Nate shouted as he launched into the air. 


     The connection between man and dragon blazed as bright as the sun. Nate flew through the air with his fist cocked back. His eyes blazed with power as energy rippled along his fist and arm. The power grew with each tiny moment.  


     The monsters ignored him as they tried to pull the dragon apart. Light touched their eye stalks and they glanced at the man coming down on them, his fist engulfed in electrical light. 


     Pain filled Shego to the point she began to lose consciousness. Her eyes slowly blinked as reality began to fall away. Light touched her senses and her eyes widened. Nate landed on the back shell of the crab monster and slammed his glowing fist down. Power rippled and exploded as Nate’s fist punched through the tough shell and into the creature’s innards. 


     The crab made a strange sound when energy lanced through it and exploded out from underneath. The crab monster’s armored legs trembled and it fell. 


     A claw let go of Shego’s throat and she gasped for air. She watched as Nate leapt off the dying crab and lifted his fist again. Power arced along his eyes as he readied to deliver another killing blow to the third and last monster. 


     The crab let go of Shego’s arm and swung a pincer wide. Nate roared until a thick pincer claw slammed into his side and sent him spiraling away. Nate tried to right himself when he splashed into the surf. 


     Shego roared as her body was engulfed in light. The crab monster reached into the light when a spindly hand grabbed its claw. The light faded and Shego looked down on the monster in her true form. The monster stabbed with its other claw, trying to clamp on her neck. Shego used her other hand to grab it and hold it at bay. 


     Light filled the crab monster’s eye stalks as lightning curled in the dragon’s mouth. Cold fury filled Shego’s eyes before she roared out a stream of lightning. 


     The monster tried to pull away when lightning crashed into its armored face, lanced through and split the creature in half.  


     Nate stood up from the surf and watched as Shego screamed out lightning. The crab monster fell in two halves as lightning lit up the water. When the last bit of lightning winked out from her open maw, she let out a small whimper and fell into the water. 


     Nate bent his legs and leapt into the air. He closed the distance and landed by the dragon’s side. Shego sluggishly moved her neck and head, seeing that Nate was okay. She slumped down and Nate took hold of her. Power filled his entire body as he tried to pull her back onto the beach. She was heavy and dazed. Nate growled and soon roared as he pulled her slowly out of the surf and onto the sand. 


     Two large dragons landed on the beach with powerful thuds. Norrah and Izzi were in their dragon forms. They looked down on Nate and Shego. The blue dragon lay on the sand, her eyes slowly blinking.   


     Nate eyed Shego, seeing the lacerations along her scaled neck. Her jaw moved, either in pain or trying to say something. 


     “Izzi, take Nate. I’ll carry Shego,” Norrah ordered. 


     The frost dragon reached out and grabbed Nate. 


     Nate watched as Norrah gathered Shego into her arms. 


     Wings spread out and both dragons shot into the air. Nate kept his gaze on Shego as she was limp in her fellow dragon’s arms. Norrah was larger and able to hold the blue dragon. 


     Dragon wings flapped as Izzi and Norrah turned and dove for the entrance to their spire. 


     From the dark ocean, slitted eyes stared up at the dragons as they flew into the mountain entrance and disappeared from sight. 


     The thing in the water remained for a long moment before it sank below and vanished from the surface.   


       


     


  




  

     Six 


     Norrah landed in the corridor and folded back her wings. The green dragon gently placed Shego over her shoulder and craned her neck to Izzi and Nate. 


     Nate clung to Izzi as she landed next. She placed Nate on the floor and the pair of them looked to Norrah and Shego. 


     Norrah looked at Izzi, “Fly down to the beach and gather Nate’s pack and clothes.” 


     Izzi nodded, turned and launched out from the mountain entrance. 


     Norrah turned her gaze to the naked Nate. “Wait in the cavern as I make sure Shego is comfortable.” 


     Nate nodded. 


     The large green dragon turned her head and began walking on all fours. She made her way deeper into the mountain as Nate followed.  


     The mood was solemn and gloomy. Nate continued to watch Shego as she laid across Norrah’s back. The blue dragon’s snout was faced his way. Her eyes were closed and her breathing a little labored.  


     Nate reached out to their connection and it glowed. She was in pain, but it was ebbing away. Her natural regeneration began to work, healing the damage across her neck. Shego let out a small sigh as she opened her eyes a sliver. She gave Nate a weak smirk before closing her eyes and letting out a small exhale. 


     The corridor opened up into the large cavern. Nate slowed his step as Norrah made her way to the immense stone structure built into the cavern walls. The entrance to it was very large. It made Norrah and Shego look small in comparison. An ancient door was half open. Norrah lifted a green scaled hand, took hold and opened it further. She turned her head and glanced at Nate in the middle of the cavern. 


     “I believe she will be fine. She just needs some rest. After I tend to her, I’ll call you and Izzi in,” Norrah said with a small, serpentine smile. 


     Nate nodded. Norrah turned back and stepped into the structure. She left the door open and Nate could see glowing crystals deep within. 


     Nate stayed where he was. The scenes played out in his head, seeing Shego fighting the monsters. He lifted his hand and looked at it, remembering the lightning as it engulfed it during the battle. 


     I connected to her Air Sphere. I was able to call on it and control it to a degree. It was powerful, more powerful than I knew magic could be. Is this what it means to be a Seer? Can I call on all of their mana spheres? Will they be able to call on mine? 


     The air in the cavern shifted. Nate turned around to see Izzi glide in and land. In one arm and claws, his clothes were bunched up and his pack hung from a talon. Izzi smiled as she looked down on the nude Nate. 


     “I like you this way. Maybe I should hold onto these a little longer,” Izzi smirked. 


     Nate stepped closer to the frost dragon and looked up into her blue eyes. “Only if we’re naked together.” 


     “Don’t tempt me,” Izzi said and lowered his clothes and pack to the floor. 


     Nate grabbed at his clothes and began to dress. Izzi settled down like a feline. She lowered her head to the floor and let out a long, deep sigh. When Nate was finished dressing, he sat down beside her and his pack. 


     “Those monsters on the beach knew how to attack Shego,” Nate said plainly. 


     Izzi let out another sigh. “Those monsters belong to Orrem. They know better than to attack closer to the homeland isles. Out here, it’s different. 


     “Norrah knew it was dangerous to come here and wait for you, but it would have been a greater risk if you travelled further south. The ocean is vast and full of monsters, I calculated a low chance of success you would have made it. Norrah listened to me and the three of us decided to wait for you on this island.” 


     Nate glanced down to the white dragon and smiled. “Was your innocence an act when I first met you?” 


     Izzi closed her eyes. “Not an act. I’m… forgetful sometimes. Shego tells me I become very aware during difficult times. I’d rather just float in a dream.” 


     Nate nodded. “I was able to connect to Shego’s Air Sphere.” 


     Izzi kept her eyes closed. “It doesn’t surprise me. That is part of us coming together. You connected to my Water Sphere when we were training by the lake, but it wasn’t life and death. The fight on the beach triggered your connection to Shego.” 


     “The longer we’re together, the greater the connection?” Nate asked. 


     Izzi lifted her head and gave a small nod. “It is well documented and known that Seers can use many abilities from those they bond with.” 


     The frost dragon opened her eyes and looked into Nate’s eyes. “The deeper the bond, the stronger we all become. You have a natural mana ability. It’s only a matter of time before it grows and we can all call on it.” 


     Nate nodded again before tilting his head forward. Shadows covered his eyes as he looked down at the ancient stone floor. Izzi eyed him, feeling the darkness touch his spirit. 


     “I already decided that no matter what happens, I will be there to help, but how bad will this get?” 


     Izzi looked away. “Our elders told us that the celestial war has already begun on many different worlds. We have seen the signs that it is beginning here. The last few dozen years have been a build up to fight the dark menace that resides across this world.” 


     Izzi hesitated before she continued, “The three of us were hesitant to be ready for the conflict. Norrah is a Life Giver. She has birthed several generations of dragons. She is the oldest between us and has no taste for war. 


     “Shego knows how to fight, but never liked the idea of actually going to war. She liked the fantasy of it. She often read stories of great warriors across all of Arith. When she wasn’t reading or fighting, she was collecting gems and treasure. If I didn’t drag her out of her lair, she would still be there, counting her gems and coins.” 


     Nate looked over to the frost dragon, “And you?” 


     Izzi lowered her head to the floor. “I would still be at the Great Library, my snout buried in books. I don’t like gems, coins, and treasure. My lair is filled with books. I have spent most of my life collecting them and it is quite extensive.” 


     Nate reached for his pack and opened it. Izzi turned one eye toward the man as he dug through his pack. Nate smiled and pulled something out from it. He turned and faced the dragon, a book in his hands. 


     Izzi lifted her head and turned her gaze and snout to him. 


     Nate lifted it up to her. “I remembered one of our dreams where you whispered poetry. I wanted to give this to you sooner, but the last few days have been a little crazy. Now that we have a moment, I present you a book of ancient poetry.” 


     Izzi’s oval eyes widened before she looked down on the book. She read the title and her hand lashed out and snatched it from Nate’s hands. The dragon turned her whole body until she sat on her scaled haunches. Her neck and head craned over the book and she opened it. 


     Nate watched as her slitted eyes moved from side to side, absorbing the words. 


     “How… how did you know I was searching for this exact tome?” Izzi said with wide eyes and continued to read. 


     Nate shook his head. “I didn’t. I wandered the city of Summerside a few days before my ship was set to sail. There were some book vendors there with stacks of books. The vendor told me this one was sought after by many, but I thought he was just trying to convince me to buy it. He didn’t have to try so hard. After I read the first page, I knew a certain white dragon would like it. It reminded me of some of the poetry you said in our dreams.” 


     Nate looked to the frost dragon with warm eyes. “After I bought it, I read it cover to cover. It reminded me of the legends before the Portal Wars, when Arith was peaceful.” 


     Izzi closed the book and hugged it to her scaled chest. “This is a truly wondrous gift. I don’t know what to say except thank you.” 


     Nate grinned until their conversation sank a little deeper into his mind. The grin slowly melted away and Nate looked up to Izzi with serious eyes. 


     “Norrah is a Life Giver. Shego is a treasure seeker and dreamer. You’re a librarian. Considering the three of you called me to be your Seer, I’m the only one with the most combat experience.” 


     Izzi’s own serpent smile waned. Her head dipped down and could barely make eye contact with Nate. 


     “Nate, this war will bring our world to the brink of madness, death, life, and change. Dragons were never meant to be soldiers, but we rise to the conflict to ensure our world continues to survive.  


     “Norrah, Shego, and myself were resistant to the coming war, and now we are late. Our enemies have grown. Deities have each taken sides. We know the war will start to the south, along the equator. It will affect my home and spread north and south. We don’t want to go to war, but we will if we have to.” 


     Nate’s gaze fell to the floor, Izzi’s words swirling along his mind. 


     Izzi glanced to the stone building before moving her head closer to Nate. 


     “Norrah will tell you the rest, but she won’t tell you that she has already fallen for you. I could tell whenever she spoke of the dreams. Her eyes would light up and her tone became more alive. She will never force you to stay with us. She will tell you the horrible truth of what is to come, but Shego and I know her heart aches for you,” Izzi whispered. 


     “Why are you telling me?” 


     Izzi gave Nate an impish smirk. “Sending out the call is not just summoning someone to come to aid us. It’s a call to another piece of our soul. No soul is perfect. It is why we search for those we love and want to share our lives with. It is bringing the pieces together so we may become one.  


     “Norrah is experienced and powerful, but she knows that bringing us together is dangerous. If something happened to one, or all of us, it would shatter her heart. She is overprotective and it is one of the many things we love about her. Her soul on the other hand is very fragile.” 


     Nate looked down as memories touched his mind of the dreams with the green dragon. They were close, often in fields of tall grass. Sun filled those dreams and before he knew her name, he witnessed her infectious laugh in the light. It didn’t matter if she was a dragon or not, her soul glowed and many times, Nate felt like he could reach out and touch it. 


     Thoughts and memories weighed heavy on the man and dragon. Izzi looked at Nate with affection before turning her gaze away. Nate stared at nothing. The weight of the conversation pressed down on him. 


     This isn’t just about love. I’m being recruited for war. 


     Nate looked over at the frost dragon. A swirl of emotion touched his heart as he gazed on her beauty. Arith had known a long peace after the Portal Wars. Nate sighed as he now knew things were going to become darker and bloodier. 


     It wasn’t a mistake to come to them. It was meant to be. But for the first time on this journey, I feel real fear. 


     Izzi lifted her head. Nate raised his gaze and the pair watched as a figure walked toward them. 


     Norrah walked with even steps and a small smile. She was in her humanoid form as she crossed the cavern. Horns stabbed out and curled from the sides of her head, similar to a ram’s horns. Her long hair was wavy and a forest green. It spilled over and past her bare shoulders. She wore a silky dress, but it could hardly hide her figure. The dragon woman was full-figured, with a defined hourglass shape. Her large breasts pressed against the silky silver fabric. Her hips moved with power as she stepped closer to the man and dragon. Her emerald eyes shined, but they contained slivers of shadow along the edges. Her leathery green wings were folded behind her, the points stabbing up from behind her shoulders. Her forearms and the backs of her hands were covered in smooth scales. They gleamed in the cavern light. 


     Nate was caught in the gravity of her beauty. Everything about her spoke of maturity and sensual caring. He couldn’t help but make the connection of a kind queen from the many stories he read. She was beautiful and carried herself with power and empathy. 


     The dragon woman stepped to Izzi and Nate with a warm smile and cool eyes. “Shego will be fine. She simply needs rest. The wounds should heal in a few hours.” 


     Norrah turned her attention to Izzi, “Please stay by Shego’s side until she is well enough to leave her room.” 


     Izzi nodded. The frost dragon moved to all fours and began stepping away. She glanced over at Nate, giving him a knowing smile before turning and marching off. 


     Nate watched the frost dragon enter the large structure and disappear through the main door. 


     Norrah kept her gaze on the lone man. Her expression was kind, but her eyes continued to study Nate as he stood.  


     Nate turned his attention to Norrah and smiled. 


     “I know you’re worried about Shego. We all are, but she will be fine. Our natural regeneration works much faster and better when we rest,” Norrah explained. 


     Nate nodded. “I understand.” 


     “I’m sure you still have many questions. Come with me so we can talk.” 


     Nate watched as the beautiful dragon woman turned and began walking back to the dragon home. He followed, caught in Norrah’s mesmerizing spell. The pair entered the main entrance and stepped inside. 


     Nate looked around with wide eyes. Every wall was carved with dragons in various poses. Some were fighting, others laughing and some staring at the sky. The craftsmanship was impeccable. Glowing crystals filled the wide, large corridor. The light they emitted was a soft orange and yellow, similar to a torch or lantern. It immediately eased the senses and Nate found his shoulders beginning to relax. 


     Archways ran along both sides of the wide corridor. Some of them lead to open rooms with artwork and statues. Others were larger, filled with large, circular pools of water. Some archways had closed doors. Lastly, there were corridors that lead down into inky shadows where the light didn’t penetrate it. 


     Nate absorbed many details as he walked along. In mere moments, despite his tall size, he felt very small. 


     This is a home for dragons. I should feel small. I could wander this place for months and feel like I’ll learn something new every day. 


     Norrah slowed as they reached the end of the long corridor. Nate moved to her side and the pair looked up at a large door. It stood at about twenty feet tall. If Norrah was in her dragon form, she could easily reach the handle without much effort. In her humanoid form, she extended her arm, took hold of the handle and pulled. 


     The door gave easily to her touch and opened. Norrah stepped inside and Nate followed. 


     Nate drank in his new surroundings. A few glowing crystals were embedded into the walls. Their light illuminated the large, roundish chamber. An immense circular bed filled the center, enough to fit three dragons or maybe a dozen normal sized people. To the side was a wide table. On it were large metal plates, filled with cooked meats and various fruits. There were no chairs or seating of any kind throughout the chamber.  


     The young man continued to look around and noticed the subtle differences with the dragon home. There were now tapestries like one would find in regal, humanoid dwellings. The lack of seating was another sign of how different it was. No cutlery lay on the wide table. Nate did spy a wine rack not too far from the table, but the bottles were almost comically large. 


     “You must forgive the lack of certain things often used in humanoid society. This home is not meant to house anyone other than dragons,” Norrah said as she moved to the table and looked at the steaming meats. 


     “I knew you would be hungry by the time you arrived. You came quicker than I expected. When Izzi told me you ignored my request and continued through the night to reach here, I went hunting and caught some pigs and sheep. Izzi procured fruit across the island. The meat is cooked in dragon fire. I didn’t know how you liked it, so I cooked each one with various styles from nearly raw to well-cooked.” 


     “I hope I didn’t disappoint you by not following your request?” Nate asked. 


     Norrah turned and looked at Nate with warm eyes. “No, you didn’t disappoint me. I was actually relieved. A seer who thinks for himself is most welcomed.” 


     Nate stepped closer and eyed the meat on the table. 


     “Please, eat your fill,” Norrah smiled. 


     “Will you be joining me?” Nate asked. 


     The dragon woman nodded. “It would be rude if I didn’t.” 


     Nate moved to the side of the large table. Without any seats, he simply planted his butt on the edge of the table and took hold of a cooked lamb’s leg. Norrah mirrored him and sat on the edge of the table. She too took a large piece of meat and ripped it from the cooked animal. 


     Nate smiled as Norrah simply put the large piece to her mouth and began chomping down. He did the same. Flavor punched his tongue with divine taste. Nate couldn’t stop himself as he bit and tore pieces of meat. He didn’t realize how hungry he was until he first tasted the delicious lamb.  


     Man, and dragon continued to chomp down on the feast. Exotic fruit was added and the swirl of the delicious meal deepened. Nate could barely contain himself as he consumed meat and fruit. Norrah often looked at the hungry man, eyeing him with affection as he tore through his meal. 


     After a long moment of eating, the pair slowed down as their bellies were nearly filled. 


     Nate felt dizzy. He couldn’t remember the last time he ate so well. The tension of earlier had nearly disappeared. When he put down a large bone on a plate, he quickly noticed his hands were covered in grease and bits of meat. Nate looked at Norrah, and saw she was the same, grease touching her smooth cheeks. 


     “I fear I’m a mess,” Nate smiled. 


     Norrah grinned before whispering a few words. A light glow touched parts of Nate’s face and hands. The grease and bits of cooked flesh vaporized into a mist and faded away. The same glow touched the dragon woman. In barely two blinks, the pair was clean. 


     “It’s a simple cleaning spell,” Norrah said. 


     “Thank you,” Nate smiled. 


     Norrah slipped off the edge of the table and onto her clawed feet. “I think we could use some wine before we talk.” 


     Nate’s eyes widened a hair. He reached down and grabbed his pack from beside the table. He opened the flap and reached in.  


     Norrah watched as Nate pulled out a dark bottle with a cork in the top. He smiled as he presented it to Norrah and bowed his head. 


     “I remembered from our dreams how much you liked honey mead. I often remembered you drinking it while we laid in the grass, talking about the beautiful days.” 


     Norrah’s eyes shined as she looked down on the black bottle. Her hand twitched, as if she was resisting her natural urges. It was similar to how Shego looked when she saw the large sapphire. Norrah’s fingers curled and opened before she took control of herself and bowed. 


     “Thank you for the lovely gift. Honey mead is difficult to come by. Bees have an instinctual aversion to our kind,” Norrah said with her head bowed. 


     “Please, enjoy it,” Nate said and stepped closer. 


     Norrah gently took the bottle from his hands and stood up. She clutched the bottle to her bosom and smiled. 


     “I fear we do not have any glasses here. We will have to drink from the bottle.” 


     “Drinking from the bottle doesn’t bother me in the least. Please, have the first sip.” Nate smiled. 


     Norrah took hold of the cork and popped it off easily. She lifted it to her lips and drank deeply from it. Her eyes fluttered as if she was drinking distilled ambrosia. She pulled the bottle away and handed it back to Nate. 


     Nate took a long sip. The sweet taste crashed into his senses. He didn’t often drink sweet wines or mead, but this was different. It was special to Norrah and he wanted to share the moment with her.  


     When he handed it back, Norrah looked at him with warm eyes.  


     “Let’s sit on the bed,” Norrah said with a sultry edge, then turned and walked to the bed. 


     Nate followed. The pair reached the edge of the immense bed. Nate looked at it, seeing the edge of the bed was up to his waist. Norrah climbed onto it and Nate did the same. The pair sat, a few feet apart. Norrah took another swig and Nate simply sat and took in her beauty and their surroundings. 


     “You must have many more questions,” Norrah said. 


     “Izzi and Shego told me some things, but not everything.” 


     Norrah smirked, “I know Izzi can be a little gossip. I’m sure at some point she told you about our history and how we came here to Sky Claw Island. She’s clever, but I see through her games and deceptions.” 


     Norrah closed her eyes and took another swig from the bottle. When she was finished, he handed it to Nate and he took it. 


     Norrah continued, “But, I also know she respects my direct commands. Shego and Izzi informed you of why we’re here and what is happening.” 


     Nate nodded. “A war is coming. Your elders have tasked dragons to find their Seers.” 


     Norrah nodded and looked away. “I fear my friends have been gentle in speaking to the reality of the situation. War has already arrived. The sides continue to be chosen, but many have already started to test and attack where they can. Orrem and Hexnia have rallied many to their sides and they are the first to throw down the gauntlet.” 


     Norrah looked at Nate once again. “You know my title and Izzi spoke to my past.” 


     “You’re a Life Giver, mother of many dragons,” Nate smiled. 


     Norrah nodded. “I have spent much of my life birthing many dragons. Life Givers are special in our society because breeding between dragons can be a little dangerous. I have skills and power enough to keep rambunctious males in line. My body is strong enough to birth several clutches of eggs. Life Givers hold a position of honor and respect, similar to holy and royal figures. 


     “For most of my life, I thought I knew my place in dragon society. The deepest parts of me love and enjoy my role as Life Giver. I was very surprised when myself and other Life Givers were commanded to find Seers. I fought against this command, speaking with many elders. Others joined me, unsure we should enter the conflict.” 


     A small sadness touched the edges of Norrah’s oval eyes. “They heard us, but remained firm on their decision. They spoke to the dangers of what was to come and all I wanted to do was ignore them. I didn’t want to disrupt my perfect life.” 


     Norrah firmed up her gaze. “Have you ever heard of sea serpents?” 


     Nate nodded. “Everyone has. There are many tales of ship crews, pirates, and fisherman witnessing travelling sea serpents. They are a sight to behold, from how their stories go. I haven’t personally seen one, but everyone who has ever visited the coasts comes back with some kind of sea serpent story.” 


     The dragon woman nodded lightly. “Sea serpents are not simple creatures that travel the seas and oceans. They are known as the Symir. They are ancient, powerful, and predate all known dragons. They are among the favored children of Orrem and carry out his will.” 


     Norrah’s eyes took on a hard edge. “The Symir have no love for dragons and we have no affection for them. We are less enemies and more rivals. Kana brought us to life and encouraged us to the lands and skies. Orrem created the Symir to dwell in the great depths, an extension of his will. Both of our kinds have held a simmering grudge against the other, but never went to war. It is known that such a conflict could crack the world.” 


     Nate listened and watched as Norrah’s expression twitched. He noticed memories behind her eyes as she continued. 


     “Years ago, I had birthed a clutch of eggs in one of our island rookeries. There were several Life Givers there, bringing new life into the world. It was a magical time and we could not contain our excitement for our new broods. It was a time for celebration and since we had not had any wine in such a long time, it was time to put an end to our thirst. 


     “I promised my fellow Life Givers that I would hunt us down some wine and come back so we may bask in our great contribution to our society. I flew off, my heart full and my senses alive.” 


     Norrah’s eyes took on a dragging weight, like she didn’t want to speak further. She lifted her head and a strength and sadness filled her eyes. 


     “I had barely flown a few miles when the Symir attacked our rookery island. Three of them rose from the surrounding waters and blasted our rookeries with steam breath attacks, strong enough to melt stone. 


     “I heard the cries of my fellow Life Givers. I turned and flew back. I arrived as streams of steam melted and smashed stone walls. I heard screams and the sounds of shattering eggs. I…” Norrah trailed off, her eyes wet. 


     Nate saw the pain in her eyes as she relived the moment. He handed her the bottle. She drank deeply and finished it off. The dragon woman placed the bottle on the floor and let out a small delicate sigh. 


     “I spent years fighting against the idea of finding a Seer and fighting in this war. Myself and my friends paid the price for such a fight.” 


     Norrah reached the small distance between them, her hand touching his. “Nate, please understand that Shego, Izzi, and I know how to fight and defend ourselves, but we are not warriors. We were never meant to go to war. That is why this has been difficult between all of us. It doesn’t mean we are not fond of you. It doesn’t mean we don’t appreciate our long journey to find each other.  


     “It means the four of us will be fighting in a war where our lives and many others will be at stake. Kana has chosen to fight Orrem and he has chosen to fight her. Hexnia has lent her strength to Orrem and his followers. There are others in the conflict, but Orrem and Hexnia have become the most dangerous and cruel.” 


     Nate tuned his hand and closed his fingers around Norrah’s hand. “I understand the stakes and have already pledged myself to you, Shego, Izzi, and the side of light. It’s true, I have spent a portion of my life fighting and growing. My size has pushed others to fight me. My kindness has brought out the cruelty in others. I’d rather not fight through a conflict, but sometimes we don’t have a choice.” 


     Nate tilted his head, shadows covering his eyes. “I’m sorry for your friends and the many eggs lost to such a heartless attack. If I was there, I would have fought to my last, dying breath.” 


     Norrah’s eyes continued to gleam as she looked upon Nate. “In my heart, I know you would have. You have already proven yourself. Izzi and I saw you in those last moments, fighting those monsters to save Shego. When she is healed, she will not want to leave your side. Under her rough exterior, she’s a romantic. She often spoke to me about her favorite legends and stories of fighting alongside those you love and against great evils. She can be quite soft when she lets her guard down.” 


     Nate smiled. “And you? How do you feel about the four of us, together?” 


     Norrah smiled. “I feel confident.” 


     Nate’s smile turned into a smirk. “Just confident?” 


     The dragon woman lifted her legs onto the bed and curled them sideways against her. Nate noticed the warm affection in her eyes and along her womanly body. Her cheeks nearly glowed in the dim light and the room grew a degree warmer. 


     “Izzi and Shego didn’t tell you how I felt?” 


     Nate kept his knowing smile. “It depends. Will they get in trouble if they did or didn’t?” 


     Norrah’s eyes closed as she let out a happy laugh. Her shoulders trembled as she pulled back her hand and grabbed Nate’s knee with affection. A tear touched the corner of her closed eyes and she wiped it away, the wetness glittering in the dim light. When the small laughter faded, her eyes opened and she looked at Nate with a sultry hunger. 


     “I felt your strength, honor, and kindness when we dreamed. The times we touched in the dreamscape, often left me breathless when I awoke. The moments were fleeting and I hungered for more of them. 


     “The three of us slept often, trying to help guide you to us. But my affections grew beyond the point of no return long before you arrived. I still had to know if you were truly like your dream self. I’m happy you soared past expectations.” 


     “I feel the same about all three of you,” Nate said with a genuine smile. 


     The heat in the chamber grew. Nate’s senses felt the strong pulses coming off Norrah as she sat. It was almost like he could feel her very heartbeat. 


     Norrah looked down. “Once the bond is achieved, only death can break it.” 


     “I have no intention of any of us dying for a very long time,” Nate grinned. 


     Green eyes gleamed in the light before Norrah looked away. 


     “Nate, will you bring over a bottle of wine for us?” 


     Nate nodded, slid off the bed and stood up. He walked past the large table and to the standing wine rack. He looked upon the bottles. They were large and nearly the length of his arm. He reached up to one at chest level, took hold and pulled. Muscles strained slightly at the weight before his body adjusted to it. He hefted the bottle in both arms before turning around and becoming very still. 


     Norrah was standing by the bed. She looked away as her scaled hand ran down over her voluptuous chest and down her stomach. The silky silver dress began to turn into wisps of energy, dissipating like smoke into the air. The fabric continued to split and fade away until her hand touched her own thigh. 


     Nate was frozen as Norrah stood in her nude glory. Much like Izzi and Shego, scales ran down the sides of her arms, midsection and thighs. Pale skin glowed in the dim light, contrasted against her green scales. Heavy breasts defied gravity’s pull and brown nipples stood erect. Thick thighs framed her hairless valley, warm and inviting. Her rubenesque figure was like a dream, a light for him to follow in the dark. Her tail was limp, the tip touching the floor, but her eyes were filled with a loving desire. 


     Nate began walking toward her. He didn’t blink as he drank in her nude form. She was nearly his height, just an inch shy. Hands clutched at the large wine bottle, but his mind filled with lustful desires. The sight of her caused his manhood to stir. Despite the intimate time with Shego, it wasn’t enough to dull his desires for long. When urges welled up, it had become a curse he could not deny. In the back of his mind, he knew dragons would not suffer from exhaustion like many of the other races.  


     The young man stood before the dragon goddess and admired her beauty. 


     Norrah lifted one hand and took hold of the bottle’s neck. She pulled it from Nate’s hand and grabbed the cork with her other scaled hand. The cork popped easily and fell to the floor. Norrah lifted the opening to Nate and urged him to drink.  


     Nate took hold of the bottle, lifted it up and drank deeply. The rich red wine flowed down his throat and into his full stomach. It reached the mead already there and swirled. Nate gulped, enjoying the taste before lowering the wine bottle. Norrah took hold, lifted it up and drank deeply. When she had her fill, she placed it down beside the bed and Nate’s pack. 


     Norrah turned to Nate and stepped closer. The distance between them disappeared as she pressed her body to his strong frame. She looked into Nate’s eyes and bit her lip. She took a deep inhale, enjoying his musky scent and the growing heat from his body. 


     “As a Life Giver, it can take some time to satisfy our desires.” 


     Nate kept his gaze on Norrah’s emerald green eyes. “As Norrah, how deep are your desires?” 


     Norrah let out a warm sigh, her lips inches from his. “Deep enough to bring on a degree of madness. I hope that doesn’t frighten you?” 


     “It doesn’t and it never will,” Nate smirked with confidence. 


     Norrah’s hand touched Nate’s waist. Soon, they drifted up to his shirt. Clawed fingers moved with deft skill, undoing buttons and working her way down. Nate helped by unbuckling his belt. When Norrah reached his waist again, Nate’s shirt was open. She took hold of his leggings and gently pushed down. Her body lowered as the leather leggings slipped down over his strong thighs and his manhood was free. 


     Norrah licked her lips as Nate’s cock throbbed before her. It slowly rose before her eyes, thick and pulsating. Veins rose along the shaft and soon it stood under its own power. Nate stepped out of his boots and then his leggings. They were quickly kicked away as Nate stood over the kneeling dragon woman. Norrah looked up from Nate’s impressive member, his shirt open and revealing his hard body. 


     Norrah inhaled Nate’s scent. Body heat touched her senses, wave after wave crashing into her and causing her own inner flames to grow brighter. Her nerves tingled in his presence, the dragon hardly able to contain her own urges. She lifted a hand and ran her fingers down the shaft. It bounced to her touch. She looked up and saw Nate’s urges barely held at bay. 


     Fingers curled around the shaft and she gently stroked him. Nate let out a long exhale, watching the motherly dragon stroke him with masterful skill. Her palm was smooth and soft. She grasped him just right, massaging his member and making it diamond hard. 


     Norrah leaned closer to his member. She continued to stroke him as her pointed tongue slipped out and licked his throbbing head. The taste caused her to take a deep, sultry inhale. She looked up again as her tongue glided along the purple tip. 


     Nate was lost to the sensual touches of Norrah’s hand and tongue. Power sparked across his body and he fought every urge to throw her onto the bed. Despite years of absolute control, it mattered little in the presence of Norrah, Shego, and Izzi. They overwhelmed his senses, his mind, and his heart. The hungry beast Nate locked away roared and rattled its cage. It wanted out. It wanted to drive every urge into the beautiful dragon woman licking his cock. 


     Norrah’s tongue guided Nate’s member closer and she closed her lips over the tip. Nate fought the urge to grab her curved horns, lost to her sensual kiss. Lips and tongue worked together, sliding over and along the ridge of his member. Norrah stroked him as her mouth played with the sensitive tip. Her breasts bobbed to the movements of her mouth, head, and neck. The kiss grew deeper, inches filling her mouth. Strokes were slower, teasing and begging for his seed. 


     Nate could barely stand. His hand clamped on her shoulder and she moaned. The vibrations of her moan travelled along his cock and Nate ground his teeth in frustration. The tip of her tongue glided along his shaft, weakening his control. He looked down to see Norrah’s eyes were closed. She sucked on his cock like she was sipping a fine wine.  


     Norrah’s hand pulled away and thick inches were pulled deeper into her mouth and throat. The dragon woman opened her eyes and looked up, Nate’s cock mostly buried between her lips. She moved gently, back and forth. He was caught in her grasp and Nate found it difficult to leave, if not impossible. 


     A drop of pre-come touched her tongue and Norrah let out a muffled, sultry moan. Nate’s fingers dug into her shoulder and she moaned louder. The tempo and rhythm grew slowly, the lovers caught in each other’s gravity. 


     Wetness dripped from between Norrah’s parted thighs. It touched the stone floor and the dragon moaned her delight. She reached down between her thighs with her free hand. When she touched her dragonhood, her fingers gently massaged herself and honey coated her fingers. With a slight shift of her hand, she touched her engorged clit and rubbed it to the same tempo as her lips wrapped around Nate’s cock. Shockwaves of bliss rolled through her as she gently sucked on Nate’s firm member. Wet inches appeared and disappeared as she moved back and forth. Wetness continued to drip between her fingers and her nerves bunched up. The tightness grew along her entire body and she felt like she would snap in two. 


     Pure bliss filled Nate’s entire body as his willpower cracked. The flood was held back by a strand of his own discipline and it began to weaken with each stroke of her lips. When Norrah’s tongue licked just the right spot and her lips smoothed down the veiny member, Nate lost his last strand of control and his senses erupted in bliss. 


     Norrah’s lips slid forward as Nate’s cock thickened. When she kissed the hilt, a groan filled the air and thick spurts of come painted the back of her throat. Norrah closed her eyes, the amount nearly obscene and welcomed. The first few spurts filled her throat and she drank it down. A muffle moan rose up as another volley splashed into her throat and she drank that down too. 


     Nate’s grunt turned into a low growl. Sensitivity flashed and was overwhelmed by his need to spill more. What normally would have caused a normal man to weaken so he could regain his strength, Nate’s body powered through to desire again. He looked down at Norrah milking every drop of come and his cock, still hard in her mouth. 


     Norrah looked up and smiled slightly with Nate’s member still between her lips. A blink later, she opened her mouth and stood up in a blur. Nate wasn’t sure what was happening until he felt her hand grab his waist. Norrah picked him up and spun. Nate tried to grab her arms when she let go. Nate flew backwards and crashed into the middle of the firm bed. He slid slightly on furs before coming to a stop. Nate lifted his head to see Norrah climb on like an animal in heat. 


     Norrah’s eyes glowed with uncompromising menace. She crossed the distance quickly. She glanced at Nate's cock before she lowered her head and licked the head back into her mouth. Blood surged into Nate’s manhood, unable to break the hypnotic spell of the dragon’s mouth. Norrah moaned loudly, inches appearing and disappearing between her lips. She continued to suck with her tight mouth. Her body moved sideways until she lifted her leg and came fully around. She planted her knees down, her dragonhood over Nate’s face. Wetness dripped onto his lips as he stared up at her valley entrance. In another breath, her valley pressed down on his mouth and her tail waved in the air. 


     Nate reached up and grabbed her firm ass. He spread her cheeks as his mouth and tongue licked at her dripping slit. The connection between them glowed like the sun. The intimate sucking and licking whipped the lovers into a frenzy. 


     Nate buried his face between warm thighs, licking at Norrah like she was the only source of water across the realm. Her honey tasted like a warm, summer day. Her scent was that of lavender and vanilla. His large hand held onto her as fingers pressed down on her firm bottom. Scents and tastes dripped down along his mouth and senses.  


     Norrah deep-throated the young man’s rigid member. Hungry lust caused her head to bob with a deep thirst. The taste of his seed still lingered in her mouth, blending with her own saliva. Her body cried out for more and madness consumed her, wanting to drain him of every drop of seed. 


     The scent of their union clouded their senses. Nate felt Norrah quiver, as if fighting her own desires to come. The young man held her to him, mashing his mouth to her dripping slit. The tip of his tongue caressed her clit before whipping at it. It became his focal point, wanting to drive her to surrender like she did to him. He lingered, licking and massaging her clit and willpower to the breaking point. 


     Norrah pulled her head up, Nate’s cock spilling from her lips. She gasped for air as her body began to betray her. She looked over her shoulder and past a wing to see Nate’s hands holding her to him. Her eyes fluttered as every lick whipped her control to shreds.  


     The couple basked in their intimate freedom. Norrah gently grabbed Nate’s cock and gasped for air. She was lost to the blinding tension along her body. She managed to stroke him slowly. She kissed the tip of his cock as her hips moved to his tongue and mouth. 


     Norrah’s eyes widened as Nate’s tongue licked her just the right way. Her green eyes rolled into her head before her nerves reached the breaking point. A powerful shudder rippled along her body. Inner explosions blinded the dragon. A whimper dripped from her lips as she ground her valley upon Nate’s mouth and tongue. 


     The connection blazed bright. Nate felt the shockwaves crash into him, Norrah lost to the flood. Wetness surged and squirted. The young man greedily drank it down, the taste changing and warm. Wetness splashed onto his cheeks, chin, and mouth. Nate continued to press his sensual attack, whipping his tongue across her clit. 


     It was Norrah who pressed down on her knees and raised up from Nate’s mouth. The young man sat up slightly and watched as Norrah turned around and sat gently on his thighs. She had a faraway look in her eyes, like she was in a dream. She reached over like one of the undead. She ran her fingers across the wetness covering the lower half of Nate’s face. She brought it back to her and licked at each finger. She used her other hand to grab Nate’s cock. With a small shift forward, she pressed the throbbing tip to her thin slit and slowly impaled herself on him.  


     Nate’s hands shot up and grabbed her hips. Norrah let gravity take over as she slid down thick inches. The more he filled her, the louder she moaned. When she reached the base of his member, she remained as his girth pushed at her inner world. 


     Nate curled his upper body until his face was between her voluptuous breasts. A hand rose up and gently grabbed at one, his thumb sliding over an erect brown nipple. Norrah cooed as she wrapped her arms around his head and shoulders, keeping his face buried between her warm and inviting tits. 


     For a long moment, the two lovers held each other. Norrah hugged Nate close, her lips touching his forehead. Her tail relaxed and moved along one of Nate’s legs. Her body moved barely an inch from their snug connection. Heat bloomed and dripped from bodies. A small whimper filled her throat as she moved on his thick spear. 


     Nate basked in the glowing warmth of Norrah’s cleavage. He could barely breathe and didn’t care if he passed out from lack of air. He snuggled to her, the connection of their souls growing brighter with each passing moment.  


     Norrah’s thoughts began to spill into his mind. Nate’s thoughts began to spill into her. Soon, the couple couldn’t tell each other apart, their minds and bodies joined. 


     Nate, I can feel you deep along my soul. I sense the binds growing stronger. I fear we will be unable to break from these desires. 


     Norrah, we don’t have to break from them. Accept them and we will be stronger than anything that may try to hurt us. 


     I’m scared for us. 


     I’m excited for us. 


     I need you. 


     I need you. 


     The glow between their souls, minds, and bodies grew brighter. The couple stayed connected and entwined as their bodies approached the point of no return. In a dreamy landscape, Nate and Norrah stood on a cliff’s edge, overlooking a vast ocean. They reached out and held each other’s hand. They glanced at each other and smiled brightly. With two hearts beating as one, the pair leapt off the cliff. 


     A growl crawled up Norrah’s throat as she clutched Nate to her. Her powerful hips moved, the tight connection between them wet, hot and dripping. Norrah’s eyes rolled into her head as her mind shattered and a string of explosive orgasms tore her soul to pieces. 


     Nate’s inner monsters roared as his cock thickened. Norrah tightened around his cock as her body shuddered. Nate’s cock would not be contained as it thickened. Spurts of molten come filled the thin tight space between them. His hips pushed up and Norrah pressed down and squeezed. Nate’s soul cried out and flowed with supernatural power.  


     The bond between them solidified and both lovers surrendered with a long moan. Their bodies continued to move, milking every drop of the intimate orgasms with heavy breath.  


     The moment slowed. Norrah continued to move slowly as Nate’s arm moved to her lower back. His strength pressed against her to keep her close. The sensitivity flared and was soon snuffed out. Their hearts thudded in their chests and their bodies were unwilling to separate. Sweat touched Nate’s brow as Norrah’s body glowed like a furnace. Their spirits bonded further until both sides surrendered. 


     Norrah pulled her head back a little and looked down at Nate. The man’s tongue traced over her large breast and fell between her cleavage. He licked at her skin like a primal beast and she shuddered to his touch.  


     “Nate…” Norrah began. 


     Nate pulled his head back and looked into her serpent gaze. Norrah continued to move with a slow tempo. The precious moment was intimate and both lovers looked at each other with a deeper understanding and cementing their bonds. 


     “There is no going back now,” Norrah whispered before she moaned. 


     “We can only move forward, together,” Nate said and kissed the smooth skin above her chest. 


     Norrah’s body shuddered as she rode Nate’s lance. She bit her lip, trying to gather her thoughts.  


     “I have to show you something,” Norrah said with a hiss. 


     Nate held her close as she sat down to the hilt of his impressive staff. The dragon woman lifted a hand and a green aura appeared around it. Nate looked at the glowing hand before she touched his shoulder. 


     A tingling energy seeped into the young man. Nate looked up at Norrah, their bodies still moving to a primal dance. More and more energy sank into his shoulder. It flowed along points of his body before reaching his heart. When it touched it, the energy caressed the vital organ before it penetrated it. 


     Nate’s eyes widened. His heart began to beat harder. Life and power ran along his veins. His fingertips and toes tingled and before he knew it, his body surged with new life. 


     Norrah looked down on Nate with desperate eyes. She watched as life energy filled the young man’s eyes.  


     Nate’s entire being was flooded with life giving mana. His cock thickened. His grip on Norrah tightened. Energy welled up and he noticed there was no pain. Norrah and the world around him turned into a dreamy haze. Needs, urges, and desire took control. 


     “Partake and use to your whims,” Norrah said with a sultry whisper. 


     I understand. 


     Nate took control of Norrah’s Life Sphere. It glowed with immense power, something he thought wasn’t possible. It caressed and surged until there was nothing but Norrah and a blissful light. 


     Nate turned his hips. Norrah swung with the young man as she was nearly slammed down onto the bed. The dragon woman let out a giggle as Nate was on her, their connection still firm. His hips drove powerfully between her welcoming thighs. Living energy bled from Nate as he growled and licked at Norrah’s skin. Everything about her had turned into paradise. Every touch and taste rippled along his soul and fed into the life-giving power. 


     Norrah arched her back as shockwaves pulsed through the air. She cried out for more as he drove every solid inch into her tight space.  


     The two lovers touched the glowing light of bliss between them and it glowed brighter. 


     Orgasms blasted living nerves. Norrah and Nate moved to shattering vibration between them. The air felt it with every drop of power swirling around them. The pair reached nirvana and gasped. Molten seed spurted as a river of lust flowed.  


     For a time, Nate thought it was just a powerful orgasm, until life seeped into him further. The orgasms didn’t slow. Instead, he grew more and more powerful. The ocean of love and lust rippled through dimensions. Nate looked down to see Norrah was there with him, caught in the same vortex of paradise. The two of them were locked in a spiral, becoming one. Hearts beat at the same time. Thoughts slipped in and out of each other’s minds. Neither one could tell if they were one or two beings. 


     Time lost all meaning and pleasure spilled over dreamy souls.  


     Norrah cut off the connection. The ecstasy, power, lust, and love faded a touch. Bodies slowed as the bed around them was drenched in sweat and bodily fluids. Weakness crawled along the pair and they both woke up from the living dream. 


     Nate’s body ached and he collapsed on the seductive dragon. Norrah curled her arms and legs around him, holding him to her. Scaled fingers moved through Nate’s dark hair as he gasped for breath. 


     “How… how long… was… that?” Nate huffed. 


     “We… were in a love spiral… for an hour,” Norrah huffed as she held him close. 


     “How?” was all Nate could say as exhaustion filled every cell of his body. 


     “We can talk about it… after some wine. Our Body Spheres will help our bodies to recover sooner than others, but I think we desperately need a drink,” Norrah said with a weak smile. 


     “Yes, I do think we need a drink,” Nate huffed as he snuggled to her chest, the slivers of the blissful dream-state lingering along his addled and satisfied spirit.  


     


  




  

     Seven 


     Nate basked in the lightness across his entire body and spirit. He couldn’t hold back the small smile as he watched Norrah gulp from the large bottle of wine. She hadn’t come up for air for a long moment. It didn’t bother the young man as he adored her. He was just happy to be close to her. 


     Norrah tilted her head forward and pulled the bottle from her lips. She handed it over to Nate with a warm smile.  


     Nate took the large wine bottle with both hands. A sudden thirst struck him like a whip strike to his throat. He lifted the bottle up and began to guzzle it down. 


     Norrah leaned back onto her hands, watching Nate drink wine like it was water. She admired his strong body, pieces of her own spirit still attached to her Seer. 


     The mood in the chamber was light and relaxed. The bed was still wet from their union, but neither seemed to mind as they remained in the middle of the large, round bed. The crystals along the chamber glowed with a comforting light and only added to the intimate atmosphere. 


     Nate pulled the bottle away and placed it in his lap. He continued to heave for air, his senses still dazzled from the time spent with the beautiful dragon. 


     Norrah’s tail was to the side and slid back and forth as she eyed Nate. “How are you feeling?” 


     “Amazing… and tired,” Nate said with a weak nod. 


     Norrah nodded. “It’s something you will grow accustomed to, when we decide to do that again.” 


     Nate eyed the dragon woman with the curved horns and gave her a genuine smile. “Is it always so amazing?” 


     Norrah nodded. “It can be, the more time we spend together. You told us about your mana sphere. I’m sure Izzi and Shego told you about theirs. But do you know how it all connects, especially between the four of us?” 


     Nate regarded the motherly dragon with warm eyes. “No, not completely. I managed to tap a little into Izzi’s water sphere. During the fight on the beach, I tapped into Shego’s air sphere. I assume, during our lovemaking, I was able to tap into your Life Sphere.” 


     Norrah smiled. “You’re very perceptive. Yes, as our Seer, you will be able to channel some of our mana spheres and we can tap into yours. You have one natural mana sphere, the body sphere. Dragons not versed in higher forms of magic have two spheres. It comes naturally to all dragons and it can be trained to become more powerful, just like how you improved your own sphere.” 


     Norrah sat up and stretched her arms into the air. Her wings flexed out from behind her. 


     “Now that we are truly bonded, there is no need to keep any more secrets,” Norrah said with one last stretch and let her hands fall to the bed. Her wings folded back behind her. 


     Nate stared at the dragon woman as she eyed him like a scrumptious piece of cake.  


     “Izzi has the water and mind spheres. Shego has the air and dark spheres. I have the life and body spheres.” 


     Nate smirked. “You felt our connection through the dreams, even from the beginning.” 


     Norrah nodded. “I did. I knew it when we first dreamed together, we belonged together. I couldn’t deny it, but I had to be sure. When I first saw you in the other cavern, your presence burned into my very heart and psyche. However, I had to be sure you were right for Izzi and Shego. Judging from how well the three of you bonded, it was meant to be.” 


     Nate nodded. “I feel I was only able to tap into some of their power, but not too deep.” 


     Norrah nodded. “Since we are connected, we have to choose how many degrees we can channel to another. I know Izzi’s water sphere is 8th degree. If she allowed you to channel one degree of it to you, you would be able to perform simple water magic and manipulate it to your will.  


     “There is a drawback to channeling mana between us. The more degrees one channels to another, the weaker they become. If Izzi channeled seven degrees to you, she would become very weak. She wouldn’t be able to fly, or barely stay conscious. Her focus and her power would fill you and make you stronger. The same would be in reverse. You can channel your body sphere to any of us and we would become stronger, faster and tougher, but if you channel too much, you would become very weak and vulnerable.” 


     Nate reached over and touched Norrah’s knee, “Is that what happened a little while ago? You channeled your life sphere to me?” 


     Norrah nodded. “I granted you three degrees of my life sphere. It allowed us to push our bodies beyond natural limits and enjoy our moment for an hour. I knew our body spheres would allow us to recover faster than normal. If you didn’t have your natural power, I’m afraid you would have been unconscious for a number of days.” 


     “It felt like one, continuous orgasm. I didn’t know we were like that for an hour.” 


     Norrah smirked. “There are many more ways to reach greater levels of bonding. You handled our first time very well. I’m impressed.” 


     Nate chuckled with happy eyes. “You weren’t so bad yourself. Though, I could have gone longer.” 


     It was Norrah’s turn to laugh. “You are a gem, my handsome Seer.” 


     Connections formed along Nate’s mind. “So, can we all channel power to each other?” 


     Norrah shook her head. “As dragons, we cannot channel our mana spheres to each other. There must be an intermediary or focal point between us. I cannot channel to Izzi or Shego and they cannot channel to me, but, with time, we will be able to do it through you.” 


     Norrah moved closer, her slitted eyes bright as she looked at Nate’s strong features. “As our Seer, you can channel your power to us and we can channel to you. The deeper the bond, the more we can do. There will be a time where we will be able to channel mana to each other without restriction. For now, you will become stronger as we train and further solidify our bonds.” 


     The dragon woman’s eyes took on a hint of sorrow. She sat back and looked off to the side, a memory coloring her mind.  


     Nate kept his hand on her knee, silently giving her support and a moment to talk, if she wanted to. 


     Norrah blinked as if she was back in her head. She glanced at Nate's concerned expression and gave him a small, reassuring smile. 


     “Nate, you know I have no taste for war. My time here on Arith has been one of birthing and loving generations of dragons. To know that our bonds will lead to further conflicts doesn’t sit well with me. It is nothing you have done, but how the world is now. Sides must be chosen and enemies must be put down. I will never let dark forces hurt our peoples again.” 


     “Norrah, I’d rather find a peaceful solution until there are no further options for peace. I sense, in that respect, we are of the same mind and heart. I have been a seeker of knowledge and experiences. I’ve fought others only as a last resort. I believe we can help end this conflict with the best possible intentions and help a lot of people.” 


     Norrah’s eyes shined in the dim light. “You speak our truth.” 


     Nate nodded.  


     Norrah let out a long, relieved sigh. “I knew it in my heart, but I liked hearing the words from you as well. It only strengthens our bonds.” 


     The dragon woman’s smirk stabbed in her cheek. “The other dragons and seers are going to love you.” 


     Nate grinned and was about to speak when the door to the chamber opened. Nate and Norrah turned to the entrance and saw Shego and Izzi stepping in. The two of them were in their nude humanoid dragon forms. The pair looked to the bed with Nate and Norrah, their heads bowed slightly. 


     “Come to us,” Norrah said happily. 


     Izzi’s mouth bloomed into a wide smile. Shego’s lips curved in a knowing smile. The pair crossed the room in a blink. Shego slipped in, but Izzi leapt into the air and landed on the bed between the man and green dragon. Izzi snuggled to both of them. Norrah laid down to one side of the white dragon, her claws running along Izzi’s skin. Nate lowered himself, the front of his body touching Izzi’s body. Shego crawled along the bed until she snuggled behind Nate, her arm around his stomach. 


     “Will it always be like this?” Nate asked the three dragons. 


     “It’s safer to sleep together,” Izzi said in a whimsical tone. 


     “And it's warmer,” Shego smiled. 


     Nate turned his head and looked into Shego’s eyes. She seemed fine. He glanced at her neck and saw no marks. 


     “We can heal quickly. We may be able to heal faster, once you increase your body sphere,” Shego winked. 


     “I will train harder and become stronger,” Nate said with conviction. 


     “We all will,” Izzi smiled and snuggled into Nate’s armpit. 


     Shego lifted her head a little and looked from Nate and Izzi to Norrah. “The sun will be up in a few hours. Now that Nate is bonded to us, will we return to the dragon isles?” 


     Norrah nodded. “We may spend another day or two here, just to make sure our bonding takes. After that, we will fly south to our home and introduce Nate to everyone.” 


     “Another day or two sounds wonderful,” Izzi grinned. 


     “There is still much to discuss, but it can wait till morning. For now, let's try to get some rest. We…” Norrah trailed off when the very chamber shuddered. 


     The group sat up as one. Everyone looked around as the entire chamber shuddered a second time. Dust fell from ancient cracks and the glowing crystals blinked from the disruption. 


     Nate’s senses immediately connected to the three dragons surrounding him and glowed with deeper power. The confusion of the connection fell away as he could hear what they heard. Powerful vibrations echoed along the entire spire as something outside continued to slam into it. Each strike was like a blunt hammer, the blows sinking into his very bones. 


     The group were to their feet and darted for the door. Nate pumped his legs, scooped up his clothes and kept pace with the three dragon women. Norrah led the charge as Nate, Shego, and Izzi followed. The chamber rumbled and a wide crack formed along a wall. 


     Nate continued to run as he awkwardly put on his shirt. Leg muscles bunched up as he leapt into the air and in a flash, his leggings were on. He landed by Shego, barefoot and his boots far behind him. 


     The four of them charged into the cavern when a stronger rumble caused a stalactite to fall and crash into exploding debris.  


     “What’s happening?” Nate shouted over the booming noise. 


     “Our enemies have decided to press their advantage,” Norrah said calmly as she ran. 


     “We will most likely be outnumbered. We should retreat to the isles,” Izzi said over the booming explosions. 


     “I second that plan,” Shego agreed. 


     Norrah remained silent as they crossed the cavern to the main corridor. Wings were folded close to bodies as the three dragons moved with supernatural speed. Nate could barely keep up, his body sphere pulsating with power. 


     We just bonded. We’re not ready for a fight like this. If a sea serpent or more crab monsters are here, retreat may be our only option. 


     Nate’s thoughts shifted to the town of Moon Cove and his heart sank. 


     If the monsters turn on the town, they will be defenseless. 


     Nate was about to speak up about his concerns when the four of them skidded to a halt at the main entrance. All eyes looked down in shock as the beach and surrounding areas were filled with large, spiny crab monsters. They were roughly the size of horses and a dozen of them were slowly crawling up the spire. Legs and claws stabbed into sheer stone, moving like armored spiders. Chitin bodies gleamed in the moonlight as eye stalks were focused on the four beings looking over the side. 


     Nate glanced at the water where he saw a large, serpent head with razor-spines running from its head and down its back. It turned its serpent head to the spire, black eyes gleaming in the moonlight. It’s pointed maw opened as mist dripped from its throat. The sea serpent’s brow furled with foul intent as it aimed at the spire entrance and the four figures occupying it. 


     *** 


     Vazk stood in the rounded, ceremonial chamber. The subek wore a simple, crimson red robe. His eyes were closed as he stood behind an altar. A small, demonic female statue stood with outstretched wings and a mad smile. She held out her arms as if to comfort any willing to fall into them. The statue’s eyes and smile told a different story of cruel madness and bloody lust. 


     In the chamber, forty subeks kneeled to their priest. Their heads were bowed and a variety of weapons hung from their belts. They ranged from daggers and swords to clubs and spiked maces. Torches painted their scaled bodies with a soothing light, all waiting on the wisdom of their priest. 


     A distant roar in the distance caused Vazk’s eyes to open. He looked out at the congregation, admiring their loyalty and strength. He then looked at his wrist, the same one that dragon seer snapped like a twig. The goddess took pity on her loyal priest and fully healed the damage without him asking for her aid.  


     Vazk grinned to himself. Despite their first loss to the seer, the goddess continued to have faith in her subjects. She had leant some of her power and Vazk hungered for more. Hexnia desired vengeance and blood and Vazk was ready to give it to her. 


     The lizard man lifted his scaled snout back to the congregation when another roar touched the world behind the ceremonial cave. 


     “Hexians, our goddess has called on us once again. Our allies have engaged the dragons and the seer. We must charge into the fray and slay all who oppose our goddess. She weeps for her lost children and we must wipe away her tears with gifts of blood and violence.” 


     “Hexnia,” the followers chanted once. 


     Vazk nodded and continued, “We cannot allow our enemies to further gather their strength. The dragons have rejected us. They cower to the southern seas because they know our might and power. They deny any debt of blood owed and we must remind them. We shall be Hexnia’s divine judgement. We will be her will. We will further her power and she will grant us greater power.” 


     “Hexnia,” the followers chanted again. 


     Vazk’s thin lips peeled back against his small snout as a madness filled his dark eyes. “We all have family and friends in Moon Cove. We have been patient and spoken at length about Hexnia’s teachings. Many have scoffed and rejected our goddess. They turn a blind eye to the truth. 


     “Now is not a time for weakness. Now is not a time for the thin blood of cowardice. Now is the time for divine might. If the dragons and seer refuse to die, we will fill the waters with the blood of all who doubt Hexnia’s true power. We will offer this gift of allegiance and show all of Arith, the dawn of a new age has begun.” 


     Vazk’s scaled hands curled along the edges of the small altar. He bent down slightly and kissed a leathery wing of his goddess. Dark energy snaked into him and circled his heart. The lizardman stood to his full height, eyeing the chosen to carry out their goddess’s will. 


     “Allow our goddess to infect your souls and she will grant you power. And when our enemies lay broken and bleeding at our feet, we will taste a new future. Praise Hexnia!” 


     “Praise Hexnia!” the congregation shouted as they all stood up in unison. 


     The madness grew, spilling into collective eyes. Many subeks drew their weapons and shook them in the air. Many others hissed and shouted with a maddening rage. 


     Vazk grinned further. “Bring the heads of our enemies to this altar and we shall bathe in the love of our goddess!” 


     Shouts, hisses, and roars echoed along the cave chamber as many turned and charged out into the jungle, a need for violence and chaos filling their eyes. 


     *** 


     Shego grabbed Nate as Norrah grabbed Izzi. The four of them threw themselves down to the corridor floor as a stream of super-heated mist struck the top of the corridor and exploded.  


     The scent of burning seawater and shockwaves struck Nate’s senses like a hammer. Shego covered Nate with her body as shards of melted stone rained down. Nate could barely gather his senses. He glimpsed across their shared connection, feeling rocks hitting their bodies. Shego grunted as a sharp stone hit her back and bounced off. Norrah was silent, her body and wings covering Izzi. 


     The moment the mist parted, the group sat up. The sound of clicking legs and pincers rose up like deadly crescendo. 


     “We stay here, we die,” Nate and Norrah said at the same time. 


     Another burst of steam struck the side of the entrance corridor, cracking and melting stone instantly. The entire spire shuddered as a haunting roar filled the air outside. 


     “Shego, take Nate as your rider,” Norrah ordered. 


     The blue-haired dragon woman nodded and her body began to shift. 


     “What about the town?” Nate asked as she slowly got to his feet. 


     “The symir is here for us. Once we leave, they will stop their attack,” Norrah said as her body began to shift. 


     Nate watched as the three dragon women grew larger. Scales rippled along their skin. Snouts formed and hardened. Wings flexed as another explosion rocked the spire. 


     Nate stood at the ready as his mind filled with dark possibilities.  


     They won’t stop. They will turn on the populace. Their rage won’t let them quit.  


     Nate’s mind filled with the many history books he devoured. Angered enemies would always take things further, especially if their foes retreated. Only the most disciplined of troops would end their attacks, but these were not troops, they were monsters. Nate knew they followed a higher calling than territory or supplies. They wanted to make a statement and he wasn’t going to allow them the chance. 


     The corridor shuddered and cracks grew longer. Nate spun around to three full-sized dragons. He then turned to Shego. The blue dragon’s spine spikes flattened and she gave him a serpent grin. 


     “Hop on,” Shego said with a sly edge. 


     Outside, the massive serpent dunked its head in the water and gulped in seawater. Heightened senses were trained on the surface and the dragon spire. It felt the army of crustaceans rise up as the dark god of the sea whispered along the serpent’s soul. 


     Belly full of water, the serpent rose up and readied to spit out a stream of molten hot steam when three winged dragons shot out from the cave entrance. The massive serpent turned its head, watching with foul contempt as the dragons flew higher into the night sky. 


     Crab monsters along the spire continued their ascent. Their back shells were aimed outward. Eye stalks swiveled and flat spines along their shells popped up. Muscles under the shells bulged and razor-sharp spines blasted out like arrows from taut bowstrings. 


     Nate clutched to Shego’s neck as she banked right and then left, a thin cloud of spines filling the air.  


     The wind whipped at the seer as he lifted his head and looked down. The beach and spire were covered in large crab monsters. The sea serpent circled, it’s body once again submerged. Nate’s senses sharpened to see the long, dark shadow moving under the water. Even with only moonlight and starshine, the world below glowed with defined edges. 


     Something pushed against Nate’s mind. His first thought was to resist when the force sank deeper and a familiar voice touched his thoughts. 


     “I have connected all of our minds so we can communicate with our thoughts and help protect us from any mind attacks,” Izzi said seriously. 


     “The symir should know better than to attack our minds,” Shego laughed. 


     “I want us to circle around and gather as much information as we can before we depart. The elders will want to know about this attack in great detail,” Norrah said. 


     Nate concentrated, but found he could easily speak with them. 


     “Should we counter attack since we have the aerial advantage?” Nate asked. 


     “No need to escalate this encounter. The crabs don’t have the range and even a symir would be hard pressed to take on three dragons,” Norrah answered. 


     Nate clung to Shego as the dragons turned and circled high in the sky. He looked down, seeing the crab monsters halting their ascent up the spire. Many of them clung to the spire like ticks on a leg. Their eye stalks swiveled as they watched the three dragons circle the area. 


     Glancing to the water, the shadow of the sea serpent was gone. 


     “I don’t see the symir,” Nate said across their collective minds. 


     “Either he retreated or he’s preparing for another attack. They would be a fool if they tried,” Shego said with an annoyed edge. 


     “I can’t sense their mind,” Izzi said. 


     Nate looked to the white dragon as her neck and head moved, surveying the dark water. The wind continued to whip at him, bringing him back to the tiny moment of realizing he was on the back of a dragon. 


     No matter what happens, we fight as one. 


     The giant crabs on the beach were still as statues. Their armored shells shined in the night. Their pincers were at the ready, but didn’t move. An eerie silence filled the island beach as the monsters were as still as a graveyard. 


     Nate watched the gathered monsters with intense eyes when his heart beat with concerned power. Eye stalks swiveled and all gazed in one, single direction. Pincers clicked before segmented legs began to move.  


     Nate followed the gazes of the armored monsters and they all looked to the east. The faint lights of Moon Cove glowed in the distance, the populace unaware of the advancing army. 


     “They’re moving toward the town!” Nate mentally shouted. 


     The dragons turned their attention in the same direction, seeing the monsters move along the beach. The crab monsters began to pick up speed. The ones on the spire began to climb down to join their brethren. 


     “Norrah, we can’t let them attack the town,” Shego said with concern. 


     “There are innocent people there,” Izzi added. 


     Norrah was silent as they circled. She gazed down the army of crustaceans as they barreled along the beach. 


     “Norrah, we know it's some kind of trap, but we can’t abandon them,” Nate added. 


     The green dragon didn’t blink as she watched the crawling movement below. 


     “We’re not ready. We can’t put our lives on the line when we just bonded,” Norrah said sadly. 


     Nate looked over to the green dragon with determination in his eyes. “I won’t let us fail!” Nate shouted. 


     Norrah’s heart warmed as she glanced at the man on Shego’s back. 


     “Izzi, slow them down. Shego, break their ranks,” Norrah ordered. 


     The white and blue dragon nodded. 


     Norrah turned her attention to the dark sea waters. 


     “Begin your attacks after I distract the symir,” Norrah said with a cold, mental whisper. 


     The green dragon banked over the water, her eyes searching. 


     “Hang on,” Shego said with an excited edge. 


     Nate continued to cling to the dragon as she turned. Izzi was ahead of them. The smaller of the three dragons began a small dive and Shego followed. 


     Norrah spiraled over the sea waters. The large green dragon opened her maw. 


     Nate watched with fascinated eyes as Norrah took in a deep breath. A stream of greenish mist blasted out from her mouth, crossed the distance and struck the watery surface. A hazy cloud billowed across the ocean water as Norrah closed her mouth and ascended again. The green dragon banked and dove once again. Her maw opened and another thick stream of greenish mist struck the surface water. The two clouds joined and hovered inches over the sea. 


     “What is Norrah’s breath attack?” Nate asked. 


     Shego smirked. 


     “You’ll see.” 


     Norrah’s wings flapped as she gained altitude. She craned her head and blasted out a third stream of greenish mist. When it struck the water and formed a third floating cloud, she watched as all three clouds touched each other and encompassed a large area. 


     The green dragon took one more deep breath. She turned and dove for the floating green mist. Her mouth opened wide as mist poured out. Two thorny teeth in the back of her mouth sparked just as she let out a long exhale. 


     The night lit up as the green mist blasting out of Norrah’s mouth ignited. A thick stream of fire lanced down from the dark of night and slammed into the floating cloud. Nate lifted his hand to shield his eyes as the entire cloud burst into exploding flames. 


     Fire ignited and roared over the sea. Explosions rippled and sent waves in several directions. For a brief moment, the beach lit up as bright as a sunny day. Flaming shards leapt up from the exploding cloud and rained down on some of the crab monsters on the beach. Many of the monsters hunkered down as flames crashed into them and scorched their shells. Several that were too close to the water were sent hurtling away and crashing down into others of their kind.  


     Flames waved into the night as the top of the water close to the coast was set ablaze. 


     Nate marveled at the astonishing power of the green dragon when Shego tilted forward. Nate held tight as he looked forward, seeing Izzi before them and many rows of crab monsters marching. 


     The connection was still there. Nate could feel intentions and thoughts as they pressed against one another. Izzi was no longer her cheery, dreamy self. A dark determination filled her spirit as she bore down on the armored force below.  


     Spines on many of the crabs stood up, ready to fire on the two incoming dragons. Izzi opened her maw and a torrent of white mist blasted down. Ice shards formed within and outside the stream of mist. When it struck the rows of crab monsters, ice and freezing cold engulfed all in the stream’s path. 


     Crab monsters made gurgling whines as they attempted to fire spines as ice blasted into them. Segmented legs froze and ice bit into joints. Shards half penetrated thick shells and cold air froze water on the outside and inside of the creatures. A line of monsters slowed and eventually ground to a halt. Ice and cold bit into their bodies. Shells cracked open in some and others didn’t move at all. Spines fired into the air from those who were barely missed by the dragon’s breath attack. 


     The air filled with deadly spines. Izzi dodged to the left and then right before drawing her wings in and spinning forward.  


     Shego’s eyes narrowed as she dived down. 


     “This is too easy,” Shego mentally smiled 


     Nate stared down as Shego made her run. Her mouth opened as energy boiled in her throat. Her eyes flashed with deadly intent before a thick stream of lightning erupted from her mouth and arced down. 


     The world moved in slow motion as Nate watched. The thick stream of lightning struck the frozen and not frozen crab monsters. It rippled and tore through them like a knife through butter. Armored and frozen bodies exploded as the stream of lightning cut through them. Nate could feel Shego resisting the urge to laugh as her lightning breath cut through them. 


     Another volley of spines filled the air and Shego beat her wings. She rose higher, cutting off the attack before taking another deep breath. Without hesitation, another stream of lightning blasted down. It moved with unfeeling power, blackening armored backs and blasting others open. Even at the great height, Nate could smell burning seafood as the lines of monsters were broken. 


     After Shego made her pass, Nate turned his head to see the large force of crab monsters was truly broken. Stragglers and others only lightly damaged continued their march. Many others barely moved, their armored bodies broken and many lying in pieces.  


     “Full, directed attacks are always more powerful,” Shego informed with a mental smirk. 


     Above the flaming waters, Norrah circled. She eyed the flames and surrounding waters to see if the symir would dare poke out its head. She readied her flame breath, but the only thing she could see or sense was the burning ocean. 


     “I don’t sense the symir,” Norrah informed them. 


     “They may have retreated,” Shego said with a confident edge. 


     “We still have some of those monsters marching toward the town. We should do another pass to finish them off,” Izzi added. 


     “Do it. I’ll watch for our slippery friend,” Norrah said. 


     Nate held on as Izzi and Shego turned and prepared for another pass directly in front of the crab monsters. 


     I feel useless just riding and watching. All three of them have so much power, I don’t know how a seer fits in with what they need. Those monsters below couldn’t stand up to two dragons, let alone three. I feel like a spectator to their combined power.  


     Izzi took the lead. The white dragon began her gliding descent as she took a deep breath. Blue eyes took in the stragglers moving toward the town in the distance. Shego and Nate were some distance behind, following the frost dragon. 


     Nate spread out his senses. Shego’s calm and powerful heartbeat filled his senses. Izzi’s heartbeat touched his senses, steady as a drum. Norrah’s heartbeat was next, beating with power and edges of worry.  


     Nate’s eyes half-closed as time slowed down. Wind caused his short hair to wave. His grip on the blue dragon was firm. Everything seemed to be falling into place. Hope glowed and it was quickly dashed on the rocks. 


     A row of heartbeats filled the jungle. Nate’s eyes slowly widened as the new hearts beat with dripping malice. Mana touched the area as time continued to slow. Izzi opened her mouth and blasted out a stream of freezing ice and mist. It struck the monsters as they continued to march to their deaths. Again, they slowed from the dragon breath attack. Many more stopped. 


     Izzi was just passing overhead and closing her mouth when mana touched her senses. She glanced to the side and immediately turned away as black shards filled the air. The white dragon brought her wings in and spun, making her body as thin as possible as magical shards shot past her. 


     Panic touched Shego and Nate’s minds. They watched in disbelief as Izzi spun through the storm of shards. When another volley came at them from the jungle floor on the right, dark power crawled along Shego’s entire body. 


     Nate’s eyes widened as a dark aura encircled him and Shego. The aura was thin, but it appeared as shards struck it and exploded. Shego’s entire form shuddered and steered away as the aura protected them. 


     “They are using dark sphere magic!” Shego mentally shouted. 


     Nate held on as Shego turned her back away from the attack to shield her seer with her body. Black explosions hit the aura along her belly and the blue dragon spun out of control. 


     Norrah turned toward Izzi dodging shards of black magic and Shego falling toward the surf. She flapped her leathery wings, propelling herself toward her friends when the flaming waters underneath her exploded. 


     The green dragon barely looked down as rows of sharp teeth gleamed in the firelight. The sea serpent was like an arrow, speeding up to the green dragon. Norrah turned her body to bank away when teeth clamped on her leg, engulfing it and biting hard. 


     Norrah let out roar as the much larger sea serpent hung on her, teeth shattering emerald scales and stabbed into her flesh. Claws flashed across the sea serpent’s head. Scales were blasted off from Norrah’s strike and cut at the sensitive flesh under the serpent’s eye. The symir let go of Norrah’s leg and fell into the flaming waters below. Its large body hit the waters and blasted up seawater and foam into the air. 


     Dragon blood dripped from Norrah’s back leg as she continued to beat her wings to keep herself airborne. She rose in the air, watching for the sea serpent and glancing to her friends as they tried to outmaneuver the ambush. 


     Nate hung on for dear life as Shego slipped and turned through the air, trying to follow Izzi. The white dragon turned toward the sea and away from hidden attackers. 


     Water burst into the air as the symir reared up. Its maw opened at Norrah as she tried to flap higher into the sky, but there was no mist falling from it like before. A ball of dark energy formed feet from the sea serpent’s open mouth and surged with power. 


     Fear slammed into Nate and he lifted his head. He watched in stunned silence as a beam of black energy fired like a cannon. It cut through the air and punched a hole in one of Norrah’s wings. 


     The green dragon’s eyes widened at the sharp pain. The moment the beam vanished, Norrah turned and glided away. 


     The symir swiveled its head and caught the sight of the spinning white dragon. Its maw opened and another ball of darkness formed. 


     “Izzi!” Nate and Shego mentally shouted. 


     The white dragon stopped her spinning when black energy flashed. The beam crossed the distance instantly and struck the edge of her wing. The resulting explosion bent the white dragon’s wing at an odd angle. Izzi screeched in pain before the beam continued to burn across her damaged wing and struck her body.  


     Pain stabbed into Nate and Shego as they felt the attack. They watched in horror as Izzi’s body abruptly changed direction. The beam burned at her underside as she was hurtled deeper into the island. The black beam vanished and her body spun out of control.  


     Izzi fought against spinning, trying to extend her wings. She winced as her broken right wing would not respond. She managed to turn her head and for a brief instant, saw the inner lake and jungle forest before she crashed into it. Izzi tumbled, shattering and flattening trees with the bulk of her body. Pain surged along her body as she couldn’t stop herself. She bounced and sent sandy debris into the air with each one. With a heavy crash, she slid to a halt by the lake edge. 


     A painful moan escaped her mouth as she lay on her stomach. Scaly eyelids fluttered from the shock and damage. Izzi tried to get up, only for her legs to tremble and she fell on her stomach again. 


     Over the beach, Nate and Shego looked out to the lake in the middle of the island. They caught a glimpse of Izzi’s form and noticed her trying to get up. They turned their attention back to the flames and sea. In the distance, Norrah continued to hover high in the sky, blood dripping from her leg. 


     Nate and Shego looked down to the dark waters, the symir reared up and staring at them. 


     The sea serpent was larger than any ship Nate had seen on his adventures. Armored scales ran the length of its body. A razor-sharp fin stabbed out from the back of its head and a row of smaller fins ran down its back. Its head was half the size of the dragons and dripped with water and dark intent. Muted black, green and blue scales ran the length of its exposed serpent-like body. 


     Nate stared as he saw the intelligence behind its eyes. The monster was fully in control, knowing every action and reaction. It had plotted its attacks like a general overseeing an army. Its presence nearly glowed with hatred and power. Scales rippled down its body and it glowered in contempt. 


     Nate felt a deeper wave of fear, not from Norrah, but from Shego. The dragon flapped her wings as she stared at the sea serpent with shock, awe and a primal fear. 


     “Norrah… what do I do?” Shego’s mental voice trembled in fear. 


     Norrah didn’t respond as her leg hung uselessly under her and she used every bit of her strength to stay in the air. 


     “Norrah… what do I do?” Shego repeated as the fear stabbed deeper into her mind and heart. 


     The symir opened its mouth and another ball of darkness appeared within. Its eyes narrowed before a beam of darkness blasted out.   


       


     


  




  

     Eight 


     “MOVE!” Nate shouted. 


     Stunned fear washed away in a blink as the blue dragon dove. The black beam crossed the distance and missed the dragon by several feet. It powered on until it struck the jungle and disintegrated vegetation with dark power. 


     Chaos bloomed as Shego flapped her wings. The dragon’s eyes were wide as she darted through the sky. Nate clung to her, his gaze hard as he fought to stay on. Wind whipped at him as he looked down to the beach and surrounding waters. 


     Crab monsters emerged from the surf by the dozens. They marched onto the beach, thin, insect-like legs propelling them onto the sand and toward the jungle. 


     “They hid the rest of their force underwater. They were waiting for this moment,” Nate said. 


     A small voice touched Nate and Shego’s minds. 


     “I can sense others making their way to me. My wing is damaged and I cannot fly,” Izzi said weakly. 


     Shego continued to fly, keeping her slitted eyes on the symir as it watched them from the sea. 


     Nate glanced down to the beach and saw that the new force of crabs broke into two. Half began their march toward the town of Moon Cove. The other force marched into the jungle, directly for Izzi. 


     “They’re trying to divide and conquer us,” Nate said urgently. 


      The symir opened its mouth as darkness curled into a ball from within. It watched the blue and black dragon with the seer on its back, flying over the beach. It readied to unleash its dark power when something big crashed into it. 


     Norrah’s claws clamped onto the serpent’s head and dug into spaces between scales. The emerald green dragon opened her maw and blasted out green gas. An instant later, she ignited it. 


     Flames blasted onto the symir’s armored head. It screeched and whipped its head around, trying to dislodge the dragon. Norrah held on, blasting flames. 


     “Protect Izzi and the town,” Norrah said with a desperate edge across their minds. 


     Nate turned to the dark waters and watched Norrah as she grappled and blasted the large sea serpent. The two fought like mythical titans, each one trying to press the advantage. The symir roared as it continued to whip its head around. Norrah’s flames died as she held on. Her tail whipped around, spikes stabbing out at the end and slamming into the bulk of the symir. Spikes sparked as they glanced off armored scales and the green dragon from drawing her tail back and whipping it again. A spike jammed between scales and when the tail pulled back, sea serpent blood pumped from the wound. 


     A deep growl filled the area as Norrah used her claws to slash at the sea serpent. The symir’s power bloomed and with a roar, it whipped its head hard. Norrah lost her grip and was airborne. Despite the small hole in her wing, she managed to catch the wind and banked away. 


     Steam poured from the symir’s mouth before it blasted out a stream. The steam shot across the area and Norrah flew upwards. Steam struck the surrounding waters and the sea began to boil. The symir followed the green dragon, blasting out steam until it winked out. The monster dove under and began gulping down sea water. 


     Norrah flew higher and circled.  


     “Protect Izzi and the town!” Norrah commanded. 


     “We can’t leave your side,” Shego said with a sliver of fear. 


     “Go!” the Life Giver mentally shouted. 


     Nate looked over at the jungle as the crab monsters cut a swath through it. Pincers snipped trees in half or simply barreled through. They charged deeper into the island, their sights focused on the wounded frost dragon. 


     Calm resolve touched Nate amid the growing chaos. He pushed away Shego’s fear. He let go of Izzi’s pain. He embraced Norrah’s bravery. They were apart but their connection glowed like fiery embers. It snaked between their minds, hearts, and spirits. The power of his resolve touched all. Shego’s fear bled away. Izzi’s pain dimmed. Norrah’s bravery grew. 


     Nate touched Shego’s neck and she craned her head. She saw conviction in the seer’s eyes and her own fear was replaced with hope. 


     “Slow down the crabs marching for the town. I’ll save Izzi,” Nate said calmly. 


     “Nate, you can’t…” Shego was cut off. 


     “Fly low. I will protect Izzi with every bit of power I have,” Nate smiled. 


     Shego was about to protest until she felt Nate’s conviction. “I’ll slow them down and help you at the same time.” 


     The blue dragon dived for the beach. Her wings folded against her body as she shot down like a spear from heaven. Nate held on, the night wind flowing over him like an invisible stream. When they were about fifty feet from the sandy beach, Nate leapt up just enough for his feet to touch Shego’s back. He then bent his legs and launched himself into the air.  


     The sudden shift of riding the dragon turned to falling. Nate braced himself as his own power glowed from deep within. Legs bent, he struck the sandy beach and rolled into a ball. He rolled back onto his feet and into a run. The man turned and charged the wide path of destroyed trees, the monster crabs in the distance. 


     Shego’s wings flashed out and she caught the wind about twenty feet from the beach floor. She soared higher into the air as she glanced to the side to see Nate charging along the destroyed jungle. 


     Legs pumped as Nate’s body primed for battle. Thoughts were clear as his muscles burned with new energy. The crab monsters ahead continued their destructive charge through the jungle, not paying attention to the lone man following them. 


     Quick strikes and keep moving. 


     Nate clenched his jaw as he soon reached the rear of the armored force. His fingers curled into fists. The Seer was about to begin his attacks when a connection blazed bright from deep within his chest and energy snaked into his heart. It spread out, flowing into his head and limbs.  


     The Seer felt Shego in the distance. The blue dragon smiled as invisible energy crossed the distance between them. A dim sphere began to glow. It grew brighter and brighter next to Nate’s body sphere. The air crackled around him as the Air Sphere began to grow a degree at a time.  


     Nate felt the power expand within. Each degree felt like climbing one stair step at a time. When the sphere reached the fourth degree, energy glowed along Nate’s eyes and he smirked to himself. 


     Time to test this out. 


     Nate reached the rear of the crab monster force, bent his legs and made an impossible leap into the air. Energy arced along his closed fists and forearms. The air and body sphere spiraled around each other, working as one. For a brief moment, Nate floated over the hard carapaces of the monsters. When he targeted one, he came down with his fist pulled back.  


     Lightning surged around Nate’s fist as he slammed it down on the center of the thick shell. 


     Cracks webbed out from the center of the strike. Energy bloomed and exploded. Every drop of force stabbed down and shattered the giant monster’s back. Pieces of shell exploded upwards and a strange gurgling cry escaped the monster. Moving legs stuttered and a blink later, the monster crashed to the ground and Nate was already leaping into the air. 


     Nate’s smirk grew as he landed on another monster with a charged fist. He slammed it down and the shell shattered. Foul goo and pieces of shell shot into the air as the second monster crashed to the floor.  


     Nate leapt again, but he saw that his actions were being noticed. Several of the monsters slowed their advance. Oval bodies turned and pincers slashed or attempted to grab the hopping man. Nate’s body bent into a somersault, pincers missing him by inches. Energy arced along his arms and bare feet. The lone man spun in the air and slammed down an electrically charged heel. Small explosions rippled as Nate moved like a dynamo over the monsters. Each fist or heel dealt deadly damage as he jumped from one monster to the next.  


     The entire force slowed and many turned to the gurgling screams of their fellow creatures.  


     Nate’s eyes burned with blue and white energy as he kept his advantage. The speed and deadliness of his attacks caused the surrounding monsters to huddle together and attack as one. Nate jumped and spun. Legs and arms flashed out and he landed on the back of a large monster. Pincers reached for him and the man let out a primal shout. 


     Energy stabbed down from hands and feet into the monster he was on. The creature made a strange sound before it exploded into flying shards. Many pieces of shell and goo struck and splashed against fellow crabs. Distracted, the monsters didn’t see the split second where Nate was already airborne again and driving his fist into another one. 


     I feel light as air and deadly as a storm. 


     Nate moved with skill and finesse, striking down crab monsters. When he leapt off a dying one for another one, his senses glowed as something came for him. The man turned as he was falling, an arrow missing his throat by inches. Time seemed to slow down as Nate watched the arrow pass by him. When it cleared his space, his legs spun out and he landed on the ground. 


     Nate stood at the ready, surrounded by half of the remaining crab monsters. They clicked their pincers as their eye stalks focused their full attention on him. Beyond them, lizard people emerged from the surrounding jungle. Many of them were armed with swords, clubs, and maces. Others were armed with bows and notched arrows. 


     Energy arced along Nate as he slowly looked to every subek and crab monster gathered. 


     I have to converse my energy. This might be a long fight. 


     *** 


     The symir stayed underwater as it searched for the green dragon. It snaked along, deep underwater and circled the area. The flames on the surface had died, but the serpent's senses were still heightened to see and sense any movement. It continued to make odd circles when something from above touched its senses. 


     The symir turned its gaze upwards as something crashed into the water. Claws flashed out as Norrah clamped onto the sea serpent’s neck and raked her claws across. The symir bucked and spun. The force was enough to dislodge Norrah. The green dragon kept her wings close to her body before bursting forward. Bubbles and muted growls filled the area before the dragon and sea serpent crashed and coiled into each other. Norrah’s claws slashed against the hard scales. The symir opened its maw to bite the dragon. Norrah elbowed under the serpent’s jaw with one arm and slashed against its neck with her other hand. 


     Symir blood floated into the waters as the two titans fought. The symir whispered an arcane incantation and a dark aura formed.  


     Norrah planted her back legs on the serpent to push away, but her damaged leg hadn’t fully healed yet. Pain caused her to wince and slowed her retreat. Black power surged and a shockwave struck the green dragon. 


     Norrah was thrown off the symir and floated backwards, her senses lost in a daze. The symir quickly swung its tail and snaked through the water toward the stunned green dragon. Large, sharp teeth gleamed in the darkness as the symir aimed for Norrah’s head. 


     The emerald green dragon caught a glimpse of approaching teeth. With a thought, she tapped her life sphere and inner power surged. A green aura appeared around the dragon just as symir bit down. Norrah’s gaze remained firm as the symir couldn’t gain any purchase on the protective aura. Teeth slid off and the serpent tried to bite again. 


     Norrah’s hands flashed forward and grabbed the top and bottom of the open symir mouth. Dragon muscles bulged as she tried to tear open the serpent’s mouth. 


     The symir grunted in pain. Norrah remained to task, trying to break the monster’s very jaw. Something thick whipped around and struck Norrah’s aura hard. The mana shield cracked and she pushed herself to end this fight. The symir’s tail whipped around again, this time surrounded by a dark aura. It hit the mana shield and it collapsed on impact. 


     The force of the hit caused the dragon and sea serpent to spin underwater. Norrah grunted as she slowly felt like she was losing her edge. She planted her clawed feet against the bulk of the serpent and pushed off. 


     The symir growled before it opened its mouth. A ball of black energy filled the space in its mouth as it readied to fire. 


     Norrah’s entire body surged forward to the side of the symir’s head. Her clawed hands slashed and sea serpent blood bloomed. The symir pulled its head away and lost its focus. The black ball of energy died in its mouth. Norrah launched at the symir and grabbed onto its head. Her tail whipped around and spikes stabbed out from the end. It slammed into the bulk of the serpent as she held on for dear life. 


     The symir’s entire body undulated and burst upwards toward the surface. Norrah held on as she and the top half of the symir exploded out of the water. Dark energy rippled and the symir whipped its head hard. 


     Norrah lost her grip and was thrown into the air. Wings flashed out to grab a thermal when she looked down with wide eyes. The symir’s mouth was already open and a ball of black energy floated between its teeth. There was no hesitation as a thick stream of concentrated darkness blasted out. It crossed the small distance and just before it was going to strike Norrah, a green aura appeared around her body. 


     Darkness and life and exploded. 


     Norrah felt the beam strike her mana shield. The aura cracked and collapsed. The beam continued, hitting her chest and sent her flying backwards. Pain burned as she was helpless to fight it. The scales along her chest began to crack and when they nearly reached the point where they couldn’t take anymore, the beam stopped. 


     Norrah flew backwards across the sky, her body weakened. She could barely keep her head up as the blow sent her through the air. The beach appeared under her. A short breath later, her back crashed into one of the mountain spires.  


     Norrah let out a weak groan as she fell. Her chest blackened and the remainder of the dark energy trying to eat away at her very life force, caused the green dragon to fall onto the trees below her. Branches and trunks shattered from her impact. Norrah hit the ground and laid there, a small moan rising up from her snout. 


     The symir stared as the spot where Norrah fell. It couldn’t see her through the trees, but its senses picked up on her weak heartbeat. It opened its mouth, ready to sterilize the area when lightning flashed further along the beach. The symir turned its attention to the flying blue dragon, blasting lightning at the army of crab monsters as they advanced on the town. 


     A sinister smirk appeared along the serpent’s mouth before it opened it and another ball of black energy appeared within. 


     *** 


     Shego roared lightning. Thick streams of energy slammed into the backs of giant crabs as they continued their relentless march. Shells blackened on some and others caved in from the streams of lightning. 


     The blue dragon looked down, seeing that half of the force moving toward the town was dead or dying. She had concentrated most of her lightning breath attacks to split off the main force. Spines from many of the monster’s backs shot into the air, but fell short of reaching the dragon as she made deadly passes.  


     Shego glanced ahead after making an attack run. She saw the people of Moon Cove gathering in the streets and grabbing their loved ones. Fear touched their eyes and voices as they could see the length of the beach with the approaching armored crabs and a lone dragon blasting at them with power. 


     “A few more passes and those monsters should be destroyed,” Shego said to the mind link for everyone to hear. 


     The blue dragon banked left and circled around for another pass. Her wings and body moved with urgency as she made her loop and prepared for another run. Lightning sparked and filled her mouth as she bore down on the remaining monsters. Her eyes flashed as she readied another volley of lightning attacks when something in the distance touched her heightened senses. 


     Shego banked away but it was too late. A thick beam of black energy struck her back and exploded. Darkness bloomed and the blue dragon was hurtled sideways. Confusion filled Shego’s wits as she tumbled through the air and crashed into trees. The dragon’s bulk shattered trees before she hit the ground and bounced once. She landed feet away from her initial landing and slid to halt. 


     Steamy blood leaked from Shego’s back as she tried to lift her head. Her head quickly fell back to the ground and she whimpered in pain. 


     *** 


     Nate stood his ground as lizard people stepped along and stood side by side with the giant crabs. Arrows, blades, and blunt weapons were at the ready as the lone man glanced to the sides. Lightning crackled along his forearms and fists. 


     The subek from the ship and the attack the other night stepped from the surrounding line and eyed Nate. He didn’t have his bow. As Nate sized him up, he saw that the subek was not armed at all. 


     The lizard man looked at Nate with cool eyes. “You have chosen the wrong side of this conflict.” 


     Nate was silent, drinking in everything around him. 


     The subek continued. “My name is Vazk, High Priest to the goddess, Hexnia. You have been condemned to death.” 


     “I doubt there is anything I can say to convince you that this is a bad direction to take,” Nate stated simply. 


     Vazk smirked evilly. “No, there isn’t. The dragons have abandoned the true seers. My people are descended from their dragon bloodlines and we were the first to be cast out. Now, dragons seek seers. They ignore us and take on those who are not of their blood. Such a betrayal will never go unpunished.” 


     Vazk lifted his scaly hands to the dark sky. “The goddess Hexnia has taken us to her bosom. She gives us gifts and we follow her will. When the world is cleansed, she will remake our people into the new dragons of Arith. It will be a beginning of a new age!” 


     The subek lowered his hands to his sides and gave Nate a deadly glare. “We simply have to kill every seer and dragon until there are none left. A noble goal to remake the world.” 


     Nate felt Shego’s thoughts as she blasted at monsters along the beach, the connection between them still strong. He lifted his fists, energy arcing along his knuckles. 


     “Blood and family don’t always mean truth. End this and we all walk away,” Nate said with a hard tone. 


     Vazk kept his evil smirk. “Only fools seek compromise.” 


     A black aura surrounded the subek. His oval eyes glowed with power. Muscles bulged as he stood. Arms grew thicker, as did his chest, body and legs.  


     Nate glanced around, seeing the same thing happening to all the gathered subeks. Energy and power came off them in waves, crashing against his senses. It was in that moment where Nate could feel their spheres. The dark and body spheres grew more and more powerful. It was the same feeling he had when Shego connected her air sphere with him. Energies pushed against his mind, feeling the subek’s body spheres growing by each degree. When their spheres grew a decree higher than his, a sliver of concern touched Nate’s heart. 


     Hexnia must be increasing their mana spheres. Even if they are just one degree higher than me, it will be enough to make it a hard fight. Their numbers will make it impossible to overcome. 


     Nate focused his senses on Vazk. The subek’s body sphere had grown two degrees higher than those gathered. Nate could feel the lizard man reach the fifth degree, while Nate’s own body sphere was still a three. Another energy burned against Nate’s senses, feeling the dark sphere growing by a few degrees. 


     “Nate,” Izzi whispered weakly. 


     “I’m coming,” Nate mentally whispered back. 


     Vazk let out a haunting laugh as he stood with a black aura surrounding him. 


     Use the air sphere to its full advantage. 


     Nate tensed, ready to fight when the connection between him and Shego was abruptly severed. The energy along his hands and forearms died and all he could feel was his own body sphere. 


     Painful anguish touched Nate’s mind before Shego let out a whimper. 


     “No dragons to help you, Seer,” Vazk grinned before he bolted forward with a fist cocked 


     Nate’s body hummed with his own power, lifting his arm and blocking the incoming blow. When the scaly fist connected with his arm, power exploded and Nate was hurtled back. 


     Legs swung out and touched the ground. Dirt flew up as Nate skidded to a halt. In that moment bedlam erupted. 


     Crab monsters and subeks converged. They closed ranks, rushing at the lone man. Nate bent his legs and jumped straight up. Large armored monsters crashed into each other as many subeks leapt into the air, after the seer. 


     Nate spun as his hands lashed out. He grabbed an incoming scaled fist. The moment of impact sent a shockwave through his arm, stunning him for half a breath before Nate twisted the fist hard. Since they were in the air, the subek spun to Nate’s twist, their legs swinging wildly and striking down two others in the air. As Nate and the dizzy subek fell, the seer’s knee bent and kicked the lizard man straight in the gut. Oval eyes widened as Nate spun his body, let go of the scaled fist and slammed the back of his heel across the subek’s head. 


     Nate landed on a smooth crab shell and darted to another. A tide of lizard people followed, all of them jumping off the backs of crabs. Pincers rose up, trying to stab or capture the lone man, missing him by inches. Nate pressed on, trying to make some distance when a fist slammed into his back. 


     Nate’s entire body spun forward. His chest hit a tree, cracked it and bounced off. Pain and heat radiated from his chest as he landed on his feet, spun and kicked out. His senses were correct at the incoming wave of lizard people. The first one was too close and received a kick dead center of their chest. The blow was enough to shatter the dark aura and send the subek crashing into others behind them. 


     Nate slipped among the trees as lizard people rushed after him. Bodies moved in quick blurs as mana filled the area. Nate kept moving, his senses picking up on the subeks getting closer. They were faster than him and closing the distance. A subek punched at the fleeing Nate and missed. Their scaled fist struck a tree trunk and cracked it open. Nate leapt up onto the thick branch and leapt again, trying to make his way to the top and attempt an escape.  


     A scaled hand closed around his ankle and any momentum Nate had vanished.  


     Vazk chuckled as his body spun while holding Nate by his ankle.  


     Nate’s world blurred as he pulled back his other leg to kick away the subek when his chest struck another tree. Ribs cracked as Nate felt the wind knocked out of him. The hand around his ankle didn’t let go and swung him around again. Nate tried to bend his body to return a strike when his shoulder crashed into a thick branch and it exploded off the tree. 


     Confusion filled Nate’s mind as he tried to keep his wits. His body was swung around like a ragdoll and the hand let go. 


     Nate’s body spun and crashed into a tree. He bounced off and landed on the ground with a hard thud. 


     Scaled bodies moved closer and surrounded the fallen man. Nate lifted his head, blood trickling out of his mouth and down his chin. Pain radiated along his whole upper body. His ribs were tender and as he attempted to stand up, sharp torment caused him to grunt. 


     Vazk stood over the large man on all fours. His pointed tongue slid out and licked his thin lips as Nate struggled to breathe. 


     “The Crelltu are moving to finish off the white dragon. Our ally, the Symir, will finish off the blue and green one. And we will show you what it means to fight true power. Hexnia will reward us for your suffering and she will damn your soul to the deepest pits of shadow and fire.” 


     Nate grunted as he forced himself to slowly get back to his feet. When he stood up, he weaved as he turned to Vazk. 


     “I don’t need a goddess to win my battles for me,” Nate said with a defiant sneer. 


     An amused expression filled Vazk’s scaly features. “Only a fool would give up their advantage in the name of honor.” 


     Vazk blurred forward and swung a fist. Nate parried the blow, his arm shaking from the subek’s unnatural power. Muscles surged as Nate fell into a practiced stand and unleashed a flurry of attacks. The body sphere glowed along his spirit, chasing away the pain of his cracked ribs. Vazk’s body moved too, the man and subek trading blows and blocking each one. 


     Nate grunted as every time he parried, the power behind Vazk’s blows hurting. Punishment rained down as Nate tried to keep up. Strength and power caused Nate’s arms and fists to tremble as he tried to keep up. A scaled fist shot past his defense and slammed into his cracked ribs.  


     Nate let out a loud grunt and coughed up blood. 


     Vazk lifted a fist and brought it across Nate’s cheek. Nate moved slower, missing the parry and feeling the scaled knuckles crashing into his face. The power behind the blow sent Nate reeling. His back slammed into a tree and it shuddered on impact. Before he could catch a breath, Vazk’s fist slammed into Nate’s exposed stomach. Nate’s eyes widened and blood spurted from his mouth. 


     Vazk took a step back as Nate fell to his knees.  


     “Not so tough,” the lizard man sneered. 


     Nate looked up with a crazed look in his eyes. The body sphere glowed hot in his entire being. It radiated like an internal sun, light touching every cell of his being. 


     Memories and thoughts washed on the shores of Nate’s soul. Scenes played out of the two times he increased his body sphere without knowing how it actually did it. Knowledge and experience poured into his mind, remembering that to reach the next degree, he had to push himself beyond his limits. 


     Keep… fighting. 


     Nate lifted a knee and planted his foot. He looked up at the subek with renewed fire in his eyes. 


     Vazk tut-tutted. “For a seer, you don’t see beyond your little world.” 


     “For a follower of Hexnia, you talk a lot of shit,” Nate smirked. 


     Vazk’s eyes flashed with rage. He lifted his fist and punched Nate directly on the nose.  


     Nate’s nose broke and blood spurted out. Despite the mountain of pain, Nate forced himself to stand up. Another fist struck his cheek, causing Nate to stumble to the side and grab onto a tree. Hands clung to the trunk as he tried to stay standing. A scaled fist slammed into his spine and pain roared. 


     Nate heaved as he tried to keep himself upright. Blood dripped from his mouth and he let out a small, insane chuckle. Another fist slammed into his back and Nate fell to his knees. 


     Subeks watched as their high priest lifted his fist and brought it down on Nate’s shoulder. 


     Bone cracked and Nate let out a strangled grunt. 


     Vazk grinned as he lifted his fist, ready to cave in the man’s head.  


     The glow under Nate’s skin grew brighter. The sphere vibrated deep within. Nate grinned with bloody lips and teeth as he felt himself align closer to his own power. When a fist hit the back of his head, Nate’s face crashed into the tree and his body went limp. He slumped down to the ground, blood dripping into the base of the tree. 


     “Pathetic,” Vazk said and held out his hand. “A dagger to cut off our prize.” 


     Nate stared at the ground, his senses alive. The sphere deep within grew brighter. The mana sphere pulsed and in an instant, it grew a degree larger. New power pushed through his broken body. Broken bones began to mend. Blood slipped back into his wounds. Each broken area of skin began to pucker and close. 


     I feel stronger. I’m regenerating. 


     A dagger was placed in Vazk’s hand. When he bent down to claim his prize, a small chuckling rose up from the man face down on the ground. The lizard man raised a boney eye ridge when Nate planted his palms against the ground. 


     “You call that a punch,” Nate hissed before his entire body leapt up into a whirlwind. 


     Vazk barely blocked a thick fist when a second fist shot past and slammed into his scaly cheek. The black aura around the subek flickered as his body spun and crashed into a tree. 


     Nate landed on his feet, his bloody wounds slowly closing as he glared at the surrounding lizard people. 


     “You can still walk away,” Nate said with a crazed gleam in his eyes. 


     The subeks hissed and charged. Weapons raised into the air, ready to hammer down on the lone man. In that space and time, Nate settled his mind and his body blurred into action. 


     Fists and elbows lashed out, each one striking true. Grunts filled the air and bodies were thrown as Nate became a whirling storm. The seer attacked in muted amazement, feeling and seeing the effects of his fourth degree. His power matched those he was fighting, but his skill overcame anything they could throw at him. Clumsy attacks rained down and were met by Nate’s knuckles. Each counter strike shattered subek wrists. Screams quickly filled the night as lizard people clutched at broken hands and wrists before powerful strikes caved in chests. Bodies were flung as Nate became a monster. A subek roared as he charged Nate, only for the seer to grab him by the neck and slam his snout into a tree. Tree and face broke and the subek went limp. 


     Other lizard people joined the fray, only for Nate to slam his foot into unguarded stomachs and then punch them straight into the ground. Weapons flew in different directions. The battle began to turn and soon, subeks were fleeing. 


     Nate was silent as the dead as he bashed, cracked, and flung bodies. Some of the subeks hit the ground, scrambled to their feet and ran. Others hit trees, their bodies shuddering as they fell and not moving when they reached the ground. 


     Nate turned to the fleeing subeks, ready to give chase when Vazk roared. The subek blurred at him, but this time, Nate was faster and stronger. Blow for blow was exchanged. Nate felt that the subek still had a higher degree than he did, but the lizard man’s fighting skill was a tad unrefined. Nate landed a blow against Vazk’s ribs and the subek was thrown back into a tree. When his scaled feet hit the ground, Nate was already on him with his fist raised. 


     Vazk’s fist blurred outward and slammed into Nate’s mending ribs. They cracked again and Nate let out a grunt. An elbow crashed into the side of Vazk’s head. Blood spurted before Vazk turned and dark power bloomed. Nate planted his feet and tried to spin away when a fist connected to his stomach and sent the man hurtling into the air. 


     Nate spun out of control as he soared a hundred feet into the air.  


     If I didn’t have my power, that blow would have killed me instantly. 


     Nate tried to regain his balance as he fell at an angle. With nothing to grab, he continued to spin until he hit the ground hard and tumbled to a stop. Pain glowed along his senses as he tried to get back up. Regeneration continued to work to mend his body, but it was slow. 


     Nate lifted his head and saw that he was by the lake. He turned his head again to see Izzi on the ground by the water’s edge. She lifted her head and looked over with weak eyes.  


     A rumbling filled the area. Nearby trees shuddered before a dozen crelltu rushed the wounded dragon. The crab monsters charged, pincers clicking and ready to rend dragon flesh. 


     Izzi blinked as she saw the incoming horde of monsters. She took a deep breath and let out a torrent of ice and cold air. The stream crossed the distance and slammed into incoming monsters. Their advance slowed, but did not stop. 


     Izzi’s breath attack faltered and she weakly closed her mouth. 


     “Izzi!” Nate shouted as he rushed toward her. 


     “Nate,” Izzi slowly blinked before she lowered her head to the ground. 


     The crab monsters broke through the ice covering their bodies and resumed their advance. Nate turned and rushed toward them, ready to intercept them before they reached the white dragon. 


     “Nate, fight with my power,” Izzi whispered along Nate’s mind. 


     Nate charged the side of the monstrous force when a connection was made and power slammed into him. Nate’s eyes glowed as a weak water sphere filled with power. The sphere pulsed stronger and stronger until it reached the seventh degree. 


     Nate’s entire body vibrated with power. Legs pumped as he reached the edge of the charging monsters and leapt into the air. Every drop of water, frozen or otherwise bowed to Nate’s power. Nate roared as he pulled back a fist, water and ice rushing to him. Drops and shards coalesced against his fist, forming a large ice spike and then into a lance. When Nate threw a punch at an armored back, the tip of the ice lance shot forth. The ice was hard as metal, puncturing the shell and shattering it. The crab monster instantly fell, slowing the rest of its brethren. 


     Nate spun around as he took control of lake water. Raising his other hand, he could feel every strand of power taking hold of every drop of water. A wave of water shards rose up from the lake and when Nate brought his hand down, a thick and cloudy barrage of water shards came down with it. 


     The attacking monsters rushed to their deaths. Water shards as hard as iron, pounded the crelltu. Gurgled whimpers filled the area as the monsters crashed down into the sandy ground. Each shard penetrated hard shells and ripped apart internal organs before exiting out from underneath.  


     Nate heaved as he watched the last of the crelltu fall from the attack, no longer moving and their clear blood seeping into the ground. 


     Nate turned to Izzi. The frost dragon let out a whimper in pain, her bent wing close to her side. 


     Nate took a step forward to her when a shadow touched the edge of his gaze. He turned around and blocked an incoming fist with the ice lance.  Ice exploded from the impact as a crazed Vazk pressed his attack. 


     “No! NO! I WILL NOT FAIL MY GODDESS! YOU WILL FALL!” Vazk screamed at the top of his lungs. 


     Nate blocked attacks as he felt Izzi’s power under his skin. It was nothing like he ever felt before and opened many possibilities. Thoughts shifted to Norrah and Shego and Nate’s heart hardened. The remaining ice on his right hand shifted to his command. It formed a razor-sharp edge. 


     “DEATH TO…” Vazk didn’t finish as the ice blade slashed across, shattering the subek’s black aura and slicing across his neck. 


     A thin splash of blood struck Nate’s face as he stared with cold eyes. Vazk looked at the man in disbelief before his head fell to one side and his body fell in the opposite direction. 


     Nate stood his ground, blood dripping down his features. 


     “Nate, I need my power back to aid in my healing. Go to Norrah and Shego. They need you,” Izzi whispered. 


     The power of the water sphere siphoned out of Nate’s body and he felt weaker. He glanced over his shoulder to the frost dragon. She let out a small huff before giving him a weak nod. 


     Nate nodded back before he looked to the broken forest before him. Legs bent, he launched forward into a charge, his legs pumping and his body nearly blurring as he raced back to the beach. 


     *** 


     The symir blasted black energy into the sky as Norrah circled above. The green dragon ignored the pain along her entire body as she continued to spit out streams of dragon fire. The two exchanged attacks, neither one landing a new blow.  


     Norrah continued to take deep breaths and expel quick streams of fire. Exhaustion began to sink in. As she dodged beams of dark energy, she felt the tethers between her, Izzi, Shego, and Nate. Everyone was weakened and hurt, except for Nate. The seer glowed in her mind as she felt his mana power increase. She would have been overjoyed, if not for the sea serpent relentlessly attacking her. Dark power nearly leveled the jungle as Norrah ran and dodged the sea serpent’s attacks. When she jumped and was airborne again, she spent most of the time on the defensive. Now, she managed to fight back, but the cost was already too great. She was weakening from the long battle and constantly dodging and breathing fire was putting a strain on her. 


     The symir eyed the green dragon with knowing eyes. It used its attacks to weaken the dragon. It had been fighting dragons for a long time and knew the strain of such aerial maneuvers. It conserved its strength, blasting out weak attacks and readying for the moment where it could deal a death blow. 


     Norrah continued to blast out fire and the symir saw its chance. The green dragon banked to the right after finishing her breath attack. The sea serpent opened its maw and let out a thick beam of darkness. It shot into the air and just as Norrah was about to bank away again, the beam shifted and blasted across her chest. 


     Norrah’s world exploded in pain. The attack seared across the very area where she was struck before. Scales broke away and dragon blood leaked. Wings shuddered and the majestic green dragon began to fall. 


     Nate rushed onto the beach to see Norrah falling and the sea serpent waiting in the water. 


     There was no thought or hesitation. Nate felt the connection between himself and the falling dragon. Norrah glowed along his soul and Nate roared. Nate channeled all four degrees of power from his body sphere to the falling dragon. His very lifeforce blinked as every drop of strength and regeneration crossed the distance between them.  


     Invisible power struck the falling, weakened dragon. Norrah’s eyes widened as Nate’s body sphere power pooled with her own. Norrah’s three degrees of the body sphere jumped to seven. Regeneration washed over her wounds and exhausted muscles. Wings flashed out with new power and she caught the wind right above the waiting sea serpent. 


     The symir balked as the emerald green dragon flapped her wings, her body fifty feet from his. Norrah opened her mouth and a thick stream of fire blasted down. The sea serpent fell back and tried to submerge when flames struck it dead on. It let out a screech as it slammed into the watery surface.  


     Underwater, the symir’s eyes were closed, the very lids damaged from dragon fire. Its immense body turned and prepared to dive deeper to escape. A large splash touched its senses and a moment later, claws stabbed into its neck. The symir roared under water as it was pulled up.  


     Leathery wings beat under water until Norrah emerged from the sea, still clutching the massive head of the symir to her. Time stood still as she grabbed at the sea serpent’s jaw and forced it open. With a deep breath, she looked down into the symir’s open maw and burned face before unleashing a torrent of flames.  


     The symir let out a sickening whimper before flames burned at the tender flesh in its mouth and the rest of its face.  


     Norrah stopped her breath attack and pulled her claws in opposite directions. The sea serpent let out a hollow screech from its burnt head and mouth before its jaw was ripped from it. Blood spurted and Norrah stabbed her claws into the symir’s skull. The massive serpent shuddered and went limp. Norrah let go and it sank into the water, its blood coloring the waters darker. 


     The green dragon flapped her wings and began to rise in the air. The extra power she felt winked out and she turned her attention to the beach. Nate was lying face down in the sand. 


     Norrah let out a shattering roar before diving toward the beach. When she was close, her body began to shift. The green dragon shifted to her humanoid form. She landed with a hard thud next to Nate. She fell to her knees, grabbed him and turned him over.  


     “Nate?” Norrah whispered as she looked at his peaceful expression. 


     Nate’s eyes fluttered open and looked up into Norrah’s beautiful face. “Our power works both ways,” he said with a faint smile. 


     Norrah let out a tearful cry before kissing the seer and holding him close. 


     *** 


     Crab monsters approached the town of Moon Cove. Many people stared in horror as a dozen armored monsters approached. Pincers clicked as they prepared to rend every living creature into chunks of meat. 


     From the edge of the jungle, a blue scaled dragon emerged. Shego saw the frightened faces and many clutching their children to them. She then turned her attention to the force of monsters approaching. She took a deep breath and expelled lightning with extreme prejudice. 


     A thick stream of lightning slammed into the monsters, flipping some over as they cooked in their shells. Others turned, only for eye stalks and tender places under their shells to burn with electrical fire. 


     Shego roared as she blasted out lightning. Her serpent eyes watched as sand exploded along the beach and crab legs were severed and sent into the air. Shells cracked and others exploded. 


     When the last of her breath gave out, the blue dragon huffed and admired the swath of destruction. Not a single monster survived the attack, the smell of cooked seafood filling the air. 


     The people of Moon Cove turned their attention to the blue dragon. Smiles bloomed and shouts filled the airs. 


     Shego heaved before she collapsed onto the ground. She continued to gulp air as she stared at the happy townsfolk. 


     “We won,” Shego whispered to anyone who could hear her. 


     The blue dragon closed her eyes and let out a small sigh as people danced in victory. 


     


  




  

     Nine 


     Brilliant sunlight filled the morning sky. The last remnants of night slipped away as the world was bathed in light. White sea birds hovered on thermals, their gazes searching the waters for a meal. Fish moved in tight schools under the surface. The town of Moon Cove was filled with chatter as no one could sleep from the tumultuous events during the night. And a small group of dragons and a man gathered by a freshwater lake in the middle of the island. 


     Izzi let out a whine when her wing cracked back into place. The white dragon let out a weak whimper as she tried to flex her wing. Wincing in pain, her natural regeneration managed to fix the wing, but it was still tender and weak. 


     Nate stood with a humanoid Norrah to his right and a humanoid Shego to his left. All three looked at Izzi in her dragon form as she continued to lay by the lake water edge. A warm breeze flowed over the group as they tended to their friend. 


     “It still hurts,” Izzi whined like a child. 


     Shego crossed her arms, closed her eyes and shook her head. “Stop being weak.” 


     “No.” Izzi laughed and winced in pain. 


     Nate smiled before turning his attention to Norrah. The dragon woman stared at Izzi, but her mind seemed to be a million miles away. Nate reached over and touched her shoulder. The simple gesture was enough to wake her from her thoughts, and she looked at Nate with a small smile. 


     “There is much to take away from what happened last night. Hexnia and Orrem have become better organized, combining their forces. They nearly won last night,” Norrah said plainly. 


     “But they didn’t,” Nate smiled. “I think we all made a great team.” 


     Norrah smiled and nodded. “Yes, I believe we do.” 


     Shego opened her eyes, but still kept her arms crossed. “Orrem will continue to send his monsters to hunt us down while Hexnia will send her spies and assassins to find us. Never mind the other gods and goddesses that have joined with them to tear Arith to pieces.” 


     “We have allies on our side, I think,” Izzi added and winced. 


     Norrah nodded. “We do, we simply have to find them or they find us. In either case, we must report back to the dragon isles and tell the elders what happened here.” 


     Shego smiled. “The townsfolk were happy to survive the night, but I think they will be happier when we leave and take all this trouble with us.” 


     “I have to agree with them,” Norrah sighed before turning to Nate. “You have become a true Seer. The elders will be happy to have you on our side. The other seers will welcome you with open arms.” 


     Nate rubbed the back of his head and smiled. “I’m looking forward to our new life together.” 


     Norrah’s smile faded a touch. “You’re not worried about things becoming much more difficult? The conflict will only grow until all-out war is declared. It may plunge Arith into a dark age when the battlelines are drawn.” 


     “After everything we went through, it only made our destiny that much clearer,” Nate smiled. “Also, how could I leave three beautiful dragons? That would be true madness.” 


     Norrah’s smile returned and pink touched her green cheeks. 


     Shego cleared her throat and pointed at Izzi. “How are we going to get this one home?” 


     Norrah blinked and turned to the frost dragon. “Can you change to your humanoid form?” 


     Izzi gave a small nod. “I think I can.” 


     Norrah, Nate, and Shego watched as the frost dragon shifted and shrank down. Limbs shifted and her body changed. Izzi’s neck shortened and her serpent features melted into a humanoid face. Dark horns stabbed up from her head as she finished her transformation and stood on shaky legs. 


     Izzi took one step toward her friends and lovers and stumbled. Nate crossed the small distance and caught her. Izzi looked up into his eyes and her eyes sparkled in the morning light. 


     Shego let out a huff. “We better get going before she starts drooling on him.” 


     “You drool on him too,” Izzi shot back. 


     Shego’s eyes narrowed as a storm raged behind her eyes. 


     Norrah turned and walked away from the group. With each step, her body grew larger. Scales stabbed out along her skin and flattened down. Her legs grew longer and a snout pushed out from her face. Horns shifted and curved along the sides of her head. When the transformation finished, a large green dragon stood on all fours. 


     “It will take us two days to fly to the isles. We better get a start so we can be there by tomorrow evening,” Norrah informed. 


     Nate smiled as he looked at the beautiful green dragon. “I will need my pack and supplies.” 


     “We’ll stop by the dragon home and pick it up before we depart,” Norrah said with a small nod. 


     Shego yawned before her body began to shift and change. 


     Nate helped Izzi along until they reached Norrah’s side. The green dragon laid on her stomach to make it easier for them. Nate helped Izzi climb onto the dragon’s back. Nate followed and sat behind the smaller, humanoid dragon.  


     Izzi let out a sigh and wilted her back against Nate’s strong chest. Nate couldn’t help himself as his arms circled her waist and held her close. 


     “I can’t wait to show you our home,” Izzi whispered. 


     “I can’t wait to see it,” Nate said in a low tone. 


     Shego walked over in her full dragon form. “Let’s get moving! I miss my treasure horde!” 


     With that, Shego leapt into the air and took flight. 


     Norrah smiled before she stood up and leapt into the air after the blue dragon. 


     Nate held Izzi close as she nestled into him. Her wings were folded to her body and snuggled in the large man’s arms. 


     Nate looked down on Izzi’s long white hair, the flowing wind causing strands to float up. A tenderness touched his heart, enjoying the closeness between them. He then shifted his attention to Norrah and Shego as they flapped their wings and flew higher into the sky. After all the dreams, love making and fighting, never once did his feelings change for the three dragons. If anything, it felt they had grown deeper in just the few days they knew each other. Understanding his power and their shared connection opened up so many new possibilities and unlocked many things about himself. One of those things unlocked was Nate’s deeper love and respect for the beautiful dragons. 


     I don’t know where our adventures will take us, but I’m glad we are doing it together. The new dawn never tasted so sweet as it does now. We can beat back the darkness and bring a new peace back to our world.  


     Nate hugged Izzi closer and she snuggled her head to his neck. 


     The group flew higher and higher, sunlight painting their bodies in a golden hue as people across the town of Moon Cove waved to them with joy in their spirits. 


       


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Cream for Master 
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     A shadow fell over my naked body as I lay amid the tall grass. The barest sliver of a chill ran up my spine, causing goose bumps on my arms and legs. Letting out a sigh, I turned onto my side and curled into a ball, my own breath warming my hands an inch away from my mouth. Eyes closed, I waited for the return of the glorious sun and all its warmth. 


     A lazy smiled bloomed as sunlight crept along my body. Soon I was bathed in sunlight but I lay curled until I was hot enough to spread out again. The last few days had been beautiful and I wanted to lie out in the fields for as long as I could. I flicked my small tail around as the warmth in my muscles began to glow. 


     Turning onto my back, I opened my eyes to the bluest sky I had ever seen. Patches of small white clouds floated in the perfect azure sky. Stretching, I let out a yawn as big puffy clouds floated in the near perfect sky. Clutching at some grass, I pulled it and put it to my mouth. Softly I chewed as I marveled at the sky. 


     I was glad the other kows were off on their own doing whatever they do when I’m not around. I was the youngest one in the herd and they tended to act like sour old monsters, happy to spill their milk and gossip. Life was perfect if I could simply lie in the fields all day long, alone with plenty of grass around me. 


     My mind wanted to fall asleep but my body was reacting to the sun again. The heat against my skin was starting to stir my primal urges and I let out a blissful sigh. Swallowing the grass in my mouth, I let my hands glide along my smooth supple skin. My nipples tickled and my heavy breasts felt full. Thoughts about my first milking came to mind and a thrill ran along my nerves. I was finally of age and it was beginning to show. The other kows would often tease me that I was finally grown up and my figure started to look like theirs. My chest, hips and thighs began to thicken but I kept my small waist and delicate features. At first the other girls would marvel at my figure but soon they turned into milk hags, making fun of me any chance they could. I started to ignore them which only fueled their good time. 


     Spending time by myself was the best part of my day but in the last week I started to feel other urges pushing at mind and body. At first it was playful exploration but it wasn’t long before it began overriding everything I did. Even now, lying in the field, my hand travelled along my skin. A small moan escaped my parted lips as I brushed my blonde hair down there and touched along line. It was nice, feeling wetness greet my fingers, heat from the sun pulsing along nerves. Closing my eyes, I pressed a little harder, pushing my lips aside to touch my pink folds. A magical fire burned brighter and brighter as I lingered, touching myself with reckless abandonment. 


        Another hand reached up and touched my full breast. The tingling continued along my nipple but I could sense sometime soon I was going to produce milk. I remember the farmers talking about me as I walked around. They often talked about my thick thighs and big breasts with admiration. One of the farm hands talked excitingly about how he wanted to be the first to milk me. I ignored them after that and walked out to the field so I could be by myself but wicked thoughts kept creeping into my mind, forbidden taboos that were not allowed. Master Rekk was very specific to his people that it was against the law to bed a kow. I did wonder what they would do if they were allowed. 


     Hot thoughts spilled into my mind and a finger rubbed my sensitive nub. Wild urges pushed at me to continue. Obeying my desires, I rubbed myself, thinking about those human men and their lustful eyes on me. Images of the farm hands coming to me, talking about me like I was wasn’t even there. How they would play with me like I was playing with myself right now. Nerves coiled as I rubbed faster and faster. 


     A breeze passed through leafy trees a little ways from me. Their calming sound only made me comfortable as I spread my thighs and continued to rub myself. Running my finger in circles around my nub and my nipple only served to push me to the breaking point. I bit my lip, trying to hold on and enjoy the sensations. My nipples pointed as I circled more and more. I grabbed at my own heaving breast while stroking myself to my internal magical fire. Unable to hold back, my nerves lit up and a deep moan rose up the length of my throat and finally out of my mouth. Shuddering, I continued to abuse my nub, milking every bit of bliss. 


     I settled down and rubbed myself slowly, taking in the beauty and satisfaction of knowing I will have to do that a few more times if I was going to get any sleep tonight. Cool air caressed my skin and a smile appeared when I thought about the rest of the day. 


     “There you are Milly! I was looking all over for you.” said a kind voice. 


     I sat up, slightly shocked and confused. I watched as Master Rekk walked toward me, tipping his hat to keep the sun out of his eyes. He didn’t seem to notice or care that my hand was still between my thighs. 


     “Yes master?” I said looking up at the human man who raised me. 


     Master Rekk smiled. “You are a beautiful sight. It saddens me to tell you that I will no longer be your master. Come with me. Your new master is waiting by the house.” 


     A dark feeling filled my heart. “New master?” 


     Master Rekk knelt down to look at me. He never made eye contact but he did look me over. Rough hands reached out and took each heavy breast into each of his palms. Squeezing me, I let out a little yelp. Eyes rolled down from my chest to my stomach and then centered on the blonde tuft of curls between my thighs. Heat rushed into my cheeks as he eyed me. 


     “You are turning into quite a fine creature. You will make your new master very proud.” 


     “I don’t want a new master.” I whined. 


     “Now now, don’t get all sad on me. We knew this day was coming. Besides I wouldn’t just sell you to anyone. Master Wesley Black will be a good master to you. I’ve known his family for nearly two decades.” Master Rekk said while letting go of me. 


     “Can’t I stay here with you?” I asked with pleading eyes. 


     Master Rekk gave a gentle knowing smile. “It was decided long ago that you would be going to Master Black. Be a good girl. Stand up and straighten yourself up. The wagon is waiting.” 


     Reluctantly I stood up on bare feet. Hands grazed small horns on my forehead as I tried to push back my long flowing hair. Master Rekk gave me one last once over before turning and walking through the field. I followed with my head bent forward and my lips curved down. 


     Master Rekk did tell me that I was going to another farm but I tried to not think about it. I didn’t know it would sneak up on me so soon. I felt sad I was leaving my home but another part of me was glad I didn’t have to deal with any of those other kows. Maybe the next place will be even better? Maybe they will accept me and not tease me day in and day out? 


     The walk wasn’t very long. The ranch came into view and a wagon waited on the wagon path. A rather large man was leaning against the side of the wagon, looking up at the blue sky. The closer we walked to him, the more his features came into focus. Eyes growing wider, I couldn’t help but stare at the human man before me. He had large shoulders and arms. His had a square jaw and jet-black hair. Instantly you would have thought he was some large farmer until he turned kind green eyes to me. They were pools of emeralds with kindness dripping into my spirit. A gentle smile appeared and the large man moved to great us. 


     “Good day master Rekk!” The man said cheerfully. 


     “Good day master Black! Here she is.” 


     I kept my head down but my eyes looking up at the man as strange feelings whipped at my heart. Interlocking my fingers in front of my sex, I took a submissive bow. 


     “Hello Milly.” Master Black smiled. 


     “Hello master Black.” I said with a low voice. 


     “She is a bit shy and doesn’t want to leave but I’m sure she will be happy on your ranch. She is close to producing milk. I’m sure you’ll take good care of her.” 


     Master Black continued to smile as he looked me over. I was never shy being naked but for the first time, I wanted to cover up. Heat rushed my cheeks as I stood, ready for my next commands. 


     Seconds ticked away before Master Black turned away and went to the wagon. He reached inside and pulled out a white dress. Walking over to me, he gently held it out. 


     “This is for you until we get home. You can take it off there if you wish.” Master Black said kindly. 


     I nearly snatched the dress from his hands and fumbled to put it on. The two masters watched with amusement as I struggled a bit and finally got it over my head and my more than ample chest. The dress could barely contain my breasts but it did flow nicely over the rest of my body. It did feel a little weird wearing clothes but I felt better not being naked in front of my new master. 


     “Shall we set off to home?” Master Black said while holding out a hand. 


     *** 


     The carriage ride was short. I sat in the back and waved goodbye to Master Rekk until he was out of sight. The ride was quiet as I sat and said nothing. Master Black would turn his head and glance at me before going back to the road. When we reached his ranch, my new master jumped down and went to the back. I looked to him as he gazed at me with bright eyes. 


     I wanted to hate him. I wanted to tell him to bring me back to Master Rekk. I was ready to be stubborn and rude but looking into his eyes, something in me melted. Without a further thought, I reached out to his hand and he helped me down.  


     Master Black began showing me where everything was. He pointed to the main housing barn and the milking building. Waving his hand outward, he showed me all the land I could walk and graze. There was even a large pond where we could go swimming. 


     “Over there is my home. You can go where you like on the grounds but be careful of dire wolves, trolls and goblins. They love the taste of kow milk and flesh.” Master Black put a heavy emphasis on the flesh part. 


     I had heard the warnings since I was a little kow so I didn’t even blink. Walking, Master Black showed me the housing barn. Once inside, I noticed it was set up just like my last home. There was one big communal space with eight beds, four on each side. A couch and small kitchen lined the end of the barn. A library and fireplace lined the walls next to the couch. The air smelled comfortable as I looked into the otherwise empty barn. 


     “The girls are out in the fields. They should be returning shortly. This will be your bed and living area.” Master Black said as he pointed to the empty bed. 


     “Thank you, master.” I said bowing my head. 


      An odd feeling flowed over me. A moment of silence filled the area as I turned to see Master Black staring at me. Blood filled my cheeks once again. Warmth caused my belly to glow and I was glad I was wearing something to cover me up. The pressure on my nipples intensified and I felt heavier. Was it just my urges or was my new master having an effect on me? 


     “I hope your happy here. Come to me if you need anything.” Master Black said looking away. 


     The strong man turned and walked away, leaving me alone in my new home. I sat down on my bed and tried to not think too much about it. It was always in the back of my mind that I was going to live someplace new but now that it happened, I wasn’t sure how to feel. The feelings I did have rushing to my heart were faint memories of a lifetime ago. Why did Master Black seem familiar? Did I see him before at the barbeques or parties the masters use to throw? We couldn’t attend but I would watch from afar as they laughed and singed the night away. 


     A door creaked opened at the other end of the barn. I turned to see several kows come in. I bowed my head immediately as eyes turned to me and a hush fell over them. One of them broke away and walked toward me, wearing a similar tight white dress but with long flowing black hair and a chest as big as mine. 


     “You must be Milly.” The kow smiled. 


     Thoughts of the kows back at the other ranch came to mind and I was ready for a new round of teasing. The kow stood by me and put her hands out. She smiled brightly as he knelt down slightly and gave me a deep hug. 


     “Welcome to your new home! My name is Rose and we are happy to have you here!” The kow beamed. 


     I hesitantly hugged Rose back and all the girls started to giggle. A scowl appeared on my brow as I stayed seated. 


     Rose sat down next to me. “We understand how you must feel, new home and new surroundings. Take all the time you need. We are just glad to have another sister join the herd.” 


     “Do you mean that?” I asked waiting to be teased. 


     “We do. I’m sure you will see that we are all pretty close.” 


     “I don’t get along most of the time.” I said still feeling distant from Rose’s warmth. 


     Rose gave a genuine smile. “Then you will have a lot in common with Beth. She has been here only a month and is taking her time. Beth, come here and say hello.” 


     I looked up to see a petite kow walk toward us, just as shy as I was. “Hi Milly, Master Black told us all about you.” 


     A small smile pulled at the corners of my mouth. I looked to her and she had a difficult time looking me in the eye. I turned my head to the five other kows in the barn and they returned gentle smiles. Each one had different colored hair and small horns on their foreheads. All wore dresses but some were different colors like black, blue and pink. 


     Rose stood up and turned to the group. “Everyone, this is Milly. We knew she would be coming so make her feel at home. She is now a sister in our herd and we will treat her with respect and kindness.” 


     The others smiled and bowed their heads to me. Warmth fell over me as they moved in, chatting and giggling, asking me questions about my last home and telling me how wonderful it is here. For the first time I felt like I was some place I belonged. I smiled as some of the girls reached out and touched my breasts. I fondled theirs and the mood lightened. It was normal to feel each other when getting to know each other. It was a sign of wanting to know you and respect. The other kows were cruel with their touching but these girls were gentle and polite. 


     “Alright, we are making dinner. Let’s give Milly some space and get to work.” Rose commanded before turning to me. “Milly, will you assist me in the kitchen?” 


     I nodded my head and stood up, ready to get to work. 


     *** 


     Darkness and shadow played with my mind. My limbs felt heavy as I tried to move. It was like I was buried in mud and trying to claw my way out. When a dire wolf rushed out of the chilling darkness, maw open and razor-sharp teeth gleaming, I woke with a start. 


     Sitting up in a panic, I quickly looked around. The barn was quiet and dark. The girls all slept quietly in their beds. I rubbed my neck and could feel sweat on my fingers. Beth’s bed was next to mine, her eyes opening as I continued to rub my tight neck muscles. 


     “I had nightmares my first night too. Rose managed to help me sleep. I could help you sleep?” Beth whispered. 


     “Help me sleep? I don’t know…” I said trailing off. 


     Beth stared at me a long moment before slipping out of bed and into mine. Pressing her body against mine, the heat did manage to calm me. Arms closing around me, the petite kow snuggled her face into my chest. The comfort was welcomed and I wrapped my arms around her. We silently held each other for a long time before a small hand ran down over my rump and squeezed my thigh. Looking at Beth, she stared at me as fingers pushed between my legs. The shine of her eyes blinked as delicate fingers touched my sex and rubbed. The tingling raced to my nipples and wetness began to flow between my thighs. The nightmare started to fade and deep heat pounded from my heart. 


     Beth pushed her round tits against me and wetness bloomed. Even in the dim light, I could see little rivulets of white milk spill from her nipples. The kow pushed her nipple in my mouth and instinctually I kissed her engorged tip. Mouth closing over it, I suckled, taking her cream down my throat. All darkness faded from me as I drank down her comforting cream. I had seen other kows do it under stress but I never experienced it until now. Beth played with me, rubbing my nub as I sucked on her heavy tit. I couldn’t hold back a moan and it filled the barn. 


     Looking up, I could see a few kows move under their blankets. One sat up and looked over to me and Beth. She smiled and lay back down. It wasn’t taboo to take the milk of another but the more I suckled, the more I thought of Master Black. Body reacting, my breasts felt heavy and my nipples wanted to burst. I never had my first milking but I knew it would happen soon. I think my new home and surroundings were pushing me closer to producing the milk humans coveted so much. 


     A shudder ran up and down my body. This caused Beth to rub me faster. My own wetness spilled all over her fingers but I opened my thighs further so she would have better access. The pressure was mind blowing. I pulled away, savoring Beth’s cream in my mouth as she worked to relieve my stress. Calmness flowed over me and then a spike of pleasure welled up. I had to bite my lip to keep from screaming. Hips moving to Beth’s rhythm, her milk spilling onto my own tits, I gasped a deep moan. Nerves burst with magical fire and I bucked to Beth’s touch. Warm tingling ran along my body as I felt myself fall deeper into bed. Beth hugged me close, her warmth and mine mingling.  Eyes rolling into my head, I fell asleep into dreamland.  


     *** 


     Nervous energy caused me to shift in my seat. I sat in my milking station stall, waiting for my turn to be hooked up. Master Black was setting up Rose across from me and I was terrified of being next. With Master Black was another man, slightly thinner but broad shouldered and clean shaven. He had wavy brown hair and was smiling a lot. 


     “Wesley, I just can’t thank you enough for giving me a job.” The man smiled cheerfully. 


     Wesley finished connecting the clear glass tubes to Rose’s engorged breasts. Rose let out a heated sigh as the machine turned on. I watched fascinated as Rose moaned and milk squirted out her nipples and down the clear tubing. Rose’s breathing quickened and her cheeks turned pink as the machine pulled cream from her. 


     Master Black turned over to me but stayed standing. “Don’t mention it. I’m just glad you’re staying a while before going off to Stukarr city.” Master Black looked to me and then back to his friend. “Jon, this is Milly. Milly, this is my best friend Jon. He will be staying here and helping out for a few weeks.” 


     I looked up and smiled at Jon. Both men seemed to linger, looking at me in my white dress. There was a deep ache filling my chest and I was afraid if they looked at me anymore, I would explode. My first time was happening and I almost wanted to hook the machine up myself. I had seen Master Rekk and the farm hands do it hundreds of times growing up but no one yet had hooked me up. 


     Wesley’s eyes took on a sweet glow before pushing it away. “Jon, check on the girls and make sure none have pulled the equipment off.” 


     Jon nodded and walked off. I sat in my stall, ready for the moment of truth. The stall around me was quite nice with white tiles and a comfortable chair I could lean back in. A stack of books sat on a small shelf and the milking machine under the chair with tubes hanging on their wall hooks. Rose looked across to me and gave a reassuring smile and more milk flowed from her. 


     “Milly, I’m going to hook you to the machine. Let me know if you feel any pain.” Master Black said with kindness. 


     I nodded silently. Hands reaching forward, I stayed very still as my master pulled down the top of my dress, exposing my heavy tits and pointed light brown nipples. I didn’t squirm as he took a handful and hefted it in his fingers. Bliss crashed into me as he gently fondled my ripe breasts. It seemed to go on forever as sensitive places ached to his touch. Thumbs running over my points, I gasped and felt a rush of blood to my face and chest. An unusual flare of heat bloomed and I never wanted him to stop touching me. 


     Wesley continued to massage, looking at my nipples and looking to me. I tried to keep my eyes on him but his touch was intoxicating. With closed eyes, I bit my lip. I opened them when a hand pulled away and took ahold of a glass tube connected to a clear plastic hose. My eyes grew wider as he connected the end over my nipple and turned on the machine with his foot. The tube made a suction sound before touching around my nipple. Like a hungry animal, the tube sucked at my nipple. I gasped again as another tube was connected to my other nipple. Master Black kneeled before me, watching me as I writhed to the machine sucking at my engorged tips.  


     At first, nothing was happening. The suction begged at me as my full chest heaved. I gripped the arm rests and found myself squirming. Staring at my master, desire dripped into my eyes. He stood up but stayed there, watching me. Darkness touched the corner of his eyes before it flowed away. 


     “It’s okay Milly. Let the machine do all the work.” Master Black said.  


     I squirmed on and on, heat and wanting storming through my shapely form. Wetness spilled from between my legs and heat rushed into my cheeks. I looked down to see the dress was still covering me but I didn’t know for how long. It was only a matter of time before I made my dress wet. 


     Eyes on me, a little cry welled up my throat. I was ready to pull the tubes off when something burst. Looking down, white creamy milk burst from my throbbing peaks. It was a release I have never known before. I slammed my back into the chair as the machine pulled more and more milk from me. The wetness between my legs spilled as blissful sensations washed over my body. I writhed and moaned as more and more milk drained from me into a small bottle connected to the machine. 


     Master Black stepped closer and patted my hand. Without realizing it, I grabbed his wrist and held him, tightly. My master looked down but did not pull away. I heaved as milk drained down the tube but I couldn’t let go of him. It was all too much and my body wanted him.  


     Pulling at my master’s wrist, I put his fingers under my dress until he touched my wet opening. Master Black dipped his fingers into my folds and I gripped him tighter. 


     “Please master.” I whispered. 


     The hunger I felt was all consuming. The more the machine sucked my milk, the more I needed my master inside me, filling me. It was taboo to be with monster girls but I didn’t care for taboos or not. Master’s scent drifted down and I drank it in while I held his wrist in place, wanting him to play with me. 


     Jon was still off to the side watching one of the girls but my master only had eyes for me. Fingers caressed my glowing nub, his touch gentle but firm. Moving my hips, I wanted more of him. Across from me, Rose watched with interested eyes. Her smile carried a wicked edge as I forced my master to pleasure me. 


     Waves of sensations flowed as I coated my master’s fingers with my wetness. Pushing deeper inside, his thumb rubbed my clit as he slid fingers in and out. The combination of the machine and my master caused my eyes to roll into my head. There was another burst but this one was deeper, hotter. I clutched at his wrist, nearly bucking in my seat. 


     The look of fondness faded from Master Black’s eyes. After my orgasm, he pulled his hand and arm from me. I let out a whimper as his eyes turned to an icy cold stare. 


     “Milly that was wrong. If you do that again I will have to punish you.” Master Black whispered. 


     “No master, please.” I whispered back. 


     Master Black ignored me. He stood up and was about to walk away. I stared at him, lost to these feelings. I wanted to jump on him, hold him, and take him inside me. I wanted everything about him. Master Black looked to me with eyes filled with sorrow but only for an instant. He then turned and walked to Jon who started asking what he could do next to help. 


     I sat in the chair, feeling like a discarded thing. Rose looked to me with an empathetic stare. The machine continued its relentless pull on my nipples, draining more milk from them. I wanted to cry but a fire blazed in my belly. I didn’t care if master would punish me, it will be worth it to drain his human seed in me. I wanted him more than anything I ever wanted and I could feel he wanted me. I spent my morning thinking on how I could make him take me. 


     *** 


     The sun began to set on the horizon and dusk settled over the green lands. A few stars twinkled into the darkening sky and I was mulling about by a tree. I had spent most of the day watching my master. He spent a lot of time with his friend Jon. They were talking and laughing about shared memories while the day wore on.  


     I was only hooked up to the milking machine for an hour so I had the rest of the day to spend in the fields or pond. Instead, I tried to get close and hear what they were talking about so maybe I could get a clue on how I could have him. 


     “In town they keep talking about more and more dire wolves in the forests. Have you had any attacks recently?” Jon asked while sipping on a drink. 


     Master Black sat in his chair with drink in hand. “No. I’ve been fortunate that none of the girls have been attacked. I do have some detection rods in the fields. If one of the girls is loose or something is there that shouldn’t be there, this necklace will let me know.” 


     I sat down with my back to the tree and tried to act normal. My ears are very sensitive and I could hear them just barely. The two men continued talking. 


     “I’m glad the milk business has been good to you. When I go to Stukarr I will be sure to set up some deals. Maybe we can get a regular delivery there.” Jon took another sip. 


     “That would be great. I’m so tied up here that I don’t have time to travel to the city.” 


     Both men toasted and took a deep gulp. 


     Jon wiped his mouth and smiled. “So how do you do it? How do you keep from wanting to fuck those fine kows?” 


     Master Black let out a deep laugh. The vibrations made me melt.  


     “Pure will power, I can’t chance someone finding out. It would be bad for business.” 


     “But still, they must be tempting. I mean your recent one, Milly, is it? She has an amazing body even for a monster girl.” 


     Master leaned forward. “Only because I trust you but yes, sometimes it’s damn hard. They can be so innocent but sometimes they can be really slutty. I have seen them when their hormones are out of control. They love humans but I have to keep them in line. I don’t want a magistrate to find out and they investigate me.” 


     Jon gave a sly smile. “You wouldn’t mind if…” 


     Master Black stopped him short. “Don’t even think about it. They will fuck you into submission.” 


     “That’s not a bad thing. I find it hard to believe you don’t want to give it a try. You know I won’t tell anyone.” 


     Master Black was silent for a moment before his eyes looked over and connected with mine. I pulled my head back behind the tree and sat there wondering if he really saw me. 


     “I know. You’re like a brother to me. The young perverted brother I never had.” Master laughed. 


     I was ready to get up and walk away when Rose appeared next to me. She sat down and looked me deep in the eyes. 


     “I know what you desire.” Rose said and placed her hand over mine. 


     “Please Rose, don’t tell anyone. I don’t want master to get in trouble.” I whimpered. 


     Rose chuckled quietly. “No need to worry. We all have had those thoughts. You haven’t even seen him with his shirt off. I’m here because I want to help you. I think he does have feelings for you.” 


     “How do you know?” 


     “The way he talked about you to us. Master wanted to make sure we were accommodating to you when you arrived. His eyes would light up at the mention of your name. The girls and I talked about it and noticed he was taking extra care for setting your accommodations. He was never as gentle as he was when he hooked you up to be milked.” 


     “But you could get in trouble if you help me. I don’t want that.” 


     Rose gave a playful wink. “I like getting in trouble too. Master’s friend looks like he could mount me all night.” 


     I breathed a sigh of relief. “Thank you Rose but I’m still not sure how to get Master alone.” 


     “I have seen master and Jon drinking every night. I think tonight will be more of the same. Jon is staying in the guest room on the lower floor. Master has told us the house is off limits but I know he doesn’t lock the doors. I will sneak in and distract Jon.” 


     “Do I sneak in with you?” I asked. 


     “No, my dear, master is very protective of all of us. While I distract his friend, you will wander the fields when it is dark. Master will come out to you and bring you back on horseback. Then when you sit behind him, rub some of your milk on your fingers and put it to his lips.” 


     “Put it to his lips?” I didn’t fully understand. 


     Rose giggled. “Humans love the taste of our milk. It drives them wild with sexual hunger. If you manage to get him to taste you then he won’t be able to control himself.” 


     I thought it over quietly for a long moment. “It will be worth it to try. Thank you Rose.” 


     “Don’t thank me yet. Just be ready to share the disgusting details when it’s all over.” 


     *** 


     Night blanketed the land and a mist floated over the grass. Rose and I had snuck out of the barn and now watched the master’s house. The lights were on and music played. The two men were drinking and having a good time laughing and talking. I trembled next to a tree with Rose. This felt so wrong. I was sure we would be found out and punished for such a daring scheme. Rose seemed confident it would work but I wasn’t so sure. The look in his eyes when he left me in the milking barn made me worry that this might be the wrong thing to do. But the fire inside told me it was right to try. 


     “Okay, go out into the fields. When master detects you, he will come to collect you. I will sneak inside and distract Jon so you and master can have some alone time.” 


     I nodded. “Thank you Rose.” 


     “You’re welcome blonde beauty.” Rose smiled. 


     I was up and nearly sprinting into the open fields. The crescent moon was out and it cast its glow all over the wide-open fields. I looked back to see Rose sneak closer and closer to the house. I turned my head back and ran as far as I could. My feet were caked in wet dew and mud as my heart pounded in my chest. Soon I was so far out the house was nothing more than a lit spec in the distance. 


     I slowed down and walked, my mind racing with my master coming to get me. Long moments passed and I continued my march into the dark night. I stopped and looked around. I hadn’t spent much time out in the fields. I lost sight of the barns and house. Worry crept into my heart. I couldn’t figure out in what direction home was. I was lost and unsure if master was on his way. 


     Feeling stupid, I started to panic. What if dire wolves steal me in the night? Master would never get to me and I would be meat for the beasts. Perking up my ears, I listened for anything moving in the dark. Clusters of trees dotted the landscape, monsters could be lurking anywhere.  


     Becoming still, I waited for something to jump out and eat me. I would die a foolish young kow and I would have never known my master’s true love. Something thudded in the distance. Fear took hold and I bent down, trying to make myself as small as possible. Moonlight glowed off my white dress and I cursed myself for wearing it. Death was coming to me. It must have my scent and some monster was going to eat me in the moon light. 


     A dark shape moved across the fields straight for me. It was big and black. My eyes tried to adjust to the dim light but the closer it moved, the more scared I became. I was about to scream when my heart leaped in my chest. On horseback Master Black rode with whip in hand and determination in his eyes. I stood up and waved to him, so happy to finally see him. 


     The horse strode to a stop and Master jumped down. Arms out, he grabbed me and nearly shook me. “Why are you out here? There could be monsters close by! You could have gotten yourself killed!” 


     “I’m sorry master. I went for a walk and became lost.” I said in a low voice. 


     My eyes went wide when he hugged me close. Big arms held me tightly as he pressed his body to mine. I felt safe seeing him but now I knew nothing could hurt me. My master was here to protect me. 


     “Milly, you have to be careful. I couldn’t stand the thought of losing you.” 


     “Master?” I asked while not letting go. 


     Master Black pulled away. The same darkness and anger returned to his eyes. He stared at me and I felt myself shrink a little. 


     “I said you would be punished. Let’s get back and I will figure out what to do with you.” 


     The same excitement ran through me as I felt my heart sag in my chest. I didn’t know what to expect. Master was acting so strange with me, I couldn’t understand why. I still had Rose’s plan to seduce him but I found myself having second thoughts. Biting my lip, I decided I couldn’t go through with it. Master put a foot into a stirrup and hoisted himself up onto the horse. With arm out, I took hold and was pulled up behind him. Arms around his waist, I held on tightly as master clicked his teeth. 


     The ride back was quiet. Masters’ warmth and scent was driving me mad. I buried my face into his back, taking it all in. My nipples tingled against his leather jacket, wanting to release a flood of my creamy milk. The dull ache between my legs was made worse by the motion of the horse underneath. Despite the cool night air, I was feeling hot and wanting. 


     The horse trotted on toward Master’s house. I thought for sure we would be going to the barn. I stayed silent as we reached the front porch and master dismounted. With hands out, my master helped me down to the ground. His strong arms held me like I weighed nothing.  


     “Inside.” Master commanded. 


     Head bent forward I walked to the front door. Entering in the house, I could feel my muddy feet tracking all over the floor. I glanced to Master Black and he still had his whip in his hand. I feared how badly he would punish me. I wanted to throw myself at his feet and beg forgiveness. 


     Master pointed to the stairs. I followed his command and climbed the stairs. I listened for Rose and I could hear her pleasuring herself with Master’s friend.  They were quiet but not completely quiet. The small noise I could detect set me on fire. 


     At the top of the stairs, I was marched to a pair of double doors. Master opened them and gently put a hand on the small of my back and pushed me in.  I thought I was walking into a room where he would punish me but instead a vast comfy bedroom sprawled out before us.  


     I walked in further to see a large bed in the middle. Book shelves filled with tomes lined the walls. A desk was off to the left covered in papers and journals. To my right was an open doorway to a beautiful bathroom. I turned to my master. He put the whip on the desk and turned his eyes to me. Again, that dark and lustful gaze clouded his eyes. He was between me and the main doors. I was trapped with nowhere to go. 


     “You know its taboo to fuck you but it’s not taboo to punish you.” Master gave me a greedy smile. 


     Those words caused further tingling in my nipples. My breasts were practically straining at my dress top. Looking down, I tried to hide my own greedy desires. Master was going to punish me and I had to obey.  


     Grabbing the back of my neck, master pushed me to the bathroom. I let out a yelp but it wasn’t in fear. Inside, I was directed to the shower and there I stood. Master turned on the shower and steamy water flowed.  


     “Take off your dress.” 


     I grabbed at the dress bottom and pulled up over my head.  I let it drop to the ground and stood naked. Master eyed me and moved in close, his breath on my bare shoulder. I trembled as he gave me a slight push into the shower. Hot water ran down my body and it felt fantastic.  I turned to master staring at my naked body. The mud on my feet washed away but I still felt dirty. He could do anything to me and I had to obey. 


     “Take off my clothes.” Master said as he took off his jacket and threw it back into the bedroom. 


     Wet, I stepped out of the shower and took hold of his buttoned shirt. My sex quivered with each button undone. Master kept cool eyes on me as I reached his belt and opened his shirt. Strong sculpted muscles greeted me and it was my turn to stare. I undid his belt and pulled it from his waist. Next, I unbuttoned his jeans and pulled down his zipper.  


     I thought he would be wearing under clothes but lucky me he wasn’t. Peeling back his jeans I could see something big tucked down. I had to bend down to push down his pants. In doing so, master’s cock nearly smacked me in the cheek. When his jeans were around his ankles, master stepped out of them but I was mesmerized by the size of his manhood. It was so big that I didn’t realize I was licking my lips. 


     I sank to my knees, ready to take his cock in my mouth when Master stepped passed me and into the shower. Turning, master put one hand to his hair in the flowing water. I crawled back into the shower like a hungry beast. I kneeled again to my knees and ran my tongue along the shaft. Water cascaded over our bodies and master treated me like I wasn’t even there. He teased me and I couldn’t hold back any longer.  


     I was becoming wet in more ways than one. My own fingers touched my slit while my lips and tongue ran along his veiny member. I was so hungry for his cock the more I licked my way down to his thick head. My other hand took hold of the shaft and I pointed it up. Pressing it to my lips, they parted and licked at the tip. Master looked down and silently nodded to me. 


     Water rained down as I sucked on the end of his member. My full breasts felt like they were going to explode in a river of milk. Rubbing myself, I took more and more inches into my mouth. 


     A warm groan filled the shower as I pressed my tongue along the shaft, making my mouth tight. Looking up as water poured down, I never took my eyes away as master moaned his approval. A strong hand took hold of my hair and I stopped moving. 


     “You know you shouldn’t be doing this.” Master said in a low hiss. 


     With muffled moans, master force fed me his cock. Inches pushed in and I sucked on him, wanting his come to burst in my mouth. I muffled protests but they were halfhearted as he moved his hips, sliding back and forth pass my lips. Hot water rolled down our bodies as master fucked my mouth over and over. A drop of come dripped from the end and splashed on my tongue. Something supernatural took over as I sucked harder and harder. A terrible hunger pushed at my very being to drain my master of every last drop of sperm. 


     Master’s moans grew louder, his hips moving with more power. With a gasp, he pulled himself from my mouth but I reached out to take him back in. Insatiable, I tried to stuff his cock back in my mouth. Master took hold of my arm and lifted me to my feet. Big arms scooped me up and pressed me against the shower wall. 


     The move was so brutal and swift, it turned me on beyond my limits. Milk burst from my nipples in an instant as I was pinned to the tiled wall. Master held me there; legs wide with powerful arms underneath, his cock sandwiched between us and pointed up. I cried as I took hold of my full tits, squeezing more milk out of them. 


     “No man or beast has taken your virginity, have they?” Master asked. 


     “No master.” I whispered. 


     “Now you’re spilling good milk. This cannot go unpunished.” 


     “Punish me master. Punish me!” I whimpered, my own desire spiraling out of control. 


     Master stared into my wanting eyes. “Remember this moment. Remember that it was I who took your purity. It was I who punished you for these terrible desires.” 


     “Yes master.” I moaned. 


     Shifting his hips, master pulled away just enough for me to take hold of his cock. I put the tip to my tight wet slit with heated deep breaths. Master’s powerful hips pushed, his cock spreading my lips aside. I clutched at him, forcing myself on him as he pushed into me. Pain bloomed and I cried out. As quickly as it came, a flood of ecstasy crashed into me, drowning the pain. My mouth made a perfect O as master plunged my depths. Inch after wide inch spread me open to nearly my breaking point. I said to myself that I deserved everything he did to me. I was his bad kow and needed to be punished. Master was right, master is always right. 


        Forcing my back against the tiled wall, I held tight to his broad shoulders. Pleasure made me whimper as his powerful hips pushed in between my thighs, making me take every inch of his thick member. Closing my legs around his waist, I shuddered with each deep thrust. Master took his time, slowly taking me over and over. It drove me mad with drunken lust. I buried my face in his neck, licking and kissing him. Each thrust made me coo as I was trapped in his power. 


     Master pulled at my hair and I obeyed by bringing my head back. Cupping one of my heavy breasts, he took hold and ran his tongue over my leaking nipple. The mere touch of his hot tongue made me clench, becoming tighter. Master closed his mouth and teased more milk out with his tongue. Pleasure soared as I grunted and moaned to his desires. I looked down as master suckled at me, squeezing my breasts so more milk would spurt out. Inside, his member became hard as steel. I know kow milk was an aphrodisiac but I had never seen a man after drinking it. I cried out again as he nibbled at my sensitive nipple. The more of my milk he drank, the harder he fucked me. Master’s perfect eyebrows formed a V as he was determined to fuck me until he was done and not a moment sooner. 


     Milk streamed from my other tit, down his manly chest. The steamy bathroom grew misty as our bodies moved to a primal rhythm. I squeezed and could not hold back any longer. Crying out loudly, I shuddered and clutched at him, an orgasm filling me with unbridled bliss. Eyes rolling into my head, I was quiet as master continued his assault, pressing me to the wall and drinking my forbidden milk. 


     Time lost all meaning. It could have been seconds or hours but master stopped and slowly pulled out of me. Setting me down, my thighs trembled and barely could hold me up. Master still had not come. 


     Master turned off the shower. “Dry me off.”  


     I stumbled out of the shower, quickly grabbing a towel and rushing to my master. He stood like an angry statue and I wanted to please him. I started to dry him but my eyes kept falling to his throbbing manhood. When I brought the towel down to dry it, fingers ran along the shaft. Milk dripped from my nipples and master gave one a squeeze. White creamy milk squirted on his hard member. I let the towel drop and took hold, stroking him with my cream dripping down the shaft. 


     Master watched me with approval. “Go to the bed.” 


     I did as I was told and left the bathroom. My body was still wet but I was burning hot. Master walked behind me. When I reached the bed, master pushed his dangling hard cock between my ass cheeks. Big hands smoothed down my sides as I waited to be punished further. 


     Master Black let go of me and crawled into bed. He lay on his back with his cock standing up. My hand reached out and pulled back. A smug smile appeared on his lips as his hand stroked his member covered in my milk. Urges made my knees touch the bed, ready to pounce on him. 


      “Come to me.” Master said with a wicked grin. 


     I crawled into bed and over him, eyes drinking in his toned body. Hands took hold of my hips and be maneuvered me over his throbbing member. Before I could do anything, he pushed me down, the tip of his member spreading me open once again and pleasure spiraling upward. I squeezed as I slid down, my own wetness running down his shaft as I eagerly took him. When I reached the base, master held me there. I was so horny I tried to squirm but he held me in place, torturing me on his cock.  


     My fingers went to my nipples, rubbing them with more milk spilling out. White streams ran down off my tits, down my stomach and creating a puddle between my thighs where master and I connected. I whimpered but master’s grip on my hips was too strong. He watched me as my entire body wanted to move on him. Then he let go and I immediately began moving on his manhood, sliding up and down faster and faster. Master watched with lustful eyes as I bounced on him, trying everything I could to please him. I moaned and cried while moving faster. The room quickly filled with the sound of skin on skin. Milk squirted down the front of my body as I threw my head back and moaned in heat. 


     Master touched my leaking nipples and brought milked covered fingers to his mouth. My eyes met his as he licked my cream off his fingers. Master’s cock grew harder and another burst of bliss rang through my lower body. Heat rushed into my chest and face as I continued, unable to stop myself. 


     Master was quiet as his eyes closed. I drove myself on him, impaling myself on him over and over again, needing him to come. It was all consuming as I thrust down and squeezed. Master held my hips once again as his cock grew thicker. I cried out for more and more as master helped slam me down on his spear. My nerves coiled as if they were ready to break. The wet slapping of my thighs and ass on his powerful body was too much to bear. 


     Screaming, my nerves exploded in hot magical fire. I threw my head up letting the screams turn into loud moans. Master’s cock thickened again and he grunted. Molten jets of come spurted into my tight opening. Another orgasm bloomed and I made strange animal noises. My body vibrated and I continued to milk every last drop of come from his cock. Milk squirted again onto master’s chest. Shuddering, I moved on him with terrible passion. 


     Collapsing, I fell forward onto master. My body moving of its own accord to master’s still hard cock. Smaller explosions lit up my senses but I couldn’t stop, sliding on him as come leaked out of my tight opening. 


     There was a knock at the door. 


     I kept moving but Master seemed to look up. “Come in.” Master bellowed. 


     The door opened. “Sorry to bother you but I didn’t feel right not telling you that one of your kows…” Jon trailed off. 


     Master looked over as I stayed moving, giving Jon an eyeful of us joined. “Rose snuck in.” Master said flatly. 


      “Uh…yea…she is sleeping in my bed. I didn’t want you to get mad so I came up to tell you.” 


     I turned my head to the doorway. Jon stood bare chested with a towel wrapped around his waist. He was stock still but seeing me on master caused a fire to ignite in his eyes. 


     “We can talk about it tomorrow.” Jon said as he turned to leave. 


     Master looked to me. “May my best friend join us?” 


     I nodded and moaned. I was so turned on that I would do anything to please my master. 


     “You both are too kind.” Jon smiled. 


     I groaned as my body hungered for more. 


     Master patted my hip and I hesitantly let Master’s cock pull out. It made a wet slap against his stomach. I crawled back knowing what he wanted, what we both wanted. Master had been drinking my milk but I wanted to drink his come. Jon moved closer, letting the towel fall away. I glanced back to his cock getting harder. He was not as big as my master but he was still impressive. 


     Crawling off the bed, I was on my knees and waiting. Master sat up and moved to the end of the bed, letting his feet touch the soft carpet. Jon stood behind me, his hand touching my hair. 


     “Have you tasted a man’s seed?” Master looked down into my big eyes. 


     “No master.” 


     “My seed will be the first. You will always remember that.” 


     “Yes master.” I said nodding my head. 


     Fingers taking hold, I pushed Master’s cock into my waiting mouth. I tasted not only my cream but some of master’s come. I moaned as I licked and sucked, trying to drink down every drop. Master watched as my head bounced in between his legs. Taking inches deep, I wanted nothing more than to have master shower my throat with his seed. Behind me I could feel Jon fall to his knees, hands taking hold of my hips. Lifting me up caused my head to take several more inches of master’s cock into my mouth. Fingers touched and spread my folds, come and honey dripping.  


     “Fuck her hard.” Master told his friend. 


     Jon took hold of his cock and pressed it to my abused opening. Muffled moans rose up my throat as Master’s friend pulled my tail aside and pushed into me, deeply. Jon’s hips touched my round ass and then he started to slide back and forth. The thrusting grew harder and harder as Jon held me in place. Master ran his fingers through my hair, a thumb touching one of my small horns. Each time Jon slammed into my ass, it pushed me to take master’s cock deeper down my throat. Soon we had a rhythm and spirals of pleasure surged. 


     Milk dripped from my nipples as they bounced to Jon’s strong thrusts. The sound of skin on skin mixed with moans and slurping noises. The symphony of our bodies carried on. I tightened my mouth, teasing my master’s cock with my tongue. It slathered along raised veins and hot skin. Jon was eager, taking hold of my waist and pulling me onto his member. He was not gentle and they only served to moan louder.  The rocking back and forth was literally too much. There was a hot wet burst, followed by another and another. A chain of explosions roared internally as nerves lit up with hellish bliss. I moaned but couldn’t stop even if I wanted to. Moans growing louder, Jon slapped my ass with his hips, making them bright red. My hands gripped my master’s hips, trying to force my mouth down to the base of his cock. 


     Master groaned as his cock grew thicker. The tightness around my lips was overwhelming. I bounced more, begging and pleading with my mouth for his hot seed. Master took hold of my head, making me take every inch in my mouth. My eyes shot open as hot come spurted down my throat. Seconds grew longer as more and more spurted. I pulled back a little just to have more come spurt into my mouth, nearly filling it; the amount of it was obscene as I drank it down. Jon’s cock also thickened as he let out a loud grunt. My already full slit was filled again with spurts of hot thick come. Eyes rolling up, I continued to fuck and suck my Master and his friend. 


     “Was it good?” Master asked me as I drank down his come. 


     I muffled a yes. 


     “Good because we have the rest of the night to punish you my bad kow.” 


     I nodded, not letting go of master’s cock. I continued sucking his still hard member, begging for more. 


     *** 


     The morning light flooded master’s bedroom. We lay with arms and legs tangled in each other. My body ached as I moved slightly. A hand touched my full breast and lazy eyes opened to master staring at me. His smile was infectious, causing me to smile as well. Jon had left a few hours ago. I thought we would sleep longer but master’s growing manhood against my leg told me otherwise. 


     “Master, will you continue to punish me?” I asked. 


     Master let out small laugh. “Until you learn your lesson.” 


     “Yes master.” I said eagerly. 


     Master Wesley’s eyes looked away for a moment. It was enough for me to be concerned. I moved in close, pressing my full breasts to his manly chest. Master looked back to me with something on his mind. 


     “What is it master?” 


     “Do you remember me? Do you remember when we first met?” 


     The look on his face and those words caused a flash flood of memories to spill into my mind. How could I have forgotten! How could I have let that wonderful memory lay so deep in my past? It was like a light turning on for the first time, bright and full of wonder. 


     Master continued. “You were my first kiss. I never stopped thinking about you.” 


     “You were that wonderful boy who came to visit. You nearly fell over me as I lay in the tall grass.” 


     “I couldn’t stop staring at you. Even then I thought you were so beautiful.” Master said with wet eyes. 


     “We played and played, running and chasing each other for hours.” I said as I put a hand to his cheek. 


     “We kissed in the afternoon sun.” 


     “And then you were gone.” I said with a touch of sadness. 


     “I told my father about you. He punished me. He told me it was against the law to play, much less kiss a monster girl. I kept quiet after that but I always thought about you. As I grew older, I promised myself I would buy you and set you free.” 


     My own eyes watered. “I’m free?” 


     “Yes, if you want to be. It is your choice. I just knew I had to have you, if only for a little bit.” Master’s eyes glowed with happiness. 


     I pulled him closer and we kissed.  


     When we finished, I gazed into his beautiful eyes. “I’m already free in my heart. I want to be here, with you.” 


     “It could be dangerous. If any magistrates find out, I could be arrested and you could be sold to another.” 


     “I’m willing to take the chance if you are. I cannot bear to be without my master.” 


     “And I cannot be without you. Stay with me and I promise to always be there with you and for you.” Master Wesley smiled and held my hand to his chest. 


     “Yes, my master. Yes, my love.” I cried. 


     Bodies entwined, we made love all day and well into the night. The outside world could not accept our love but it didn’t matter what they thought. We were here, together and ready to love every day and night like it was our last. 


       


     ~Fin~ 
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     One 


     Patterns swirled as Onika floated. A deep abyss stretched out before her with purple clouds drifting slowly in the distance. A soothing calm washed over her heart. She had been here before. She was aware enough to know this was a dream but not so aware that she would wake from it. The abyss was becoming her home. Its vastness pushed her mind toward introspection. A life played out of a young elf growing in a loving home. Shadows twisted to show her sister smiling at her and both dancing to their father playing his lute. Mother was calling her young elves to dinner where they dined on rabbit and drank cups of wonderful red wine.  


     Onika continued to float, the beat of her heart quickening in her chest. Larger images appeared in the deep darkness, her father going off to war and never returning. Years passing with Onika’s mother living out her nights missing her husband and fading away when her heart could take no more grief. Onika would have wept but the images before her held only a shred of emotion. Wounds heal and eventually scar over.  


     Onika drifted in-between worlds lost to the darkness. The memories faded and she was alone in a sea of black. Onika put her arms out and lazily swam, kicking her legs lightly. A small flash touched the edge of her vision. Turning her head, a small globe of light winked. With only purple clouds to judge the distance, it seemed far away. It moved slowly but deliberately toward her. Onika righted herself and watched fascinated as the orb grew bigger and closer. Its shape shifted and melted the closer it came. In a blink it turned into a shrouded figure. As Onika stared, the cloaked figure floated up to her. Its shape was that of a woman. The cloaked figure reached out with a hand. Onika reached out, smiling. 


     Darkness rained down and Onika opened her eyes. She stared at the wall to her small candle lit room. The smell of cooking meat filled her nose. She laid there for long moments. With a yawn, Onika sat up swinging her legs over her cot. She walked naked to a dresser and dug up some clothes. With a white tunic on and tight black leggings, she looked into the mirror and turned slightly.  


        Onika’s smooth dark skin gave off a slight shine in the candle light. Her eyes were white with warm red irises. White hair spilled over her shoulders and Onika gave a slight frown. Her hands swept up with a thin leather band and pulled her thick hair into a pony tail. Her dark elven ears exposed, she smiled and gave herself a small nod of approval. Her high cheekbones, ample breasts, thin waist and curvy hips caused many males to turn their heads. To Onika, most males didn’t have what she was looking for. They can be a playful distraction but that was all they were. A simple distraction.  


     After one last look over, Onika was through the door and down the stairs. Several moments later she was in the kitchen. Senna was busy over the iron stove. The large wooden table in the middle had two plates with pheasant eggs, leftover rabbit, potato shavings and some fruit. Onika’s eyes fell on the fruit and licked her dark lips. Her fingers gracefully picked up a strawberry and held it to her nose. 


     “When did you get fruit?” Onika said as her nose absorbed the aroma. 


     Senna turned around from the stove and smiled. “A trader was passing through yesterday. He gave me a great deal.”   


     Onika took a nibble and savored the berry taste. She hadn’t had fruit in about a year. It was such a rare thing in the abyssal forests where her kind lived. Most travelers try to avoid them at all costs but there are a small number of brave spirits who make their way in. The extra rubies usually make the trip worth their wild. 


     “Remember, you are tutoring Nessa today. Her mother was sure to stop me while I was purchasing the fruit. She hopes there will be some better progress soon.” 


     Onika frowned. “If that young lady spent as much time on her magical studies as she does with a bow, she would be a master by now.” 


     “She seems pretty head strong like someone I know.” Senna smiled at Onika. 


     “If you weren’t my sister, I would throw these eggs at you.” Onika smiled back. 


     “Then you would have nothing to break your fast with. And you would starve.” 


     “Then this battle is at a standstill. Watch your back, for next time I will not be so lenient.” 


     Senna took her apron off. Both sisters took a seat to break their fast. Soon the conversation fell to gossip and fits of laughter.    


     *** 


     Onika sat in a wooden chair. The table before here was empty save for a wooden cup and another empty chair. Candle light flickered making the shadows wave and dance across the small library. Onika was about to leave when a door opened and a dark-skinned female elf stepped in. Her cloak was bundled over her shoulder and she gave a nervous smile. 


     “I apologize mistress Red Leaf. I was held up from another appointment.” 


      Onika eyed her for a long moment. “I’m not your family. You do not have to lie to me. And next time, hide your bow instead of trying to wrap it in your cloak. I can still see one of the ends sticking out.” 


     “I apologize…” 


     “Stop apologizing.” Onika cut her off. “Please sit so we may begin your lesson.” 


     Nessa bowed her head. She dropped her cloak and took a seat across from Onika. She kept her head bowed until Onika spoke. 


     “Let us review the basics again. Hold this cup.” 


     Nessa did as she was told. She reached over and picked up the cup. 


     “Mana is the life stream of all magic. In order to manipulate it, you have to absorb it. Much like taking a drink, you must fill your cup first.” 


     Onika reached her hand up and ran slender fingers across a candle flame. With her hand in front of her chest, she snapped her fingers and a flame appeared. It hovered in midair over her open palm. Nessa had a bored expression but soon perked up when Onika gave her an emotionless stare. 


     The dancing flame twirled and turned star shaped. “The more mana you absorb, the more you can manipulate it.  But you must always be careful. If you absorb too much mana from an element, it will begin to manipulate you.” 


     “Do I have to touch it to absorb it?” 


     “It depends on your skill and what mana you are trying to control. Air has the easiest mana you can control. Create a gust of wind.” 


     Nessa held her hands up. Her eyes focused. Her eyes glowed slightly and a small breeze passed over them. Onika shook her head and held Nessa’s wrists.” 


     “You need to fill your cup more than a trickle. Try again.” 


     Nessa clenched her hands into fists and put them on the table. “I don’t like how it feels. The mana makes me feel weird.” 


     “You will get used to it.” 


     Nessa looked down and kept her fists on the table. “I don’t want to get used to it. I don’t know why mother wants me to learn this? We are all wasting each other's time.” 


     “Nessa, all shadow elves need to learn the warrior and mage disciplines. It will help you survive.” Onika spoke with a soft edge. 


     “The warrior path is the one I want to follow. There are plenty of others learning the mage path.” 


     “Your mother simply wants you well rounded. When you leave the nest, you will…” 


     Nessa cut her off. “I am already old enough to leave the nest! I am thirty-four!” 


     Onika lifted up her palms toward Nessa. Most elves were not considered fully grown until thirty-five. The fire of youth seemed to burn bright with Nessa. Onika smirked to herself when she yelled at her warrior instructor about being old enough at twenty-seven. 


     “Why are you smiling?” Anger still painted all over Nessa’s face. 


     “I am not smiling at you. I remember when I felt the same way.” 


     “You didn’t want to learn magic?” 


     “No. I was very adept at magic. It was the warrior path I felt I didn’t need.” 


     “So, you know how I feel.” Nessa’s angry expression melted. 


     “Yes, I do.” Onika reached over and took Nessa’s hands into hers. “If you believe you do not need to learn the mage path then I will respect your decision. But your mother did pay for lessons and you know we are all going through hard times.” 


     “I do not want you to suffer because I don’t wish to learn the mage path.” 


     “Then let’s come to a compromise. You learn a few spells to appease your mother; I will praise your ability but recommend you spend more time learning the warrior path. If she hears it from me, she may be more inclined to shorten your mage studies, deal?” 


      “You would do that for me?” Nessa said astonished. 


     “I sense no need in making others do anything they don’t want to do. Do we have a deal?” 


     Nessa nodded. Onika smiled and passed her fingers over a candle flame. “Let’s start again.” 


     *** 


     Onika left the Opal estate. A guard closed the gate once she was through. The air was cool and still. The dark forest shut out the sky. The urge to see the night sky pressed on her thoughts. She had made plans for this very night but seeing the sky was the cherry on top. Onika hefted her pack onto her shoulder and began walking into the dark forest. 


     The path twisted and turned through the darkness. Her night vision showed every branch and twig in her way. The deeper she went, the thicker the forest became. The silence was shattered when an animal would howl or growl into the night. Onika kept her calm as she pressed on. She knew this forest like the back of her hand. She avoided the creature dens and continued her march. A nagging thought of Senna disapproving of this late journey filled Onika with annoyance. She loved her sister and knew that would be a small price to pay for a chance to see the sky and the moon. 


     After a few more twists and turns, a small hop over a tiny stream and stepping around a few huge trees, Onika laid eyes on a small pool in the pitch darkness. She let out a breath of excitement. She quickened her pace and was soon standing about ten feet from the pool. She surveyed the area. Only the sound of crickets filled her pointed ears. 


     Onika let out a happy sigh as she began shedding her clothes. When every piece of fabric was a puddle at her feet, a thrill inducing shiver bolted through her body. Onika ran her hands over her smooth skin. Goosebumps were raised but not from any chill. Her fingers passed over her nipples and they were as hard as stone. Onika’s eyes fell once again on the glass like pool not far from her. 


     “I come for worship, Vala.” Onika whispered as she stepped toward the pool. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     The pool was smooth as a mirror. It reflected the night sky perfectly. The moon was at Onika’s feet with stars twinkling next to it. The shadow elf looked up at the opening in the forest and let out a long deep breath. Her monthly trek brought a calm she never felt in town. This was her place to hide from her troubles and be one with an ancient goddess. 


     Onika dipped a toe in the water and the pool rippled from her touch. Her foot slipped in and then another. With each step, the water rose to her ankles and soon her shins. The elf knelt down and cool water surrounded her thighs, womanhood and ass. She dipped her hands, cupping water and splashing it in her face. The thrill made her heart quicken. She felt at home in the water. 


     With hushed whispers, Onika prayed. Her hands ran down her firm breasts to her stomach. She spoke words to her goddess and let their power wash over her. A heat began to build as the vibration of the words filled her with fire. With eyes closed, her hands dipped below the water line and traced a path to her shaved slit. Energy began to whip around her being. The moon pool glowed a pale white light. The prayer intensified as fingers reached her lips and spread them apart. Onika never stopped speaking as she ran fingers over sensitive pink flesh. When she touched her nub, a shiver filled her. The cool water on her hot flesh only made everything more sensitive. She pressed a finger on her nub as two fingers on her left hand filled her hole. She touched herself and plunged her fingers as deep as they can go. Bliss bloomed in between her legs. She upped the speed, her clit swollen and sensitive. Her prayer shifted from words to moans. Her face pointed skyward. The moon and stars filled her vision until eyes closed and her mouth made a perfect O. She fanned the flames of passion as her body trembled. Her hips making ripples the more intense she moved. Her tits bobbed as louder moans escaped her lips. 


     The fire in Onika was becoming feverish. She bounced and rubbed to a deep rhythm. The buildup was becoming too much. She could contain the fire no longer. An orgasm filled her being. Eyes opened and pleasure flooded her senses. It was relentless as it pushed Onika to rub and rub and rub until she felt raw. When the tide of pleasure began to subside, Onika lowered her whole body into the moon pool save for her head. A long deep sigh escaped her lips as she lazily rubbed her womanhood, her hand and legs moving gently in the water keeping her afloat. 


     “Thank you Vala for showing me the path of love.” 


     “You know if the elders find out you worship Vala, you will be burned at the stake.” 


     Onika closed her eyes and half smiled. “Then you should turn me in. But before I am burned, I will be sure to inform the elders of your insistent need to steal everything not nailed down. I may burn but you will no longer have any hands.” Onika opened one eye and glanced up at a shadow elf sitting on a branch high over her. 


     “I was merely making an observation. Your secrets are safe with me.” The shadow elf smiled. 


     “As is yours with me, dear Tullo.”  


     The shadow elf easily slid off the branch and landed on his feet. Onika noticed he was clad in black leather, two large daggers hung from each hip. His white hair was short and spiky. His smile showed white teeth that practically glowed in the dark. 


     “How long have you watched me?” Onika said running her arms through the moon pool water. 


     “Long enough to feel my own connection to Vala. Maybe I should turn myself in. I have pleasured myself to your image for a long time now. Vala would be proud.” 


     “Your silver tongue could get you in trouble.” 


     “Your fine body could get you in trouble.”  


     Onika slowly sat up, water dripping from her perfect breasts. She faced Tullo and put her arms to the side of the moon pool. Everything felt hazy as Vala’s blessing warmed her heart and thighs. 


     “You decided to show yourself for a reason. Otherwise, you would continue to pleasure yourself to my image. What brings you out of the dark?” 


     Tullo’s smile faded. “I’m leaving.” 


     Onika eyed Tullo for a moment. “When?” 


     “A night or two from now. I wanted to say my goodbyes and give you a present.” 


     “Where will you go?” 


     “The human cities on the crescent ocean hold a lot of treasure. I need to make my fortune and I cannot do it here in Star Fall. When I come back, I will be a rich elf and have anyone I desire.” 


     “I thought you desired only me.” Onika gave a playful wink. 


     “I will always desire you. But you belong to Vala. I have love and respect for one who would follow a banned goddess from a dead religion.” 


     “As long as there is love, Vala will always be there.” 


     “And that is why I must leave. You found your purpose. I need to find mine. But before I go, a present for the most beautiful shadow elf I have ever seen.” Tullo reached into his leather jacket and pulled out a scroll. He knelt down and held it in front of the naked elf. 


     Onika hesitated for a breath before reaching out and taking it. Tullo smiled as she held it to her chest but did not open it. Her eyes almost looked away in shyness but she sat in the pool and eyed the young handsome shadow elf. 


     “May I ask what it is?”  


     “A map to one of Vala’s temples. I decided to try my skills by sneaking into the library. I managed to get into the vault of dark knowledge. Most of the books were uninteresting but there is a whole section dedicated to Vala. I looked through a number of scrolls when I found this one. The temple is not far from Star Fall, a night’s journey. I knew I had to steal it for you.” 


     Onika’s face showed her shock. “If they find out….”  


     “I will keep your secrets if you keep mine.” Tullo leered. 


     Onika stood up in the pool and gracefully stepped onto firm earth. Her arms wrapped around the shadow elf. Tullo hugged her back and smiled as her breasts pressed against his chest.  


     “How can I ever repay you?” 


     “Be happy Onika. Simply be happy. When I return, we can talk about a few ways you can repay me.” 


     Onika leaned forward and pressed her lips to Tullo’s. Her warm moist lips felt like the heavens touching your spirit. Tullo held her shoulders, tongues playfully touching each other. Onika was first to break the kiss. Tullo felt that yearning he always felt when he looked at her. He steadied himself as Onika walked over to her clothes and began dressing. 


     “See me one more time before you leave. Maybe I can repay you before you go.” 


     “It will be my pleasure.” Tullo bowed. 


     *** 


     Onika woke the moment the sun disappeared behind the horizon. Excitement fueled her as she leaped out of bed and began getting dressed. She put on a new set of clothes but she added a leather jacket and a dagger to her belt. The scroll lay on a nearby shelf. Her fingers curled around it and slowly opened it. She studied the location and committed it to memory. The moon pool was her own personnel shrine but to see an actual shrine to Vala was a dream come true. If Vala was indeed visiting her in her dreams then maybe the shrine will build a better connection. The excitement was so intense, Onika wanted to bounce in joy. 


     After a few calming breaths, the shadow elf was down the stairs and at the kitchen table. Senna turned around and nearly dropped a plate of food. Onika grinned with wide eyes. 


     “You are in good spirits. Slept well?” 


     “Best sleep of my life.”  


     Senna placed the plate of food in front of her sister. Onika devoured it in moments. Senna gave a hesitate smile as her sister gobbled down food like wolf after a kill. By the time she sat down to eat her food, Onika was already licking the plate clean. With the plate down, Onika stared at her sister. 


     “I need to leave town for a night.” 


     Senna was silent for a moment. “I was hoping you would be around tonight. The Trader from yester night was coming back with more fruit and books for the town library. The trader talked about bringing other traders so there can be a regular route from the human city of Stone Bridge. The whole town is excited at the possibility of a steady trade route.” 


     Onika smirked at her sister. “I am sure it is very exciting but I cannot put this off. I am sure you will tell me all about it when I return. It will only be for tonight. I should be back before sunrise.”  


     “Please be careful. You know I don’t like it when you leave for long periods.” 


     “I know my dear sister. I wouldn’t do this unless it was important.” 


     Senna looked away. Onika stood up and went to her sister. She touched her arms and beckoned her up. The two sisters hugged each other for a long time, bodies gently rocking to each other. When Onika pulled away, tears streamed down her sister’s cheeks.  


     “Please be careful. You are the only family I have left.” 


     A tear appeared on Onika’s cheek. “The gods themselves could not keep me from you my dear sister.” 


     *** 


     Fireflies dotted the night air. Onika kept a steady pace as the torches of Star Fall faded into the darkness. Onika gently reached out her hand as fireflies danced around her. Some landed on her palm for moments before flying again. Their green little lights were a comfort in the gloom of night. The farther she walked, the more the air glowed with their light. 


     The road turned and twisted. When the shadow elf reached a gnarled tree bent in a weird angle, she knew she was going the right way. She turned left at the tree and headed deep into the forest, leaving the fireflies on the road.  


     The brush was thick for several leagues before an overgrown path appeared under her feet. Onika smiled and pressed on. Wild thoughts whipped around her mind as she walked. What will it look like? Will it still hold Vala’s power? Maybe she will find artifacts for building a small shrine at home? Even though it was dangerous to worship Vala, Onika knew despite the risks this was the most important experience of her life. 


     A fire fly glowed on the path ahead. Onika looked at it and wondered why it glowed blue instead of green? She stepped closer but the insect stayed just out of reach. It hovered for a space of a breath before floating down the path. Onika wondered if this new friend was here to help her. 


     The night wore on. The shadow elf passed small streams and over small hills. The forest was thick and she couldn’t see the sky except for a rare break here and there. When she did, the stars greeted her with their dim light. If she stood still for too long, the blue fire fly would hover around her. With a smile she continued on with her firefly companion. 


     The forest grew thick again and Onika pushed through. Branches reached out and cut her smooth skin. This did not deter the shadow elf. She pushed aside branches and when they would not move, she cut them with her dagger. It seemed like the forest was trying to push her back. Onika was not having any of it as she made short work of anything in her path. With one final branch in her way, she pushed it aside and came into a clearing. Her blue firefly danced in the breeze as Onika’s eyes took in the view before her. 


     Standing a small distance away was a large stone structure covered in overgrown roots. The forest overhead was open to the sky. Moonlight bathed the area in a gentle glow. Shadows played in the light to give the appearance of tentacles moving back and forth over the stone work. A large forbidding entrance lay right in front of the shadow elf. The doors lay on the ground covered in moss and mushrooms. 


     Onika gave thanks to Vala. The blue firefly floated into the darkness of the entrance and bounced downward until it was out of sight. Onika took a deep breath and drew her dagger. The temple had been abandoned for a long time. One always had to be careful of creatures taking residence in ruins. She silently moved forward and began her descent into darkness. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     The stairs were overgrown with roots. In some places it was cracked and falling apart. Onika did her best by testing each step to see if it would hold her weight. Her fire fly companion floated before her helping by lighting up the stairs. Onika’s night vision was good but ineffective in total darkness. She quietly thanked her companion for its assistance. 


     When they reached the bottom, Onika searched the wall. There was an old torch still hanging in a groove. Onika pulled it and laid it on the stone floor. In a small pouch on her hip, she pulled out a flask of oil and sparking stones. She poured a small amount of oil on the torch and clicked the sparking stones over it. Sparks flew and in moments it was lit. 


     Onika lifted the torch and held it before her. A long hall stretched before her. She began walking slowly, taking it all in. Goosebumps appeared on her dark flesh not from cold but from some unknown energy. She continued walking until she reached the end of the hall. Before her stood a statue of a cloaked woman. Part of her face was covered. The exposed half carried a slight smile and a half-closed eye. Behind the statue was a painting of the moon and stars around it. At its base were many small statues. 


     Bubbling excitement filled Onika. She could barely contain herself as she darted around, looking at walls and picking up small statues. Each one was different except they were all male and they all had a grin etched into their faces. Each statue showed a different creature from all across the land of Navarr. Onika spent her time trying to find a small statue of Vala for her home, something to take back.  


     You do not need a statue to follow me little one. 


     Onika was so startled she fell back on her ass and quickly looked around. The hall was dark except for her one lit torch. Even her fire fly companion was gone. 


     “Who’s there?” 


     Do not be frightened child. Open yourself. You will know me. 


     Onika glanced around once more and looked to the statue. “Vala?” 


     At your service, little one. 


     Onika made it back to her feet and knelt before the statue of Vala. “It is I who is at your service. I am mortal and must serve you.” 


     We serve each other. A god cannot exist without their children. And our children cannot exist without their gods. 


     “It pleases me to speak with you but I am at a loss on what to say.” The shock was too much.  


     It is a rare thing for a god or goddess to speak with mortals but we have little time. I have brought you here for a purpose. 


     “I will do as you ask.” Onika could barely believe this was happening. 


     When I finish, you will have the choice. But for now, please sit. 


     Onika sat down and looked to the statue. Fire light flickered around the stone carving. Shadows played with her vision. For a moment, it looked as if the half smile became a half frown. 


     I have very few temples left in this world. There was a time when there was one in every town and city across Navarr. Now a precious few remain. The death rage was sure to finish the last of my light. You see little one, gods and goddesses don’t die. We merely transform into new entities of light and darkness. But with my light fading, I grow weaker every night. 


     Onika tried to take everything in. She remembered from her studies of the “Death Rage”. For a time, the rule of Vala covered the land. It was a golden age of love and cooperation. It would have continued but others grew jealous. That jealousy grew into a rage. Wars began. Nearly every temple was destroyed. Priests and priestesses were burned at the stake. When the war ended, the worshipping of Vala was outlawed and time passed. After nine thousand years all the world had left of Vala were stories and half-truths. 


     “I don’t understand what I can do to help you?”  


     By seeking me out you have already helped me. Your faith has pushed back my transformation a little longer. Long enough to help stop a growing menace. There is a creature who wishes to steal my energy. If it is to accomplish this feat, it will channel my transformation into its self and become a god. I would be no more and it will set the world into spinning chaos.  


     “You need someone with an army, kingdoms with power to help you in your time of need. I only have my sister. I fear I cannot do much my goddess.” 


     No one believes in me any longer. I have become a fairy tale for children. It is not enough. I need a true believer to assist me. 


     Onika could feel the sadness drip from every word. Her heart ached listening to Vala speak with such pain in her voice. The goddess was reaching out and Onika could not help but answer her call.  


     “I will help you, my goddess.” 


     Silence filled the chamber. Onika stared at the statue, waiting. The stale air was still as the shadow elf felt the universe change everything she had ever known. 


     Your trials shall begin my Valanori. 


     Behind Onika was small thud. She turned and noticed a small stone had rolled to a stop. Quickly she drew her dagger and hid in the shadows. She controlled her breathing and her body had become very still. A small light appeared in the stairwell and long shadows bobbed downward. Onika’s red eyes remained motionless as a scaly foot came into view. 


     “I heard something down there. I can smell it too!” came a guttural voice. 


     “You are always hearing something. I told ya there is nuttin down there.” spoke another voice. 


     Onika watched as a muscle-bound creature lumbered into the hall. It was followed by another and then one more after that. Even in the dim light she could make out their green scaled skin. Muscles bulged as one of them held a torch out in front of it. Onika looked over and cursed. Her torch was still burning. 


     “Der must be someone down here. Dar is a torch over there.” 


     One of the other creatures took the lead and sniffed around. “Did one of you lot leave a torch down here? I’m not feeling like chasing ghosts.” 


     “No Tark. We only came down here that one time.” said the third. 


     Onika could see them fully now and she cursed herself again. The tusks from the lower jaw, green scaly skin and a stupid look on their faces only meant one thing, orcs. She tightened her grip around the handle of her dagger.  


     “I can smell it. It smells so good.” said an orc next to Tark. 


       Tark held out his torch. “Come on out! We know you are there. We won’t hurt ya! We had our full of deer!” 


     Onika stayed where she was. She tried to think of a spell to use. Her other hand touched the stone wall. She reached out and felt the mana in the stone. She drew it in and shaped it into a spell that would protect her skin temporarily from damage. With a whisper the spell was cast. She only had one chance at this. 


     Tark drew his sword and eyed the darkness. He huffed and grunted as his beady eyes worked hard to see what was there. The darkness moved and he held his sword in front of him. Something slender moved silently toward him. He let out a fearful grunt as Onika quietly came into view with dagger in hand. Tark was only scared for a moment as he slashed outward with his sword. Onika dodged it and stabbed her hand outward into the flame of his torch. The other orcs stood their ground rooted in shock. Onika touched the flame and drew the fire’s mana into her. She shaped it and was ready. Tark slashed again. Onika moved aside and placed a hand on the orc’s scaly hide. With a word there was a fiery explosion. Tark was thrown through the air and hit the stone wall with a loud thud.  


     Onika turned on the last two who started to move. They drew their swords and rushed her. The shadow elf knocked a sword aside with her dagger but the other one hit her chest. There was a sound of ringing steel. The sword struck her and slid off. The stone spell made her skin tough enough to take a strike but it was used up now. Onika had to keep moving before they landed another blow. 


     The elf spun on her heels and slash outward. Both orcs pulled back. She slipped in between them when they hesitated. They roared as they slashed with their swords. Onika nicked one in the arm and the other in the calf. They grunted but kept moving. With a graceful step, her foot landed on an orc chest and the blow was enough to floor the creature. The other one wrapped its huge arms around her. Onika threw her head back as hard as she could. There was a crunch as she connected with the creature’s nose. It let go and Onika was moving. She made it up one step when something hard hit her on the back of her head. Onika spiraled to the ground in a daze. 


     Everything came in flashes. She could see Tark leering at her. He had a burnt mark on his chest but otherwise looked unharmed. The other orcs were up. Rough hands grabbed her legs. Her body was being dragged. She glanced around and could see she was in the middle of the hall. She tried to move but her body wasn’t responding. 


     “What do we do with her?” said an orc. 


     “I told ya that I wasn’t hungry, at least for meat.” Tark leered back. 


     “I never did an elf before.” said one. 


     “I hear it is as sweet as honey.” said another. 


     “Let’s find out!” Tark bellowed. 


     Onika could feel clothes being ripped and pulled from her body. Her eyes fell on the statue of Vala. She stared as the last of her clothes were pulled from her and her naked body lay before them. 


     You have more power than you know. I will teach but you must open yourself to yourself. 


     Onika slowly sat up and looked at the three orcs towering over her. A heat began to rise in her heart and in her belly. A dream like state fell over the shadow elf as something pushed to the surface of her spirit.  


     “Do you think you three can handle me?” Onika said plainly. 


     Tark grunted. “I expected you to scream but I am sure you will howl the whole time.” 


     Onika gave a hard stare. “I asked you a question. Do you think you can handle me?” 


     Tark glanced away for a second. “No female can handle me!” 


     “Then show me what you have.”  


     Tark gave an indignant huff and dropped his loin cloth. A large green cock dangled in between his thighs like a thick tree branch. It was smooth and veins popped up as she stared at it. It was getting harder the longer she stared. The shadow elf reached out and ran her fingers along the shaft. Her fear faded and pure desire filled her. A wetness dripped in between her thighs as fingers glided the massive cock in her face.  


     Tark stood over Onika. He never had a female take to his member. It was always a fight to hold them down and jam it in. But right here was a shadow elf and she was actively touching it. And it felt good, really good. Her delicate little hands touched the end and lifted the tip up. Tark’s sword was still in his hand and he put it to the side of Onika’s throat. 


     “Try anything funny elf and I will slit that pretty neck of yours.” 


     Onika was silent as she held the tip to her face. With parted lips she kissed the head of the large green cock. Soon her moist lips parted more and the head slipped into her mouth. Onika moaned as the shaft pushed further into her mouth. She shifted her body so she was on her knees. Hands wrapped around the base. She let inch after inch fill her waiting lips. Tark pulled his sword away and threw it aside. His big clumsy hands grabbed Onika’s pointed ears. His hips thrust lightly as he tugged on her ears. Each vein on his hard shaft passed Onika’s full lips. 


     Rough hands came from behind and grabbed her tits. They squeezed and ran clawed fingers over her nipples. The shadow elf could feel one of the other orc’s cocks pressed against her back. She continued to suck on Tark’s member. Soon the hands stopped and she could feel another large cock slide downward in between her ass cheeks. Onika tasted pre come from Tark’s cock and it made the energy in her buck wildly. Urges to drain him filled her body. The orc turned his head upward and moaned. Onika used her tongue to play with the head while her lips sucked on the head. Her hands pumped the shaft and the orc moved to her rhythm. 


     “Move aside! I want a go!” 


     There was some shoving and another set of clawed hands grabbed Onika’s hips. The orc lifted Onika to her knees. With some fumbling, his cock head touched her elven slit. Onika pulled away and gasped at the intensity of the sensation. She had embraced male shadow elves before but the energy coming off the orc cock was too much. She gasped again when the head pushed her pussy lips aside and entered her.  


     Tark grabbed the side of Onika’s face and forced his cock back into her mouth. Onika gave a deep throaty moan as one cock slid in her mouth and another slid into her womanhood. Soon the three of them were in sync as their bodies moved to a heated tempo. The third orc was next to Tark, his cock dangling and staring as Onika took Tark’s cock deep in her mouth. Her hand left the base of the Tark’s cock and wrapped around the third orc’s cock. With moans filling the hall, Onika pleasured all three at once. 


     Wet heat splashed from Onika’s mound. The thick member in here slid back and forth. Its speed quickened with each thrust. Strands of energy flowed through the shadow elf. She could feel the buildup as the orc slammed into her ass. The sound of slapping skin only turned her on more. Then she felt it. As pre come slipped into her slit, a drop of mana came with it. Her pussy hungered for more, muscles squeezed trying to pull more and more energy into her. Through the fog of pleasure, Onika felt the mana entwined with sex. Vala smiled.  


     “ARRrRRRRrGH!” The orc behind Onika grunted. 


     The shadow elf gave a long deep moan as jets of come filled her. Globs of liquid filled her tiny slit and dripped out. Onika pushed back the bliss and let the orc’s mana fill her. With each thrust and every drop of come, Onika felt her power grow. As the mana flowed, the orc whimpered. Finally, its movements became sluggish and its grip on her hips became looser. 


     “Out of the way! It’s my turn!”  The orc with its cock in Onika’s hand broke free. He shoved the dizzy orc away and fell to his knees. A moment later he shoved his massive green cock into Onika’s waiting hole. The hall was filled again of slapping skin as the orc punished her ass with hard thrusts.  


     Onika looked up and watched as Tark stared back. Her lips still firmly planted around his cock. He watched as she bobbed her head up and down on his member while another orc pushed with everything he had into her. 


     “I’m next little elf. I will split you in half.” 


     Tark tried to pull away slightly. Onika held on and sucked on his member harder. She could tell he wanted to come but he was holding back, saving himself for her pussy. Onika took this as a challenge and sucked on his member faster. The orc behind her continued to punish her, she could feel her dark-skinned ass glowing. The orc was becoming frantic as his cock bulged wider. Onika felt her pussy stretched to the limit as wetness and come dripped from her. The smell of sex blanketed the area as the orc pushed and pushed and pushed. 


     Again, another grunt emerged from the orc behind her. His cock was bigger than the last one so when it bulged it caused Onika to pull Tark’s cock from her mouth and scream. Jets of come burst forth filling her again, her screams muffled as Tark shoved his massive head back into her mouth. Her moans were consistent as come and mana flowed into her. The energy swirled around her heart and mind. The spark of power she felt before grew into a flame. 


     The second orc groaned as he slid his massive member in and out. Onika could barely contain herself as bliss roared through her blood. Mana flowed and Onika felt she could manipulate it to whatever she desired. The second orc slipped out of her and fell to the stone floor snoring. Tark growled as his member became as hard as steel. Onika would not be stopped. Her tongue swirled at the head while her lips pressed around the shaft. Tark stopped fighting her and stood as the shadow elf bobbed her head faster and faster. It was too much for the orc warrior as he let out a mighty roar. Jets of come blasted out of his head and filled the elf’s mouth. Onika nearly gagged as rivers of come filled her cheeks and down her throat. She hungrily slurped it down with the mana it came with. Her eyes took on a dim light as they glowed red. The orc held her hair and pushed his cock into the back of her throat. Soon his movements began to slow. As mana filled Onika, she looked up and realized she was not finished. 


     With one quick touch on Tark’s hip, a burst of red energy flowed. The orc looked down and gasped as his cock became rock hard again. 


     “What did you do to me elf?” 


     Onika rose to her feet. “I’m not finished with you.” 


     Tark growled into a roar. His rough hands grabbed the shadow elf’s slender shoulders. He picked her up and rushed her against the hall. Onika’s back slammed into a wall, the orc’s foul breath filling the air around her. He eyed her with contempt. With his fleshy spear poised, he drove it into her quivering flower. Muscles stretched as his member pushed deep. All Onika could do was gasp. His cock fit very snug in her hole and then she moved her hips. The orc’s breathing quickened as she squirmed. This drove Tark mad as he pushed her hard against the wall, his thick spear thrusting in and out. Onika felt a rush of heat, her legs clamping around the brute’s waist. She squeezed with everything she had. Her eyes looked up as a tremendous orgasm filled her body. The energy it created was enough to make her eyes glow a deep seductive red.  


     Before Onika could recover, another orgasm screamed to the surface. Her body trembled as Tark continued to stab her love slit. Soon a chain of orgasms assaulted her senses and the shadow elf was speechless. Her body became a rag doll in the orc’s hands as sweet feelings pushed her mind into another world.  


     The orc grunted as he continued his mission to come. He slammed into the nearly unconscious elf. He never felt so alive in his entire existence. With one final pump, he pulled his cock and showered jets of come all over Onika. White globs splashed on her tits, stomach and down her thighs. It was obscene the amount of white come the creature produced. The energy on her skin was absorbed into her and she barely stood as the orc took steps back on shaky legs. 


     Onika felt power ripple through her as she took tender steps toward the heaving orc. Her eyes were seductive and her smirk sharp. She put her arms around the brute and looked deep into his eyes. Ideas floated through her mind. The power in her cried out to be used. The shadow elf, without blinking, channeled the energy into her voice. 


     “Tark, my love, the two on the ground over there, they will kill you and take me for themselves.” 


     The orc returned the stare. Without a sound, he pulled away from Onika and went to his belt on the ground. He pulled his dagger and quietly walked over to his two companions. They gave lazy gazes as if they just finished a huge meal. One was about to talk when Tark grabbed his head and slit his throat. The other one made a noises as black blood flood from his companion’s neck. Tark reached over and grabbed him by the knot of his black hair. And just as coldly, slit his throat. Both orcs gurgled and twitched until blood pooled around them, then they became very still. 


     Tark walked back to Onika still holding the blood-soaked dagger. “They will not have you. No one will have you. You belong to me.” 


     Onika smiled, her voice smooth as silk. “Give me the dagger.”  


     Tark handed the dagger over without any hesitation. Onika could feel her control over the dumb creature. In her mind, Vala whispered secrets on controlling the mana of sex and passion. 


     “No one can claim a valanori. We belong to the world.” And with that, the shadow elf slashed Tark’s throat. 


     The spell was still in effect. The orc merely gazed as a lover would. Blood streamed down his chest. His body grew heavy and Tark fell to his knees. Onika watched as the orc’s head tilted forward and became very still. She could see the warm light of his life drain away and finally wink out. 


     Onika let the dagger fall from her hand. Her body trembled as her legs gave out and she landed on the stone floor. She hugged her knees to her chest and stared at the three dead orcs in front of her. 


     The trials will test your body and mind. Do you still wish to be my Valanori?” 


     Onika looked over at the statue. “Yes, my goddess.” 


     Go to my statue and touch the eye. 


     Onika stood up and noticed her strength had returned. She strode across the hall to Vala’s statue. She stepped over the small statues and brought herself eye to eye with the stone carving. Her finger touched the eye and it slid in with little resistance. The stone carving shook and turned. Onika stepped back as it turned and revealed an outfit and a small ring on a stone finger. 


     Onika recognized it from books she had gathered for her private collection on Vala. It was a valanori priestess robe. But to call it a robe was much too generous a title. There is only enough fabric from the metal choker and shoulders to drape downward over her breasts. The cloth from the belt flowed just enough to cover her womanhood and the line of her ass. It was a scarlet red. Onika took the outfit and put it on. Most of her skin was exposed and there was only enough fabric to cover her nipples.  


     The glint of the silver ring caught the shadow elf’s eye. She reached down and slipped the ring off the stone finger and onto hers. It fit perfectly on her slender finger, glowing only for a moment. 


     When you leave the temple, my power will grow weaker. The ring will allow me to communicate with you. Even with the ring my power will be limited. Use it only in dire circumstances. 


     “I understand my goddess.” Onika said calmly. 


     Now hurry to Star Fall. Terrible events are taking place. 


       


       


     


  




  

     Four 


     The walk back to Star Fall was a gloomy haze. Onika felt like one of the undead as she put one foot in front of another. She had used some of the mana she stored but not all of it. She could tell her eyes still contained a light reddish glow. Occasionally fear stabbed at her senses and she picked up the pace. Despite trying to move as fast as she could, several hours passed before she made it to town. And when she did, chaos filled the air. 


     Onika walked down main street and she saw shadow elves running, crying and screaming. Several guards lay with bloody wounds. Several homes burned as shadow elves tried to put out the blazes. Onika rushed to her home and let out a soulful cry. The door was shattered to pieces and the top floor was on fire. She rushed in and saw the inside was filling with smoke. 


     “Senna! Senna!” Onika yelled. 


     Aside from the crackling fire, the home was silent. Onika ran from room to room and saw no sign of her sister. Soon the smoke had become too much. She ran down to her father’s study. She opened a hollowed-out book and pulled out a small sack of rubies. Over her father’s mantle was a mounted short sword, the very sword he used when he went into battle. She pulled it off and attached it to her belt. Quickly she darted into the kitchen, grabbing supplies and stuffing them into a pack. With the pack over her shoulder, she ran out the front door as flames came roaring through the home. 


     Tears streaked the dark elf’s cheeks. Flames gutted her home. Soon there was a crashing as the top floor creaked and collapsed, fanning the flames higher. Onika stared as her childhood home became no more. When it had become too much, she fell to her knees and sobbed. 


     “Onika!” 


     Onika turned and noticed Nessa and Tullo running toward her. She made it to her feet and rushed to them. 


     “Where’s Senna? Is she still alive?” Onika shouted. 


     Nessa gave her a sad expression. “The traders, they came in and pretended to be friends. Once they were in the middle of town, they pulled out swords and began cutting everyone down. We tried to fight them back.” 


     “Where’s Senna?” Onika repeated. 


     “They took her. One of them had an amulet. He threw it on the ground. There was a big green flash and they disappeared with Senna.” Tullo finished. 


     “They killed my mother and my father. I have no one.” Nessa sobbed. 


     Onika shut her eyes and closed her hand over the hand with Vala’s ring. “Goddess, is Senna alive?” 


     Yes. 


     “Where is she?” 


     North to the Burning Lands, the great evil has her. 


     “Thank you. May the lover guide my hand.” Onika whispered. 


     Tullo had his arm around Nessa’s shoulder as she wept. Soldiers continued to try and put out fires. The air was thick with black smoke. 


     “Tullo, take care of Nessa, I’m going to get Senna back.” 


     Tullo’s eyes were wide in disbelief. “Not alone you can’t. I will go with you. I was planning to leave anyway and you will need the help.” 


     “This isn’t a discussion.” Onika shot back. 


     “I am coming and you can’t stop me! I am here for you Onika. You and Senna are the closest thing to family I have.” 


     Onika glared at Tullo. When he kept his gaze and didn’t back down, Onika nodded her head in approval. 


     “I’m coming too!” 


     Onika and Tullo looked over at the young dark elf. Tears flowed down her dark skin but her face showed unwavering determination. She pushed Tullo away and stood up to Onika. 


     “I have nothing left here. I will murder those who took my parents!” 


     Onika looked at her and knew she would not change her mind. With the fire burning behind her, she reached over and hugged the two shadow elves. Tears flowed from all three. Onika broke the embrace and looked at her two companions. 


     “Gather what supplies you can. We leave this very night.” 


     Tullo and Nessa nodded in agreement and ran off. Onika turned and stared at the burning remains of her home. The crackling fire reached up, touching the branches of the tall trees. As fire consumed leaves and branches, the sky began to open up. Shafts of moon light fell through the openings in the smoke and burning trees. Onika stared at the moon as it appeared. 


     “I promise Senna, I will save you. I swear it to Vala!” 


     ~Fin~ 
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     One 


     The sun hung low in the sky, its brilliance dimming with the approaching evening. Two cloaked shadow elves walked to the main gate where a pair of guards stared off indifferently. As they approached, a guard yawned, keeping his back against the stone wall. The two elves walked through the open gate without so much as a second glance. The younger one glanced back and let out a sigh of relief when no one looked back.  


     The port town of Black Thorn stretched before Onika and Nessa. To call it a town was being generous. The shadow elves were quick to notice the dilapidated homes, unwashed poor and two dogs fighting over what looked like a human hand. Nessa reached out to touch Onika’s arm. The shadow elf reached over and gave her hand a gentle squeeze.  


     On they walked, keeping their eyes sharp. Onika’s red cloak wrapped around her body as a hood covered her white hair and elven features. Nessa followed in a black cloak. Her bow was strung over her shoulder and chest, with her hand hovering close to a dagger hilt. 


     “Why did Tullo want to meet here? This human city reeks of filth.” Nessa said watching a man argue with another man. 


     “We will need a ship to get across the Crescent Sea. It will take weeks to travel along the coast. It’s three nights by ship.” 


     “I still don’t agree with this plan. We were not meant to be on the ocean.” 


     Onika eyed her young companion. Nessa had spent her whole life in Star Fall. To be this far from home and to be around humans was testing her patience. She clearly distrusted any human since a group of them killed her parents. Onika looked closer and could see the burning scar over her heart. Nessa was still in pain and her spirit sobbed. Onika gave her credit for staying strong despite losing everything. 


     The sun touched the horizon and colors flashed across the sky. Blues turned into yellows and reds. Onika stopped and gazed with unblinking eyes. The sky took her breath away. Light touched roof tops as the sun continued its descent. Shadows grew longer as night slowly swallowed the world. 


     Nessa tugged at Onika’s cloak waking her from her trance. They moved on only glancing back when one of the arguing men pulled out a dagger and stabbed the other in the gut. He screamed as the one with the dagger rifled through his meager clothes taking what he could. The screams were silenced when he finished searching and slit the fallen man’s throat. 


     “We are in a dark place. Stay close.” Onika whispered. 


     The two shadow elves turned down cobbled streets and made their way to the docks. A bent man went about lighting the street lamps. He held a pole with small torch on the end. With practiced movements, he unlatched the metal covering and lit the pool of oil inside. Dark figures emerged from the shadows travelling in different directions. Onika took it in as the evening seemed to bring Black Thorn's citizens out of their homes. The air was alive with activity and a sliver hint of rum. 


     The docks were filled with all manner of ships from galleys to pirate vessels. Men moved to load or unload crates and items. Scantily clad women whistled and laughed along the street, their fingers and eyes beckoning sailors for a good time. 


       “What is that smell? It gets stronger the farther in we walk.” Nessa wrinkled her dark-skinned nose. 


     “Rum.” Onika said plainly. 


     “Rum? How do you know?” 


     “My father would bring some home from his travels. He would even let me have a taste. Once you smell it you never forget.” Onika put her hand on the hilt of her father’s short sword. 


     “It reminds me of moon drink.” 


     Onika smiled. “Rum has more of a kick when compared to moon drink.” She looked up for a moment. “We are here.” 


     Nessa looked up at a swinging sign. It read “Stone Serpent Inn” in common tongue. Below it had a painted serpent coiled around pointed stones with ocean waves in the background. The rest of the place looked weathered and decaying.  


     “This is the place?” Nessa frowned. 


     “Be mindful. We don’t need to cause a stir.” Onika turned the knob and stepped inside. 


     The main room was dotted with a few tables. A bar lined against a wall. The lighting was dim and the place smelled of sea water. Wood creaked with every step from the two shadow elves. Patrons looked up from their mugs and stared at the newcomers with bleary eyes and angry expressions. Nessa tried not to look but found herself taking glances. One old man glared at the elf and gave a toothless smile. Nessa was quick to turn away. Onika approached the bar and a woman shaped like a small bear and just as hairy greeted her. 


     “What can I do for you, Red?” 


     “We need food and lodgings for the night.” Onika smiled. 


     The hairy woman peered under Onika’s hood and spit. “Shadow elf, eh? You should wear a black cloak instead of that red one. You stick out like a pair of tits on a bull. I have some cloaks I can sell you. I can give you a good price since you’re not from around here.” 


     “A room and food for the night will suffice.” Onika said politely. 


     “Most of my rooms are booked. I have only one left but it’s expensive. It has only one bed but it should be big enough for the two of you.” 


     Onika put three small rubies on the counter. The bear woman’s eyes widened. Her hand reached over and snapped up all three in one swipe. Her face broke into a dirty grin. 


     “My name is Bertha. The room is upstairs and down the hall. I will get the cook to serve some of the finest meat in Black Thorn. Have a seat in the corner and I will get you set up.” 


     “Make sure there is a flagon of rum.” Nessa added. 


     Onika gave a startled look but Bertha smiled. “Sure thing elfling, anything you ladies need, just ask me.” 


     Bertha went to a door by the bar, opened it and screamed at the cook. Onika and Nessa made their way to the corner table and sat down. Bertha appeared with a flagon and two large cups. She placed them on the table and walked away. Nessa reached out and poured into the two cups. Onika gave a knowing smirk as they raised their drinks, held them out and put them to their lips. Onika took a sip while Nessa took a gulp. Onika watched as Nessa’s eyes went wide and she coughed like she was drowning.  


     “Better than moon drink?” Onika took another sip. 


     Even with her dark skin, Nessa’s cheeks glowed. She took another gulp and had a second round of coughing.  


     “Much better than moon drink” the elf managed through tearful eyes. 


     The two shadow elves held up their cups and took another swig. 


     *** 


     Onika helped Nessa up the stairs. The meal was a little over cooked but the rum seemed to help keep it down. Bertha had been sure to check on them with every annoying chance she had. Nessa ended up drinking more than half of the flagon which in turn caused her to talk more than Onika has even known her to talk. Onika had to fight back the laughter as Nessa slurred her speech and talked about how much better rum was to moon drink. 


     The two elves made their way down the hall to the last door. The door swung open and they stumbled inside. Onika helped Nessa to the large bed. The young elf fell on her stomach and buried her face into the furs. Onika shut the door and closed the latch. In a blink of an eye, Nessa was stretched out across the bed sideways, her cloak wrapped around her like a blanket. 


     The shadow elf removed her cloak and hung it on a peg by the door. With a turn, her hands moved to her hair tie. A simple motion and her white hair fell past her shoulders. After a long journey, spending the night in an actual inn would soothe away all the aches and pains. Onika undid the top latch to her metal shoulder armor. She placed it on a small dresser and then undid the top of her barely covering priestess top. As the fabric fell to her waist, she went to her belt when she noticed eyes on her. 


     “You are beautiful.” Nessa said as she stared from the bed. 


     “Thank you. I take that as a generous compliment.” Onika smiled. 


     Nessa was quiet as Onika removed the rest of her Valanori garb. Her eyes travelled up and down the shadow elf’s near perfect body. Onika walked to the edge of the bed and sat down. 


     “Are you going to sleep in your travelling clothes?” 


     Nessa clumsily undid her cloak and tried to work the straps of her leather jacket. Onika reached over and helped her. As she undressed the young elf, her eyes pierced her mortal shell. A dark worm of hate crawled around the young elf’s heart. It burned and scarred her fragile spirit. Nessa’s spirit wept as the hate slowly ate away at her youth. Nessa was soon only in her small clothes. 


     “Do you want to talk about it?” Onika said softly.  


     Nessa rolled over and sat up. “Talking doesn’t help.” Her eyes looked down at nothing. 


     “If you open your heart to Vala, it can help with the pain.” 


     Nessa looked away. “I know you are a valanori now but I don’t know how a dying goddess will help me with the death of my parents.” 


     Onika crawled into bed sat next to Nessa. “If you let me, I can help with the pain.” 


     Nessa looked into Onika’s eyes. “You are already doing too much. You take care of me and look out for me. I have learned so much as we travelled together. I could never ask for anything more. Even when we save Senna, I will always be indebted to you.” 


     Onika touched Nessa’s pointed ear. “I thank you for helping me to save Senna but your pain needs attention. I cannot cure it but I can ease it so it takes less of a toll on you.” 


     Nessa remained quiet for moments. Just as Onika was pulling her hand from her ear, Nessa gave the barest nod. Onika let her hand drop to the young elf’s shoulder and ran a finger down her arm. With liquid motion, Onika touched her lips to Nessa’s. The young shadow elf could feel her eye brows move up. Warm breath mingled as Onika pulled her lips away and dark delicate hands touched her thighs. 


     “Onika, I have never been….” Onika kissed the young elf again. 


     Vala whispered into Onika’s mind as her hands moved gracefully over Nessa’s dark skin. A finger curled around Nessa’s top while another untied from behind. Fabric fell away exposing Nessa’s small perky breasts. Her dark nipples pointed despite the growing heat between them. The young shadow elf tried to pull away but she was snared by Onika’s power. Her mouth let out a deep sigh. Onika pressed her lips to the elf’s tender neck. Mana sparked and glowed as Onika explored with her mouth. 


     The valanori touched with her hands and lips. Her movements went beyond desire. She was searching for her mana points so she could harness its collective power. Knowledge from Vala poured into Onika as she used her new skills to heal. She removed the last of Nessa’s small clothes and laid her down on the bed. Her body was young and nubile. In between her legs was a small slit covered in a small amount of white hair. Running her hand along the young elf’s inner thigh made her gasp in pleasure. When she touched her mound, mana and wetness covered her fingers. 


     Heat spread like dragon wings around the two elves. Nessa closed her eyes as her heart beat quickened. Onika pulled on mana strings throughout Nessa’s body. Her mouth found a nipple and she drew in Nessa’s sexual energy. A finger touched her clit and red mana flowed like a river. Nessa writhed in pleasure as Onika drew in her mana. Wet fingers played with her quivering lips. Her tongue slowly traced along Nessa’s tiny nipples, red energy arcing into her mouth. Onika could feel her own nipples harden in response. A growing heat bloomed inside her and it ached for Nessa’s mana. 


     With small motions, Onika drew Nessa close. Their bodies touched and energy spiked. Onika pressed her nipples against Nessa’s. Her fingers pressed from her clit to her slit. One finger slid in and Nessa moaned in delight. 


     “You feel so good mistress. Please mistress, don’t stop.” Nessa moaned. 


     The shadow elf slid her finger in and out while her thumb pressed on her clit. The young elf’s thighs shuddered. A river of mana poured out and was sucked up into Onika’s hand. The valanori quickened the tempo. Nessa’s moans grew louder. More mana poured out of the elf. Onika felt her own body responding. An orgasm started to build and she felt it was directly connected to Nessa’s orgasm. The young elf reached out and grabbed Onika’s wrist. She tried to slow it down as her moans and cries filled the room. Onika deftly grabbed Nessa’s wrists, interlocking them in one hand and held it over her head against the bed. Nessa struggled but Onika overpowered her. Her body bucked as Onika resumed her pace on the young elf’s wet slit. 


     The room became hazy. Onika and Nessa moaned. The young shadow elf’s eyes rolled into the back of her head, only the sound of heavy breathing could be heard. The valanori could feel a dam begin to crack. She whipped out her mana and slashed across the dam. It exploded and both shadow elves let out cries of bliss. Their bodies moved without their consent as wave after wave pulsed through them. Mana raged like a river and Onika absorbed the current. Nessa continued to moan as another orgasm gushed forth. Onika could feel her own touch driving the onslaught of pleasure. To be a valanori was to know you had the ability to drown another in pleasure. 


     Onika took her wet hand and placed it in between Nessa’s perky tits. She moved it slightly so she could feel Nessa’s heartbeat. Her eyes glowed as she took the mana she absorbed and drove it into Nessa’s heart. The heat and energy blazed through her shell and struck her heart with healing energy. The black sliver of hate took the brunt of the spell. It writhed in pain and kept its hooks in place. Its body began to shrivel and bend. Onika knew Nessa’s hate was strong yet she continued pumping all her love and power into her companion. 


     The worm of hate grew smaller and smaller. Soon it became the thickness of a hair. Onika felt the last of her mana drain away. With one last cry, she pulled away and fell back on the bed. The pleasure had turned to pain. The valanori took deep breaths as she tried to regain her composure. Coolness flowed over her body as she turned her head to Nessa. The young elf had fallen asleep, her body laid out and prone. Onika crawled over, pulling furs over them. Her eyes stared deep into her companion. The worm of hate was a thin shell of what it was. What normally would have taken years to wear down, Onika did in moments. Nessa will always feel a deep pain for the loss of her parents but now it won’t be all consuming.  


     Onika thanked Vala and hugged the young shadow elf close. “Sleep well. Tomorrow, we strike out for the Burning Lands. May Vala guide us.” 


     


  




  

     Two 


     A figure moved stealthy down the dark hall. Each foot moved with practiced grace until they stood at the last door. Fingers reached out and tried the knob but it was securely locked. The figure smiled as they pulled out a lock pick. In two motions, the door made a metal click. The door slowly opened and a foot stepped into the room. There was rustle of leather and a thud of metal on wood by the figure's head. 


     Tullo looked over and saw the throwing dagger inches away from his eyes. His teeth glowed white in the dark as he turned to see Nessa sitting up in bed. She clutched a blanket to her naked flesh with one hand and her other hand held another throwing dagger. Her eyes burned with annoyance but she still kept her dagger ready. 


     “You should have knocked.” Nessa said. 


     Tullo gave a knowing smirk as he closed the door behind him. “And let anyone listening know I am here, no thank you. You two are already the talk of the town.” 


     “What do you mean?” Nessa whispered as she put the dagger down and covered up Onika. The shadow elf slept like the dead. 


     “Word is two hot shadow elves are in town and carrying around a kingdom’s worth of rubies.” Tullo moved to their packs, picked them up and put them on the bed. 


     The rustling woke Onika. Her smooth arms rose up as she stretched like a feline from a nap. Her eyes fluttered open to Tullo’s smiling face. She smiled back and moved to lie on her side. 


     “Tullo my dear, come to bed with us. It’s still several hours to morning.” 


     Tullo eyed Onika and then looked to Nessa. “Why does she sound drunk? I thought you both would be awake considering this is our natural time to be awake?” 


     Nessa glanced away. “It was an exciting evening. We were both tired from travelling.” 


     “Well get dressed, we need to get to pier 8. I talked us into an introduction to a captain who will take us north to the Burning Lands. We better get there before sunrise. He was very specific that he doesn’t like his time wasted.” 


     “We are leaving today?” Nessa grabbed her small clothes and began putting them on. 


     Tullo’s eyes wandered from Nessa to Onika. The shadow elf heard everything that was said but her movements were slow and clumsy. She reached for her valanori garb but was slow to put it on. Her breasts bounced with each movement and Tullo stood like an elf entranced. Nessa looked over and frowned. 


     “Tullo!” Nessa yelled. 


     He turned away almost confused. “Sorry. Yes, we are leaving today. If we stay here any longer then we might not make it out.” 


     “What does that mean?” Nessa put on her leather jacket and picked up her bow. 


     “Word of you two has already spread. There are rumors that you are to be detained or captured. I’m not sure. It depends on who is looking for us.” Tullo turned once again to Onika. “Are you alright?” 


     Onika finished putting on her priestess garment and wrapped her red cloak around her shoulders. “Yes, I’m fine, it’s a blessing from Vala for performing a good deed. She fills you with bliss for a short time. I am getting used to it.” 


     “I hope so. I heard the captain isn’t too impressed with rubies. I’m hoping your charm can win him over. Are we ready?” 


     Onika finished putting her leather belt on with a short sword hanging from her hip. Nessa pulled her pack over her shoulder, walked over and pulled the throwing dagger from the door frame. With that, they nodded and all three left the room silently. 


     The trip to the dock was quiet. Not a soul walked the streets as the shadow elves moved in a hurried pace. Onika felt the bliss slide away as she walked. Soon she was in full control of her senses and taking in the early morning twilight. The air was still with the occasional creaking of ships bobbing in the water. 


     The three soon made it to pier 8. At the end stood a giant of a human dressed only in leggings, boots and a cutlass on his hip. His body was covered in scars and tattoos. He held out his hand when they were within ten feet of him. 


     “None shall pass. We have the pier until sunrise.” Said the giant dark-skinned man. 


     “We are here to see Captain Relis of the Banshee. We have an appointment.” 


     The giant eyed them for a moment. “The captain is very busy. It may be difficult to pull him away from his duties.” 


     Tullo spit. “I’m not paying you. I already paid one of your cohorts. Get us captain Relis!” 


     The giant gave a smug smile. “You see the captain when you pay to see the captain, not a moment sooner.” 


     Onika stepped forward and let her cloak spill open. The giant’s eyes fell on her curves immediately. He couldn’t keep them off her warm luscious cleavage. He stood with his arms crossed but Onika could see his leggings growing a little tighter. 


     “We need to see the captain. Please bring us to him and I will reward you with a kiss.” Onika’s hand touched his muscled arm. 


     The giant’s eyes softened. “Right this way my lady.”   


     The giant man led the shadow elves down the pier to the gang plank. A man with blonde dreadlocks and bandana was directing men. His voice was hard as he yelled at men to pick up the speed. There were only a few crates on the dock but the men moved like their lives depended on it. 


     “Captain Relis!” Tullo said eagerly. 


     Captain Relis turned around. Onika’s eyes drank in the captain’s appearance. He wore a loose white shirt with thin leather straps crossing his chest. His bandana was black and dreadlocks framed his face. His eyes were a piercing blue. He wore a well-kept thin mustache and small goatish beard. His cheek bones were high and skin a dark tan. From his belt hung a cutlass and tucked into the waist band was a strange tube connected to a wooden handle. His boots were black, made from supple leather. Onika never saw such a beautiful human before. 


     “Kregar, I said no visitors!” 


     “Captain, I couldn’t say no to them. They needed to speak with you.” 


     Captain Relis locked eyes on Tullo and his hand went to his cutlass hilt. “What did you do to him? If you used some shadow elf black magic, they will be pulling your bodies from the water in an hour!” 


     Onika stepped forward. “My apologies Captain, we knew time was off the essence and we had to meet you. My name is Onika Red Leaf. This is Tullo Night Spear and Nessa Opal. We need a ship to cross the Crescent Sea. My companion informed me you would be the person we needed to speak with.” 


     The captain eyed Onika for a moment. “Aye, I heard about your request from one of my men, something about going to the Burning Lands. Sorry to disappoint but we are not going there. The port town of Verness burnt to the ground several weeks ago. Nobody travels to the top of the Crescent Sea anymore.” 


     “Your man said you still travel there.” Tullo said with an edge to his voice. 


     “Aye, did he now? Did he tell you that before you paid him? Old Jabber will sing you a sweet tune for a single ruby if you’re gullible enough to hand it over. Next time boy, pay half first and the rest upon delivery.” 


     Tullo looked away disgusted. Onika gave a disarming smile.  


     “Please Captain, we have few options. Can we still book passage to the top of the Crescent? We don’t have to go to the port town but anywhere along the beach will be fine. I have enough to make the trip worth it.” 


     “As much as I would hate to turn down a beautiful creature like yourself, the answer is no. Imperial soldiers are on their way from the capital. It’s not worth the rubies.” 


     “Imperial soldiers! Are they after us?” Nessa looked to Onika. 


     Relis fingered his hilt. “Aye, news of you shadow elves have been circulating for a few days now. It seems that someone at the capital wants to speak with you. I would hand you over but I have a schedule to keep.” 


     “Captain, please let us book passage.” Onika said with a pleading edge. 


     “My answer is still no.” 


     Onika opened her senses. Captain Relis’s spirit glowed like the sun. She could feel he was a good man. Something was keeping him from accepting their offer. Onika’s eyes fell onto his heart and it beat covered in scars. A worm of pain wrapped around it. He had carried it for a long time for it was fat and deeply entwined to his spirit. She pushed through and touched his mind. An image floated past and Onika felt a tear roll down her cheek. 


     “I can help you with your pain.” Onika said wiping the tear away. 


     Captain Relis turned his head to the shadow elf. “What are you talking about?” He growled. 


     “You lost someone dear to you. I can help.” 


     “You best be on your way, elf! Before I cut off that tongue of yours.” 


     “I know the pain keeps you up at night. It eats away at you every time you have a quiet moment. Let us book passage with you and not only will we pay you for the trip, I will heal you of your pain.” 


     Relis griped his cutlass. “Watch yourself! Are you a witch? Many healers have made that claim and none have come through. I have half a mind to cut you down for such a boast.” 


     Onika was calm as a summer pond. “No boast Captain. I am a valanori of Vala. She will guide me to end your pain.” 


     Relis gave a sarcastic laugh. “Vala? No one worships her anymore. She is a myth written from a lie. There was no great peace or loving world ten thousand years ago. That was written to cow the world into submission.” 


     “Vala is real just like the other gods. Take us as passengers and I will show you, her power. Please Captain.” 


     The sky began to brighten. The sun was beginning its ascent, pushing away the last tendrils of night. The air was broken by the sounds of horns. At first there was one but then they were soon followed by two, then three. The town of Black Thorn was soon alive with the sounds of horns. 


     “What’s happening? Nessa said she unhooked her bow from her shoulder. 


     Relis looked to the town. “It seems the imperials are here. You’re out of time shadow elf.” 


     “Not if you take us and we leave now. I will make good on my promise.” Onika said matter of fact. 


     Captain Relis looked into her deep red eyes. He growled in frustration. “Alright men, we are taking on passengers! Look lively, we are leaving now!” 


     The crew scrambled onboard. The captain pointed to the gang plank. Onika wrapped an arm around Nessa as they made their way up with Tullo close behind. The horns continued as the crew moved on deck. To the shadow elves, it looked like controlled chaos. The sails came down. Men pulled ropes and tied crates down. Several men rotated a switch to bring the anchor up. The captain climbed some stairs and went to the wheel. Others went to the side and cast off the lines. The ship bobbed for moments until the sails caught the wind. The ship lurched and Nessa fell on her rump. They were moving as Onika and Tullo helped Nessa back to her feet. 


       The sun peered from the horizon. Rays of light caused night to retreat and a yellow glow filled the sky. Onika went to the edge of the deck and looked out as clouds dotted the brightening skyline. The horns could still be heard as the ship drifted away. A moment later they stopped. 


     Onika craned her neck out and stared at the docks. Captain Relis directed one of his men to take the wheel. He pulled out a spy glass and surveyed the town. The wind picked up and they drifted further out. The crew gave each other nervous glances. The captain remained steady as he watched the docks. 


     From the streets, a column of soldiers appeared. They moved with military precision to the pier and stopped. From the side, three figures cloaked in white made their way in front of the soldiers. Onika could barely make out white leather armor under their cloaks. Hoods and masks covered their heads. She made her way up the small stairs and stood next to Captain Relis. He put his spy glass away and spit over the side. 


     “Those are imperial soldiers.” Onika said with a slender hand on the hilt of her short sword. 


     “The white cloaks are clerics of Drogoss. They are either after me or most likely after you.”  


     Onika studied Relis’s blue eyes. “What are your intentions, Captain?”  


     Relis gave a knowing smirk. “I accepted the contract. You are under my protection. Don’t worry dark beauty, they are not boarding this ship.” Relis turned to one of the crew. “Arm one of the rear cannons and retrieve my rifle.” 


     A man scurried off. Onika turned her gaze to the docks. The soldiers stood unmoving as did the clerics. Relis put out his hand and a crew member ran up and placed a long cylinder connected to a wood piece in the captain’s hand. Onika noticed it was a longer version of the item in his belt. 


     “What are you doing, Captain?” Onika felt nervous energy all around her except from Relis. 


     “Slowing them down.” 


     As soon as the captain finished speaking, a cleric burst forward running down the rest of the dock. With a leap, the clerics hit the water and continued running across it! Onika watched with fascination as the cleric pumped his legs, running with all his might and stepping across the ocean surface like inch deep snow. 


     “Call your young elfling up here. I will need her assistance.” Relis said as he hoisted up his rifle and pointed it at the running cleric. 


     Onika beckoned Nessa. The young shadow elf made her way up the stairs and stood by Captain Relis’s side. The cleric was getting closer and closer. He would be on them in moments. 


     “Are you any good with that bow?” 


     “The best.” Nessa scowled. 


     “Nock your bow and don’t fire until I give the command.” 


     Nessa made an expression in protest but Onika shook her head slightly. She then pulled her bow over her head and notched an arrow. The Banshee was moving steady through the water and picking up speed. But the cleric was proving to be faster. Relis stared down his rifle. 


     “Fire!” The captain shouted. 


     There was a sizzle and a mighty “BOOM!” Onika opened her senses and she could see time slow down. The cannon ball streaked through the air, bending it. The cleric did not slow down as it raced toward him. Almost like a dancer, he jumped and twisted in the air. The cannonball passed alongside the cleric in slow motion, his body mere inches away. Even his cloak flapped just as it was about to touch it. 


     Captain Relis aimed his rifle and fired. Moments ticked away and he shouted “Loose!” 


     Nessa released the bow string. The cleric’s body was still twisting in midair. Onika could see the tiny ball of metal streak toward the cleric. It was like a tiny cannon ball but she knew it was lethal if it made contact. The cleric’s hands glowed white as he reached forward and covered his face with his hand, palm out. The little metal ball struck his palm. There was a quick flash and the metal ball bounced away. Onika watched mesmerized on the graceful arc of the cleric’s body, the complete control of his movements. After his body finished turning, he was falling feet first for the water. Before his white boots touched the wavy ocean surface, Nessa’s arrow was aiming for his heart. In a split moment, his hand curled around the arrow and stopped it. Onika could see his momentum was disturbed and his aura shifted. Too many actions were taking place in a short span of time. The white cloaked cleric hit the water and sank down with a splash. 


     The crew cheered. Relis lowered the rifle and handed it to one of his crew. Nessa stared in disbelief. The Banshee’s speed increased when a sudden gust of wind filled its sails. The cleric of Drogoss treaded water, staring in their direction for moments before turning and swimming back to the docks. 


     “How did you know that would stop him?” Nessa said as she put her bow over her shoulder. 


     Relis smirked. “One thing I know about magic users, all those fancy tricks use up a lot of energy. More energy than they are getting back. Sometimes you have to keep hitting them until they falter.” 


     Onika smiled. “Impressive Captain.” 


      “Don’t kiss me yet. It will be a long three days before we reach the top of the crescent. I will have the crew prepare your quarters. When you are settled, we will dine in my quarters this evening.” 


     Relis turned to the crew. “Well, what are you gawking at! To your stations!” 


     As the crew moved with a purpose, Onika looked back at Black Thorn. The coastal town became smaller and smaller as the morning wore on. Her mind drifted in a sea of questions. Why would the followers of Drogoss chase after them? Has her presence caused this turn of events? What will be waiting for them when they reach the Burning Lands? Is Senna, okay? Will they be strong enough to take on this great evil poised to steal Vala’s power? 


     Onika felt dizzy as her mind stormed with more questions. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes. Her mind quieted and she took in another long breath.  


     “Vala, are we on the right path?” Onika whispered. 


     A gentle breeze caressed the shadow elf’s neck. Onika opened her eyes and smiled. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     The ship gently rocked back and forth. Onika had to hold onto the wooden walls as she made her way down a short corridor. She had never been on the ocean and the constant bobbing took a little getting used to. The day at sea was a wondrous experience none the less. The feel of the sea spray on her face, the crashing of waves, it was exhilarating. Tullo on the other hand was not fairing so well. He found himself sick and hanging his head over the side of the ship. Nessa seemed to take to the ocean better than she thought. Her hand patted Tullo’s back every time he heaved but otherwise suffering from no ill effects. 


     Onika continued to step lightly toward the big oak door. When she reached the handle, it turned easily in her hand. She cracked it and looked in. Captain Relis was studying a scroll. Without looking up, his hand went up and beckoned Onika inside. With fluid grace she stepped in and closed the door behind her. 


     The captain’s quarters were quite lavish. Lanterns hung from the ceiling over a big sturdy table. The table its self was covered with dishes of finely cooked meat and an assortment of fruits, cheeses and breads. Behind the captain was a large bed covered in furs and silk pillows. Next to it was a desk with scrolls piled about. 


     “Please have a seat. Enjoy the feast.” The captain said as he put the scroll away.  


     “Thank you.” Onika said as she sat down and began picking at the fruit. 


     “Are your companions well?” 


     “They are faring well. Our kind are not used to being on oceans.” Onika smiled. 


      “Aye, such a strange thing, as the legends have it all elven kind came from the seas. I’m sure the merfolk would welcome you back.” Relis gave a half smile. 


     Onika put the strawberry in her hand down on her plate. “I know this situation is not the most ideal, Captain, but you will be rewarded for your efforts.” 


     Relis looked to the stain glass window of his quarters. “You would be right about that. This little quest is taking me off course for a few days. I am half a mind of dropping you at the closest port and being on my way.” 


     “You could do that.” Onika tried to remain diplomatic but even she grew annoyed at the captain’s rudeness. 


     Relis looked over the shadow elf and gave a hearty smile. He stood up and went to a small cabinet, pulled a bottle of wine and two glasses. He poured red wine into both and handed one to Onika. She took it graciously but did not drink. 


     “You are calmer than the sea at midnight. Please drink and enjoy your time here. I accepted the contract and we will take you to the top of the crescent. Then you and your companions can be on your merry way.” 


     “Thank you, Captain.” Onika took a sip while the captain took a gulp. 


     “Please eat your fill. I was just going over some reports and maps. They are a bit dated but I should let you know how much trouble you are in for toward the north.” 


     “I am aware of the risks.” 


     Relis widened an eye. “Do you? The Burning Lands are covered in orcs and blood drinkers. More people are moving away from those lands and heading for south. Why do three shadow elves want to go toward the danger?” 


     Onika held her glass for a moment. “It’s personal.” 


     “Aye, I can see that. Normally I would respect your need for discretion but as you witnessed at the docks, myself and my crew are now directly involved.” 


     “I don’t know why the clerics were there.” 


     Relis put his glass on the table. “Yes, you do. A priestess of Vala shows up and the imperial city sends three clerics and a small army to Black Thorn. I have my past but I doubt they were coming for me.” 


     “Why would they come for you, Captain?” 


     Relis took a gulp of wine and put the empty glass down. “I killed a cleric. Now before you start asking all those annoying questions, he had it coming. You said I have trouble with sleeping and pain, well that is because one of those damn clerics killed my wife.” 


     Onika was silent. Her eyes drifted downward. “I am sorry for your loss.” 


     Relis filled his glass. “I thought you should know since you seemed ready to ease my pain. Something drink, fighting and murder cannot seem to slack.” 


     Onika’s gaze met the captain’s eyes. “I can help you. I can ease the pain.”  


     “Aye and that is the only reason you are here and not in imperial hands.” The captain took a gulp and was silent for a moment. “I have searched Navarr looking for a witch, mage or healer with this pain. I have taken potions and let mages weave spells to my body with piss poor results. It eats away at me with every waking moment. The cleric I killed didn’t help. Nothing has worked to ease this burden.” 


     Onika could feel his desperation. It radiated from him like a damaged pulse. His movements and speech indicated this was the hardest thing he could ever do, telling her what the pain has done to him. The shadow elf wanted to reach out and soothe the pain away. Wrap it up and toss it into the ocean where it would sink like a stone. 


     Relis noticed Onika was staring at him, her eyes filled with worry. His body language changed as he sat up and speared a piece of meat with a fork. “Don’t mind my talk. Please, eat. We have two more days at sea and I’m sure we can find the time to discuss how a priestess of Vala will help with my burdens.”  


     The last sentence came off sarcastic but Onika remained quiet. She reached for a strawberry and bit into it. 


     *** 


     The wine made Onika’s head spin. She never had so much in one sitting. She walked down a short corridor and out onto the main deck. The cool night air flowed over her body as she stepped to the edge to collect her thoughts. The sky was clear and the stars sparkled. Onika’s red eyes took it in. She had never seen so many stars in her life. It was truly an awe-inspiring sight. 


     Waves crashed against the ship’s hull. The shadow elf’s gaze lingered high up before her sights fell to the water. The ocean was black as pitch with white foam appearing from small cresting waves. She inhaled the smell of sea spray and let out a deep relaxing breath.  


     Something moved in the water. Onika felt her mind clear as she tried to focus. There was something in the water but she couldn’t quite make it out. It moved along the ship and was getting closer to the hull. She leaned over for a better look. The waves crested up slightly and a face appeared. 


     Onika gasped. Her sister Senna was staring straight at her. Onika was frozen as her sister’s hands grabbed the side of the ship and held on.  


     “Please sister, save me!” Senna cried. 


     Onika looked for a rope or something to throw down to her. Then she stopped herself and looked again overboard. Senna still held onto the side of the ship and looked up with pleading eyes. Onika pushed away the wine fog. Why was her sister in the middle of the ocean?  


     “Throw me a rope!” Senna called out. 


     Onika bit her lip. “You are not my sister.” She whispered. 


     Senna’s face melted from helplessness and twisted into rage. “You don’t want to help your loving sister? You are a cruel creature.” Then Senna laughed. 


     Onika remained frozen as the thing that looked like her sister continued. “My master sends his regards and an invitation. Your sister will continue to warm his bed until you arrive but you should hurry. We doubt her body will be able to handle much more. We would hate for her to pass on before you two are reunited.” 


     Anger bubbled up in Onika as her frozen expression turned to a hateful stare. “You tell your master I am coming for her and if she is harmed, he will not survive the encounter. Tell him every word!” 


     The thing on the side of the ship leered. “Xoll will be expecting you, should you survive tomorrow night. Sleep well Valanori.” And with that, the thing let go and sunk below the waves. 


     Onika stared into the black water, her mind a storm of worry and anxiety. Something masquerading as her sister made the trip just to give a terrible message. The weight of rescuing Senna just became heavier in her mind. 


     The shadow elf backed away from the edge of the deck and headed inside. After a few turns, she was standing in front of the door to her quarters. The ship gently rocked as she opened the door and stepped inside. Her eyes fell on her bed. Nessa was sound asleep. Her upper body exposed with a fur blanket covering her lower half. Onika would have smiled but thoughts of her sister helpless dragged her spirit down. The shadow elf paced in her room, trying to figure out what her next move was. 


     “Vala, what should I do?” Onika whispered. 


     Patience my Valanori, time will reveal the tools you will need. 


     “What if I am out of time?”  


     “Who are you talking to, Mistress?” Came a sleepy voice from the bed. 


     Onika turned to see Nessa sitting up and rubbing her eyes, perky breasts bouncing to her movements. The Valanori moved across the small room and sat on the edge of the bed. Nessa laid her head on Onika’s lap. 


     “I feel I may have put us all in great danger.” Onika said smoothing the young shadow elf’s white hair. 


     “We know the risks, Mistress. I have faith in you.” 


     Onika’s hands trembled a little. Tears welled up and she looked away. Nessa took Onika’s hand and held it to her chest. There was a long silence. Onika blinked and a single tear rolled down her cheek. From her lap, Nessa buried her face in her mistress’s stomach, taking in her scent. 


     “You have done so much for us. For me. Let me help you with your pain.” 


     Onika looked down and Nessa gave a slight smile. The young shadow elf moved her hand and unhooked some of the fabric to Onika’s Valanori garment. There wasn’t much covering the shadow elf so it was easy to pull it aside and see her dark mound. Onika stared as Nessa’s tongue reached out and licked her thin slit. Soon it wiggled up and down until it fell on her nub. The end traced and circled her clit. Nessa tasted Onika’s growing wetness. The Valanori shuddered as Nessa’s wet tongue passed over her clit. Warm thoughts filled her as her body grew warmer. Onika felt she needed to heal others and it never occurred to her that others would want to help her, heal her. 


     “Thank you, Nessa. Thank you Vala.” Onika whispered as her hips moved to a steady rhythm. 


     Like a hungry animal, Nessa buried her face deeper into Onika’s pussy. The shadow elf leaned her head back and let her mouth open with a moan. Soon though the position grew frustrating. Onika broke the small embrace and stood. Nessa watched as her companion and mistress shed her priestess garment and let it puddle to the floor. Nessa moved aside as Onika lay with her, their bodies touching. Nessa crawled down Onika’s toned dark body and resumed her place, her mouth on her mistress’s sweet slit. Onika shudder again and her body grew hot. Pulses of heat radiated from in between her hips as the young shadow elf licked her nub. Soon her tongue penetrated her lips and licked deeply inside.  


     Onika’s breathing quickened as her hand held Nessa’s head in between her thighs. Nessa wiggled her face into Onika’s mound. Onika let out a gasp as a finger pushed inside and then another. Anxiety and worry melted away as a growing orgasm climbed to the surface. Onika smiled and bit her lip when she thought how quick of a learner Nessa was. Nessa continued to lick and play. Onika’s moans grew louder and louder. 


     A hand reached up and grabbed one of Onika’s firm tits. The valanori moaned louder. Fingers pinched her nipple and they stood to attention. Nessa lashed her tongue out across her nub with almost practiced precision. As the tempo increased, Onika’s breathing quickened. Time seemed to slow as Onika could feel Nessa’s tongue slide up and down. The downward motion caused Onika to bend her head back and let out an orgasmic cry. The room filled with hot whimpers and slurping sounds. Onika continued to bite her lip as she milked all the bliss from her orgasm. To her surprise, another began to build, quicker and more powerful. 


     “Don’t stop.” Onika said with a harsh whisper. 


     Nessa continued her fevered pace. It was almost too much. Her tongue lapped away with measured strokes, focusing on her engorged nub. Onika looked down and pushed her hips back and forth to the young elf’s face. Nessa looked up with beautiful bright eyes as her tongue worked Onika into frenzy. Onika whimpered her delight but did not take her red eyes off Nessa’s. She held the young elf’s face as another orgasm blasted through her senses. Then another smaller one burst forth to Onika’s delight. 


     With a gentle motion, Onika pulled Nessa from between her legs. Their lips touched. Onika could taste her juices all over Nessa’s lips, cheek and chin. She let her own tongue slip out and lick their warmth into her own mouth. The day’s exhaustion started to seep into the shadow elf’s muscles. She lay back, bringing Nessa with her. Soon the kissing slowed and then stops. Nessa looked with sleepy eyes as Onika had fallen fast asleep. Her mouth made its way down to her erect nipples. She lazily licked at them as her fingers made their way to Onika’s wet lips. With one motion her wet hand touched her own wet pussy and she rubbed her nub while sucking on her mistress’s perfect dark nipples. 


     


  




  

     Four 


     Nessa paced the deck with her bow in her hand. She had a quiver filled with arrows and a belt across her chest filled with throwing daggers. The sun had just set and the sky blazed a ruby red. The young shadow elf looked to the upper deck. Onika stood by the captain. Relis was manning the wheel. Next to him were three of those things he called “rifles” and two smaller ones in his belt called “pistols”. Nessa couldn’t understand how they worked even after one of the crew explained what they were. Nessa was just happy to have her bow ready for any trouble. A bullet is no match for an arrow when it came to how Nessa felt about it.  


     The crew moved around the deck nervously. Onika watched as the crashing of the waves startled them. They walked with swords on their hips and more than once the crew would grab the hilt from the tension. Captain Relis appeared calm as he steered the ship silently. He didn’t seem terribly surpassed when Onika gave him the dark news that they would be attacked tonight. He informed his first mate to arm the men and get his rifles ready. With the sun going down, the real waiting began. 


     Onika glanced down to her father’s short sword hanging from her hip. She wore her valanori priestess garment and nothing else. Her toned dark body almost shined in the dying sunlight. She could see some of the men glancing at her but only for moments. It seemed fear was outweighing desire in this space of time. Onika felt she was a capable fighter but in truth, she was more of a lover and spell caster. A metal brazier filled with burning wood was not too far from her. She knew she needed it close so she could pull its mana and use it against whomever or whatever was going to attack. 


     Tullo on the other hand was below deck. Some of the crew was playing Dead Man’s Dice. A game Tullo very much enjoyed. With one large six-sided dice and two smaller six-sided dice, the point of the game was to roll all three dice. The two smaller dice had to be greater than the number on the big dice. The big dice had one to six on it while each smaller dice had one to three carved in it with a skull painted on the other three spots. If you rolled a skull and lost, you lose double your bet. Tullo smiled when he asked why they call it dead man’s dice. The crew informed him that the dice had to come from the knuckle bones of a fallen comrade. 


     “The shadow elf is cheating! He’s using magic.” Said a salty old crew member. 


     Tullo smiled. “Now now Jabber, don’t get mad because I’m taking all of your rubies.” 


     Jabber spat. “Getting back at me are you. I did inform the captain. It was his choice if he wanted to see you or not.” 


     “A deal is a deal but you didn’t have to bet in the game. Are you going to keep complaining or try to win your rubies back?” 


     The other crew mates smiled and laughed as Jabber put his dice in a cup and began shaking it, staring intently at the smirking shadow elf. Once the dice hit the wooden floor, the entire ship shifted and lurched. Tullo was up and running, daggers out, while the crew snatched at the rubies on the floor and tried to fill their pockets. 


     Nessa had notched her bow the moment the ship moved underneath her. Crew members drew their swords and rushed to the sides. The dying sunlight disappeared and stars began twinkling in the clear night sky. The ship lurched again and two men hit the deck. Nessa moved with incredible agility as she moved to the edge while keeping her balance.  


     “Whatever it is, it’s underneath the ship.” Relis said calmly as a crew member put a rifle in his hand. 


     The ship violently keeled to the side. Onika held onto the railing as people rolled across the deck. One of the crew held onto the edge for dear life. When the ship rolled and regained its balance, the crew member stood on shaky legs. 


     The crew member looked over the side. “I think I see….” Was all he managed to say. 


     Something dark and slimy rose up from the side and wrapped around his neck. He never had a chance to scream as the thing tightened and pulled him off. There was a splash as his body hit the water. More slimy things curled over the side of the railing. Onika watched as tentacles wrapped around the edge and something heavy was pulling its self-up. 


     “Watch yourselves mates! It’s a spawn of Thulu!” Relis shouted as he aimed his rifle. 


     Onika watched in horror as a hulking black and green creature pulled its self-up the side of the deck. A foul stench filled the air as the spawn made it over the edge and stood on tree trunks for legs. Its body was slimy and dripping. Tentacles unfurled from its arms. Three long tentacles hung between its legs and moved of their own accord. Its face held large black spider like eyes. Small tentacles hung over its round suction like mouth. 


     The spawn surveyed the frighten crew. Nessa kept an arrow pointed at the creature’s eyes, ready to fire. Onika drew her short sword. Tullo made it to the deck with blades in hand. The spawn quietly looked up to Onika. It pointed a massive tentacle hand at the Valanori and gurgled. 


     “I think it just wants you.” Relis said keeping his rifle pointed at the hulking monster. 


     “I don’t want anyone getting hurt but I cannot go with the creature.”  


     “Aye, don’t worry your pretty face. A contract is a contract. I die before I break my word.” 


     The creature seemed to understand what the captain was saying because it stomped across the deck toward them. An arrow struck the creature’s neck followed by another one. It gurgled a roar as it continued forward. Several men rushed to meet the creature. Swords slashed outward and across. The spawn whipped out its tentacles and struck the men so hard that blood spurted upward. One man lost his head while two others fell to the deck lifeless with huge gashes across their chests. The creature didn’t slow down when a bullet struck it in the chest. Another rifle appeared in the captain’s hands. He pulled the trigger and the tip of the rifle flashed with smoke and fire. Another bullet hit the monster's forehead. The spawn was stunned as its massive head rolled back. It snapped forward a moment later and another bullet struck the same spot on its head. The creature roared as it crashed forward, each step cracking the deck and sending small shards of wood in the air. More arrows appeared in the creatures back. Nessa started using two arrows at a time. The spawn seemed to ignore everything as it stood below the command deck. 


     Captain Relis pulled his two pistols and aimed them at the spawn. His first mate and another crew member had swords on the ready. Onika backed off as tentacles reached up, wiggling and crawling for her legs. The creature roared and pulled back. Tullo was on the creature’s back and driving his daggers deep into the creature’s flesh. As the spawn flailed, Tullo stabbed and stabbed and stabbed. 


     “TULLO, GET OFF IT!” Nessa yelled as she tried to get a clear shot.  


     The shadow elf ignored her and kept stabbing. Nessa aimed downward and let an arrow loose. The arrow point struck behind the creature’s knee. Any normal creature would have crumpled but the spawn kept standing. Tullo could feel tentacles beginning to curl around him. In the last moment, he leaped off but the creature was quick. It caught him in midair. Tullo cried out as the creature flung him into the side of the deck hard. 


     “NO!” Onika and Nessa screamed. 


     Three arrows feathered the back of the creature’s head. Onika was on the edge of the command deck staring down at the tentacle creature. Crew members backed off while Relis moved forward with both pistols pointed at the spawn. Time slowed down as Onika gracefully leapt off the railing. 


     “Vala guide me.” Onika prayed. 


     Let my power guide your movements my Valanori. 


     Onika hit the deck as Relis fired. Two bullets struck the creature’s face. It roared as Onika moved forward with liquid grace. Her body glowed with the light of Vala as she moved with determination. Her body twisted and bent as tentacles lashed out, each one missing her by a hair. Nessa and Relis watched as Onika sliced like a blade master and moved like a dancer through the chaos. The spawn lashed out in all directions and missed each time. Her blade bit into tentacles but could not sever them. Time moved slowly as she watched each wound she inflicted begin to heal. She drove her attacks to the creature’s chest but every cut she inflicted, the spawn again began to heal. 


     Relis pulled his cutlass when a massive tentacle came down hard. It shattered part of the command deck and sent splintered wood flying. The force was so strong, the captain was knocked back from the blow and shards of wood penetrated his body. Nessa saw that Tullo was not moving, blood pouring from a wound. Her eyes welled up as she let loose arrow after arrow into the creature’s back. Another tentacle lashed out splintering wood and catching Nessa across the leg. Her body spun as she crashed into the deck and went limp. 


     Onika could see everything. Vala pushed Onika’s body to the limit as she moved like the wind and cut like a razor. The creature continued its relentless assault. Despite Vala’s powerful influence to guide her body, a tentacle managed to glance off her wrist, sending her father’s blade flying. The short sword’s point stabbed into the wood next to Tullo’s unmoving body. 


     Onika tried to side step and flip away only for a tentacle to wrap around her leg and hoist her into the air. She struggled with everything she had as more tentacles wrapped around her. The spawn drew her in close and raised her head so they could see each other eye to eye. Onika could feel her limbs stretched. She was spread eagle in the air with tentacles wrapped around her arms, legs and neck. The spawn’s black eyes stared as Onika tried to break free. Her eyes looked down and the three long tentacles between its legs moved like snakes. They reached up and began exploring her body. One caressed her leg and made its way to her thigh. Another passed across her tits roughly, causing them to bounce. The third undid the clasp of her garment. With one swift motion, Onika’s valanori garment slipped off and puddle on the deck. 


     Onika gritted her teeth for she knew what was coming next. Legend spoke of the spawn of Thulu. They did more than kill. They drained creatures of their mana. The more they drained, the more they would drive a creature insane. Most preferred death but there were many who were not so lucky. A slimy tentacle travelled up the shadow elf’s leg. It moved almost tenderly as it passed over Onika’s slit. Another reached for a nipple. The tentacle felt smooth moving and wrapping around Onika’s tits. The shadow elf let out a sigh as her nipples stood erect, her naked body prone to the creature, sending chills up and down her spine. 


     Do not let this abomination overwhelm you. You are stronger. 


     A tentacle slid across Onika’s tight slit. Shockwaves of pleasure filled her body as she felt herself become wet. Onika stared as the creature further explored her. She gasped as a tentacle squeezed her tit. Another one stroked her cheek moving closer to her mouth.  


     “Leave now Spawn of Thulu and I will not destroy you.” Onika said with a cold stare. 


     The creature was still for a space of a breath. Then it shoved a tentacle deep into the Valanori’s mouth. Onika felt her mouth fill as the tentacle flowed down her throat. Another tentacle snaked its way between her pussy lips and filled her wet hole. Her body bucked from the bliss. The tentacle pushed in, opening herself wide as inch after inch filled her. Soon it became rhythmic, pushing in and out. Onika would have moaned if her mouth wasn’t filled with the creature’s other tentacle. It watched uncaring as each tentacle moved in and out of the shadow elf. Her legs strained trying to close around the huge tentacle member inside her. The black and green tentacles around her arms loosened. Onika slipped out her hands and grabbed the tentacle in her mouth. Instead of trying to pull it out, she held so she could control the tempo. The spawn didn’t seem to mind. 


     A wave of confusion filled Onika. She could feel her mana being drawn away from her. The creature was stealing not only her mana but her life force. The quicker it pushed into her, the more it drained. The shadow elf’s movements grew weaker as tentacles pushed in and out. The third tentacle from in between the spawn’s legs slid in between her ass cheeks. Onika’s eyes grew wide as it forced its way into her ass. She moaned and clutched the tentacle for dear life. She felt all of herself open up. The slick tentacle slipping in and out with no regard to how much her body could take. 


     Mana slipped away and Onika’s eyes became heavy. As more mana drained away, a fire in her sparked, setting her primal self into motion. Onika could feel her lust begin to rise. Her movements changed. She allowed the creature to have its way with her. The more it penetrated her, the more powerful she felt. Onika’s hands went from the tentacle in her mouth to the larger one between her legs. Her hips gyrated to the creature’s movements. An orgasm began to build as she moaned in delight. The creature stared with cold eyes as the shadow elf pumped her hips on the creature’s tentacle. Blood rushed to her hips as she pumped harder and harder. The orgasm clawed its way up. Onika’s large tits bounced with each movement. She quietly moaned more and more. An orgasm touched the edge of the shadow elf’s soul and burst forth like bursting a melon. She gave a muffled scream as heat filled her body. A tentacle wrapped around her thin waist and pushed her body like a living doll onto the thick tentacle. The spawn increased the tempo, trying to steal all of the elf’s mana. Onika’s eyes rolled into the back of her head and pleasure pumped into her body. She went limp as tentacles pushed into her. Her nub touched the shaft as it pushed in. Orgasm after orgasm filled her body. Her body jerked and bucked from the intensity. Mana flowing out changed course and began flowing back in. The spawn’s eyes widened as its mana was drawn in as well. Onika stared as her body exploded with a chain of orgasms.  


     The spawn’s legs began to shake. Power welled up and Onika’s eyes glowed a deep, seductive red. Her clit was engorged. Her dark hands held onto the thick tentacle and used it to help push her body onto it. Her lips spread almost to the breaking point. The tentacle in her mouth started to pull out. Onika sucked hard trying to keep it in her mouth, her tongue playing along the shaft. She could feel it trying to pull back. Her teeth clamped down but continued to suck. The hulking brute’s black eyes widened but could not pull away. Onika’s lips pressed along the shaft, sucking and teasing with her tongue. The shaft thickened and trembled. All the tentacles around her tightened slightly. She gave a seductive wink with her glowing red eyes. 


     The hulking spawn gurgled a roar as the tentacle in Onika’s mouth bulged. The shadow elf felt hot jets of liquid explode in her mouth. She drank it down greedily as the tentacle pushed in and out spitting more hot liquid. Onika was surprised on how sweet it tasted. The tentacle withdrew and Onika let out a loud moan. Come dripped from the side of her mouth. She licked it with her tongue but continued pumping her body on the monster’s thick tentacle cock. Each thrust stole more mana from the creature but it couldn’t stop invading her wet hole and ass.  


     With renewed vigor, Onika tightened her pussy muscles around the thick tentacle, gyrating her hips with all her might. The tentacle in her ass began to bulge and the shadow elf let out a breathy moan. The spawn watched as the elf held onto tentacles like ropes and thrust her body up and down. Light wisps of energy blinked into existence. Onika flexed her ass in deep long strokes, letting inch after inch slide in and out. Orgasms bloomed and the shadow elf cried out over and over. The tentacle in her ass bulged and vibrated. The end was deep in her and felt an explosion of come. Mana poured in and Onika harvested it. Power and mana heightened all her senses and each orgasm drove her to new levels of ecstasy. 


     The tentacle in her ass slid out. It made wet sloppy sounds causing Onika to giggle. The spawn had one last tentacle in her tight pussy. Onika was drinking in so much mana, the creature fell to one knee. It couldn’t stop its self as it pumped a thick tentacle into her swollen lips. Come from her ass leaked out and made everything hot and sticky. She moved like she was possessed, in and out like a hungry beast. The spawn of Thulu stood up again and tried to regain control. Its tentacles tightened. Onika let out a gasp of pain. The pain drove her lust beyond her limits and another chain of orgasms exploded. Mana crackled and sparked around the shadow elf. She could hear whispers from her goddess filling her mind.   


     The spawn curled around arms and legs once again. It pulled causing Onika to be spread eagle in the air. The thick tentacle pushed in her sopping wet hole. Onika was speaking but it came out gibberish. Red energy flowed down her arms, to her hands. They opened and light whirled. Onika turned her blank expression into a knowing stare as the tentacle between her legs started to bulge. From her palms, red light flowed, shifted and changed into long daggers of pure mana. Her fingers closed around the glowing hilts. Her mouth twisted into a sneer as she stared hard at the brute before her. 


     The spawn gurgled. The tentacle in Onika bulged and a stream of hot liquid filled her belly. It pushed and pumped. The amount in her was obscene as it streamed out in small rivers, down her thighs and the creature’s member. Onika let the sweet feeling pass over her body. Her spirit was still and her mind clear. 


     The shadow elf twisted her body. Her arms strained against the creature’s diminishing strength. Her mana daggers flashed with red light, several tentacles disconnected from their master.  The spawn of Thulu made shrieking noises. Onika continued her relentless assault. Red daggers flashed through the night, slicing and cutting with little resistance. They cut the creature like it was make of paper. It tried to back off. What few tentacles still held Onika quickly let go. The Valanori pressed on, moving like a dancer as she sliced and cut the creature to ribbons. 


     With a grunt, she drove both mana daggers into the creature’s chest. It cried out as she twisted them. It stumbled off to the edge. It made one last effort to smack the shadow elf away. The tentacle was sliced clean off and flopped on the deck. The spawn whimpered and fell over the side into the black water waiting below. There was a splash and then it was gone. 


     Onika stood at the edge, naked and heaving. Her eyes glowed the same intense red of her mana daggers. With a thought the daggers faded away. The shadow elf turned and raced over to her fallen companions. Tullo was silent as he lay in a pool of his own blood. Onika turned him over and saw an open wound on his thigh. Her hands shimmered red as she placed them on his leg. Her body was still filled with the spawn’s mana. She let the energy flow, her red eyes locked on the wound.   


     Tullo let out a small moan as the gash began to close. Onika concentrated and the wound closed faster until it was nothing more than a thin scar. Tullo’s eyes fluttered open. When he saw Onika bent over him, he smiled. 


     “Did we win?” Tullo said sheepishly. 


     Onika smirked but was soon up and stepped toward Nessa. The young shadow elf was already sitting up with a small wound on the side of her head. She waved off Onika like it was nothing. The Valanori ignored her, bent down and kissed her. Healing energy flowed between their lips. The head wound closed and Nessa smiled. Onika let her fingers run through Nessa’s hair for a moment before getting up. 


     The deck was damaged and a few pirates lay dead, too late for Vala’s healing touch. Onika heard a grunt from the command deck. She made her way to the stairs and jumped several steps at a time. When she reached the top, she saw the deck was partially destroyed. Captain Relis was leaning against the wheel, one pistol in hand and shards of wood sticking out of his shoulder. Blood stained his white shirt as he tried to move.  


     “It would seem you survived. Or we are all dead and you’ve come to spirit me away to your elf Hell.” Relis coughed up blood. 


     “Shut up you fool.” Onika said almost lovingly. 


     Her dark hands touched the fallen captain as her lips touched his. Healing energy poured forth. The wood in his shoulder eased out and fell to the deck with a small clatter. Wounds closed but Onika and the Captain continued to kiss, the sound of waves filling in the warm silence between them. 


     


  




  

     Five 


     The morning after was truly a strange day. The crew treated Onika like a holy figure as they rushed food to her and her companions. When they walked around the ship, crew members would bow and step out of their way without a word. Some of the men reached out to touch Onika, eyes wide with hope. The shadow elf could tell that her display of Vala's power rekindled their childhood stories of a goddess with the power of love. There would be no denying it and all their lives would be different from this point on. Onika on the other hand was weary. The fight took a lot out of her. With her body still brimming with mana, she was able to heal her body but her mind felt heavy with responsibility. Tullo and Nessa pleaded with their mistress to stay in her room and rest. Onika knew she had one final promise she had to keep.  


     Onika opened the door to the captain’s chambers. Relis sat in his lavish bed holding a book. He was bare-chested and covered in a fur blanket from the waist down. It was the third day of the journey and they would make landfall in a number of hours. The shadow elf glided in and closed the door behind her. Relis said nothing as he put the book down, his blonde dreadlocks swaying with his body. 


     Without a sound, Onika stepped across the room to the side of his bed. Her eyes shined red as she undid her garment and let it fall to her feet. Relis stared at her nearly perfect form, the sweet curve of her neck, her breasts slightly bouncing with each breath, her shaven womanhood wet between toned dark thighs. Onika sat on the edge and let her hand glide over the Relis’s covered legs. The shadow elf’s eyes taking in his muscular chest and handsome face, his blue eyes on her with slow wanting blinks. 


     Onika lifted up the fur blanket and slipped under, her body pressing against his. He was warm to her touch and it sent a shiver down her spin. Small bits of mana played off his skin to her hands. 


     Relis ran a finger from her shoulder down her dark arm. He raised his hand and touched her pointed ears with warm curiosity. Onika let him as her hand ran along his thigh and grazed his member. She stayed on his thigh for a number of breaths, her knuckles sneaking touches of his cock. Relis let his hand drop and fingers glided along her firm tits and ending at her nipples. They stood erect and hard as his thumb playful rubbed across them. 


     Onika smiled as her hand touched his member. Relis was semi hard and getting harder by the moment. His body stiffened as if a memory played across his mind. His hand went to Onika’s wrist to stop her, his face turning away. 


     “I will not dishonor her memory. I am here to help heal you of your pain, nothing more.” Onika whispered. 


     Onika put her hand under his chin and made him look at her. Relis remained silent but nodded his agreement. The shadow elf let her hand drift down underneath the blankets and found his hardening member in her hand again. She could feel veins raised and heat expanding. She gently stroked his cock as he gazed at the elf in his bed. She snuggled close, pressing her firm tits against him, her body begging to be touched. Relis put a rough hand on her waist, pulling her close to him. 


     Relis’s cock was rock hard. Onika pushed off the bed sheet to expose it. His member was impressive, nestled in a small bush of blonde curly hair. The head was thicker than the shaft and shaped like the blunt end of a spear. Onika moved her head over it. Salvia dripped from her mouth onto the end. Soon his cock and her fingers were wet. The shadow elf stroked and a small moan left the captain’s lips. She gave long slow strokes and this made his cock solid as steel. Mana leaped up to touch the Valanori’s hand and she let the power soak into her. 


     Relis watched as Onika moved her head over his mighty spear. Her lips parted and bent down, slipping over his cock head. The shadow elf ran her tongue along the meaty ridge of his cock, pressing her lips tight. Relis felt his hips move of their own accord as he gently pushed. Onika felt inch after inch press pass her warm lips. She turned her body and kneeled between his thighs without breaking her strokes. Her red eyes looking up, sucking and keeping eye contact with the pirate captain. His face was stoic but his eyes filled with pleasure. Onika let her tongue run along the underside of his cock and a gasp escaped the captain’s lips. 


     Mana filled her mouth as she sucked. Energy filled her body and she upped the tempo. The captain pushed his hips and Onika sucked in more mana and a drop of pre come. Relis put a hand on the side of Onika’s head to slow her down. The elf pulled away with a string of salvia dripping away. She moved on all fours till her hips hovered over his meaty spear. He was so large she could feel the head pressed against her stomach.  


     The captain grabbed his cock and tried to push it into Onika’s dripping slit. She smacked his hand away and took hold of it herself. Energy played off their bodies like wild fire. She pressed the mighty head to her wet lips. She moved slowly as her juices covered the end of his cock. A drop of her juices slid down the shaft and down her delicate fingers. Relis bent his head back and the shadow elf tortured him, his hands holding her hips and trying to push himself into her. 


      Onika had full control until a moan escaped her lips, his cock head rubbing her nub. The captain took advantage and thrust his meaty spear into her. It was only a few inches but it was enough for Onika to gasp in delighted surprise. She lowered herself inch by inch, her pussy lips spreading to accommodate the captain’s cock. When she reached the hilt, she let out a long deep moan. Relis moved as did Onika, their bodies entwined in a lustful embrace. The room filled with skin on skin and gentle little wet sounds.  Mana welled up and filled the Valanori as she thrust her hips down on his large member. 


     The Valanori put her hands to the captain’s chest. Wisps of red energy whirled around their joined bodies. Her eyes drank in his naked form and she could see the worm of despair coiled around his heart. It seemed to know what was happening for it tightened at her stare. Onika could feel the captain’s cock soften slightly in response. His eyes darted around as a memory clawed its way into his mind. 


     Onika squeezed with her pussy muscles and gave kind eyes to the captain. His cock responded by getting rock hard again. The Valanori gathered the mana flowing into her body. It flowed down her arms into her hands. They warmed in response. Onika gave one long, lovingly gaze before pushing everything she had. Energy blasted forth, drowning the captain’s heart in healing mana. The worm twisted and bent but did not budge. 


     Onika upped the tempo, her hips thrusting hard on the captain. Pleasure spiked and both were caught in the throes of passion. He grabbed her hips and forced her light elven body onto his monster member. Onika half moaned and half screamed as she blasted mana, an orgasm beginning to build. Their bodies pounded into each other as wetness covered their thighs and hips. Both moaned with pleasure as the worm of torture began to shrink. Onika thrusted with all her might as his cock pushed in and out of her. Her breathing quickened and moans grew more frequent. There was a bloom of heat as an orgasm exploded through her senses. The mana from her own orgasm travelled down her arms, through her hands and into the worm around the Relis’s heart. The worm gave one last whimper as it shriveled up into a thin line. 


     Relis’s eye opened wide as his cock bugled and torrents of come shot into Onika’s tight slit. They both screamed in triumph as their bodies continued to move, his cock pushing every last drop of come into her and Onika squeezing tight trying to hold in every last drop of come. 


     After one last long bit of pleasure, both captain and shadow elf collapsed in a heap of sweaty arms and legs. The room grew silent with only the sound of heavy breathing. 


     “I can feel it already, the pain has lessened. Thank you Onika.” Relis said with relief in his voice. 


     Onika eyed the captain and smiled. “Your session isn’t over. We still have hours of healing left to go.” 


     Relis smiled as their lips touched.


  




  

     Six 


     Tullo and Nessa picked up their gear from the small boat and threw it on the cold beach. The beach stretched for miles. In the distance stood a dark and foreboding forest. The sky was thick with gray clouds and the sounds of small waves trickling over the beach edge. 


     Onika and Relis stood a ways off, down the beach. The shadow elf’s hands were entwined with the captains as they faced each other with heads bent touching.  


     “You have done more for me than anyone has ever done. I don’t know how to properly thank you.” Relis said with a tear. 


     “You have brought us to our destination. You let Vala into your heart. That is all the thanks I will ever need.”  


     Onika pulled a small sack of rubies from her hip pouch and pressed it to Relis’s hand. He waved it away and pushed it back. 


     “I cannot accept this. You have already paid a king’s ransom. I only wish I could convince you to turn back with me and my crew.” 


       “I cannot. My sister is still with this creature called Xoll. I need to save her before it is too late.” 


     Relis frowned. “Aye, I understand. The Burning Lands are filled with orcs and blood drinkers. I don’t know how you three will make it, even with Vala’s help.” 


     Onika smiled. “Have I made a believer out of you?” 


     Relis smiled the most genuine smile she had ever seen. “You have. My crew and I will spread the word of Vala’s return. Your deeds will reach far and wide. I hope you save your sister and return to us.” 


     The captain let his hands fall away. He pulled a pistol from his belt and two small pouches. He handed all three to Onika.  


     “The pistol belonged to my wife. One pouch holds bullets and the other, black powder. She would want you to have this for such a dangerous journey.” 


     Onika was about to protest but the look in Relis’s eyes said he would not accept any refusal. She graciously took the items and gave a slight bow. 


     “Then I wish you a safe journey. Save your sister, and I hope we see each other again.” 


     Onika embraced Relis. “I am sure of it. Be well.” 


     Onika let go first. She hoisted her pack over her shoulder. Tullo and Nessa waited as Onika started walking toward them. Once she reached them, all three looked back to see the captain and a few men back in the small boat, rowing toward the Banshee. The three shadow elves waved to the departing captain and his crew. They waved back with big smiles on their faces. 


     Onika put one hand on Tullo and Nessa. The three smiled at each other. They could feel it in their hearts that they were going to a strange and dark place. Senna’s life was held in the balance and they had to hurry if they had a chance of saving her. With conviction in their hearts, the three companions strode to the edge of the dark forest and continued past the black edge. All three knowing they were entering a dangerous land with the goddess of love watching their back. 


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Shadow Elves: A Lover’s War 
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     One 


     The scent of sulfur filled the air. Two shadow elves walked slowly through the bleak landscape. Sickly groups of trees stood silently. Pools of foul liquid bubbled and churned. The sky was a dark gray as volcanoes spewed smoke and lava into the heavens. The Burning Lands were truly that, a dismal dark place where sunlight is an unwelcome visitor and your neighbors are dead and rotting. 


     The two shadow elves made for a band of twisted trees. Their eyes darted around taking in any movement. Fear crept up their spines as the occasional warg howl echoed across the festering land. The younger shadow elf fell to her knees once they were well hidden. The older one surveyed the area one last time before sitting with a small feminine grunt. 


     “I can’t take this place anymore! The air stings every time I breathe.” Nessa said as she took off a boot and massaged her foot. 


     Onika sat against a tree, wrapping herself in her red cloak. “We shouldn’t be far. Our journey is almost at an end.” 


     Nessa stared at her mistress with a look of concern. “I’m glad it is almost over. I want to get Senna back as bad as you do but….” Nessa trailed off. 


     Onika managed a small smile. “You are concerned on how we are going to do it.” 


     “Mistress, we have avoided bands of orcs and all manner of beasts to get here. If this Xoll has her, he must have an army. How are we going to get her back?” 


     Onika looked away. “I will commune with Vala. She has led us this far.”  


     Nessa’s gaze shifted downward. “Vala’s power isn’t what it used to be. You’ve told us that. How is she going to help us get Senna back and survive? Even if we succeed at saving your sister, it will take weeks to get back to the coast.” Nessa sniffled. “I feel like we are not going to live through this.” 


     Onika could see the defeat in her eyes. The shadow elf rose up and made her way to the young elf. She sat down and covered her in her red cloak. Nessa hugged her for warmth and comfort. Onika held her close. 


     “I have faith. The goddess of love would not have brought us this far. We will rest and start fresh tomorrow.” 


     “You have shown me so much. I don’t want this to end. I want to know more of the world. I want to know more of you.” 


     Onika smiled. “You will little one. I swear it.” 


     Onika opened her senses. The air and ground felt sharper and more alive. As her mind drifted to feel out the location, something came running toward the two shadow elves. At first its movements were quick but it slowed down the closer it was to them. Onika stared off in the direction of the movement. Her eyes softened as a male shadow elf moved through the trees. His white hair was short and a little messy, his clothes covered in gray dust but he appeared unharmed. 


     Tullo walked up to them and collapsed. Onika and Nessa reached for him. Nessa held his hand while Onika propped his head on her thigh. Onika put a waterskin to his mouth and the shadow elf drank deeply. 


     “It’s just a mile or two, north from here. Largest mountain I have ever seen. A city is carved into the side of it, a massive stair case from the city to the ground. Hundreds of orc camps litter the base of it. It’s a fortress.” Tullo coughed and drank some more. 


     Nessa looked to Onika but the valanori kept her eyes on Tullo’s. “You did well, both of you need to rest. Tomorrow we will march on the city.” 


     Tullo gave a look of disbelief. “I’ve seen it with my own eyes. There is no way we can get inside. They will fill us with arrows before we pass the first camp.” Tullo’s eyes began to water. “I love you Onika but this is a fool’s errand. Even if your sister is alive, we will not make it to her, much less save her.” 


     “We must be brave and we must have faith.” Onika said as she lowered Tullo’s head to the ground and stood up. 


     Nessa had tears in her eyes. “I don’t want to die. You helped me with the death of my family. Let us help you with the pain of losing your sister.” 


     Onika winced from the verbal jab.  


     Nessa’s expression melted into horror. “I…I’m sorry. I…didn’t mean it that way. I…” 


     “You meant it.” Onika hugged Nessa. “I understand you are scared. Not only does my sister’s life hang in the balance but so do your lives and the life of my goddess. I would never have taken such a journey if I didn’t have faith.” 


     Onika broke the embrace. “Stay here and rest. I will return.” 


     Nessa was about to protest when Onika put a finger to her lips. The shadow elf fell silent. Onika cupped her chin and kissed the young elf’s dark lips. When she pulled away, Nessa’s eyes pleaded with her not to leave. Onika gave a glance to Tullo. He gave a weak smirk and a small nod. 


     Onika held her cloak close and walked off. Nessa sat down next to Tullo in utter disbelief. He took her hand into his and sighed. The wind picked up and a chill passed through them. 


     “She won’t listen. We need to turn back.” Nessa said through tears. 


     “I’ve known her for years. Once she sets her mind to something there is no turning back.” 


     “We can leave now. Head back to the coast. I love her but we can’t throw our lives away.” 


     Tullo remained silent as the gray air swallowed up Onika’s red cloak and she faded from sight. 


     *** 


     Onika walked through the gray and barren landscape until she reached another band of twisted trees. She made her way to the center and gently fell to her knees. The silence was deafening as she tried to calm herself. Her eyes fell on the silver ring on her finger, a gift from Vala so they may communicate. She continued to stare until her heart slowed and her mind cleared. 


     “Vala, I need your guidance.” 


     The world was still. Onika waited but her goddess did not speak. A stab of fear ran through her. Is it too late? Had her goddess vanished or changed into something else? Was her quest a failure? Could Nessa be right and they were on a fool’s errand? 


     Onika calmed her mind. Staying on her knees, she bowed her head. Her thoughts went back to her teachings. Vala whispered knowledge throughout their journey. She was using the last of her power to stay in her present form. Fear and panic were interfering with her connection. She had to touch love so she could touch her goddess. 


     With small movements, Onika ran her fingers along her own thighs. Memories of her moon pool back home floated to the surface of her mind. The valanori was tired and scared but she pushed it away. Fingers pressed along her inner thigh like a stringed instrument. Tips touched her slit and she slowly rubbed along it. Her breath changed as she moved with gentle grace. She knew her body well. Her other hand dug into her thigh as her right hand ran along her dark nub. She pulled the lower part of her priestess garment aside. She wore such little clothing she could see her white-haired womanhood. With all the travelling she could not keep up on her grooming duties. Small white curls glowed against her dark skin. She touched her clit and rubbed slowly. 


     With practiced ease, her slit grew wet. The valanori looked up with closed eyes, biting her lip. Her rubbing grew slick and warm. A finger slipped into her wet hole and soon another. Then she pulled them out and rubbed them all over her nub. The warmth fueled her, relaxed her mind. She increased the tempo and her breathing quickened to match the pace. In the grove of twisted and bent trees, Onika pressed and rubbed herself with young vigor. Nails dug into her thigh and the sharp pain made her gasp. She pictured herself in the moon pool, moaning like an animal to her goddess. Heat burst from between her thighs as the image of herself loving herself to Vala made everything sweeter. 


     A small cry escaped her lips as her body grew warmer. She bounced on her knees, feeling her heavy tits heaving from the motion. She played with her clit, rubbing and slathering her juices all over it. Her scent chased away the foul air and filled her nose with lustful aroma.  


     Onika gave another cry as she rubbed with all her might. Her body responded with eager glee. The shadow elf’s eyes shot open as a long moan escaped her lips. The climax took no prisoners. Her pussy burst with dripping juices. Her thighs shook as her body went rigid. Stars burst in the corner of her vision and the world seemed to stop. It was only her and the glowing warmth of her body in the barren gray landscape. 


     You make me very proud my valanori. 


     “Vala, please… I need your guidance.” Onika breathed heavy, still reeling from the intensity of the orgasm. 


     You have it little one. 


     “We must save Senna. We must stop Xoll. We must save you.” Onika said while still playing with herself. The mana from her orgasm bridged the connection to Vala. She needed to keep it open for as long as she could. 


     Throughout your journey, I have whispered ancient secrets that would take life times of servitude to achieve. You have worked hard not only for the benefit of me but those you care about. This world has lost the true way of love. For my power to return, you must lead the new age. Are you prepared to make that sacrifice? 


     “Yes.” Onika said without hesitation. 


     Then let us begin our next lessons so my valanori may bring the light back to this world. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     The world was shrouded in darkness. A small blue fire fly led the way as Onika pressed on through the dark. The world had fallen silent yet her red eyes would glance northward to a glow from many camp fires. She remained quiet as a ghost as she made her way to the band of trees where her companions would be waiting. Passing bent tree after bent tree, Onika walked into the small clearing and saw that it was empty. 


     The blue fire fly danced. With a thought from the shadow elf, its light grew brighter. She turned to see Tullo and Nessa standing at the edge of light, their faces covered in moving shadows. 


     “I wouldn’t blame you if you want to leave.” Onika gave a slight smile. 


     “I wouldn’t leave your side.” Tullo said as he stepped into the blue glow. 


     “I almost left.” Nessa said with her head down as she stepped into the blue light. “Please forgive me.” 


     “There is nothing to forgive. I had my own doubts but Vala showed me a way we can achieve success. But I will need both of you if we stand a chance.” 


     “What can we do?” Tullo said with the most serious expression Onika had ever seen on the male shadow elf. 


     “I will need mana, a rather large amount.” Onika’s eyes shifted away. 


     “What can we do?” Nessa said as she stepped toward Onika and took her hand in hers. 


     “I wouldn’t ask this of both of you unless it was important. When the body climaxes, it provides a large amount of mana in a short burst of time. I will need your mana and my own if we are going to save Senna.” 


     Tullo smiled showing his white teeth. “I never thought you would ask. I figured you would just take.” 


     Onika looked into his eyes, wet with relief. “The more mana I store, the more it will try to manipulate me. After we are done, you will have to lead me to the orc camps at the base of the mountain. I may say or do things that may be out of character. Pay me no mind but you must not make a move toward the enemy until I am myself again. Are we in agreement?” 


     The two shadow elves nodded in agreement. Onika let out a small sigh. Her arms reached out and hugged both of them. The blue fire fly floated above their heads. 


     “What do we do next?” Nessa said with her hand still on Onika’s hip. 


     “We fill our cup in the name of Vala.” Onika winked at Nessa. 


     Tullo took out their sleeping rolls and laid them out in the clearing. Then he pulled their water skins and laid them nearby. Onika gave a knowing stare. Nessa’s white eye brow arched. 


     “How long will this take?” Nessa said as Tullo began removing his clothes. 


     “If I remember from what Onika has taught me about Vala, we may be at this for a long time. We need to keep water close.” 


     Onika touched Nessa’s chin and guided her face so their eyes met. “Tullo is right. We will make our way tomorrow evening to the dead city. We have the rest of tonight and tomorrow to gather enough mana.” 


     “We have to be here all…” Nessa never had a chance to finish. 


     Onika pressed her lips to Nessa’s. The young shadow elf melted to Onika’s touch. Tongues played with each other as hands moved toward buttons and latches. Nessa had to draw back as she had become instantly hot. Onika’s senses were heightened as she watched the streams of mana begin to build. She could also smell the lust coming off Nessa in waves. 


     Nessa let out a deep breath as Onika undressed her. Leather was shrugged off and cloth was pulled off. Nessa’s hands curled around Onika’s neck and undid the latch of her valanori garb. Once unhooked, it fell to the ground. Onika smiled as Nessa’s eyes drank in her form. Her dark body was toned and healthy. Her white hair flowed down as her red eyes glowed. Her ears poked through the long alabaster hair. Nessa couldn’t stop herself from looking at her chest. Onika’s breathing made them bounce slightly. Her hands reached out and ran fingers across dark nipples. It was Onika’s turn to let out a deep breath as her nipples pointed to attention. 


     “You are both very beautiful.” 


     Onika looked up to see Tullo standing naked behind them. His slim build was muscular and smooth. His white hair was tussled but it only added to his attractiveness. Her eyes fell to his thin hips and she bit her lip. His member was rather fat and long, he wasn’t even fully hard. Onika finally understood why his family name was Night Spear. 


     A moist mouth closed on Onika’s nipple. The sensation sent shivers up and down her spine. Nessa’s hands flowed down Onika’s thin waist and grabbed her ample rump. Tullo stepped around them and was behind Onika. His member pressed in between her ass cheeks. She could feel the warmth emanating from all the blood rushing to his cock. Onika closed her eyes as their bodies writhed. Hands groped and lips kissed.  


     The Valanori opened herself as energy arced and swirled. Fingers ran along her engorged pussy lips. Nessa removed her mouth from Onika’s nipple and gave small kisses up her chest to her neck. Onika could see that Nessa only had her small clothes on. Her hands untied and pulled. The young elf’s top came off and soon her bottom. Her perky breasts bounced as she pressed her body against her leader’s body. Onika hugged her as Nessa continued to explore her wet nether lips with her fingers. 


     Tullo’s growing hardness pressed against Onika’s ass. She moved her hips and let her growing wetness slide along the shaft. His cock was pointed down but he didn’t seem to mind as Onika grinded against him. His lips kissed her neck and then nibbled at her flesh. 


     Onika gave one long moan before breaking away from her companions. They stood in shock as she moved away. The valanori pointed to the bed rolls laid out like one giant bed. They quickly understood and laid down. Onika put herself in between them, their warm bodies chasing away the night chill. Tullo’s cock lay across Onika’s thigh. Nessa grew frustrated and played with her mistress’s pussy lips, rubbing her swollen clit. Onika gasped from the bliss. She moved her hips to the rhythm. Tullo rubbed his own cock lazily, watching Nessa want to take Onika for herself.  He would let the end lay on their heated bodies and stroked the base. 


     Onika curled fingers around his member and slowly stroked it. It was so warm to her touch. Her mind raced with images of him pushing it into her. This only made her wetter. Nessa kissed her mistress’s neck as her fingers played with Onika’s clit. Soon her kisses turned to love bites as Onika writhed. The Valanori felt the growing mana between their bodies and she drank it in greedily. 


     Nessa moved her lips and hands down Onika’s dark neck, tits, stomach and finally reaching her mound. Her tongue slipped out and tasted her dripping womanhood. Onika watched with half closed eyes and deep breaths. Nessa lowered her mouth on mistress and ran her tongue along her sweet cunt. 


     Onika urged Tullo by lightly pulling on his cock. He gave a knowing smile as he scooted up and brought his monster cock to his mistress’s face. She gripped it at the base and put the head to her lips. Tullo moaned as she slid his head into her wet mouth, her tongue sliding delicately over his head. He gently moved his hips letting an inch of his rod slide back and forth. Onika pressed her tongue along the bottom as more of him slid in. Tullo cradled her head as she took inch after inch. He watched as she moved slowly back and forth. 


     Nessa quickened her pace and this made Onika moan louder. The shadow elf could feel the growing orgasm. Nessa seemed to improve her technique with every embrace. Onika would have smiled if she didn’t have this delicious cock in her mouth. She moved her hips to Nessa’s tongue. Her free hand grabbed the back of Nessa’s head and kept her in place as she lapped at her nub. 


     Onika tasted pre come when her first orgasm blasted her senses. She moaned loudly as she continued to suck her male companion. She tightened her grip on Nessa’s head and kept her in place, pushing every last bit of pleasure. As soon as she relaxed, Nessa brought her face up, her cheeks and mouth covered in pussy juices. She gave a seductive smile watching her mistress deep throat Tullo’s hard member. Onika’s hand went to her own nub and began rubbing. Another orgasm was beginning to build. 


     Tullo let out a little cry and tried to pull away. The sensations felt so good he feared he would explode. Onika kept him in place, sucking and slurping at his dark member. He watched and then he put his head back and groaned. Hot jets of come filled her mouth. She drank down his seed and the mana with it. Her heart beat like a drum as power swirled around her senses. Tullo tasted salty and pure. The rogue looked down as Onika sucked every drop she could pull from him, his member getting softer. Onika pressed two fingers to his hip and there was a small red flicker of light.  


     Tullo gasped as his cock was instantly rock hard again. Onika pulled away with a thin line of salvia and come connected to her lips. The valanori pulled Nessa up so that she was in between her and Tullo. She gently forced her face to Tullo’s large cock. Nessa hesitated just from the size of it. She never had one in her mouth or her slit. Onika pushed again and the young shadow elf’s lips closed around his cock. Onika watched as Nessa’s head bobbed back and forth on Tullo’s member. Her hands touched Nessa’s slit and ran fingers over her nub. Nessa moaned with half of Tullo’s cock in her mouth. He cradled her head just as he held Onika’s before. He was gentle, supporting her so her neck wouldn’t get stiff. He understood that this was new to Nessa and kept the movements of his hips slow and small. 


     The taste of Tullo’s come and Onika’s salvia over his cock was new to Nessa. It was a mixture of sweet and salty. She was beginning to really like it. Her head bobbed more, feelings rising to the surface. She wanted to taste Tullo just as her mistress did. Her closed eyes watered and a tear ran down her cheek from how good everything felt. Onika rubbed Nessa’s clit while holding her close. Mana stormed around them and each energy strike was absorbed into the Valanori. 


     Nessa gave a muffled scream as she climaxed, bucking her thin hips. Tullo pushed his cock in and out of Nessa’s mouth. He grunted and another stream of come poured from his head. The shock of it filling her mouth caused her eyes to go wide. With two gulps, she tried to swallow all of it. The amount coming out was obscene but the taste drove her wild. A thin stream of come flowed from the corner of her lip. 


     Onika pressed two fingers to Tullo’s hip again and then pressed against Nessa’s hip. Both shadow elves felt energy fill them and press their lust on. Tullo remained rock hard while Nessa squealed and rubbed her own clit. It was almost beyond their control. They couldn’t stop themselves if they wanted to. Lust and love pushed them on beyond their known limits. 


     Onika was on her knees. She put her hands down and looked back. Her eyes met Tullo’s as her mouth hung open, begging the shadow elf to enter her. Tullo wasted no time. He grabbed her hips and pressed his cock head to her swollen lips. The valanori was so tight, when he slid in an inch, she moaned like a wild animal. Tullo found himself driving every inch into her tight slit, spreading her open. Onika moaned as he filled her to the hilt. He moved his hips, spreading her open with his member. It was the valanori who started grinding her hips on his spear. She smacked her ass against his hips, picking up the tempo.  


     Nessa crawled under Onika and her bouncing tits. Her head right under Onika’s pussy and Tullo’s cock. She could see that Onika was spread open and his fat cock moving in and out. Their juiced dripped and Nessa opened her mouth. The young elf brought her head up and licked at Onika’s exposed clit. She felt good when Onika moaned in response. The shadow elf licked as Tullo pushed in and out, juices covering her face. 


     Onika looked down and Nessa’s white-haired pussy lay before her like a present. She bent her head down and began licking the young elf’s pussy. Mana pumped into the valanori as she was rammed from behind. Mana flowed from Nessa’s sweet juices. Onika sent out tendrils of energy to her companions. All three had become connected and orgasms started to grow. 


     Onika, Tullo and Nessa came all at once. Their bodies bucking and writhing as pleasure soaked their minds, bodies and spirits. Onika drank it all in and her power grew. Jets of hot seed burst forth from Tullo’s cock. It was another obscene amount because it leaked out of Onika’s dripping pussy. Nessa drank in Onika’s juices and Tullo’s come as it covered her face and mouth. Her own orgasm pushing her hips up to Onika’s mouth. Squirting juices filled Onika’s mouth as she lapped away.  


     Onika felt her eyes roll into the back of her head as orgasm after orgasm filled her body. All three collapsed into a heap of arms and legs, breathing heavy. The valanori reached out and touched them on the hip again. The lust rose as they looked at their leader in disbelief. 


     “We are not finished.” Onika said simply as her hands ran along the bodies of her two companions. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     The last rays of bleak sunlight faded from the horizon as night descended. Three shadow elves walked in a steady pace toward the glowing light of campfires in the distance. Onika Red Leaf was leading the steady march with Nessa and Tullo close behind. The two looked nervously toward their mistress as they walked, weapons sheathed. 


     Onika walked with her red hood down and her cloak billowing in the breeze. Her eyes glowed a menacingly red. A pistol was shoved in her belt and her father’s short sword hanging from her hip. A crimson aura surrounded her body, making her a beacon of diffused light. Energy arced from her limbs to her body. An insane smile painted on her face. Each step felt powerful as energy snaked out from every foot fall.  


     The valanori turned her head to the side, staring into the darkness. After a step or two she turned it back. 


     “Is everything alright, mistress?” Tullo said hesitantly. 


     “Three clerics of Drogoss are watching in the distance. They come to bear witness to my miracles. We have nothing to fear from my old lover.” Onika’s voice was deep and sultry. 


     “Lover?” Nessa asked. 


     “Vala loved him just as he loved her. Now stop asking me questions before I make you kneel and pleasure me.” Onika growled. 


     Nessa and Tullo fell silent. They knew not to take anything she said personal. With the amount of sexual energy she absorbed, Onika was using all her will to keep it in check. Nessa and Tullo felt drained from activates with their mistress. Surprisingly though they both felt fantastic. Both shadow elves have never felt their mind so clear, so pure of thought and action. It was a humbling experience that neither would forget. 


     A rumble was heard off in the distance. Onika stared forward as Tullo and Nessa took in the area around them. Figures moved and orcs melted out of the shadows. They were silent up until they were on top of them. Two dozen surrounded them but kept their distance. Orcs snarled, holding spears and jagged swords. They encircled the three shadow elves but moved with them. Nessa’s fingers touched a throwing blade. 


     “They will not harm us. We are welcomed guests.” Onika said with a faraway expression. 


     The growing crowd drew closer to the mountain. Tullo and Nessa looked on with wide eyes. The side of the mountain was carved out and a huge city was built into it. The mountain was so large it nearly blocked out the smoking volcanos in the distance. Thousands of torchlights lit up the ancient city. A massive staircase descended from the middle of the city to the bottom of the mountain. The stonework was intricate, covered in symbols and markings under every step. At the bottom of the massive stairway were hundreds of orc camps. Orcs of all monstrous sizes came flooding out. A direct path was open to the bottom of the ancient stairs for the three to pass. 


     Onika walked as if there was no one there. The two shadow elves behind her looked at the walls of twisted ugly faces and muscles. Some orcs gave blood thirsty howls while others flexed cruel hands around wicked weapons. Time seemed to stand still as they stared with beady eyes. Nessa felt exposed with fear soaking into her mind. Tullo tried to keep his playful smile but being surrounded by these monsters caused him to frown. He turned his eyes to Onika.  


     The Valanori's hips swayed from side to side. The glow of her aura pushed away any orc who moved too close. Her gaze remained locked on the stairs. Nessa prayed to Vala for their survival. Any thoughts of harm coming to her mistress filled her with dread. 


     The three soon reached the stairs and looked up. Something darted out of the city and took flight. Tullo was first to see that it was a small black dragon. It spun and dived. It landed near the bottom of the stairs with a loud thud. Wings covered its body and flexed outward revealing Senna's face. Senna stood with a tight cloth covering her breasts, mound and little else. The wings parted back and sunk into her back. She smiled and walked down a dozen large steps, her eyes never leaving Onika’s. 


     The orcs rustled and shifted as several beings moved through their ranks. When they reached the edge, they stepped into view. Tullo spit when six humans came into view, four men and two women. They were clothed in black robes but their hoods were back to reveal their faces. All six were beautiful but pale as mother’s milk. Their smiles showed long fangs and pointed tongues. 


     Senna made it to the bottom of the stairs with open arms. “Welcome to the Blood City of Koth.” 


     Tullo and Nessa recognized some of the faces. The six were the traders who invaded Star Fall and killed many shadow elves before stealing Senna. Anger bubbled up inside Tullo while Nessa eyed them with contempt. Her hands went to her throwing daggers and kept them there. 


     “Show your true form, shifter!” Onika bellowed. 


     The thing masquerading as Senna gave a hurtful look. Its body shifted and changed, morphing into an elf with red hair. The elf stood up and gave a wicked smiled.  


     Onika kept her stare on the him. Pointed ears poked out from long red hair. The elf had an almost bronze skin color with a yellowish tinge. His eyes were bright and a sunny yellow. His body was toned but very slim, like a youngling. 


     “Xoll welcomes Onika Red Leaf and her companions to the Blood City. If you follow me, I will take you to your sister and your future god.” The elf bowed. 


     “What is your name, Tukari?” Onika asked flatly. 


     Nessa remembered from her studies of the other elven races. Tukari are fire elves who dwell to the North. She had never seen one in the flesh before. It has never been known for them to shape shift. The art of shape shifting was lost thousands of years ago. Nessa stayed on the ready but an uneasy feeling continued to plague her. 


     “My name is Vokk.” The fire elf smiled. 


     “Vokk, tell your master he is to meet me here and now.” Onika’s smile was crooked.  


     The fire elf gave a practiced grin. “My Lady Red Leaf, Xoll comes to no one. Now if you follow me…” 


     “BRING HIM TO ME NOW!” Onika screamed sending a shiver through every creature in the area. 


     This set the orcs on edge. Blades and spears pointed at the three shadow elves. Feet shifted and eyes watched with deadly intention. Onika kept her stare on the fire elf, Tullo and Nessa put their backs to their mistress. Tullo drew two daggers as Nessa pulled throwing blades. 


     Vokk composed his slim self and smiled. “My Lady Red Leaf, you are not in a position to give commands. I do not wish to point out the obvious but you are surrounded. If you do not come with me, they will drag your mangled body to our god. Xoll is patient but he would rather meet you unharmed. Please come with me before you and your companions are hurt.” 


      Onika looked at the fire elf with her gaze drifting to the blood drinkers and orcs. “You have entered my home. You have murdered our family and friends. You have played with our lives and now you dare command a Valanori of Vala!” 


     “Is this part of the plan?” Tullo whispered to Nessa. 


     “I’m not even sure we have a plan.” Nessa answered as the orcs edged closer. 


     Onika continued. “Xoll has not achieved godhood yet, while I on the other hand have the blessing of Vala herself. Run little elf. Run to your master.” Red energy arced around Onika as her hands began to shake. 


     Vokk frowned. “A pity, I'd rather see you reach Xoll unharmed. But it appears you must be shown your true place in this new world. Take them!” 


     Orcs moved closer grunting and slathering. Spear points and swords inched closer. Blood drinkers licked their lips and moved with the orcs. Tullo gritted his teeth while Nessa raised her hands. 


     The valanori stood her ground. The energy arcing from her body grew into a storm. The mana turned into a whipping stream around the shadow elf. With one fist raised, Onika opened her hand and everything became red. 


     A shockwave of red mana exploded from her body. The wave of crimson energy struck outward at every orc and blood drinker. It was so powerful; every creature was knocked off their feet. The sky thundered as it knocked every last orc and blood drinker in the camp down to the gray earth. When the mana faded, Onika fell to her knees. 


     Vokk was stunned as he watched Onika with wide terror filled eyes. “What did you do?” The fire elf whispered. 


     The glow in Onika’s eyes was faint but still there. She rose to her feet, keeping her eyes on the fire elf. Orcs and blood drinkers started to get up. They had a bewildered expressions on their faces. Soon they turned their attention to Onika and one after another began bending their knee to the shadow elf. 


     “You tell Xoll, love conquers all.” Onika pulled her pistol and short sword. 


     Vokk turned and scrambled up the stairs. After about ten steps, he leaped into the sky and changed into a small dragon. He flapped his mighty wings and flew higher in the air while glancing back with wide eyes to the shadow elf. 


     The Valanori turned to the crowd. “To all my lovers, you are free of Xoll’s control. Now I need your help. A creature calling himself a god has my sister. Help me save her and restore Vala’s true love to this world. Are you with me?” 


     The army of orcs stood up and cheered, raising swords and spears to the air. Tullo let out a deep breath while Nessa pulled her bow and nocked an arrow. The roars continued as they lined up behind the priestess of Vala. Onika raised her short sword and pointed it at the Blood City. 


     “March on the city my lovers! Show the true power of Vala!” 


     Onika was first running up the stone steps. Tullo ran behind, smiling. Nessa kept her bow ready as she ran behind her mistress with pure determination. The army of orcs followed suit. The area shook as the horde of orcs followed their shadow elf mistress with righteous power.  


     From the walls and windows of the city, blood drinkers appeared armed with bows. In unison, they nocked their weapons and aimed. Onika kept her relentless pace as she charged. The night air was broken with the whistling of arrows as they rained down. Some orcs raised crude wooden shields while others were struck. Screams and grunts filled the area as the horde pushed forward. Onika moved like a dancer, turning and twisting her body dodging the rain of death. Her sword flashed out, knocking away arrows in midflight. Soon her moves turned into a flurry of movement, mana propelling her faster as she became a blur. The Valanori defended the front and pushed forward with her shadow elf companions and a beastly army of orcs behind them. 


     They soon reached the top and were met with a mixture of orcs and blood drinkers. Onika recognized that the city protected them from her love spell. They stood at the ready to defend the city with their lives. Nessa was first to let loose an arrow. The point buried into the heart of a blood drinker and chaos ensued.  


     An orc raced toward Onika with a sword raised. Tullo side stepped his mistress, bent low and sliced along the thigh. The cut was so deep, it punctured an artery and blood spurted out. Two steps later it was on the ground bleeding out. Nessa moved mechanically as she pulled and shot arrow after arrow. Every shot was true as blood drinker and orc fell from each strike. Several more orcs rushed the valanori. The clang of blade on blade filled the air. Orcs from behind rushed to defend their valanori. The melee grew loud and bloody. Onika put the pistol behind her back as she moved through the ranks, slicing and dodging. Her movements were fluid and her strikes deadly. The enemy pulled back but the surge of orcs from the stairs continued like a flood. 


     Onika looked down the main road in the mountain city and saw the glowing lights of a palace carved out in the rock. The main doors were open and no guards stood. Onika had her suspicions but could not afford to let the chance slip away. 


     “How are we going to find Senna?” Nessa asked as she let loose an arrow. A creature grunted in pain. 


     “She will be there.” Onika shouted as she pointed with her sword. 


     “We are with you Valanori!” Tullo shouted. 


     Onika charged with pistol and sword in hand. From the side alley ways, orcs spilled out. Onika cut down anyone in her path. Nessa filled orc after orc with arrows. Tullo brawled with incoming orcs, slicing, stabbing and rolling away for the next one. Blood drinkers appeared in windows and rained arrows down. Onika pushed her body faster with mana urging her on. She dodged every arrow while Nessa filled the enemy with arrows.  


     The shadow elf reached the open doubled doors of the palace. She made one last glance back. An orc rammed Tullo, knocking him off his feet. Nessa reached for an arrow and found her quiver empty. She used her bow to block an incoming orc blade. Onika pointed her pistol and prayed to Vala. The pistol glowed as she fired. A metal ball struck the back of the head of the orc attacking Nessa. It blasted into its skull, ricocheted off the inner bone and blasted out of its ear. An orc stood over Tullo, ready to make the killing blow. The same metal ball punctured its neck and embedded into the wall. The orc gurgled on its own blood while dropping its blade. It slumped over. 


     “Thank you Vala.” Onika said as her companions were back on their feet. 


     The battle grew more ferocious. Onika was about to turn back to help her friends when she heard Senna screaming. Without thinking, she raced into the stone palace. The large double doors swung closed behind her, sealing her in. 


     


  




  

     Four 


     Onika walked cautiously through a grand hall. The walls and pillars were covered in intricate stonework. Carved art adorned the hall. Pictures of humans holding each other smiling filled the beginning of the hall. Soon the pictures turned to humans attacking each other. Another massive double door lay open. The shadow elf noticed the final pictures were that of a woman in red and many people kneeling at her feet. Her face was white and eyes closed with a bright red heart in her hands. The air was still as Onika reloaded the smoking pistol.   


     With pistol and sword in each hand, Onika stepped through the open threshold. The size of the room was immense, almost cavern like. A raised dais filled the middle of the huge room made of white stone. At the top was a round bed covered in fine silks and furs. Next to it was a white skinned woman sitting in an ornamental golden chair. She was clothed in a thin red robe, her hair a deep crimson red. She smiled at Onika as she moved closer to the dais. 


     “Onika!” A voice shouted. 


     Onika turned to see Senna chained to a wall completely naked. Without a second thought she ran over to her sister. The chains rattled around Senna’s neck, wrists and ankles. Onika hugged Senna fiercely with her eyes welling up with tears. 


     “It’s you, it’s really you!” Onika said trying to keep it together. 


     “You have to get out! He is here. This was all a trap.” Senna pleaded. 


     “Welcome home Onika.” came a voice from behind her. 


     Onika turned her head to the dais. Sitting on the edge of the large bed was a male shadow elf. His hair was long and white as snow. He rested his strong chin on his fist, his eyes drinking in the sister’s bodies. His eyes pierced their spirits like two white hot diamonds. His chest was bare and dark. Black leggings covered his legs with supple leather boots on his feet. 


     The valanori pointed her pistol at the shadow elf. With short sword raised in self-defense, she moved to the bottom of the white stairs. Onika’s red eyes focused on who she considered Xoll, the great evil trying to steal Vala’s power. When she made out the face, her eyes widened. 


     “Uncle?” Onika whispered. 


     “It is good to see you.” The shadow elf smiled. 


     Onika turned her head but kept her eyes on the shadow elf. “Senna, is this?” 


     Senna lowered her head. “Yes, it’s Uncle Silver.” 


     The shadow elf looked up in feigned deep thought. “Drayden Silver. I haven’t used that name in years. When you are on the verge of becoming a god, you need a god’s name. My followers call me Xoll.” 


     “Uncle, why this theater of pain?” Onika tried to keep her hands from shaking. 


     Xoll stood up and looked down with kind eyes. “Sweet Onika, two events had to take place for my ascension. One was Vala appointing a Valanori so she would pass on some of her strength and knowledge. Two was bringing one of Vala’s holy relics to me.” 


     Onika looked down at the silver ring gracing her finger. She couldn’t believe that this was all a plot to bring Vala’s power to her uncle. She steadied her hands with the pistol still aimed at his head.  


     Xoll continued to smile. “We have much to discuss before my ascension. Please come to me and we will talk.” 


     Onika glanced at Senna. 


     “Your sister has been unharmed and unspoiled. Despite Vokk’s boasts, Senna has been my honored guest.” 


     Onika stood her ground, her finger lightly squeezing the trigger.  


     Xoll whispered a word and his eyes flashed. “Put down your weapons and come to me.” 


     Onika felt her limbs move of their own accord. She bent down and placed her weapons carefully on the white marble floor. She stood up and stepped up the stone stairs to the top of the dais. Xoll held out arms and hugged her. 


     “It will take some time for your forces to enter this place. I do have to say, it was quite impressive turning my army against me. I am sure Vala has taught you other miracles. She has become quite desperate.” 


       Onika found she couldn’t control her body but her mind and voice were her own. “You made her desperate. You threaten to steal her power and become a god. That knowledge is beyond us and should be respected.” 


     Xoll gave a hurtful look. “I do respect all power. Despite everything, I will always love Vala for what she has done. But the world is changing. For mortals such as us to attain godhood is a dream come true.” 


     “If you channel her power, she will have nothing left to change into. She will die a true death.” 


     “A humorous thought that is. Gods don’t die but Vala will. I am sure philosophers will ponder on that notion for centuries.” Xoll moved to the round bed and lazily lay down. 


     Onika could see the red woman sitting in the gold chair, watching their every move with a smile on her face.  


     “Don’t worry about the Blood Queen. She is in love with me and likes to watch.” Xoll patted a spot on the bed. 


     Onika lay down on her side. Her eyes drifted to his firm muscled body. His dark nipples cried out to be kissed as did his rock-hard stomach. She could see the mana pouring from his body, filling the chamber in his dark light. Her thoughts twisted and bended to his will. She found desire beginning to bubble under her surface. 


     “Do you remember how I would tell you stories of Vala?” 


     “Yes, they were treasured times. I loved hearing your stories.” Onika fought the urge to pin him down. 


     “Your father and I were like brothers. He saved my life more than a few times. War will make anyone fighting by your side family. I still love you as if you were my own. It filled my heart with joy to see your red eyes glow with excitement when I came to visit. Talking about Vala was against the law but I knew you could keep a secret.” 


     “Uncle, you don’t have to do this. By travelling here, I have already shown Vala is still with this world. Her power is returning.” 


     Xoll looked away. “It was a necessary move to help open you to Vala’s knowledge. Now undress.” 


     Onika reached for the latch on her neck. She unhooked it and pulled the priestess garb from her neck. There wasn’t much fabric covering her and it peeled away easily. Her body exposed, Xoll looked down at her full breasts and shapely form. He ran a finger along the length of her body, smooth skin rising in goose bumps to his touch.  


     “How long have you planned this?” 


     Xoll’s eyes met Onika’s. “Since you were small and clutching at your mother’s dress. When I attend godhood, you will be one of my many lovers. We will have plenty of time to talk about how our roads met but for now, I need us to work together.” 


     “I don’t do this willingly!” Onika said but her hand touched his chest. 


     “Fight him Onika! Fight him!” Senna shouted. 


     “That is one thing I love about you two, you are fighters.” Xoll laughed. 


     Onika ran her hand across his chest. He was hot to the touch, a dull ache growing between her legs. Xoll leaned back and let Onika’s fingers explore the contours of his muscles. His white hair splayed out behind him, his hand reaching up and caressing Onika’s long dark ears. She moved closer, her nipples touching his smooth hard flesh. A shiver filled her and wetness touched her inner thighs. She tried to make herself stop but an invisible force made her move. Her heart beat with fevered excitement even though every thought told her this was wrong. She ran fingers along his flat stomach and stopped right above his belt. 


     “Don’t be shy. Undress me.”  


     Onika did as she was told. She undid his belt and leggings. She pulled them off and gasped. The size of her uncle’s member was the biggest one she had ever seen. She thought Tullo’s was large but he had him beat by a number of inches and thickness. She couldn’t stop herself from getting wetter. Her body became calmer as she grew warmer. The world took on a hazy air as she ran fingers up his leg to his thigh. She tried to keep her mind but it was slowly getting cloudy from desire. His mana was changing her thoughts and now she was becoming a slave to him. 


     She touched his massive member and it twitched to her. It was semi hard and slowly growing harder by the moment. Onika’s mouth hung open, hungry to take it. She found herself kissing his head seductively. Xoll watched her with a smug smile. His hand touched the side of her head. Her lips closed around the tip just barely. Her mouth watered and she licked the head, slathering it in salvia. Heat poured from in between her legs. Her other hand found her womanhood and she rubbed her dripping slit. She moved one wet finger along her engorged clit. The sensations caused her to moan like a beast. She slipped inch after inch into her mouth. The room became hot as she bobbed her head up and down on his shaft. 


     Onika felt an orgasm beginning to build as she rubbed herself faster and faster. There was faint whisper in the back of her mind, pleading with her to come. Xoll’s cock spit up some pre come and Onika sucked harder for more. He tasted like nirvana and she wanted more. She took as much as she could and nearly gagged on his cock. Her mouth slurped as she picked up the tempo. Xoll’s black cock filled her mouth and she couldn’t even reach the half part but on she went, sucking and moaning. 


     Strands of mana reached out from Xoll’s body and latched onto Onika’s chakra points. Each invisible string pulsed and drew Onika’s mana into his body. Something sinister crept into the Valanori’s mind and touched memories. Onika could feel his mana stealing her memories. Thoughts of her journey became fuzzy and grew darker with each passing moment. The shadow elf fought with all her might but lust drove her on as she sucked on his hard member. Her hand between her legs moved faster. She could feel the pussy lips quiver with anticipation. 


     A match was struck and Onika felt like a sun exploded in her. Her body shook from the climax and for a moment, she felt like herself. She pulled her mouth off Xoll’s wet cock and looked at him. She had control of her body but it did not last. The strands clamped hold again and Onika looked at Xoll’s cock. She ached to taste his come. 


     Onika stroked the shaft as she pushed the head back in her mouth. She wasn’t sure if Xoll noticed that she was herself again. This told Onika that she had to orgasm more and then maybe she would have a chance. With renewed determination, she devoured his member. Onika let her lust off its chained leash and it was hungry for more. 


     Mana was still being drained from her but her orgasm refilled the reservoir slightly. Her moans grew louder as Xoll’s cock expanded. His face remained the same as Onika stroked and sucked. Onika was taken aback when a stream of hot come burst from the tip of his cock into her mouth. She swallowed and swallowed and more come filled her. Onika tapped into his mana but he was in control, she was only able to steal back a small amount of mana. 


     The Valanori had to keep up her ardor if she was going to break from his spell. She pulled her mouth of his member. It remained rock hard and veiny. She quickly moved up and mounted him. His eyes stayed plain as Onika held the shaft of his black cock. She knelt down, putting his cock head to her thin slit. Her mouth opened as his large head pushed her pussy lips aside. He was so big she had to take him inch by inch. His head pushed in and used her pussy muscles to help slid him in. It was painful at first but her pussy juices spilled from her, covering his member. Onika cried out after a few more inches pushed in. Her breathing quickened as she forced more of his cock into her. 


     “You know how to take your master’s cock. I will enjoy forcing myself into you, every night for thousands of years.” Xoll said with a look of satisfaction. 


     Onika felt like she was being pushed to her limit. She moved slowly up and down, her pussy lips feeling every vein of his hard cock. His member touched spots inside her, she cried out in bliss. Tears covered her cheeks as she whimpered. Her tits bounced with her movement. Xoll reached up and ran his thumb over her dark nipple. This sent electricity through Onika and there was a wet burst in between her legs. Wetness flowed down Xoll’s member all the way down to the hilt. Onika tried to fit more inside her, letting out moans and whimpers. 


     Off to the side there was a moan. Onika glanced to see the Blood Queen sitting back. Her red robe was open and a leg over the side of the arm rest. One had rubbed her crimson haired slit while her other hand cupped her own large tit. Her skin was the color of alabaster and her nipples were a pale pink. She licked her lips, briefly showing her fangs. Her body was flawless without a mark on it. Her eyes drank in the image of Onika sitting on Xoll’s monster cock. 


     “Please my love, take me next. I hunger for you. Fill me with your manhood.” The Blood Queen begged. 


     The Blood Queen continued to play with her lips, spreading them out and rubbing her clit. Onika’s lust was drowning out all reason. She pictured herself on her knees, burying her face between those pale shapely thighs. Tasting her and running her tongue along her pink clit. 


     “Stay with me my sweet Onika. We still have matters to attend to.” Xoll said as he cupped Onika’s chin directing her to look at him. 


     Onika bounced on his hard cock. Moaning and groaning from his thick member filling her to the breaking point. Heat picked up as another orgasm bloomed. Onika cried out as explosions filled her body. Heat came off in waves and again Xoll’s control lessened. Onika felt that if she had more, she may have a chance to do something. 


     “You are sweet to your master. Will you love me for all time?” Xoll said. 


     “Yes Master.” Onika lied. 


     Xoll’s mana continued to drain her but the mana from her orgasms filled her more and more. Sliding on his rod, she picked up the tempo. She needed just one more and she could take control of the situation. 


     “You won’t keep your power for much longer. I have drained some of your knowledge. Try as you might, I am almost there. Vala’s power will be mine just as you are mine.” 


     With one smooth move, Xoll threw Onika down while still inside her. His eyes blazed cold fire as he forced several more inches into the shadow elf. Onika screamed from pain and pleasure. Her body felt like she would break in half. Her muscles stretched trying to contain his member. Once he reached the hilt, he slid it back and forth. The sensations were overpowering. Then his cock bulged. 


     Onika screamed as white hot come jetted into her tight hole. It had nowhere to go but her belly. He pumped, pushing his hips hard into Onika. The Valanori blissfully screamed as she clamped her legs around his thin waist. Streams of come filled her and squeezed out of her dark cunt. Xoll didn’t stop as he kept up the pace. 


     A chain of orgasms blasted Onika’s senses. The world became white as her body and her senses were pushed beyond their limit. Her spirit was as calm as her moon pool, glassy and reflective. Onika could see Vala’s shrouded form. She instantly knew that if she saw all of Vala, she would never return to the waking world. Her mind would be lost to a dream. Vala smiled and nodded to her Valanori. 


     The world came rushing back. Xoll continued to pound into her, shaking her body with each thrust. His eyes determined as his mana drew in more knowledge from deep within her mind. For a brief moment, Onika attempted to drain her uncle. 


     “HA! You don’t have the power to drain me. Now be a good girl and take very inch! Open your mind to me and reveal all your secrets!” Xoll commanded. 


     Onika turned her head and her eyes met the Blood Queen’s. She took all the power she had and sent it to her voice. The Blood Queen looked with hungry eyes, pushing her hips and rubbing her clit faster and faster. 


     “Love us.” Onika said breathlessly. 


     “You all will love me!” Xoll shouted. 


     Onika looked up at her uncle. Her eyes smoldered as they glowed red. A shift could be felt throughout the whole room. Xoll’s eyes widened as come burst forth from his cock fillings Onika’s belly once again. His eyes rolled back as Onika pushed pleasure back into him. The moment was enough to break his power for a breath. 


     From behind, the naked Blood Queen bared her fangs and drove them into Xoll’s shoulder. He screamed as they dug deep into his dark flesh. His body bucked as blood flowed from the wound and into the Queen’s mouth. As he trashed, his cock moved in and out of Onika, his power was too much and she orgasm again, feeding her own power. The Queen lovingly held on. Xoll used his elbow and crashed it into her face. It was like hitting a stone wall. Her skin remained flawless. 


     Xoll pulled his mana in and gave one last elbow to the Blood Queen’s face. The strike was so powerful the entire mountain shook. Her body flew across the room and crashed into the chamber wall. Her naked body slumped to the ground unmoving. Onika saw her chance. Mana poured from her hands and two glowing red daggers appeared. With one swift move, she aimed her mana daggers for Xoll’s heart. 


     Xoll was quick. In a blink of an eye, glowing red daggers of his own parried Onika’s blades. Four blades locked as both shadow elves stared each other down. 


     “I have seen your memories and have drunk your knowledge. The Widow’s Embrace is an effective tactic to use. You forget yourself. I have years of experience and skill. You cannot take me.” 


     Onika shifted her hip and managed to knock Xoll onto his back. Mana blades clashed and energy flashed. Onika parried as Xoll sliced away at her. The room was filled with a red light from each strike and parry. Onika’s whole body moved as they tried to break through each other’s defenses. Xoll’s cock was still deep in her and the movement caused bliss to bloom in her senses. Xoll felt the same as Onika squeezed his cock. Their bodies rolled while they tried to drive a mana dagger into each other. Xoll would have the upper hand and then Onika. Blades sang as they parried each other’s blows. Senna watched in disbelief as the two fucked and fought with incredible intensity. 


     Onika rolled Xoll onto his back. Their bodies heaved and covered in sweat. Xoll’s cock throbbed in her tight slit. Their hips and thighs covered in juices and come. The would-be god feigned an attack. Onika misjudged and felt a burning shock. Blood ran down her arm from where he cut her. Onika poured her strength and mana into her arms and tried to drive both mana daggers down. Xoll used his forearms to block Onika’s forearms. Her blades were inches from his chest. 


     “You can’t beat me Onika. After I kill you, I will take Vala’s ring and her power will be mine. It’s over.” Xoll smiled smugly. 


     Onika let her left mana dagger fade away. She put her free hand over her other hand. She poured all her might to drive the one dagger down. It moved an inch but was still several inches from his chest. Xoll laughed. 


     “You forget yourself uncle. Love kills!” Onika whispered. 


     Onika’s mana dagger glowed bright. It shifted and exploded into a glowing red short sword. Xoll lost his concentration for a moment and that was all Onika needed. She drove the tip of the mana sword into his chest. Xoll screamed in pain as the blade went an inch deep and burned like a roaring fire. Onika maintained her dispassionate stare as she held the blade, keeping it in Xoll’s chest as it burned. She smirked as he came again inside her. 


     Xoll’s mana welled up and a pulse burst from his chest. The power was enough to throw Onika off him and onto the stairs. Dazed, she moved to get back to her feet. She looked up just to see the Blood Queen’s golden chair shift and change into the fire elf, Vokk. He rushed to Xoll who managed to stand and fall to his knees. 


     “Master!” the fire elf yelled. 


     “Vokk, take your master from here.” Xoll said meekly. 


     The fire elf hissed at Onika. His body shifted and expanded. He formed into a dragon and reared back. Onika flipped off the stairs as a blast of fire blackened the white stairs where she stood not a moment before. Vokk flexed his wings. He took Xoll into his oversized claws and took flight. Onika caught Xoll staring at her as Vokk crashed through the double doors, smashing them to rubble. There was a second crash as the outer doors exploded. 


     Onika stepped down from the dais and walked to Senna. The chained shadow elf was smiling and crying. With one quick motion, her mana short sword sliced through her sister’s chains like butter. When they fell to the ground, Senna reached out and hugged her sister.  


     Tullo and Nessa rushed into the dais room with a small crowd of Onika’s orcs following behind them. Nessa let out a breath of relief. Tullo put his arm around her and held her close with a smile on his face. Onika and Senna held each other crying and sobbing from pure joy. 


     


  




  

     Five 


     Onika took a deep breath as she gazed out across the Burning Lands. She leaned against the slow stone gate. The city of Koth was quiet as the blood drinkers retreated from the morning light. After Onika healed the Blood Queen, she was very grateful to be broken from Xoll’s control. She allowed the small band of shadow elves to stay for as long as they needed before returning home. 


     Tullo had spoken up for the orcs, wondering what they were going to do with them. Onika had stepped out to her loving horde and let them know they should move on with Vala in their hearts. She was sure to tell them that they will always be special to her. The horde let own low moans but their leader did as the Valanori asked. With hearts broken, they gathered up their camps and moved on to the horizon. 


     Onika could still see the last of them travelling in the distance away from the dead city. Senna and Nessa were still talking about their experiences and journey to save her. Tullo rolled out his bed roll and was soon fast asleep.  


     The morning sun bathed the land in a yellowish light. For a time, Onika felt at peace. She saved her sister, stopped her evil uncle and opened people to Vala’s light again. Her spirit was weary but calm. Onika prayed silently to Vala in gratitude. 


     You are most welcome my Valanori. 


     “Did you know we would succeed?” Onika whispered. 


     The future is uncertain. Xoll achieved great power but your faith was stronger. 


     “I feel like we won but only by a hair. Xoll escaped. He will try again.” 


     Your journey has started the wheel of faith. Already there are whispers of my return. My power is returning slowly. Xoll's change will not take place. With time, I will be able to bring love back to Navarr. 


     “Does this mean my trials are over?” 


     Your trials will continue. The dark gods will try to stop my growing power. Xoll had reached out to a few of them for their assistance. The spawn which attacked you at sea was from one of my enemies. We still have much work left to do.” 


     “You still want me as your Valanori?” Onika looked up with bright red eyes. 


     Do you still love me enough to follow me and spread my word? 


     “To the end of nights.” Onika smiled. 


     Then follow your heart and spread my word. I will always be with you my Valanori. 


     A gentle breeze caressed Onika’s face and she smiled. Not far from her she heard laughing. The shadow elf turned to see her sister and Nessa laughing like younglings. She strode to them, smiling with arms outstretched. The two shadow elves stood up and rushed Onika. The three of them hugged and laughed. The morning sun warmed their bodies as their spirits soared in joy. 


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Moo Girl! 
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     The air was alive with the smell of cooking meat. The barbeque was in full swing as Mu walked out with a tray of uncooked hamburger patties. The back porch door slammed shut as she made her way over to her father who stood over the massive grill. Party quests dived through the crowd around him so they could get another helping of his delicious meat. Bodies parted as Mu walked through, head held high with a large silver tray covered in raw burgers. She was after all the quest of honor. It was Mu’s eighteenth birthday. Family and friends from all over the kind state of Texas made their way to the Chaplin Ranch to celebrate this important event. 


     Mu placed the tray down on a hardy oak table and turned to her father. Her father, Buck Chaplin, was wearing an apron that read “Meat. It’s what’s for dinner.” He reached over, curling an arm around her slender shoulders and planting a kiss on her forehead. Mu looked up with adoring eyes and gave the brightest smile. 


     Mu was not your average Texan girl. While most girls growing up wanting a pony, Mu wanted a cow. At her thirteenth birthday, she was led out to the barn blindfolded. When the blindfold was removed, she saw a bovine beauty complete with a large pink bow on its back.  Mu was overjoyed and quickly named her new cow Millie. Since then, she has received a cow every year. She took to it with open arms. Mu fed them, cleaned out their stables and was even able to teach them a trick or two. When she mooed at them, they would moo back three times. Her papa was so proud of his daughter; he quickly made plans for her to take over the family business when he was ready to retire. 


     But not everything was cows and family. Growing up, Mu had a medical condition, a strange form of Galactorrhea where her breasts produce milk. Most often it would happen when she was really turned on. Something she kept hidden from everyone. But like a strong young woman, she endured and told herself everything happens for a reason. She never let it get to her and kept that positive nature in everything she did. 


     Mu reached over to the silver tray and picked up a burger that was pale in color. She handed it to her father and he quickly put it on the grill. Mu was a vegetarian and a soy burger was just the thing she needed. She never held people to her standard. Her choice to not eat meat was a personal one. 


     Beer and liquor flowed as the party went on. Mu gave her papa a hug and ran off to make sure the quests were having a good time. Happy birthdays came from all directions as she walked through a kaleidoscope of happy smiles and faces. There was a quick gust of wind. Mu pulled her blonde hair from her eyes and she nearly gasped. Bruno Spears had just stepped out of his pickup truck. Their eyes met for a second. Bruno smiled and looked away, his hulking six-foot two form bulging with muscle.  The Spears ranch was their closest neighbor. Mu’s papa and Bruno were good friends over the last five years and often helped each other during the busy season. Mu had a crush on him since she met him and that fire has never cooled. 


     Mu raced over and gave Bruno a tight hug. He nervously gave a quick hug back. He reached into his truck and pulled out a wrapped present.  


     “You didn’t have to get me anything. I am just happy you could stop by.” Mu smiled. 


     “It would have been rude to show up without a present. I hope you like it?” 


     Mu ripped open the wrapping and opened the box. It was a bright shiny silver cow bell. Mu’s eyes lit up. She threw her arms around Bruno’s neck and kissed his cheek. 


     “Thank you!” Mu said sliding off his hard chest. 


     “I remember you mentioning that Millie needed a new bell. It even has her name engraved on it. I had your name engraved as owner just to make sure.” Bruno shifted uncomfortably. 


     “This is the best gift. I’m going to put it on her right now.” Mu ran off. 


     The barn was filled with low moos as Mu slipped inside. She went to Millie’s stable and opened the gate. A big pink bow adorned the back wall. Millie mooed in excitement. They both mooed in unison as Mu changed out her old worn-out bell and hooked on the new bright silver one. Once done, Mu patted Millie on her side, closed the gate and headed for the barn door.  


     The barn door was slightly ajar when she reached it. She looked out into the bright light of the day and could see all her guests were laughing and having a wonderful time. Her eyes spied Bruno talking to her papa and something stirred. There was a flash of heat and she stayed behind the barn entrance out of sight. Bruno smiled and laughed at something her papa said. Mu stared transfixed. She could feel a deep yearning and it pulled at her very being. There was spreading warmth in-between her thighs. Her breasts felt full and heavy as a hand gripped the door. She couldn’t keep her eyes off of Bruno as he talked. His whole body moved with muscled ease. Her crush was turning into something else, something hungrier and bigger. Millie mooed behind her and nearly snapped her out of it. Mu noticed one of her hands was in between her legs, rubbing herself. Instead of pulling away, she rubbed harder. Frustratingly the jeans were too thick to feel much. She pushed the tip of her hand down the waist band and she found her playful nub over her panties. She continued to stare as Bruno talked and laughed. The warmth in her was rapidly spilling into heat. Any thought of someone walking in on her quickly faded away as her desire pushed her to become bolder. She could feel her panties growing wetter with each passing second. 


     Mu looked down as a flash of heat burst through her core. Her eyes widened in surprise as dark spots appeared on her green tank top. Mu stopped and let out a sad sigh. Her boobs were leaking and now her tank top was very wet. Her full and ample breasts leaked milk through her bra and shirt.  


     Mu turned and headed for the other end of the barn. She raced out the other door and into the house. She glanced back to see if anyone saw her but the crowd was focused on eating and drinking at the moment. She worried that Bruno would have seen her but he was still engrossed in his conversation. 


     After several leaps up the stairs, Mu darted into her room and slammed the door shut behind her. The walls to her bedroom were covered in cow print designs and super hero posters. Her bed sheets and pillows were white and black spotted. Her obsession with cows and super heroes seemed to know no limits. Mu ran to her dresser and pulled out another bra and tank top. Before she put them on, she went to the window and looked out through a thin opening in the cow print curtains. She instantly noticed Bruno and she felt wet again.  


     This time Mu unbuttoned her jeans and could feel her wet panties clinging to her. She ran her fingers over her shaved pussy, finding her sweet spot. Her clit was pulsating as she began rubbing herself again. All she could think about was having Bruno inside her, taking her virginity and anything else he wanted. Thoughts of him throwing her down and taking her filled her mind. The inner pulses grew louder and more intense. Her mouth hung open and her breathing quickened. She rubbed with wet fingers until there was a burst of heat and Mu cried out. She continued to eke out every bit of pleasure as she stared from her window. When the sensations grew too intense, Mu fell back onto her bed as little tingles play all along her body.  


     Minutes passed before Mu was up and changing into a new pair of panties, jeans, bra and purple tank top. She fixed herself up and made her way out of her room, down the stairs and back to the party. It felt like a weight lifted off her shoulders but only for a second. When she saw Bruno again, that powerful desire welled up and she was not satisfied. 


     "Hey there pumpkin. We were just talking about you." Mr. Chaplin said as Mu walked up to them. 


     "I was just telling your father that we have a new bull and maybe bring him over for some of the gals in the barn." 


     "Yes. Old Taur is getting on in years. Until we get a new bull, maybe Bruno can help us out." 


     "Whatever you think is best papa." Mu would have said more but she found herself surprisingly tongue tied. 


     "Great! Maybe next weekend. I will make the arrangements." Bruno said and then awkwardly stepped away to talk to others at the party. 


     Mu kept her eyes on him. Every time he smiled, she bit her lip. She caught herself and looked away. Her hand went to the metal spatula and began turning over hamburger patties. Papa Chaplin smiled. 


     "You happy, pumpkin?" 


     "Very happy papa." Mu said not taking her eyes off the meat. 


     "You know destiny comes to those who shape it. Don't let it shape you." 


     Mu looked up and into her father's warm eyes. "What do you mean?" 


     "Don't let the world tell you what you need. If you see something you want, achieve it. Just a little food for thought." 


     Mu remained silent. She continued to help her papa cook and soon joined the party. A cow shaped cake was brought out and the evening air was filled clapping and cheering. Right before she blew out the candles, she looked at Bruno. She didn't wish to be with him. She wished he was strong enough to be with her. 


     *** 


     The party died down around ten pm. The last car drove out and some of the ranch hands began cleaning up. Buck Chaplin went upstairs to his room and turned out the lights. It had been a long day and he was exhausted. Mu on the other hand felt the night was just beginning. 


     Mu locked the door to her room and made sure the curtains were drawn. The closet door opened and she reached into the back. Her hand searched until she felt it and then pulled it out. She laid it on the bed and looked it over. Her heart beat with excitement as she smiled. 


     Mu not only obsessed about cows, she obsessed about super heroes as well. Before her was a full outfit in cow print. She sewed it specifically for her body. It was complete with a thin black mask for her eyes. She made it a year ago and only wore it once. She thought back to what her father said about destiny. She was sure her destiny lay with Bruno. She was ready to shape her future and achieve the very person she wanted. She could sense a strength in him that maybe he didn't fully understand. He was so timid around her, she would have to be the one to show him what he wanted. 


     Mu put the outfit on and found it very form fitting. It adhered to her shapely curves nicely. She moved around in it and everything felt right. She reached into her closet and pulled out a bull whip. She strapped it to her waist and turned to the full-length mirror. The outfit was skin tight. The mask and whip completed the look. Mu gave a devilish smile and went to the window. 


     The ranch hands had already cleaned everything up. The night air was cool with only the sound of crickets chirping. Mu carefully made her way out the window of the second floor. She reached the edge of the roof and leaped. She landed on her hands and feet. A quick survey showed the area deserted. Then like a bolt she was off. 


     Mu jumped several fences and was soon out in open fields. Bruno's ranch was two miles away and she knew exactly how to get there. The moon bathed the fields in a pale white light. Mu would sneak out all the time. She knew these pastures like the back of her hand. Batman had Gotham City, Mu had the fields of Stephenville Texas. 


     After ten minutes, Mu reached the edge of the Spears ranch. Quietly she scaled a few fences and spotted Bruno's house. She edged closer and closer. She knew where the automatic light sensors were and gracefully stepped past them. She put her back against the wall and peeked into the bay kitchen windows. Bruno was there, pouring a big glass of milk. He closed the refrigerator door and turned to the window. Mu moved back into the shadows. She held her breath for a few seconds before looking back in. Bruno sipped his milk as he looked up into the starry night sky. 


     Mu picked up a pebble, tossed it at the glass and spun around the edge of the house. She could see Bruno's shadow move as he looked around. She smiled and ran for the front door. She didn't stop running as she knocked twice and hid on the other side of the house. Everything was still for seconds before the front door opened. She peeked and saw Bruno come out with a shotgun in his hands. Excitement shot through Mu as she moved away. She reached her favorite spot to climb and with practiced ease pulled herself up onto the low roof. She moved silently to the edge as Bruno moved quietly forward. The whip was unbuckled and lay limp next to her. 


     "Is someone there?" Bruno shouted. 


     Something black curled around the end of the shot gun. The trigger was pulled and the shotgun went off. It was yanked from his hands and pulled onto the roof. Bruno stepped back as the shotgun fell onto the dirt path to the house and shotgun shells rained down. Bruno stepped into the house and slammed the door shut. 


     Mu flipped off the roof edge and landed on her feet. Her heart beat so fast that she thought it would leap out of her chest. She went to the door, turn the knob and swung away as the door opened. The house was still. Mu moved in, whip at the ready. Bruno's living room was very rustic. A large couch, large flat screen, large coffee table and large fireplace filled the large room. Mu wondered if everything Bruno had was large. 


     Wood creaked and Mu turned with the whip ready. A tall, muscular man stood in a door way. He wore a black leather mask around his eyes. He had a round silver nose ring above his top lip. He wore a black leather vest, his arm and chest muscles bulging outwardly. He wore black leather chaps and a leather Speedo. His body heaved as he held a whip in each hand. 


     "You are trespassing. I recommend you leave little lady." The black bull commanded. 


     Mu was instantly wet. Her body trembled with excitement as the black bull inched a step closer. Her mind raced with wet thoughts. She flicked her wrist but the bull was faster. One whip smacked her whip out of her hand. The second whip curled around her neck. She grabbed it and attempted to pull away. The black bull was stronger. He pulled her close, grabbed her and lifted her up, slamming her against the wall. 


     "Who sent you?" The bull shouted. 


     "Destiny!" Mu yelled back and kneed him in the stomach. 


     The bull grunted and let her go. Mu fell to her feet and drove her shoulder into him. The bull stumbled and fell backwards onto the couch. Mu scooped her whip from the floor and jumped. She landed knees first on the bull's rock-hard stomach and held her whip to his throat. The leather strained against the black bull's thick neck and he grunted. 


     "Your move." He managed to say through gritted teeth. 


     Mu looked down at him. Her head bent forward and her lips touched his. The kiss was warm and moist. She bit his lower lip and gently pulled. His tongue darted out. Her tongue joined his and mouths closed over each other. 


     Mu released the whip and let it drop to the floor. Her hands ran along his chiseled chest. Bruno found himself holding Mu's hips and he gently ran his big hands along her sides. He could feel himself getting harder as Mu looked down at him through her mask with a dirty glint. 


     She reached up and pulled the mask from his eyes. She threw it aside and gazed upon his square jaw and handsome features. Bruno reached up and did the same. Mu looked away when the mask was off. He cupped her jaw and turned her face toward him. She pressed her large tits against his chest and kissed him again. Bruno could feel a dampness as she grinded her body against his. He opened his eyes to look at Mu. She sat up and pulled away thin flaps to her suit. Her tits were exposed and leaking milky white fluid. 


     Mu gave a nervous glance as Bruno stared at her. A nagging thought filled her mind that he might not accept her. It faded away the moment Bruno moved his mouth over one of her tits and began sucking. Her body shivered at the sensation. His warm mouth over her nipple, greedily sucking down her milk. She squeezed her other tit and milk squirted out onto Bruno's chest. It ran down his manly curves as he continued to suck away. 


     Mu's arms held Bruno's head and pushed her tits into his face. She could feel him hard as steel under her. She pulled away and removed a flap from in between her legs. As she tossed it aside, Bruno could feel the heat coming off her pussy. He looked down and saw that she was dripping on him. He reached around along her firm ass and touched her swollen lips. One finger slipped in and then another. Mu moaned and writhed in his arms. She could barely contain herself as her body shook from excitement. 


     Bruno laid back. Mu stayed on her knees before him. Bruno simply took in her beautiful form. Her large tits filled with milk. Her body covered in cow print with her slit exposed for him to take. Her pussy lips wet and waiting for him. Mu showed off everything about her. He now knew all her secrets and he did not judge her. Mu felt destiny bend to her will. 


     Mu stepped off Bruno. He sat up and swung his legs over. He gave a concerned expression until Mu knelt before him. She pulled at his leather Speedo. She hooked the sides and pulled down. Bruno moved to help but she slapped his hand away. When she pulled it down past his thighs, his cock sprang out before her. He certainly had everything large. The purple head pointed at her as she marveled at the impressive length and girth. Veins popped out along the sides and she could feel the heat coming off of it in waves. Her hand curled around the base as her lips touched the tip. Bruno stared as Mu's mouth opened and closed around the end. She ran her tongue along the tip and along the edges. She dipped her head, letting her full lips run along the veiny sides. She took as much as she could before gagging. Then she pulled back letting her saliva make his cock glisten. Mu had never been with a man before but everything felt right as she did it. Destiny was guiding her through it. 


     Bruno could feel the sides of her tits against his thighs. He wanted to put his head back but he fought the urge. He wanted to see all of it. His hand cradled the side of her face as she moved her mouth up and down on his hard shaft. The only noise they heard was the sound of Mu slurping. She tasted his pre-come and thought it ambrosia. He moved his hips slightly as she took him in again and again. 


     The room became hot as Mu teased and sucked his hard member. She pulled away and string of clear salvia followed from her mouth to the tip of his cock. She stayed on the floor and went onto all fours. She turned and pointed her exposed ass and slit to her beaux. Bruno fell to his knees, his cock an inch away from her engorged slit. Her scent was creamy as his hands held her hips. He knew she would be tight and prepared to hold her into place. Mu surrendered herself to Bruno and he would be the one to take her. 


     The tip of his purple head pressed against her full wet lips. Mu trembled again as the tip pushed in a little. She curled her fingers into the carpet. The wet sounds pushed Bruno to the edge. He pushed himself in. Mu screamed not in pain but in pure lust. Inch by inch Bruno pushed in and Mu let out long deep moans. Her moans began to sound different. Bruno noticed it sounded like she was mooing. He pushed his cock all the way to the hilt and kept it there. Mu cold feel her pussy muscles flexing around his hard manhood. 


     "Moo for me." Bruno commanded. 


     Mu began mooing softly at first. Bruno moved his hips and his hard cock slid in and out of her dripping pussy. The mooing seemed to be turning him on even more. Mu felt she might burst into two halves just from the size of him. 


     " Moo louder!" Bruno grunted. 


     Mu mooed louder and louder as she was spread open. Bruno's gentle moves grew more powerful with each thrust. Mu could hear and feel his hips slapping against her ass with each thrust. Waves of pleasure filled her as he pumped into her. As Bruno moved faster, Mu was taking sharp intakes of breath. An orgasm was building and she went wide. Fireworks burst through her being as the orgasm took no prisoners. Bruno upped the tempo as Mu let out animalistic noises. She mooed and looked behind her as Bruno focused on her tight slit. His eyes taking in her round ass as his cock slid in and out. 


     "MMMMOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!" Mu moaned loudly. 


     Sweat appeared on Bruno's brow as he felt himself getting close. Mu's pussy was so slick and tight. Her moos were the sexiest thing he had ever heard. He couldn't hold back anymore. His cock bulged and he dug his fingers into her hips. A torrent of come burst forth followed by hot spurts with each push into Mu. Bruno tried to breath as his hips moved of their own accord. He slammed into Mu with everything he had and kept pushing deep inside her until every last bit of come drained from his oversized balls. 


     Mu smiled as Bruno fell back. He pushed himself up and sat on the couch trying to catch his breath. She turned around and crawled in-between his legs. Bruno put his head back and gulped down air. He bolted his head up and looked down in surprise. Nestled between his thighs was Mu. Her lips were wrapped around his semi hard cock. 


     "It's too soon. Give me a minute." Bruno said almost quietly. 


     Mu pulled the cock from her mouth and looked up with innocent eyes. "I want to taste your man milk. Give it to me." 


     Bruno said nothing as Mu began sucking on his purple head. She continued to look up with virgin eyes as his cock slid in and out of her mouth. She ran her tongue along the sides. Then she took him deep in her throat. Her tongue pressed along the underside and sandwiched his cock to the roof of her mouth. Her teeth grazed the length of it. All Bruno could do was watch as he slowly became hard again. 


     "I know you have more come. Give it to me. I want it." Mu said for a moment before gobbling his member again. She could feel come leaking out of her tight slit. 


     She sucked at the head and when Bruno was hard again, she pulled away. She pressed her milky white tits together around his hard cock. Her breasts were leaking milk in small rivulets. She ran her hands over her nipples and spread her milk all over her tits and Bruno's cock. His cock slid with ease and would occasionally touch Mu's chin. She bent her head forward and sucked at the head while his cock slid between her hot tits. 


     "Yea baby. I love titty fucking you! You do that so well." Bruno couldn't believe how hard he was. 


     Bruno could feel another orgasm coming on. His body burned as his balls worked overtime to fill up with come. Mu moaned and sucked harder. She wasn't going to be denied what was hers. Each thrust and suck made them hornier and hornier. 


     "I'm coming baby! I'm coming! " 


     "Come for me! Give me your milk!" Mu managed before taking his cock back into her mouth again. 


     "YYYYYYYYYEEEEEEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!!!!!!!" Bruno shouted like it was the end of the world. 


     Mu felt jets of hot come fill her mouth. She squeezed her tits spraying milk all over Bruno's crotch and thighs. Bruno hummed as the orgasm took over. Mu sucked down globs of sweet come. She wasn't sure there would be a lot since this was his second time but she was pleasantly surprised. Mu squeezed his balls to push out every last drip of his milk.  


     Bruno collapsed deeper into the couch. Mu climbed up and rubbed her pussy lips on his limp cock. She let his come drip out of her all over his lap. She whined and cuddled into him, her hands wet with her own milk and spreading it all over his chest. 


     "I can't. I can't go again." Bruno said exhausted. 


     "Yes, you can. Give me more." Mu said as her slippery hands grabbed the base of his member.   


     Bruno made a feeble attempt to push her away but Mu at this point was stronger. He was still semi hard so she rubbed his head against her pussy. Bruno protested but Mu kept going and mooed. This silenced Bruno as she rubbed his sensitive head against her clit. Sticky hot goo covered the both of them but Mu continued on. As soon as Bruno was hard enough, she slipped him inside her and held him with her firm Kegel muscles. Bruno was quiet but his cock appeared to be ready as it grew harder and harder. Mu moaned and bounced on her bull. Her tits leaked milk all over him. She shoved a tit into his mouth and he drank down her honeyed milk.  


     Bruno grunted with each thrust of Mu's hips. He felt paralyzed as his cock grew rock hard again. Mu bounced and bounced not letting Bruno slip out of her. She could feel the biggest orgasm build within her. Soon, Bruno was helping her by holding her by her waist and shoving her down on his cock. He became possessed and this turned Mu on more than she ever thought possible. 


     Both Mu and Bruno moved as their bodies responded to their love and lust. Bruno's cock spurted jets of come as he yelled with all his might. Mu joined him as her pussy quivered from her orgasm. It was followed by another and then it was finished with a third. Her tits bounced and sprayed small amounts of milk all over Bruno's chest and in his mouth.  


     The lovers collapsed onto each other in a sweaty embrace. Their minds blank from the most powerful experience they have ever felt. Bruno lazily sucked at Mu's nipple while she cradled his head in her arms. They both tittered and fell into the couch. Their breathing labored as they fell asleep in each other's arms.   


     *** 


     Bruno could feel himself fall out of dream land. In the distance he heard birds chirping. His eyes fluttered awake and the first rays of dawn greeted him through the living room window. Pleasure and soreness filled him as he felt Mu slide her wet pussy down his morning wood. She gasped as every inch filled her and she gently rocked her hips. 


     "Morning lover." Mu said looking down with half closed eyes. 


     "Morning to you my sweet." Bruno said as he grabbed her hips and helped her along. 


     Their love making had made their way to the carpeted floor. Both were completely naked with clothes scattered and hanging off furniture. Despite both of them being incredibly sore, they couldn't stop their bodies from being together. 


     "How did you know I was coming here last night?" Mu gasped. 


     "I spoke with your father. He gave me his blessing." Bruno breathed. 


     Mu looked down and cocked her head to the side. "Papa knew?" 


     "He had an idea." 


     "How did you know I would be dressed up? When did you get that outfit?" 


     "Come on Mu, we have known each other for years. All you talked about was cows and superheroes. I had a feeling you would do something like this sooner or later. I put my outfit together last year after the convention." 


     Mu smiled. "You remembered?" 


     "Yes. When I saw you fixated on the skin tight superhero outfits, I knew it was only a matter of time." 


     Mu let out a breath as an orgasm began to build. "I noticed the shot gun had salt rock shells." 


     "A little excitement goes a long way. It took a moment for me to figure out it was you. If it was some burglar, then they would have had a chest full of rock salt." 


     Bruno continued.  "I waited a year for you to come to me. Ever since I met you it felt like..." 


     "Destiny." Mu finished with a smile. 


     Bruno looked deep into her green eyes as her body shuddered from a deep orgasm. She looked back and they spoke with no words. Their bodies translated into a song only they could hear. Together their bodies surged with another pang of excitement. Bruno came, filling his mate. Mu climaxed with a moan. She collapsed onto his hard chest and slept. Bruno slipped back into dream land. Their spirits meeting on the other side of the waking world, holding each other, kissing as destiny smiled on their fate. 


     ~Fin~ 
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     One 


     The air was stifling. The town hall was packed with bodies and the noise filled the place like a thick cloud. It looked like everyone turned up. I sat quietly as people talked with an edge of panic in their voices. Jessica reached over and put her hand on mine. She knew what I was going through and wanted to show her support by being there for me. I didn’t deserve a friend like her but I’m grateful she stuck around. 


     Four months ago, is when it started. People of Moon Spire were finding some of their cattle mutilated. At first people wrote it off, that some wild animals had moved in and were taking advantage of the available meat. Like good townsfolk, they banded together and kept a look out for wolves or bears. The first month had people talking and not much else. Thirty days later, several more cows were ripped to shreds. The laid-back atmosphere changed to become a little more cautious. Another thirty days passed without incident but on the night of the full moon, ten cows were found ripped apart but not eaten. The panic grew. Townsfolk began systematic patrols. Everyone bought a radio and tuned into the same frequency for any news. It became normal for everyone to walk with a rifle or shotgun slung over their shoulder. We thought we were ready for anything. Then on the night of the next full moon, twice as many cows were dead or missing. Something had to be done. 


     My gaze shifted to the large windows. The sun was setting and a blazing orange light shined in. We were entering month five and tomorrow night was the full moon. There was no way I could help on the full moon due to my condition, but Jessica thought it would be suspicious if I didn’t even show up for the town meeting. So here I was, sitting with my fellow townsfolk, trying to be normal in an abnormal situation. 


     “Melody, are you okay? You seem flush.” Jessica eyed me with concern. 


     I put my hand to my head and felt a tiny bead of sweat. “It’s hot in here. I hope this meeting happens soon.”  


     I wanted to talk about how the change makes me crazy the night before the full moon but Jessica already knew it. I think she was just trying to make conversation just in case anyone was listening. I felt feverish and my muscles tensed as if they were getting ready for the change. 


     The mayor walked up to the podium and a hush fell over the crowd. I turned my eyes to him and tried to concentrate. 


     “Gentle people, I have heard your concerns. We must step up patrols for tomorrow night. I recommend everyone get some rest during the day. Tomorrow night is going to be a long one.” 


     Jacob Sutter stood up. “We tried the patrols and they didn’t work. We should set more traps!” 


     The mayor sighed. “Now you know we shouldn’t use traps if we have regular patrols. Last month poor Jimmy Cotton stepped on one. We can’t have a repeat of that event; we would only be hurting ourselves. Stick to the patrol schedule and for god’s sake wear your hunting vests. Last thing we need is a shootout and one of us dead.” 


     Opie Summers stood up next. “And if we don’t find this animal, what then? We should ask for help from the government. Whatever is killing our livestock isn’t eating it. It isn’t natural. We need help in this matter. How long before whatever it is comes after one of us?” 


     The crowd murmured loudly with some heads shaking in agreement with Opie. A flash of fire lit up my nerves and I clutched Jessica’s thigh. She held my hand tight letting me know she was there for me. Maybe it was the energy from the crowd but my body felt like it wanted to twist and turn. 


     The mayor was silent for a moment. He smoothed his immaculate suit before speaking again. “We here in Moon Spire have always handled our own problems without the help from anyone. Do you all agree we should break that tradition and ask for help?” 


     The room was silent. 


     Despite feeling like I was going to faint, I had to say something just in case Opie was right. I stood up as Jessica pleaded with her eyes for me to sit down. 


     “Mayor, we have always handled our own problems but this may be a special circumstance. It has been months and we haven’t found what is killing our livestock. Maybe we need to break with tradition this one time.” 


     The crowd murmured a little louder their approval. The mayor seemed to drink it in before speaking again. 


     “Do you all agree with Ms. Melody?” The mayor asked, surveying the crowd. 


     The hall fell silent for a few moments. I was about to sit down in complete embarrassment when a few people stood up and nodded their heads. Soon the entire hall was standing and agreeing. Either I was right or people were just too afraid to let this go on any longer. 


     The mayor continued. “Then I propose we give it this one last full moon. If we can catch or stop whatever is killing our livestock then life will go back to normal.” Then the Mayor’s gaze shifted to me. “But if we cannot catch this killer in the dark then we will reach out to higher authorities for their assistance. Are we in agreement?” 


     The crowd clapped and cheered their agreement. I felt a few people pat me on the back. It seemed the moment swayed everyone and gave them a small amount of comfort. I had to sit down because my body was overheating. Jessica put an arm around me.  


     “I have to get out of here. It’s becoming too much.” I said in a low whisper. 


     Jessica nodded. We both stood and went for the main doors. The mayor and his people were giving out patrol schedules and directing people. My muscles started to twitch and a deep hunger began to grow. When we were a foot from the door, a lone figure stepped into view and put his hand out. I looked up to see a striking man standing there with a small smile. His eyes were thin, like he spent a lot of time in the sun. He had a very light tan, giving him an almost mystical skin tone. His chin was covered in a light beard and his eyes shined with an amber brown. I couldn’t help myself but stop and stare as my gaze glided over his short dark hair and broad shoulders. The hunger stabbed at me and then cooled down as I didn’t blink. 


     “Melody Fields, pleased to meet you. My name is Bruce Black.” The man’s smile was bright and welcoming. 


     “Hi Bruce, I know who you are. Your ranch is a few miles from here. Sorry to hear about your cows.” I managed to stand up straight and shake his hand.  


     “I just wanted to stop by and thank you for speaking up. I know a lot of people would have had a hard time speaking against the mayor.” 


     “I wouldn’t say I went against the mayor. More like keeping our options open.”  The twisting pain was subsiding. Why right now? 


     “Well, I know it is appreciated. But I also want to know if you would like to get some coffee?” 


     “You mean like right now?”  I said bewildered. 


     “No time like the present. Every moment is a gift and I would like to share this gift with you.” Bruce smiled. 


     “We have to go.” Jessica interjected while giving Bruce a scowl. 


     My body relaxed and a shy smile bloomed. Bruce’s charm was nearly lethal. The gentle tug from Jessica signaled for me to move but I was rooted to the spot. I was getting picked up at a town meeting and I wasn’t against it.  


     Bruce seemed to take it all in good cheer. “Your body guard can join us.” Bruce eyed Jessica and grinned. 


     “Thank you for the invitation but maybe after all this full moon madness settles down.” My face was red and it wasn’t because I felt the change. 


     “Then I will see you soon,” Bruce said as he opened the door and held it for us. 


     Jessica ushered me out to my truck. She put me in the passenger side and closed the door. I looked out the window as Bruce stood on the steps, watching me. His eyes and smile spoke to me in a way I couldn’t describe. Jessica turned on the engine and drove out of the parking lot. The twisting pain started up again. A deep hunger roared inside me. We had to get home in a hurry. 


     The drive back was quiet. The sun had set and stars blinked into view. We pulled up to my house. The area was silent except for a few crickets nearby. My body was on fire and I nearly stumbled out of the truck when I opened the door. Jessica ran around and guided me into the house. With the door closed, I finally felt I was able to let my hair down. 


     Jessica was silent. She knew what I needed. I was ravenous before the full moon and I needed a release or I would turn into crazy person. The madness was all consuming and it needed to be tamed at all costs. Jessica unbuttoned my shirt and undid my jeans. I raced to undo my bra. Fingers unhooked the restricting underwear and my tits spilled out while defying gravity. I was a solid D cup and Jessica always commented that I didn’t need the bra. Her hands pulled down my jeans. I slipped out of my shirt and stood in only my panties. Jessica began to undress while my hand smoothed over my covered mound. 


     “Please Jessica, hurry. I can’t take it anymore.” I begged. I normally didn’t beg for anything but I was getting desperate. 


     Jessica was fully nude before me. Her lithe little body and bouncing boobs made the hunger only grow. Her shapely little hips and clean-shaven mound were enticing. I rubbed my womanhood, needing her to satisfy me. I normally wasn’t into girls, but Jessica was my best friend. She knew me better than anyone so this wasn’t too much out of the norm for us. 


     Jessica dug into her purse and pulled out a nice sized vibrator. I found myself falling onto the couch, rubbing myself and feeling my panties getting wetter. She turned on the vibrator and a small buzzing filled the air between us. I moved my hand away. No time for foreplay, I needed the release in the worse way. She sat next to me, her body pressed against mine. The tip of the vibrator ran along over my panties and I clutched the couch. The shock halted the hunger but only for a moment. Jessica leaned in and ran her tongue along my nipple. This made them stand at attention. The vibrator was doing its magic, running along my engorged clit, tidal waves of pleasure crashing through me. Moans filled the room, drowning out the vibrator. Heat and wetness spilled from me as I tried to contain myself. I whimpered my need and Jessica fulfilled it. She pulled my panties aside and placed the vibrating tip to my pink slit. Her tongue never left my nipple as she slid an inch into me. My moans turned into small screams. I was so completely sensitive it was hard not to scream. Scents in the room clouded my thoughts. I could smell Jessica grow wet as she slid another inch into me. Her heart raced as she suckled my tit like a hungry animal. It was me though who was the animal in human skin. I gripped her wrist and made her shove the vibrator deeper. Soon it filled me and my body responded by bucking and moving my ample hips. My friend slid the vibrator in and out with long strokes. I clutched at her with one arm, holding her close as she violated my tight slit. Jessica moved from my nipple to my neck and ended on my lips. She tasted sweet as our tongues swirled.  


     My need was becoming too much. Heat and electricity danced across my nerves. I felt something inside me coil, ready to burst. My eyes went wide as an orgasm exploded filling me with wet shards of bliss. Before I could enjoy the sensations, another explosion filled me and another. A chain of orgasms caused my body to shudder and tremble. Jessica continued to push the vibrator as deep as it could go and she left it there. One hand ran along my nipple while the other fingered herself.  


     We continued on for hours. It finally ended with Jessica passing out and me whimpering. Our bodies were covered in sweat and the vibrator still on inside me. The hunger was kept at bay but it wasn’t fulfilled. I helped Jessica up to my room. We collapsed into bed. I reluctantly pulled the vibrator from me and switched it off. I was tired enough to fall sleep, but worry covered me like a thick cloud. Every month I went through this but tomorrow night would be worse. I had to try and remain calm. I have been lucky that no one had seen me in my other form. I prayed that it would stay like that. I fell into a troubled sleep, hopping tomorrow night would come and the killer in the night would get caught. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     The last rays of sunlight disappeared below the horizon and a flash of light filled the sky. Any other time, I would be sitting on my porch enjoying the approaching evening. Instead, I was standing on my porch stressing out. Jessica stood next to me, trying her best to calm me down. The moon hadn’t risen yet but I could feel its gentle pull on my spirit. It was only a matter of time now. 


     “I will try to stay close to the woods. You know the drill, if anyone comes around, I’m visiting family.” I said as cool breeze flowed over me. 


     “And if the killer shows up?” Jessica was putting on a brave face but I knew she was concerned. 


     “The shotgun over the fireplace works. Load it and have it ready. I should be back by dawn.” 


     The shroud of night filled the sky. My body tensed as I tried to remain calm. Jessica stood with me for a long moment. We went through the same thing every moon rise, but with the killer on the loose it made everything more dangerous. I wished I could control the urges but they called to me and pushed me to be my other self. Night flowed across the sky. The moon peaked over the horizon and my body shuddered violently. 


     I stepped off the porch and started walking out into the field. Jessica stayed behind and watched me. I had only a shirt and shorts on. I didn’t want my clothes to shred while it happened. I pulled my shirt over my head and slipped out of my shorts. My nude body convulsed. I tried to control it, but it overpowered me. I fell forward in the darkening field. I was on all fours as my muscles and skin shifted and pulsed. Bones lengthened and my skull pushed outward. Pain and ecstasy stormed through me as I grew larger. I let out muffled moans as the transformation pushed at my very being. My mind exploded and my body rippled. It was the same every time and yet it felt like the first time. Small horns ripped through my temples. My nose and mouth shifted and pushed outward. A small layer of fur sprouted, covering my skin in white and black. My feet hardened and changed into cloven hooves. My shins bent backward and my nails hardened. My tits grew from a D to a double D.  


     After long moments, the pain faded and I stood in my other form. I would have just called myself a werecow but Jessica was kinder in saying I was a female minotaur. Whatever I was, I shuffled away to the edge of the field. The light of the house was off in the distance. I had to stay out of sight in case a patrol spotted me.  


     I knew other were creatures online. We often talked to each other about our afflictions. We kept our world as secretive as we could. It seemed that there was a were creature for almost any animal, but mine was a rarity.  You heard the tales of men becoming bulls, but you didn’t really hear anything about women. I wished my form would turn me completely into a cow. It would have been easier to hide with my livestock. Instead, I was this voluptuous half woman, half bovine creature. And to make matters worse, most were creatures have a killer instinct to some degree. but I had the opposite. I wanted to have sex like any way I could. I was a raging beast alright but only for loving and fucking. 


     A mist covered the field. Earthy scents rose up with the evening dew. My senses were turned up to eleven and I took it in all its splendid glory. Control was difficult, but I kept myself together. The gnawing urges attacked my mind and body as I tried to relax in the evening air. The smell of grass was calming and just when I thought I could clear my mind, heated urges stabbed at me. I managed to walk along the edge of the woods, ready to dart in if I saw car lights or people walking. I remembered the patrol plans and somewhere around midnight was when some people would show up to take a look around. I had a lot of land so the woods would be a great place to hide. 


     Hooves dug into the earth. Wild urges whipped at me and I was finding it harder and harder to think. I let out a small moan as I fell to my knees. I couldn’t stop myself. A lightly furry hand moved between my legs. Fingers glided over my puckered lips and fire consumed me. I ran one finger along my nub. Another moan filled the air. I was even more sensitive than my human form. Sensations played out, consuming me and forcing me to rub myself a little faster. I could feel my body ready for a night self-pleasure when the sound of a twig snapping woke me from my trance. 


     I was back on my hooved feet and looking around. I turned my horned head to the woods and became very still. I was about to take a step back when I heard something large moving through the trees. The full moon was bright but it wasn’t enough to pierce the shadows. Was it the cow killer? Was it here and looking for me the whole time?  


     I took several more steps back. Branches cracked and snapped. I readied myself. I know I had strength on my side. Jessica made me test it once by picking up the truck. It was heavy but I was able to lift it over my head. If I can do that, then I know I can take this monster down. I waited, nervous and a little sacred. A huge shadow moved and crashed into view. 


     A trembling “mmmmoooo” escaped my bovine lips. The thing was covered in hair. It had the rough body shape of a man but much larger. The snout and shiny black eyes gave me a rough idea of what it was. The bear shuffled a clawed foot forward. It was standing like a man. My eyes drank it in but this bear looked different. Its shoulders were broad like a man’s. The hair was short and the snout was small. Its eyes were small but they were not completely black. I could see a hint of white around the edges. 


     I backed off. Was this the monster killing our livestock? I didn’t know, but I wasn’t about to be its next victim. I rushed forward with all my strength. The bear put its claws up, palms out. I was already in full stride when I connected my shoulder into the bear’s gut. Even with its size, it twisted and fell onto its back. I stood for half a second before I turned and started to run. I may have been strong, but I wasn’t very fast. I took about ten steps when something hooked my leg and I went flying into the wet grass. I was back on my hooves and turning. The bear moved closer and the moonlight gave me a better look at it. 


     Shock washed over me like cold rain. It had the characteristics of a bear but it wasn’t a bear. I recognized it for what it was. It looked like a cross between a man and bear. Muscles flexed as the werebear took a hefty step forward. I put my hands up ready to defend myself when urges assaulted my senses. I let out a moan and took an unsteady step forward. The werebear grunted and lunged. An instant before it touched me, I grabbed its neck and a tuft of fur from its stomach. I lifted it up and slammed it down into the ground. The werebear rolled and was back on its feet. It was then I noticed the creature’s cock between its legs. I backed up but wetness covered my mind. I was trying to keep it together but the sight of the creature's swinging member made me hot. His scent was overpowering and the longer I was around him, the more I needed to be satisfied. 


     The entire mood changed. Fear melted away as my heart beat strong. My muscles relaxed and my hands slowly came down. The werebear’s hands also came down. A strange feeling took over, almost like we were silently communicating to one another. My eyes continued to glance at the big creature’s swinging member. It was the only thing not covered in fur. Its thickness and size made me tremble and my pussy quiver. The werebear moved forward. It had a hunger in its eyes but it wasn’t for food. I felt like prey standing there, frozen and unmoving. This seemed to make the creature bolder. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     The werebear’s claws began to sink back into its fingers. It shuffled forward, towering over me. Its primal scents driving me mad with lust. My hands moved forward and ran fingers lightly over its throbbing cock. It bounced to my touch. If I was in human form there was no way I could do anything with his huge cock. But in my current form, it seemed just right. The werebear brought its thick arms around me in a weird understanding. It was being gentle. The sparks of desire in me grew into a raging fire. My fingers traced the shaft and took hold of the monster cock. 


     I was finding it impossible to resist. Why were the urges so intimidating? It was almost like my body was trying to say something to me. My knees grew weak and I found myself kneeling before the werebear. It watched me with those almost human eyes. I lifted his hefty member and pressed my bovine lips to its head. The werebear seemed to like it when my tongue snaked out and licked the end. Wetness dripped from my slit as I licked the head. His taste and touch caused me to surrender. Maybe it was our dynamic of predator and prey but I couldn’t resist his aura. His cock pushed into my mouth and I took it like a hungry animal. The silent night was filled with sucking sounds, my lips pressed tightly around his veiny cock. It pushed deeply in and out. Sensations whirled through me. His taste was ambrosia and my urges pushed me further, the heat coming off the werebear’s body in waves. My fingers touched my engorged lips. I ran my fingers along my slit and they felt drenched. When I touched my clit, I moaned while taking several more inches into my mouth. My body moved to the rhythm, my tits swaying with each bob of my horned head. The werebear stared, breathing heavy. It moved its powerful hips, and even in my current form I nearly gagged. 


     Inches pushed in and my tongue ran along the bottom of his shaft. My fingers worked my clit, rubbing and rubbing. My muscles felt like liquid as I upped the tempo. This made the werebear groan his approval. His hands held my head as I sucked his thick cock with all my might. My tits started to tingle as I blew this mighty creature at the edge of the woods. I tried to ignore it but the tingle grew more and more. I wanted to push the werebear into the woods so we would have some privacy but the thrill of being caught kept me in place. I felt like some wild animal slut and there was no shame. Desire and lust fueled me as a drop of pre come touched my tongue. 


     My moans grew louder, trying to suck the come from his member. The werebear seemed to become frustrated. It pulled me off its sopping wet cock, turned me around and pushed me forward. I moaned my delight as strong furry hands spread my ample bovine ass. I never had sex with another shifter. I looked back helpless as its cock pressed against my quivering pussy. I let out a long satisfying moan as his cock pushed against my tight opening. I was so wet that he had little issue pushing into me. Even in this form he was pretty big. I felt my walls push away as he forced his way in. The werebear grunted and pushed, inches filling me with each passing moment. Electricity raced through my nerves as I huffed. The werebear’s hands were a vice on my hips. When his furry hips touched my ass, new feelings of satisfaction filled my being. It was me who started to rock into him, making sure his cock was snug within me. The werebear helped me along by forcing himself as deep as he could go. Loud groans roared to life as he took me from behind. 


     My tits swung and the tingling grew more intense. Furry hands reached down and cupped my large breasts. Fingers grazing my nipples made my body buck hard. This forced his cock deep in me which in turn made an orgasm come that much closer. With our bodies joined, we struck a perfect rhythm of tugging and pushing. It was like heaven touched us and we were awed by it. Other emotions swirled into the mix but I kept myself attached to his cock, squeezing and pushing my ass against him. I lifted my upper body up and used one arm to hold onto the werebears neck. He held me close, hands on my hips and thrusting into me over and over. His fur was warm and comfortable as his thrusts made my body shudder. The tingling in my nipples reached their zenith and I moaned loudly.  


     Milk burst from my nipples and thin little streams dripped from my heavy tits. With the werebear’s cock buried deep in me, I gave one big squeeze and my world exploded. Heat filled me as my nerves coiled and released.  My body arched as an orgasm filled me with rivers of bliss. I held tight as I slammed my ass on his mighty cock down to the hilt. My hands rubbed my nipples and more milk began to flow. The urges subsided a little but I kept going, milking every last drop of pleasure. 


     The werebear grunted and groaned. I think seeing me come was too much for him. His cock bulged, spreading me wider. Eyes rolled into my head as I milked tendrils of pleasure from the heated moment. My head leaned back on his shoulder, my tongue slipping out and touched his lips. I felt my inner walls push outward as his cock spread me to my limit. He was silent for moments and a deep roar filled the night sky. Molten bursts of come spurted into my tight slit. I rocked on him, taking everything I could. He held me tight, forcing every inch into me. Come mixed with my juices. Hands grabbed at my full tits and squeezed, his cock pumping more and more come into me. The amount was nearly too much as it spilled from me. My tits squirted milk in his tight grip, covering his beastly hands and raining down the front of my body. 


     I wished I could have said that was it, but my body hungered for more. I pulled my dripping pussy from his member. I was mad with lust as I shoved him down onto his back. The werebear didn’t protest as he landed with a thud, his wet cock glistening in the moon light. My hands were on him and I squatted. His member pressed against my dripping cunt and pushed in. A wave of pleasure blasted my senses as I took him all the way down to the hilt. Milk dripped from my tits onto his fur. He raised his upper body to lick and suckle on my nipples. This only made everything hotter as I moved with ease, up and down on his cock.  


     We blocked out the world. It was only us, fucking in the perfect night air. The urges lessened and the more we fucked, the better I started to feel. My eyes drifted as I eased myself on his rock-hard member. Fingers curled into his fur. I felt smaller with each thrust. The urges fell away like leaves in autumn. I pulled my hand from his fur and could see the light layer of fur on my hands begin to recede. A small painful twisting bloomed as my muscles and body started to shift. What was happening?  


     My hands shrank and body shifted. I bucked with the werebear still inside me. A stab of pain rocked me and I bucked again. There was a terrible internal sliding as my horns shrank back into my skull. My face shifted and pulled back from my were form. I looked down in a panic. I was shifting back to normal and had to get off of the werebear before his cock broke me in two. Fingers touched wet fur and before my eyes, the werebear’s form started to shrink. My moans changed from animal to human like. Soon I could hear my own voice. I was still gasping, writhing and stroking the monster cock inside me with my pink valley. The werebear shifted, snout receding and hair falling away. The hair on his head went from fur to jet black and his face started to appear during the change. 


     I gasped. “Bruce?” 


     “Melody?” Bruce said with the same astonishment in his voice. 


     “You’re the killer in the night?” I said and found myself still bouncing on his member.  


     Bruce didn’t seem to mind. “No. I was out here because of the full moon and trying to find who the killer was. Since you spoke up in the town hall, I had a feeling they may come here.” 


     My astonishment swirled back into lust. Bruce did have a hot body, broad shoulders, and defined muscle. It seemed we were both in a very happy place because I made no motion to get off of him. Instead, I picked up the rhythm while running my hands over his chiseled chest. His hands were holding my hips, keeping me close as our groans filled the night. We didn’t completely turn back to human but we were close. My tits leaked milk on him. I bent forward so we were face to face. 


     “This was an unexpected surprise.” Bruce said in a breathy tone. 


     “Yes, yes it was.” I moaned. 


     “So, are you still up for coffee?” Bruce smiled. 


     I smiled trying to contain myself when a rustle in the woods grabbed both of our attentions. We turned out heads to see a hulking wolf creature coming toward us. It was so sudden, we froze. The wolf stood like a man but was hunched over. His fur was gray with white mixed in. Teeth bared as it growled and took a step toward us, claws flashing in the moon light. 


     Without thinking, I rolled off Bruce and we were both on our feet. The werewolf took another step, eyeing us like it was deciding who to attack first. Bruce didn’t waste any time, his body shifted and grew larger. 


     “Get back Melody!” Bruce said as his voice changed from human to animal. 


     I didn’t move as my own body began to change. For some reason I had better control of the change. My horns sprouted and my body grew stronger. The werewolf lunged for me with madness in his eyes. Bruce in full werebear form reached out and grabbed the wolf. It snapped its jaws and struggled to break free but, Bruce held him in an iron grip. Claws flashed and Bruce let go. Blood dripped from his face and he roared. The wolf was on his feet and racing toward me ready to rip me apart. I braced myself. I knew I was strong if I could lift a werebear. I dug hooves into the ground and readied myself. The wolf was nearly on me and I used the same move I used on Bruce. One hand grabbed his throat and another grabbed his furry stomach. I lifted him up and pin wheeled him into the ground, hard. 


     The werewolf howled in pain. A shadow rose past my shoulder. Bruce barreled his whole body down on the wolf. I stepped back just from the power of it. The wolf whined in pain as the werebear held him down. Teeth gnashed and he tried to slash with his claws. There was no way Bruce could hold him down without getting more cuts. I had to do something or someone was going to get killed.  


     Urges in me welled up, but they were different. It felt like a nurturing aspect bloomed in my body and mind. Was the reason we changed back because of my milk? I remember feeling my body relaxing and changing the more milk flowed from me. Could this be the key? We couldn’t spend the night holding him down and killing him was out of the question. We had no idea which town folk was the wolf? It would send the town into a spiral of mistrust. 


     A decision took over my body. I laid next to the thrashing wolf. Bruce growled as he was slashed again, but he kept the wolf in place. He turned his bear head to me as did the wolf. Teeth snapped at me as the wolf tried to break free. I held my own large tit to his face and squeezed. A small stream of milk splattered on bared teeth. The wolf’s eyes were wild with hunger and blood lust, but when my milk touched his maw, the fight seemed to lessen. I watched with cool eyes as I squeezed more into his open mouth. The creature’s whole demeanor changed as milk flowed. His eyes went from angry to almost that of a lost puppy. Tense moments passed and I smiled. The werewolf’s tongue reached out to lick my nipple. I moved closer and he began to suckle like a hungry pup. His body relaxed and the three of us were still. Bruce let go and stood up. The wolf held me close and latched on my nipple, sucking and drinking. His body convulsed and shifted right before my eyes. 


     Bruce and I watched as the wolf writhed and shifted before us. His hair fell away and his body shrank. When it was over, shock washed over me. Bruce shifted back to his human form, his eyes wide the entire time. The human man at my breast, passed out and lay curled in the fetal position. I stood up and let my body flow back into human form. 


     “That’s the mayor’s son, Chris.” Bruce said, heaving from the change. 


     Someone stepped out of the woods. Bruce and I turned to see the mayor in camo gear, holding a rifle pointed in our direction. He wasn’t wearing a bright hunter’s vest. 


     Tears flowed from his eyes. “Step away from him. I knew he couldn’t contain himself. He was going to kill you, Melody. I couldn’t have that on my conscious. I have to put him down.” 


     “No mayor, he’s just different.” I said while Bruce stood in front of me. 


     The mayor wiped away a tear. “I know he’s different, just like you, Bruce and a few other town folks. Don’t try to hide it, I’ve known for a while. But he has problems. He is too protective and there is something dark in his soul. When you stood up and challenged me, he took it personally. I tried to chain him up because I knew what he would do, but he ran off. I knew he wouldn’t just go for your livestock to teach you a lesson. I could tell he was coming for you.” 


     I put my hand on Bruce’s shoulder. He turned his head and glanced at me. I nodded my head and he moved away. The mayor’s hands were shaking but the rifle was still aimed at us. 


     “Mayor, we just figured it out. The milk from my were form can calm the beast. I fed some to your son and he changed back. I can help control his beast. Please put the rifle down. I can help your family with this terrible burden.” 


     The mayor looked down at his sleeping son. “You can do that?” 


     “Let’s help your son, and the town will be better for it.” I smiled. 


     The mayor gave me a long, tortured look. His hands wavered and pointed the rifle down. I walked over to him and hugged him. He held me close, letting the tears fall. Bruce picked up Chris and we all began walking to my house. 


     Four 


     The morning sun was bright as rays of light filled my home. When Chris woke up, he wasn’t sure what had happened. The mayor was happy to see a brightness return to his son’s eyes. The young man seemed to have a happy spirit, like some weight was lifted off of him. Jessica spent the time getting us clothes and making coffee. She eyed me with a questioning stare about Bruce, but I would have to save explaining that for later.  


     Bruce was by my side, helping with clothing Chris and assisting Jessica in the kitchen. The mayor couldn’t stop hugging his son. When Chris went to use the bathroom, the mayor and I talked about a future meeting so we can discuss how I could help their family. A short time later, Jessica took the mayor, Bruce and Chris back into town. I gleefully crashed into the couch and slept like the dead. 


     In the late afternoon I received a call from Bruce asking to meet for coffee. I smiled and put on some clean clothes. The night was hard on Jessica because I found her sleeping on my bed still fully clothed. I quietly left her and hopped in my truck. I know she will have a crazy number of questions but that would have to wait. 


     I met Bruce at the coffee shop. We sat and started talking like we knew each other all our lives. It seemed that he could tell I was a shifter, but couldn’t tell what I was. He never knew a scent like mine. I had to confess, I was so wound up with the coming full moon that I couldn’t make heads or tails out of anything, much less anyone’s scent. We talked about our experiences, but we both seemed to speculate that there weren’t many werecows because our milk had a calming effect on shape shifters. It was a long shot but it seemed to make the most sense. Most shifters have a blood lust, but no one really wondered if the opposite was true. Could there be more shifters with a calming and loving nature?  


     After a few hours and full of caffeine, Bruce walked me to my truck. He opened the door for me and I felt an urge to giggle. Before I stepped in, I pressed myself to his broad chest. Our lips touched and the world stopped. When we pulled away, that familiar hunger welled up inside. I would save that for our next date. Bruce closed the door and waved at me. 


     I drove off and headed for home. The mayor’s son wasn’t the only one with a weight lifted from their shoulders. It seemed I have a better understanding of my other self and because of that, I felt better. The sun began to set and as the last rays of day painted the world in bright colors, I smiled with warmth in my heart and adventures on the horizon. 


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Tower Falls: Demon Song 
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     One 


     A shadow loomed over a woman in a stream. Hair hung over her face as she sobbed into the flowing waters, the bottom of her white dress swaying to the current. The faint light of the moon caressed the land as the woman sank her hands into the cold water, gentle whimpers touching the air for no one to hear but herself. 


     “I can hear her,” a voice whispered, flowing along the small stream and eventually passing on into oblivion. 


     The woman moaned her pain, hands digging into the icy water as if searching for something. Rocks moved and tumbled in the stream as fingers coiled around something meaty and heavy. Another hand searched the muddy stream bottom until it too touched and grabbed like a hungry wolf.  


     The woman cried out, head whipping up with the dim moonlight caressing her pale face. Eyes half closed, the sobs grew in pitch. Fingers tightening, she lifted her hands up from the stream and held them out. One hand opened with a black heart beating in her palm, the sound of its pulse as thick as winter fog. In the other hand, a dove laid, neck broken and eyes as white as its feathers.  


     The woman in the stream screamed into the night, clutching the beating heart and dead dove to her chest. Blue fire rose up from the water, licking the air around her as her flesh fell away. The dove stirred and turned its head in a strange angle. White eyes fell on the black heart and the dove burst from one hand and fluttered to the other, its beak puncturing the black beating heart like a rabid creature. Blood trickled down and faded into the flowing stream. The blue fire grew until it burst in all directions, shattering the animated dove and black heart with a cleansing burn, sending their ashes into the wind. 


     *** 


     Kira’s eyes slowly opened, the lamp light touching her vision with a welcoming glow. The young woman stirred on the couch, thoughts rising up like blooming trees in a fast-growing forest. Hazy memories of a woman in a stream slipped away as she sat up. Cell phone tumbling from her chest, Kira reached to snatch it from its fall and just missed as it hit the rug.  


     Scooping up the phone, she let out a thankful sigh when she saw it wasn’t damaged. Tapping at the screen, she saw she had no messages and gently lay back down on the comfy couch. 


     Collecting her thoughts, she wondered if Holly was home yet. 


     “Holly?” Kira half shouted in the dark apartment, a lamp by the couch providing the only light. 


     Waiting, she heard nothing but her own breathing. Checking her phone again, it was after 2am. Kira knew Holly could be a party girl. Coming home closer to 4am was more her speed, but the young woman felt a nervous energy lick at her heart.  


     Sitting up, she tapped on her cell screen and was about to call Holly when stumbling and laughing spilled in from the front door. Kira put her phone on the coffee table and waited, the lone lamp light filling the living room with a soothing gloom. 


     The laughter only grew as footsteps made their way closer. Another sound entwined with the laughter of a man. His laughter was deeper but filled with delight. Kira’s eyes fell to the light under the front door, shifting shadows swaying underneath. Keys jingled as the giggling and laughter vibrated against the front door. A key slid in and the lock turned. 


     Kira watched as the door swung open and Holly nearly fell into the room. A handsome man was with her. He wore a biker jacket and had short dark hair covering his head, and a smile that could melt butter. Holly would have crashed onto the floor if her handsome gentleman hadn’t caught her in time. Kira stayed where she was as the man helped Holly back to her feet. 


     Holly giggled on as she pressed her hand to his chest, eyes looking up adoringly. Kira knew Holly was focused on one thing and that caused her to sigh loudly. 


     Holly whipped her head around with a drunken smile, “Kira! You’re awake!” 


     Kira gave a small smirk and tired eyes, “I am now.” 


     “Kira, meet Asher… Asher…?” Holly said without hearing what her roommate said. 


     The man gave a devilish grin, “Asher Gray.” 


     Kira gave a small nod, “Hi Asher.” 


     Asher gave Kira the once over as Holly leaned into him, pressing her chest to his. The guest’s eyes drank in Kira as she sat, her brow turning into a slight scowl. Kira wished men wouldn’t do that every time Holly brought them home. Holly was the wild one but Kira was the modest, subdued roommate who didn’t appreciate such rudeness. Asher’s eyes travelled down to Kira’s above average chest and lingered for some time as Holly whispered in his ear. The couple glowed with sex and perverted stares as Holly pulled Asher in and closed the front door behind them. 


     “I’m soooo tired,” Holly moaned and giggled, “Asher, why don’t you come to my room for a little bit.” 


     Asher nodded but his eyes were on Kira, “Sounds like fun. Maybe your friend should join us?” 


     Kira sucked in a breath of disgust and glared at the rude guest in their home. 


     Holly gave a sloppy grin, “She’s not a party girl, at least not anymore.” 


     Kira rolled her eyes. 


     Asher kept his whimsical grin as he continued to eye Kira, “I don’t mean to be rude. Holly here is fun, but I won’t stay long.” 


     Kira closed her eyes and shook her head, “Do whatever you want. It’s none of my business.” 


     Asher’s eyes narrowed and kept his razor smile, “Whatever I want?” 


     Kira glared once again. Asher stepped further into the apartment, Holly nearly clutching to him. The room took on a dirty vibe as Asher’s eyes slid along Kira’s noticeable curves. The young woman kept her hard stare as shadows seemed to sway in the room. An edge crawled along firing nerves and a chill stabbed into her heart. 


     Asher stood directly in front of Kira and raised his arms up in a stretch, face tilting up. At first, Kira thought it was some stupid attempt to show off his toned body. Her eyes glancing down, she saw his jacket partly open, showing a holstered gun gleaming in the dim lamp light on one side and a dagger hilt in the other side. Asher’s arms fell, as did his gaze to Kira, jacket quickly covering up the weapons. 


     Kira was to her feet. Hand reaching out, she grabbed Holly by the arm and pulled her to her side. 


     “Not so rough,” Holly said with a drunken whine. 


     “I will have to ask you to leave,” Kira said sternly. 


     Asher stayed where he was, eyes holding a predatory gaze, “I was invited in. I mean no harm.” 


     Kira kept a tight grip on Holly as she maneuvered her behind her, “We have a strict rule on house guests. Come back tomorrow morning when Holly is sobered up.” 


     “No, we don’t,” Holly slurred. 


     Asher was as still as a cemetery statue, “That’s not what you said. You said we could do whatever we wanted.” 


     Kira backed up, pushing Holly to the kitchen, “It’s a new rule. I expect you to follow it.” 


     Asher stayed where he was, amusement painting his face, “Do my weapons frighten you?” 


     Holly’s eyes widened, “What?” 


     Kira continued to back up with Holly now holding her arm, “Weapons don’t frighten me, just the people who use them.” 


     Asher took a steady step forward, “Strange how my charms are not working on you. They work on Holly.” 


     Holly’s fear melted away at the soothing pitch of his voice. Kira looked down to see Holly’s grip loosen and her body regain its drunken sway. The blonde looked past Kira and once again stared adoringly to Asher. 


     Kira’s brow formed a hard V as she pushed Holly with her back until they reached the alcove kitchen on the other side of the living room. The raven-haired woman glanced at the knife rack and mentally picked out a knife before turning back to Asher who moved two steps toward them. 


     Instincts kicked in and Kira kept calm. It was easy to let fear take root but she knew better than that. Her gut screamed danger and she heeded it. Fingers flexing, she remembered everything her family taught her growing up. 


     Asher took another two steps forward, hands up and open, “I’m sorry if I’ve frightened you. I only wish to spend some time with Holly. This is my last night in the city and I will be gone in the morning. I don’t mean to set you on edge; I do tend to get a little playful from time to time.” 


     Kira stared, her mind made up, “Just leave. Holly is in no condition and frankly, guns and knives are a deal breaker.” 


     Asher eyed the dark-haired beauty, “I’m trying to be nice.” 


     Kira’s eyes narrowed, “Leave!” 


     Asher let his hands drop to his sides, “I understand. You’re afraid.” Asher looked past Kira to Holly, “Come Holly, we can go somewhere else.” 


     Holly tried to step around but Kira put her arm out. 


     “She’s not going with you,” Kira said adamantly. 


     This time, Asher’s face took on a dark edge. Shadows grew longer under his eyes as he stared menacingly at the protective roommate. A dark energy spiked and a chill rolled down Kira’s spine. She knew that look; a look when a man wanted what he wanted and nothing would get in his way. Dark energy crawled along alert nerves as she watched him. His fingers curled into fists and brow creased. Heat bloomed as a rage bubbled behind his striking blue eyes. 


     Asher let out a sigh as his shoulders relaxed, “I wasn’t expecting the night to go this way.” 


     Kira watched as he reached into his leather jacket and drew the long dagger. Kira turned and drew one of the large kitchen knives from the rack and held it out, arm steady. Asher gave a sardonic smirk as he took another step closer, blade gleaming. 


     Kira studied him as he took slow steps toward them. The leather jacket had several patches she methodically committed to memory. She mentally recorded his frame, size and height, taking special notice of a heart tattoo on his neck, a thorn covered vine wrapping around it. Every contour of his face was blazed into her memory as she prepared herself. 


     Holly stood behind Kira, stunned into silence and unable to move. 


     Asher stepped past the couch, eyes lingering on Kira as he spoke, “I only have tonight to make your dreams come true. Submit like the cows you are and you won’t see me again until I come back to take what is mine.” 


     “Kira,” Holly said with growing alarm. 


     “It’s going to be okay. Give me the dish towel,” Kira said without taking her eyes off Asher. 


     Holly grabbed the dish towel off the counter and handed it to Kira. The raven-haired beauty whipped it around her free hand while holding the carving knife in front of her. When the towel was wrapped fully around, Kira relaxed her stance. 


     “Drop the knife,” Asher said in a dark whimsical tone. 


     Kira kept her stance. 


     Asher looked past her, “Holly, take the knife from her.” 


     Kira watched as her friend’s hand reached up toward the knife. Kira brought her elbow in, slamming into Holly’s ribs. There was a yelp as Holly stepped back, clutching at her side. 


     Asher smiled broadly, “Well well. I wasn’t expecting this kind of fun tonight. You should have just let me fuck your friend.” 


     Time slowed down and Asher burst forth like a demon straight from the abyss. Dagger flashing, Kira burst forward to meet him before he had a chance to take advantage. Thoughts flashed to her upbringing as she kept her wrist loose and knife curving. The wrapped hand moved like a club, smacking the dagger aside while she curved the knife for the soft part of his stomach. Asher grinned as his body twisted, dodging the knife and spinning around. Kira changed direction, trying to drive the sharp edge into a soft section of flesh. 


     Holly was frozen as she watched Kira and Asher move like dancers trying to kill each other. Blades missed their targets by inches. They twisted and moved, keeping the other beyond arm’s length. Kira tried not to think about how fast he was. She needed to land a blow and end this before it really started. Asher’s body tilted and turned, the knife passing close but missing his neck. Every time he tried to gain the upper hand, Kira knocked away his dagger with her wrapped hand.  


     Kira fell back to her training, constantly moving and not giving him the chance to cut her. Limbs and bodies moved with expert ease until something dark flashed. Kira brought up the hand wrapped in a towel as something black slashed across it. Kira stumbled back, nearly crashing into Holly as she looked down to see the towel shredded, around her fist. Eyes whipped forward to see something snaking behind Asher as he growled with amused contempt. 


     “Nothing like a little fight to get the blood boiling,” Asher grinned. 


     Kira shot forward, eyes centered on his neck. Something black whipped around from Asher’s backside but Kira bent her knees to dodge it, the black thing missing her head by inches. Knife close, she closed the distance and drove all her power upwards. Asher took a step back but it wasn’t enough. The knife sliced upwards, the tip touching his neck and slashing across his tattoo. 


     A strange screech filled the apartment as the black thing whipped around again and slammed into Kira’s side. Kira went sprawling down to the floor. A booted foot crashed into her side and sent her rolling onto her back. Pain welled up as she drank in the world around her. Asher’s hand clutched at his neck as dark red blood streamed between fingers. His face was screwed up into demonic hatred as he raised his boot up. The black thing swayed behind him, a scaly tail with an armored tip came into view. Holly cried out as she ran forward to block him. To Kira, it all appeared in slow motion as her strength dwindled.  


     Asher’s boot came down on her face, cracking bone. The pain disappeared as the force of the blow knocked her senses off kilter. The boot came down again and again. Blood spurted as Kira tried to get back up. Limbs didn’t respond as she lay, lost to damaged senses. 


     Asher knelt down, eyes looking her over as she coughed up blood. He clutched at his neck as dark blood continued to flow. Grabbing the towel from Kira’s hand, it came away easily and he put it to his neck. Holly was running forward when Asher turned and gave her a stare. Holly’s legs stopped and her hands fell to her sides. 


     Through a bloody haze, Kira watched as Holly stepped closer, eyes and body submissive. A dull ache pulsed and Kira tried again to move. Asher beckoned Holly closer and she complied, molding her body to his. The biker kissed her deeply and she wilted to his touch. Kira gurgled as she tried to speak, words lost to blood filling her mouth. 


     Asher turned away from Holly’s lips and looked down, “Too bad you’re a mess. Maybe when I’m done with Holly, I will comfort you with a…” Asher grunted when a sharp pain filled his leg. 


     Looking down, the biker saw Kira’s knife buried in his calf muscle. Dagger still in hand, the biker knelt down and smacked her hand away, dislodging the knife. Blood spilled as Asher raised his own dagger and brought it down. 


     Kira grunted as the sharp point penetrated her chest, close to her heart. Still fighting, she moved her hand with the knife still firmly gripped. Asher stood up and slammed his boot on her wrist, pinning it to the floor. His dagger stayed where it was, buried in her chest. 


     Asher looked down as he spoke, “Holly, undress and be ready for me on the couch. Your friend here will spend her last moments hearing you moan.” 


     Kira tried to get back up as soon as Asher pulled his boot away but weakness clouded her body. Muscles relaxed as their energy bled away. Tendrils of darkness crawled into her vision as she stared upwards. In the corner of her eye, she watched as Holly undressed, her eyes lost and confused. Asher unbuckled his belt and then shrugged off his leather jacket. The blood at his neck had stopped flowing and a thin, black scaly tail shifted back and forth through ruined jeans. 


     Asher gave Kira a wink before moving to the couch, Holly’s legs spread and her fingers between her thighs. Darkness pooled into her vision as the light faded away. Moans rose up from the abyss and then silence. A blue fire burned as Kira’s heart stopped beating and a sobbing filled the void. 


  




  

     Two 


     The ceiling remained unchanged as Lucas stared. Lying on his back, eyes wide and unmoving, he wished sleep would come and shroud him in comforting darkness. Instead, he lay, staring at the blank ceiling with a sad heart and a heavy weight on his chest. The silence was deafening as nothing stirred, not even him. He couldn’t remember the last time he blinked and that thought triggered an endless spiral of noticing each blink. Mind chattering away like a storm of bees, he tried to push it all to the background and allow sleep to stroll in and stroke his weary mind. No matter what mental exercise he tried, his eyes remained firmly open and stuck on the white ceiling. 


     The door to his room opened. 


     Lucas felt the wet slide of his eyes turn to the door. A man walked in, broad shouldered with dark shadows covering his face. Hope spiraled upward as Lucas tried to sit up, but the weight on his chest grew and he was unable to move anything save his eyes.  


     The man made his way in and began rummaging through Lucas’s meager possessions. Opening a back pack, the man’s hands dove in and moved stuff around. Finding nothing, he stopped and turned away. The man moved through the room as Lucas lay watching, helplessly. 


     The man moved to a desk and opened drawers. Fingers rifled through papers and small books before slamming the drawers closed. Lucas eyed him with a sideways glance. The big man had short hair, and wore a leather jacket and black jeans. Chains hung from his hip as he continued to rummage through the small room, ignoring Lucas.  


     “Dad….” Lucas tried to say but his lips didn’t move and his voice remained mute. 


     The man continued on, oblivious to the world around him. Lucas felt the weight on his heart grow and he fought to push back at it. Trying to yell, no sound came. Calling on a distant pain, his shout turned to screaming but nothing happened outside of his bodily prison. 


     Shadows shifted and lengthened, stretching along walls and snuffing out the dim light. The big man turned and moved to the bed. Lucas stared as the man moved to the edge and knelt down. Arms and thick shoulders moved as Lucas saw the man’s face dip below the edge of the bed. After a long moment, the shadowed face reappeared and ghostly white eyes connected with Lucas’s wide stare. 


     Lucas tried to call out again but nothing happened. The man leered, shadows curling away from his face. Lucas watched in horror as black cracks appeared along a kind face and his eyes melted into deforming skin. The twisted face smiled before it burst into a billow of red dust, raining down on Lucas’s frozen gaze, a smiling skull glared back with chunks of dried skin falling away like dying leaves. 


     Lucas sat up with a start. Eyes wide, his breathing filled the motel room as he turned his head around. Hand reaching out, he turned on the bedside lamp. The glow chased back the darkness and a few scurrying insects to dark corners. Pain welled up and Lucas shifted his body, legs spilling over the edge of the bed. Mind processing, he controlled his breathing and slowed his heart like he always practiced. 


     Staying on the edge of the bed; he looked around as his breathing softened. The room was plain except for a desk, bed, chair and little else. Dreamlike images stormed on as he let out a frustrated sigh. Standing up, Lucas crossed the small room to his backpack. Lifting up the leather flap, he pulled a worn leather-bound book. 


     Stepping back to the bed, he sat down and opened it. Worn pages turned with each gentle caress of his fingers. Scrawled words lay before him. Information floated up, filling his mind but it quickly fell to the background as images of the large man haunted his thoughts. Closing the book, Lucas sat, staring at nothing. 


     “Dad….am I still on the right track,” Lucas asked with a whisper.   


     Silence greeted him. The young man gripped the book tighter, his heart filling with a haunting sorrow. 


     *** 


     Plumes of smoke rose up like a gray worm reaching for the sky. Lucas eyed it as his motorcycle sped down the empty stretch of highway. The dry, bleak land blurred past as he kept a steady course toward the smoke. The bright sunlight washed the land in a golden light while the smoke grew thicker with each passing mile. 


     Lucas moved his eyes to the horizon, small buildings appearing in the distance growing taller as he got closer. Before he knew it, a town loomed into view, black and gray smoke rising up from one side of it with people gathered in clusters, pointing and talking. The sound of Lucas’s motorcycle caused heads to turn and people backed away. The biker waved at them and smiled, dark goggles covering his eyes and a black helmet on his head. 


     Nervous smiles wrinkled in the sunlight as the biker made his way from the main road into the town. The further in he rolled, the more activity there was. Firemen worked hoses on several buildings while ambulances sped off and Police held back groups of onlookers.  


     Lucas rolled up and slowed down, kicking out his kick stand and leaning his Harley Davidson to the side. The biker looked on to the burnt-out shell of a bar or club. Black soot and burn marks covered what was left of the destroyed establishment. Tiny flames licked the air as water rained down to snuff out their light.  


     Lucas brought his leg over and stood up, lifting his goggles to his helmet. The biker walked forward, some of the gathered crowd taking in his image and backing away. A police officer keeping the crowd back looked to Lucas and frowned. As Lucas moved closer, the officer eyed his leather jacket for patches or marks. No distinguishing marks were found as the biker made his way to the line, some of the crowd giving him plenty of room. 


     “What happened?” Lucas asked with his gaze on the burnt-out shell. 


     The officer gave an indifferent gaze before turning back to the crowd, “A motorcycle gang came in and decided to have a little too much fun.” 


     Lucas turned his gaze to the officer, “Red Shadows?” 


     The officer’s eyes widened a hair before playing it off, “You know them?” 


     Lucas nodded, “I’m travelling cross country. I came across a few towns with something similar to this,” Lucas pointed his head at the burned-out establishment. 


     “We heard rumors but didn’t expect this. If you have any information, you should speak with Sheriff Knox. He’ll be at Saint Luke’s hospital down the road.” 


     Lucas smiled, “Happy to help.” 


     The officer gave a grim nod, “If you really want to help, donate some blood while you’re at the hospital. About two dozen people were hurt and the blood banks don’t hold enough. And maybe think about taking off that jacket. Folks are on high alert, as you can see why.” 


     “Will do,” Lucas smiled, turned and stepped to his motorcycle.  


     The biker noticed the words “Tower Falls” on a lower section of a nearby building scrawled in blue spray paint. Making a mental note, he made his way back to his bike and brought his leg over the seat.  


     With a rev of the engine, Lucas used his heel to kick up his kickstand and drove off. It didn’t take long for him to reach the small hospital. People were driving into the parking lot and nearly running out of their cars toward the main entrance. The biker made his way into the lot and parked his bike. Goggles back on the helmet, he took it off and placed it on his bike, trusting it wouldn’t be stolen in such a small town. Stepping from the bike and shouldering his back pack, he made his way to the entrance and stepped in. 


     The hospital lobby was contained chaos as people stood around the main desk, shouting questions at the hospital staff. The noise volume was high as frantic eyes and mouths moved to desperate questions. Lucas stepped over toward the counter but couldn’t edge his way in as the crowd grew thick with concern. 


     “Where’s my daughter? Is she here?” One person shouted. 


     “My mom is missing!” another one yelled. 


     Lucas drank in the sadness and worry filling the lobby. Stepping away from the crowded desk, he made his way down the main hall. Hospital staff moved with urgency as they crisscrossed his path. Heads looked down at charts and some talked in hurried tones as the entire hospital was on alert.  


     The biker reached out and touched a passing nurse’s arm. The woman looked to his biker jacket with an edge of panic and surprise. Lucas gave his best disarming smile and the nurse seemed to relax once she realized he wasn’t one of the perpetrators. 


     “Is Sheriff Knox here? I was told I could find him here,” Lucas asked. 


     The nurse gave a frustrating shake of her head, “He is here but very busy. As you can see, we have multiple emergencies we need to address.” 


     Lucas gave an understanding nod, “Then can you point me where I can donate blood? I have Type O Negative.” 


     The nurse’s eyebrows went up and gave a quick nod, “We need that. Go down the hall and make a right. We have a room to give donations.” 


     The biker smiled and bowed his head forward. Before he could walk off, the nurse gave him a small smile. 


     “When I see the sheriff, I’ll send him your way.” 


     Lucas returned the smile, “Thank you.” 


     The biker made his way down the hall as the nurse moved on with her duties. Turning right at the end, he saw a sign for blood donations. Stepping to the door, he looked in to see almost all of the chairs were filled with people donating. Tubes were inserted into arms and casual chatter filled the room. Nurses and donors talked in hushed tones until Lucas stepped through the doorway. Silence blanketed the room as the biker pulled his back pack and leather jacket off and moved to an empty station. Placing them at his feet, he waited for one of the nurses to come to him. 


     A woman stepped over, her movements automatic as she grabbed a plastic hose and the plastic covered end of a tube with a sharp metal point, “What’s your type?” 


     “Type O Negative,” Lucas said as he eyed the woman with shoulder length brown hair and a faraway gaze. 


     The woman nodded, “Excellent! Have a seat and roll up your sleeve. We often have procedures and paperwork but as you can see; big emergency and not enough donors for what we need.” 


     Lucas sat down and rested his arm. The woman wrapped the rubber tube around his arm and pulled the plastic top off the lance. With one smooth move, the lance penetrated his vein and sank under his flesh. Blood spurted into the small chamber before moving through the tube. Lucas flexed his hand, pumping the blood as it moved to a collection bag. 


     The woman wasn’t dressed like the other nurses, wearing only a nurse’s jacket with normal clothes underneath. She gave Lucas a small smile, “There, now just sit here for a bit and I will check on you soon.” 


     “Can you tell me what happened here?” Lucas asked. 


     The woman seemed to come back from her faraway place and eyed the biker. Eyes drinking in his handsome features, dirty blonde hair, small stubble under his chin and fierce blue eyes, the woman stood frozen as he smiled back at her. 


     “Um… yea… There was a small riot at the Dirty Tail. Some bikers came into town last night and decided to light the place up, literally.” 


     Lucas looked to her as he leaned back, “Is there anyone missing?” 


     The woman nodded, not able to take her eyes away, “Yea, several people in town have gone missing. Why are you asking?” 


     “I’m travelling cross country and rode through three towns where this has happened in the last week. I’ve heard that it’s the same biker gang, the Red Shadows I believe.” 


     The woman let out a huff, “Yea, it was them. Are you chasing them?” 


     Lucas shook his head, “No, if anything, I’m trying to avoid them. I want to get to the west coast in one piece but these guys seemed to be on my route.” 


     The woman’s eyes were nearly round as she stared. Lucas felt a sliver of discomfort roll up and down his spine as the woman’s gaze seemed to pierce his soul. 


     “I’m sorry, I’m being rude, my name is Lucas Reid,” the biker held up his other hand, big metal rings on each finger. 


     The woman looked down but didn’t take it, “Selena Morgan. Volunteer nurse for the hospital.” 


     “What do you do when you’re not volunteering?” Lucas asked as his fingers curled back and lay his arm back down on the armrest. 


     “I’m a librarian and sorry I didn’t shake your hand. I don’t shake many people’s hands.” 


     The biker and nurse stared at one another for a long moment. Selena didn’t blink, eyes drinking him in. The oddness seemed to grow as she continued to stand and not move, almost lost to watching him. The biker’s eyes fell to her thin lips and he could see them barely moving, as if she was having an internal dialogue and didn’t realize her lips were moving. 


     Lucas decided to be polite and move the small conversation along, “If you see Sheriff Knox, I would like to speak to him. I don’t want to run into that gang but if I can help with any information, I will.” 


     Selena seemed to wake from her trance and gave a smirk, “Sorry…um…sure thing. If I see him, I’ll send him your way.” 


     “Thank you.” 


     Selena nodded and saw a hand from another donor raise up. She turned and walked to him, leaving Lucas to sit as crimson blood pumped through the plastic tube.  


     Lucas let his mind wander as he sat back and made himself comfortable. Thoughts floated on to the book in his back pack. The notes inside had spoken many times of the Red Shadows. He had not yet personally come across any of their members but he knew to steer clear from them. The code demanded that he not speak to law enforcement about any Motorcycle Clubs but there was a gray line in certain situations. 


     Memories floated in. Lucas remembered sitting with his dad as he worked on his bike. It was a big beautiful beast and dad liked to make sure she was in tip top shape at all times. He talked often about the codes; when to follow and when to break them. If people went missing or hurt unjustly, you handled it yourself. If something larger was going on, it was your duty to help the living human race. There were fates worse than death and it was his duty to help any way one could to ensure humanity was safe. 


     Lucas let out a small sigh. He knew it was the right thing to do but it still didn’t feel right. Looking down at his hand, he stared at the large metal rings on his fingers. Skulls and strange symbols covered each band of metal as he flexed his hand. They were a few important items left to him as a young man when he thought he understood the world.       


     “You look like him,” said a voice from the doorway. 


     Lucas looked over as the Sheriff stepped in. The man was older, white mustache, white hair, leathery dark skin and an impeccable uniform. The sheriff stepped to Lucas’s side and stared down with kind eyes. 


     “You look like him,” the sheriff repeated, “Your dad I mean.” 


     Lucas nodded, “I know. I get that every few towns.” 


     The sheriff smiled as he took hold of a nearby chair and sat down at Lucas’s side, “I’m sure you do. Your dad has driven through here many times. I remember when he was your age, the need to see the world in his eyes. I’m sorry for what happened to him but I can’t picture him going out any other way.” 


     “Thank you, Sheriff Knox.” 


     The sheriff nodded and continued, “People in town are edgy and telling me about you, rolling in and asking questions. If I knew it was you, I would have come sooner.” 


     “You’re busy. I just wanted to help,” Lucas said as he flexed his fingers. 


     “You’re doing enough right now. I have about a dozen officers injured and about the same number in civilians. Some hurt real bad. If half the town wasn’t so superstitious, they would all be in here, giving blood. But I’m sure you can understand their hesitation, not wanting to share their blood with the likes of them.” 


     Lucas remained silent, unsure what to say. 


     The sheriff nodded, “One of my men told me you had some information.” 


     “Not much but I thought I’d share what I saw in the last few towns. They had similar circumstances. A club or bar burns down with a small riot in the streets.” 


     The sheriff looked past the biker to the people giving blood before turning his eyes back to Lucas, “When you’re done, come outside. We can talk then.” 


     Lucas nodded as the Sheriff stood up. The biker watched as the he turned toward the door. He glanced back and nodded before stepping through and was gone from sight.  


     *** 


     Lucas slipped on his jacket and shouldered his back pack as he left the hospital. Sheriff Knox was outside, leaning against his car, a large cup of coffee in one hand and another on the hood. The sheriff picked up the cup from the hood and handed it to the biker. Both men took a sip before the sheriff pointed to the small park by the hospital and began walking. 


     Lucas kept up as they walked. When they stepped further into the park, the sheriff stopped and turned to the biker, taking another sip of his coffee. Lucas was silent as he took in the vibrate greens of the leafy trees. 


     “Your dad came through here on his last trip. He showed me pictures of you just out of the hospital with your mother. He was so proud and talked about you for an hour. He was never much of a talker so the picture of you stuck out in my mind.” 


     Lucas smiled, “I think he told everyone from the east to the west coast. Every other town seems to recognize me as I’m passing through.” 


     The sheriff grinned, “How could they not? Your old man was bigger than life. He made the rounds every few years and made a lot of friends along the way. The last time I saw him, he told me it would be his last ride. He had to settle down to take care of you and your mother and he was true to his word. Now here you are, taking on his work.” 


     Lucas’s smile faded and his eyes grew distant, “I’m not taking on his work. I’m just passing through.” 


     The sheriff raised an eyebrow, “That seems hard to believe. I was sure you were hunting and needed some back up. You’re wearing the rings.” 


     Lucas looked down and closed his hands into fists before flexing his fingers out, “I wear them to remember him. I’m not hunting.” 


     The sheriff’s demeanor shifted, taking on a sad edge, “That’s a shame but I understand. It’s tough work and not for everyone.” 


     “I’m heading west and the Red Shadows seem to be doing the same. I checked the maps on my phone but they don’t show all of the towns along the highway. Any place I should avoid?”   


     The Sheriff took a sip of coffee before holding the cup to his chest, “There’s a fork in the highway in about twenty miles. I would stay to the west and avoid the northwest route. The towns along the NW are a little dark if you know what I mean. You should be fine until you reach the coast. Try not to get off the road after sun down. There have been some strange things wandering the desert.” 


     Lucas was silent for a moment before speaking up, “Did my dad say anything to you about Tower Falls?” 


     Shadows lengthened under the Sheriff’s eyes, “Why are you asking?” 


     “He mentions it in his journal but doesn’t give any explanations, just that it should be avoided.” 


     The sheriff’s lips tightened for a moment before relaxing them, “How much do you know of your father’s work?” 


     “He told me the stories about his journeys. He told me to keep my eyes open while everyone stays in their blissful haze. He told me to help those who can’t defend themselves against the darkness.” 


     Sheriff Knox downed his cup of coffee and gave the young man a hard stare, “Lucas, I don’t know you but I knew your father and if you’re anything like him, then you will find out sooner or later. Tower Falls is a place to avoid. Even if you were taking on your father’s work, I would say the same thing. Loners don’t go anywhere near Tower Falls. If you are simply passing through then keep passing through.” 


     Lucas tilted his head forward an inch, “I understand, Sheriff.” 


     “If you’re not following in your father’s work, why are you out here?” 


     Lucas looked up, eyes holding a sliver of shadow and sorrow, “Dad spent so much time talking about his journeys, I felt like I had to see it for myself. So far, the journey has been amazing but I also knew that if people were in trouble, I had to do my part to help. That’s why I came to you. I had to tell you what I’ve seen before I moved on.” 


     Sheriff Knox’s hard brow softened, “Thank you for the information and the blood donation. I will tell the other local sheriffs about the Red Shadows so they can turn them away. We thought this was an isolated incident since we hadn’t heard anything from the nearby towns. The Red Shadows have often been compliant to the codes but last night was different. They seemed unhinged, going on about the end of all things.  


     “I thought maybe they had become a little drunk from their activities. It’s not unheard of but last night was different. It was a flat out riot.” 


     “I thought the code didn’t allow for things like that?” 


     The Sheriff nodded, “It doesn’t. To keep the peace, those people are allowed to have a sanctuary location in any town across the states. Some have small hole in the wall places but others have entire buildings for them. To cause so much trouble and at multiple places is weird. Most towns don’t like to air their dirty laundry, that’s why I didn’t know about the other places burning down. For all I knew, it was just our town.” 


     Lucas listened as a weakness slipped into his muscles. The Sheriff looked to the young man as he grew a little pale and his eyes began to wander. 


     “Geez, the cookies are never enough. I’m taking you to Ruby’s for a meal so you don’t pass out on your bike.” 


     “What about the town,” Lucas asked while another wave of weakness crashed into him. 


     “The town is recovering and my best people are on it. I can take a moment to treat Thomas Reid’s son to lunch,” Sheriff Knox smiled. 


     *** 


     Lucas drove along the deserted highway, the sun just touching the horizon. Images swirled in his mind of sitting with the sheriff and him talking about his dad like he was greatest person that ever lived. Lucas knew his dad was great, in a way that most kids think their parents are amazing, but to hear the tales from people he didn’t know personally, cast a strange shadow over his heart. It was nice to see that his dad had affected so many lives but the look they gave spoke volumes when he said he was just passing through. The biker never felt he was keeping it a secret but the joy would often fade as if they hoped he would follow in his father’s footsteps.  


     The sun began to sink further down behind the horizon, the sky painted in gold and distant clouds dotting the sky. A few stars shined their light against the magnificent sky as the desert grew darker with each passing moment. Large cacti appeared along the sides of the highway, passing along in a blur, the hum of the motorcycle sending a gentle vibration along Lucas’s body as he rode. 


     Lucas knew he would be hitting the fork in the highway soon. After he passed it, he would find a place to bed down for the night. Mind firmly set on the west, he powered down the lonely highway to his next destination, and to maybe find out a little more about his dad. 


     The loud motor of another cycle crawled up from behind. Lucas looked in his mirrors, seeing another biker on the road with a passenger. Checking them out, he moved to the side because they seemed to be in a hurry. The bike flashed their light and sped up. Lucas turned his goggles to the other biker as they moved along his left. The biker was dressed in leather from neck to toe as was the passenger. They wore full black helmets and barely turned their heads to him as they slowly passed. Lucas could make out their feminine forms as they moved ahead and front of him. 


     Lucas lifted a hand up and gave a small wave. The biker raised her hand up and gave him the middle finger. Lucas smiled as the biker accelerated and blazed forward into the dying light of day. 


     Lucas watched as they became smaller and smaller until they disappeared in the distance. The sun had just about set and the heavens turned to golden pinks for a moment before fading away to night’s cool embrace. Time drifted on as Lucas rode the dark highway, his headlight the only light for miles. As the last glow of the day disappeared, Lucas slowed his bike as he came up on the fork in the road with a green and white sign. 


     Lucas pulled over to the side, the engine still running. He lifted up his goggles onto his helmet and looked to the beaten sign in the middle of nowhere. An arrow pointed west while another arrow pointed North West. West was the town of Charming and North West was the town of Shroud Point. The biker stared at the sign, his eyes drifting down to a small bit of spray paint at the bottom of Shroud Point. It read “Tower Falls” in blue spray paint. The words were so small, you wouldn’t notice it if you were just driving through. 


     The young man thought of the sheriff and then his dad. Information clouded his mind and drained into his heart. A coyote howled in the distance as the moon began to rise. 


     “Dad… where are you? Do I continue… or do I go someplace you said to never go?” Lucas whispered in the desert air. 


      The young man stared out, the moon painting the desert in a pale light. Long minutes passed and Lucas was about to pull his goggles down when a pale blue light shimmered in the distance. Looking to the light, something moved fast on the North West Road. Squinting, the young man could make out the ghostly form of a burly man on a motorcycle, riding along the dark desert and fading away to the inky darkness. 


     Lucas smiled as he put his goggles on. Revving up his bike, he sped along, wheels kicking dirt in the air behind him. The young man sped along and turned to the North-West Road, a firm resolve in his heart and a warmth in his soul. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     Laughter stormed through the town as Lucas turned onto Main Street. The buildings were dark except for lights further down the road. An odd chill coiled along the biker’s nerves as he continued to ride down the street. 


     The moon glowed high above, its rays touching roof tops. Street lamps flickered as the biker rode through. Eyes searching, Lucas’s senses were dialed to eleven as the howling laughter grew with each passing moment. 


     Lucas could see that the town seemed to have shut down. Each building stood dark and still. Not one curtain moved as he motored through. The loud laughter rippled along the air as the center of town seemed to glow brighter. A bad feeling pulsed in Lucas’s chest and he second guessed following the ghost here. 


     The center of town loomed into view. Motorcycles, vans and small trucks filled the streets in the middle of town. Glowing bulbs on wires crisscrossed from building to building. Bottles crashed and laugher cackled. Bikers filled the spaces between motorcycles, vans and trucks, drunk and carrying on like wild hyenas. Eyes turned to the lone biker as he motored in, goggles facing forward. The laughter didn’t diminish as Lucas rode through, glancing from the corner of his eye and taking it all in. 


     The lights converged on one large, almost warehouse sized bar. A neon sign with the words “Tight Valley Bar” flickered in red. Lucas turned his head slightly to see the crowd spilling drinks and guys fondling laughing women in leather. 


     “Just keep passing through and find a nice hotel,” Lucas said in his mind as he motored slowly past the front entrance. 


     The biker was about to accelerate when he caught sight of a few bikers walking from a nearby alley, pulling young women along by the hair or their neck. The patches on the biker’s shoulders were of a demon outlined in red with black eyes. The men laughed and pulled the four ladies with them, toward the entrance of the bar. 


     Lucas stopped and put his boots down. Turning his head, he watched as the women sobbed and yelped while being dragged along. Soon they reached the front door to the Tight Valley Bar and stepped through, not giving him a second glance. Lucas knew he should have just kept going but something deeper pulled at his heart and his honor. 


     “You’re going to get yourself killed,” Lucas whispered to himself in his mind but even the inner voice couldn’t sway his duty. 


     Pulling his bike to the side, he parked it and pushed out the kick stand. The bike shifted to one side as Lucas pulled his leg up and over. Taking off his helmet and goggles, he placed them on his bike seat. Heart beating like a drum, fingers flexed a moment before taking a shaky step forward. The images of the women being pulled in sent strength to his legs and down to his feet. Each step closer was firm and ready to do something he knew he would regret later. 


     Red Shadows continued to drink and laugh, eyes glancing to the stranger as he moved to the front door and grabbed the door handle. With a pull, noise and thick vibrations spilled out. Red and blue lights greeted the lone biker as he stepped in, the door swinging closed. 


     Lucas stood at the entrance, watching the storm of writhing bodies swaying to the music. Lights stabbed and flashed through the smoky darkness. The bar was lined with bikers, drinking talking and some grunting. Lucas glanced down to see women on their knees, heads bobbing to hard cocks. The music was loud but not loud enough to silence the moans of pleasure. The women wore skimpy outfits that barely covered their bodies and they worked with fervor, trying to please the men who seemed not to care. 


     Lucas turned away to the dance floor again, eyes parting the darkness to see couples and threesomes engaged in intimate acts while others danced around them. Mouths formed into O’s while hips thrust and bodies bounced. The air smelled of sex and it seemed to touch every inch of the packed bar. A DJ played on a raised stage in the back, sun glasses on and a wicked smile on his lips. 


     Lucas was about to turn around and leave when he saw through the crowd to the four women as they stood to the side of the stage. Shoulders shook as they looked down, tears painting their cheeks. Men laughed around them as the party spiraled on.  


     Lucas looked to the bar and walked through the crowd. Reaching the bar, he heard a man next to him grunt as the woman on her knees deep throated him. After a long moment, she started bobbing her head on him once again. The young biker looked away and noticed the bartender place a large glass in front of him and poured whiskey into it. 


     “I didn’t order anything,” Lucas yelled over the music. 


     The bartender smiled, “It’s a party. Drinks are free.” 


     Lucas reached for the glass when the rings along his fingers warmed. The bartender glanced down at the rings before turning and pouring several more drinks. Lucas took hold of the glass and downed it in one smooth move. He had no idea how he was going to help those women but he knew he had to try. The biker counted about fifty Red Shadows and nearly the same number of people not in leather, probably townsfolk. The rings along his fingers grew warmer with each passing moment, as if they knew what was going to happen next. 


     Lucas eyed the women to the side and he noticed a door not too far from them. He mulled over taking the women and going through that door. Maybe he could circle around and grab one of the vans. He would have to move fast and would have to leave his bike behind but if he could get them out of here, they might have a running chance. 


     The young biker knew it was a crazy plan that would most likely get him shot or stabbed. Looking down at his glass, he could spill his drink and set it on fire. Thoughts swirled to his father’s lighter in his inner jacket pocket. The crowd seemed so distracted that he could set it off and then grab the women in the confusion. 


     “Hey, buddy! You want a turn?” a grizzled biker said to Lucas and pointed to the woman still sucking on his cock. 


     Lucas shook his head. 


     The biker shrugged, “You don’t know what you’re missing. She has the best lips in the West. I’ve had come in a lot of mouths but hers is like fine wine.” 


     Lucas tried to play it off, not saying anything and trying to think of a better plan. The biker went back to watching the crowd as the woman on her knees continued her masterful work, eyes closed and lost to the moment. 


     Lucas was about to begin his haphazard plan when the music stopped. All eyes turned to the small stage and bodies parted. Light fixtures turned and flashed their red and blue lights on the four women as they stood in front of the stage, their heads tilted forward and shadows covering their eyes. Tears streamed down their cheeks and glistened in the light. Lucas clenched his hands as the DJ moved away and another man stepped onto the stage. 


     The man kept an amused smile on his lips as he stepped along, his boots echoing through the bar. Short dark hair covered his head and knowing eyes looked out to the crowd. When he reached the middle of the stage, he turned to face the packed bar. A tattoo of a heart showed on his neck. It was covered in a thorny vine but there was a scar slashed over it. 


     “Asher! Asher! Asher!” The crowd chanted as he stood; lights and eyes on him. 


     Asher raised his hands and the crowd settled down. Lucas watched, fear bleeding into his senses as the women sobbed louder. 


     “Our long quest is almost complete. We have ridden these highways, keeping to ourselves but soon that will all come to an end,” Asher smiled. 


     The crowd chanted his name in a thick whisper. Lucas could see the fanatical gaze in their eyes. The women servicing the bikers stood up to join the chorus. The chanting was a low mummer but it was still there, rippling along the air like an electric current. 


     Asher continued, “Every town is marked, to show our dedication to the end times. The mages will have to notice us and keep to their promise. I couldn’t have led us here without all of you, my family. We have stayed to the shadows for far too long and as promised, the world will be remade in our likeness. No more hiding and no more living in secret. We shall start anew and everyone here will become a force to be reckoned with.” 


     Lucas kept his eyes on the four women when someone moved close to him. The biker looked down at cleavage as a woman pressed her body to his arm. Looking up, he saw a smiling face and eyes looking him over like a piece of meat. 


     “Haven’t seen you before, you look delicious,” the woman in a skimpy two-piece bathing suit smirked. 


     Before Lucas could answer, Asher’s voice boomed throughout the bar. 


     “And it pleases me to introduce a visiting celebrity. Don’t be shy. Stand out so we can all have a good look at you.” 


     Lucas’s heart clenched in his chest as the crowd turned their gazes to him. The biker to his left grabbed his arm while the woman in the skimpy outfit grabbed his right arm. Fingers like steel held him in place and one of the red lights swiveled to Lucas, painting him crimson. 


     “What brings a Loner to one of our gatherings?” Asher beamed. 


     Lucas stared up with hard eyes, “I’m not a Loner. I’m just passing through.” 


     Asher kept his wicked smile, “If you’re not a Loner, why are you wearing their rings?” 


     Lucas maintained his gaze. “They belonged to my father,” Lucas said with a defiant tone. 


     Asher’s eyes narrowed before his wicked smirk deepened, “I knew you looked familiar. Everyone, this here is Thomas Reid’s child. I can see the resemblance.” 


     The crowd was silent as they stared at Lucas with alien eyes. 


     Asher cleared his throat and continued, “Thomas Reid was a strong man. I lost some of my family to him. True, they were bad and broke the codes but they didn’t deserve to die. Now we have his own blood here with us tonight. This can only be a sign that we are on the right path to the end times.” 


     The crowd hummed as if in some fanatical trance. 


     Lucas kept his gaze as he spoke up, “Let the women go. I will see them safely out of town and we can go on with our lives.” 


     Asher’s smile gleamed in the light, “Let them go? They don’t want to leave.” 


     “I want to go! I want to leave!” One of the women sobbed. 


     Asher raised a finger up and tapped his own chin, “There seems to be some confusion here. I know what it looks like but I think we need to clear some things up.” 


     Four men stepped from the crowd and moved toward the women. Lucas’s heart leapt into his throat and tried to move forward. The arms holding him kept their grip, preventing him from stepping more than a foot. 


     All eyes turned to the four women and bikers. Limbs trembled as the men moved in closer. Hands reached out and caressed exposed skin. The women pulled away as the men crowded around them. Lucas clenched his jaw as he tried to pull away from the people holding him. He wasn’t going to witness some vile act and knew he would have to go down fighting. Just as he was about to fight his way free, a low hum filled the bar. 


     The four bikers hummed; eyes kind with bright smiles on their lips. The four women glanced around in terror until the hum washed over them. In a blink of an eye, their demeanors changed and they stood up straighter. The four women turned to the men, faces as bright as their captors. Soon their eyes narrowed as their hands reached out and ran down the bodies of leather clad men. 


     Lucas watched in stark amazement as the women’s attitudes changed from fear into something else. Their hands pulled at the men’s jeans, unbuckling belts and lowering zippers. Lucas could hardly believe the shift as two knelt down and pulled the biker’s cocks from their jeans. Smiling mouths engulfed their throbbing members and suckled away, inches sinking past tight lips. The other two women began ripping their own clothes off, baring their nubile bodies. They moved in such a hurry, clothes pooled at their feet or were thrown aside. Naked, they pressed their bodies against the bikers, moving up and down like beasts in heat. They moaned and begged as the men unsheathed their thick members. The women climbed on them, pressing their sex to hard cocks, grabbing and guiding them in. Moans rose up, and like a symphony of pleasure they moved, hungry for more. 


     Asher stared over the crowd to Lucas’s wide-eyed expression, “You’re really not a Loner. You would have known, these are our children, fully grown. Once they hear our song, they cannot help themselves. The hunger appears sooner or later but we can bring it out for them. They are awakened and now have to feed or they will become crazed beasts.” 


     Lucas stared in disbelief, the wild stories his father told him coming to the forefront of his mind. 


     Asher continued, “We ride from town to town, filling the bellies of some with our seed so we may have children to collect later on. It was a fun life but filled with too much degrading secrecy. Our ride is coming to an end for the end times approach… a cataclysm that will change everything. Only the chosen will have a hand in remaking the world.” 


     Asher spread his arms out, “We are the chosen while you will be a donor, feeding our people until your heart gives out or we reach Tower Falls. What a way to go.” 


     Lucas gritted his teeth as fear bled away to rage. Fingers closing into tight fists, the biker eyed his captors. Reason fell away as he knew he wasn’t going to be anyone’s food. The young man’s resolve cemented into stone and eyed the door when it exploded inward. 


     The lurid mood stopped and everyone turned to the bar entrance. Two lifeless bodies fell in, their heads rolling a few feet inward before stopping. Lucas eyed the entrance, stunned as two women stepped in over the corpses. One woman was tall, covered in leather from neck to toe. Long raven black hair was tied into a pony tail. Her eyes moved from side to side, taking in the crowd. In one hand was a long-curved blade at her right side. Strapped to her left thigh was a sawed-off double-barreled shotgun.  


     To the woman’s side was another woman with short blonde hair. Her eyes were wide as she held an AK-47. She too was dressed in tight leather from her neck down to her boots. She was shorter than the dark-haired woman and stuck to her side like glue. They stepped in, surveying the crowd, light gleaming off the blade. 


     Asher grinned as he looked to the two women, “Kira and Holly, how nice of you to join us.” 


     The dark-haired woman stepped in another three feet before stopping, “It wasn’t hard with the trail of burnt-out sanctuaries.” 


     “I do take pride in my work,” Asher grinned. “Is this where you ask us all to surrender?” 


     Kira smirked, “No, this is where it all ends.” 


     “You’ve never taken on so many at once. You could barely handle me when I stomped your beautiful face,” Asher said with a whimsical tone. 


     Kira kept her body loose and her eyes cool, “How’s the scar? Does it still tingle when you think of me?” 


     Asher’s smile melted away as his hand rose up to caress the scar over his heart tattoo, “Then let us part ways and never see each other again. Kill them and the Loner!” 


     The air in the room turned hostile. Rows of teeth bared and sharpened into points. The women who were originally prisoners climbed off the men and turned with glowing eyes. Bodies morphed and fingers extended throughout the crowd as long pointed tongues slid out and licked lips. Serpentine tails rose up, ripping through clothes, waving back and forth. Faces elongated with sharp chins and twisted smiles. Patches of scales poked through skin and deep, animalistic, growls rose up like a toxic cloud. 


     Lucas stared at the two women in leather surrounded by demon claws as the room turned into a pit of monsters.  


     “This will be fun. Don’t worry, I’ll keep you safe until I’m done with you,” The woman to Lucas’s right leered. 


     Kira kept her steely gaze as the beasts moved closer, ready to swarm her. She let out an exhale, calming her spirit as muscles filled with energy, ready to be used with deadly accuracy. The rising internal fire touched everyone but it wasn’t the sword wielding woman who lit the match. A cry rang out and eyes turned to the bar. 


     Lucas slipped his arm out of the monster’s grasps and pulled his elbow back. The woman to his right slowly changed form but cried out when a ring covered fist smashed into her jaw. The demon woman fell backwards as Lucas turned to the other monster to his left and drove his fist into their nose. Rings flashed with a ghostly light as blood spurted and the biker clutched at his face.  


     Lucas pulled back his arm to see the biker’s skin was blackened where he punched him. Ink black cracks raced along his skin and he yelled out in pain. Lucas knew his punch was hard but didn’t think he could ever do that. Glancing down at the ghostly glowing rings on his right hand, hope welled up as he felt he had a fighting chance. 


     Chaos bloomed into a tsunami as the bar exploded into action. 


       Kira launched herself forward, sword swinging up. The blade sliced at a demon throat but didn’t sever the neck. Instead, deep red blood spurted as the scaly monster clutched at its neck. Kira’s body twisted and bent, sword arcing out and cutting across at two chests before she spun back into a swordswoman’s stance. 


     Holly gripped her assault rifle as he squeezed the trigger. Kira charged into the crowd again as the AK roared to life behind her. Bullets slammed into thick chests and Kira slipped in closer, slashing upwards at a slant. The grisly work flashed red as bodies fell and Kira dived further into the crowd. The scaly monsters pulled handguns from holsters and fired back while others charged. The bar was crowded as bullets filled the air. Holly started moving while firing into the horde of monsters. Kira moved like a dancer through the crowd, slicing and moving on. Claws flashed but Kira was there to slice off their hands at the wrist. The raven-haired swordswoman sliced and carved her way through, her eyes catching a glimpse of another biker, punching monsters by the bar.  


     Lucas’s brow was a hard V as he punched his way from the bar. Rings flashed with blue light from each strike. Monster’s screeched as the biker’s punch blackened their skin to charcoal. The world fell into survival mode and Lucas was not going to lie down and die. A scaly tail whipped out, hitting Lucas across the stomach. He bent over from the blow but his hand grasped the tail. The demon screeched as the rings burned against scaly skin. Lucas dug his heels into the floor as he wretched the creature closer to him. Letting go, he reared back his fist and slammed it into their throat. The demon gave a gurgling scream as arteries burst and filled its throat with blood. 


     Kira spun and slashed as bullets shot past, her eyes seeing everything all at once. Senses dialed to eleven, she could feel Holly’s heart beat as she dove behind the corner of the bar, bullets peppering the aging wood. Kira sensed the quick and powerful movements of the captured biker as he forced his way through the thick crowd. The chaos had become a song and Kira played every chord. She weaved and dodged as bullets missed her by inches. Her blade swept across legs, separating them from their owners. 


     The demons surged into a wave. Kira leapt away, landing on a hand and bringing her booted foot up into a demonic jaw. Claws reached out but the woman tumbled into a ball and rolled back onto her feet. Bullets exploded against the wooden floor as she spun away, sheathing her sword over her shoulder. Hand dropping to her side, fingers curled around the polished stock of the double barrel. With one smooth move, she upholstered the shotgun and squeezed the trigger. The wave of monsters was nearly on her when a barrel stabbed out a flash of light. Two demons were blown back as Holly lifted herself up and emptied a clip into the crowd. 


     Lucas smashed another demonic face as a nearly invisible stream of bullets cut into the onslaught of demons. Demonic monsters screeched as parts of their bodies exploded open. The biker backed up and bumped into a monster. It glared at him before slashing out with its claws. Lucas grunted as his shirt opened up. Ignoring the warm feeling spilling from his chest, he punched the demon, driving his knuckles deep into its face. The demon fell back and Lucas looked down to see claw marks through his shirt and trickles of blood streaking down. The biker ignored it as several more monsters came for him. 


     “Fuck you!” Lucas shouted as the monsters were on him, taking hold and forcing him back. A clawed hand stabbed at his stomach and Lucas yelled out while slamming his fist into a scaly cheek.  


     The biker struggled until the monsters on him screeched and leapt away. The dark-haired woman was there, slicing with a dagger and pivoting to keep the horde at bay. Sticking the shotgun in a monster’s chest, she pulled the trigger and the explosion sent it over the bar. Handing the dagger to Lucas, she flicked her wrist to open the double barrel. Fingers moved in a blur, slamming in two new shells and snapping it shut with another flick of her wrist. Lucas was stunned as she snatched the dagger from his hand and dove back into the melee. The biker rushed to her side, punching his way at one and then two monsters.  


     It was then that Lucas noticed that for the damage they were dealing out, the demonic monsters weren’t staying down. Even the ones with missing limbs were getting back up or crawling away. The only ones not reengaging were the ones touched by his rings. All others growled with foul contempt.  


     Kira slipped through, blasting and slicing in close quarter combat. She glanced at the concern written in Lucas’s brow as she sliced at a throat. 


     “Spine or back of the neck!” The swordswoman yelled as she drove her dagger into a demon’s throat and continued to push. 


     Lucas watched as the blade exited out the back of the neck and the monster gurgled, the light in its eyes going out. Monsters converged and Lucas changed tactics. A demon moved in, claws flashing but the biker whipped his ring hand around and clamped it on the back of the monster’s neck. Eyes went wide as ghostly light burned through skin and bone. Lucas buried his fingers into the monster’s flesh until the strange light left its eyes and it fell to the floor, unmoving. 


     Kira smiled as she whipped her body around and jammed her dagger into the side of exposed necks. Holly aimed at the monsters coming for her when she shouted defiantly and sprayed bullets across. Some demons took several rounds to the chest while others fell to the floor from bullets tunneling through their necks and exiting out the back.  


     Demonic monsters charged in as their numbers fell one by one. Asher watched as Kira moved through the crowd. A foul contempt filled his eyes as he pulled a lighter from his jacket and lit it. Placing it against the back curtains of the stage, fire caught and blazed to life. Asher moved off stage and made his way to a nearby door. Kira managed to witness him leaving and blowing her a kiss before slipping through the doorway. 


     The raven-haired beauty slashed and hacked her way through with dagger in hand. She made it about five feet before a pained grunt rose up. Turning her eyes, she watched as Lucas stumbled, his back hitting the bar. Three demonic monsters were on him and another drove its claws deep into his stomach. Holly shifted her stance and aimed at the three on the lone biker, pulling the trigger. Bullets slammed into one of the monsters, causing it to grunt and it pulled back. The other two kept on Lucas, grinning as their fingers punctured his flesh. 


     Lucas growled as he punched one of them over and over before curling his hand around the back of the neck. Screeches rose up as the light faded from its eyes and it slumped to the ground. Kira elbowed her way through to the third demonic biker, driving her dagger into the back of its neck. The monster’s limbs fell to its side and it slumped to the ground. Lucas clutched at his stomach, blood streaming between fingers. He looked to Kira as she eyed him for a moment and then past her when a demonic monster charged. 


     Kira’s eyes went wide as claws raked across her back. Spinning, she slashed across the monster’s throat. A closed fist appeared over her shoulder and smashed into the monster’s face. It went flying back, Holly emptying her clip into it. 


     Kira turned to see the color drain from Lucas’s face. Arms and legs shaking, he fell on Kira and she grabbed him. Steadying the bleeding biker, smoke and fire filled the top of the large bar. Monsters ran for the exits while Holly reloaded and opened fire on the fleeing creatures.  


     Lucas looked up at Kira, her eyes glowing a pale blue and her hair writhing like tentacles. He wasn’t sure if it was the blood loss or if he was hallucinating. Kira pulled his arm over her shoulder and hoisted him along to Holly’s side. The fire was burning out of control and the three made for the main entrance. 


     Stumbling out into the street, the fire engulfed the structure, flames and smoke reaching into the night sky. Engines growled in the distance and most of the street was empty. Kira looked down the street to see the Red Shadows driving off, cackling into the night. 


     Lucas moaned as the darkness in his vision began to grow. He managed to look up at Kira one more time; her eyes a glowing blue and he passed out into the abyss. 


       


     


  




  

     Four 


     The room was bright and sunny, shafts of light keeping the small shadows in corners. Lucas blinked as a woman sat by a window, her eyes sad. He sat up, taking in the familiar person as she looked away and sighed. In a blink, the biker was to his feet and crossing the small room to the woman staring out the window. Hand reaching out, he touched her shoulder. She lifted a hand and touched his, a warmth spreading outward from her fingers.  


     Lucas opened his mouth to speak but no words came. Closing his mouth, he stood, eyes looking out the window. Twisted monsters crawled out from the nearby forest, crossing the sunny grass toward the window. Their tongues hung out as their beady white eyes focused on Lucas and the woman. 


     Urgency filled the young man as he tried to grab the woman so they could run. The figure didn’t budge as the monsters crawled closer. She let go of his hand and sat. Lucas knew they had to run or they were going to be killed. He made one step for the door before coming to a halt. Turning, he knew he couldn’t leave. Fingers curling into fists, he moved to the woman’s side and stared down the monsters rearing up and climbing through the window, razor sharp teeth gleaming in the sun light. 


     The biker woke with a start. Sitting up, pain swelled and crashed into him. A gasp caused his head to turn and see the short haired blonde woman in leather staring at him, towels in her hands. The biker glanced around as his head spun. The room looked like your standard roach motel room, complete with stained rug, cracked mirror and terrible wallpaper. A hand went up and touched his head as his eyes looked down. 


     “You have been out for a few hours,” Holly said as she sat down on the edge of the bed. 


     Lucas ignored her for a moment as he saw that he was shirtless. Small pink slashes ran across his chest and tiny pink holes clustered at his stomach. Holly leaned in and pressed a towel to his stomach. Lucas looked up and gave a faint smile. 


     “You were hurt pretty bad before. I’m surprised you’re still not bleeding. The wounds look like they are almost closed,” Holly said as she gave him a kind smile. 


     “It runs in the family. We heal pretty quick,” Lucas said as he took hold of the towels and held them to his stomach. 


     Holly nodded, “Supernaturally quick.” 


     Lucas grew silent. 


     Holly eyed him, “Did I say something wrong?” 


     Lucas shook his head, “No, not really. With all the weirdness tonight, I think I would be surprised if you didn’t say that. By the way, my name is Lucas.” 


     “Holly,” the blonde smiled. 


     Lucas glanced around, “Where’s your friend and where are we?” 


     “Kira is in the other room. The motel is at the edge of town. Kira did some scouting earlier. The whole town is deserted, we guess from the Red Shadows showing up.” 


     Lucas nodded, “They seem to be causing a lot of trouble for everyone lately.” 


     Holly nodded, “They have always been bad but in the last eight months, they are causing more trouble than they ever did before.” 


     “I’ve been on the road for a little while and heard of strange things but what are they? I never came across anything like them.” 


     Holly’s eyes lowered as she spoke, “They are incubi and succubi, living demons. Not like their fellow monsters from Hell, they are born here on this plane of existence.” 


     Lucas kept his eyes on the blonde beauty, “Are you both, Loners?” 


     Holly looked up with a questioning gaze, “Loners? I don’t think so. We’re just hunting them.” Holly paused for a moment, “What’s a Loner?” 


     Lucas let out his own sigh, “Loners are bikers who keep the peace between the normal and paranormal. It’s a little more complicated but that’s the gist of it.” 


     “Are you one?” 


     It was Lucas’s turn to shift his gaze downward, “No, but my father was. I’m sort of following his travels across the states, trying to get to know him a little better.” 


     Holly looked away. 


     “Why are you hunting them?” Lucas asked. 


     “Someone needs too. They’ve hurt too many people and someone needs to stand up to them,” Kira said as she stepped into the room. 


     Lucas looked up, drinking in the raven-haired woman in leather, “Did they hurt you or someone you know?” 


     Kira stepped closer, eyes on the shirtless biker and grim shadows under her eyes, “They hurt everyone.” 


     Lucas nodded, “Yea, I see that.” 


     Kira gave him a cold gaze, “Are you well enough to be left alone?” 


     Lucas looked down at his wounds. Even in the small amount of time since he woke up, they had all nearly closed shut, “I think so.” 


     Kira nodded, “Then rest up.  Holly, we’re leaving.” 


     Lucas’s eyes widened but it was Holly who stood up. 


     “We can’t just leave him here. There are other things out there that could…,” Kira cut her off. 


     “I’m sure he can handle himself. The longer we stay here, the farther away they will go. I don’t want to lose them again.” 


     Lucas looked up to Kira, “I know where they’re going.” 


     Kira and Holly looked to the biker. 


     Kira’s eyes narrowed, “Where?” 


     Lucas shook his head, “I will tell you but only under the condition I go with you.” 


     Kira eyed him and gave a wicked smirk, “No way. You’ll just slow us down.” 


     Lucas returned her smirk, “Or I can help you. You were kicking ass but you were still out numbered. If I didn’t join the fight, you would have been overwhelmed.” 


     Kira crossed her arms and closed her eyes, “Yet you were the one to get hurt and slow us down.” 


     “I was surprised. It won’t happen again.” 


     Holly looked to Kira, “He could help us with those rings he has.” 


     Kira opened her eyes and gave the biker a tired expression, “Whatever, you slow us down; we leave you behind, got it?” 


     “I won’t slow you down,” Lucas smiled. 


     “So, where are they going?” Kira asked. 


     “I’ll tell you when we’re on the road,” Lucas grinned. 


     Holly lifted a hand to hide her smirk. Kira gave the smiling biker the once over before turning away. 


     “Fine, the sun will be up in two hours. We’re leaving then,” Kira said and left the room. 


     Holly shot Lucas a grin before following after the dark-haired hunter. Lucas lay back down in bed, blood pumping under his skin. Thoughts floated to his dreams and visions as he tried to process the evening’s strange events. 


     *** 


     Holly walked into their room, closing the door behind her. Kira stood by the dresser, her back to Holly. The dark-haired hunter swayed for a moment before reaching out and taking hold of the dresser to steady herself. 


     Holly rushed to her side, “You used too much of your energy. Lay down.” 


     “I can keep going,” Kira said through gritted teeth. 


     Holly put her arm around Kira’s waist and moved her to the side of the bed, “No, you can’t. It has been too long since you’ve fed.” 


     Kira’s body stiffened but Holly helped her to turn and sit on the bed. Holly looked down at Kira for a moment before taking hold of the zipper at the top of her cleavage and pulled down. Kira gazed at her friend as the zipper pulled down to below her belly button. Holly then shrugged the leather from her shoulders, her small round breasts bouncing to her movements. Kira looked to her with a hunger, but not the hunger one would expect. Pink nipples pointed against pale skin as Holly snaked her hips out of the leather outfit and let it puddle to the floor. 


     Kira closed her eyes, trying to concentrate, “You don’t have to keep doing this.” 


     Holly’s lips wrinkled into a smile, “I know. I want too. Anyway, if I didn’t do it then you would probably attack Lucas in his sleep.” 


     “Is that his name,” Kira smirked. 


     Holly nodded as she crawled into bed next to Kira and took hold of the zipper floating against her deep cleavage. 


     “I’m sure he wouldn’t mind, and he seems very much your type,” Holly said pulling the zipper down. 


     Kira watched as Holly worked the zipper. Fingers curled around the shoulders of her top and helped pulled it off. The raven-haired woman looked to her friend with her top half now exposed. Holly looked down at Kira’s larger than average breasts, pale brown nipples pointing outward. The heat between them grew but Kira eyed Holly with a primal need. 


     “My…type?” Kira said with a faraway voice. 


     Holly reached over and ran her fingers over Kira’s nipple, “Cute, tough and somewhat mysterious… like all those novels you used to read.” 


     Kira let out a shudder, the heat rising up and touching the hungering cold fire in her heart, “He’s… not my type… I don’t… have a type.” 


     Holly pressed a hand to Kira’s shoulder and gently pushed her down onto the bed. The smaller woman took hold of her friend’s outfit and pulled it off down to her ankles. Hands took hold of Kira’s boots and pulled them off one by one. Next, she pulled off the leather body suit and tossed it to the floor. 


     “He’s smart too,” Holly said as she hovered over Kira and licked a pointed nipple. 


     Kira let out a gasp as the spark ignited, growing into a living flame. Energy filled the room and Kira couldn’t control herself. Fingers reaching up, she ran them along Holly’s curves, drinking in wisps of energy. The life spilling from Holly’s body was intoxicating and she moaned for more. 


     “Take as much as you need but leave me enough to travel,” Holly said as she kissed her friend’s stomach and slid downward. 


     Kira watched as her friend moved between her creamy thighs, lips kissing her valley and a tongue slipping out. Kira grasped at the bed as Holly’s tongue danced along her nub. Wetness spilled and the woman writhed to her friend’s expert kiss. Energy connected and Kira’s cold heart blazed with new life. 


     Holly stayed where she was, licking at her friend’s pink valley, running along sensual lines. The familiar taste only inflamed her own desires. Fingers moved under her, touching her own valley while she licked Kira’s. Moans filled the small room as Kira’s hips moved of their own accord. Holly settled in, licking and exploring her. Bodies vibrated and energy spilled out. Kira’s heart drank in the living energy, chasing away the weakness and filling her with strength. Unable to stop herself, she took hold of Holly’s hair and held her in place, her clit rubbing against Holly’s tongue. 


     Bodies writhed and muffled moans rose up. Holly’s eyes closed and she was lost to sweet sensations. Kira gasped for more, living light filling her body with each pass of Holly’s tongue. When it changed course and invaded her, energy roared and Kira felt nerves tighten.  


     Fighting for control, Kira’s mind drifted to other thoughts. She kept the hunger caged in her heart but it clawed at its metal bars, yearning to be free. Thoughts drifted on to Lucas and the cage rattled some more. Kira tried to not think of him but it only encouraged her to feed more. Hips grinding against Holly’s tongue, it was almost like something was pushing against her will. She barely knew him but noticed he fought like a man who could handle himself. Something otherworldly snaked around his aura and she couldn’t stop thinking about it, about him. The longer she pictured him, the more her nerves tightened. Holly moaned and the vibrations pushed Kira to the tipping point. 


     “No… not now…” Kira hissed as the dam cracked. 


     Holly fingered herself and looked up. Kira stared at the ceiling, her mouth a perfect O and her eyes glowing with blue fire. The heat in the room dialed to eleven and it drove Holly to the brink. With a swirl of her fingers, she touched herself just the right way and mini explosions went off. Holly watched as her life energy was drained from her body and funneled down her tongue into Kira. 


     Kira let out a strange moan as her eyes glowed brighter. Living energy poured into her blazing heart and the world seemed to stand still. Nerves tightening to the breaking point, the inner heat surged and nerves exploded with internal light. Kira’s body shuddered as her hands released from Holly’s hair and gripped the bed. Thighs quivered as the flood of energy snaked into her heart. The room spun and Kira bathed in the living warmth spreading from her throbbing heart. 


     Holly pulled her head up and flopped to the side, her own fingers coaxing out another tiny orgasm. The sound of their gasps filled the small room with wet excitement. Kira writhed, taking in the energy and bathing in it. It was enough to partly satisfy her and would keep her going for a few more nights. Thoughts stayed on Lucas as she lay. She couldn’t place her finger on it but there was something there piquing her interest. 


     Feeling silly, she drifted off. Holly moved to her side and cuddled close. The events from earlier were finally sapping her strength. The two fell asleep in each other’s arms, hearts beating as one. 


     *** 


     Lucas adjusted his goggles with one hand while holding his helmet in the other. His motorcycle hummed in the morning light. Kira and Holly stepped from the motel entrance and into the sunlight. The biker watched as both women gave him a knowing smirk and moved to their bike just a few feet away from his. Eyes drifting down, he looked to their weapons as if they were armed for war. 


     “Morning ladies,” Lucas smiled. 


     Kira looked to her bike and kept walking. 


     “Morning!” Holly said with an enthusiastic smile. 


     Kira stepped over to her motorcycle and lifted a leg up and over. Sitting down, she picked up her helmet and held it on her lap. 


     “So where are they going?” Kira asked, still looking at her helmet. 


     “Tower Falls,” Lucas said as he put his helmet on and took hold of the chin strap. 


     Holly stepped over and climbed behind Kira. In one smooth motion, Kira put her helmet on and took hold of the bike’s handles. Holly put her helmet on just as the weight of the bike shifted. Kira pushed back her kick stand and slammed her heel down, starting the engine. 


     Lucas barely had the strap tightened under his chin when Kira flashed him the middle finger, tires spinning up with smoke. The biker watched as Kira and Holly charged out onto the road and motored on without looking back. 


     “This is going to be fun,” Lucas said as he revved up and peeled out onto the road, chasing after the two women on a bright horizon. 


     


  




  

     Five 


     The ride was a hard one. Lucas wiped at the dust covering his goggles as he rode on. Ahead of him, Kira and Holly kept their distance as if trying to lose him. The biker smiled to himself knowing there was nowhere else to go. Desert and mountains stretched in the distance from each side of the road for as far as the eye could see. Still, Kira stayed lead and Lucas followed, not wanting to make any ripples in their budding partnership. 


     The biker’s mind drifted as he rode along, images of a ghost riding a Harley bright in his mind. His instincts yelled at him to not take this route. If it was only him, he probably would have died last night trying to save people who didn’t want to be saved. Glancing down at his father’s rings, he would have had a fighting chance to escape but it was Kira and Holly who saved him. The code demanded he help, even if they didn’t want it. Lucas couldn’t bring himself to speak it out loud but something about this trip was important. Something spooked even his strong dad from going to the town of Tower Falls but it wasn’t enough to stop his ghost. The biker knew he had to make this trip, find out what was happening in Tower Falls and maybe get a glimpse into why his father’s ghost haunted him. 


     Holly turned her head and glanced back to see Lucas riding along, a cloud of dust behind him, “He’s still with us.” 


     Kira nodded, “If he was smart, he would have turned back by now.” 


     Holly hugged Kira’s waist a little tighter, “Or maybe he likes you.” 


     Kira was silent for a moment before speaking again over the roar of the road, “Don’t you think it’s weird he healed that fast? It would have taken him days to weeks to heal from those wounds. He did it in hours.” 


     “Maybe he’s something like you?” Holly yelled over the sound of the engine. 


     “I would have known if he was like me. He’s no dark fae. He’s something else.” 


     “This whole trip has been demons, monsters, shifters and the undead and you’re concerned because he heals a little fast?” Holly mocked. 


     Kira smiled to herself, “If you like him so much, ride with him.” 


     Holly laughed, “And leave my best friend to the monsters, no way.” 


     Kira glanced down at the installed GPS screen on her bike, “Tower Falls is not on the map. Not sure when we will get there. The sun will be setting in an hour. We should stop for the night. I see a roadside motel.” 


     “What’ the name?” Holly asked. 


     “Motel California,” Kira grinned. 


     Holly let out a laugh, “Sounds like the place to be.” 


     Holly glanced back to Lucas once again and turned back to Kira, “Should we tell him where we’re going?” 


     Kira shook her head, “No, he’ll follow us.” 


     Kira accelerated on with Lucas about forty feet behind. Desert dust filling the road as the sun sank lower in the clear sky. 


     *** 


     The last rays of daylight faded from the sky. The shroud of night cascaded across the heavens until her darkness touched every inch of the desert. Lights shined in the distance amid a sea of night. Kira blazed down the road with Lucas close behind. The two motorcycles slowed into a small parking lot before a sun beaten motel.  


     Kickstands out, both bikes leaned to the side and their riders stepped off. Lucas pulled up his goggles and let them hug the front of his helmet. He wiped dust off his mouth and cheeks and turned to Kira and Holly. The two women pulled off their helmets and placed them on the bike.  


     Holly started walking to the main office and gave a twirl back to Kira and Lucas, “I’ll get us two rooms. You two play nice,” she said and twirled again toward the lit office. 


     Lucas leaned back on his bike while Kira surveyed their surroundings. The young man took in the inky darkness of the desert but his eyes kept floating back to Kira. She faced away from him, looking to each shadow like something could be there. Lucas was going to say something but lost his train of thought when his eyes fell to her firm ass. Blood pumped and the biker tried not to think about anything. He looked away just as Kira turned to him. 


     “You don’t have to stay with us,” Kira said in an even tone. 


     “I want to stay. Plus, this was the direction I was going anyway, safety in numbers and all of that.” 


     Kira eyed him, “Does this white knight routine work for you?” 


     Lucas smirked. He could see the cold stare and judging eyes. He could feel her testing him, wanting for him to take offense so she would know she was right about him. That he fit some predisposed notion of another male jerk she had known, or even loved.  


     “I don’t know about all that white knight stuff. As I said before, I’m following my father’s path so I can get to know him a little better,” Lucas said with an even tone. “Do you hate all guys or just the nice ones?” 


     Anger flashed across Kira’s eyes before she blinked it away, “I only hate the monsters…and jerks.” 


     Lucas nodded, “Me too.” 


     A silence filled the space between them. Lucas knew he hit a sore spot but he wasn’t sorry for it. He learned a long time ago that if it hurts, it’s real; no one should cover it up in excuses. Kira had an axe to grind and he guessed that Asher fellow was a major cause of it. The biker was concerned, knowing anger can cloud judgment but he knew he couldn’t say anything since it really wasn’t his place. They barely knew each other and Lucas wasn’t going to push. 


     Kira kept her anger in check but only barely. She’d known all sorts of guys throughout her life and they all wanted one thing. They would play the game, tell their lies and behave like assholes until they got what they wanted. Once they spilled their soul between her legs, they moved on, conquest over. She had given up on finding that special someone, content to live her life. If the world didn’t end for her that very night with Asher, she would have been a happy spinster, reading her books and drinking wine with Holly. Fate had other ideas and here she was, chasing down monsters and babysitting a biker who didn’t seem to fit into any category; a puzzle that she didn’t want to bother to solve but couldn’t stop thinking about.    


     Holly strolled back with a bottle in her hand and a sly smirk. She watched as Kira turned away but her eyes glanced down, as if deep in thought. She caught Lucas staring at Kira’s ass. The moment Holly’s shadow stretched along the parking lot Lucas looked away and smiled at the short haired blonde walking toward them. 


     “We have two rooms right next to each other,” Holly said and lifted up a bottle of whiskey, “I bought this so we can all relax.” 


     “Drinking isn’t a good idea,” Kira said as she crossed her arms. 


     “Drinking is a great idea,” Lucas smiled. 


     Kira shot the biker an annoyed glance. 


     “You don’t have to drink. You can watch me and Holly drink,” Lucas winked. 


     Holly let out a giggle and stifled it as Kira gave her a stern look. 


     Lucas stood up from leaning against his bike, “I know we just met but maybe a little relaxation will help us calm down before chasing after your incubus.” 


     The bike kept his gaze connected to Kira, “I can hold my liquor, can you?” 


     Kira rolled her eyes. The three stood for a moment before Holly turned and began walking toward the motel rooms. Lucas and Kira followed. The area was quiet and most, if not all of the rooms were dark. Access to each room door was outside and covered by a slanting roof. Stepping onto the wooden walkway it was reminiscent of the infamous Bates Motel, as the trio made their way to room 7 and 8. 


     “You have room 7 and we have room 8,” Holly said as she pointed with the bottle on her hand. 


     “So, your place or mine?” Lucas asked with another smirk. 


     Kira was about to say something when Holly cut her off. 


     “Our room,” Holly said and didn’t look at Kira. 


     Steam floated up from Kira’s brow as she watched Holly take out a key card and pressed it to the door handle. The door unlocked and the smaller woman pushed her way in. Lucas bowed with his hand out. Kira eyed him and simply walked in. Lucas followed and closed the door behind him. 


     The room was non-descript other than it looked like any other seedy motel room you’ve seen. A king-sized bed took up the middle of the room. A desk and chair took a corner. An ancient lamp took up another. In another corner was a doorway to the bathroom. The walls were a deep red and a window was opposite the entrance, the dark night filling the frame and beyond. 


     Holly moved to the bathroom door and turned on the light. Critters and insects fluttered from the sudden change of darkness to light and scattered to corners or deep into cracks. 


     “Romantic,” Holly grinned. 


     Lucas went to the desk and pulled out three of four mugs. Holly turned back and moved to the desk while unscrewing the whiskey bottle. Kira stood like a sentry, watching whiskey pour into each cup. Lucas grabbed one and lifted it up. Holly took the second. Eyes turned to Kira as she stood like a guard. The raven-haired hunter stood for a long moment before moving closer and snatching a cup off the desk. 


     No words were spoken as they clinked their mugs. With one smooth move, all three guzzled down the whiskey, not one of them making a face afterwards. Holly smiled as she poured some more, knowing full well that everyone here was a professional and needed to be treated like one. You kept the drinks flowing until someone said stop. It was the only way to truly drink whiskey. 


     Holly sauntered over to the bed and sat on the edge. Lucas grabbed the desk chair and sat down. Kira stayed standing with cup in hand. The room was quiet but Holly could see the tension between Lucas and Kira. She smiled slyly knowing something was there but they acted like high school kids, blowing it off. 


     Holly broke the silence, “What’s a Loner, besides the obvious meaning of being alone?” 


     Lucas looked at his mug and took another swig before putting it down on the desk, “Loners are paranormal peace keepers. They ride the roads everywhere, making sure paranormals keep to themselves.” 


     “Like highway patrols?” Holly kicked her legs.  


     Lucas nodded, “Something like that. They wear certain patches to be identified. I don’t wear them so I don’t confuse anyone but it seems they can still pick me out.” 


     “Yet you’re riding around just like them. I take it those rings help set them apart,” Kira added. 


     Lucas looked down, “Yea, you could say that. My dad was one of the famous ones. He did it for a long time before he met my mom and settled down. He told me, ‘Once you’re a Loner, you’re always a Loner.’” 


     “You think they would travel in packs or clubs,” Holly said as she noticed a sad glint in Lucas’s eyes. 


     “It’s part of the Loner code that they all act independently but with the same goals. Humans tend to fall into politics when they gather together. Loners know that they can be more effective if they go at it alone, keeps things simple and less complicated.” 


     Lucas took another swig before turning his attention to Kira, “What about the two of you? For a pair of hunters, you seem very much alone. The way you guys came in, I was sure you were Loners.” 


     Kira remained silent as Holly spoke up. 


     “We had a bad encounter with Asher and have been hunting him ever since. He and his people have hurt a lot of lives and we didn’t know if anyone else was going to take him down.” 


     Kira gazed at Lucas, “He’s a murderer and a rapist. All the Red Shadows are murderers and rapists. No Loners have taken him down so we knew we had too.” 


     Lucas’s expression softened, “He hurt someone you loved?” 


     Kira drank down her whiskey, “Yes, he did.” 


     Holly took a swig and spoke through the growing tension, “Do Loners work in secret? Is it part of their code?” 


     Lucas smiled, “No, they don’t normally. Maybe if they have to execute a paranormal but generally everyone knows them when they pass through. My dad’s friends, who used to visit, were pretty happy guys. Tough, but happy. He never told me if they were Loners but I think most of them were.” 


     “You’re following in his footsteps but not following in his footsteps,” Kira asked with a neutral gaze. 


     Lucas looked away before looking back to the raven-haired beauty, “I’m willing to tell you my secrets but it can’t be one way. We seem to be going into dangerous territory and I would rather know who I’ll be fighting side by side with.” 


     “You don’t have to fight at our side,” Kira said with a harsh edge. “You can get up and leave and we can never see each other again. It might be better that way.” 


     “Kira,” Holly chimed in. 


     Kira shook her head, “It’s better this way. You won’t slow us down and we can complete our mission.” 


     Lucas eyed Kira before speaking, “Do you know anything about Tower Falls?” 


     “We don’t need too. We just have to find Asher,” Kira said with half closed eyes. 


     Lucas continued, “My dad kept a journal. He wrote about a lot of things but Tower Falls was a subject he liked to stay away from. I can only get bits and pieces from his journal but the place is dangerous, dangerous enough for him to never want to visit and warn me not to go. If Asher is going there, there must be a reason for it.” 


     “So why are you going?” Kira asked with an edge. 


     Lucas was silent for a moment. He swirled his drink before bringing it to his lips and finishing it off. Holly stood up and poured into his mug, nearly to the top. The biker drank half of it down as Holly sat back on the edge of the bed, eyes searching through a tangled mess of emotions. 


     “You both may have your reasons on why you’re so secretive. I can respect that. I’m only telling you this because I want to extend the olive branch first. You don’t have to tell me anything but I hope you do, so we can work better together.” 


     Lucas took another swig before placing his mug on the desk, “My dad was a Loner for most of his adult life. He rode every road from the east to the west coast. When he met my mom, they fell in love and soon she was pregnant with me. He made his last ride to let everyone know he was settling down in NYC and he couldn’t be happier.  


     “Growing up, he was honest with me about everything. He told me about the Loners, the codes and the crazy things he witnessed and fought over the years. He was happy giving it up but he couldn’t give up helping people. He became a firefighter and spent many years helping people from saving cats out of trees to running into burning buildings to save people.” 


     “He sounds larger than life,” Holly said as she leaned forward. 


     “He was,” Lucas smiled and it faded away. “In September of 2001, he was called in to make his way to the financial district in lower Manhattan.” 


     Holly and Kira’s eyes widened and the mood shifted to a dark place. 


     “I was about eight. I remember mom crying as he told her he had to go. He came to me and told me about his special journal and lockbox in the garage. If he didn’t return, he wanted me to have it. I remember him stepping out into the bright sunny day and to his car. I stayed with mom and watched the news unfold, knowing my dad was out there trying to help people.” 


     Lucas’s shoulders sank a few inches, “He was inside one of the towers when it fell. My mom cried and I just watched, not believing he was dead. The same night, he came to visit me but he wasn’t like he used to be.” 


     Holly’s eyes watered as Kira’s dour expression softened. 


     “He tried to speak to me but I couldn’t hear what he was saying. He would visit many nights, even after they recovered his body and he was laid to rest. It took years for me to even look at the journal or lockbox. I served in the army and went on to college before I felt enough time had passed for me to open those items. 


     “When I came to visit my mom, I went to the garage and pulled the journal and lockbox. Mom gave me the key and we opened it together. The lockbox was filled with pictures of us, some patches and his rings. His bike was in the garage and covered. I remember putting the rings on and touching a piece of my father’s past. I took his motorcycle to a garage and they said it was working fine.” 


     Lucas drank down the rest of the whiskey in his cup, “I read his journal, telling of all these amazing places he used to visit, so I decided I would take a road trip. I was in between jobs but had some savings.  I saw the world in the army but I hadn’t seen all of the states here. I thought why not and rode off.” 


     Lucas looked to Holly and then to Kira, “He still has something unfinished. He hasn’t moved on and wants me to follow him. I wouldn’t be going to Tower Falls if his ghost didn’t ride in this direction. And that’s why I’m here.” 


     Kira’s heart trembled and the whiskey soothed her nerves. Holly looked to her friend, eyes wide and filled with sorrow. The two women spoke without speaking, thoughts confirming what the other wanted. 


     “Lucas, hold your rings close to me,” Kira instructed. 


     Lucas raised an eyebrow before seeing the sad look in her eyes. The biker stood up and crossed the few feet between them. Lifting up a hand, the rings illuminated with blue light. Rune carvings along the skull bands glowed with supernatural essence. It grew clear to him why she kept her distance. 


     “Asher murdered me and hurt Holly,” Kira said with a soft tone. 


     Lucas looked to Holly and she gave a kind smile. 


     “I’m still human,” Holly grinned. 


     Lucas turned to Kira and she continued. 


     “I left my family and home in Georgia to live my live in New York City. My dad is the over protective sort, making sure I knew how to handle myself before leaving. He agreed to finance part of my trip if I got a job and learned how to defend myself. I thought he was being silly at first but I took to it, learning how to use guns, swords and blades. I spent two years training and working to follow my dream so I could be prepared. My dad never liked big cities but knew a lone woman needed to be ready for anything. 


     “Holly was one of the first people I met there and she needed a roommate. We became friends instantly. We partied for a while before I learned guys were the same there as they were in my home town. I became a bit disenchanted with life at that point. Don’t get me wrong, I loved the city, I just didn’t like the people.” 


     “One night, I met Asher,” Holly said with pain in her eyes. “He talked me into taking him home. I didn’t know he had a power in his voice that could manipulate people.” 


     “I didn’t like him,” Kira continued, “When I tried to get him to leave, he insisted on staying. He was armed, and when I tried to protect Holly, he attacked us.” 


     Lucas let his hand drop as he looked into Kira’s eyes. 


     Kira patted the dagger at her hip, “He used this dagger on me, stabbed me right in the chest. He caved in my face with his boot and then took advantage of Holly. Anyone else would have been dead but not me.” 


     Kira looked to Lucas, strength and rage filling her demeanor, “I woke up, face healed and Holly crying. I pulled the dagger from my chest and it closed up like it never happened. I didn’t understand what was happening. I just regained my composure and focused on taking Holly to the hospital. We didn’t talk about any of it for a few weeks.” 


     “When we did, we knew what we needed to do next,” Holly said with conviction. 


     Kira nodded, “We travelled, following Asher and his people. When we couldn’t find him or the trail went cold, I researched him and my own mystery. Our best guess is that I am a dark fae. That is all we know about me.” 


     Lucas’s eyes widened a little, “My father wrote about your kind.” 


     Kira stared as Holly stood up, shock painting her face. 


     Lucas continued, “I read my father’s journal cover to cover many times. As a dark fae you need energy to survive, unlike normal fae who have tremendous amounts of energy. Your death must have changed you from a living fae to a dark one, similar to banshees or boggarts.” 


     The two women gave each other a sideways glance before looking to Lucas. 


     “You’re a magical woman,” Lucas grinned. 


     Heat rushed to Kira’s cheeks and she looked away. Holly was to her feet pouring whiskey into cups, a smile from ear to ear. 


     “This is good. I think this means we should celebrate. The universe pulled us all together for a reason and right now, that reason is to drink!” Holly laughed. 


     Mugs were held up and clinked together. Kira couldn’t contain her smirk before she drank down the amber liquid. Holly downed her drink, her face turning a pinkish red. Lucas looked to them, his past fading to the background and the warm liquid pouring down his throat and filling his belly. 


     From there, the evening spun on. The motel room took on wavy lines as the three drank and talked. Conversation grew lighter and soon funny stories filled the room. Holly was doing most of the talking but Kira and Lucas laughed as she went into detail about some of her hilarious dating stories. Time lost meaning and Kira eventually made her way to Holly’s side, sitting on the bed and her shoulders relaxing.  


     Holly continued to talk but it was Kira and Lucas who kept giving each other glances. The tension bled back into the hazy fog of the room and the mood had become warm and welcoming. Holly would stop talking, grinning at her friend occasionally before spinning another tale. Lucas even joined in with his own stories and the laughter only grew. The darkness that touched their lives retreated and for the first time in a long time, all three of them felt normal in an abnormal world. 


     Voices started to slur and the whiskey bottle was empty. Lucas watched as Holly’s eyes grew heavy and her pale skin took on a glowing pink. Kira looked over and gave the blonde a short push. Holly fell on her side, eyes closed and mouth open. Lucas smiled as drool began to form at the corner of her lips. 


     “It looks like the party is over,” Lucas said with a drunken smile. 


     Kira looked to him, her own smile warm and inviting, “It doesn’t have to be.” 


     Lucas’s smile faded as Kira eyed him like a slab of beef. He was no stranger to the “look” but he wasn’t sure it was a good idea. It’s not that he didn’t find her attractive but his father warned him about fae women. They could be a little demanding, as his father put it. It wasn’t the physical part but more of the energy sucking part. 


     Kira was up and moving to the doorway. When she opened it, she looked to Lucas and waited. Lucas wasn’t sure if it was the whiskey talking or just the fact that a beautiful woman was expecting him to follow. Limbs began to move and before he knew it, he was behind her, stepping out of the room.  


     The air was crisp in the cool desert night. Kira walked a few steps until she was halfway to Lucas’s door. Strange thoughts filled her whiskey addled mind. Glancing back, she watched as Lucas moved slowly, as if trying to keep himself upright. The dark fae took in his features and her heart beat a little faster. Memories flowed like a stream as the hunter recalled her younger promiscuous self being free with any of those who took interest in her. She put a stop to it because it felt one sided, but now here she was, beckoning a man she barely knew. 


     Dark energy ran along heightened nerves. The air had become sweeter and limbs looser. Glancing back again, her heart clenched in her chest. Something flowed off the biker like honey, begging to be tasted. The whiskey warmed her but the sight of Lucas made her core hot with desire. She found herself sitting helpless in her mind, watching as her body moved with ideas of its own. 


     Kira leaned against the wall before Lucas’s door and took in a cleansing breath. Lucas stepped to her and looked with kind eyes, pink touching his cheeks. Kira felt like her body was going to burst into a firestorm and she fought for control. 


     “Tell me more about the dark fae,” Kira said in a sultry tone. 


     Lucas leaned against an outside wooden pole near his room, “You can be dangerous when you run low on energy.” 


     Kira eyed him with half closed eyes, “How dangerous?” 


     Lucas tried to keep his wits about him, even when his eyes drifted down her sensual curves, “Dangerous enough to not be able to control yourself.” 


     Kira looked to his rings and then back up to his eyes, “Are you afraid of me?” 


     Lucas was silent for a long moment before a small smirk appeared, “No, should I be?” 


     Kira flexed her fingers, as if trying to fight the wave of heat enveloping her, “Maybe, I can’t really say, especially right now.” 


     Lucas could see some internal struggle she was having. Eyes would look to him with heat but then they would turn away as if she was fighting powerful urges. The biker knew if he made a move, she would not turn him away. As appealing as the thought may have been, he was in no way going to push something with someone he barely knew. 


     “Holly may need you. We can talk in the morning and I’ll tell you everything I learned from my father’s journal,” Lucas smiled kindly. 


     Kira’s eyes took on a predatory sheen. She stepped closer as the dam holding her sanity cracked and then blew apart. Primal instincts took hold, directing every boot fall as she moved up to Lucas and pressed her hand to his chest. His heart beat was strong and powerful, each pulse blasting away at the last of her resolve. She could sense his power the entire time but touching his chest only inflamed it into a storm. 


     “Kira…” Lucas said as her hand drifted down his chest and to his belt. 


     “Your blood sings to me… like nothing I’ve ever…,” Kira trailed off as her hands worked his belt buckle off. 


     Lucas put his hands to her shoulders gently but Kira’s hands lashed out like a snake. They grabbed Lucas by his shoulders, turned him around and slammed his back against the wall next to his motel room door. Lucas was stunned as her hands grabbed at his jeans, undid them and pulled them down in a blink of an eye. 


     Lucas’s heart thumped in his chest as he watched Kira caress him over his boxers and his growing bulge. Blood raced down and his manhood instantly hardened to her touch. The air took on a sensual heat as she eyed him like a piece of meat. The urges welled up and whatever resolve Lucas had drained away, replaced with pure wanting. 


     Kira said nothing as she slipped her fingers into his waistband and pushed his boxers down. They fell to Lucas’s jeans puddled around his ankles. Lucas looked around briefly to see there was no one in sight. Eyes turned downward as Kira bent her knees. She eyed his hard member between his legs, veins throbbing along the shaft. She glanced up to see Lucas’s wide eyes and she leered. 


     “Kira, we could…” The biker trailed off as she knelt before him and licked the tip. 


     Lucas’s cock bounced to the wet sensation. It only further hardened his cock until it was standing on its own. Kira licked it again before pressing her lips around the throbbing end. Lucas let out a low groan as sliding hot lips moved down an inch. Hips moving of their own accord, he pushed forward, sinking inches past her inviting lips. Kira’s eyes closed as she couldn’t stop herself. When she reached half way along the shaft, her head began to slide back and forth. It was slow at first but the tempo grew with each passing moment. 


     Kira witnessed Lucas’s light and she hungered for it. It blazed like the brightest star she had ever seen in her dreams. He was not just full of life; he was full of divine life. It called to her dark heart like a moth to a flame and all she wanted was to devour him. Lips pressed tighter as her tongue stroked along the underside of the shaft. Veins pressed against her tongue and she savored the feel and taste. The dark fae’s clothes had become confining but she didn’t want to break the connection. The tempo increased and soon she was sucking every inch. With his cock firmly against the roof of her mouth, she moved with ease, tasting every bit of him. 


     Lucas watched as Kira’s hands grabbed his hips and held him in place. Her eyes were closed as she suckled on his member. A foggy bliss filled the air and the biker relaxed a little. He wanted nothing more than to take her but watching how she sucked on him, he felt he had little choice in the matter. 


     Wet sounds filled the area as the intimate exchange continued. Lucas found himself fighting his urges. Kira felt an intense bliss. He knew he wouldn’t be able to stop himself from exploding at this rate but he also knew with such a beautiful woman, he could go a few more times. Relishing in the thought, the only thing that escaped his lips were small moans. 


     Groans emerged from the surrounding, dark desert. 


     Lucas’s brow wrinkled and he suddenly became silent. The groans continued to fill the air and that’s when he diverted his attention. Kira continued to press her lips along his shaft, back and forth, lost to blissful sensations. A drop of pre come touched her tongue and her world turned white with power. 


     Lucas’s eyes narrowed as he tried to penetrate the veil of the darken desert. Something shambled in the black shadow of night and then something else. The biker’s eyes grew wider as the dim light from the small parking lot silhouetted gruesome figures emerging from the desert. 


     The stench of death and decay rolled along like a morning mist. Moaning things crowded out from the darkness. They turned their attention to the man and woman and their moans turned to haunting growls, hungering for their life.  


     


  




  

     Six 


     Lucas was frozen as dozens of figures shambled into the light. Hollow eyes centered on the biker and moans rippled through the air. Lucas’s fingers curled into fists as the suction he felt on his manhood released. Glancing down, he watched as Kira slowly stood up, her eyes glowing a pale blue. 


     Kira’s face was a blank mask amid a growing storm in her eyes. Power lashed at her very being as she turned around and stared at the undead pouring into the light. Decayed hands rose up with fingers clawing at the air, wanting to partake in their living light and devouring it. The world seemed to slow down as a spark went off in Kira’s heart and the world turned to fire. 


     Lucas lifted up his boxers and jeans and buckled everything into place. When he looked up, blue light bathed the area. Kira stepped off the wooden walkway and onto the dirt parking lot. Eyes glowing brighter, her black hair began to writhe and float. Lucas took a few steps forward, wanting to be by her side when he stopped short. The blue light grew and Kira’s hair shifted from normal to blazing azure fire. The biker took a step back as Kira continued to walk forward, her hair now a blue flame rising up. 


     Several of the undead shambled toward her, ready to rip her flesh. Blue fire engulfed Kira’s hands as she moved toward them, no fear in her now alien form. She remained silent as she closed the distance and attacked. 


     Fists of blue fire rammed into rotting heads, smashing them to dust. Streaks of light blazed outward as she became a meteor storm. The dead moved in closer, only for the fire to engulf them with each swing. Bodies crumbled as the fire ate away at them in seconds. 


     Lucas watched the spectacle, unsure what to do. Kira was a force of nature, punching the dead bodies into parts. Flaming limbs went hurtling through the air as more undead rushed to their second deaths. Lucas was going to stay where he was, unsure if Kira would even know he was there to help until dozens more undead spilled into the light. The numbers tripled, as if an entire graveyard had risen up to claim them. Kira destroyed each one with a well-placed punch to the chest but she was soon overwhelmed from all sides. 


     Lucas charged into the horde, fist up and rings glowing. He too smashed into the dead, their bodies blown apart from each strike. The dead crowded around, clawing at the biker but he kept them at bay with powerful punches. Kira moved like a titan but undead stumbled forward, filling the parking lot. 


     Lucas’s eyes widened as he fought. The numbers were too many. Despite their abilities, in seconds they were going to be overrun. Lucas made it through the horde to Kira’s side. The two fought, keeping them at bay but the decayed monsters quickly surrounded them. Fingers grabbed hold of Lucas’s leather jacket and he punched, struggling to keep them back. The dead closed in, mouths open and moans calling to spill their blood and life. Kira was a blue blur, striking as fast as she could but the dead grabbed her, slowing her down. Flaming hands slapped skulls off necks but other hands took hold, fingers digging into flesh. Lucas grunted as fingers slashed at him, drawing blood. On he fought, trying to keep the monsters at bay and off of Kira.  


     Something flew down from the sky and crashed into the horde. Lucas watched as something white flashed through the undead, sending their decayed bodies into the air and several directions. Trying to focus, his eyes widened as a woman with alabaster skin plowed through the undead, riding a broom stick. 


     Madness touched Lucas’s mind as he tried to make sense of what he was seeing. The woman gave a sly smirk with black lipstick lips. She wore a steepled witch’s hat as she let out giggles. Her body had an hourglass shape and she straddled the broom like a witch in a fairy tale. Thigh high boots covered her legs and feet. She barely wore a black thong as she turned and spun, knocking the undead away. She wore a tight, black top with jack-o’-lantern faces smiling outward as she giggled, laughed and spun. The top could barely contain her oversized white breasts. Long red hair swung around as the witch’s cackle turned into insane glee. Leg out; she knocked the undead like pins in a bowling alley. Before they hit the ground, she was plowing through the main force of the dead, grabbing a body and swinging it around like a rag-doll club. 


     “So many dead, so little time,” the witch laughed as she swung the corpse around. 


     Kira was still fighting when several undead stabbed their boney fingers into her. She never made a sound as she spun and smashed them all to dust. Lucas fought on, keeping the remaining dead at bay. The red-haired witch laughed as she swung her arm and tossed the body at a group of zombies, breaking them into pieces and body parts. 


     The witch turned sideways and crashed into the horde, large breasts bouncing. Kira charged into the remaining pockets of dead, hands taking hold and burning them to ash. A zombie reached for her flaming hair and its hand went up, turning to ash and dust. The hunter turned and smashed the corpse to flaming pieces. 


     Lucas smashed a corpse getting too close. As it fell, he turned to the carnage in the parking lot. Heaps of black and white ash covered the dirt floor. Some body parts crawled in different directions while half corpses tried to crawl away. Kira stood among the piles of ash, her body heaving and blue fire hair waving in the slight breeze.  


     The witch swung around and jumped up on the broomstick. Standing on it like a surfer, it floated down to a foot off the ground and she stepped off. Lucas’s jaw dropped as the witch moved with sultry steps. The edge of the hat covered one eye but the other looked to him with whimsical mischief. Her top could barely contain her double D’s and hips moved with purpose. The broom turned upwards and hovered close as she sauntered her way toward Lucas. 


     “I love a boy in leather,” The white witch said with a wicked smirk. 


     Kira turned her attention to the witch and stalked forward, fire in her eyes. Lucas turned his gaze to Kira as she stepped directly toward their savior. The witch stopped in her tracks and turned her head slightly, eyeing the woman with flaming blue hair. A door to the motel slammed open and Holly stepped out with an AK-47 in her hands, eyes wide at the sight before her. 


     The witch grinned as she bent her head toward Kira, “Oh honey, I’m not here to steal your man, yet.” 


     Kira’s fire bloomed upward as she broke into a run toward the witch. Holly lifted up her rifle and tried to aim but Kira was already on the witch. Lucas stepped forward but stopped as the two turned into a blur. 


     Kira lashed out with flaming blue fists as the red headed witch dodged, bent and spun away. The witch gave a deep laugh as she moved in flashes, each flaming fist missing her by inches. Kira growled as she tried to land a blow but missed every time. 


     “Kira stop!” Lucas shouted. 


     “I can’t get a clear shot,” Holly yelled while trying to aim. 


     Lucas rushed forward as the two continued their dance, “Holly, don’t shoot! She saved us!” 


     The witch spun to a stop and held out her hand. Her broom slammed into it and the witch used it like a staff, blocking and redirecting each incoming flaming blue fist. Energy arced as Kira pressed her attack.  


     “We could discuss who can have him over drinks,” the witch smiled as she continued to remain on the defensive. 


     Lucas threw himself between them, “Kira stop!” 


     A blue fist lashed out and hit the biker across the jaw. Lucas’s eyes went wide as his body was airborne. In midflight, Lucas felt the curl of darkness touch the edge of his vision. There was no pain but he knew that was the shock talking. He fought to stay conscious as he hit the ground and slid a few feet to a stop. Reality dimmed before darkness engulfed his vision. 


     Kira stopped her attack, her gaze frozen on Lucas’s unmoving body. The blue fire cooled and shifted back to her raven black hair, falling to the tops of her shoulders. The fire engulfing her hands snuffed out. Glowing blue eyes turned back to normal as she fell to her knees. Weakness drained the power from her muscles as the red-haired witch stepped closer. 


     “Rest, Mama will watch over all of you,” the witch said with a sultry voice and caressed Kira’s chin. 


     The dark fae fell forward, the abyss filling her vision. 


     *** 


     Lucas blinked slowly, soothing light touching his eyes. Throbbing pain came rushing at him and the room began to spin. Trying to blink it away, he turned his head slightly to see Kira lying next to him, eyes closed. Her chest rose and fell with a gentle rhythm and the biker let out a relieved sigh. Dark figures moved in the corner of his vision and he turned his gaze toward them. 


     Holly smiled while a tall witch stood at her side with a broom in hand. The biker bolted up, eyes wide. 


     “It’s okay,” Holly said softly, “You we’re right, she’s one of the good guys.” 


     A question mark filled Lucas’s brow as he tried to comprehend what was going on. He gazed on the busty witch in the skimpy two-piece. Her thong was black and formed a tight triangle against her womanhood. A picture of a downward pointed candy corn the only thing in the middle of her thong between thick creamy white thighs. Glossy thigh high boots shined in the lamp light as leering jack-o’-lantern smiles covered her large chest. She looked like she belonged in a comic book or some cheap Halloween horror movie. 


     “The name’s Stella,” the witch grinned. 


     Lucas simply stared. 


     Holly sat on the edge of the bed, “She’s here to help. She explained to me why she was here while you were both out of it.” 


     “Is Kira, okay?” Lucas asked as he looked down at her. 


     “She’s okay for now. She used up most of her spirit energy in the fight,” Stella said with a smile. “I can sense her growing weaker.” 


     Holly nodded, “Kira has done that once before. It drains her when she uses her spirit fire. She will need energy or she may wake up and take it.” 


     Lucas shook his head, trying to knock away the mental cobwebs, “I know the dark fae feed but what I saw was completely different. She was using her energy in a way I’ve never heard of before, not even in my father’s notes.” 


     Stella stepped closer, breasts bouncing to each step, “There is a lot going on here that can easily be explained but right now, you need to help feed her.” 


     Lucas raised an eyebrow. 


     Holly nodded, “Stella is right. I fed Kira yesterday and if I try again, she may drain me of all of my life force.” 


     Lucas looked down at Kira for a moment before looking back up at Holly and Stella, “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” 


     Stella eyed him and licked her lips, “Love can heal anyone but you have something else going on with you…don’t you?” 


     Lucas was silent as a grave. 


     “It’s okay, hot stuff. I won’t tell if you don’t want me too. But for now, I think you need to spread her legs and spear her with your abundant life force,” Stella winked. 


     “What are you?” Lucas asked as he tried to cut through the mental confusion. 


     Stella bowed her head, the wide rim of her hat covering her eyes, “Stella, Witch Angel to my Lord Samhain. I’m what you call… a seducer of rogue spirits… if you catch my meaning.” 


     “And you just happened to stop by and help us when the dead attacked,” Lucas eyed her suspiciously. 


     Stella lifted up her head and connected her gaze with his, “No, I’ve been following you specifically. You have a delicious soul but the ghost around you is leading you to a dangerous place. I hate seeing cute guys rushing to their death.” 


     “Are you after my father?” Lucas asked as his fingers curled into fists. 


     Stella glanced down at the glowing rings and looked to the biker, “Not yet, but he has been running for a long time. I was going to collect him since several other Witch Angels haven’t succeeded. He’s a slippery one but once I saw that you were headed to Tower Falls, I thought it best to intervene.” 


     Kira let out a small moan as her eyes fluttered. Lucas looked down, his hand taking hers and holding it close. Her fingers tightened around his hand and her fluttering eyes stopped. 


     Stella moved to the edge of the bed, “She is growing weaker with each passing moment. If you don’t feed her, she will wake up and drain you and Holly dry.” 


     Holly moved to the edge of the bed and began unzipping Kira’s leather body suit. Lucas looked down as her cleavage glowed in the dim light. With expert ease, Holly pulled the leather from her arms and then grabbed at her waist. With a small tug, it slipped over her hips. Holly went to the end of the bed and pulled the rest off and placed the outfit on the dresser. 


     Lucas stared as Kira lay, nearly naked expect for black panties. Her ample chest swelled up and down with each breath. Her beauty captivated him and he found he could not look away. 


     “I can’t do this… it’s not right,” Lucas whispered. 


     Holly looked to him with concern. 


     Stella rolled her eyes and smiled, “Would you rather she devour you and rampage across the desert? I mean, she was having fun when she was on her knees.” 


     “You saw us?” Lucas asked as the pain in his head continued to throb. 


     Stella nodded, “How could I not. Your soul was like catnip to her. I was a little jealous that I couldn’t join in.” 


     “Lucas, I’m sure she will be fine with it,” Holly said in a small voice. 


     Stella eyed the biker as confusion filled his eyes. Expanding her senses, she could see that the wounds along his side from the undead battle were healing but were still affecting him. Tendrils of doubt and chaos flowed along his aura as he tried to make sense of the situation. 


     Holly bit her lip as she made a personal decision, “I could help….,” she was cut off. 


     “No need sweet Holly. I can help take one for the team. I’m not normally into the living but he is too cute to let it pass me by,” Stella smirked. 


     Lucas looked up, unsure what was happening. Stella let go of her broom and it floated to a corner. Moving to the foot of the bed, she reached down and grabbed Lucas by the ankle. Before he could say anything, she pulled him to the edge of the bed, his legs hanging over the side. Sitting up, his face was inches away from Stella’s chest, smiling jack-o’-lanterns in his vision. 


     The witch snapped her fingers and Lucas’s clothes began to pull away from him. The biker watched as his jacket flew off his arms and shoulders, his shirt rolled up and over his head, flying to the floor. Jeans rolled down as boots flew off. Boxers came next and soon the biker was sitting at the edge of the bed naked. Stella eyed his right, ringed hand and then let her eyes drift over his fit and toned body and down to his half hard member. 


     “Let mama help you rise to the occasion. I only ask you keep your hands behind you. Don’t want either of us getting hurt in a bad way. I only like the good pain.” 


     Lucas held his upper body up with his hands planted on the bed. Glancing back, he saw Holly pull a blanket over Kira and stay by her side. The biker turned back and gazed upon Stella shedding her top. Light pink nipples pointed from her gravity defying chest. Leaning in, she let them brush against his face, grinning and then biting her lip. 


     “It’s okay, you can kiss them,” Stella smiled. 


     Lucas found his head drifting forward when a hand snaked around and grabbed the back of his hair. The witch angel thrust him into her large breasts, moving a nipple to his mouth, her other hand dropped to his thigh and moved to his manhood as it slowly stood to attention. 


     “Nibble on them,” Stella said in a low sultry tone. 


     Lucas found he had little choice with her nipple in his mouth. Teeth closed down enough to send a shockwave through the busty witch. 


     “Oh…that’s what I like…” Stella moaned. 


     Her hand took hold of the biker’s manhood and stroked slowly. Bliss floated up, pushing away at the throbbing pain in his body. A light grew and his wounds began to heal faster. Stella kept his face buried on one of her nipples, pleasure whipping at her nerves. Even she found it difficult to concentrate as he nibbled at her, his energy calling out like a warm blanket on an autumn evening. 


     “Oh…that’s the sweet spot… keep doing that,” Stella whispered. 


     Lucas felt himself become rock hard to Stella’s expert touch. Stroking up and down, animalistic urges began to rise. The air took on a heat everyone could feel. Holly watched as the alabaster skinned witch nearly forced her body against Lucas’s face. Eyes closing, the delicate but warm pain rocketed along through the witch’s nerves like a travelling hurricane. 


     Stella wanted nothing more than to climb up and impale herself on his thick sword but time was running out. Using her willpower, she pulled away from his talented mouth and sank down to her knees. Grabbing her large breasts, she snuggled them around Lucas’s throbbing cock. Dipping her head, she licked his purple head and soon devoured the tip. 


     Lucas could barely control himself as her lips ran down a few inches. The blissful motions turned into a seductive song as she played him like an instrument. Moving her upper body, she stroked him with her cleavage and her mouth, playful giggles in her throat. She muffled something but Lucas couldn’t hear it, lost to a sea of ecstasy. 


     Stella continued as he stiffened, and began humming in her throat. A touch of pre-come emerged and touched her tongue. The witch angel’s eyes opened as living light cascaded over tight nerves. She had never felt so much power and wanted to drown in it. The witch suckled more, trying to pull more of his power into her, like a hungry beast. 


     The suction was alarming as Lucas absentmindedly brought his right hand up to help control the tempo. The rings flared with power. Stella opened her eyes and pulled away, falling on her rump. 


     Lucas looked at his rings and then to Stella, “I’m sorry.” 


     The witch sat with her legs wide and a devilish smile. She licked her lips as she eyed him, “It’s okay, stud. Now take your friend before her dark side awakens.” 


     Lucas turned to Kira as she lay. Holly had stepped back, eyeing them with concern. Stella slowly stood up, savoring his taste in her mouth. The room took on a warm edge as Lucas crawled next to Kira. Slipping under the blanket, he pressed his warm body next to hers. Kira’s eyes opened and stared. She gazed upon the biker with alien eyes. 


     Lucas could feel the need to be with her. Letting go of everything but his desires, his hand touched her thigh and slid along smooth skin. The small space between them grew hotter. Kira’s hand drifted over to him, touching his muscled stomach and gliding down. Finger grazing the head of his cock, it bounced to her touch. Lucas’s hand smoothed over her firm ass, taking hold and drawing her closer. 


     Kira let out a weak whimper which only emboldened the biker. Eyes slowly closing, her strength was giving out. Lucas reached down, fingers grazing her valley. Wetness touched his fingertips and he dived in further. Kira moved her body closer, his heat filling her cold heart. Energy poured off the biker and Kira’s body wanted more. Parting her thighs allowed him to touch along her folds and soon sink into her tightness. 


     A moan rose up and Kira writhed to his touch. 


     Lucas pulled back his hand and took hold of her hip. Pushing, Kira turned onto her back, legs slightly spread. Power glowed between them as the biker turned to her. The dark fae found his weight on her, comforting. Spreading her legs, he nestled in between them, the tip of his cock touching her wet valley. 


     Hand reaching up, she touched his cheek. A terrible wanting rippled through the biker as her beauty rooted into his mind. With a slow push of his hips, his cock spread her pink lips. Kira’s mouth formed a perfect O as inches expanded her walls. Throbbing bliss opened her up and she felt exposed to his power. Lucas could hardly believe the blissful sensations cascading over his mind, body and spirit. He never felt a connection like he did now. Pushing as deep as he could go, Kira let out an approving moan. 


     “Maybe we should leave,” Holly said as she watched with Stella at her side. 


     “You can leave. Mama wants to watch,” Stella said with her gaze on the lovers. 


       Lucas’s hips moved of their own accord, a steady rhythm between them. Kira’s eyes opened and centered on him, his beastly side beginning to show. A faint thought of the terrible men in her life flashed but they quickly soothed away. The blazing connection between them lighting every nerve, causing her toes to curl. The sound of skin on skin filled the small motel room. Stella gave an approving nod while Holly watched with wide eyes. 


     Kira’s hand reached up, holding onto the biker between her legs. Her touch caused Lucas to increase the tempo. Bodies moving to a dance, heat bloomed and bliss licked at their souls. The world stood still. Strength returned to Kira’s limbs and she curled her legs around his taut ass. Urging him faster, her body hungered for his energy.  


     Soft moans and grunts sang on as Stella licked her lips again, enjoying the show. The blanket fell off the couple’s moving bodies. The tempo didn’t slow down as their natural state shined on. Kira pressed her face to his neck, biting him. The small sharp pain caused the biker to thrust harder. Wetness flowed like honey as Kira could hardly control herself. The maddening need caused her to bite harder and taste a drop of blood. 


     Lucas was unchained as Kira’s body shuddered from each deep thrust. The dark fae squeezed him every time he slid back, teasing and not wanting him to leave. Doubt and fear melted away, replaced with a burning need to fill her tight space with his seed. The room spun and bodies writhed to a symphony of lust, and a dash of love. 


     Lucas’s eyes went wide as his cock expanded. Kira snuggled into his neck, the firm pressure and heat flowing into her body and heart. Holding on, she kissed his neck and the biker couldn’t hold back any longer. 


     Spurts of molten come erupted, splashing in her tight valley. The sudden rush of energy caused Kira to pull her head back, eyes wide. Energy slammed into her like a waterfall and her body responded. Nerves tightened to the breaking point before they released. The void she felt was full and overflowing. Ecstasy roared along nerves and exploded into fireworks as she held on. White seed dripped from her but its energy was drained into her heart. Weakness faded away and new power grew. Kira knew how to feed but she never had so much energy from a single person. Her eyes glowed blue as her spirit latched on and drank more and more. 


     Lucas’s power shined bright. There was no weakness as he continued to spear her wet valley. His manhood did not weaken, instead it remained as hard as steel. The urge to keep going emerged ready to fill the dark fae to the breaking point. On and on they continued, stuck in supernatural needs of giving and taking life. 


     Stella crossed her arms, “Just as I thought. We may have to break them apart.” 


     Holly looked up at the busty witch with a questioning brow. 


     Stella continued, “If we don’t stop them, she will become drunk on his power and he will try to keep feeding her over and over. They are the embodiment of light and dark. They could go like this for days.” 


     “We have to get between them?” Holly asked a little disconcerted. 


     The witch smiled, “No, I do.” 


     Stella stepped over as Lucas continued to spear Kira. Kira dug her nails into his back, their bodies locked in bliss. The busty witch moved in close and touched Lucas’s chin, turning his face to her. The biker’s eyes had a faraway gaze until Stella pressed her lips against his. 


     Kira looked over at the witch and blue eyes blazed brighter. Instinct took over; Kira grabbed Lucas and threw him onto the bed. The couple pulled apart as Kira launched herself up at the witch. Stella smiled as she grabbed Kira, picked her up and tossed her against a wall. 


     Kira slammed into the wall, cracking it and falling to her feet. Blue light glowed from her eyes as her hair flashed with small bouts of azure flame. Holly rushed over and stood before Kira, hands out. 


     “Kira!” Holly yelled. 


     Kira looked to Holly and her rage subsided. The blue power in her eyes faded and returned to normal. Lucas was up and at the edge of the bed. The four of them looked to each other for a long moment before the tension bled away. 


     “Now we can talk,” Stella said with a wicked smile.  


     


  




  

     Seven 


     Lucas and Kira sat on the edge of the bed, fully clothed. Holly sat on a chair as Stella sauntered around, talking with a seductive edge in her voice. 


     “To do my work, information comes to me on a need-to-know basis. When I encounter strange circumstances, my lord’s people will channel the energy to me so I may do my work effectively. Are you still with me, my pretties?” 


     Holly was silent. Kira and Lucas shook their heads. 


     “Good,” Stella smiled and continued, “Much like children stumbling around in the dark, your innocence and lack of experience shows that you do not have the whole picture when it comes to this realm.” 


     “And you do?” Kira said with a scathing tone. 


     Stella looked to her with her ever present smile, “I do at times. It’s too dangerous to hold onto all that knowledge so it comes to me in waves and then pulls back with the tides. Right now, my head is filled with thoughts and bits of information, enough to piece together what is happening with our crossing paths. 


     “It took me some time to figure it out, dear Kira but you we’re not murdered.” 


     Kira’s eyes narrowed, “How did you….” 


     “I heard everything. Your sad little tales floated on the wind and I couldn’t help but listen. It helps with my work.” 


     Stella shooed away at the air as if her words were right before her, like buzzing flies, “Anyway, you were close to death but not quite there. When Asher drove that dagger into your heart, it almost killed you, but your bloodline awakened and kept you half alive. You, my dear, are half-light and half dark fae. You can die but it will be much tougher than when you were mostly human.” 


     Stella turned to Lucas, “You on the other hand, have something extraordinary that keeps you lucky and assists in your healing. I have yet to come across someone like you, but I have heard the stories.” 


     “I’d rather not talk about it,” Lucas said simply. 


     Kira looked to the biker as his eyes cast downward. A pain lingered within the corners of his face. Holly saw the same thing, a hollow pain that was evident to all. 


     Stella nodded, her smile fading away, “The laws I follow dictate that I cannot speak of it. When you’re ready, I can help you piece together your past.” 


     “I know my past. I don’t need to talk about it.” 


     Stella bowed her head, “As you wish.” 


     “What about you?” Holly chimed in, “You’re not normal.” 


     Stella’s perfect smile returned, “Thank you for the compliment. True, I am one of those chosen souls destined to live my days seducing rogue spirits, ghosts and the occasional monster. As you can see, my body is meant to titillate and to encourage those who harm others…to harm me.” 


     “You want to be hurt?” Lucas asked surprised. 


     Stella’s white face took on a serious edge, “Life, death, love and hate are the working tools of the universe. I bridge the gap between them, bringing lust to chaos so I may walk them to their proper place, like an owner with their little puppy dog.” 


     The three companions glanced to each other with confused looks. 


     Stella brushed away a red lock of hair from the corner of her eye and smiled, “I don’t expect you to understand, just accept it.” 


     “Alright,” Lucas shook his head, “What does this all have to do with us?” 


     Stella moved to the biker and leaned forward, giving him an eyeful. Kira looked to her, angry heat bubbling into her cheeks. 


     “Glad you asked that, stud. You three are on your way to Tower Falls and if I don’t go with you, you won’t make it out,” Stella grinned. 


     A darkness touched Lucas’s eyes, “My dad warned me in his journal about Tower Falls and to avoid it. Asher talked about going there to become all powerful. What is it with that place? Why is it so dangerous?” 


     Stella stood up, her breasts bouncing, “Tower Falls is a mystical place. What the rest of the world doesn’t know is that there is a Tower Falls in every part of the world.” 


     “Like how there’s a Springfield in every state?” Kira said sarcastically. 


     Stella nodded, “It is very much like that except they are all around the world. The towns of Tower Falls have been appearing since 2001. My master has informed all Witch Angels to avoid those towns at all costs but as you can see, I’m stepping out of my jurisdiction.” 


     Lucas, Kira and Holly looked up to the witch as a shadow loomed in the room. The biker knew there was something to it. Was this what his father wanted him to do? Did he want him to discover the mystery behind this Tower Falls? 


     Lucas shook his head, “That doesn’t make any sense. My dad wrote about Tower Falls in his journal, before 2001.” 


     Stella looked to Lucas with shadows lengthening under her eyes, “Before 2001, there were only several towns named Tower Falls. It’s unclear exactly why, but even then, they were places where the dead and the supernatural did not visit. The vampire and necromancer courts spoke in hushed whispers of the towns of legend. Even witch angels were forbidden to enter them. But a biker, dark fae and a human can enter them if they so choose.” 


     “How can I enter if they are such dangerous places,” Kira asked. 


     Stella’s bright smile returned, “Stay in your human form and you should be fine. It has helped you this far to stay hidden from all manner of creatures that would hunt or try to seduce you. You are an enigma, half dead and half alive. It will work to your advantage.” 


     Lucas spoke up, “I have to ask, are we alright going through with this? If Tower Falls is as dangerous as it seems, we could be putting our lives at risk.” 


     The biker looked to Kira, “Is revenge enough to risk your life?” 


     Kira looked to him with soft eyes, “Is chasing your father’s ghost enough to risk yours?” 


     “He wants me to follow him for something. I can’t abandon him.” 


     Kira eyed the handsome biker, her heart thumping in her chest, “It’s more than revenge now.” 


     Lucas smiled as he put his hand over Kira’s and gave it a squeeze. 


     “You two are so cute,” Holly said with gleeful enthusiasm. 


     “You two are so cute,” Stella rolled her eyes and turned away. 


     Lucas and Kira smiled as they turned back to Holly and the witch. 


     “We should come up with a plan,” Lucas said. 


     Stella kept her back to them, “I have one but it will take a little trust between all of us. Tower Falls is a few hours away. When we leave in the morning, we should be there by early afternoon. You three will enter the town and search around for your father’s ghost. I’m sure if he is doing this, he will lead you to where you need to be. Once you discover what he wants, leave town and I’ll be waiting to make sure we get away.” 


     “You won’t be able to enter the town?” Holly asked. 


     Stella kept her back to them, “I’m not sure so I will have to investigate on my own. I can’t risk entering the town without alerting something or someone.” 


     “Where does the trust come in?” Kira asked. 


     Stella’s shoulders drooped slightly, “Since we will be entering during the day, I cannot stay in this form. I will revert to my keeper’s human form until night fall. If you run into trouble, I cannot do anything until the sun sets.” 


     Stella turned around, her face solemn, “When you see keeper, I must ask you all to not reveal it to anyone. It could jeopardize my position with Samhain. If he knew I broke one of his declarations then he would strip me of my power and place me with a new keeper. I have… grown fond of my keeper and she has of me.”  


     Lucas smiled, “I won’t tell anyone. You have my word.” 


     “I will keep your secret if you keep ours,” Kira said with a sardonic smile. 


     “I can keep Kira’s secret, I can keep yours,” Holly smiled. 


     Stella nodded and smirked, “Good, then we have an accord. I suggest you all get some sleep. I will stand guard for the night. We have a busy day tomorrow.” 


     *** 


     Lucas woke with a start. Sitting up in bed, he looked around, a gloom filling the room. Dim light peeked under the thick curtains as sunrise was approaching. The biker threw the blanket off and swung his legs over the side. Thoughts swirled on and he wondered if it was all a dream. 


     Shaking his head, he knew it all happened. He remembered Stella saying she was going to stand guard. Kira and Holly agreed he should sleep in his own room, just so that they could all actually rest. Lucas recalled undressing and walking to the bed, passing out before his head hit the pillow. He remembered strange dreams filled his weary mind and a ghost whispered something he couldn’t understand. It had all become such a jumble and the biker let out a sigh as he tried to gather his wits. 


     Dressing in a split second, he moved to the motel door and opened it. Stella stood, broom in hand and face toward the sun rising in the east. The sky glowed with dawns early light and she let out a long sigh. 


     “Kira and Holly are waking up. Try not to be too surprised on what happens next,” Stella said with a warm whisper. 


     Lucas watched as Stella swayed and fell to her knees. Mist flowed up from her body as it began to shift, change and shrink. The biker couldn’t stop staring as she grew smaller, her hat and broom fading from sight. The skimpy clothes grew outward, taking on a normal shirt, jacket, jeans and shoes. Hair went from red to light brown and the new woman before him let out a soul crushing moan. 


     Lucas stepped forward and knelt down, catching the woman as she fell over. Looking at her, her eyes were closed and lips parted. A moment later, they blinked open and the familiar face stared up at the handsome biker. 


     “Oh no, she left me with you?” the woman said in a soft voice. 


     Lucas smiled as he recognized her from the hospital; the librarian and part time nurse who drew his blood, “Good morning.” 


     “I didn’t believe her when she told me what was happening. I sometimes fall asleep when she’s in control,” Selena said as she struggled to stand up. 


     Lucas helped her to her feet. Selena dusted off her jeans and then looked to the biker. 


     “I think I have an idea on what we’re doing today. You may have to remind me of the details. Stella can be a little disorganized when she makes plans.” 


     “I will give you the details as we ride,” Lucas grinned. 


     A motel door opened, Kira and Holly stepped out and into the morning light. Eyes turned to the unfamiliar woman but a moment later they figured it out. 


     Selena held out a hand, “We haven’t formally met. I’m Selena Morgan, Librarian and part time nurse.” 


     Kira shook her hand and then Holly shook it next. 


     “Kira Noble and Holly Gunn,” Kira said. 


     Selena nodded, “Well, shall we be off?” 


     Holly stepped forward, “In a moment. I have to return our key cards. Lucas, will you join me?” 


     “Sure,” Lucas smiled. 


     Holly and Lucas walked off as Kira and Selena stood in awkward silence. The two made their way to the main office, glancing down at the piles of ashes in the parking lot. Thankfully there were no moving body parts. The biker assumed they crawled away when dawn approached. 


     Lucas and Holly walked into the office. A bald man sat with an old fashion newspaper in his hands. He didn’t bother to look up. 


     “We’re returning the card keys, “Holly said as she approached the front desk. 


     “Leave them on the counter,” the motel owner said in a huff. 


     “Were you okay last night?” Lucas asked. It seemed the man was unfazed that his parking lot was filled with walking corpses. 


     “Quiet night like all the others,” the owner said and turned a page. 


     Holly looked to Lucas and he looked to her. They both shrugged and stifled their smiles as they turned and left through the front door. Outside, small laughter erupted. They couldn’t understand how anyone would have missed a supernatural battle in their parking lot. 


     Kira and Selena turned their attention to Lucas and Holly as they returned. 


     “Everything is all set,” Holly smiled. 


     Lucas nodded, “Since Holly with be riding with you, Selena can ride with me.” 


     Kira gave a questioning look before she simply turned and walked toward her motorcycle. Holly looked to Lucas and shrugged before following after her. 


     Selena stepped to Lucas, eyes on Kira, “I don’t think she likes that idea.” 


     Lucas grinned, “It’s just a ride. Let’s go before we all lose our nerve.” 


     *** 


     The wind picked up as two motorcycles blazed down the empty stretch of road. Selena held onto Lucas for dear life. Eyes squeezed shut; she prayed they didn’t get into an accident. Wearing Lucas’s helmet, she hugged his back and Lucas rode on, enjoying the wind on his face and goggles over his eyes. Kira blazed on ahead, keeping a healthy distance between them. 


     “Do you normally ride this fast?” Selena asked over the wind. 


     Lucas saw that they were only going seventy, “This is pretty slow for me.” 


     Selena hugged him tighter, “How come you didn’t want to talk about your mom?” 


     Lucas’s smile faded as his grip tightened. 


     “Stella whispers to me sometimes,” Selena said over the roar of the engine. 


     Lucas was silent for a long moment before he spoke up, “I will tell you only because I know you will keep it a secret since I could expose yours. My dad wanted to stop being a Loner when he met my mom. He knew she was different and had to protect her as well. He had to protect the whole family.” 


     “She’s not human,” Selena said as she lifted her head. 


     Lucas shook his head, “No, she’s truly an angel who fell from the sky. My dad found her and nursed her back to health.” 


     The biker smiled as he thought about his mother, “She can heal anyone but herself. Dad wanted to make sure it was kept secret so people wouldn’t come take advantage of her or use her for their own designs, begging or demanding she heal them. It breaks her heart every time she can’t help someone, but we all decided we couldn’t chance anyone knowing what she really is… you understand.”  


     Selena pressed the side of her face to Lucas’s back, nodding slightly. The biker revved up and accelerated to catch up to Kira, the morning sun bathing the world in new light. 


     


  




  

     Eight 


     Lucas surveyed the large town in the middle of the desert. It sat on a hill, an oversized mansion at the top and buildings cascading down the slopes. Desert spread out behind the town in all directions with the occasional mountain or hill. Tress lined the streets and homes, lush and green against the stone and wood buildings. Tower Falls looked like an inviting oasis in an arid desert. 


     The sun beat down on the small group as they stood; their bikes behind them. The heat was oppressive as they mulled about, eyeing the town like it was going to rise up into a giant monster and stomp on them. Kira gazed out with Holly at her side. Selena wiped her brow as the sun fried her delicate skin. Lucas turned his gaze from the town in the distance and looked to Selena as she wilted in the sun. 


     “You can’t stay out here all day,” the biker said with concern. 


     Selena shook her head, “If I go in there, they’ll detect me.” 


     Kira crossed her arms, “If Asher is there, they already know about us.” 


     “We can’t stay out here, we’ll bake to death,” Holly added as she wiped sweat from her brow. 


     Lucas looked to Kira’s sword hanging behind her and the sawed-off shotgun holstered at her hip, “Plus there is no way we can hide that sword of yours.” 


     Kira looked to the biker and grinned, “I’m guessing we’re just going to have to walk through the front door.” 


     Selena let out a sigh as her shoulders wilted a little more, “I think we may not have a choice. I thought for sure there would be some place out here I could wait but the motel was the last shred of civilization until now.” 


     Lucas eyed the group before pressing fingers to his chin stubble, “New plan. We go in and investigate together. We don’t split up and try to play it cool until nightfall when Stella can rejoin us. They must have a motel or hotel. We get a room and stay there.” 


     Kira turned her attention to the town in the middle of nowhere, “News travels fast in towns. They will know as soon as we enter. We have to stay alert and assume anywhere we go we are being watched”.   


     “Our only other option is to leave, and I’m too close to turn back now,” Lucas said with a heavy heart. 


     “Same,” Kira and Holly said in unison. 


     Selena was quiet as she turned and gazed out into the desert. Eyes squinting in the brilliant light, she could see dark figures shambling off in the open desert. Their movements were jerky and strange. A chill flowed down her spine and she repressed a shudder. 


     “We may have to go in,” Selena pointed out at the several dark figures miles away. “The dead walk the desert. It seems the sun won’t protect us.” 


     All eyes turned to see the dead walking. Kira pulled her sheathed sword and walked over to her motorcycle. She opened up a small leather side flap, slid the sword in and closed the flap. Fingers moved to her shotgun and pulled it. Opening a saddle bag on her bike, she placed the shotgun inside and closed it. 


     Kira turned to the group, “There, now I can pass for a normal person.” 


     Holly and Lucas grinned. Selena gave a weak smile. 


     Lucas looked to the town once more, “We just have to act as a family. Let’s go.” 


     Everyone nodded and moved to the bikes.  


     The ride into town was smooth as they passed the Tower Falls town sign. The vibrations of the motorcycles bounced off buildings as they motored in. Lucas kept his goggles on, checking the people from the corner of his eye. The townspeople barely looked their way as two bikes thundered down a street. For all intents and purposes, the townspeople seemed to be going through their normal daily routines. People shopped in small stores. Others sat and talked in outside café areas. Some even waved to the newcomers riding through town. 


     Kira studied everything as she motored on. The streets were immaculate and the people gave off a friendly vibe. There was something else, tickling her heart but she couldn’t place it. It seemed to grow a little at a time the further they drove in. 


     Lucas pulled over and asked a random person on the street where the nearest hotel or motel was. The man was happy to point in the direction they needed to go. There was only one place named “The Springs Hotel” and it wasn’t far. Lucas thanked him with a head nod and motored down the street. 


     A few minutes later, they rode into the parking lot of the Springs Hotel and parked. Holly jumped off the bike and started walking to the front door, Kira at her side. Lucas and Selena stayed with the bikes, taking in the majestic hotel. 


     The Springs Hotel was a large building with wrought iron balconies and pointed towers at each corner. It had a white brick-face mixed with some old west design. It gave the hotel an intricate and inviting appearance against the blazing daylight. Lucas wondered if it used to be a fortress from the old west. It certainly looked like one he remembered from old westerns he used to watch. 


     Selena kept her eyes to the street, eyeing people as they carried on with their day. Barely anyone paid them any attention as they went about and it began to unnerve the librarian. Even now, she could feel something gliding along her senses. She didn’t need Stella to know that the place reeked of something powerful. 


     I can feel it, deep down. It sings to me. 


     “Shouldn’t you be sleeping?” Selena said out loud. 


     Lucas turned to Selena with a raised eyebrow. 


     Selena smiled in embarrassment, “I sometimes talk out loud when Stella speaks to me.” 


     Lucas’s brow softened, “Are you okay with your…arrangement?” 


     Selena looked away, “Sometimes. There are good and bad nights. Stella has a mind of her own and we share this body. I just wish she kept the damage to a minimum sometimes so I wouldn’t have to move from town to town.” 


     Lucas nodded, “I don’t mean to pry. My dad did mention witch angels a few times in his journal but nothing much. He said he wrote very little out of respect.” 


     Selena sighed, “Yea, the good guys work together a lot. We have too. There’s a lot of darkness in the world. Most people don’t know what we do. It’s best that way, keeps things simple.” 


     “How long have you been doing this?” Lucas asked. 


     “About eight years. My aging is slowing down because of Stella. Since we share the same body, it’s a perk. Once my contract is over, I can live my life again.” 


     Lucas looked to her with fascination, “If you don’t mind me asking, how long is your contract?” 


     Selena gave the handsome biker a weak smile, “Eighty-eight years.” 


     The biker nodded outwardly as his mind filled with awe. Secret witch angels who seduce dead spirits were only part of the grand scheme. Lucas thought back to his father, wondering what other things he knew or witness during his time as a Loner. Between the dark fae, undead, demon bikers and witch angels that Lucas had seen so far, the biker felt his curiosity take hold and was sure it wouldn’t ever let go. 


     Kira and Holly walked back from the entrance. Lucas could see the two keycards in Holly’s hand as they approached.  


     “We have two adjoining rooms. The people here seem very nice and ready to accommodate us. We can go up anytime,” Holly smiled. 


     Kira moved to her bike and pulled her sword from its hiding place. Moving to the saddle bag, she lifted up the flap and pulled out a black shirt. The group watched as she wrapped the pommel of her katana. Next, she wrapped her shotgun in another shirt and held them to her chest.  


     The dark fae smirked at Lucas as she walked past. Lucas returned the smile as he followed. Holly and Selena were right behind as they made for the hotel entrance once again. 


     *** 


     The door shut behind them and Lucas let out a low whistle. The room looked like a lavish penthouse, big and comfortable. Every piece of furniture was beautifully polished wood with fabrics colored in deep blues and whites. There was a sitting area, plants tastefully placed about and oversized California King bed. 


     “Is this a normal room?” Lucas asked. 


     Holly nodded, “Yea, I asked for a normal room.” 


     “I wonder what the penthouse looks like,” Selena said as she drank it all in. 


     Kira moved to a table and placed the wrapped sword and shotgun on it, “Lucas and I will take this room. You two and hang out in the other room.” 


     Three sets of eyebrows went up. 


     Kira turned to them and leaned her ass against the edge of the table, “I have to talk to Lucas for a little while.” 


     Selena looked to the raven-haired hunter, “Umm… Stella told me it would be a bad idea for you two to….you know.” 


     Kira closed her eyes and smiled, “I just want to talk. Besides, energy is pretty full so I have better control.” 


     Selena was about to say something when she stopped herself. Holly looked to Kira and the dark fae gave her a reassuring nod. Lucas could see the silent talk happening between the three of them, concern leaking into his brow. 


     “Come on Selena, let’s check out the other one,” Holly smiled as she took Selena’s hand and moved to a door leading to the adjoining room. 


     Selena followed meekly as the door opened and they stepped through. The librarian looked back with concerned eyes right up to the last second where Holly closed it behind them.  


     Silence filled the room.  Kira stayed where she was, eyeing Lucas with a wicked smirk. 


     Lucas smiled, “I think she’s worried.” 


     Kira nodded, “She should be.” 


     Lucas gave Kira a puzzled look. 


     Kira stood up and crossed the room. Standing before the biker, her eyes drifted to his strong collar. The room took on a pleasant haze, bodies inches from touching. Lucas wanted nothing more than to touch her again, feel her in his hands and kiss her deeply. Kira couldn’t deny her own wanting, needs pushing at her being and opening herself to his light. 


     The raven-haired hunter looked up into his eyes, a glow touching her irises as they focused on him, “What happened at the motel…” 


     Lucas’s gaze turned away, “I’m sorry if it was…” 


     Kira cut him off, “It wasn’t. Stella was right. I could hear all of you as you discussed my state, and the hunger was moving beyond my control. You had to do what you did or I would have done something worse.” 


     Kira reached up and pressed her hand to Lucas’s chest, “I hurt Holly once. I didn’t know my own hunger and nearly drained her of her life force. Holly said she understood, but it scared me. Now I’m extra careful, but what happened at the motel showed it could happen again.” 


     The dark fae moved in close, pressing her lips to his. Lucas touched her waist, drinking in her warm scent. The gentle caress of their lips inflamed natural desires. Lucas felt he could stay right here forever. Kira thought the same thing as tongues played. 


     Kira pulled away and leaned her forehead against his, “I’m sorry I was rude before. I’ve spent a lot of time not trusting people. When Asher hurt me and Holly, I felt it proved my point.” 


     Kira sighed, “Last night, when we shared our moment, I could see your spirit. I knew it then as I know it now, you’re a good man.” 


     Lucas held her close, eyes closed, “Kira, we all have our moments of pain. Some are longer than others. When we shared our moment……I knew I wanted to be there for you. I…always want to be there for you.” 


     Kira looked up, eyes trembling as she felt Lucas’ heartbeat quicken. Lucas opened his eyes. Kira’s eyes shined like two pools of deep radiance. The gravity between them grew stronger. Sunlight beamed into the room, painting the floor in yellow light as their hearts spoke to one another. The kindling was there and a spark went off. 


     Lucas and Kira grabbed at each other in unison. Lustful intent overcame logic as hearts pulsed with power. Fingers worked a belt buckle off and pulled a zipper down. Smiles painted their cheeks as clothes were nearly torn off. Animalistic wanting growled as bodies discarded clothes in all directions. 


     Kira could barely contain herself. She breathed in his musky scent as she ripped off her suit and threw it aside. Lucas was down to his boxers as Kira took hold of him and pushed him onto the bed. The biker landed with a small laugh, admiring her strength until his eyes went wide. The dark fae launched into the air and landed on him, naked. Breasts bounced into his face as he snuggled his face between them. Kira lifted her upper body, pulling away from his disappointed face. 


     The dark fae let her gaze drift over his body. Strong muscles pressed firmly under smooth skin. Senses opening, she could see his heart beating in his chest as blood rushed through veins and arteries. A moment later, something stiffened between her legs and she looked down to see his manhood barely contained by his boxers. 


     Lucas eyed Kira’s sensual curves. Breasts bounced slightly as light brown nipples pointed. Smooth tan skin glowed in the incoming sunlight. Strong thighs were at his hips and when the biker looked down; his straining cock pressed the boxer fabric to her womanhood. The biker gave her a dopey smile but the fact that he needed her only inflamed the dark fae into action. 


     Kira took hold of his manhood, stroking it slightly. The only thing separating her hand and his cock was the boxers. This only caused Lucas to growl and he could barely contain himself. Kira smiled evilly as she played with him. 


     A faraway thought jumped to the forefront of Lucas’s mind, “Should we being doing this?” 


     “You don’t have much of a choice,” Kira grinned as she stroked him and pressed the head of his manhood to her thin pink line. 


     Wetness seeped into the fabric and Lucas watched with amused delight. Kira tried to control the tempo but feeling him against her clit only pushed her over the edge. With her other hand, she slipped her finger into the waist band and pulled the boxers down. 


     Lucas’s cock sprang from his fabric prison and a content sigh fell from his lips. Kira maneuvered him to her wet line as they both worked together to remove his boxers. A moment later, they went sailing onto the floor and heavy breathing filled the room. 


     The dark fae moved her wet line along his throbbing shaft, coating it as she moved back and forth. Lucas grabbed her hips, helping her along. The two teased each other, delighting in the play and keeping their true desire barely at bay. Kira could feel his power glowing against her valley and she fought with everything she had to not let it consume her. Never had a man come close to the warmth and strength he possessed. It enveloped her like the sun and she wanted to press her face against him, breathing in his scent until the world ended. Nerves fired as she remembered him taking her in her weakened state and those thoughts set her ablaze. Emptiness carved into her and she needed it to be filled. 


     Lucas watched as the animalistic urges played out in Kira’s eyes. He knew he had little to no say and he was completely fine with that. The biker’s own urges welled up. Watching her rub over his shaft, hands pressed firmly at her hips. The biker knew he couldn’t hold out much longer. 


     Gripping Kira, he moved her up to the tip of his manhood. One hand reached up under her arm and pulled her down on him. Kira playfully resisted until her nipples touched his strong chest. Her valley exposed, the biker slowly pushed the invading tip between pink folds. Kira’s eyes half closed as inner walls spread out. Wetness flowed as inches sank into her. Body moving, she pushed down as he invaded. Throbbing veins pushed against her valley entrance. 


     Kira’s body was on fire as she sank down to the hilt. Eyes closed, she savored him as he moved gently. Lucas’s tongue snaked out and licked at an exposed nipple. A gasp fell from Kira’s lips as his wet tongue played her like a musical instrument. Lips closed down and teeth caressed her nipple. Hands reached around his head and cradled him close, lost to the sweet bliss between them. Hips moving, Lucas felt her tighten around his shaft. Dark power surged and tightened around him some more.  


     The biker was lost to her scent and taste as he suckled. Kira held him close, moving her hips and nothing else. Controlling the tempo, the energy between them cycled through their bodies. Lucas’ natural energy was sucked into her body and she used it to clamp down on him, spreading heat and bliss between them. Nerves curled tight but Kira moved like a caged tiger. Hips thrust up and down, inches appearing and disappearing in her tight space. The sounds of sex filled the giant room but their world was so much closer, intimate. 


     Kira’s mouth formed into a perfect O as she worked her hips. Lucas licked and suckled while his hands helped with the rhythm. Spirits entwined as they let go, bodies rising to a light only they could feel. 


     Kira’s eyes glowed blue as her mouth twisted. She bit her lip, moving up and down, faster and rougher. Lucas held her waist, unable to control the tempo between them. Hands sliding over her firm ass, he squeezed and enjoyed the ride. The thrusts grew stronger and a tingling sensation spread through the dark fae. Lucas pulled back and lay with a confident smirk as Kira gazed down at him with glowing blue eyes. She growled her need as he enjoyed watching her.   


     Kira eyed the smug smile on his lips and was ready to shove his face down in the pillow when a weight pressed against glowing nerves. The dark fae pressed down and up, riding his cock until power pulsed between them. Nerves curled to nearly the breaking point and a soulful moan rose up Kira’s throat. The tingling sensation blazed hot and mini explosions cascaded along frayed nerves.  


     The dark fae bucked as orgasm after orgasm rippled through her. Lucas slipped his hands to her waist, helping her move as glowing blue eyes stared at nothing. His gentle strength prodded her to come again and again. White and blue light touched everything before her body trembled from pure bliss.  


     Lucas smiled as she squeezed but barely slowed down, lip twisting into a hateful wanting, she moved with renewed vigor, breasts bouncing. The biker could feel his internal pressure building as the stark madness taking hold of the dark fae cried out for his seed. Cock thickening, it further fueled his desires into a crescendo of lust. Kira felt it and urged it on, squeezing him and taunting him to spray his seed inside her. 


     The dark fae’s upper body came down and teeth clamped onto his shoulder. The dull pain and pressure spiked the biker’s wants and he could not hold back any longer. Cock bulging, thick spurts of white seed painted the dark fae’s valley. Energy rolled through their bodies as Kira squeezed as tight as she could. The wet friction between them milked another surge of come and then another. Bliss blasted Lucas’s body as his hips thrust upward. Kira slammed down and they met in the middle, ecstasy forming into a hurricane. 


     All reason left Lucas as a need to feed her took over. Kira let out a delighted gasp as the biker sat up and twisted his hips. The dark fae was on her back in a blink of an eye as Lucas pushed his strong hips between sensual thighs. On and on they moved, his manhood strong and unyielding. Kira tried to watch him but her eyes rolled into her head, wave after blissful wave crashing into her spirit. Energy poured over her like honey and she basked in it. She could usually feel if she was taking too much, but with Lucas, it had become overpowering. Unable to think, she felt like a rag doll to his power. His thrusts were welcomed with parted thighs and the shudders she felt didn’t just come from his strong back and hips. 


     Lucas looked down to see Kira nearly dizzy with desire. She made strange sounds as energy filled every cell of her body. Wetness gushed onto his shaft and down her curves, onto the bed. Lucas felt his mind and body fall into a loop that could go on forever and ever. Thoughts clawed at his mind, knowing full well that this was the danger Stella warned about. Kira was nearly non-responsive as she drank in his overwhelming energy. A firm thought crawled into his mind and the biker took action. 


     Pulling back, his cock cleared her valley. Kira nearly snapped up, not wanting it to end. Strong hands grabbed her and turned her onto her stomach. Mind reeling, she wasn’t sure what was happening until her ass was lifted up and something thick speared her dripping valley. A long moan rolled out as inches sank deep into her, filling the void. 


     Lucas could feel his mind returning. The shifting into a new position helped him regain control. Clamping chains on his urges, he controlled the tempo as his hip bones smacked into her firm ass. 


     The door to the adjoining rooms opened, Holly and Selena peeked in. Holly gave a mischievous smile while Selena gave a disapproving head shake. Lucas didn’t break his stride as skin slapped against skin, pleasure curling toes. 


     “Are you both okay?” Holly asked. 


     “Yes,” Lucas grunted. 


     “Yes…” Kira moaned. 


     The two lingered, watching as Lucas and Kira moved to their natural rhythm. Selena finally moved back into the other room. Holly stayed and watched as the couple continued on as if they were the only people there. A hand came from the doorway and wrapped round Holly’s head, pulling her back into the room and closing the door. 


     “Lucas… fuck me harder…” Kira moaned. 


     The biker said nothing as he thrust with unbridled power. Kira let out longer moans as Lucas tamed her body and spirit. Energy flowed freely and an inebriated feeling clouded the hunter’s mind. The cloud thickened and her inner darkness faded to nothingness as her body bounced against Lucas’s needs. 


     An orgasm blazed and then another. Kira licked her lips as the sensations glided over burnt-out nerves. She had become content as weakness bled into her muscles. Squeezing with each thrust seemed to only push the biker harder. Kira relished as she let him punish her. Ass glowing red, the sweet pain was enough to milk another orgasm and then a few more. 


     Lucas could not hold back the pressure any longer. Cock thickening, Kira moaned her approval as spurts of molten come filled her already full valley. Light spilled from her womanhood and dripped down the inner thighs as she touched a brightness she had never touched before. 


     Lucas pulled back despite his urges to continue. It wasn’t just Kira controlling herself, he needed to control himself as well. As soon as he pulled out of her valley, weakness crawled into every muscle. The biker tipped over and landed on his side, heaving with deep breaths. 


     Kira let her rump sway and fall. She turned to look at Lucas as he turned onto his back, eyes wide and staring upwards. The biker’s chest rose and fell as he tried to regain his senses. 


     “…I…think…we should be careful……We could…” Lucas trailed off as Kira slid down and snuggled closer. Lips closed around this throbbing manhood and suckled like a hungry animal. 


     “Oh,” Lucas said as he continued to stare upwards, life draining into Kira’s mouth. 


     *** 


     Kira was zipping up the main zipper to her body suit as Lucas sat at the edge of the bed. They had showered together which took longer than it should have. The dark fae was all smiles even though her movements were a bit off. Lucas was tired but it was a good tired. The sun hung low in the sky, gentle light spilling in and turning a pinkish shade. 


     Lucas was about to say something when there was a knock at the door. 


     Kira’s eye glanced over before she moved to the table with her weapons. Lucas was up, flexing his hand with his father’s rings. Kira moved to the table and turned her back to it, leaning with hands ready. Lucas nodded to her as he moved to the door but said nothing. 


     “My name is Sebastian Wick. I’m here to give you an invitation. Please open the door,” said a voice from the other side. 


     Lucas eyed the door. After a long second, he turned to Kira. The dark fae stood with hands close to weapons. The silence was deafening and as Kira blinked, the energy in the room shifted. Eyelids pulling back, a figure stood off to her left, smiling. 


     Lucas watched as Kira was standing there and then a man in a suit appeared next to her. Time slowed as Kira’s hands grabbed the pommel of her katana and drew it out. The man lifted a finger and made a short swiping motion with it. Kira’s entire body was lifted and thrown. Eyes wide, her back hit the wall behind the bed, cracking it. She fell onto the bed and rolled off, landing on her feet, blade still in hand.  


     Lucas was already moving, fingers curled into a tight fist, he aimed for the man’s jaw. The man in the tailored white suit pressed his palm outward. Lucas’s fist hit an invisible barrier, rings and air glowing with sparks. The man watched as Lucas’s fist pushed at the barrier, bending and cracking it in slow motion. 


     “Impressive. The rings have anti-supernatural and anti-magic abilities. I will have to be careful with you,” the man smiled. 


     With a swipe of his hand, Lucas was thrown against another wall. A picture frame shattered and the biker slid to his feet, fists up. The adjoining room door whipped open as Holly and Selena charged in. The sun had just touched the horizon but internally, Stella screamed for Selena to run. 


     The man in the white suit lowered his hand and eyed the group as they readied to pounce, “Before things get out of hand and you all regret your decisions, I am extending an invite to a special gathering at my mansion. The limousine is waiting downstairs and I do hope you’ll join us, voluntarily.” 


     Lucas didn’t like the implication at the end, “We’re not here for a party.” 


     “We have business we’re tending too,” Kira quickly followed up. 


     The man smiled as he fixed his cuff, “Ah yes, hunting Asher Gray and his motley ilk. Will it entice you to come if you know he and his kin will be at the party?” 


        Sebastian’s gaze fell to Kira’s sword, “You can come fully armed if it will help ease your mind.” 


     Lucas and Kira glanced to each other.  


     Sebastian turned his gaze to Selena, “My dear, it is an honor one of your kind has graced our presence. I will take no refusal. You will be my guest of honor,” Sebastian turned his gaze to each in turn; “All of you shall be my guests of honor.” 


     Lucas eyed the man in the suit. He appeared to be a normal gentleman with black hair and gray tips at the temples.  


     Kira eyed the man, waves of power flowing off his body in deep pulses. It caressed her mind and body as she mentally fought through it. Each wave was enticing and seductive; almost tempting her to listen to what he had to say. Gripping her blade tighter, she maintained her focus, ready to act.  


     Selena stepped in the middle of the room, eyeing Sebastian, “Let them go and I will accompany you to your party.” 


     Sebastian smiled, “Admirable that you would sacrifice yourself for people you barely know but I believe you have the wrong idea about my intentions. I wish no harm to come to any of you.” 


     The man in white kept his stance relaxed as he continued, “The desert is filled with death and darkness but here in Tower Falls; we celebrate life. I wish to show all of you what it means to be honored guests in my home.” 


     “I think we are firmly in the camp of not wanting to go,” Lucas said with his fists still up. 


     Sebastian stood up straighter, “You have seen but a drop of my power. Imagine if I were to unleash even a fraction more. They would be cleaning your remains off the well-kept walls. I don’t mean to be vulgar but I feel I must inform you of the alternatives. Yes, there are moves and counter moves you can perform. You might even feel you have a fighting chance but I would hate to have you join us battered and bruised.” 


     Lucas’s brow hardened, “Then that’s how you’re going to do it. No fucking way we’re going.” 


     Sebastian let his smile dim, “Your father’s spirit has been seen lately. One of my people could easily trap him, keep his spirit in some item stored away, never to be free again. I have allowed him to wander but only for now.” 


     Lucas’s brow softened as his fist lowered a few inches. 


     Sebastian continued, “I could let you speak to him…but only if you join me for a fine evening.” 


     Lucas’s fingers uncurled and fell to his sides. Thoughts of his father raced through his mind and heart. Kira turned her eyes to the biker, feeling the turmoil lashing about in his soul. 


     “Lucas, don’t let him bait you,” Kira hissed with a touch of understanding. 


     The biker’s head tilted forward, shadows covering his eyes, “I can’t take that chance.” 


     Lucas turned his gaze to Sebastian, “Lead the way.” 


     Sebastian’s smile grew broader, “Please, follow me and witness the wonder of Tower Falls.” 


       


     


  




  

     Nine 


     The sun sank lower behind the distant horizon. Shafts of light covered the land as a hint of night touched the eastern sky. A slow gentle sigh caressed the parched desert as the heat and brightness of the day slipped away to night’s cool embrace. 


     The limousine was long with plenty of seating. The small group sat next to each other, opposite of their host. Sebastian sipped his martini as the limo drove on through immaculate Tower Falls streets. Lucas couldn’t resist looking out the darken window. Homes passed with beautiful lawns, brightly painted wood panels and white picket fences. He thought it looked like something out of 1950’s suburbia. Palm trees grew alongside the streets and a peace touched his mind. 


     Sebastian eyed Lucas as he gazed out the window, “Splendid, isn’t it? Here, people can live their lives, protected and secure from the outside world, never worrying about the sick, depraved and deadly.” 


     Kira glared at their host, “A manufactured paradise in the desert, like it hasn’t been done before. Even if what you say is true, all things come to an end.” 


     Sebastian turned his gaze to Kira, “You have no idea how correct you are.” 


     “What’s the point to all of this?” Selena burst out, her hands gripping her legs. 


     Sebastian took another sip before he continued, “It’s about life and death my dear. I’m sure your witch angel is speaking to you as we speak, but even she doesn’t know the whole story. She doesn’t understand what is going to happen.” 


     “What’s going to happen?” Holly asked. 


     “When we reach the mansion, I will tell you everything. It is only fair. You all shall come to love it here in Tower Falls.” 


     The limousine continued down the street and soon up the large hill. The houses grew more and more lavish with every passing block. After a few minutes, the houses disappeared and an emerald green lawn spread out with patches of woods. The sky turned a light pink and stars began to appear in the darkening heavens. 


     Kira’s hands were tight as she shifted in her seat. Sword over her shoulder, it dug into her back every time she leaned into her seat. Hand close to her shotgun, she calculated if she was fast enough to pull it and pull the trigger. The whole situation left a bad taste in her mouth. Power pulsed under her skin and she tried to keep it under control. The love making with Lucas caused her internal cup to runneth over and she felt she could take on an army. Reflexes were beyond normal and her strength purred throughout her form but her gaze turned to Lucas. The biker sat silently, staring out the window. A terrible need was there to see his father and speak to him one more time. The dark fae never lost anyone close to her and wasn’t sure how it felt but seeing it on Lucas only chained up her heart. For now, she would go along, only to ensure everyone’s safety. 


     The limo pulled up to a black metal gate. It opened and let them pass through the small archway. Driving along, they turned along a stone circle road and stopped in front of a mansion. The driver hopped out and walked around to the door. Taking hold of the handle, he opened it and beckoned to the passengers inside.  


     The group stepped out, eyes up in awe at the mansion before them. Medieval spires stabbed at the sky while wood and stone mixed to make an impressive home. The sheer size of it took up most of the top of the mountainous hill, green grass and patches of woods surrounding it. 


     Sebastian began walking for the front doors. The group looked to each other for a long moment before Lucas started up the stone steps. Servants waited at the top while doors opened. The sun was still setting, a piece of it peeking out from the horizon. 


     Kira stepped up behind Lucas when one of the servants stepped forward with a bow. 


     “My lady, may I take your weapons for safe keeping?” 


     Kira looked him up and down, her brow hardening, “No.” 


     Sebastian turned around and addressed the servant, “It’s quite all right. They can bring them in.” 


     The host turned and walked past the open doors. The group climbed up the stairs and followed. Once inside, eyes drank in the glorious foray. Chandeliers hung and classical music played in the distance. Stairways rose up on either side and curled to the second floor. White and black marble floors, walls and pillars tastefully filled the massive room. A hall stretched on and people mulled about in fine evening wear and pleasant conversation. At the end of the hall, two massive doors were open and people gathered beyond. 


     Sebastian turned with a pleasant smile, “Welcome to my home.” 


     Lucas eyed their host, “We’re here. Now tell us what’s going on.” 


     Sebastian kept his smile as he turned and began walking down the large hallway. The group hesitated for a second before following along. People stopped speaking to one another and turned to the new guests clearly not dressed for the occasion. They shot kind smiles as the group kept up with their host. 


     Sebastian walked along until he reached a large room. Stepping through, many people turned and greeted him with small cheers and lifting their drinks. The host continued on with quick touches on guest’s shoulders and light kisses on the cheeks. 


     Lucas led the group, feeling out of place and little weird. The feeling grew odder as the guests turned to them with the same smiles and cheers. Kira eyed the people with a scowl but it didn’t seem to faze them in the slightest. Selena kept her face blank as she followed and Holly took up the rear, eyes drinking in the happy faces. 


     Sebastian moved through the crowd as music played and waiters delivered drinks. The guests parted and Sebastian moved to a large stone table. Lucas looked to the table but then his eyes drifted to the large hole in the center of the room beyond it. A small cobble stone wall circled the massive giant hole. The biker guessed it was at least a hundred feet wide. The table before it was covered in strange runes that seemed to glow brighter as Sebastian stood before it. 


     The host turned his back to the stone table and raised a single finger. The room went dead silent and all eyes turned to Sebastian. Lucas, Kira, Holly and Selena stood before him, eyes glancing to the sides and concern written in their brows. 


     “I welcome you all to our annual Tower Falls celebration!” 


     The crowd cheered and raised their drinks. 


     Sebastian continued, “As you see, we have some very special guests. As with every year, we bring new members into the fold and prepare for the great equinox!” 


     Lucas gritted his teeth and stepped forward, “What is this all about!” 


     Sebastian lowered his gaze to the biker’s eyes, “It’s about the end, and birth of a new age. You see, Tower Falls is a place where mages and sorcery can be practiced in peace. It is also one of the catalysts for the great Mana Cataclysm, an event that will change the fabric of the world. Those chosen will be spared to usher in the new age. Congratulations, you will be a part of that change.” 


     Kira pulled her sawed off shotgun and aimed it as Sebastian. Holly pulled her AK-47 from behind her and aimed it at the crowd. The guests continued to gaze with happy smiles to their host, indifferent of the weapons pointed at them. 


     Sebastian kept his kind smile, “Lucas, your father, among many others, know the power of Tower Falls. We are an ancient society working to bring us closer to a rebirth seen only once before. You see, the ancient dinosaurs had become like us until they discovered the mana pits. The humanoid dinosaur descendants harvested the energy and knew they could bring about a change. They succeeded and remade the world into what it has become. They changed their saurian bodies to other forms until they settled on our current state. It was far easier to re-form their bodies to a cooling climate, one they were not used to in their previous incarnations.  


     “Now we have reached the time again, to change the world once more. The mana pits spew life, power and energy and now they grow with new purpose. The stars are aligning and the great change will take place soon.” 


     Sebastian looked to Lucas with kind eyes, “When the twin towers fell, it wasn’t due to terrorists or such nonsense. It was a signal by my people to mages across the globe to begin preparations. We have worked; caring and preparing the pits before they erupt. It is truly a splendid time to be alive.” 


     “Lucas, back up. We’re leaving,” Kira said as she turned and pointed her shotgun at the crowd. 


     “My father….,” Lucas whispered as anguish and madness filled his heart. 


     Sebastian gave the biker a fatherly gaze, “You can speak with him when the sun sets and you are brought to our way of understanding.” 


     Lucas’s gaze hardened, a rage spiraling upwards, “You monsters killed him!” 


     “The world is filled with poison. It has reached a point where a cleansing must take place. I knew of your father’s deeds. He did splendid work trying to help keep the balance but it was not enough. It was never enough.” 


     Blind rage lashed at Lucas’s heart. Insanity dripped in his mind as he was looking at the very people who killed him. They smiled without a care in the world but for Lucas, they had become the monsters his father fought against. 


     In a blink of an eye, rings glowed as the biker aimed his fist for Sebastian’s face. The host kept his smile as a protective aura flashed into existence. Wild rage propelled the biker’s fist as it slammed into the barrier and cracked it. The smile dimmed as the barrier shattered and Lucas roared. Sebastian’s hand went up and caught the biker’s fist just as it came inches from making contact. White mist and burning sound sizzled as Sebastian eyed the biker with a raised eyebrow.  


     Kira had enough. Aiming her shotgun, she was planning a quick getaway. Pulling the trigger, nothing happened. The dark fae pulled it again and nothing happened. Holly steeled herself as she opened fire on the crowd, only for her rifle to simply click, nothing happening. 


     Sebastian gazed into Lucas’s furious eyes, “Your father’s rings won’t protect you. You will understand when we connect your soul to the mana pit.” 


     Lucas growled as he swung his left fist around. Sebastian continued to smile until the biker’s fist passed through the barrier unhindered and slammed into his cheek. Eyes going wide, the host stumbled a few steps, letting go of Lucas’s right hand and clutching at his cheek. Through spread fingers, Lucas could see a bruise already starting to form on Sebastian’s cheek. 


     Lucas stalked forward, ready to punch him again when his body stopped responding. Eyes going wide, he stood still, unable to move.  


     Kira holstered her shotgun and grabbed the pommel of her katana when hands grabbed her. Turning her eyes, she stared into Asher’s grinning face. The incubus took hold of her wrist and bent it around behind her while several Red Shadows emerged from the crowd and restrained her. 


     Holly lifted up her rifle, ready to use it as a battering ram through the crowd when several incubi emerged and swarmed her. A punch to the gut and across the face sent Holly back as her rifle was wretched from her hands. Fingers dug into her hair and pulled her head up, a yelp echoing in the massive ballroom. 


     Selena watched as it all played out, not making a move. Instead, she sensed the last ray of sunlight as it disappeared behind the horizon. 


     Mama is coming to save you! 


     Stella’s voice rippled through Selena’s body as it began to change. The crowd watched as the simple librarian fell to her knees, body twisting and changing before their eyes. Clothes melted, shifted and changed into a black thong and top. Breasts ballooned out before solidifying into a pair of double D’s, straining against Jack O’ lantern faces. Mist curled above her head and formed into a witch’s hat. Limbs lengthened and skin paled to an alabaster white. Black lips curved into a smirk as the witch angel slowly stood up. Darkness pooled at the floor and a broom shot up from it and into Stella’s open hand. 


     Sebastian stepped to Lucas, “Your mother’s angel blood is in tune with life giving mana. I misjudged how much of her power resides in you. I will not make the same mistake again. For now, I must attend to the true guest of honor.” 


     Sebastian turned from the frozen biker and stepped past him, looking to the beautiful witch, “The fabled Witch Angel of Samhain, we welcome you to the fold!” 


     Stella looked at her black nail polish as she spoke, “You know my boss won’t be too happy about this. Let them go and we can forget this happened.” 


     The host in white smirked, “Lord Samhain knows as well as you do, if he comes too close to the mana pits, his power will set the cataclysm in motion. The Halloween Realm, like all of the realms, is a piece of the great cosmic web. If those lines intersect with the equinox, the earth realm will change. You on the other hand, will help accelerate the cataclysm some before Lord Samhain sends more of your family to come save you.” 


     Stella blew at her nails with half closed eyes before speaking, “Honey, mage or not, you don’t have the stamina to take me on. Let my sexy friends go or I become the naughty cop that shuts this party down.” 


     Sebastian gave the witch angel a sardonic smile, “Your friends will be safe until you taste the truth.” 


     Stella blew a red lock of hair from her cheek, “Men, you never listen. Naughty cop it is!” 


     The witch angel sauntered forward, broom in hand. The crowd tensed as hands made strange signals. Stella kept her steady gaze and wicked smirk, hips moving to a hypnotic rhythm. Asher stayed close to Kira as he eyed the witch angel. Muscles tensed as Lucas tried to move. Holly watched, helpless in the grasp of demon bikers. The entire room grew silent as Stella approached Sebastian and blew him a dark kiss. 


     Bedlam erupted as lighting attacks arced toward the witch. Stella burst into the air as lightning bolts lit up the area. The witch spun, broom in hand like a baseball bat. She swung it hard, knocking lightning bolts out of the air. Movement’s blurring, she kept the attacks at bay. 


     One set of guests’ unleashed lightning while another set held balls of fire. Hands pulling back, they hurtled them, adding to the symphony of combat. Stella kept them at bay as fireballs flew, the witch’s body arched easily during the fire and lightning storm. Spinning through the air, she righted herself, leaped on her broom and barreled down at the party guests. 


     Lucas felt the hold on him begin to weaken and he turned his head, in awe of the witch angel as she took on the party and became the star. Fire scorched the lavish walls as lightning cracked hard marble. Stella was laughing manically and kicked out her leg as she dived into the crowd. Bodies spiraled to the ground as the witch kept her gleeful smile. 


     The biker turned his attention to Kira as she struggled in the demon’s grip. The internal rage storm was still there, burning at his body as the spell continued to lose its effect. Sebastian watched the witch as she zipped through the air, laughing the entire time, drinking in her awesome power. 


     Feeling returned to Lucas’s body and he burst toward Kira. Everyone’s attention was on the witch while Lucas barreled toward Kira, fingers curling into a fist and rings burning bright. Time slowed as he pressed through the fog of war. The biker focused on the dark fae as she struggled. Eyes turned and witnessed the biker coming toward her, determination etched in his face. Lucas passed Sebastian and the mage turned his attention to the biker. He slowly lifted a hand, whispering arcane words.  


     Time distorted as Stella glanced down, her body moving independently to fend off incoming attacks. She watched as the people moved in slow motion. Holly struggled, biting a hand too close to her neck. Kira’s eyes widened as she looked to Lucas running toward her. The dark fae’s eyes pleaded with him to pull back but the biker was dead set on reaching her. Asher laughed as he witnessed the biker coming at them. Stella turned her body into a spin but her senses spread out. Arcane words filled her mind as she turned her gaze to Sebastian. The host pointed a hand at Lucas’s exposed back, whispering words of power. She listened as lighting and fire blazed past, missing her white skin by millimeters. 


     Stella! 


     “You know I must,” the witch angel said in her mind with a soothing whisper. 


     Like a black, white and orange bolt, the witch angel dived down into the crowd. Lucas was nearly to Kira, eyes on Asher and ready to punch his lights out. Power surged and erupted from Sebastian’s hand. Kira watched as the bolt of energy streaked through the air at the unknowing biker. The air vibrated with a shockwave as something crashed to the ground, arms wide. 


     Kira stared as Stella stood; her back to them and facing the deranged host in white. The bolt of energy slammed into her bouncing chest. Arcane magic flashed as Stella screeched. The energy snaked around her body, scorching skin and sending tendrils of energy along every supernatural nerve. She screamed as power crawled into her mouth and arced toward her heart. 


     Energy rippled and exploded. Lucas was thrown forward and most of the nearby crowd was floored. Stella continued to screech as power flared. Falling to one knee, she gasped as her power drained. Wisps of smoke rose up from her body as she fell to her hands and knees. Lucas crashed into Asher and Kira but nearby Red Shadows grabbed him and began pummeling the dazed biker. Sebastian stepped closer to the weakened witch angel, eyes nearly glowing with satisfaction.  


     “Now that I once again have all of your attention, shall we continue with bringing you into the Tower Falls Society,” the mage smiled. 


     


  




  

     Ten 


     Moonlight filtered through the parted curtains as bodies moved into a spare room. The expensive décor was lost to the background as everyone moved with heated rage and determination. Lucas’s head lolled to the side as he tried to gather his wits. Body aching, he managed to look up to a metal chair in the middle of the room. Before he could focus fully, his body was lifted up as he stumbled, turned and was thrown into the heavy metal chair. Silver flashed as a Red Shadow pulled a pair of metal cuffs and moved behind the seated biker. Lucas let out a small painful moan as his hands were pulled around and cuffed behind the chair. 


     “Take his rings,” one of the bikers with the red patch ordered. 


     A Red Shadow moved close to the rings and touched one. The ring flared and the incubus pulled back, his fingers blackened. His fellow brothers looked to him and laughed. 


     “It doesn’t matter. Once he joins the society, he will willingly take them off,” a Red Shadow said with knowing contempt. 


     Lucas looked up, “Standards must really be going down if they’re letting you freaks in.” 


     The biker eyed him for a moment before rearing back a fist and slamming it against Lucas’s cheek. The sound of pounded flesh rang out. The several bikers in the room chuckled. Lucas spit a glob of blood on the immaculate floor and ran his tongue along the inside of his cheek, feeling the new cut. 


     “You hit like a bitch,” Lucas laughed, sanity falling to the wayside. 


     The biker eyed Lucas, a gentle rage in his stance, “You keep talking like that and I don’t care if they make you part of the society or not. The scars I’ll leave will still be there when I’m done with you.” 


     Lucas gave a bloody smirk, “I was just going to say the same about your ugly mug. How can a sex demon be so ugly?” 


     The biker’s eyes glowed as scales emerged along his fingers, hand and forearm. Rearing back, he punched the cuffed biker again and again. 


     *** 


     Kira struggled as Asher and his fellow demons dragged her into a room and threw her down on the floor. The dark fae went sliding a few feet before she slid to a halt. Turning around, hands were already on her, pulling down the zipper to her leather outfit and pulling it off. Her weapons were long taken from her, a smiling succubus standing in a corner with Kira’s sword over her shoulder, dagger and shotgun in her hands. 


     Asher stepped closer, eyes on Kira as she struggled. Rough hands pulled off her outfit and flung it aside. The dark fae was sitting on the floor, naked and chest heaving. Asher stepped closer, towering over her and grinning. 


     “I never got my chance to have my way with you. Holly squirmed so much that it was too much fun to pull out. Before I knew it, it was almost dawn.” 


     Asher knelt down, his hand reaching out and touching Kira’s knee. She pulled back, glaring at the incubus. 


     Asher continued, “You don’t have to be like this. Soon enough we will all be part of the society, titans among mortals in a new age.” 


     “Everyone keeps saying that but all I see are a bunch of weirdos in a strange cult,” Kira said with contempt. 


     “Humanity had its chance. Now we can set it right once again,” Asher said as his eyes drifted to her pink line. “I’m glad you healed up so well. It’s fun to watch tears on a beautiful face.” 


     Asher moved forward, like a predator on all fours, eyes focused on Kira’s valley, “I could tell you all the wonderful things we will do together, to each other. Once a true surge of mana enters your spirit, you will be powerful beyond measure.” 


     Kira pulled herself back with her hands and feet as Asher tried to stay close, “I don’t want power. I just want you dead.” 


     The incubus crawled closer while his brothers and sisters watched, “Sebastian gave me details on what will happen. The surge will cleanse you and open your mind. You will see how insignificant petty hatred can be. You will be at peace as your body will contain a new power. It will be beautiful.” 


     Asher stopped crawling and eyed the raven-haired beauty, “The world is a sick place. Life is cheap and people treat each other like shit. This is the chance to start again.” 


     “Then why are you here with me? Shouldn’t you be in the main room getting fucked by the society?” Kira growled. 


     The incubus grinned, “You have such a spirit. It’s going to be fun when I break you. But to answer your question, we have all night. The pit will release several waves of mana and Sebastian will be the one directing its power. That gives us time to play a bit before the second main event. The first event though is hearing you hate me while I fuck you.” 


     “You won’t get the chance, you piece of demon shit!” 


     Asher’s smile faded, “You sound just like them, the ones that came into my home and stabbed my mother to death. She shoved me out the window before they barged in and took turns stabbing until she was bent over, clutching at her bloody stomach. I watched from the bushes as they took a machete and chopped her head off. They called her demon shit too. I was seven when it happened.” 


     Asher kept his gaze steady on Kira as he continued, “I may be a demon born, but we are innocent too. No one should lose a parent to such hate.” 


     Kira’s brow softened, “I’m sorry… sorry that they waited seven years to kill your mother. I would have stabbed her through the belly with you still inside if I knew you would grow up to be such a fucking monster!” Kira laughed loud and hard as she brought her heel up and smashed it into his jaw. 


     Asher went flying back, sliding across the floor and clutching at his face. Red Shadows fell on the dark fae as she continued to laugh. Hands grabbed her arms and legs and pulled. Kira was spread eagle as Asher made his way back to his feet and stalked toward her. Hand reaching down, he undid his zipper and gave a bloody grin. 


     “Time to stuff those holes,” Asher leered. 


     *** 


     Stella blinked slowly as chains clamped down on her wrists and ankles, holding her to the stone slab. Lifting her head, she looked around as Sebastian supervised and his fellow people worked to secure the witch angel. A dull ache filled her weakened form. Trying to move, the chains rattled a little but held fast. Glowing runes tickled at her skin as she tried to look around again. 


     “If you wanted to get kinky, you could have just asked,” Stella moaned with a half-smile. 


     “You will have the honor of being part of the first wave. Once your spirit is infused with true mana, you will understand everything,” Sebastian said as people moved in closer and crowded around. 


     “Samhain will send everything he commands to wipe out this town and all of you,” Stella said with a sultry hiss. 


     Sebastian looked to the crowd but continued to talk to the witch angel, “You don’t seem to understand what is happening; I want him to send every witch angel here. With his army under our control, we can quicken the cataclysm and all the realms will quake in the new world we create.” 


     Stella let out a sigh with half closed eyes, “Psychoooooooo….” 


     Sebastian gave the witch angel a kind smile, “I look forward to the new you when it is done.” 


     The mage’s back straightened up as he looked on to the crowd. Stella tried to move again but the chains didn’t budge. Something touched her senses and she became still, tendrils of light and power rose up from underneath, growing stronger and stronger. The entire area began to vibrate and the adoring eyes of the crowd began to glow with ghostly light. 


     “The first wave approaches! Ready to receive the divine gift once again so we may increase our power and begin our work to remake the world!” Sebastian shouted over the growing hum. 


     Stella laid spread eagle on the stone slab, ears taking in the arcane words being repeated over and over again, “Shit.” 


     *** 


     Two Red Shadow bikers carried Holly’s limp form to a room. Closing the door behind them, they crossed the lavish room and dumped her face first onto a velvet couch. Holly didn’t move as she lay sprawled about. The other biker holding Holly’s AK-47 stepped back to the doors and placed it on a small table. 


     “I don’t understand why they need both of us to watch her? She’s not a threat. I was hoping to be part of the first wave,” one of the demons nearly spit. 


     The other one leered at Holly’s firm ass, “We’ll all soon be part of the society; might as well have fun while she’s unconscious.” 


     The first demon looked to his fellow biker, “I hate when you read my mind.” 


     The two demons grinned as they moved closer to Holly. The blonde stirred and lifted up her head. That didn’t stop the demon bikers as they pawed at her, trying to turn her over and find the zipper. 


     Holly helped them along with sheepish eyes. She turned onto her back and took hold of the zipper to her body suit. Pulling it down, she exposed the inner sides of her firm breasts. The demons eyed her like a meal, each one ready to dive into her. 


     Holly looked to them, “Get undressed….” She whispered. 


     “That’s right you fucking slut,” one of the bikers said while holding back drool at the edge of his mouth. 


     “Party girls are the best girls. You can fuck them all you want and they love it,” the other biker said as he undid his jeans. 


     Holly looked to them with weak eyes, “Yea, show me those big cocks,” she said with a low whisper. 


     Holly watched as they quickly pulled down their jeans, exposing their stiffening members. From the edge of her vision, she saw the butt of a handgun peeking out from one of their jackets as they moved enthusiastically. 


     “Can I suck on them,” Holly asked innocently. 


     “Fuck yea,” The demon bikers said in unison. 


     Holly slid off the couch and onto her knees. She eyed their throbbing cocks and bit her lip. Hands reaching up, the bikers gazed down with bated breath and waiting eyes. 


     Holly was inches away from their hardening cocks when she instantly changed direction. Hands clamped on hanging balls and twisted. The demon’s eyes became the size of saucers as she pulled and twisted. They fell under her command, rushing forward to stay close. The small woman let go on one and drove her palm upwards. The incubus grunted as Holly’s palm struck the underside of his jaw and sent him up and falling backwards. 


     The other biker simply watched as his fellow biker went falling to the hard floor. Holly’s hand shot like a snake and took hold of the handgun just holstered in the leather jacket. In a blink, she pulled the gun, flipped off the safety and pressed the barrel to the demon’s throat. 


     Holly said nothing as she pulled the trigger twice. Blood and chunks of bone rained down. The demon’s eyes rolled into his head as it flopped to the side. The body fell just as the other biker was standing up from the floor. Before he could reach his full height, the barrel pointed at his throat. Two muzzle flashes went off. The demon’s momentum changed as he drifted from the gunshots, blood spilling from his neck. 


     Holly watched as he slumped to the ground, eyes lifeless, and said “You think after all this time; Kira wouldn’t have taught me a few moves.” 


     Holly rummaged through the demon biker’s jacket and pulled out two clips. Methodically, she shoved them into a pocket and moved to her AK-47 on the table. Pulling the clip, she checked the ammo before sliding it back in with a “click”. 


     *** 


     Blood dripped from Lucas’s mouth, down his chin and onto his jeans. The biker looked up with a manic smirk as the Red Shadow wiped blood off his scaled knuckles. 


     “You want to keep up with the smart mouth? I’m ready to keep going for as long as it takes,” the demon said matter of fact. 


     Lucas shook his head as his eyes looked down, “No more smart mouth. I just have something to say.” 


     The demons in the room looked down on him silently. 


     Lucas spit out blood before he continued, “My dad was a pretty awesome dad. While most young kids were out playing and watching their favorite cartoons, my dad was teaching me life skills from the age of four. He took me fishing, showed me how to make a fire and how to protect myself.” 


     “Pretty shitty job considering where you are now,” A demon chuckled. 


     Lucas dipped his head, “Yea, but those skills never leave you. You see, while you were beating me, I already slipped out of my cuffs…” 


     Eyes widened and hands moved in slow motion for weapons hidden in leather jackets. Lucas was already propelling himself up from his seat. Rings on his right-hand glowing, he swung at the demon who was punching his lights out while his left hand clutched the cuffs, making them into impromptu brass knuckles. 


     A handgun had just cleared the holster when rune covered rings crashed into his face. The blow flashed with light. Skin blackened as the incubus went flying back. Lucas was turning to another demon when a gun went off. The bullet struck his chest and stunned the biker for a moment. The demon pulled back on the trigger again as Lucas growled. The metal cuffs went sideways, knocking the handgun from the demon’s hand while his father’s rings glowed. The blow caved in the demon biker’s face, blood bursting forward. 


     Lucas kept moving as two more bullets slammed into his body. Fire flared in the biker’s heart as he hoped his mother’s gift was enough to keep him alive. Lucas rushed the two remaining demons as they fired into him. Several more bullets penetrated his body but the rage he felt pushed him beyond his limits.  


     Heart beating like a drum, Lucas launched at the demons. Rune covered rings flashed against demon skin and bone. Blood gurgled down another ruined face as Lucas’s fingers curled into the bloody mess and redirected the falling body at the other demon. The demon’s gun flashed again and again as but Lucas held a dead incubus, using him as a shield. With a roar, he shoved the dead demon into the last demon standing. All three went sprawling to the floor. 


     The incubus panicked as he tried to untangle himself from his dead comrade. Eyes filled with fear as Lucas crawled over the dead biker, fist up and rings glowing. 


     “Dad also taught me to never show mercy to the wicked,” Lucas said with an edge of darkness so deep, the devil himself would have been blinked. 


     The incubus screamed as he pulled the trigger, the gun clicking empty. Lucas rammed his fist into the demon’s face, caving it in and shoving his father’s rings as deep as they would go. The wet crunch echoed through the room as the dead biker’s body spasmed. 


     Lucas exhaled as his body began to tremble. He pulled away and fell sideways, rolling onto his back. Pain roared as he stared upwards at the expansive ceiling. A crazy smile filled his cheeks as he wondered if this was it, had his time come. Thoughts flowed to Kira, Holly and Stella. A heat exploded from his rapidly beating heart. Pain turned into a storm as his body began knitting back together. Bullets moved from muscle tissue. Veins sealed shut as bullets popped out of the entry wounds clattering to the floor. When the storm of pain subsided, Lucas let out another exhale. 


     “Thanks Mom,” Lucas grinned as he lay. 


     The door to the room slammed open. Lucas turned his head to see Holly stepping in, sweeping from side to side with her rifle in her hands. 


     “Lucas?” She asked as she made her way in and saw the carnage around him. 


     “I’m getting better,” Lucas said as he curled his body up and sat on the floor. 


     Holly looked to him, blood covering him and holes in his jacket. Lucas kept his grin as he struggled to get to his feet. Holly let her gun arm down and reached out with her other hand. 


     “Kira?” Lucas asked. 


     “Don’t know. I came here when I heard the gunfire.” 


     Lucas was up but leaning heavily on the gun-toting blonde.  


     Holly looked to him with concern, “Are you going to be, okay?” 


     “Body’s healing but I don’t think I can fight anymore,” Lucas lifted up his right hand and pulled the index finger ring, “Take this and put it on. It will help when we run into trouble.” 


     Holly didn’t fight him. Slinging her rifle over her shoulder, she put the ring on her right hand before picking up her rifle again. 


     “Let’s go save Kira,” Holly smiled as she helped Lucas to the door. 


     *** 


     Asher crawled over Kira, his cock hard and throbbing. The dark fae eyed him as incubi and succubi held her down. The demon leader grabbed his shaft, holding it like a weapon, ready to use it to invade Kira’s valley. Leering smiles looked down as Asher was face to face with Kira. 


     “Just go with it,” Asher said with an evil smile. 


     Kira gazed at the demon biker for a long second before she parted her lips, “I’m glad you’re here so we can finish this once and for all.” 


     Asher raised an eyebrow just as the tip of his cock touched Kira’s glistening womanhood. Heat bloomed between them. Kira’s smile widened as her hair smoked. The heat grew in intensity. A burning sensation touched Asher’s cock as his eyes widened in disbelief. 


     Kira drew on all the extra energy she gained from her time with Lucas. It flowed naturally throughout every cell in her body. Life and death coiled together as her eyes glowed blue and hair began waving like tentacles on the ocean floor. Blue fire burned along and consumed her black hair, flames rising up. Blue fire flashed and Asher screamed. 


     The incubus pulled back, slapping at his burning crotch, blue fire on his cock. The demons holding Kira let go, hands moving to weapons. The dark fae curled her body and stood up, naked and blue fire for hair rising up. Eyes glowed with supernatural light as they turned to a nearby demon. The incubus pulled his handgun but Kira was to him, a hand grabbing his and blue fire flashing. The demon biker screamed as flesh and bone melted, fusing with the handgun.  


     Asher backed off, slapping the flames but his eyes were on the horror as it happened. Kira unleashed hands engulfed in azure spirit fire. When they struck a demon, their body exploded with the strike, parts of them raining on the floor. Guns pulled, then opened fire. Kira stared at them with indifferent eyes as the bullets flared to dust when they were several inches from her body. The heat was incredible as the marble floor melted with each step. Kira moved, unfazed by gunfire and screams. She took hold and burned bodies to ash. 


     Asher ran to the stunned succubus with Kira’s weapons. He grabbed Kira’s Katana and shotgun. The succubus held the dagger with a shaky hand. Kira grabbed a demon and burned him alive to desperate screams. As the ashes fell, she turned to Asher and the succubus in the corner. 


     Asher pointed the sawed-off shotgun and pulled the trigger. Both barrels flashed to life. Kira moved toward him with measured steps, the shotgun pellets bursting to dust before her. The succubus screamed and charged the dark fae with the dagger. Kira brought up a hand and smacked her across the face, sending her burning body into the air and turning to ash. The dagger fell and flames receded, Kira’s open hand catching it. 


     “You fucking cow!” Asher screamed as he rushed forward, katana aiming for Kira’s heart. 


     Kira shifted her body, the sword passing inches within her skin. The demon was ready to pull back and strike across her neck when something stabbed into his stomach. The incubus looked down, eyes trembling as the dagger was buried in his gut. A twist of the blade and he cried out in agony, dropping the sword. 


     Kira shifted her body and looked the stunned incubus in the eyes, “Just go with it,” the dark fae said with a wicked smirk. 


     Flames raced along the dagger and plunged into the demon’s body. Asher’s face wrinkled into pain and agony, a silent scream filling his mouth before blue flames rose up and consumed him. 


     Kira pulled back the dagger as Asher’s burnt-out body fell to the marble floor in an ash heap. The doors burst open, Holly and Lucas stepping in and eyes wide. Ash heaps covered the floor. Melted bare footprints marked every step Kira took.  


     The dark fae turned to her friends and smiled. Reaching down, she picked up her blade. 


     “We have to hurry if we are going to save Stella. I can keep this form for a while but I’m not sure what’s going to happen,” Kira said as she stepped to her leather suit and picked it up. 


     Holly eyed her friend, “How does it feel?” 


     Kira laid her weapons down and slipped her suit on, “Beautiful and powerful.” 


     Lucas grunted as he pulled away from Holly and stepped toward Kira. His eyes were kind as he drank in her flaming hair and ghostly eyes. His left hand moved to his right hand and pulled his ring finger. 


     “Take this, it may help,” Lucas strained to talk. 


     Kira’s ghostly eyes widened as she looked down at the ring, “I don’t know if I can wear it.” 


     Lucas gave a weak smile, “It should have burned you when we made love but it didn’t. Take it so we can save Stella and Selena.” 


     Kira reached out as blue flames pulled back, fingers inches from the ring as it glowed with power. 


     *** 


     Sebastian held out his hands, back to the glowing pit behind him. The society gathered close, nearly engulfing the stone slab where Stella lay. The vibration touched every cell as arcane words spilled from lips and black eyes stared at their leader. Stella gritted her teeth as she pulled at the chains. 


     “Let the first wave wash away the world and replace it with living light!” Sebastian shouted with power. 


     Stella looked up as blue and white energy crawled over the edge of the pit. Tendrils snaked up into the air, points moving around like a squid made of light. Town’s people hands rose up and chants grew louder as if to call the mana to them. The vibrations reached a fevered pitch. Stella could feel the stone slab pulse under her with a maddening tempo. 


     “Sorry kids, I already belong to a cult and they won’t like it if I switch sides,” Stella grunted as she pulled at the chains once again. 


     The tentacles of light wavered for a moment before they shot forth, cascading down into the gathered crowd. Drinks fell as light slammed into their chests and coiled around their hearts. Screams rang out, not in pain but of pure delight. Stella pulled as her supernatural body gathered its strength. The runes along the chains flared before it cracked and exploded freeing a limbs Stella let out a shout as her pale hand rose up and she snapped her fingers. 


     Stella’s broom, which had been lying across the room, shot into the air and dove down to its mistress. Tentacle light continued to rain down. One shot for the witch angel’s heart. Stella smiled as her broom slipped into her hand and she held it up in the path of the mana light. The tentacle slammed into the supernatural item and energies flared. Stella gritted her teeth as she held the mana light at bay, power crashes exploding into shockwaves. 


     Sebastian looked down and his brow formed a hard V. Power filled every piece of his being as he glared at the ungrateful witch angel denying a true gift. The host pointed a hand, ready to blast her into submission when his senses caught a hit of something powerful as gunfire erupted. 


     Across the room, Holly aimed her AK-47. She hoped it was just a spell that prevented her rifle from operating and smiled as she pulled the trigger and opened fire. Off to the side, Kira stood with sword in hand and flaming blue hair writhing like serpents. Bullets slammed into bodies, light pouring out instead of blood. Mana fueled followers turned and rushed the two women. Kira smirked as she bent forward and rushed the incoming wave of bodies. Holly remained focused as she emptied the clip. Kira moved like a blue blur, sword at her side until she reached the wall of bodies. Flames engulfing the sword, she slashed hard across, separating heads from necks.  


     Light streamed upwards from headless bodies. Kira threw herself into her grisly work, slicing with perfect precision. The wave surged and the dark fae was overwhelmed as hands reached out, penetrating her fire aura and clawing at skin. Ring flaring on the dark fae’s hand, Kira slashed outward, slicing through trunks of bodies. Lucas’s ring mingled with her dark power and together they cut through mana, blood and bone. 


     Holly reloaded and re-aimed. Squeezing the trigger, she blasted at the crowd as they tried to overpower Kira. Some of the mad mages turned and surged toward Holly. She backed up as she fired point blank into their bodies. The distance turned from feet to inches. When hands grabbed at her AK and pulled it from her hands, the blonde pulled her pistol and fired into stomachs. The flashes of light dazzled as she pulled the trigger until it clicked empty.  


     Ring on her finger, she punched the crowd as they mobbed her. Faces surged and blackened as the ring burned through their protections, but she was overrun. Fear bled into Holly’s eyes as she fought and screamed at the horde until a blue sword sliced hard across and bodies fell.  


     Holly shouted as Kira moved like an un-caged storm. Whipping about, body parts flew in all directions as supernatural power fueled her glowing form. Holly dove into the crowd, punching and kicking, and soon both women were back-to-back, fighting off the mana fueled horde. 


     Sebastian watched like a stone statue lost to time. Mana surged into his body as he prepared a spell to wipe them all out. Stella held her broom between herself and the mana stream, her strength dwindling. The entire room was a maelstrom of mana, power, skill and chaos. Mana streams touched everyone in the room and despite their bodies being hacked to pieces, each piece moved of its own accord to reform their bodies. 


     “Foolish. Mana is life and it can repair life as quickly as you cut it down. You’re attempt to…” Sebastian stopped talking and turned his head to the pit. 


     Lucas stood at the edge as torrents of mana rose into the air. His hands were before him, fingers pulling the ring from his pinky. Sebastian’s glowing eyes widened as he saw what was taking place. Lifting his hand, he whispered words of power. 


     Lucas looked down into the glowing pit, eyes filled with sorrow, “Forgive me Dad.” 


     The biker pulled the mystical ring from his pinky and let go of it. The band fell into the pit, glowing brighter and brighter. Sebastian’s mouth widened into a soul sucking scream as the ring spun down and touched the writhing light below. 


     Power surged as the energies fell into supernatural conflict. Mana surged to overcome the anti-magic properties, causing a death spiral of power and life. The mana tentacles thickened and flared with unknown force. The mages gathered to receive the power, screamed in pain as mana not only filled every cell, it pushed every cell beyond the breaking point.  


     Sebastian’s eyes and mouth poured liquid mana as he could no longer control it. Energy whipped back and forth. Body parts thickened and exploded. Mages cried out before their entire bodies flared and burnt out like used machinery. Time stopped as every mage and follower was fueled to the breaking point and beyond. 


     Lucas rushed to Stella’s side, throwing his body over hers as her broom cracked from the power surge. Light filled the entire mansion before windows blew out and the foundation cracked. For a long moment, the town of Tower Falls glowed like a beacon in the night and as quickly as it came, it darkened to nothing but stars in the desert sky. 


     


  




  

     Eleven  


     Holly kicked a burnt-out corpse. The corpse shifted and the head turned but little else. Holly grimaced as she looked at the floor, littered with burnt out bodies. Kira sat on the stone slab, arms and legs shaky and eyes with a faraway gaze. Lucas sat next to her, pain crawling along his nerves as his body continued to heal. 


     Stella looked over the edge to the glowing light at the bottom of the pit, “The ring could still be intact but I wouldn’t go down there if I we’re you.” 


     Lucas nodded, “Yea, I think it may be gone for good.”  


     Lucas looked to Kira at his side, “Thanks for being the distraction.” 


     Kira gave a zombie like nod, “Thanks for ending this nightmare.” 


     Stella turned with a sultry smile on her black lips, “It was a team effort…go team!” 


     Holly turned and held her hands out at her side, palms open, “Was this why we had to come here, to kill off a society of mages?” 


     Lucas let out a sigh, “I have no idea. I wish my dad could tell me.” 


     The mood turned gloomy as everyone stayed where they were, empty thoughts filling their minds. 


     A shimmer of light faded into view. Lucas was first to turn his head and gaze on a floating blue orb as it moved across the gigantic room. Soon everyone turned their attention to it and watched as it floated closer and closer. Stella smiled and took a step back from the pit as the orb floated to the edge of it. 


     All watched as wisps of energy crawled up from the pit and joined with the orb. It began to twist and grow with each passing moment. No one blinked as the orb took on a humanoid form and then turned into a large man in a leather jacket. The features were unmistakable as the older man looked to Lucas and gave a sad smile. 


     Lucas was to his feet and walking over. He ignored the pain and weakness as he stared at the man he only saw in dreams and sometimes in the distance on dark nights. 


     “Hello son,” The ghost said with a soft tone. 


     “Hi dad,” Lucas said with watery eyes. 


     “I’m sorry you had to go through with all of this. It was the only way I could speak to you. The mana pits allow me to touch this reality better than your dreams.” 


     Lucas stared, “Is this what you wanted? You just wanted to talk?” 


     Thomas Reid bowed his head, “There were things I had to tell you, that I never had a chance to say.” 


     The large ghostly biker turned to Stella, “Plus, I was being hunted for a while after my untimely demise.” 


     Stella grinned, “Oh ghost biker daddy, you fell into my lap after a few other Witch Angels couldn’t find you.” 


     Thomas smiled and turned back to his son, “Lucas, this may be the last time we speak to each other on this plane of existence. I wanted to ask you to take on being a Loner. The world is in dire straits and there are so few of us left.” 


     Thomas turned to the burnt-out corpse of Sebastian, “There are more out there like him that wish to remake the world.” 


     Lucas looked to his father, sorrow painting his eyes, “Dad, I can’t take that on. I took to the road to get to know you better and find the reasons why you chose this life. After all of this, I can’t do it. I need to go back home and protect mom.” 


     Thomas looked to his son with a kind smile, “Your mom is a strong woman. She will be fine. I need you to be a Loner so you can not only help people… but help find your sister.” 


     Lucas looked to the ghostly form of his father, silent as a grave. 


     Thomas continued, “You have an older sister from a previous relationship. I didn’t know about her until after I died.” 


     “Dad…” Lucas trailed off. 


     “I know it’s a lot to ask but I….” Thomas was cut off. 


     “I’ll do it. I’ll find her,” Lucas said as he stood up straighter. 


     Thomas eyed his son and gave an approving nod, “Thank you Son. I never would have asked if I was still there with you.” 


     Lucas smiled, “You are always with me, Dad.” 


     The ghostly form sniffled as he looked to his kin, “Her name is Samantha Reid. Her mother kept the last name even though we were never married.” 


     Lucas nodded. 


     “Lucas, you are my pride and joy. I wouldn’t wish this life on you but the world is changing and not for the better. I will continue to follow you but I will be unable to speak unless you come in contact with another mana pit. Even here, this is turning into a strain but I had to speak to my boy.” 


     Lucas stepped closer, “Dad, I will do what I can, for all of our sakes.” 


     Thomas nodded, “Thank you. Samantha is in the south but I’m not sure where. You will have to search for her.” 


     The ghost looked to Lucas with bright eyes, “And, when you talk to your mother, tell her I still love her. I will always love her.” 


     “I will,” Lucas smiled. 


     The ghostly form faded slightly, “I have to go. I will come to you in your dreams. Always know your dad is there, watching over you.” 


     “I love you, Dad,” Lucas said as a tear streamed down his cheek. 


     “I love you too, Son,” Thomas said and slowly faded from sight. 


     “I’ll let it go this time, but you can’t run from me forever,” Stella said to the air with a wave of her hand before turning and walking off. 


     Lucas stared at the spot where his father’s ghost stood, eyes a little lost. Kira stepped over and hugged him close as tears streaked down his cheeks. Light rose up from the edge of the pit and a small ring floated above the stony edge. It moved through the air to Lucas and Kira. They watched in wonder, Lucas opening and holding out his hand. The ring fell in his palm and a shimmer of a ghostly form gave an approving nod. Kira smiled and kissed Lucas’s cheek as he closed his fingers and nodded back to his father’s spirit. 


     *** 


     The group stepped out of the limousine. The night air was refreshing as they walked toward the hotel. Stella bounced along as Kira and Lucas walked. Holly followed close behind. 


     Stella stopped before the hotel and turned around, “Well, that was exciting but now I’m off.” 


     Lucas and Kira looked to the voluptuous witch. Holly smiled behind them. 


     Stella brushed a lock of red hair from her temple, “I have to report to the boss. I’m sure he will be interested to hear all about it and will punish me accordingly. I hope he brings out the whips and chains again, they’re always fun.” 


     Lucas stepped forward, “Thank you for your help.” 


     Stella leaned forward, giving Lucas an eyeful before reaching up and caressing his cheek, “Don’t mention it. Please don’t mention it. I’m a sucker for cute guys, living or dead.” 


     Lucas smiled for a moment before it faded, “Are you still hunting my dad?” 


     Stella stood up and tapped her cheek with a finger, “Your dad? I thought I was hunting a spirit. Well, it all gets muddled. I will have to put in my report that there were no spirits here. Tower Falls is not a place for the dead. My search continues.” 


     Lucas smiled and looked down at the witch angel’s cracked broom, “Can you fly on that?” 


     Stella let out a giggle, “Oh, this thing, it will harden up once I clamp my thighs around it.” 


     The witch angel put her leg over the broom, “I would say goodbye but I’m sure we will run into each other again. So instead, take care!” 


     The three bikers watched as Stella floated up and her broom began to jerk around. The witch angel grabbed her hat and gave a dizzy smile before the broom jerked in a direction. With a final wave, the broom shot off into the dark sky, Stella laughing into the night. 


     Kira looked to Lucas as he stared up into the clear night, “So what happens now?” 


     Lucas looked to her, “I don’t know. You killed Asher. You both can go back to a normal life.” 


     Holly stepped past, “I don’t think we can ever go back to a normal life.” 


     The blonde stepped toward the hotel entrance and climbed the short set of stairs to the entrance. 


     “Your trip may be dangerous. What some company?” Kira smiled. 


     Lucas looked to the raven-haired beauty, “I couldn’t ask….” 


     “I’m offering,” Kira smiled. “Besides, I still have to research my dark fae history. What better way than riding with a Loner.” 


     Lucas raised an eyebrow, “You do know that if we ride together, I’m not a Loner, per se.” 


     Kira’s smile grew broader, “Last chance, take it or leave it.” 


     Lucas returned her smile, “Sure, I could use the company.” 


     Kira nodded and took a step toward the hotel, “Good because I’m not giving the ring back 


     Lucas’s eyes went wide, “Now wait a second. The ring was to help protect you. I didn’t give it to you to keep. Holly has to give back the other ring too. We have to talk about….” Lucas was cut off as Kira whirled around, leaning into the biker. 


     Lips pressed together as hearts soared. Stars blazed high above as their pulses quickened and gentle warmth passed between the lovers. High above the town of Tower Falls, a witch sat perched on her broom, eyeing them and licking her lips. With another loud cackle, the witch leaned back and flew off as starlight caressed the cool desert night.  


       


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Dirty Witch Angel 
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     One 


     Selena slid a copy of Edger Allen Poe’s collected works in between two books. She found herself humming as she grabbed another book from her cart. She checked out the binding and scanned the shelf with a finger, trying to find its proper location on the majestic polished wooden shelves. Her glasses began to slide down and she instinctually moved her finger to the frame and pushed them back up. 


     Happiness was a rare thing for the new librarian. She had only lived in the town of Shroud Point for the last two months and the experience has been wonderful. The locals are very kind and took to her pretty quickly. The first job she applied for was the town library and aced the interview. Surrounded by books, her heart soared. Maybe this town would be the type of place to finally settle down. 


     “I feel like I have to do it,” A voice whispered from the other side of the shelf. 


     Selena leaned forward, trying to make it out. 


     “You don’t have to tell me she is gone. I need some closure with this. It would be great if you came with me.” 


     Selena pulled back and went to her cart. She recognized Adam’s voice. He was a fellow librarian and it seemed he was going through a hard time. Out of respect, she pushed her cart down the aisle so he would have some privacy. 


     “Fine Sis! I just wanted some support,” Adam said in a harsh whisper and then it was followed by a beep. 


     Selena was about to turn the corner when Adam came toward her in a huff. When he nearly knocked into her, he stopped short with a surprised expression written all over his face. 


     “Oh, hi Selena,” Adam said. 


     Selena gave a nervous smile, her eyes drifting to his wide shoulders. The top two buttons were undone of his collared shirt. His neck and square jaw were exposed, begging for the librarian to lean forward, place a finger on his lips and nuzzle his neck. She pictures herself sliding her arms under him and his arms wrapping around her, holding her and comforting her. She would comfort him with kisses and playful touching so his worried expression would melt away and he would only see her. 


     “I guess you heard my conversation,” Adam said with a nervous smirk. 


     Selena snapped out of her day dream and melted back into this handsome reality, “I’m sorry. I was just leaving to give you some space. I didn’t really hear much.” 


     “Thank you,” Adam arched an eyebrow, “Hey, you want to grab coffee sometime? I feel we don’t really know each other. Want to sit and talk?” 


     Selena’s heart leapt into her throat, “Umm…yea…sure,” She stammered. 


     “I have some errands to run today but maybe tomorrow?” 


     Selena wanted to squeal like a school girl, “Okay,” she said flatly. 


     “See you then,” Adam said and turned back down the aisle he came from. 


     Selena couldn’t believe what just happened. She was having coffee with a book hunk. She tried to calm herself down. And with that, she ran to the bathroom and right up to a mirror. Her black hair was tied back. She was wearing a little lipstick. Her dress was simple and flowery.  


     “Take it easy Selena. It's just for coffee. It's not like you are getting married, yet,” Selena smiled nervously to herself. 


     *** 


     Selena walked into her apartment. Serene silence filled the empty void. Her mind danced with the images of herself and Adam having a cup of coffee, talking about famous authors and their greatest works. The librarian dropped her purse on the couch and headed for the kitchen. It was cause for a small celebration and reached out for the tequila on her small liquor shelf. 


     Hate to burst your bubble sister girl. We may have trouble tonight. 


     Selena let out a sigh, “Can't I have one night where there is no trouble?" 


     Word from Halloween City is there are three naughty spirits in the cemetery. You know I need to come out and send those boys to the next world. 


       "I like it here. Can we keep the damage down to a minimum? The last town nearly chased us out because of you,” Selena took a swig of tequila straight from the bottle. 


     I can't help it if the living men want me but can't have me. Only dead boys rock my world. And some dead girls. 


     Selena could feel the other presence smile at the last sentence. Memories filled the librarian. A pact and a promise floated before her mind's eye. A kiss causing her soul to twist, bend and split. Moving from town to town because her other self would get out of control. A gentle sigh escaped her lips. She took another swig and put the bottle down on the table.  


     "Please don't turn this into a Rob Zombie concert,” Selena huffed. 


     I promise. Girl scout's honor.  


     "You were never in the girl scouts and I doubt they would even take you." 


     Oh sweetie, it's a figure of speech. But not to worry. I will try to be good girl, for you. Now let me out so I can seduce those bad boy spirits. Momma needs to get her game on.  


     With another sigh, Selena hurried to her room, closing the door behind her. She noticed her breathing had quickened. In one smooth move she opened her closet door. Her hands went to the zipper of her dress and she unzipped. Clothes fell to the ground and she stood completely naked. The transformations tended to ruin her clothes so she prepared for it. The sight of her naked body in the mirror caused her heart to thud in her chest. The first stabbing pains rocketed under her skin. 


     Selena fell on all fours. Her fingers digging into the carpet as color drained from her skin. Bones shifted and grew. Black hair faded to white and then filled with red as she writhed on the floor. Selena grunted, trying not to scream and scare the neighbors. Tears of pain and joy streaked her face. Her ardor was up as she grew taller. Selena made it to her feet despite the pain. In the mirror she could see her B cup breasts balloon to double D’s, her pink nipples practically glowing against her new alabaster skin. Selena’s body took on an hour glass figure as her nails turned a glossy black. 


     Finally, Selena could feel herself take a back seat while someone else in her took over. In her mind’s eye, her other self, passed Selena like two ships in the night. She blew a kiss to Selena as she took over the driver’s seat. With the transformation complete, she reached into the closet and pulled out a special top and thong. With liquid movement, she snaked into the top and pulled up the thong. She pulled thigh high black boots from the closet and slipped them on. She gave a wicked smile as she held out an open palm. 


     Something shook in the closet and a broom flew out into her hand. On the top of the broom was a steeple black hat. She put it on over her red hair and took a quick glance in the mirror. Moist black lips curved against white skin. The window to the room opened on its own. With a gust of wind, Selena’s other self, flashed through the window and into the star lit sky, cackling in the glowing moon light. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     Jack stumbled over to the three graves, his fingers barely holding onto the bottle of whiskey. Riley and Cooker lay back against tombstones, laughing and carrying on like a pair of hyenas. Jack dropped his bottle. He glanced down to see it was almost empty anyway. He ignored it as his fingers tried to get a hold of his moving zipper. The night sky was a dark blue in the moonlight. A glowing lantern lit up the immediate area, keeping the night just out of the trio’s reach.  


     “What ya doing, Jack?” Riley said as he took a swig of his extra-large bottle of Wild Turkey. 


     “Something I should have done to this mother fucker years ago!” Jack managed as he pulled down his zipper and whipped out his cock. 


     Riley and Cooker stopped laughing when Jack pissed all over the middle grave. He pointed the stream and was sure to piss all over the tombstone and grave site. When he was done, he gave a little shake and stuffed it back in his pants. 


     “What the hell did you do that? If any of the other members saw you, they'd beat the shit out of you,” Riley said and took another swig. 


     “That fucker Reed owed me money and he slept with a couple of my ladies. I only wish he was alive so I could beat the shit out of him,” Jack gave one last stomp of his leather boot on the grave. 


     “You have to let it go. He’s been dead for five years. I don’t think he’s gonna come back with money and an apology,” Cooker said while trying to keep his head from swaying to the side. 


     “Yea tomorrow is going to be one hell of a party. Just try and keep your piss in your pants,” Riley said and clinked his bottle with Cooker’s. 


     “I expect you two to keep it under your hat,” Jack said as he walked over and snatched Riley’s bottle straight in mid guzzle. 


     “Were club brothers, you know old Cooker and I won’t rat you out.” 


     “Good. Now get my other bottle from my bike,” Jack said pointing at Cooker. 


     Cooker managed to let out a sigh but was soon on his feet and wobbling. He stumbled to the Harleys sitting about thirty feet away. His shaky hand reached into the saddle bag and pulled out a bottle of Knob Creek.  


     “Fancy,” Cooker murmured and zig zagged back to his biker mates. 


     Riley pulled up his black shirt and scratched his slightly protruding gut. He was sure to let everyone know by burping and passing gas at the same time. Cooked looked at him, laugh/sneered and handed the bottle of whiskey to Jack. The leather clad biker pulled the top off and guzzled for ten seconds before letting his hand drop. 


     “WOOO! That’s what I’m talking about!” Jack yelled into the dark night. 


     Riley held his hand out and Jack passed his bottle of Wild Turkey to him. When Riley looked at the other bottle, Jack laughed and took another swig. Riley took his Wild Turkey, shrugged his shoulders and drank deeply. 


     “Let’s get back to town. I’m sure there are some bitches out there looking for a good time,” Jack said, his form swaying. 


     Cooker was the first to notice the mist rolling in between graves. He watched as Jack went on about how many bitches he needed for the night. Riley stopped drinking and stared at the white mist moving in. It was ankle deep but from what they could see it was filling up the area. The light of the lantern was enough to keep it at bay. Jack stopped talking and turned to see what his brothers were looking at. 


     “What the fuck is up with the fog?” Jack said when he saw they were surrounded. 


     “I think it’s a mist. Fog usually covers the entire area but the mist is only shin deep,” Cooker said with a burp. 


     “Cooker, stop being a smart ass. You know what I mean,” Jack said kicking through the mist at the edge of the lantern light. 


     Riley was silent as his eyes grew to the size of saucers. Jack glanced at him and then looked in the general direction. On a nearby hill covered with headstones, something flew down from the sky and gently touched the ground. Whatever it was, it fixed its hat. Something thin parallel to the ground turn straight up all on its own and flew into the person’s hand. The figure stood silently on the hill for 30 seconds before walking slowly down the hill toward the trio of bikers. 


     All three men stayed very still as the figure moved with ease through the mist. As the lone figure drew closer, the lantern light started to illuminate the stranger in the graveyard. Her form was nearly Amazonian, standing just over six feet. Even in the dim light, they could see the fiery wavy red hair spilling out from under a steeple hat. Her hour glass figure swayed with each step. White skin glowed against the night background. The woman had large, bouncing double D breasts. They were practically bursting out of a black shiny bra. Each breast was covered in a smiling pumpkin design nearly the size of their heads. Her hips mesmerized the three as they moved with caged power with only a thong barely covering her womanhood. On the thong was a picture of a candy corn with the end pointed down. Black shiny thigh high boots made no sound as she stepped through the wet grass. Aside from the top, thong and boots, she wore nothing else. She carried a broom in her hand, black shiny lips smirked as her eyes glowed a pale orange. 


     “Halloween is next month darling,” Jack laughed. 


     “Oh honey, every night for me is Halloween,” The scantily clad witch said in a sultry voice. 


     “Nice pumpkins, Red,” Riley said as he and Cooker rose to their feet. 


     “As deep and meaningful your advances are; I have to ask you boys to leave the area. Maybe the four of us can have fun after you die,” The woman winked. 


     “Now hold on Red. What’s wrong with right now?” Jack stepped up to the woman, his eyes level with hers. 


     “You’re not that interesting, stud. Now move along before I spank you,” She smiled with perfect white teeth. 


     “I’m sure we can make this very interesting all around,” Jack gave a devilish smile and glanced at his compatriots. 


     The red-haired witch dipped her head, the edge of her hat covered her eyes but not her smirk. She leaned her firm white ass against a tombstone. Jack took a step forward with lust in his eyes. The air grew still as his hand reached out to grab her. In the blink of an eye, the red-haired witch grabbed Jack by his leather jacket. Riley and Cooker barely made out the chain of events because they happened so fast. Jack was slammed down on the witch’s supple thighs. He gasped trying to regain breath. She held him down with one hand. The biker tried to struggle but her grip was like steel. The witch raised her broom and brought it down hard. 


     Jack yelled as her arm became a blur. The sound of the broom hitting Jack’s ass was like a machinegun going off. After ten seconds, she stopped and threw him to the ground. Riley pulled out a pistol while Cooker drew a long wicked-blade. Jack was back on his feet and practically hopping while clutching his own ass. 


     “You fucking bitch! That will be the last thing you ever do!” Jack ran to his bike and pulled a heavy thick chain from the saddle bag.  


     Riley kept his pistol poised until Jack came back. Cooker gave a nervous glance while the witch checked her shiny black nails and blew on them as if they were wet. The clinking of metal echoed with Jack wrapping chain around his hand. He had murder written all over his face. The witch knew it when she saw it. She put her white hand down and rubbed her thighs together as Jack stepped closer. 


     “You gonna hurt me? I’ve been a really bad girl,” The witch squealed. 


     “You have a name bitch so I can cut it into that white skin of yours?” Jack clenched his fist. 


     “My title is Witch Angel of Samhain. But you can call me Stella,” Stella said as her eyes looked over at an out of place wavy strand of hair. She moved it aside while seemingly ignoring Jack’s hulking form. 


     The surrounding air changed. Riley and Cooker noticed their breath came out frosty. Jack was about to rear back when he noticed the chill, causing him to hesitate. The night seemed to grow darker and Stella lifted herself up from the head stone. 


     “Should have left when you had the chance,” Stella said almost bored. 


     Three shadows melted up from the ground. Mist parted and they moved behind the three bikers. Riley started to sweat and his hand holding the gun started to shake. Cooker looked back and saw a shadow move behind him. He slashed outward in frenzy but the blade passed through the shadow harmlessly. Panic drove him to swing faster and harder but the shadow moved forward relentlessly. Jack turned his back on Stella to his fellow brothers. Riley pointed the gun. His shadow leapt up and drove for his face. His mouth opened to scream but instead was crammed full with darkness. His eyes bulged as the shadow slipped into his gaping mouth until a last tendril finished sliding in. Cooker let out noises until the same thing happen to him. All sounds were cut short when the shadow penetrated his mouth and slid down his throat. 


     “Riley! Cooker!” Jack yelled. 


     Jack’s shadow swirled around his body up to his face. He was about to punch it when it flashed forward like lightning into his mouth. Stella smiled and kicked out her feet as she balanced her firm ass on the head stone. The three men stood still with blank stares for a few minutes. With a dark flash only Stella could see, the three men became animated and turned toward the red headed witch. 


     “Now you boys have become interesting,” Stella smiled. 


     “Why are you after us Witch Angel?” Riley wheezed. 


     “You three are bad boys. I need to ferry you to the next world,” 


     The thing that looked like Jack moved up to Stella and glared, “And how exactly are you going to do that?” He wheezed. 


     “Well stud, let me show you,” Stella stood up and ran her fingers down Jack’s chest to his belt. 


     “Don’t let her! I’ve heard about these witch angels. They send us to the next world,” said the thing that looked like Riley. 


     Stella undid Jack’s belt and unbutton his leather jeans. She gave a knowing smirk as she pulled his zipper down. The witch gasped when Jack’s member flopped out. With her head bent down, she ran her fingers along his half hard cock. Biting her lip, she ran her finger tips over his circumcised head. Her other hand went to his shoulder and with power, pushed Jack down to his knees. His eyes had a faraway look as he complied and found his eyes level with her black candy corn thong. 


     Riley and Cooker pointed their weapons at the white witch but Stella remained cool. She moved her sultry hips. The thing in Jack couldn’t keep its eyes off her covered triangle. He bent forward and kissed her thong. A sweet scent filled his nose as he buried his face between her thighs. 


     “You smell like candy,” Jack managed before he ran his tongue over the thong. 


     “Let me make it easier for you, stud,” Stella hooked a finger into the side of her thong and pulled it aside.  


     Jack could see Stella’s white clean-shaven slit. When he bent forward and ran his tongue over her line, he was mistaken. It was almost like she never had hair there. She was silky smooth as he stayed on his knees. When he passed over her clit, the witch angel shuddered. Her hand went to his head and guided him over her sweet spot again. 


     “Momma like,” Stella moaned. 


     “You won’t take us,” Riley said still holding his gun at her. 


     “You don’t want to feel alive again? You wish to stay cold when I can bring you back to life with just a taste of my skin. Come on studs, let momma show you what living is,” Stella’s voice came off deep and sultry. 


     The thing in Cooker lowered his blade and finally sheathed it. He moved over to Stella as she opened her mouth in a silent moan. He ran his hand down her marble white skin as he stood behind her. He pushed the bulge in his pants into her round ass as his hands cupped her pumpkin tits. The air was filled with the sounds of slurping. Jack worked feverishly as his tongue lashed out at the witch angel’s clit. He traced the tip around her nub. Juices flowed from her thin gash, covering his cheeks and chin. Stella’s hips grinded into Jack’s face while Cooker grinded into her from behind. 


     Cooker put two fingers in Stella’s mouth. She lovingly sucked on them, making them wet with her salvia. When he pulled them out, they were drenched. He brought his hand down to her ass. Stella moaned as he ran the tips over her asshole. He played with her pucker by making gentle swirls, coating it in her own salvia. To Cooker’s surprise, her asshole opened up and was able to insert a finger and then another one. 


     “Play with my ass. Play with it!” Stella demanded as Cooker pushed his fingers in and out of her. 


     A quick zip of a zipper and something warm pressed against Stella’s ass. The witch angel grabbed a fistful of Jack’s hair and pulled him away. With one hard push, Jack was on his back over a grave. She lowered herself to her knees over his rock-hard member. It pointed up at her like a spear and she was ready to get impaled.  


     Cooker on the other hand was getting aggressive. He pulled the spaghetti thin fabric of the black thong aside. He spread Stella’s ass cheeks wide as the head of his member pressed against her hot asshole. The first push was rough as he forced it in. Her juices helped it along but once his head was through, his shaft slid easily in. Stella moaned and held herself open as he pushed it in to the hilt. 


     "Oooooooo Momma like. Keep forcing it in. Don’t be gentle. I can tell you like shoving it in tight assholes. Let me squeeze that for you. You big fucking stud, you!" 


     Cooker moaned as Stella squeezed and pushed her ass against his hips. Jack wanted a piece of the action. He pulled on Stella’s hips and pressed his cock against her white pussy. Her slit was covered in pussy juices. His head spread her lips aside and forced himself in. Stella’s eyes rolled up and bit her lip as both possessed bikers pushed and pulled their cocks in her. 


     Stella, the other one seems like he is going to run for it. 


     Stella looked up and could see Riley backing off. Cooker quickened the pace as he started pounding her ass. With each pound it seemed to push her further down Jack’s member. Her lips could feel every vein as she slid up and down on his pole. Nerves burned with electricity as she gripped both men and alternated to their rhythms. The witch angel eyed Riley as he stepped back.  


     “There is another hole to fill,” Stella beckoned with a finger, running her tongue over her lips. 


     Cooker had a steel grip on the witch’s hips as he pounded with all his might. Her firm ass rippled with each push. The sound of skin slapping on skin filled the area. Jack pulled up Stella’s top. Her double D tits exploded out. They gently slapped his face as Cooker pounder her from behind. Jack took a pink nipple into his mouth and this caused Stella to moan like an animal. His other hand roughly grabbed her other tit. His mouth sucked on one while his thumb slid over the other. Stella’s nipples stood at attention and heat poured off her body in waves. But she did keep her eyes on Riley as he stopped moving away and simply stared. 


     “You fucking tempting bitch!” Riley said putting the gun away and fumbling with his jeans. 


     “You know you want it. Fill my pretty little mouth and don’t stop. I want to taste every inch,” Stella smiled. 


     Riley moved forward as he dropped his pants. His cock was already rock hard. The spirit in him simply couldn’t keep away as Stella’s body shuddered in excitement. Riley’s cock wasn’t as long as the others but it was thick. Stella counted her lucky stars as Riley shoved it into her waiting mouth. It filled her and if she was human she might have gagged. But instead, she moaned taking it all in. Riley looked down but only saw the witch’s hat moving back and forth on his member, the rim tickling his belly. He groaned as Stella sucked hard. A drop of pre come beaded at the end of his cock and Stella licked it like it was a drop of honey. 


     Growing warmth filled her as each man pumped inside her pale white body. Cooker was a mad man, slamming into her ass with such intensity her whole body shook. Jack lifted up his hips to ram his cock in her dripping slit. Stella was strong, able to take each man while flexing her lips, pussy and ass to accommodate them. 


     "That’s it my boys. Come for momma. Fill me with your undead seed so I can release you from this world,” She managed as Riley's cock popped out of her mouth and back in. 


     Cooker’s cock expanded, widening Stella’s asshole. He grunted as a stream of come and ectoplasm exploded from his cock. He let out small cries as he pushed and pushed and pushed into Stella’s tight ass. She moaned her approval. Cooker kept pushing trying to pump every last drop into her hot ass. Strings of invisible energy latched onto Cooker and dug into his spirit form. The pleasure was mind altering as the thing in Cooker let out one long sigh. It melted out of Cooker and flowed part of its self into Stella. With one gentle push, the dark shadow touched the other side and was immediately sucked in.  


     The real Cooker woke up. He looked around to see Riley getting blown by the witch. Jack was underneath pumping into her. Cooker looked down and could see his dick half buried in the witch’s ass. His cock was still hard. Stella squeezed and Cooker found himself moving his hips in and out. 


     “This is too fucking weird!” Cooker said pulling out of the white skinned witch.  


     Cooker fixed his pants and ran toward his bike in the opposite direction. Stella almost frowned if Riley’s cock wasn’t so thick. Her ass felt cold and lonely. She could hear sounds of a motorcycle revving up and driving off in a hurry. So much for brothers Stella thought. 


     The shadows in Riley and Jack stopped moving. They could see deeper into normal reality and saw what happened to their fellow dark spirit. A glowing portal opened inside the witch and he was sucked in, their connection to him lost. This did not stop the witch angel as she sucked and moved her hips to their rigid members. Jack scrambled, clawing at grave dirt trying to get away. Stella kept her hips low, pinning the biker down with his cock still inside her. He pushed with his hands, smearing dirt all over her white skin.  


     Riley pulled out with a string of salvia trailing from his cock to Stella’s mouth. She gave a wicked grin as Riley tried to stuff his cock back in his pants. Jack put his hands on her hips and with supernatural strength, pushed her off. Stella flipped back into a sitting position against a grave stone. 


     “Don’t leave. My portal is hungry for your meat. Stuff it in and let Momma make it all better,” Stella rubbed her engorged pussy with one hand while playing with a pink nipple with the other. 


     “I’m not going! You can’t take us Witch Angel!” Jack said getting to his feet. 


     Both men ran in opposite directions. Stella huffed and slowly stood up. Come leaked out of her ass and down her leg. It mingled with her pussy juices. The feel of it sliding down made her hungry for more.  


     The Witch Angel took a few steps forward. She raised her hands and snapped her fingers. Energy swirled and orange glowing pumpkins popped into existence. They floated a few inches above her palm, smiling and giggling. With one swift motion she hurled one at Riley. In another quick motion she hurled the other one at Jack. Each glowing jack o’ lantern blazed across the darken graves, their giggling getting louder the closer they were to the fleeing men. 


     Riley was struck dead on, his back exploding in a burst of orange light. His body landed face first into the dirt. The other one grazed Jack’s shoulder. It exploded and his body twirled into the air before slamming into a tombstone, bouncing off and landing first face in the dirt. Silence covered the area. 


     Riley opened his eyes and tried to get up. Stella was already kneeling before him. Pulling his pants off and flinging them to the side. His prick was still hard and fat. Stella played with her own nipples as she lowered her mouth on his cock. Riley tried to push off but the moment her lips touched his head, he relaxed. Her hair touched his thighs as she slid every inch into her mouth. One hand went between her legs and rubbed her engorged clit, massaging it and slathering her fingers in her juices. She stopped rubbing her nipples and grabbed his cock with her now free hand. 


     “I’m a dirty girl. Fill my mouth with your filthy seed,” Stella said innocently as she held Riley’s cock against her cheek and pumped it with her hand. 


     She gobbled up his member with her smooth black lips. Riley’s breathing quickened. His hips moved pushing his rod into her warm, tantalizing hole. Stella could feel herself grow hotter as she rubbed her clit faster. Stella could feel Riley’s cock getting thicker than it already was. He watched as she picked up the tempo, her fingers rubbing as fast as her head bobbed. Stella gave one gentle squeeze of Riley’s balls. It was too much, Riley groaned out a yell and his spurted into the witch angel’s hungry mouth. Stella could feel come and ectoplasm quickly fill her mouth. She sucked hard as streams of salty liquid slid down her throat.  


     The shadow in Riley watched as thin white strings latched out onto him. He slipped out of the biker’s body and touched Stella. With one quick dark flash, the shadow in Riley was sucked away without a sound. 


     Riley woke up to see Stella sucking on his softening member. He gave a feeble push, his cock popping out of her mouth. She laughed as Riley made it to his feet, trembling. The biker made strange whimpering sounds and ran away. The witch angel slowly stood while savoring the good feelings. Stella was about to turn when a chain wrapped around her throat. She stumbled against Jack’s chest. 


     “Bitch, we aint done yet!” Jack growled. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     “I like it rough,” Stella whispered as she yanked the chain off her neck. 


     Jack let one end slip out from around her white neck. The witch angel turned to see Jack whipping the heavy chain. The chain flashed forward. Stella stepped aside as the chain came crashing down, striking a tombstone and sparks flew. She yawned as he lashed out, her pale hand smacking it away in midair. Jack roared as he whipped the chain impossibly fast, the shadow pushing dark energy into his limbs to be faster and stronger. Stella’s movements were simple but effective. She would move just a hair out of reach of the metal links.  


     Jack was a blur trying to hit Stella. The chain wrapped around her forearm. The possessed biker laughed as he pulled. Stella stayed her ground while blowing a kiss. She snapped her arm back and Jack went flying toward her. But before his body hit the ground, his heel stabbed into the ground, arm swung and crackled with dark energy. Stella didn’t move fast enough as his fist connected. The blow was enough to knock her back a step or two. It was enough for Jack to take advantage of it. Power drilled into his arms as he grabbed the witch angel, hoisted her above his head and threw her. 


     It was an impossible throw. Stella, still reeling from Jack’s fist, watched as her body sailed over a hill. She came crashing down into a row of tombstones, smashing them to powder as she rolled to a halt. Dust began to settle as Stella moved lazily. 


     “This party is getting crazy!” Stella laughed. 


     There was a gasp. Stella turned to see a man standing over a grave with flowers in his hands. Aside from the gasp, he was still as a statue. She stood at her full height as the man continued to gawk at her in amazement. 


     Adam! 


     “So, this is Adam. He is even hunkier in person,” Stella said out loud to herself. 


     “Excuse me Ms. Do you need help?” Adam said with shock painted all over his face. 


     “I sure do. Could you get me a bottle of water and a cappuccino? All this fighting and fucking can make a girl thirsty. Thanks stud.” 


     We can’t fight here. He could get hurt.  


     “Calm yourself, sister girl. I won’t let your hunk get hurt.” 


     “Who are you talking to?” Adam questioned the witch in the black hat. 


     Jack stalked out of the darkness, dragging his chain behind him. His eyes were black as onyx. Salvia dripped from the corner of his mouth. His eyes darted back and forth from Stella to Adam. The witch angel moved so she was in between Jack and Adam. Her mouth curled into a wide smile. 


     “Here comes the party. Where did we leave off? You were going to show me a good time with those chains,” Stella licked her lips. 


     The shadow in Jack laughed, “You may have taken my fellow shadows but you will not take me.” 


     “I must take you away. The longer you’re here, the crazier you will become. Let momma make all the pain away.” 


     “I’m not ready to move on. Tell Samhain to leave me and my family alone. We have unfinished business,” Jack wheezed. 


     “Darling, I’m not in the habit of telling the boss about the one who got away. The longer you stay, the more the world will lose its balance. You died. You must move on so others can be reborn. Haven’t you ever studied Buddhism?” Stella cackled. 


     Jack roared and swung the iron chain at the dirt covered witch. Stella caught the chain and pulled. Jack flew forward to her. She grabbed him in midair and held the biker off the ground. She leaned in and pressed her black lips to his. Jack’s eyes were wide and he murmured. Stella pulled away in surprise. A second later Stella’s world exploded in pain. 


     Stella dropped Jack and stumbled to the side. She clutched her head and turned to see Adam with an evil smile and a large rock in his hand. Stella tried to smile the pain away. Clearly the dark spirit jumped bodies and now inhabited Adam. Jack’s wits returned and he wasted no time getting to his feet and running off into the cemetery. Stella held out a hand as she stepped back. Second later, her broom flew into it. Normally a strike like that wouldn't hurt her if she knew it was coming. Mental focus was the key to strength and precision. She let her guard down with Adam and paid for it. Now she was stepping back and trying to gather her thoughts. 


     Don’t hurt him. He doesn’t know what he’s doing. 


     Adam dropped the flowers and ran full at the witch. Stella moved to meet him. He raised his rock and Stella parried with her broom. The stone exploded into fine dust. Adam hammered fists at Stella. The witch angel parried each blow with complete accuracy. She bent low, swept his legs with her broom. Adam hit the ground and Stella was on him. 


     The witch angel pressed her black lips to Adam’s. Her power spread from her lips into his. She had limited use for her seduction kiss and it was now or never. The energy poured into the shadow inhabiting Adam. It let out a supernatural sigh. Adam lay unmoving as Stella straddled him. Her hands pressed on his chest and she looked into his eyes. Adam’s body was rigid but something warm was pressing in between her legs. Stella smiled kindly as she reached for his zipper and pulled it down. Her head ached and her power wavered. The seduction kiss took too much of her this time. She had to be quick. 


     “Don’t worry honey. I will be gentle. This is only business,” Stella’s words hung like velvet in the air. 


     Adam’s cock was rock hard as it stood on its own. Stella pulled aside her candy corn thong and pressed her sopping wet lips to his cock. She bit her lip as she lowered herself down inch by blissful inch. She pressed her chest to Adam’s, her large breasts keeping him warm in the cool night air. Once she was down to the hilt, she felt all of his throbbing manhood buried in her. She rubbed her body against his, letting out small moans like a cat in heat. His cock was already expanding and Stella let her eyes roll up. The shadow in Adam tried to fight but lust clouded any solid thoughts it might have had on escaping. It was caught up in the living sensations and even a dark spirit must submit to its call. 


     The witch angel’s ass bounced as she pumped his cock with her tight slit. She squeezed and teased as Adam’s breathing quickened. Stella could feel everything around her take on a bright and warming light. Energy played through her vision, moaning and shuddering in delight. Her body responded by a growing heat between her hips. Her womb cried out for the shadow seed. Her nether lips quivering, they held tight, not wanting to let go of Adam’s rigid member. Nerves lit up and soon a different explosion took Stella by storm. Her body locked upright as her senses lit up like fireworks. The climax was all encompassing for she whipped back her red hair and let out a long throaty moan. She slammed her hips down on Adam’s cock, milking every last drop of her own orgasm. She was pleased when he came like a torrent. Come and ectoplasm erupted in her tight hole. Strands reached out and clamped onto the dark spirit. It sat up in Adam and touched Stella’s body. Once it touched the glowing center of the witch, the shadow was sucked in and away from this world. 


     “He’s all yours,” Stella said closing her eyes. 


     The witch angel began to shift and turn. Her body shrank. Her breasts melted back into her, going from a D cup to a B cup. Black flowed from the temples, down each strand causing the red to fade away. Soon it was Selena straddling Adam and she let out a gasp. Adam was in her and still rock hard. 


     Adam seemed to wake from a dream. He looked up to see Selena on him. She wore an oversized pumpkin bra and a loose thong. A large witch hat covered her head and almost her eyes. Selena pulled the hat off and tossed it aside. 


     “Selena? What the hell is happening?” Adam looked confused. 


     “Don’t worry. I’m here with you,” Selena moved her hips causing Adam to moan. 


     “But I…,” He trailed off. 


     Selena moved up and down on Adam’s hard member. She had wanted him so bad and never realized something like this would happen. She hated herself for the moment but it felt too good to stop now. She made long deep thrusts and this caused Adam to grab her waist. He helped her along as she pumped on his cock. He was large and she was stretched to her limit. Stella helped with initial part but now it felt like she belonged on top of him, making him feel good. 


     Adam held her down on him, grinding every inch in and out of her. His come leaked from her slit but it only served for him to push faster. Selena buried her face in his neck, taking his scent. His fingers glided over her hips and squeezed her ass. Her body bounced on him with her tits bumping his chin. His scent was driving her crazy. She upped the tempo, sliding on his hard manhood. Their moans filling each other with quiet lust and a blooming love. 


     Adam tightened his grip on Selena’s ass. She rode him faster and faster, her own orgasm bubbling to the surface. Skin slapped on skin as their bodies warmed each other and the area around them. Selena made a perfect O with her mouth. Her body shuddered as she climaxed. Juices flowed as she was lost to the bliss. Her body moving seemingly on its own as she continued to slide on his beefy cock. 


     “I’m coming again!” Selena moaned. 


     Adam stared as Selena moved up and down, milking every last bit of pleasure. She tightened around his member, begging and pleading to keep it inside her. He couldn’t hold out any longer. A soul deep moan escaped his lips as he forced Selena to stay on him. Jets of come erupted in her and another orgasm blasted her senses. Bodies entwined, they pumped every drop of pleasure. Selena collapsed on Adam’s chest, bodies covered in sweat and breathing heavy. 


     “I…I don’t know what to say,” Adam said looking up in disbelief. 


     “Let’s not say anything and go again,” Selena couldn’t believe the words coming out of her mouth. 


     “Yes. Let’s go again,” Adam smiled. 


     Four 


     Selena sat in a coffee shop drinking a steaming cup of Joe. Her eyes had a faraway look but her mouth curved upward into a smile. Happy memories from last night played out in all their hot glory. She couldn’t believe the number of times they went at it. She remembered losing count after eight. Soreness and aches throbbed throughout her but she felt every bit of pain was worth it. She sat back and took a sip of her coffee. 


     Do you think he will accept us if he knows the truth? It is only a matter of time before he finally puts last night's events together. 


     “I know. Can I just enjoy this happy moment a little longer?” Selena whispered to herself. 


     Happy moments can be a tall order for us in this line of business. 


     “Please Stella, I feel really good and you’re not helping.” 


     For you, I will stop. But when things don’t work out, I will be here for you. 


     “Things will never be like they were. I don’t regret our decisions but I do miss my old simple life. There will always be shadows, spirits and monsters to fight and seduce. Let’s have a simple life right now.” 


     I'm mysteriously sleepy. I will take a cat nap while you have some alone time with your man. Have fun and fuck his brains out. 


     “You are too kind to me,” Selena smiled. 


     Adam walked up with a huge grin on his face. He grabbed coffee and sat next to Selena. They talked the evening away about books they read, movies they want to see and funny family stories. It was the most normal Selena had felt a long time and for a while she forgot her strange life. 


     Stella slept away deep in Selena’s subconscious, dreaming of Selena in her moment of happiness.   


     ~Fin~ 
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     One 


     The 1930’s had been a magical time in Hollywood as a surge of popular monster movies hit cinemas and changed the face of entertainment forever. Dracula, Frankenstein, Wolf man, The Mummy were just examples of the popularity of monster movies and the public paid top dollar to see their favorite creature tear up the screen and chase young vulnerable women. Little did anyone know at the time that the monsters that graced their movie theater screens were not actually actors but creatures from the fringes of society. The government knew about these “people” but as long as they didn’t disrupt human society they would be left alone. This did now bold well for the monsters in question since they couldn’t interact in towns and cities because of fear and persecution. 


     Everything changed with the invention of the motion picture. In 1931, Dracula graced the silver screen and with his appearance brought hope to all manner of monsters living on the fringe of humanity. It was a slow burn but as time moved on, more and more monsters gained opportunities in Hollywood. Opportunities brought jobs, jobs brought careers and careers brought recognition. When the 1950’s arrived, monsters were getting work on a regular basis. Money and fame quickly followed. 


     With money coming in by the truckload, several enterprising monsters decided they needed a place to call home. Mansions didn’t offer the complete comforts of society so they set about creating their own town. In 1955, Misty Hallow was born on the California coast. Soon monsters and creatures from all over the world came to live there in peace and general quiet. 


     Flash forward to the 21st century, Misty Hallow is a thriving community with monsters and humans working and living together. All manner of creatures lived in large homes with the latest technologies. Monsters came together and families were created. Several generations have passed and now the great grandchildren of movie monsters live their lives in this peculiar west coast town. One could walk down the street and see a blob “walking” it’s shih tzu and a behemoth reptile sunning it’s self by the town lake.  


     Bridget stopped at the entrance of the Misty Hallow Coffee Shop. Her purse was singing ‘Living Dead Girl’ at full volume. She fished out her cell phone and looked at the caller ID. It was Val and she left several texts messages as well. Bridget pressed the green phone button and put it to her ear. 


     “Where are you?” Val demanded. 


     “I will be there in a moment.” 


     “Good. Make it snappy.” Val hung up. 


     Bridget smiled as she put her cell phone away. Val never liked to wait for anyone. She was a creature of schedules and everyone knew it. Bridget was Val’s best friend and she even gave her the cold shoulder at parties if she was a minute late. For Val it was all about appearances and if you were not visible at the right time then you didn’t take her seriously. Bridget looked at her watch and saw that she had two minutes left.  


     Bridget walked in and noticed the small coffee shop was packed. Val had a table and lifted her hand without looking up from her phone. Val was decked out in a stylish red and black outfit. She wore a wide brimmed hat and sunglasses as she typed with her thumbs. Bridget took a moment to look down at herself. She was wearing a pink blouse and jeans, her skin an emerald green against the afternoon sun from a nearby window. She felt a bit dressed down but Val was always dressed to the nines. Bridget knew it wasn’t a competition but she did feel a bit embarrassed, even if they were just in a coffee shop. 


     As Bridget sat down, a waiter came over and took their orders. Bridget went with an electric blue coffee while Val went with her usual, blood mocha. When the waiter walked away, Val put her phone down on the table and gave a wide fanged smile. 


     “How are you my dear?” Val said enthusiastically.  


     “Good. I had just finished my shopping. Is everything okay? You seemed like you really needed to talk.” 


     Val feigned surprise. “You know I do love our time. Why can’t two girls get together and have a little chat?”  


     Bridget smiled and knew where this was going. Val was the biggest gossip in town. She must have had something juicy and needed to share. Bridget played along as she always did and leaned in. 


     “Spill it.” Bridget laughed. 


     Val was silent for a few seconds. “Alright, but you know the rules. You didn’t hear it from me.” 


     The waiter came back and placed both cups on the table. Val and Bridget, both thanked him as they took their cups into their hands. The waiter gave a shy smile and walked away. Bridget’s eyes fell on his ass as he walked away. She instantly felt a stirring inside her. His butt was firm and the pants may have been a little tight. Not that she was complaining. She pushed away the small lustful thoughts and looked at Val. 


     “I saw that.” Val grinned. 


     The skin on Bridget’s green cheeks turned red. “There is nothing wrong with looking.” 


     “I haven’t seen Norman around. Is he on another business trip?” 


     Bridget heard the emphasis on “Business trip” and ignored it. “He has a reanimation conference in Atlanta. He is going to be there all week.” She wished she just move on with the conversation. Val on numerous times tried to push her to take on a lover. The thought always tempted her but she stayed loyal to her husband even though she knew he fooled around from time to time. It wasn’t so much that she didn’t want another lover; Bridget wanted someone who was exciting and adventurous. Norman used to be like that in the beginning but they had been married for years. They both felt they were in a rut. Norman was spicing up his sex life; Bridget just couldn’t bring herself to cross that line yet. 


     Bridget sat silently. A few seconds passed and Val, getting the hint, continued on with the conversation. “Did you hear about the break-ins in town?” 


     “Yea, it’s on the news feeds. There have been three break-ins but nothing was stolen. The police have been scratching their heads.” 


     “Have you talked to Laguna Black lately?” 


     “No. Was she one of the break-ins?” The Black family is good friends to Val’s and Bridget’s families. 


     Val leaned in and spoke in a hushed voice. “Laguna confided in me yesterday. Someone did break in but it wasn’t to steal any valuables. She was home when it happened.” 


     “What happened?” Bridget was on the edge of her seat.  


     “She told me she was home having a nice quiet dinner by herself. After she finished, she felt a little funny afterwards. She went to lie down but then everything started to spin. She barely made it to the bedroom and she fell to her knees. She said she was overcome by dizziness. Then someone grabbed her.” 


     Bridget gasped. “Is she alright?” 


     “At first, she wasn’t sure what was happening. She broke out of the man’s grip and ran for her bedroom. She grabbed the phone off her night stand and managed to dial nine and one. Then she thinks she dropped the phone.” 


     Bridget felt uneasy. Electricity arced from the bolts in her neck. She felt she needed to grab Val and head over to the police station right this very moment. Val noticed the tiny lightning bolts from Bridget’s neck and put her hand up. 


     “Relax. Laguna is fine. She told me she wouldn’t go to the police because of the next part.” Val could see Bridget begin to relax as the lightning bolts settled down. She continued. “Laguna felt hands on her from behind. That dizzy feeling she felt was turning her on. She tried to reach for the phone one more time but stopped as the hands groped her. Whoever was in her house had their way with her and she liked it.” 


     Bridget sat there with her dropped jaw, feeling a little wet between her legs. “She liked it?” 


     Val gave a smirk. “She said it was nothing she ever felt before. The intruder was there for hours. He took her multiple times and apparently had a huge cock. She said it felt so good that she didn’t want it to end.” 


     “Did she get a look at him? Why didn’t she go to the police?” Bridget’s head swam with questions as her panties grew a little wetter. 


     “She said that the room was dark so she couldn’t see him but she felt every inch of him. If there is a cock line up, she would be more than happy to find this man again.” Val let out such a cackled laugh that it startled everyone nearby. 


     Bridget took a sip of her coffee while Val shooed away onlookers with a perfectly manicured hand. This was a lot to take in. Bridget shifted a little in her seat and let the heat drain from her face. 


     “So, she told the cops she had a break in but didn’t tell them what happened to her. What about the other break-ins? This could be serious.” 


     Val gave a sinister grin. “My dear, if the same thing happened at the other homes and no one is saying anything, maybe they liked it too. All I can say is Laguna is keeping her doors unlocked and I am tempted to do the same.” 


     Energy rippled around the bolts on Bridget’s neck. The thought of some stranger breaking in was tantalizing but she wasn’t sure how she felt about it. Her first impulse was to run to Laguna’s home and see if she needed a friend. Val eyed Bridget through her sunglasses and responded almost as if she was reading her mind. 


     “Because of the break in and possible media coverage, she left this morning for a short vacation in Florida. When I saw her, she seemed more than fine but she wants to keep this quiet so Chris doesn’t find out. You know he can be a hot head.” 


     The conversation turned to other topics. Bridget sat and drank as Val talked about her husband’s blood bank venture. Val did most of the talking but Bridget’s mind swirled at the thought of some stranger having their way her. The lack of spark at home made her yearn for contact and warmth. She was feeling lonely and as fun as it was to hang out with Val, she wanted a more exciting physical connection. 


     An hour passed and Bridget took her leave. As she stepped into her car, she could feel the stirring inside her. She sat with the car door closed and stared out of the windshield. The heat was still there and Bridget let out a low sigh. She put the car into drive and headed home. As she pulled out of the parking lot, another car engine started. After a few seconds, it pulled out and followed. 


  




  

     Two 


     Bridget pulled into her driveway and parked in the garage. The sun was setting and the sky took on a red hue. The garage door closed behind her as she stepped out and walked into her home. Her hand went to the alarm control panel and deactivated it. She was about to type in the code to reactivate the door and window alarms but hesitated. Her green hand hovered as she stared at the control panel. 


     Bridget bit her lip as she lowered her hand. She tried not to think about it as she walked in and dropped her bags on a chair. She made her way down a hallway to her bedroom. She stripped down and grabbed some comfortable clothes. She didn’t think some mysterious stranger was going to break in and ravish her but the thought did help her feel a little sexier.  


     She was about to put on her sleeping shirt when she stopped and looked into the mirror in her bedroom. All she had on were pink panties. Her eyes drifted over her naked green skin. She stared at the stitches on her arms and legs. Her body was feminine and fit. The best parts money could buy. Her double D breasts hung slightly as they defied gravity. Dark green nipples pointed because the stirring in her had not cooled. The white tips at her temples seemed to glow in the darkened room. The occasional arc of electricity from the bolts in her neck lit up the room with a dim blue light. 


     After a few silent moments Bridget put the shirt over her head and left the bedroom. She made her way to her large kitchen. The light outside the large bay window was fading into evening twilight. The stainless-steel refrigerator opened and a bowl of fruit was placed on the marble island counter top. A wine cabinet opened and a bottle of Shiraz was placed next to the bowl of sliced fruit. Bridget made her way to another cabinet for a wine glass. She poured herself a glass and made her way to the big comfy couch, turned on the 96-inch TV and sipped her wine. 


     The evening grew lazy and her mind drifted. She felt so alone in this big house. She thought of her Norman and immediately pushed him for her thoughts. He probably had someone keeping him warm at his hotel. Bridget dreamed of her stranger coming to her and forcing himself on her, into her. The thought sent a flash of heat through her and she let the fire burn. 


     “Wine, you do this to me every time.” Bridget whispered to the glass in her hand.  


     Bridget wanted to get one of her toys but they never seem to last long. She laughed at the thought of buying stock in dildos because she spends enough money on them. Her last one burned out due to a prolonged self-love session and she didn’t make the time to buy another one. She hadn’t had an orgasm in four nights, a personal record. 


     Bridget needed to fill her almost empty glass. She raised her head just enough over the edge of the couch. Her eyes glanced into the kitchen and she sensed something moving. She became very still as she stared. The wine bottle on the counter moved slightly. She was sure it moved. She pushed away the foggy wine feeling from her senses. 


     An object appeared out of nowhere. Bridget could see a small vial floating above the bottle. Her heart raced as the vial opened on its own and poured a small amount of liquid into the open wine bottle. The vial corked its self and disappeared. There was a slight shuffling sound. She could almost make out the sound of something being laid on the counter. 


     Bridget lay back down on the couch. Her cell phone was on the coffee table in front of her. It would take a moment to call 911 and say there is an intruder in the house. The puzzling thought was she did not see anyone. Her heart pounded in her chest as she decided on what she was going to. After a few tense seconds, she made a decision and calmed down. 


     With fluid movement, Bridget sat up and walked over to the kitchen with glass in hand. The kitchen was silent as she filled her glass and stepped over to the window. She looked out into the darken sky and put the glass to her lips. She let the wine touch her full lips but feigned drinking. She could feel eyes on her but the kitchen appeared empty. The thought of someone watching her was making her wet. She pretended to take another sip and put the glass down on the counter. Bridget was tired of being lonely. She felt heat rise up her neck as she dared the situation further. Whoever was watching her was going to get a show and she would be in control. 


     Bridget’s fingers pressed over her wet mound. Her panties felt soaked when she caressed herself. Her gentle fingers began to dance and rub. Small sounds came up her throat as her other hand went to her large tits. She pinched her nipple and they instantly stood erect. She wanted to be naked but kept her night shirt on to tempt her watcher. She made out a small gasp coming from someone other than her. She pictured her intruder getting hard and that image alone caused her to get wetter. 


     Bridget’s intruder must have thought this was all part of plan. Invisible hands came from behind and gently grabbed her tits. She felt something hard press in between her ass cheeks. She went with it as she continued to rub herself and move her ass up and down against the invisible hard cock. This played out for minutes as the hands glided over her reanimated flesh. The cock was firmly planted in between her cheeks and she could tell that the intruder had a large member. 


     Bridget pulled away and stood in the middle of the kitchen. She pretended she was surprised but she knew the intruder would try harder. She wanted him to desire her and take her. Hands wrapped around Bridget’s thin waist and grabbed her ass hard. Without skipping a beat, she grabbed the arms and pulled them away. Instantly she could tell the intruder was strong but she was stronger. This must have gotten the unseen stranger mad because an invisible force drove into her. Bridget’s back hit the wall and someone was on her. She could feel his hard tip press at her wet pussy as an invisible arm tried to lift up her leg. One leg was up and the tip of his cock just entered her slit. Bolts sparked from her neck. Bridget moaned as she planted a hand on the intruder’s chest and shoved hard. 


     Her invisible man flew from her and crashed into a counter. Thuds of him hitting the floor followed. Bridget ran but not too fast. She was having too much fun and she wanted this to last as long as it could. Furniture moved as her intruder crashed into them and gave chase. He was quick and when Bridget reached the hallway, hands grabbed her again. She felt the heavy breathing as she was slammed against a wall and a hand curled under her leg and lifted it once more. Ecstasy ran through her body as the intruder, not wasting any time, shoved his cock into her. She was so wet; it slid in all the way to the hilt with little resistance.  


     While she was on the intruder’s cock, he slammed her against the wall once more to try and take the fight out of her. Bridget gasped and moaned. She liked it rough and this was right up her alley. She pushed back but not at full strength. Her intruder slammed his hips into hers over and over again. Bridget let him have his fun for a minute before taking control. 


     With a thought, Bridget tightened her pussy muscles to a point where her intruder couldn’t move. He yelped in response and struggled to break away. She held onto him and would not budge. Then her dark sexual side came out. 


     “What’s the matter lover?” Bridget said sweetly. 


     “Please let go. I am going numb.” said her invisible intruder. 


     “I will let you go but first you are going to answer some questions.” Bridget used all her willpower from loosening up and sliding on his rock-hard member. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     “What did you put in my wine?” Bridget loved that her invisible intruder continued to struggle with his cock in her. 


     “Something to put you in the mood, I figured you would need some loosening up.” 


     Bridget tightened and the intruder let out a gasp of pain. “Talk to me like that again and I will squeeze it off.” 


     “Yes.” The intruder said meekly. 


     Bridget’s pussy juices flowed down his cock. She could see the base of it was covered with wetness. “What exactly did you put in there?” 


     “A love potion with some minor adjustments, it would only last the night.” 


     “You were planning on fucking me all night.” It was more of a statement then a question. She rolled the thought over in her mind. 


     “Yes.” He said through gritted teeth. 


     “Did you fuck my friend Laguna Black?” 


     “I did.” 


     “What were you going to do once you fucked me all night?” 


     “I have a potion that would have put you to sleep. My coat is invisible and has some of my vials in it. I just thought you were so beautiful. I had to have you.” 


     Bridget was flattered. “You are human?” 


     “Yes.” The invisible man whimpered. 


     Bridget licked her lips as arcs of electricity flew from her neck bolts. He was still hard in her and seemed to give up trying to pull out. Her lust was still in full heat and she wasn’t going to let this well-hung morsel get away. The thought of him fucking her all night made her loosen up her grip. The intruder’s cock slid out a little but he still kept it in her. 


     “You belong to me tonight. You will fuck me but to my rules. Understood?” 


     “Yes.” 


     Almost timidly, her hung intruder started pushing his cock in and out of Bridget. She moaned quietly as he pressed against her. He quickened his pace and her moans grew louder. Bridget liked being against the wall with her mysterious stranger pressed against her. She could feel his muscles ripple as his stiff cock plunged her sopping wet pussy. 


     A tiny lightning bolt flashed from a neck bolt and struck Bridget’s unseen intruder. He grunted in pain and stopped moving. Bridget wrapped her legs around him and pushed him into her. Another bolt flashed and struck him again. He stopped once more.  


     “Keep fucking me.” Bridget demanded and her intruder complied. 


     Bridget let out a whimper as a large orgasm started to build. She urged him on with her legs to keep pushing into her. Her intruder quickened his pace and she could feel his cock grow larger. She let her orgasm blast through her as she tightened her pussy. His cock was so snug that he could barely move. 


     “I can’t cum. You are too tight.” He grunted. 


     “You cum when I say you can cum.” Bridget said breathlessly as a second orgasm caused her body to shudder. 


     All of Bridget’s senses were alive as a third orgasm pushed through her. She had her invisible lover right where she wanted him. The excitement caused her to heave as she felt every vein on his impressive member. With her eyes closed, everything had become touch as sparks exploded from her senses. 


     “Please let me cum.” He begged. 


     Bridget was silent as she rode his member for another thirty seconds. With a small nod from her head and releasing the hold on his cock just a little, her intruder exploded inside her. Jets of hot cum filled her as another orgasm exploded in between her stitched up legs. Bridget put her legs down as cum dripped onto the waxed wooded floor. 


     Bridget still had her hands on the unseen intruder. With her supernatural strength she grabbed him and dragged him into the living room. A second later she slammed him down on the couch. The invisible intruder gasped in fear as she held him down. Her hands worked quickly touching him all over and locating his invisible wilting cock. Bridget straddled and inserted the softening member inside of her. She was so wet that it slipped in and she grabbed it with her impossibly strong pussy muscles. There was a loud groan but Bridget wasn’t finished yet. 


     The reanimated woman concentrated and sent a current through her pussy, around the softening cock. It sprang back to rock hard status as she heard a small invisible scream.   


     “It hurts!” 


     “Good. I’m not finished. Tonight, everything about you belongs to me. You will please me until I say it is over.” 


     Bridget slammed her hips on the intruder’s stone hard cock. His moans sounded more like pain then pleasure. Bridget was fine with that. He had become her toy for the evening and she was going to use him until she was satisfied. A stranger came into her home to take advantage and she was more than happy to teach him a lesson and fulfill her urges in the process. 


     If anyone walked in and saw Bridget bouncing naked in the air, they would have made for the exit in a hurry. But it didn’t matter, she felt every inch inside and she squeezed more cum into her waiting slit. The grunts were deep but her intruder stayed hard with Bridget’s help. He let out some more painful moans and then became still. 


     Bridget continued to bounce on him. She could tell that he passed out. It was too much for his little human body to handle. Voltage energized his cock as Bridget continued. His electrified member now became her living dildo and she pumped her hips on him. She came seven more times but her sleeping intruder only came three more.  Then and only then did Bridget fall back and rubbed her womanhood for one last small orgasm. 


     Panting, Bridget got up and went to the kitchen. Her hands moved across the counters until she grabbed some fabric. She lifted up his invisible coat and searched through it. She pulled out several small vials, opened them and poured the contents down the drain. She then made her way to the couch and lifted up the unconscious invisible intruder. In her arms she carried him out of the house and dumped him on her front lawn. Since he was invisible, it didn’t matter when he woke up and left, no one would see him. She threw his coat in the grass and turned back toward the house. After an access code was entered, the security system turned on. 


     Bridget smiled as she stumbled walked to her bedroom. She felt dizzy after slaking her lustful thirst. Her thighs had a wonderful soreness and her energy burned low.  She flopped into bed and fell into a deep peaceful sleep.  


  




  

     Four 


     Val pulled up to the front of Bridget’s home in a black BMW. She sat for a moment and looked at text messages on her phone. The sun would be up in less than an hour and she already had her sunglasses on. The passenger car door opened and closed seemingly by its self. Val looked over and pulled down her sun glasses slightly. 


     “How did it go?” 


     A naked man became visible in the passenger seat. He had a muscular tight body with washboard abs. His hair was short and blonde. His expression was that of a defeated man. 


     “She never took the potion and had her way with me. I think I have to go to the hospital.” The naked man whined. 


     “Oh man up!” Val laughed. “Sounds like my girl passed the test for my little club.” 


     “Please mistress, can we go?” 


     Val let out a tired sigh. “Yes, we can go home. But you better rest up because I like my men beat up and weak. “ 


     The man gave a horrified stare as Val smiled showing her pearly white fangs. She shifted into drive and sped out down the street as the sun peaked on the horizon. 


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Sexy Monster Wives: Cassie’s Private Party 
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     One 


     Cassie felt the heat of the mid-afternoon sun as she sipped her Bloody Mary. She let out a sigh as the sun beamed down on her from the clear blue sky. The day was terribly boring since her older cousin left for Florida. They had planned to spend the weekend together but after the break in, she needed some time to herself. Cassie understood where she was coming from. If someone had broken into her home, she would’ve been on edge for weeks. But this turn of events left Cassie alone and bored for the weekend. 


     Cassie’s husband James was no help either. He was on a movie set in Mexico filming the new Mutant Lake movie. He was playing a water mutant and the shoot was scheduled for two weeks. He left yesterday and this put Cassie with the question on what to do with herself. 


     The heat was becoming unbearable. Cassie dropped her robe and walked across the stone patio to her pond. It was actually a cleverly constructed pool made to look like a pond. It had overgrown plants covering the edge and the water had all natural chemicals so she wouldn’t dry out her tender skin. She walked naked to the edge of the pool flexing her gills and staring at the water for a second before diving in. Her skin felt alive while she swam. Her webbed hands and feet helped her move through the water with perfect ease. Her mind drifted as she kicked her legs with her arms at her side. Water was her natural element and she couldn't live anywhere that didn’t have an amazing pool.  


     Despite the respite from the blazing sun, Cassie yearned for an activity. She turned underwater onto her back and stared at the blue sky, lost in thought. Her friend Bridget came to mind. She could give her a call. Her husband was out of town as well and maybe she needed the company. After spending ten minutes under water, she decided to give her friend a call and see what trouble they could get into. 


     Cassie emerged from the water’s edge and walked back to her patio. Her robe stayed where it fallen from her small lithe body. Her cell phone and bloody Mary waited on a glass table. After a quick drying of hands, she scooped up her phone and saw that she had a text message waiting. The number was unknown but she decided to check the text anyway. 


     Bunk Party @ 1314 Mocking Bird Street. Wear something sexy. 


     Bunk party? Cassie wasn’t sure what that meant but it did set her curiosity into motion. She did a quick Google search on her phone and came across some definitions. Bunk parties were when a person leaves their home open for people to meet for anonymous sex parties. Cassie’s eyebrow arched. She didn’t recognize the number where the text came from so it must have been sent by accident. Her pulse quickened slightly with the thought of investigating this little mystery. She had the weekend to herself and no one would know what she was up to. Thoughts swirled as she pictured a crazy sex party. She could go and watch. It would make for an exciting evening and maybe she could see who in town would come to something like this. They wouldn’t dare tell on her to James because she could out them for being perverts. The plan seemed to be coming together as Cassie’s heart raced with excitement. 


     There was no meeting time on the text so she figured it must be an all day and maybe all-night affair. Cassie ran into her house and set about looking for something to wear. She knew Mocking Bird Street was a pretty ritzy area and maybe they had a pool she could test out. She first put on a purple bikini top and bottom with a shirt and jeans over it. She modeled her five-foot one body in front of a full-length mirror. Her green eyes sparkled as her blonde hair spilled past her shoulders. Cassie was very petite with a thin little waist. Her little body made her C cup breasts look more like D’s. She wasn’t complaining as they always brought attention from men and women alike. 


     Cassie walked to the garage, stepped into her Mercedes and peeled out into the street. The drive was a quick one as she cut through Main Street and made her way west. She hit a button on her steering wheel and called Bridget. The phone rang four times before it was answered by a weary voice. 


     “Hello?”  


     “It’s Cassie, what are you doing tonight?” 


     “Very tired, had a long night last night. I think I am staying in.” 


     Cassie pouted to herself. “I understand. I guess I will spend the evening by myself……alone.”  


     “Oh sweetie, I am sure you will be fine, maybe tomorrow night.” Bridget hung up. 


     Cassie’s heart dropped a little. She would have felt better if a girlfriend went with her but it didn’t look like that was happening. Cassie did consider dropping the whole adventure, heading home and putting a movie on but a lingering curiosity urged her on. At worst, it could be a complete ick fest and walk out knowing she didn’t miss anything. 


     The mansion appeared in the distance. Cassie slowed and timidly parked some distance from her destination. She kept her webbed hands on the steering wheel as she stared at the home. The mansion was beautiful with white pillars in front and plenty of large windows. The curtains were drawn and the mansion appeared still. The area had a few homes and the street was quiet as a tomb. Cassie took a deep breath, turned off the car and stepped out. 


     The walk to the mansion was nerve wracking. Cassie felt at any moment someone would drive by, point and laugh. It was a ridiculous thought since she was just walking down a street and no one would know why she was there. It still kept her on edge because she knew what she was doing and her own blood rang in her ears. When she reached the front door, instead of knocking, she tried the knob. It turned and the door opened without a sound. Cassie listened with the door partially open. She thought she would hear moaning or laughing but the place was dead quiet. With one last bit of bravery, Cassie stepped inside. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     The mansion was huge. Matching crescent stair wells led to a second floor. A silver chandelier hung from the ceiling and marble pillars greeted Cassie as she stepped in. This was just the foray and already she was impressed. With no one in sight, Cassie made her way in further.  


     Cassie’s excitement pushed her to investigate the home but it started to wane with room after room coming up empty. The owners had spectacular tastes with furniture, artwork and statues but she didn’t come across a single person. Seeing that no one was home, Cassie became more relaxed. Maybe she was early to the party so she thought she would make the best of it. Her final stop was the master bedroom. When she opened the double doors, her eyes drank everything in. A massive California king bed laid out before her. The blankets were silk as were the pillow cases. A table off to the right held dildos in all shapes and sizes. They were new because they were still in their original packaging. Whoever was throwing this party seemed to prepare everything in advance. 


     Cassie ran her hand over a packaged dildo and felt warmth in between her legs. The thought of getting off in a stranger’s home started to turn her on but she still hadn’t finished investigating. She walked over to the large windows and pulled the curtain aside. She smiled in delight when she saw they had an Olympic sized swimming pool and oversized Jacuzzi.  


     A minute later Cassie was down to her purple bikini and diving into the crystal blue water. The swimming pool dwarfed her own and she took full advantage of it. As water filtered through her gills, she could tell they used natural chemicals to clean it. Her gills didn’t have that burning sensation she normally would get from too much chlorine. This kept her underwater for twenty minutes. When she surfaced her bright green eyes caught sight of people coming out of the glass patio doors. 


     Cassie’s eyes floated just above the waterline as two men and a red skinned woman with large bat wings walked out. The men in question looked almost normal. One had short black hair, cute face, leather jacket, black jeans and biker boots. The other one was more stylish with long raven black hair, flowing medieval outfit, very handsome face and pointed elven ears. The red skinned woman was busty with an hourglass figure. She had a bikini top that seemed to only cover her nipples and a black thong that left very little to the imagination. She was a beautiful woman with small horns protruding from her forehead, her legs were bent in a reverse angle and her feet were cloven like a horse or goat.  


     “It seems like we are the first ones here.” Leather Jacket guy said as he looked around with slight amusement. 


      “I am sure others will show.” The elf gave a bored expression. 


     “You know I can’t wait lover. I need you so bad.” The demon woman started unzipping leather jackets pants. 


     Cassie’s eyes widened as Leather Jacket's cock spilled out semi hard. He did not protest as demon woman went to her knees and took it into her mouth. The elf sat on one of the patio chairs enjoying the show and the demon furiously sucked away. They didn’t know she was there and that made the moment even more exciting.  


     After a few minutes the demon moaned loudly as her head bounced up and down. Cassie assumed leather jacket was coming from his expression as he put his head back and groaned loudly. The elf looked around and something caught his eye. Cassie eyed where he was looking. She forgot that she just dropped her clothes on the grass as she ran to the pool. Instantly her heart jumped into her throat. 


     The elf walked over and picked up Cassie’s shirt. He looked over to the pool and could see Cassie’s green eyes staring back at him. He smiled as he held the shirt up. The jig was up. Cassie swam to the side of the pool and came up the underwater stairs. Her body glistened as she stepped into full view. The elf pulled his shoulders back and walked over to Cassie. She knew instantly who the elf was and blushed as he presented the shirt to her. 


     “Hello. My name is…” 


     “I know who you are Sylvin.” Cassie presented her webbed hand. “Cassandra.” 


     An expression of realization came over Sylvin’s face. “Cassie from tenth grade?” 


     Cassie knew Sylvin from grade school but she didn’t correct him. He was her all-time crush when she first laid eyes on him in fourth grade.  He never noticed her for years and finally acknowledged her when he needed notes in science class. Cassie never took it personal. His family was incredibly racist and insisted he only interact with other elves. After high school, thoughts of him kind of faded until this very moment. Then Cassie started to laugh. 


     “What is so funny?” Sylvin asked with a smile. 


     “You are. Seeing you here at a bunk sex party after all these years. I had no idea you were into this stuff.” 


     Sylvin continued to smile. “I don’t normally but I have an open mind to all arts, sexual or otherwise. I could say the same about you.” 


     Cassie’s face glowed red. “I don’t either. Someone accidently sent me a text about this party and I was curious. I have no intention of joining in.” 


     “Are you going to introduce us?” Leather Jacket said as he moved from standing to sitting in a patio chair. The demon woman using her mouth to get him hard again. 


     “Please pardon my rudeness. The gentleman’s name is Scott and the lovely demon on her knees is Oni, everyone this is Cassie. “ 


     Scott waved. Oni continued to work Scott’s cock and simply raised a hand in acknowledgment. Cassie smiled at the absurdity of the situation but let it pass. She took her shirt from Sylvin and held it in her hand. She did catch his eyes on her breasts for a brief instant before smiling and beckoning her over to two empty patio seats. Cassie followed; they both sat down and watched the Scott and Oni show. 


      “It is good to see you. It has been a long time.” Sylvin chimed in, as Scott put his head back and moaned once again. 


     “Yes, it has.” Cassie felt the need to say she was married. Naughty thoughts danced through her head and she wanted to stay strong. But she was having a difficult time with it. Sylvin sat with such a calm demeanor and his blue eyes pierced her shell that she felt naked to him. Her nipples became erect and she knew he could see them. Even if he was seeing her turned on, he didn’t let it show. 


     Sylvin continued. “I am sure others will show. I hear these parties are hot now.” 


     “I’m married.” Cassie blurted out. 


     Sylvin was quiet for a moment. “I too have a significant other in my life. We are not married but it is arranged. She doesn’t know I am here.” 


     “I will keep your secret if you keep mine.” Cassie smiled. 


     “Then we are agreed.” Sylvin brushed a lock of hair from Cassie’s neck. 


     The mere touch of his finger sent shock waves through Cassie’s body. She instantly became wet and crossed her legs. Her bikini was still drying in the afternoon sun but she wasn’t going to take any chances. She cleared her throat and shifted in her seat. 


     Oni pulled her mouth from Scott’s cock and a string of cum followed. She licked her lips and her hand travelled down to her thong. She began rubbing herself and eyed Cassie. The look of lust welled up in her smile. 


     “I can smell you from here. Sylvin is making you hot. Don’t fight it. He makes me hot all the time.” 


     Cassie was mortified and let it show. Despite feeling embarrassed, Oni was telling the truth. Cassie felt her juices flowing and she was trying to figure out how to stand up without giving anything away. Oni had other ideas. She crawled over on her hands and knees to Sylvin. Her hand went to his thigh and moved it to his crotch. Sylvin continued to sit and did nothing to stop her.  


     Cassie’s eyes narrowed. She watched as Oni rubbed his bulge and a flare of angry heat blasted through her. Cassie stood up and made for the mansion. She made it ten feet before a hand gently grabbed her wrist.  


     “Please stay. I am not interested in Oni.” Sylvin smiled. 


     “It seems like you didn’t mind.” 


     “Please stay and talk with me.” 


     Cassie hesitated. She really had no place to be. After a few seconds, she nodded in agreement. 


     “Let us try out the hot tub while Oni and Scott continue their fun.” 


     Cassie agreed and they both made their way to the hot tub. The water was already hot and bubbling. Cassie wondered who turned it on when Sylvin began shedding his clothes. At first Cassie thought he was going down to his bathing suit. She was surprised when he stripped naked. His body was lean and well defined. His long black hair draped over his shoulders while his ears pointed up between locks. Her eyes fell down to his member all she could think about was how perfect it was. It swayed slightly as he stepped over the edge and submerged himself in the Jacuzzi. 


     Cassie followed behind but kept her bikini on. The water was steamy and the bubbles played over her skin. She cupped her webbed hands and poured water over her head. Sylvin put his arms out along the edge of the tub and watched as Cassie became comfortable. 


     Cassie wished he would take her right there and then. She wouldn’t resist if he just reached out and touched her. She could feel her lips quiver at the thought as jets of water flowed over her clit. She knew this was a mistake but she stayed anyway. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     Cassie could feel the slow build of an orgasm as she tried not to stare at the handsome elf beside her. The underwater jets had heightened the mood and she found it difficult to concentrate. She could see his large cock in between bubbles and that further added to her difficulty to keep her eyes up. Sylvin was relaxed as he looked at Cassie with warm eyes.  


     “I am sorry. This is a mistake. I should leave.” Cassie said in a last bit of desperation. She saw where this was going but she hoped beyond hope he would ask her to stay. She wanted his cock in her so much and the jets of water were bringing her to the brink. 


     “It is not a mistake if we keep this our secret. I made a promise to you and you to me.” 


     “What about your friends?” 


     “They are loyal to me. I am sure they will keep this to themselves.” 


     Cassie could not hold back anymore. Her webbed hand drifted underwater to his thigh. Slowly she touched his member and an orgasm filled her body with pleasure. Her breathing quickened as the jets flowed over her hot pussy and clit. Her hand wrapped around the shaft and she slowly pumped her hand. He was rock hard as she gently stroked it.  


     Sylvin was silent as his hand moved behind Cassie. With one quick motion, her bikini top came undone and fell into the bubbling water. Her dark nipples exposed, it pushed Cassie beyond the point of no return. Her other hand touched her womanhood as she quickened the pace. 


     Cassie had to reel herself in. She had wanted him for so long, she would enjoy every moment. After a few minutes of stroking, she could feel the girth of his manhood widen. With one quick motion, Cassie submerged her head and wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock, her long tongue wrapping around the shaft like a horny lizard. She always had a love for the salty-sweet taste of cum. Her husband never minded when she woke up early mornings to taste him before they went about their day. She grew more excited at what her crush would taste like. 


     Cassie’s gills took in water as her mouth filled with his member. She bobbed underwater for several minutes. The smooth veiny texture ran across her lips as the tip of her tongue played with the slit at the end. She pressed her tongue along the bottom of the shaft to the roof of her mouth. This made the sensations extra tight for her elven crush and he gave a slight moan of approval. With her head submerged and gills taking in oxygen, Cassie took her sweet time. She prayed to her elven god while sucking away at his member and thinking of little else. She wanted him to come in her mouth so she could suck down every last drop. Sylvin’s cock hardened like it would burst and then it relaxed. Cassie did not taste him and he remained hard. After a few more minutes, Cassie surfaced and looked at the elf. 


     “You didn’t come.” Cassie tried to keep the slightly disappointed edge from her voice. 


     “It was a tantric orgasm. It allows me to go longer without actually coming.” 


     This bit of information further inflamed Cassie’s lust. The absolute control he had over his body was amazing and wicked thoughts played out over her mind. She wanted him to lose control. She wanted him to lose it to her. 


     “Let’s make this a private party. I saw a master bedroom upstairs.” Cassie smiled seductively. 


     “Then please lead the way my little siren.” 


     Cassie was giddy as she leapt out of the water and ran topless toward the mansion. Sylvin was close behind playfully reaching out trying to grab her. Cassie glanced back at Sylvin as he ran after her naked. His cock dangled as his hand hooked her bikini bottom. She was quick to slap it away. She wasn’t going to make it easy for him. She wanted him to take her, force her into submission. 


     Inside the mansion, Cassie ran into the foray and up one of the crescent stair cases. He was close but she kept just out of reach. Once she had him in the master bedroom, he would all hers. Then she would let the final part of her plan take place.  


     As Cassie ran down the hall, she heard noises from rooms as she passed. It appeared the bunk party was in full swing. Others must have entered and started their trysts. She ran past an open door and could see a woman being serviced by three werewolves. They were each inside her and she moaned with earthly delight. Past another open doorway she saw a tentacle creature stroking and entering several men all at once. Sexual energy filled the air. Just seeing all those bodies together made Cassie wetter but she was hungry only for her elven crush. 


     Cassie crashed into the master bedroom double doors and flung them open. Thankfully the room was empty. She turned around and stood mostly naked as Sylvin stalked his way in. With a smooth gesture, he closed the doors behind him. Cassie felt goose bumps as her elf slowly walked toward her. She had no way around him and was effectively trapped, just liked she planned. 


     Sylvin approached Cassie’s trembling body and brushed away a lock of hair over her shoulder. He gave her a long passionate kiss. Cassie fought to keep standing. His hands moved with such dexterity, Cassie didn’t even notice her bikini bottom falling off her hips and onto the plush carpeted floor. Sylvin towered over Cassie’s small form; his cock touched the bottom of her ample breasts. Cassie hugged her elf with his large cock in between them. She bent slightly and had the shaft in between her ample tits. She rubbed her body along his hard member, Sylvin’s face calm and cool. 


     Cassie looked up into Sylvin’s kind eyes for a breath of a second. Then her hand came up and across, slapping him hard across the face. Sylvin laughed and Cassie slapped him again. This time there was a flash of anger. Sylvin’s face contorted as he grabbed Cassie’s forearm before she could hit him again. Cassie struggled and fought as Sylvin tried to restrain her.  


     “How dare you!” Sylvin yelled as his calm demeanor vaporized. 


     Quietly, Sylvin picked Cassie up and threw her on the California king bed. Before she could do anything Sylvin was on top with his hard cock pressed against her. Cassie felt a gush of heat as Sylvin took control of her body. He was kneeling on the bed as he maneuvered her mouth to the tip of his cock. Shudders of ecstasy rippled through the siren as his hot tip slid into her mouth. Her lips could feel every vein as it plunged deep into her throat. Sylvin held Cassie by her hair as he controlled the tempo. Cassie felt wetness drip down her thighs as she moaned. 


     Sylvin’s breathing intensified as he upped the speed. He made a slight groan and started to pull away. Cassie wrapped her lips tighter and sucked as hard as she could. A loud moan filled the room as Cassie’s mouth was rewarded with jets of come. The sweet salty taste filled her mouth. She continued to suck down each glob as they came and let the last bit of it rest on her tongue. As she pulled away, she licked the tip and notice a shudder run through her elven lover. 


     “We are not done.” Sylvin said without a hint of emotion. He quickly turned Cassie around and slid his throbbing member into her waiting slit.  


     Sylvin’s cock was so large; Cassie thought she would be split in half. He forced it in inch by inch. Pain and pleasure exploded throughout Cassie’s tiny frame. His hands grabbed her small waist and forced her down to the hilt. One hand grabbed her hip while the other hand grabbed her hair. Cassie cried out as he controlled her body to please him. This drove her wild as she struggled to fit every inch. The elf used her with long slow strokes as her struggling seemed to make him harder. Soon he was slamming his hips into Cassie’ round ass. She gasped and yelled out with each thrust of his hips. She didn’t know for how long she could keep up but it ultimately was up to the elf. She would endure until he said otherwise. 


     The sound of skin on skin filled the room. Heat poured from Cassie’s as Sylvin punished her ass. An orgasm blasted Cassie’s senses and then followed by another. His strength kept her in place like a living fuck doll and he showed no signs of slowing down. Her channel was slick as his hardness moved back and forth. Cassie looked back with eyes pleading not to stop. Sylvin pulled her hair and forced her to look forward as his cock became engorged. Both hands went to Cassie’s hips and he shoved everything he had into her with one long explosion of come. 


     Cassie cried as her hot slit filled with jets of liquid. Sylvin let go and Cassie moved her body along the shaft, trying to squeeze out every last drop. She moaned like an animal and bit her lip when she noticed his cock was still hard. Sylvin stayed on his knees and let Cassie softly bounce on his hips. 


     The ecstasy slowly blurred Cassie’s vision and everything began to move in flashes. She continued to move slowly on Sylvin’s hard member as he reached over to the night stand. She lowered her arms and kept her ass in the air with wet slurping sounds from their union. From the corner of her eye, she saw Sylvin rip open the packaging to a dildo. It was one of the big ones and he slapped her ass hard with it. This only caused her to pick up the pace. Sylvin pulled out and she could feel the dildo slide in. It didn’t feel quite the same and she whined her displeasure. Sylvin pulled it out and it glistened with Cassie’s juices. He pushed the head of his cock back into her as he placed the tip of the dildo on Cassie’s pucker. 


     Cassie gasped. She never had anything inserted into her ass. She heard so many different stories about how painful it was that she was turned off by the thought. She tried to slide away but one hand held her in place as the wet dildo plunged into her hole. An orgasm blasted through her as both the dildo and Sylvin’s hot member pushed into her. The small amount of pain was dwarfed by the sheer amount of pleasure whipping through her. The pain subsided and disappeared altogether as Cassie arched her back downward to take it all in. 


     Time lost all meaning as their bodies rocked back and forth looped in sensual tides. Cassie lost count on the number of times herself and Sylvin came. Finally, Sylvin pulled himself and the dildo out and changed places. The dildo slid into her wet mound as he penetrated her waiting ass. Tears of lust and bliss streamed from Cassie’s eyes as she cried out. She never wanted this to end. Night started to encroach as the light dimmed from outside. Even as darkness started to nestle in, Cassie begged Sylvin to keep fucking her all night. With a sly smile on his elven face, he told her she had no choice in matter. 


     


  




  

     Four 


     Cassie and Sylvin embraced for the rest of the night. Hours passed and they both eventually collapsed from sheer exhaustion. Arms and legs entwined, they slept like they expected to wake hundreds of years from now. Strange dreams swirled in Cassie’s mind as her body tried to recuperate. Flashes of her husband smiling danced before her, other flashes of Sylvin’s angry face and his hard member forced into her. She felt wet as the images of her husband faded and more heat poured through her. 


     Cassie woke with Sylvin inside her. She was so wet; she didn’t feel him enter her right away. The sun was illuminating the white curtains. Sylvin was gentle with his movements as every inch filled her wet slit. Cassie had a lazy orgasm as her hand went to his face. He smiled as he pulled out and came on her belly. It was such a close, warm moment. Cassie felt her eyes water knowing that it was going to end. 


     “Our little secret.” Cassie and Sylvin said in unison. 


     Sylvin was first to dress and leave. He kissed Cassie’s forehead and left without saying goodbye. Cassie lay on the huge bed and let everything sink in. She couldn’t breathe a world of this to anyone. She secretly hoped Sylvin’s friends would keep quiet about it as well. If her husband found out... Cassie tried not to think about it. 


     And with that, Cassie gathered her clothes throughout the house and the pool area. Once she was fully dressed, she went out to the back pool and gave one last look. From behind she heard the patio door open and a woman dressed in black and red stepped out. She had a black umbrella shading her from the early morning sun. Sunglasses covered her eyes, blood red lips curving into a smile as she walked toward Cassie. 


     “Val?” Cassie said astonished. 


     “Hello Sweetie. I trust you had a good time.” 


     Cassie began to connect the dots. “You sent me that text.” 


     “That is one of the things I love about you, smart as a whip.” 


     “This is your house?” 


     “One of several I own. Sometimes even in Misty Hallow I like to get away and just have a place or four I can visit depending on my mood.” 


     “You set this whole thing up for what reason? Why did you do this?” Cassie wasn’t sure how to feel. 


     “Oh honey, I don’t want to bore you with the details just yet but I am happy to say you passed the initiation. Welcome to my little club.” 


     Cassie was silent. Val walked up to Cassie and gave her a great big hug. She pulled away and left her hands on Cassie’s shoulders. 


     “Come sit with me. We have much to discuss.” 


     Cassie and Val sat at the patio table and talked about the future. 


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Sexy Monster Wives: Val’s Blue Room 
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     One 


     Val closed the arcane book on her lap and leaned her head back. Her head swirled with ancient passages as she stared at the book case in front of her. Her fingers slowly caressed the raised ancient title on the leather-bound tome. With a thought, she focused on her surroundings and pushed the ancient knowledge deep within her mind. 


     The small room’s walls were covered in tomes from across the world. A sturdy oak table stood before her with a tasteful golden lamp. She laid her hands on the arm rests of her leather chair and continued to clear her head. The silence was deafening but welcome. Plots and plans drifted through her mind’s eye and she organized them into times and places. She disliked chaos and spent a great deal of time whipping it to her will. 


     The lamp flickered twice. Val knew the main gate was open to her estate. Her husband must be pulling in. She had about six minutes before he would be at the front door, more than enough time for her to slip out of her secret library and greet him with a smile. The library was Val’s little secret. No one knew about it, not even her husband. While he was on one of his business trips, Val had a construction crew come in and put it together complete with a secret entrance. They even added sensors wired directly to the lamp in the room to warn her if someone was coming through the main gate or through any of the windows and doors. When it was completed, she not only paid them handsomely but made sure they drank one of her forget me potions.  


     Val pulled a book and a door silently opened. She slipped out and closed it shut behind her. She stood in one of the large storage rooms and made her way to the hallway. Val knew her husband disliked going anywhere near a storage room. As he put it, storage was where you put things you don’t want see or deal with anymore. He is an efficient vampire and if it wasn’t being used, it ended up in the trash. Val was the opposite and that made these rooms the perfect place for her secret hideaways.  


     The mansion was quiet as Val made her way to the entrance. She took her time as her body heat began to rise. Genuine excitement filled her thoughts as she pictured him walking through the door. Despite any extracurricular activities she may perform when he was away, there was a love for him she could never deny. 


     Val sauntered up to the large double oak doors and waited. Seconds passed and one door swung open. Drakkus stepped in with his long hair tied back and a smirk on his lips. He looked immaculate in his black suit as he walked up to Val and hugged her. They held each other long moments before Val began running her hands down his sides and to his zipper. 


     It was the same ritual they always followed after not seeing each other for lengths of time. Val pulled the zipper down with one hand as the other slid in. She took hold of his larger than average member and gently pulled it out. Her hand caressed and stroked it while smiling at her husband. He grew rock hard in her hand as she traced manicured fingers over every thick vein. She slowly brought herself to her knees and began licking the tip of his head with her pointed, delicate tongue. 


     There was a scent of another woman on his cock but that didn’t dampen her enthusiasm. They had an unspoken rule about spending time with others. Val did find it cute that he would try to cover it up with soap and cologne. Val’s tongue traced around the head, licking the slit on the end, her gaze meeting her husbands.  Her hand curled around the base while she kissed it with her full red lips, as if she had all the time in the world. Her husband’s breathing quickened as she circled her lips around the end of his cock and gently began sucking away.  


     Drakkus undid his belt and let his pants fall. Val’s left hand reached around and squeezed his ass while the right one stroked the base. Val let him push further into her mouth, inch by inch. She ran her tongue underneath his hard member as he pushed in to the hilt. Val made long sucking strokes as he moaned. She could feel him getting harder and took control. 


     Val increased the tempo as she stroked him with both hands. She focused on the end of his cock while with measured skill, rubbed the shaft. He was rock hard as she sucked his member. His moans turned to sharp intakes of breath. Val could feel him stiffen and then there was a loud moan. Val moaned as her mouth was filled with jets of come. She gulped it down and slowed her pace so hubby could enjoy the sensations. This went on for a full minute and Val ran her tongue all along his cock, teasing out a few more small spurts of white come. 


     A drop of come fell onto Val’s cleavage and she rubbed it in her hot skin. The energy from his come filled Val’s heart and she was nearly drunk from the amount of energy poured into her. There are several different ways to feed and Val was first to admit this one was her favorite. 


     “I love you.” Drakkus said breathlessly. 


     “I love you too sweetie.” Val said as she continued to stroke his semi hard cock. 


     Val stayed on her knees and looked up. “I will be spending some time tonight with the girls. Don’t wait up.” Before Drakkus could say anything, Val took his cock once more into her mouth and began sucking. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     A long black limousine leisurely drove down Main Street. The town of Misty Hallow appeared empty as the limo passed under street light after street light. Inside, three sexy monsters laughed and toasted with their drinks. Expensive vodka flowed and party energy was running high. 


     Val leaned back into the leather seat with a drink in her hand and a wicked smile on her face. Bridget had a glass of whiskey on the rocks while Cassie laughed and topped off more vodka into her half glass of orange juice. Both monsters were pleasantly surprised when Val pulled up to their individual homes and told them to get in. Cassie was already one sheet to the wind and hopped in without a second thought. Bridget on the other hand was preparing for bed when the horn honked outside her home and a text appeared on her phone reading "Get ready and wear something sexy". 


     “Where are we going?” Bridget asked for the third time.  


     “Is it that new club on Spear Road? I heard tonight was opening night.” Cassie said spilling vodka onto the carpeted floor. 


     “Drink up my dear. I want you nice and loose for tonight. You are both my guests at the Blue Room.” 


     Excitement bloomed in Cassie’s face. “That’s the name! I was trying to remember the name of the place. It’s about time this town had a real club. The bars were not doing it for me anymore.” 


     Bridget shot a concerned look at Val. “You know I am not a big fan of clubs.” 


     Val swirled her drink in her hand and innocently smiled at her stitched-up friend. “Tonight, you can make the exception. It is opening night and I wanted to show you gals a good time. Trust me, you will have fun.” 


     Bridget shrugged and sipped her drink. Cassie had downed her glass and was feebly trying to pour herself some more. Bridget put her drink down and helped her friend by taking the glass and doing all the pouring. 


     “You might want to slow it down.” Bridget said while handing a glass with more orange juice then vodka to Cassie’s outstretched hand. 


     “Let her have some fun. You both have been hermits lately and a night out won’t kill you.” 


     The bolts on Bridget’s neck sparked as she braced herself for the evening. Cassie held out the glass in her webbed hand and shook it, signaling a refill. Val topped off her tipsy friend and clinked glasses with her. Bridget held up her whiskey and gave a nervous smile. 


     The limo slowed down and finally stopped. Cassie pressed her nose against the shaded window. Val put her glass down as Bridget tried to look past Cassie’s head. There was a crowd outside and blue lights flashed into view. 


     “We are here. Let’s go ladies.” Val gave a fanged smile. 


     Fred the chauffeur leaped out of the driver’s side and made his way around to the rear passenger door. He opened it and stood back as Val stepped out into the cool night air. The air was electric as a large crowd lined up to get into the club. Blue spot lights flashed into the sky as a small neon sign glowed “Blue Room”. Heads and eyes turned to the stunning woman in a long black skin tight dress with a slit up to her hips. A green skinned woman in a wide collared shirt stepped out next. Her ample cleavage caused a stir with a few men on the line. Finally, a petite blonde stepped out with a tight shirt and even tighter pants.  


     Half the crowd on line seemed to know who the stunning vampire was and let out cheers and shouts. Val waved to them and blew a few kisses. Cassie was in the spirit of the moment and started waving back to the crowd and blew kisses. Bridget laughed and helped Cassie stand up straight. 


     The three sexy monsters started walking toward the entrance when three figures broke from the line. Val stopped when she saw three centaurs clop toward them. The leader of the pack had long blonde hair was shirtless. His horse half was white as snow. The other two behind him were dark haired, bare chested black stallions. The leader stood before Val and kneeled with his front hooves. 


     “It would honor us if you entered the club in style.” The blonde centaur bowed his head but kept his eyes on Val. 


     Val knew they simply wanted to get into the club sooner. She admired the fact they took a chance with her and gave a curtsy in acknowledgement. With one quick motion, Val leaped up and sat sideways on the handsome centaur. A black stallion moved up to Cassie. Cassie tried to jump up but her five-foot one frame had a little difficulty. On the third try, the stallion put an arm out and helped her up. Another centaur moved beside Bridget. 


     “No thanks. I will walk in.” Bridget said with a polite smile. The centaur nodded but stayed by her. 


     Camera phones flashed as Val led the way to the entrance. The crowd cheered them on when they reached the velvet rope. The bouncers unhooked the rope and let the group move into crowd. Val waved as she was led in on her white stallion centaur. 


     On the inside, Val slid off and kissed her steed on the cheek. The blonde centaur smiled, bowed and trotted off. Once Cassie was on her feet, the other two followed their leader beyond some large double doors. Val made her way to the ticket booth and tapped on the glass.  


     “How can I help you Mrs. Alucard.” said the star struck booth clerk. 


     “Send drinks to everyone waiting on line. Make sure they are taken care of and having a good time.” 


     “Yes, Mrs. Alucard, right away.” 


     With that, Val turned to her girls and all three made their way to the double doors. Men on each side opened them and they walked straight into the party. The club was called the Blue Room but it was less like a room and more of a cathedral. The ceilings stretched high as lights flashed and electronic music blared. The air vibrated from the deep bass. The place was packed with people and monsters. Cassie cheered as they stepped into the crowd. 


     Professional dancers applied their skills on top of bars and specially made black velvet box stands. Acrobats tied to bungee harnesses flipped and soared through air. The crowd raised their hands dancing, trying to touch them if they flew close. An actual angel hung off one of the high walls and glided down to the balconies overlooking the crowd. In the far back was a huge stage with a lone gargoyle and several turn tables. His concentration was on his craft but he occasionally looked up and gave a stony thumbs up to the crowd. 


     “Is that DJ Achilles?” Cassie yelled with eyes wide from excitement. 


     “Yes. He is part owner of the club. He complained that there were no large venues in Misty Hallows. I backed the other half so he could get one here. We are now in a historic Misty Hallows moment.” Val yelled over the loud music. 


     The trio made their way to the bar. The crowd parted once a few people noticed Val. They had a clear space and ordered drinks. Bridget went for her small purse. Val put her hand on Bridget's hand and shook her head slightly. 


     “Sweetie, you’re my guest. Put that away.” 


     “A Long Island Iced tea, please.” Cassie yelled over the crowd. Fourteen seconds later one was in her webbed hands as she eyed the dancers. 


     A Utahraptor in a top hat made his way through the crowd. His serpent eye caught Val and made a bee line for her. Val saw the approaching dinosaur and rushed him. Its arms flew out and caught her as Val nuzzled his neck. 


     “Harlorq, you made it out!”  


      “Please, call me Harry. Harlorq sounds so formal. How are you my blood thirsty diva?” 


     “You know me, can’t resist a huge party.” Val took a drink. 


     “The men here are beautiful. I may have to take one or five home with me before the night is over.” 


     “You pervert.  You're always on the move.” Val laughed. 


     “I'm very much like a shark. If I don’t keep moving, I will die and leave a very handsome corpse.” 


     “Harry you must meet my friends. The little one is Cassie and the reanimated beauty is Bridget.” 


     “Charmed.” Harry held out a three fingered claw. Cassie was first to shake it and Bridget followed. 


     Someone bumped into Harry’s outstretched tail. Harry turned his saurian head in surprise. “Please, please watch the tail. It is very sensitive.” 


     A club goer apologized and moved on. Harry turned to the three ladies, reached his head and arms out and hugged Val once again. “Well, my dear, it's always a pleasure but I must make my way into the crowd. The men are calling to me. See you on the dance floor.” And with that Harry was swallowed up into the mass of writhing bodies. 


     Bridget tried to talk but the music had dialed up to eleven. Val laughed as Bridget showed her frustration. The night was splendid and she was having a grand time. Cassie hopped onto the bar and was dancing with one of the male dancers. Her coordination was off but she was having a blast. Bridget looked at Cassie and had to smile to herself. The trio continued the fun with Val and Bridget cheering on their petite drunken friend. The crowd around them joined in. Cassie took a misstep and nearly hit the ground if Val had not caught her. Cassie gave a drunken gaze at Val and placed her head at Val’s neck while holding on by an arm. 


     Bridget moved close to Val’s ear. “Maybe we should go someplace quieter?” 


     Val looked down at Cassie in her arms and nodded. “There are some lounges throughout the club. Head for those stairs pass the bar.” 


     Val carried Cassie to the stairs and slowly put her down. Cassie was a little wobbly but stood on her own two legs. Bridget and Cassie followed as Val led the way up a twisting staircase. On the second floor, they made their way down a dark hallway. They reached a door and Val opened it. 


     The room had electric blue lighting as the three monsters walked in. Leather couches and chairs filled the room. The right side of the room had a bar surrounded in neon blue lights. Flat screens covered the walls while mellow music played in the background. Men dotted the room, some in couples, others by themselves. Val noticed that all of them were in tight clothes with chiseled bodies. There were no other women to be seen. 


     “Ladies, I think we are in the right room.” Val smiled. 


  




  

     Three 


     Cassie plopped on a leather couch. Val and Bridget sat down next to their inebriated friend. A mellow vibe filled the room and the blue light was almost hypnotic. The screens flashed with different movies that were in tune with the beat. The bartender came over and took drink orders. As soon as he left, Bridget relaxed into the leather couch. 


     “This is much more my speed.” 


     Val eyed her friend and put her purse down on the couch. “Anything juicy you want to talk about?” 


     Bridget was silent. The bolts in her neck fired up for a second. “What do you mean?” 


     Val went for it. “Anything about a certain invisible intruder in the last few weeks?” 


     Electricity arced from Bridget’s neck bolts. The reanimated woman stared at Val, remaining silent.  


     Val knew that she had to explain. “He was a gift from me. I wanted you to have a good time. Plus, I wanted to see if you could have fun again.” 


     “I don’t even know what to say, Val. You had someone break into my home and try to have their way with me.” Sparks flew. 


     Val remained calm as a frozen lake. “He did give me the details. You had your way with him and seemed to have enjoyed yourself. I am not saying this to embarrass you. It was from a place of genuine concern. You had been alone for a long time. I know you needed the release.” 


     Bridget’s face took on accents of anger and then she relaxed. The electricity from her neck died down and she looked at Val with some color in her face.  


     “I did enjoy it. I didn’t know I had that side of me. I feel like I should be upset but I'm not. Does that make me a bad person?” 


     Val reached over and hugged her friend. “No, it doesn’t sweetie. It just means you’re waking up to bigger things in your life. I was awakened to it as well and I wanted to bring my friends along?” 


     Bridget broke the hug and looked at Cassie whose body was draped over the leather arm rest. “You did the same thing to Cassie?” 


     Val leaned back. “Not exactly, I did orchestrate a different event for our little siren but the result was the same. She is ready just as you are.” 


     “Ready for what?” Bridget blinked. 


     Val smiled. “For our next adventure. There are a number of mysteries I have uncovered in Misty Hallow and I need allies.” 


     “Like what mysteries?” 


     “I can’t tell you just yet. I need to know you’re committed. Cassie already performed the last rite. I need to know if you’re willing.” 


     “This is a bit much to take in. I don’t know what you're asking but I should just blindly follow like some soldier on some demented quest?” 


     Val showed a genuine look of concern. “Not soldiers, allies. You know I will always be there for you, protect you and keep your best interests. I wouldn’t have set these acts into motion if I didn’t feel you wouldn’t do the same for me.” 


     Bridget’s eyes darted back in forth. She then focused on Val. The vampire laid back into the couch but still had the look of concern. There was a deep breath and a small sigh. 


     “What do you want me to do?” 


     Val stayed where she was at and beckoned Bridget with a well-manicured finger. “Kiss me.” 


     Bridget had remembered many a drunken night where she made out with Val just for fun and to turn their husbands on. This was different. Val had an intense look in her eyes and the room seemed to spin. Heat rushed up her neck as she slowly moved toward her friend. Bridget’s eyes fell on Val’s full perfect lips. The light shifted and strange runes appeared on those beckoning lips. They glowed a deep blue, matching the room and Bridget found herself moving closer. Her lips touched Val’s and there was a flash of warm energy. Bridget’s body drunk in the warmth as is spread throughout her body. It felt wonderful. Something inside her changed and she liked it. 


     Val slipped her tongue and played with the tip of Bridget’s tongue. Mouths opened wider as the pair pressed lips and expressed their connection. The glow between them seemed to only grow stronger. Bridget was first to pull away when she noticed she was lying on top of Val’s relaxed form, her breasts pressed against her friend’s breast. 


     Bridget sat up and her mind spun a little. Val sat up and looked at her friend with genuine love. The room felt immediately crowded. Both monsters turned their heads and saw that their couch was surrounded by all the men in the room. They stood stone silent with all eyes on the three of them.  


     “Shows over boys. Move along.” Val dismissed the group of on lookers. 


     Instantly hands reached forward and grabbed at them. Chaos broke out as Val and Bridget struggled. Arms were held behind them and arms curled around necks. Bridget managed to break an arm free and punched one of the men before she was quickly restrained. Cassie was violently lifted off the couch and woke up screaming. Hands grouped and held the three female monsters firmly. A hand covered the screaming Cassie’s mouth.  


     Val prepared a few spells. She didn’t know what was happening but she had to get her friends and self out of this mess. The background music died and all the flat screens went black except for one. The group maneuvered the woman to face the one screen as a beautiful elven woman appeared. The elf’s beauty shined as her piercing eyes drilled the three monsters with malice. 


     Val let out a sarcastic laugh. "Klaryssa! I was wondering when you would make your move." 


     The elf on screen was silent for a moment as she studied her captives. “Valice Alucard, Bridget Stein and…” Klaryssa’s voice took a sardonic tone. “…Cassandra Lake, three vile creatures who parade as women.” 


     “Shut it, Klaryssa! If you think this act will intimidate me, you’re dead wrong.” Val spit. 


     “What is happening?” Bridget said as she struggled to turn her head to Val. 


     “Let me handle this. Trust me; I will get us out of this.” Val kept a determined look on the flat screen. 


     “You made the first move Val. I am only repaying for what you have done. But I am going to take a different direction on how you will be punished.” Klaryssa’s eyes floated to the silent Cassie. “And this one will get the worst of it. How dare you send this siren to tempt my son.” 


     “Your son didn’t seem to mind. And you do know if you harm us, there will be consequences.” Val was one thought away from unleashing a spell. 


     Klaryssa smiled. “There will be no permanent physical damage. You three are like animals and should be treated as such. The men in the room will be my gift to you. They will have their ways with all of you and treat you like the lower creatures you are. They have very deep appetites and I am not talking about food.”   


     Val looked around and counted ten. She gave a sarcastic smile. “You should have sent more men.”  


     “We will see how smug you are when they are done with you. Your opening night is going to have more than one meaning for you. Have fun.” And with that, the screen blinked out. 


     The men in the room leered as they eyed the three captive women. Then all of them began to convulse. Their bodies shifted and changed. Eyes grew wide and skin took on a scaly tone. Small razor fins grew out of the back of their heads, down their necks and spines. Their faces changed and bulged outward to form a small snout. Val kept calm as she watched the arms around her turn scaly and smooth. Bridget and Cassie couldn’t hide the panic in their eyes. After thirty long seconds, the men in the room were no longer men but lizard like humanoids.  


     Val knew lizard men have a very high lust drive and could go for days with barely any rest. She secretly applauded Klaryssa for putting this plan into motion. Surely anyone subjected to these lizard men would be scarred for life. It wasn’t just their high sex drives that could be frightening but that they gave off pheromones to help put you in the mood. Val had heard tales of many women on the receiving end unable to have a functioning sex life afterwards due to tasting the edge of pure ecstasy. Val smiled as the lizard men surrounding her and moved forward with lust in their reptilian eyes. 


  




  

     Four 


     Claws reached forward and began ripping off clothes. Val kept her composure as her black dress was ripped and torn. Her exposed breasts floated like gravity had no effect on them and her nipples stood out. A lizard man reached down and started to rip at the lower part of her dress when Val unleashed her spell. 


     Val’s body shuddered and a blast of heat pulsed out of her in all directions. The wave struck every creature in the room and everything went still. The lizard men holding Bridget and Cassie let go and stared at Val. Val stood silent as energy rippled around her half naked body. There was a physical heartbeat throughout the room and everyone was frozen in a trance. 


     Bridget was first to wake up. She looked at Cassie and wrapped an arm around her. The action woke Cassie from the trance and they both turned to Val. The lizard men stood like statues as Val slowly turned to face her friends. 


     “Get out and find a place to hide. I will handle this.” The energy coming off Val were like ocean waves of heat. 


     “We are not leaving you!” Bridget shouted through the waves. 


     “You have to. I can only hold them for a little longer. If I move then it will break the spell. Find a room and barricade yourself in. This spell is going to affect both of you as well.” 


     “What do you mean?” Bridget was finding it hard to think. Cassie stayed close but her face was filled with confusion. 


     “I said I will protect you and I am. Plus I need to show these lizards and that elf bitch who's really in charge. Now go!”  


     Bridget bit her lip and reluctantly backed off with Cassie. They made their way to the door and Bridget looked back. Val gave a wink and wicked smile. The lizard men started to stir as the invisible waves started to lessen. Bridget shoved open the door and dragged Cassie with her. 


     Val looked at the reptile men in front of her and grinned. The spell she unleashed was a powerful lust spell. Any of the opposite sex near her would purely focus on the caster. Val needed all eyes on her so her friends could get out. Now that they were gone, the lizard men’s sex drives will be pushed to their limits. Val let the final part of the spell drop and all ten scaly men rushed her. 


     Scaled hands grabbed and pulled what little of Val’s dress remained. Val was pushed to her knees and she was eye level with many hard cocks. Pheromones drifted through the air and were beginning to take effect. Val had no way to stop the lizard men’s lust pheromones and she wouldn’t try. It would be a happy side effect for her. Her lust for energy had begun to build from spending so much on the spell. She would teach them a lesson and fill her depleted reserves. 


     A head of a smooth green cock was pushed to Val’s lips. Another one rubbed her cheek. Val kissed the end and it was quickly shoved into her mouth. A clawed hand grabbed her hair as the cock slid back and forth. Bodies crowded around Val as she pressed her lips around the hard member. Most watched as some bent down next to Val. Scaled hands caressed Val’s body as heat filled the room. Hands grabbed and rubbed her tits as more hands grabbed her round ass. One hand snaked in between her legs and fingers touched her exposed shaved pussy. A finger rubbed her clit and was soon covered in wetness. Val moaned as pleasure filled her. She was so hungry and they would all feed her needs. 


     The cock in her mouth pushed faster. Val looked up and could see the reptilian face gazing at her as she took every inch into her mouth. Another lizard man pushed his cock next to the one already in her mouth. Val grabbed each one by the base. She pumped the one already in her mouth as she stroked the other one. The one she was stroking didn’t seem completely happy and forced his cock into her mouth. Val opened wider as she took the heads of two cocks into her mouth. She slurped and sucked making them very wet. 


     The lizard men hissed in pleasure as Val worked them by sucking and twirling her tongue. A pair of hands grabbed her hips and propped Val on her knees while she leaned forward licking and sucking. Val was so wet, a cock slipped into her tight slit. She squeezed it while alternating between the two cocks in front of her. The air was filled with sex and pheromones and every creature in the room wanted Val. 


     Some of the lizard men couldn’t wait and started jerking off while Val pleasured three of them. Val couldn’t stop herself. She wanted all of them inside her. Her body cried out for their energy. She loved to see men get off to watching her. She had been in threesomes and foursomes but never anything like this. The hungry eyes on her only made her wetter. 


     One of the lizard men stroked his cock furiously. It seemed like he couldn’t hold back as his hissing grew faster and faster. Val pushed the two cocks from her mouth and wrapped her lips around rapidly hissing lizard. As soon as her lips slid down to the base of his cock, his tip shot come down Val’s throat. She moaned quietly as her throat drank down glops of come. The lizard man in front of her bucked his hips trying to push every last drop into Val’s deep throat. 


     Val drank his come and then she drank more than his come. His defenses were down and Val tapped into life energy. She sucked a piece of his life essence and kept sucking. These lizard men were not as powerful as her husband. He could come once and she would be full for nights. She needed all of them to get back to full strength. Val licked her lips as the lizard man stepped back and fell to one knee. 


     His brothers did not seem to notice as they crowded around Val and pushed several cocks into her face. Val licked tips and sucked on heads. She made their tips wet as she ran her pointed tongue along them. This would be a meal she would savor. 


     The reptilian Don Juan who came first fell to his other knee and collapsed onto the carpeted floor. Val could see in between slender hips he was still breathing but fast asleep. The lizard humping her from behind let out a screech as his member engorged and burst. Again, hot jets of come filled her tight slit. Val’s pussy began to ungulate as it greedily drank down the come and tap into the creature’s life essence. Again, the were-lizard pushed every last drop into her. Val squeezed and drank until the creature pulled out and fell onto floor, fast asleep. 


     The lust in the room was maddening. Again, the others didn’t seem to notice one of their brothers going down as they all continued to push their way into any of Val’s holes. Val let out a small laugh as another shoved his cock into her waiting womanhood. This one was slightly larger and Val bit her lip. She felt her pussy stretch to accommodate and pushed her hips onto him as he pushed his hips into her. Bodies heaved as forked tongues ran along Val’s alabaster skin. The one behind her roared and blasted her thin box full. Val drank everything in as he pulled out and collapsed, three down and seven to go. 


     A lizard hissed and shot come at Val’s face. Val’s anger flared. She didn’t have a chance to drink down his energy and it was wasted now. Her lust was dialed up so high; she roared and leaped onto the inconsiderate brute. Her fangs slid down from her gums and sank into the lizard man’s shoulder. He cried out and blood flowed. She greedily sucked it down and clamped her arms and legs around him. His brothers tried to pry her off but Val held with supernatural strength. The lizard whimpered and then fell to the floor weak as a kitten. Then and only then did Val pull her fangs out.  


     The room turned from pure lust to rage filled sex. One of the lizard men threw a fellow brother down. Several of the scaled creatures grabbed Val. Clawed hands pulled her legs apart and lowered her onto his hard member. The cock tip touched her asshole and pushed right in. Val gasped and a cock was pushed into her mouth. Val felt the waves whip around her and wanted more and more. Her pussy was being neglected at the moment and her hand travelled down and began rubbing her clit. 


     Val squeezed her tight sphincter and felt every vein. She planted her feet and used her legs to move up and down his rock-hard member. Everything was so wet and slippery it moved in and out with ease. Val felt an orgasm begin to build as she rubbed and sucked. Energy rippled through her skin as the cock in her ass bulged. Warmth tickled her body as she was filled with come. She drank it all in and when she was done, she shoved off and left the were-lizard on the floor sleeping, five down and five to go. 


     Two of the lizard men broke away and went to a door by the bar. Val tried to look but hands cupped the side of her head. The cock in her mouth moved faster. With hiss, a stream of come filled her mouth and dripped down the edge of Val’s mouth. Energy poured forth and Val sucked it down. 


     Val felt another cock slip into her ass. Hands manhandled her as she laid on her back with a lizard underneath her and in her. Another lizard lay on top of her and pushed into her soaking wet pussy. The feeling of both cocks in Val made her moan in delight. The sensations were mind blowing as the one on top fucked her and squeezed her round tits. She could feel his hot breath on her as he tried to angrily punish her pussy. Val giggled as she took the pounding and wanted more. 


     The two were-lizards had come back through the side door with something large on a hand truck. Val’s eyes widened as she looked at an ogre with chains wrapped around his massive form. It was still as it looked around almost scared. There was a ball gag in its mouth and it muffled something as it tried to speak. Val could see its large shoulders and rippling muscles as it made small attempts to break free. It tried to slip the chains with its meaty hands to no avail. One of the lizards unbuckled the ball gag and removed it. 


     “Please let me go. I was just here for the party. I don’t want anything to do with this.” The big ogre whined. 


     Val guessed he was just a party guest that was roped into this unfortunate situation. Her body shuddered with another orgasm as she wondered what Klaryssa’s pets would do next. Val was quickly answered when one of them produced a vial from behind the bar. The other one grabbed the oversized jaw of the ogre as the vial was opened and liquid was forced down its throat. The ogre whimpered as he made feeble attempts to break free. 


     Val felt both cocks inside her stiffen at the same time. A second ticked away and two torrents of come filled her hungry holes. Val grabbed the scaly ass of the lizard on top of her and pushed him into her. Her pussy tightened to take all of it in. Her ass flexed tight around his cock and drank in every drop. The two cocks in her wilted and both lizards weakly fell away. Val stood up with bodies littered around her. She eyed the last two lizard men and gave a devilish grin.  


     The last two lizard men moved cautiously toward Val. She stood her ground and then the room was filled with metal tearing. Val looked past the two were-lizards and could see that the ogre had changed. He was a meek party goer a minute ago. Now his muscles bulged and he roared like a feral beast. Links clinked together and some started to stretch. An arm broke free and ripped at the chains holding him. His shirt tore and Val could see the outline of his enormous cock as it began to harden. 


     The two lizard men grinned as they advanced on Val’s naked form. The ogre thrashed as it tried to break free. Its eyes making glances at Val as Its tongue hung out and large cock outlined its pants leg. Val felt her pussy become wetter as clawed hands grabbed her. 


     “This is going to be interesting.” Val thought as she was forced onto a nearby couch. The ogre roared again and the sound of breaking chains filled the room. 


  




  

     Five 


     Bridget had an arm around Cassie as they turned corners and stumbled down small hallways. Lights flashed and fog was everywhere. Bridget couldn’t think straight as they tried to feel their way along. Thoughts of sex hungry lizard men hunting them filled her with dread and made her panties wet.  


     Bridget tried to fight off the weird thoughts. She didn’t understand why she was getting wet over a situation that was clearly bad. Val’s words echoed through her head as she tried to keep the mental fog away. They needed to find a place and barricade themselves in. Val did something in the room and she said it would affect them too. Bridget ran with questions and no real answers. 


     Cassie skidded to a halt and grabbed a handle to a door they almost missed. Both monster women crashed through the door and slammed it behind them. Bridget saw that there was a bolt lock and bolted it shut. They stood in a room with a few couches and red lighting. It was empty except for the stitched-up Bridget and drunken blonde-haired Cassie.  


     Bridget felt her powerful heart pump blood like a jack hammer. She made her way to a couch and flopped down. Her head was swimming and couldn’t clear her thoughts. Images of lizard men baring down on her and pushing into her made her really wet. Cassie stumbled over and lay with Bridget. 


     “What do we do now?” Cassie said with a little slur. 


     “We wait. Val will find us.” Bridget said breathlessly. 


     Sparks shot from Bridget’s neck as she felt the heat coming off Cassie’s lithe little body. Her eyes looked down and could see Cassie’s cleavage. The blonde siren snuggled close and Bridget found herself putting her arm around her. Bridget could feel an urge building up inside of her. Cassie pushed her face against one of Bridget’s double D breasts and let out a sigh. 


     “Maybe you should lie on another couch.” Bridget said while her eyes were locked on Cassie’s firm chest. 


     “I want to be here with you. You are so warm.” Cassie whispered. 


     “I feel strange. We should….”  


     “I feel it too.” Cassie cut her off. “I feel warm and wet. I know Val gave you the blue kiss. She did the same to me.” 


     Bridget’s breathing quickened. New sensations blurred her vision as she ran a finger along Cassie’s arm. Electricity arced from Cassie’s skin to Bridget’s green finger. The little siren snuggled further into her stitched up friend. 


     Bridget grew nervous. “We shouldn’t do this.” Even as she said it, it felt like a lie. All she could think about was undressing her friend and rubbing their bodies together. She wanted to smell and taste her. It was overpowering and a piece of her was throwing reason out the window. Was it the spell, the kiss or were these feelings already there? Bridget couldn’t decide but the body heat from her friend was driving her crazy. 


     Cassie silently moved off Bridget and tugged at her friend’s pants. She undid the button and slowly pulled them off. Bridget lay silent as she kicked off her shoes and helped her friend take them off. Cassie looked down and could see Bridget’s panties were soaking wet. Her hands touched her green thighs and ran them from the knee up. Bridget made noises that sounded half protest and half wanting. 


     “You are my friend. Let me help you.” Cassie whispered. 


     Bridget sucked in a breath as Cassie ran her fingers over the wet white panties. She played with the outline of her pussy for breathes of seconds. Bridget couldn’t keep her eyes off her friend. She could feel this incredibly large build up inside and her eyes begged her friend to continue. Cassie sensing the want and desire, pulled the panties aside and let a finger trace her line and then touch her clit. 


     Bridget felt a spasm run through her. Cassie knew exactly where to touch her and it was electric. Cassie smiled as she ran her fingers, rubbing the green woman’s clit with a gentle firmness. Bridget moaned as she relished the sensations. It was nice to feel something so good from someone knowing what they were doing. Despite loving her husband, Bridget remembered he wasn’t very good on staying on her pleasure spot. 


     The blonde siren lowered herself to her knees with her face inches away from her friend’s perfect mound. Cassie lowered her head and licked Bridget’s exposed clit. It was rewarded by a moan. She ran her extra-long tongue up and down and Bridget bucked. The siren made a few more passes before shoving the tongue deep into Bridget. Her stitched up clamped her thighs around her friend’s head and held her there. Cassie didn’t mine as she breathed in Bridget’s honey scent. Her tongue probed deep and Bridget’s moans grew louder. 


     Bridget’s eyes grew wide as something deep in her rose to the surface. Her dark side took over and she wanted release more than anything she ever wanted.  Even with thighs clamped, Bridget took Cassie’s head and maneuvered so she was right on the sweet spot. Cassie’s tongue searched and found Bridget’s G spot. Electricity arced and left a small blast mark on the couch. Her eyes glowed as Cassie stayed comfortably between her legs and drove her tongue along the sensitive spot. 


     Bridget’s walls began to crumble. Pleasure drove at her like a tidal wave and her eyes flashed white when the dam broke. She screamed as a flood of pure ecstasy rocketed through her. Wave after wave of sensations filled Bridget until she laid back in a blissful stupor.  


     When Bridget looked up, heaving from the last tendrils of her biggest orgasm to date, Cassie was standing next to her naked. The siren laid next to Bridget on the small couch, spreading her legs and clamping on one of her green friend’s thighs. She moved her body up and down as the moistness between her legs covered Bridget’s thigh. Their tits rubbed on each other as their nipples felt each other up. 


     Bridget held Cassie close. Cassie moaned as her clit rubbed on wet smooth skin. Her urges had taken over and just the touch of her friend was bringing her close to climax. Bodies pressed close as Bridget grabbed her friend’s ass and held her on her thigh. Their breath mingled as lips touched. Cassie bit her friend’s lower lip and her clit engorged. This went on for minutes until Cassie cried out and her body shook from a powerful orgasm. 


     Bridget held her friend as tears of lust poured from her eyes. She licked Bridget’s nipples and drove her tongue up her cleavage. Heat and electricity swirled around them as they kissed and felt each other.  


     “I need to go again.” Cassie begged. 


     “Then let’s go again.” Bridget smiled. 


  




  

     Six 


     Val opened her mouth as a were-lizard cock touched her lips. It slipped in easily as the other one pushed into her wet slit. Val was on all fours on the couch while the last two lizard men took her from front and behind. The ogre struggled as he tried to break the last few chains holding him. 


     Val became concerned. The lizard men were so wound up fucking her; they didn’t realize they put themselves in danger. When the ogre breaks free, it was going to attack them and try to fuck her. Val wasn’t worried about herself but these two in her could lose their lives. She had to get them off fast before the big brute came for her. The ogre himself eyed her with lust as he pulled at the chains. Whatever potion they gave him amped him up to the point he wasn’t thinking anymore. Everything had become pure instinct. 


     Val sucked hard as the lizard man thrust to the hilt. His hisses picked up with intensity but he wasn’t coming fast enough. Val swirled her tongue on the tip and sucked like she was possessed. The lizard’s eyes went wild as come spurted down Val’s throat. She sucked it down and felt almost drunk from all the energy she ingested. As the lizard man in front of her fell away, she pounded her hips and ass onto the other one’s stiff cock. Another chain snapped as Val looked behind her and could see the lizard man's heavy breathing and his tongue hanging out the side of his mouth. Another chain snapped and his cock bulged, filled with come. 


     Val let out a primal scream as come shot into her and her body sucked down every drop. Val slipped off the hard cock as the lizard man fell into the couch. Everything went into slow motion when the final chain snapped. Val was on her feet running toward the now free party ogre. It growled and stomped forward, trying to cross the room and reach Val. It ripped its clothes off with each step. Val needed to take him down before someone gets hurt. 


     The ogre ripped off his pants and a very large cock dangled between his legs. Val wondered how she was going to fit that inside her. One problem at a time she thought as her vision took in all the energy radiating from the horny beast. The ogre could probably fuck for days and that might have been Klaryssa’s plan all along. She felt pretty full and wasn’t sure she could take it all in. 


     Val’s naked body moved with practiced swiftness. The ogre stomped forward causing the whole room to shake as he almost stepped on one of the unconscious were-lizards. Val leaped and landed on the brute’s chest. Her hands and legs clamped on the muscular monster. Her fangs sank deep into its shoulder. Hot blood flowed as the ogre roared. Its massive hands grabbed Val’s waist like a vice. She continued to suck his blood as the brute moved her. At first, Val thought he was trying to pull her off. To her surprise, his cock stood at attention and smacked her ass. Val’s eyes went wide as she felt the muscular monster move her dripping pussy over his throbbing head. He was big and the tip pushed at her. Val held tight as the head slowly pushed in, spreading Val almost to her breaking point. She relaxed while blood pooled into her mouth. Her legs were as wide as they could go and thankfully, she was very wet. The thick head forced its way into her and the ogre grunted. Val had to pull her fangs out and hold on for dear life. The monster’s big hands held Val’s waist and eased her down. She was half down his cock and couldn’t go any more.  


     Val couldn’t believe how full she felt. Her eyes rolled slightly into her head not just the size but the amount of energy she had ingested. Her vampire blood quickly regenerated any damage she was taking but the euphoria melted her thoughts. She became nothing more than a bliss filled shell as the top half of the monstrous ogre cock slowly pumped in and out of her. Salvia dripped down the side of the brute’s mouth as pleasure filled him.  They both breathed heavy as the tempo increased. Val gave a long low moan as the ogre grunted faster and faster.  


     Val gave one long drunken blissful look at the ogre and he stared back, picking up the pace to a fever pitch. Her mouth opened and she whispered “More.” 


     The ogre grunted into a roar as a stream of hot come shot into Val’s hungry cock filled hole. She moved up and down as jets of come continued to fill her. The energy was mind blowing and she panted as the huge cock began to wilt. Val eased down and soon her feet touched the floor. The massive ogre’s eyes crossed. His legs trembled and immediately fell to the floor. 


     The air was hot and thick as Val looked around and saw sleeping bodies strewn all around her. Her body worked fast to repair its self while she moved with wobbly legs to a couch where her purse lay. There wasn’t too much damage but her hips did feel a little over extended. She scooped up her purse and went behind the bar. The room was silent except for some snoring. Val called Fred and instructed him to bring a new dress. She then found some fresh towels and proceeded to clean herself up. She made a note that she had to go to one of her other houses to freshen up before heading home. She then sent off a few texts. 


     Fred forced the locked door open and rushed a dress to Val. He turned around as Val dressed and applied more makeup. She still felt drunk from all the energy she had taken in. She put a hand on Fred’s shoulder to steady herself and they made their way out of the room. 


     Val searched with her hidden senses. The club was still in full swing and no one knew what was going on behind closed doors. Her senses found her friends and pointed Fred in the right direction. Again, Fred forced the door open with a quiet strength. Bridget and Cassie were naked, curled up together on a couch. Val and Fred slowly woke them up so as to not frighten them. There were a few looks of confusion. Bridget was going to say something but Val held her hand up and said, “Another time.” 


     Bridget and Cassie dressed. When they were finished, the trio and Fred made their way down stairs and took a back door to the parking lot. Val let the girls go in. She made one last text and sent it out. She looked back at the Blue Room and gave a wicked smile. 


     “A night to remember.” Val whispered. She stepped into the limo and closed the door behind her. 


  




  

     Seven 


     One of the Lizard men woke up with a start. He tried to move but his muscles would not respond. Weakness filled his spent body. On the third effort, he managed to turn onto his belly. Strength slowly returned as the lizard tried to crawl on his belly. After moving a few feet, he collapsed again. Others woke and tried to move but they were all so weak, some whimpered while others passed out again. 


     The door handle moved and finally turned. A saurian head poked in and looked around. It had a top hat and made sounds almost like giggling. A Utahraptor strutted in and surveyed the scene before it. A lizard man looked up and shied away as the raptor gave a toothy leer. 


     “My oh my. What do we have here? A room full of sweaty lizards for my pleasure? This truly is a treat.” 


     The lizard caught sight in between the raptor’s legs and gasped. A long thick veiny member grew and hung down at an angle. Harry took a few clawed steps closer and brought his reptilian head close to the lizard man in front him. 


     “You are a sweet treat. I received a text about a room full of lizard men but I had to see it with my own eyes.” Harry maneuvered over and behind the prone lizard on his belly. “Such a sweet ass, please tell me to stop if I become too much for you. I know my size can intimidate but not to worry, I will try to be gentle.” 


     The lizard man tried to say something, anything but he was so weak he could only manage a whimper. Harry flashed teeth as he lowered himself and his hard member. The night was young and Harry had every intention of enjoying himself until the sunrise. 


     ~Fin~ 
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     One 


     The sound of the car door slamming shut broke the serene silence of the evening air. Bridget held onto the car door handle almost not wanting to let go. Every reanimated nerve in her body cried out to open the door, get back in and drive home. Instead, her hand slipped away almost as if fate declared her feelings were in the wrong. She turned from her BMW and faced the mansions double doors and magnificent white pillars. 


     One door was open. Val stood in a short stylish skirt with her signature sunglasses and a Bloody Mary in her hand. Her smile was sharp and easily cut through Bridget’s fleeting feelings of running away. Electricity arced from the bolts in Bridget’s neck. Her eyes descended down as she took hesitant steps toward her longtime friend. 


     “Why the sour puss?” Val said, letting the corners of her fanged smile drop a little. 


     “I don’t know why I’m really here.” Bridget huffed as if that explained everything she felt. 


     Val stepped out from the doorway in stiletto heels. Her arms wrapped her reanimated friend and held her close. Bridget kept her arms at her sides for a few seconds before hugging her back. Val released but kept one hand on Bridget’s arm. 


     “I know you have a lot of questions. That night at the club was strange even for us.” Val tried to give a reassuring squeeze. 


     “Strange doesn’t cover it. That night was completely unbelievable.” 


     “Let’s go inside and have a drink. We have all night to talk about it.” Val let go and turned to the main doors. 


     Bridget followed her friend inside. Once in the main hall, Val led the way to the spiral staircase leading to the second floor. The mansion still took Bridget’s breath away every time she visited with its lavish marble floors and expensive art covered walls. Even the very air felt purified. Val’s heels clicked and echoed with every step she took. Bridget couldn’t help but notice that Val was feeling vampy tonight. She has always known her friend to wear heels on special occasions. What made tonight different? As far as Bridget knew, she was coming over to have a friendly talk. 


     On the second floor, Val’s hips swayed slightly as they walked down a hall. Bridget could still feel nervous energy rippling through her body. She glanced down to sparks of white blue energy in between her stitches. They passed a few doors before stopping at a double doorway. Val gently pushed both doors and it opened to a large lavish sitting room. Several couches dotted the room and a small bar filled the corner. The room had an almost burlesque vibe and coloring. A handsome shirtless young man was behind the bar cleaning a glass. 


     “Is this a new room?” Bridget asked since she had never seen it before. 


     “I was bored and had this room built to entertain guests. I cannot decide whether to call it a sitting room or a rumpus room.” 


     “Rumpus room seems more your style.” Bridget said taking it all in. 


     Val took off her sunglasses and smiled. “You know me so well. What’s your poison?” 


     “Whiskey, straight up.” Bridget said the second Val finished her question. 


     Val raised an eyebrow. “Easy girl, the night is young and so are we.”  


     Val nodded to the bartender. The young man pulled out a glass and poured a dark amber liquid. Val sat down at the end of a red couch. Bridget sat down but shifted uncomfortably. A second later the young man was by her side with her drink on a silver serving tray. Bridget took it and immediately took a long gulp before putting the glass down. She let out a small cough but nodded her head thanks to the bartender. Val smiled at the bartender and held out her nearly empty glass. The young man picked it up and walked back to the bar. 


     “Can I get you something else to relax? You look like you’re ready to run for the door.” 


     Bridget let out a sigh. “That night at the Blue Room, I still think about it.” Bridget’s green cheeks glowed rosy. Her eyes turned to the bartender coming back with another Bloody Mary. 


     Val eyed her friend. She snapped her fingers. The bartender handed Val’s drink and silently exited the room, closing the double doors behind him.  


     “No one will disturb us. The hubby is away on business.” 


     Bridget swirled her whiskey while looking at the carpet. Val sat up and moved closer to her friend, her hand touching Bridget’s thigh in comfort. The room was silent as a tomb. 


     “How did you save us? How did you get away from all those lizard men? Why did you…” Bridget trailed off with her eyes focusing on Val’s. 


     “Kiss you? It’s not like we haven’t kissed before.” Val grinned. 


     “You know what I mean. Cassie called it the Blue Kiss. It meant or felt something deeper. I can’t stop thinking about Cassie.” Bridget was quiet for a moment. “And I can’t stop thinking about you.”  


     “The three of us are connected, sealed with a kiss.” Val moved her hand away and sat back. 


     “Why us?” Bridget sipped her drink. 


     “I know you felt it too. We have always had a connection. Since we were little girls there was something there. I simply took it to the next level. A binding so we can be there for each other.” 


     “I haven’t seen you in weeks, not since that night. But I felt you calming me when I was alone. I felt Cassie’s lips on me when I was home by myself. I feel…I…I can’t stop touching myself.” Bridget turned away. 


     “Bridget, you don’t have to be shy around me. Our spirits are joined.” 


     “It is obscene how much I have to satisfy myself over and over again. It’s like I’m obsessed. I dream of you and Cassie and I want us to be together all the time. How can I live like this?” 


     Val threw her head back and laughed. Bridget frowned as Val cackled like a witch in some old movie. When she finished, she turned her red eyes to her friend.  


     “Why is this so funny?” A flare of hot anger burst through Bridget. 


     Val let her smile melt away to a smirk. “You can be so stiff sometimes. You tell me your dirty thoughts all the time but now you can’t bring yourself to talk about it?” 


     “Forgive me if this is pretty weird. It’s one thing to talk about it but another to actually feel and do it.” 


     Val took Bridget’s hand into hers. “You know I’m always here for you. Just like I know you are always there for me. That night at the Blue Room was an initiation for our little club. I didn’t expect that elven harpy, Klaryssa, to send those lizard men. But I did teach them a lesson before getting to you and Cassie.” 


     Bridget’s eyes widened. “You didn’t kill anyone, did you?”  


     Val cackled again as her friend looked at her in disbelief. “No, nothing so crude. Those creatures were sent to defile us. Klaryssa can’t handle the image of her fine son fucking Cassie. So, I stopped them with my mysterious ways.” 


     “Cassie and Sylvin?” 


     “Oh yes. They have been keeping it quiet but I helped encourage her to follow her heart.” 


     “But if her husband finds out.” 


     Val grew serious. “Bridget, aren’t you tired of being faithful to our cheating husbands. Why do you have to live in a cage while they go out and spread their seed? I’ve tapped into something ancient and I want to share it with my best friends.” 


     Bridget gulped down the last of her whiskey. “I am tired. It feels like the world is opening up to me for the first time. I have these urges and all I want to do is give in.” 


     “Those urges you feel are all part of the process. There is a sensual world beyond even our kind. I have explored it and I want you to dive in. I think it will do you some good to release some of that pent up energy.” 


     The reanimated woman looked at her empty glass and back at Val. The vampire ran her fingers over Bridget’s thigh. She wore jeans but that didn’t stop Val from gliding her fingers up her waist, under Bridget’s shirt and touching her smooth stomach. Energy played in between her fingers as she brushed the bottom of Bridget’s double D’s. 


     The touch let out a wet sigh from Bridget’s lips. Her eyes closed as Val ran nails lightly across her skin. Her breathing quickened to the vampire’s touch. The reanimated woman felt hot and rubbed her thick thighs together. 


     Val brought her legs up under her. As her hand touched Bridget’s smooth skin, she leaned into her friend’s ear. “There are many perks to our little club. When you’re close to someone, you can read their mind. You can seduce with a look or a word. You can even heal a broken body or a broken heart. You can feel me and Cassie and we can feel you. I know you’ve tasted it and liked it.”  


     Bridget lifted her green hands. One hand touched Val’s cheek while the other touched her alabaster thigh. “I do like it.” Bridget said with a breathless whisper. 


     Val gave a sly grin. “The blue kiss awakens that side of you. I have to show you how to control it. Do you trust me?” 


     Bridget’s body was feverish. Val’s touch was overwhelming her. Even if she wanted to say no, she couldn’t. She could feel herself grow wet and wanting. Val eyed her and all Bridget wanted to do was kiss her friend. Bolder thoughts surfaced as she imagined forcing Val down and licking her smooth body. Memories of Cassie licking her clit made her shudder. Energy rolled and flared. Bridget tried to hold herself back but her hand crept up Val’s skirt inch by inch. The further up she went, the hotter she grew. The bolts in her neck glowed blue from energy arcing. When her fingers brushed her friend’s shaved womanhood, a small orgasm lit up her senses. 


     “I trust you.” Bridget whispered. 


     Val stood up, breaking the magical moment. The reanimated woman almost stood up to chase her but stopped herself. Heat flowed from her body and a deep ache filled her. Val took a few steps and fixed her skirt. 


     “I have another room I want to show you. Come with me.” Val said as she walked toward the bar. 


     Bridget stood and held her wrist. Val was notorious for playing games and she should have known. This could be an elaborate game to fuck with her. Why did she fall for it every time? Images filled her mind that there was a group of people watching in another room. Val would bring her in and they would all laugh at her for falling for it. Val could be such a tease just to see how far someone will go. All this nonsense about magical kisses and sexy powers was just bullshit. But Bridget couldn’t shake these powerful urges. Was her friend serious? Was she really trying to show her something more? 


     Val walked up to a wall with a painting of Lady Godiva. She ran a hand over a curved section at her waist. There was a click and the wall slid to the side. Bridget looked over, past her friend to see that there was a secret door. Val turned the knob, opened it and walked in. Bridget was still for a long moment. She bit her lip and followed her friend. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     Bridget knew Val was kinky but she didn’t know how deep it really ran. The room was large. The walls were covered in plush leather similar to a padded cell in an asylum but with way more class. Chains hung from walls and leather benches filled the middle of the room. Couches, chairs and a half bed dotted the room. An X rack took up a wall to the side. Various toys and instruments covered the walls and shelves from whips to dildos of different sizes. Belts hung from everything. The sound of dripping water filled the room from hidden speakers. There were no windows and the lighting was dim and sensual. 


     Val took a sip of her drink and set it down on a nearby shelf. She plopped down in a single seat plush chair. Bridget went to a bench and picked up a small whip. 


     “I don’t know about this.” Bridget said while giving the whip a quick snap. 


     “Cassie said the same thing.” Val said warmly. 


     “She went through this ‘training’?” 


     “She did and she loved it once it started to happen. I think it may take you a little longer but I know you will enjoy it.” 


     Bridget put the whip down. “You know I’m not into this. Is this the only way?” 


     “If I don’t show you how to control the urges, you may do things very out of character. As intimidating as it may seem, you are the strongest woman I know. This will only help you achieve control.” 


     Bridget sat on a leather bench. “So, what happens now?” 


     Val gave her friend a gentle look and snapped her fingers. From the doorway several beefy men came marching into the room. They all wore leather pants and nothing else. Each one was of various degrees of handsome. Clearly Val only picked the best for this little event. Bridget stood up cautiously. She counted six of them. Her hands clenched into fists as energy sparked from her neck bolts. One of them closed the door behind the group of hunks. 


     Val turned her head to the six shirtless men. “Before we start, I’m the queen and you are all my slaves. Follow my instruction to the letter or you will be punished.” 


     “Yes, your grace.” The men said in unison. 


      Val turned her head to Bridget. “One of these men has a secret. Your training ends when you tell me that secret.” 


     “This is crazy even for you Val. How will I know what the secret is?” 


     “You will know it when you find it. But remember, enjoy yourself.” Val twirled a finger in the air. 


     All six men converged on Bridget. The reanimated woman braced herself as strong hands grabbed at her green skin. The men may have been handsome and strong but Bridget knew she was stronger. A pull of her arm sent one man flying ten feet into the air. Another man went skidding into a red couch. The air grew thick as energy arced from Bridget's neck bolts. She felt no fear but pure determination to keep these men off of her. 


     Val took a sip of her bloody Mary and made a small step to the side. One of the men came crashing down on the very spot she was a second ago. Chaos flowed and ebbed as three men tackled Bridget to the floor. Now that she was off balance, they had a better control on the writhing woman.  


     Together the men heaved and brought Bridget back to her feet. Wrestling for dominance, the three men she had thrown before joined in on the fray. All six pushed her across the room toward the X rack. Bridget's eyes widened and energy sparked. 


     "Careful, she is going to...." Val was cut off. 


     Energy rippled through her form and all six men were thrown in different directions. The smell of slightly singed skin filled the air. Men shook their heads and some tried to stand back up. Bridget stood in the middle, heaving and ready for them to come at her again. 


     "…shock you." Val finished. 


     The vampire put her glass down on a small table and sauntered up to her friend. Bridget made no move and simply watched as Val walked up to her with a devilish smile painted on her lips. 


     "The game is over Val. I won't play it anymore." Bridget heaved. 


     Val leaned in close. "The game is never over." She whispered. 


      Pale hands reached up and caressed Bridget's emerald skin. The energy in her eyes began to die down. Arms lost some of their tension and the reanimated woman looked deep into her friend’s eyes. A gentle blue glow filled the space between them. Bridget looked down to see Val's lips were glowing that seductive blue glow. Her body cried out, wanting and needing to touch her lips with her own. The sparks in her neck bolts slowed and stopped firing. The air was hot and tempting with a dreamy haze.  


     The vampire pressed her blue lips to Bridget's green ones. Bridget's eyes fluttered as they turned upward. Heat pushed through their bodies and fingers entwined. The green woman felt light as a feather to her friend's kiss. Bridget could feel herself moving backwards, the room spinning with each backward step. Darkness flashed across her eyes and before she could regain her wits, arms and legs were being strapped onto the X rack. 


     "Val." Bridget whispered with a hint of defeat. 


     "Don't feel bad sweetie. I want you to feel good. My servants will make sure you are enjoying yourself. I will be watching and helping you along." Val kissed her friend for a long moment before pulling away with a mischievous grin. 


     Bridget struggled at the straps but they held her tight to the smooth wood. Leather dug into her skin causing her to stop and prepare herself for what was coming next. The six bare chested men moved to a small cabinet and pulled out small knives. Slowly, they walked over to the restrained woman. Bridget could feel a pang of panic as they reached out, blade pointed. She gave a quick glance to Val and the vampire mouthed the words "trust me". 


     Hands took hold of Bridget's clothes and the men began cutting away. Bridget grunted as the servants pulled, cut and ripped pieces of fabric off. Soon all Bridget wore was a blue bra and panties. The reanimated corpse squirmed as the men stared at her nearly nude body. Their eyes made Bridget uncomfortable but there was a sliver of something hot buried in her psyche. It expanded and grew the longer they looked her over. Some men smiled, others leered.  


     One man walked up to Bridget with a smug smirk. The knife in between them, he put the point just between her double D breast and cut the thin strap between her cups. Another cut and pull, the bra fell to the ground in a puddle. Bridget fought against her restraints. Dark green nipples pointed and her chest bounced as she tried to break free. The man before her moved close, pressing his body against hers. The heat between them came off in waves. Bridget's powerful heart thudded as she continued her futile struggles. Hot sensations pushed against her skin and the servant let his tongue out to slid in between her large tits.  


     The wet tongue touching her skin sent Bridget to a warm fuzzy place. Electricity arced, not in anger but in a hungry thirst. She bent her head to look at the servant licking at her and moving his mouth over her heavy breast. Another man saddled up and licked at the other exposed nipple. Bridget bit her lip as mouths licked and kissed her pointed nipples. Men crowded in, one of them ran fingers over her covered mound.  


     The mood shifted from something dark to something seductive. The sliver in Bridget's mind grew and became a blazing fire. Hips shuddered as wetness bloomed against her panties. More fingers touched her, along arms and legs. The lustful heat rose up like a column of fire. She was their object of affection and each man wanted a taste. 


     Val sat in a comfortable chair and watched. She crossed her legs and let one bounce as she took in the work of art before her. Val gazed at the hunky bodies surrounding her friend, blue energy rising up from her parted lips as the sexy energy whirled around her undead heart.  


     "Take off those leather pants." Val commanded.     


     The groping and kissing stopped. Bridget looked to the men as they immediately began shedding their slick pants. Leather pants dropped to the ground and were quickly tossed aside. Bridget took a sharp breath as the men stood their naked, feet from her prone body. She looked to each one as they stood, well hung and half hard. They all had various sizes of length and girth but they all certainly had nothing be ashamed of.  


     "Take my friends panties off... with just your teeth." Val smiled. 


     Two men descended onto Bridget's light blue panties. One closed his teeth on the fabric while the other one had to run his tongue over Bridget's wet line. The reanimated woman bucked as his tongue pressed against her clit for a breath of a second before using his teeth to pull at the fabric. 


     The two men nearly growled like dogs as they pulled. Fabric ripped as they tugged with strong neck muscles. The fabric around Bridget's hip gave way and her panties shredded from her body. One of the servants had it in his mouth and ran his tongue along the wet part right in front of Bridget. A small moan passed her lips as she watched the man lick it like it was the last drop of water on the planet. 


     Val sat up straighter in her chair, eyes locked on Bridget's tortured stare. "Now the real fun begins." 


     


  




  

     Three 


     The air in Val's play room grew thicker. Bridget could feel a deep hunger rising to the surface. It clawed at the sides of her very being with each second that ticked by. There was no way to stop its ascent and Bridget tried to not think about when it completely takes over. She knew it was there and her lust beast was going to go mad when the chain finally broke. A small whimper spilled from her lips as men descended on her naked flesh. 


     Tongues and hands ran along her bare green skin. Wild thoughts raged through her mind as she tried to control the chaos. Fingers and a tongue played with her tight shaven slit while mouths closed over her erect nipples. Nails ran along her smooth skin and she bucked to bright wet sensations. It was overwhelming and her breath quickened the longer the men lingered. 


     Val remained seated, her servants working her friend into a frenzy. Bridget on the other hand bucked and nearly thrashed for her world was spinning out of control. She knew she had to admit to her desires. She had to bring herself to the point where she was okay with taking what she wanted as much as she wanted. The green animated woman felt thoughts push against her mind. An image of her friend Cassie floated, curling her body against Bridget's, whispering blue secrets. 


     "Let it take hold. Let yourself take control." Val said over the din of heavy breathing. 


     "I... I… can't. It... will... be too much." Bridget said with a breathy whisper. 


     "I will help you break down your walls my friend. Slaves, take turns licking her pussy." Val commanded. 


     One servant fell to his knees and pressed his mouth against Bridget's parted legs. Ankles twisted against leather straps as a tongue snaked up her dripping gash. Bridget could only move her hips and she arched to press more of herself against the servant's mouth. Lips pressed and suckled on her opening while a tongue lapped at her folds and played with her clit. The other servants continued kissing and licking her body. Bridget turned her head to the side as if it was all too much for her. 


     "No... no... no..." Bridget repeated but she could not bring herself to believe what was happening. 


     The servant slave played with her clit sending shivers up and down Bridget's body. The intensity was too much and electric fire ran along her nerves. An orgasm started to grow the more she writhed in pleasure. The tension was reaching a fevered pitch when the servant pulled his mouth from her and another took his place. The man between her legs moved differently, tongue making slow gentle swirls. It was too much and Bridget's body bucked hard. An orgasm slammed into her senses and it was enough to send her mind reeling. A tidal wave of ecstasy flowed over her and she bucked again. The X rack made an audible "Crack". Val could see that a hairline crack appeared next to Bridget's arm. 


     "I may have to invest in a metal rack." Val said to no one in particular. 


     The man's head between her legs pulled away and another took his place. Bridget could feel her whole body betray her, wanting more and more as her mind fought for control. Despite her bonds, she flexed and pulled, ready to devour each man over and over until she was satisfied. 


     "Take control." Val whispered. 


     Bridget felt Val touch her mind. Faint words etched into her thoughts as pleasure welled up her body. Wet tongues played with her blooming gash, sucking and licking with no end in sight. Bridget tried to read the words from Val, to make sense of them. When another orgasm bloomed and blood warmed her belly and thighs is when the words took form and made sense. 


     Bridget looked down as a servant pulled away and another was about to take his place. A different kind of energy sparked to the surface and a gentle glow appeared on Bridget's lips. Stern eyes gazed at the servant about to pleasure her next and the room filled with swirling purple vibrations. 


     "You!" Bridget said with power in her voice. 


     The servant stopped short and looked up at Bridget's glowing eyes and lips. 


     "Kiss me." Bridget commanded. 


     A flash of energy crossed over the servant's eyes. The human man stood up and faced Bridget eye to eye. He leaned in and pressed his warm lips to Bridget's dark green lips. The reanimated woman pushed her tongue into his mouth, licking and teasing his tongue into hers. Behind the group, Val smiled her approval. 


     Bridget broke contact, blue lips glowing. "Fuck me." She said with supernatural force. 


     The air charged with energy. All the men in the room looked to each other and their half hard cocks grew harder by the moment. Even Val could feel the pulse of energy coming off her green skinned friend. The vampire's undead heart beat with streams of white-hot power, flowing down her arms, legs and between her thighs. 


     "Well done." Val said in a breathy whisper. 


     The slave before Bridget moved in close, his stiff cock between them. The other servants stopped what they were doing and watched as the slave grabbed the base of his thick cock and pressed his throbbing tip to Bridget's wet slit. The green woman bent her head upward as the slave pushed his cock against her opening. Bridget let out a long deep wanting sigh, inches pushing against her inner walls. Clear liquid ran down the servant’s meaty member as more inches opened up Bridget's tight gash. 


     Bridget let her head hang forward and the servant pressed his face to her neck. Hips pushed and wet sounds filled the silent room. Bridget's eyes closed and she was lost to the bliss. Men stood all around her with hard cocks, each one with a hungry look in their eyes and ready for their turn. The one inside Bridget pushed all the way to hilt and pulled out nearly to the tip. Long steady strokes fanned Bridget's desire and power. She could feel understanding wash over her mind as her body drank in the man's throbbing cock. 


     Thoughts drifted through Bridget as the servant continued to push his hips between her parted legs. She no longer struggled but held onto the straps as her body shuddered from each thrust of his thick spear. Bridget's mind wandered and grazed the mind of the man fucking her. She reached out and peeled away thin layers. Her breathing was steady as the servant's breathing quickened. Low moans from the two of them echoed through the play room. Bridget peeled the last layer and could see the servant's thoughts.  


     Psychic tendrils connected and Val's friend could feel the sensations of a cock between her legs pushing into herself. It felt so good that another orgasm was rising to the surface. She dived a little deeper and she could see the slave's inner thoughts. It was a storm of wanting and needing. His balls tightened and she could feel he was on the verge of coming. 


     Bridget gave a sheepish smile as the cock in her thickened. She allowed herself to feel the new sensations of coming through the slave. Bridget's mind exploded in a cloud of passion as jets of molten come spurted into her tight slit. The servant continued to buck and thrust, pushing and spurting as much come as his body would allow. Bridget used her strong Kegel muscles and squeezed the thick cock, milking every last drop of come from him. 


     The servant was spent. Breathing heavy, he withdrew his manhood and white come dripped down a green thigh. Bridget could feel her hunger for more thrashing through her curvy frame. She locked eyes on another servant and beckoned with a stare. The servant greedily stepped to her, pushing his cock into her dripping hole. The slave was energetic as his hips thrust with vigor. The sound of skin on skin filled the large room. The other servants stroked their cocks and waited their turn. 


     "Find the secret." Val said entranced. 


     The vampire let out a hot breath as Bridget's energy infected everyone. Val let her hand drop to her skirt and she lifted it up, exposing herself. Fingers moved with practiced ease along her thin slit, wetness touching them. A moan passed her lips as she touched her throbbing clit, making swirling motions as the mood intensified. 


     Bridget let her mind touch the slave in her. He had even less to peel away. He pictured himself fucking to an image of his master, Val. Bridget smiled knowing the man wanted Val all the time. As fun and sexy as his thoughts were, they were not the secret. The man pumped his cock harder and harder into Bridget, raised veins pushing against her tight lips. Bridget let her mind drift a little more and she gasped. 


     The whole room mentally dripped of sex. It was like Bridget touched the dam and it broke, drowning her in lust. Bridget shuddered and an orgasm bloomed. She writhed as pleasure washed over her but she kept her mind open. One of the men in the room was trying to hide something. She couldn't tell just yet but she spread her thoughts out further to lock it down. 


     The servant grunted and spurts of come filled her already full pussy. Bridget could feel herself in full control despite mountains of pleasure on her being. Electrical energy arced through her tight cunt. The slave yelped and Bridget clamped down on his member. 


     "I'm not done." Bridget said with a faraway expression. 


     The energy caused the slave's cock to stay hard. He struggled to pull his rock-hard cock from her tight opening but to know success. When he gave up, Bridget let loose only enough so he could still move inside her. The slave felt the energy keeping his lust high and his body betrayed him, moving of its own accord. 


     The servant cried out but could not stop fucking the green skinned woman. Bridget continued searching all their minds for the secret one of them was hiding. Long moments passed and then Bridget's glowing blue lips grew brighter. She released the servant inside her and he fell to the floor whimpering. One of the men helped him to the couch while another moved to take his place. 


     "No. Not you." Bridget said in a nearly other worldly voice. Her gaze fell on another who was hanging back. "You." She finished. 


     The slave gave a timid expression but shuffled forward naked. When he stood before Bridget, he took hold of his cock and leaned in close. 


     "Untie me." Bridget commanded. 


     The servant hesitated and turned to his master. Val shrugged her shoulders, gave a sheepish smile and continued to pleasure herself. The servant reached up and started to undo the straps. Hands trembling, the slave could not look Bridget in the eye. When all four straps were pulled from Bridget, she moved forward, pressing her body against his. The slaves cock bounced in between her thick thighs. 


     "Lay down." Bridget said while pointing to a plush half bed not far from them. 


     The servant did as he was told and laid on his back. Bridget crawled on top of him, hunger nearly controlling every action. Val's fingers upped the tempo as she rubbed to her friend taking control. It was such a turn on that a small moan escaped her lips. 


     Bridget centered her hips over the slave's and took hold of the cock. She guided it to her dripping opening and let gravity pull her body down. The slave moaned as inches buried into Bridget's quivering slit. When she was down to the hilt, she stayed there and stared at the powerless slave. Her mind dove deep, pulling layers away. When she hit a wall, she moved her hips and squeezed the thick cock in her. The hard layer peeled away and the slave's mind opened. 


     Bridget beckoned with a finger to the group of men. They moved over, surrounding her naked body. She moved her hips, the slave's cock under her sliding in and out, covered in juices and come. Bridget let the chain off her lustful hunger and it wanted to feast. She took hold of another cock and guided it to her mouth. Lips wrapped around the tip as inches pushed in. Bridget let her eyes flutter but she still could see the servant's secrets. He moaned and she squeezed him tighter. 


     The other four men moved close, cocks hard and dangling. While Bridget sucked one, she stroked another. Another man crawled into bed behind her and let the tip of his cock run up and down in between her ass cheeks. Bridget moaned, sucked and shuddered on cocks. Pleasure spiked and her mind dove hard into the slave under her. 


     Bridget pulled the cock from her mouth and looked down at the slave beneath her. "It was you who broke into my home. You tried to have your way with me."  


     The slave nodded meekly. Bridget squeezed his cock tight and the servant whimpered. She held him, letting electricity zap his member, keeping it at full attention just like before when he was invisible and trying to force himself in her. 


     "Bravo." Val said as she rubbed herself more and more, pleasure rising up and finally spilling over in a long orgasm. 


     Bridget's hunger engulfed her completely. There was no malice or anger as she squeezed the slave inside her. There was only a thirst that needed to be sated. Too long she felt like a meager woman trying to do the right thing by everyone else. Now she let her true desires out. Muscles unclenched and the slave under her breathed a sigh of relief. Powerful thigh muscles made Bridget's body move with ease as she slid up and down on the thick cock in her.  


     The slave behind Bridget pressed his cock to her asshole. The green skinned bombshell loosened her pucker. A thick cock head pushed at her backdoor and nearly punched its way in. Bridget let out a long moan as both of her holes were filled. The men surrounding her pushed cocks to her face, trying hard to stuff her mouth. Lust caused Bridget to let one slip in and she alternated with another. Sucking sounds filled the air.  


     Bridget bent forward, allowing for better access. Two cocks slid in and out of her slit and ass. She squeezed and teased their members with long strokes. Body shaking, another orgasm exploded and followed by another. Bridget gave muffled moans as every hole was stuffed to nearly the breaking point. Paradise cooled her mind as energy arced from the bolts in her neck. Men pulled at her long black hair with white streaks along the temples. Bodies joined, they pushed and pulled, slid and throbbed with fevered excitement. 


     The slave who was Bridget's intruder couldn't contain himself. The hard cock buried deep expanded. Bridget let out a moan of approval as come spurted. She milked more come as his balls emptied into her extremely tight slit. Bridget was sure to let her power keep him hard as pussy drank every bit of milky come. The slave behind her moaned and jets of come burst into her ass.  


     Bridget giggled as a cock pushed deep down her throat. Sensations and power whipped through her, pushing at deep internal boundaries. Blue energy rippled through her form as she kept at it, thrusting her hips on the two cocks in her. The man who speared her ass pulled out and she let him ago. Another took his place. 


     The slave under here was whimpering as he relived what she did to him some time back. Surprise washed over him as another stream of come erupted from his cock. He cried out in agony and ecstasy. Bridget pressed her lips as a cock moved in and out of her mouth. A hand grabbed the back of her head and the cock was forced down her throat. The cock bulged and jets of come filled the back of her throat. The slave pulled his member from her mouth and another cock took its place. 


       Bridget could feel the sexual energy in the room waning. The human men were having a hard time keeping up. Pain and wanting mixed together as they tried to force their bodies to continue, except for one. 


     Bridget looked up to the slave currently fucking her mouth. The servant looked down with lust in his eyes but there was something else there. Bridget sent her mind to the edge of his, caressing and probing. It was strange but his barrier was solid. She didn't notice it before because of the sexual tension in the room but now that most of the men were drained, this one felt different. Lips glowed blue and runes rose to the surface. Bridget's blue kiss was wrapped around this slave's impressive member. The more she sucked, the more she felt like the wall stayed strong and solid. Val had already congratulated her on finding out the secret but this was odd. 


     Streams of come filled her green, bouncing ass. The slave behind her grunted as Bridget held onto him making sure she drained him of every drop. Distraction started to intervene as she sucked and sucked and sucked. Why could she not see into this one servant's mind. 


     "Please, I can't keep coming!" The slave under Bridget protested. 


     The reanimated woman ignored his cries as she rode him. Instead, her mind went back to trying to break that wall. A pressure started to build and when it reached its zenith, Bridget orgasm again and again and again. Power flared and the servant fucking her mouth stopped moving. 


     Bridget touched his mind and something alien touched back. A deep chill streamed over her body and she pulled away just as his cock bulged. Come spurted, striking her chin and between her heavy tits. Bridget cried out as her orgasms nearly made her buck uncontrollably. 


     Val stopped lazily stroking her clit and stared at the shock expression in Bridget's eyes. 


     "Val, is there another secret I must find out?" Bridget said in a breathless tone. 


     The vampire leapt to her feet. Val moved in a blur as she rushed the slave standing in front of Bridget. Val's body smashed into the slave and sent him flying into the air. The mood overturned into chaos. Servants immediately pulled away with wide eyes. Bridget lifted off the punished servant and was on her feet over him. Val was a blur, sharp fingers slashing at the servant as he was falling to the ground. Bridget gasped as something black lashed out at Val. 


     Time slowed. Val moved like a demon, slashing at anything that moved. The servant landed on his feet, black tentacles erupted from his shoulders and from the skin over the ribs. Thick tendrils whipped out in all directions, trying to land a blow on Val's lightning-fast form. The servant gave a crooked smile as tentacles struck furniture, ripping it to shreds. 


     The other slaves were already to the main door, pushing at each other to get out. Bridget was frozen, watching the insanity play out before her. Val struck at tentacles and they bounced back from her sheer ferocity. The vampire managed to stop, readjusting her stance. Bridget saw that Val's finger nails had grown nearly eight inches. Sparks shot from Bridget's neck bolts as she jumped and landed on the floor next to Val. Both women stood side by side. 


     The slave stood, tentacles waving in the air. Bridget glanced over at Val but the vampire kept her gaze on the tentacle man before her. 


     "What the hell is going on?" Bridget said as power filled her fists. 


     "Remember when I told you there were a number of mysteries in Misty Hollow. We are looking at one." Val said through gritted teeth. 


     The tentacle man gave one last look at Val before turning to the wall. Tentacles crashed against it and the wall exploded. Val moved forward in a burst of speed. Two tentacles whipped out. Val tried to dodge but the black tentacle was almost as fast as she was. It struck her thigh and the kinetic energy knocked the vampire off balance and spiraling in the air. The other tentacle snaked toward Bridget who caught it just before the end stabbed her eyes. Bridget let the energy in her hand slam into the writhing tentacle. It shook for less than a second before slipping out of her hand, rising up and crashing down on her shoulder. Bridget was rocked to the floor, a dizzy haze filling her mind. 


     Val spun away, high heeled feet clicked against another wall and she pushed off. Body spinning, she landed on her heels, arms out and ready. The room was still except for moans coming from her fallen friend. The hole in the wall led to the night air. Val rushed over to Bridget. Bridget groaned as her friend helped her to her feet. 


     "Are you okay?" Val said glancing at several broken stitches on her friend's shoulder. 


     "I think so. I may have to have someone re-stitch my shoulder but I still have feeling in it." 


     The two women stepped over to the ruined wall and gazed out into the night. The tentacle man was long gone and Val's security personnel were already sweeping the area, the light from their flash lights moving back and forth. 


     "I know I'm going to say it again but what the hell was that all about?" Bridget asked while rotating her injured shoulder. 


     "Let's have someone take a look at you and then I will tell you everything." Val said as she looked into the black starry sky. 


     


  




  

     Four 


     Bridget held a cup of tea in one hand while one of Val's men closed up his kit. She turned and moved her arm. The stitching held and felt better than it did before. She thanked the security office and he smiled. The officer left the sitting room as Val sipped on a tall glass of red liquid. 


     Bridget let out a sigh, took a sip and gazed at her friend. Val took another sip from her glass, her face no longer carrying a smugness or mischievous grin. The vampire waited patiently as Bridget put her cup down. 


     Val put down her glass. "They call themselves the Spawn of Thulu. For the last year they have infiltrated our little town. I came across one during one of my sex parties." 


     Bridget kept her body relaxed. "I don't understand. What is this all about? You have been teasing, pulling me and Cassie into some private love affair so we can find these tentacle men? Why is that so important?" 


     Val blinked. "You know my hobbies are ancient lore and dabbling in dark knowledge. Color me surprised when I came across one of these monsters from my studies. It was supposed to be a myth. I had no idea I had one of them in my very home." 


     "It still doesn't explain this game you have been playing with me and Cassie or why you are searching for them?" 


     Val reached out and took her friend's hand into hers. "The spawn I came across a year ago was purely by chance. I spent months trying to find ways to find them. I managed to find a set of spells and instructions to help us find these spawn." 


     Val continued but her face grew darker. "You know how important Misty Hollow is to my family, to our families. We marched out of a dark time where our kind was hunted. Now we live in paradise. I want to make sure our town stays as beautiful and free as it is now." 


     Bridget's expression softened. "What do these spawn want?" 


     Val held on a little tighter. "No one knows for sure. Some ancient texts say they want to raise their twisted god from the deep. Other texts say they want to consume anything not like them. Many other writings don't even speculate on what they want. The only thing they all have in common is that these spawn hide and take those they deem worthy, whatever that means. These spawn always hold some kind of influence on politics, social issues and underworld dealings." 


     Bridget took a long sip of her tea before putting the teacup down again. "The blue kiss is a way for us to find them?" 


     "Exactly. The spawn have a deep lust that they never seem to quench. The blue kiss allows us to find them and give us some protection. Their minds are alien and very hard to locate but their lust is their weakness." 


     Bridget was very still as the knowledge seeped in on what they had to do. "So, what do we do when we find them?" 


     Val's devilish grin bloomed into view. "We kick them out of our town once and for all."         


     ~Fin~ 
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     One 


     The morning sun cleared the horizon and blazed a promise of a new day. Birds chirped and sang their early songs. Moisture from the early fog quickly faded in the sunshine. The glassy surface of the large Misty Hollow Lake remained still except for the occasional ripples of insects landing and fish darting up for a snack.  


     A single red Mercedes pulled up a small dirt road. The hum of the engine fell silent and a car door opened. A woman stepped out and took a deep cleansing breathe. Hands reached out and webbed fingers spread. Sunlight brightened her small frame as she absorbed each ray on her smooth skin. Big eyes opened and fell to the lake in front of her. Webbed feet moved the young woman's lithe body as she shed her top and shorts.  


     Cassie reached the edge of the lake and let her clothes fall to the tiny sandy strip. Underneath she wore a tiny black bikini. The calm lake stretched out before her like a second home. Toes touched the water's edge and a cool excitement ran up her body. She was about to take further steps into the lake when a line of ripples moved in her direction. Cassie stayed where she was, watching the line of bubbles and ripples move closer and closer toward her. 


     Something dark moved just under the surface. Two white orbs appeared side by side. They swam with purpose as they moved within twenty feet of where the small woman stood. When the orbs were ten feet away, it stopped. Cassie eyed the thing just under the water. She knelt down and dipped her fingers into the cool lake waters. The thing moved a little closer and slowly raised its self up.  


     A long serpentine neck broke the surface, water cascading down. A large serpent head rose up next, white eyes with black slits focusing on Cassie's bent form. The lake serpent head and neck were about thirty feet long. The rest of the body stayed hidden in the dark lake waters. 


     Cassie looked up at the serpent and smiled. "Good morning, Oliver!"  


     The serpent shook his large head. Water fell in large droplets from the creature's fins along the sides of its face and spine. "Good morning, Cassie!" The serpent beamed. 


     Cassie stood up and held out a hand. Oliver bent his head down and let Cassie run her fingers along his cheek. The young woman had been taking dips in the lake all summer and found it more refreshing than her own natural pool at home. 


     "How's the water?" Cassie asked already knowing the answer. 


     "Beautiful." Oliver said with a scaly grin to their private joke. Every time Cassie would visit, they would greet each other with the same question and same answer. 


     Cassie stepped in until the water nearly touched her knees. Oliver coiled around to watch the young woman ready herself for her swim. Cassie was about to dive when she turned to the lake serpent. 


     "Want to swim together?" Cassie said with a genuine smile. 


     Oliver lazily shook his head. "Not today my dear. I think I may sun myself for a while. Enjoy yourself." 


     Cassie nodded her head. The siren flexed her gills along her neck and dove into the glistening water. Sound grew muffled as she swam deeper and deeper. Shafts of light penetrated the dark depths in patches. A peaceful calm washed over Cassie as she let the outside world go and allow peace into her heart.  


     The lake had become her retreat from the everyday world. The longer she was home the more she wanted be away from it. It had been two months since her indiscretion with her childhood crush and it had been taking its toll. Strange and familiar feelings invaded her thoughts even in the most serene of circumstances. The worst of it was when her husband would return from his acting roles. James would be away for weeks at a time and he would return and act like everything was fine. Cassie knew differently. 


     Cassie swam till she was in deep water, with only a shaft or two of light to guide her way. She floated upright and let her arms and legs move back and forth, suspending her in the near abyss. Her mind fell back to images of that day. The excitement of seeing a sex party. The shock of running into her school crush. The strength of his hands and the heat of his body as they shared a secret moment. Memories of running her webbed fingers over his handsome elven features, wishing she could stay in that moment forever. 


     Warmth spread through her as she remembered her one night with Sylvin. Cassie wished they had more time. The last few months had been stranger than usual. The night at the Blue Room. The moment she shared with her friend Bridget. The look of furious anger from Sylvin's mother who tried to have unspeakable things done to Cassie as payment for sleeping with her son. The whole town seemed to be bubbling with underlining issues and her friend Val was trying to keep the peace. 


     Cassie closed her eyes and let the water around her absorb her anxiety. Her mind drifted back to Sylvin. The elf tried to contact her but she never returned his calls. Soon the calls stopped. Cassie attempted to put her life back together. Be the good wife and try to not give in to her impulses. At first, she thought it would be easy but as James left for his acting gigs, the long silent moments pulled at her heart in another direction. She often day dreamed of her one-time lover and she missed him more than she had ever missed anyone before. The guilt was heavy but she kept to herself. There was no way she could be with Sylvin. His family were extremely old fashion and deeply racist toward anyone not of elven blood. Cassie opened her eyes and looked at one of her webbed hands as she floated. Most found her beautiful but a sliver of doubt caressed her mind. She didn't want to be elven but the thought of it was a nice one from time to time.  


       Warm thoughts swirled through her mind. Cassie's body felt alive as she attempted to pull thought butterflies into her cerebral net. Images of Sylvin floated into her inner world. The calm and quiet, centered her being. Nothing moved in the area. It was almost like the fish and lake-life disappeared to give the siren a moment of private peace. Cassie could hear her own heartbeat, thudding in her chest. An image and a feeling washed over her. Flashes of Sylvin holding her down, caressing with his lips and pressing his body against hers. A second later electric fire ran along her nerves. Images became vibrant as memories played out in their lusty glory. 


     Cassie let a webbed hand fall, touching her thigh. She looked around and saw only darkness with occasional shafts of sunlight. The need grew the more she thought of him. Fingers brushed her bikini bottom setting a small fire into motion. The more she resisted the more she wanted the release. Val taught her that it was okay to let the pent-up energy out or her urges will grow to the point of uncontrollable. An unusual comfort welled up and Cassie let her hand linger. Fingers slowly smoothed over her bikini bottom. Wisps of currents and webbed fingers pushed against her thin line. 


     The siren opened her mouth silently as she pressed against her womanhood. The movements underwater only added to the temptations filling her senses. Foggy thoughts played out as her fingers pressed harder, pushing smooth fabric against her engorged clit. A small smile bloomed on her lips. Frustration called out and Cassie answered. With practiced ease, Cassie pulled aside her bikini bottom and touched her sensitive womanhood. The siren's entire body quivered as her body turned weightless in the dark water. A firm rhythm pulsed and she let her head bend upward to the blue sky. Cassie's mouth formed a perfect O as she rubbed. The tension grew as did her desire to release her stress. Images of Sylvin holding and touching her danced. Strong hands grabbing at her roughly, forcing her down. Cassie made a silent gasp as a growing pressure pushed at her boundaries. The feelings were too much and the fantasy took over. Cassie drifted, rubbing her clit faster and faster, imagining her elven lover force his way on her, in her. The siren's nerves lit up at the final image of Sylvin pressing his manhood to her with a mischievous grin on his lips. 


     Cassie screamed underwater, bubbles rising up from her open mouth. The siren writhed and spun in the dark water, letting the orgasm rush her body in a heated explosion. Aftershocks of pleasure caused her to convulse every few moments. Eyes half closed, she drifted and let the good feelings drive away the anxiety for a small moment. Time became a distant memory. Water moved in and out of her gills in gentle silence. 


     Cassie stretched her limbs in all directions. She took a deep breath of water and began her slow ascent to the surface. Breaking the surface, Cassie moved easily through the water toward the sandy edge of the lake. She noticed that Oliver had snaked onto the small sun-drenched grassy clearing, soaking in the rays. Cassie reached firm terra and stood on wobbly legs. She stepped forward, picking up her clothes and walking to her car. It was then the lake serpent opened and lifted his large head. 


     "Cassie! Good thing I'm not a heavy sleeper. Someone left something for you." The lake serpent nearly yawned. 


     Cassie curiously walked over to her friend. It was then she saw a small wooden box next to his bulky scaled body. She pointed to it and Oliver nodded. Hands reached out and she lifted the box. Carved runes covered every inch of the small wooden box. Intricate designs of fine craftsmanship greeted her fingers as she ran them over with a questioning gaze. 


     "The elf seemed to know you were here and asked me to make sure you received this. He said it was very important." Oliver peered down. 


     "Did he have black hair?" Cassie wondered why Sylvin would continue to go through the trouble. 


     "Yes. He was very handsome. I think he may be part of the Treeborn family. He had that regal air about him." 


     Cassie stared at the box and Oliver made a wet coughing sound. "Open it. It must be important." 


     Forgetting herself, Cassie moved her fingers to the small latch, unhooked it and opened the top. Oliver towered over the young woman as they both looked inside. Cassie dipped her hand in and pulled out a beautiful leather book. The serpent smiled and using his snout, touched Cassie's shoulder. The siren opened the leather book and began reading. 


     "It's a book of siren poetry. These are incredibly rare." Cassie said astonished. 


     "I didn't you know you had an admirer. I would have stopped my flirting months ago." The serpent smiled. 


     Cassie looked up at Oliver and smiled. "I doubt that." 


     Oliver let out a hearty laugh. "Your right but married women are the forbidden fruit of our times." Oliver winked. 


              Cassie turned a page and there were a set of numbers scrawled across the top. Oliver looked at the same page and a scaled brow lifted. Cassie ran her fingers across the numbers as a mysterious thrill ran up her spine. 


     "Numbers? What do those number mean?" Oliver huffed. 


     "They are GPS coordinates." Cassie said taking it all in. 


     "Ooooooo this is mysterious." Oliver bent his head down close to Cassie's shoulder. "How delightful. An admirer sending you poetry and a secret rendezvous. I wish I had thought of it first."  


     Cassie held the book in her hands, stunned. 


     "Is there something wrong?" Oliver moved in close, the heat from his body comforting the siren. 


     "A part of me feels like I should put this back in the box and throw it in the fireplace." 


     "And the other part?" Oliver huffed. 


     Cassie was silent for seconds before speaking. "I'm a married woman. I shouldn't be playing these games." 


     Oliver reared back a little and dipped his head, centering his serpent face to Cassie's. The two looked at each other before Oliver spoke. "I think the other part of you wants to find out what is waiting at that location. If you are bringing up your marriage then you are making an excuse. What's the harm of going there and letting the mystery unfold?" 


     "I... I..." Cassie stammered. 


     Oliver chuckled. "You could go and give this admirer a piece of your mind. But I think another temptation is licking at your gates." 


     "Why are you so interested?" Cassie gazed at the lake serpent. 


     Oliver chuckled again. "I watch people more than I interact. You have been like a breath of fresh air when you visit for your swims. Whatever you do, just make sure the next time you come back you have a story to share. You know where to find me." 


     The lake serpent gave an almost impish grin before coiling toward the lake. Its massive body splashed into the water and dove below the surface. In mere moments he was gone and Cassie stood in the sunlight with the box and book in her webbed hands. She looked down at the book once again and let out a deep sigh. 


     "One final game before I end it." Cassie whispered to no one in particular. 


     Cassie placed the book in its box. She walked to her car wondering if she was making the right decision. When she sat in the comfort of the driver's seat, her hand reached for the GPS. A small hesitation played out. She could just drive home or go out for a bite, forgetting this whole game. Images of Sylvin sent a pang of warmth up her neck and flushed her cheeks.  


     The moment passed. Cassie tapped the screen for the GPS and typed in the numbers from the book. Conflicting emotions ran high as the siren turned the car and drove off with a dust cloud behind her. A lone figure on a nearby hill watched as Cassie drove off. The figure pulled out a cell phone and made a call, a sardonic smile creeping across their lips. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     Trees swayed to the summer breeze. Cassie stepped out of her car and took a quick glance around. The sound of leaves in the breeze greeted the young woman as she took a few steps down a dirt road. At the end of the road stood a large wooden house. The air was crisp and gently caressed Cassie's skin, causing goose bumps. A limo was park by the side of the house but there was little else for miles in every direction. Cassie took a deep breath and began walking toward the lone house in the middle of nowhere. 


     A chill ran up the siren's spine as she walked closer. She couldn't believe she was here and ready to tell Sylvin that it was over. Seeing the house and seclusion only prompted her to wonder if she should turn around and head back to the car. If she continued then there would be no stopping his advances on her. The romantic setting would be too much for her to ignore him and she would fall even deeper into love. 


     Cassie stopped about thirty feet from the front of the wooden home. She tried to rally her strength. If she just turned around and drove off, he couldn't influence her to stay. Emotions waged war as she stood, frozen. Love and lust fought duty and compassion. Webbed hands closed into fists as frustration knocked at her mind and heart. The siren was about to turn away when the front door opened. 


     "Cassie, you made it!" Grinned a handsome elven man. 


     Cassie looked up to see Sylvin, dressed in a flowing white shirt with the collar open to show his chiseled collarbone. He wore tight black leather pants that almost looked like leggings. The outfit was complete with shin high leather boots. The elf stepped to the edge of the porch, smiling like an innocent devil. 


     Cassie let out a sigh. "Sylvin, I shouldn't be here. Thank you for the book of poetry but this needs to stop." 


     Sylvin raised an eyebrow in a questioning gaze. It quickly melted away and he walked to the small steps. The smile never wavered. 


     "I know and you are right. But I had to see you, talk to you, even if it was for one last time." 


     The elf beckoned with his hand. Cassie stared for a long moment before walking to him. She climbed the four steps and stood before him. Even this close she could get a whiff of his scent. It was the same every time she was close to him, vanilla mixed with a hint of jasmine. He had the prettiest scent for a man she had ever known and even when she was young it drove her crazy. 


     Sylvin kept his distance. He did not try to hug or touch her in any way. His smile lessened as a sadness filled his eyes. Cassie started to wonder what was really going on but she kept quiet. If she talked any more than she might as well throw herself to his feet. His voice was captivating and carried a heft that pushed at the core of her being. The siren steeled her mind but her heart rattled the cage. 


     "Can we go in and talk for a little bit?" 


     Cassie's green eyes lowered a little but quickly returned his gaze. "Only for a little bit." 


     Sylvin briskly opened the door and the two walked in. The main room was lavish with plenty of comfortable couches, a glass coffee table and a big stone fireplace. Stairs off to the side led to a second floor. Cassie nervously walked in and sat on a couch. 


     "I have some white wine. Would you like a glass?" Sylvin said ready to move toward the kitchen in the back. 


     "No. I rather we talk and get this over with." Cassie said with an edge in her voice. 


     The elf tilted his head in acknowledgement, swept forward and sat at the other end of the couch. Cassie folded her hands onto her lap and remained silent. Awkward feelings filling her small frame as she fought to find the right words. 


     "It's okay Cassie. I understand what you are going through." Sylvin said kindly. 


     Cassie's eyes watered. "I don't think you do. I'm trying very hard to do the right thing here. If you were someone who I just had a fling with then maybe it would be different. I think about you all the time since that night. When your mother tried to have terrible things done to me and my friends because of that night, I knew I had to keep my distance." 


     Sylvin listened, patiently. Eyes showing a deep understanding to Cassie as she fought back the tears. 


     Cassie continued. "I'm married and I have to do right by my husband. We have to put a stop to this or more people will get hurt. Your mother will try to tear us apart. If my husband found out then he would be devastated. I think about you too much. We were never meant to be together." 


     Sylvin nodded his head and lowered it. "Since that night I can't stop thinking about you too. When I heard, what my mother tried to do to you and your friends was unspeakable. I had a talk with her, and made her promise to never do anything like that again." 


     Cassie looked at Sylvin. "Thank you but we have to stop this chase. Maybe in another life we could have been together but now...." The siren trailed off. 


     Sylvin looked up. A tear slipped down from the corner of Cassie's eye and over her cheek. The elf reached forward and wiped it away with a finger. Cassie's hand went up and grabbed Sylvin's wrist. The touch of his fingers against her cheek sent a shock of warmth through her. Every instinct screamed for her to push him away but her heart kept his hand close.  


     Sylvin looked at Cassie with warm eyes. "You know what we had was special. I only wish to show you that feeling all the time." 


     Another tear fell down the siren's cheek. "Me too but this has to be it." Cassie let go if his smooth hand. 


     The elf pulled his hand back, rubbing the tears into his skin. Cassie let out a long breath as if she was holding it the whole time. Her legs shifted as she was about to get up when Sylvin reached out and touched her arm. Cassie's heart leaped in her chest to his warm touch. The siren's resolve cracked and she looked into his eyes. 


     "I have a gift for you." Sylvin smiled. 


     "I... I... can't," Cassie stammered. 


     "I know this may be ending between us but I have one final thing to show you. After that, you can leave and I will no longer pursue you. We will be nothing more than a happy memory for the rest of our lives." 


     Cassie wasn't sure what to say. She found herself nodding as the world around her grew hazy and strange. Sylvin stood up and took her hand. Cassie stood up and followed as the elf led her to the fine wooden stairs. Together they climbed each step. Sylvin held Cassie's hand and she didn't try to pull away. The siren treasured each moment for as long as she could. There was nothing in the room that could convince her to stay with him. She knew that but a spark of hope drifted in her mind, trying to light into a full-on blaze. 


     At the top of the stairs, the two walked down a long hallway. Open doors were to their sides as they walked. At the end of the hallway were large double doors. Cassie fought her imagination. Images of a big bed with flower petals strewn about crossed her mind. The romantic side of her just couldn't keep away as they walked closer to the doors. 


     In front of the double doors Sylvin stopped and scooped up Cassie's hands into his. "I must ask you one thing before we go in." 


     Cassie nodded silently. 


     Sylvin continued. "Keep an open mind. All will be explained." 


     Cassie looked into his smoking dark eyes and nodded again. Sylvin smiled and took hold of the door handle. With a giant sweeping gesture, the doors swung open. Cassie gazed in, unsure what to expect. Her eyes focused and a large bed lay in the middle of the room. Rose petals lay on the rug surrounding the bed, with some sprinkled across the lavish quilt. The sound of streams played out over speakers filling Cassie with immediate calm. Dizzy feelings invaded her senses as she looked around in pure delight. Her eyes fell on a strange oddity off to the side. The dizziness drained away and shock caused her eyes go wide like saucers. 


     In the corner of the room stood a wheelchair with a man bound and gagged. The longer Cassie stared, the more detail rose to the surface of her confused mind. The man looked up and eyes locked with Cassie's. The clear fin running from the forehead to the back of his head waved as the man struggled in his bonds. Slitted eyes looked back with his brow forming a tight V. Scaly skin glistened in the light from his neck and face. He wore a T shirt but strong muscles bulged. Clawed webbed feet clawed at the rug as the entire wheelchair retched forward barely two inches. Stark realization rained down on Cassie as she was frozen on the spot. 


     "James!" Cassie shouted in disbelief. 


     The merman struggled further. A ball gag was strapped to his mouth and he grunted. Sylvin moved with ease in between Cassie and her struggling husband. 


     Cassie looked at the elf, still in shock. "Sylvin! That's my husband!"  


     "Yes, that is James Lake but I don't believe he will be your husband for long." 


     Cassie moved to free James when Sylvin blocked her and put gentle hands on her arms.  


     "Keep an open mind and I will explain." 


     "Sylvin, stop this craziness. I need to free...."  


     Sylvin cut her off. "James was planning on leaving you." The elf said firmly. 


     Cassie stopped in her tracks. She looked to James and back to Sylvin. "What?" 


     Sylvin's demeanor stayed serene as his hand ran down Cassie's arm. "I had to know if he really loved you. During my investigation, I found out James was preparing papers for a divorce. He has a very good lawyer and was planning on taking everything you both own." 


     Cassie looked bewildered at the elf. Her eyes turning to James as he sat bound. The merman looked away when her stare touched his. 


     "That's impossible." Cassie whispered. 


     "Over there are the divorce papers. Read them yourself." Sylvin pointed to a small desk in the corner of the room. 


     Cassie gave one long gaze to Sylvin. The elf's expression seemed genuine. Cassie moved to the desk with two sets of papers on it. She picked up the one Sylvin pointed to and started reading. Words and phrases popped out, her heart sinking with each scan. When she reached the bottom of the page, darkness swallowed her mind. 


     "I want to hear it from him." Cassie said not turning around. 


     Sylvin moved to the wheelchair and unbuckled the ball gag. It came away and James took a deep breath. 


     "Cassie! This guy is nuts! Get me out of here! Call the police!" James shouted. 


     "James, is it true?" Cassie asked not turning around. 


     The merman was silent. Instead, he struggled with straps around his body. 


     "Is it true?" Cassie repeated. 


     "Answer the lady." Sylvin said. 


     James stopped struggling and sat. His head moved from side to side as if he was looking for the answer.  


     "I was only thinking about it. Nothing is official. I had no plans on going through with it. I just...." James stopped. 


     Cassie turned around. "You just what?" 


     James tilted his head. "You seemed like you haven't been happy in a long time. I thought maybe that it would be better for us. Maybe we needed a break." 


     Anger boiled up the small siren as she glared at her husband. "A break? You were going to take everything!" 


     "That was only a draft! Like I said it wasn't official!" James shouted back. 


     Sylvin tut tutted. "I had my lawyers look it over and it is a final copy. The only thing James needed was your signature." 


     Cassie crumpled up the document. "How were you going to convince me to sign this?" 


     James was quiet. Sylvin answered for him. "In these situations, there normally is some sort of big payoff. He was setting money aside to bribe you into signing or the legal battle would have put you in a less then desirable situation." 


     James's anger flared. "Why the fuck are you here, elf! This isn't any of your business!" 


     Sylvin put his hand to his chest in mocked shock. "I wish to help a dear friend of mine." 


     Cassie let the crumpled divorce papers fall to the rug. Sylvin moved closer but keeping a polite distance. 


     "Cassie, the other set of papers my lawyers drew up. In them you get everything and a restraining order against your husband. If you look at them, you will see that James has already signed." 


     Cassie shot Sylvin a sideways glance. "How did you get him to sign?" 


     Sylvin gave a sly smile. "He had no choice but to sign. The leverage against him is much too high if word gets out about his misdeeds." Sylvin picked up a pen and handed it to Cassie. 


     The siren took the pen but didn't move. 


     Sylvin gazed at Cassie. Moving close, he put his hands on her shoulders and looked at her. Cassie looked away but remained silent as her world came crashing down. 


     "Cassie, you have a choice before you. You can stay with this man and try to work it out or you can sign the paper and choose me. I leave it in your beautiful hands." 


     "Choose you?" Cassie whispered. 


     Sylvin gave a genuine smile. "I know you felt what we had. You know I will never cage you. We are free spirits and we should remain that way. I will always be there and never take you for granted. Damn the rest of the world and my family if they cannot understand our connection. As I said before, you can leave at any time and nothing more will happen. I pray to the gods that you choose me and we can move toward a brighter future, together." 


     "What you two had? What is he talking about, Cassie?" James glared. 


     Cassie and Sylvin turned and looked at the bound merman. James eyed them and then he spit. 


     "You two fucked each other! That's fucking beautiful! You fucking whore, standing there and judging me while you slept with someone else. Now I'm really glad I'm leaving you. Sign his papers! I'll get better lawyers to fuck up everything!" James shouted like a madman. 


     Sylvin's hand touched Cassie's chin and guided her to face him. "Choose." Sylvin said simply. 


     Cassie felt a vortex of emotion spilling over into reality. The feelings of duty faded from her mind as she glanced at the frothing creature, she once called husband. Green eyes looked up at Sylvin as he watched her with love and stoic serenity. The events over the past number of months have opened her eyes to experiences she never knew she could have. Val's blue kiss, Cassie's lust for her friend Bridget, even fighting her true feelings for the one creature she felt the true touch of love. Sylvin held a future of understanding that she always wanted. Cassie's shyness crowded out her pure self and she dreamed of being the open, strong woman she was underneath. Val opened the door but Sylvin helped her walk through it. For the first time Cassie felt like she had total control of her life and the spark from before grew into a raging fire. 


       The siren put the papers down on the table. She clicked the pen and signed at the bottom next to her now ex-husband's signature. A weight disappeared from her shoulders and the world felt new and bright again. Cassie let the pen drop, turning to Sylvin. She threw her arms around his neck and pressed her lips hard against his. The elf's eyebrows shot up in approval but he did not break the embrace. Cassie's tongue slipped into Sylvin's mouth and they swirled together. 


     "You stupid bitch! You two deserve each other. When this is all said and done, I'm going to make sure you both pay for this!" James shouted. 


     Cassie broke the kiss and Sylvin turned to James as he struggled in his bonds. "Why don't you tell her the rest." 


     Cassie looked from Sylvin to James. "The rest?" 


     James's face twisted into a smug leer. "I already have someone. You were so boring in bed that I had to find someone else to satisfy me. We are both going to laugh every night while we fuck and I make your life a living hell!" 


     Cassie stared at the merman while he laughed. No emotion rose up. She gave him a cold stare knowing deep down that he was truly a monster. 


     Sylvin gave a small chuckle. "Even to the end you are keeping out details, James." 


     "What do you mean?" Cassie asked the elf. 


     Sylvin let go of Cassie and moved to the double doors. "It would seem the only thing you two both share is a hungry lust for elves. You can come out Tulla." 


     A shadow moved from one of the other rooms. Cassie peered over and watched as a striking female elf sauntered into the room. She wore a tight buttoned black shirt with a collar. Half the buttons were undone to reveal swollen breasts that were nearly popping out. The female elf was also wearing a thong and pair of high heels. Her body was shapely with a thin waist and round bubble butt hips. Tulla's face was beautiful with thin lines and a model quality. The elf stood in the room blinking almond shaped eyes and a thin, almost pouty mouth. Long straight blonde hair spilled from the top of her head, past her long ears and down her neck. James stared at her in disbelief.  


     Sylvin smiled. "The party is just beginning." 


     


  




  

     Three 


     Cassie could feel a serenity cover her like a warm blanket. Seeing the beautiful female elf had little effect other than she thought she was beautiful. James sat dumbfounded as Tulla looked to everyone with an almost bored expression. Her eyes moved to look to James, Sylvin and finally ending with Cassie. Pointed nipples pushed at the fabric as she stood silently. 


     "Tulla, what are you doing here?" James said picking his jaw off the ground. 


     "I know Tulla's family very well. When I found out about your indiscretions, I reached out to her to talk things over." Sylvin chimed in. 


     Tulla smirked. "Sylvin was very informative of you James. You never told me you had a wife." 


     "Tulla, this whole thing is madness. Get me out of here so we can start our life together. I'm keeping my promises to you. I'm on the verge of becoming a big movie star. Don't you want to be with me when I make it?" James huffed. 


     "I doubt there will be much convincing. Your rise to stardom will be taking a downward turn starting today." Sylvin moved and put his hand on Cassie's hip.  


     "What the fuck are you doing, elf! Why are you destroying my life?" James shouted. 


     Sylvin ignored him and looked to Cassie. "I promised no bonds to hold you. I have talked it over with Tulla. She is one of my gifts to you." 


     Cassie looked into his eyes, heart soaring. For so long she hid herself and now this wonderful creature was helping her to come out and play. The siren lifted a webbed hand and touched Sylvin's face.  


     Tulla moved forward, bowing to Cassie. "Please forgive me for any pain I have caused. I'm your willing partner today if you will have me." 


     The siren's eyes fell on Tulla's near perfect body. She looked to Sylvin and her lust grew even stronger. Heat lashed at her as she tried to contain it. James continued to struggle at the straps holding him in the wheelchair, clawed webbed hands trying to undo the straps. 


     "I can move him into another room so he can think while we entertain?" Sylvin grinned. 


     Cassie looked to James. "No. Let him watch." 


     "Cassie! What are you doing! I know I've been an ass but we can work this out. I love you and...."James was cut off by Sylvin stuffing the ball gag back in his mouth and fastening the strap behind his head. 


     "That will be enough of that. The lady has spoken." Sylvin said with one last tug of the gag strap. 


     James griped and moaned. Cassie turned to Tulla running her hands over her body. Delicate fingers massaged Cassie's breasts over her shirt. The siren looked up to see a dark lust fill Tulla's almond shaped eyes. Sylvin stood away, watching as a small gasp escaped Cassie's lips. Tendrils of bliss ran along her nerves as the room grew mysteriously hot. Tulla was much taller than Cassie but that didn't stop her from bending her head and stabbing her tongue into the Siren's mouth. Cassie moaned her approval as the female elf played with the siren's tongue. Hands pulled at Cassie's shirt in frustration. 


     Sylvin moved in and took hold of the bottom of Cassie's shirt. He pulled up gently breaking the embrace between the siren and the elf. Cassie wasn't wearing her bikini top and her swollen breasts hung defying gravity. Nipples pointed and Tulla seductively took one into her mouth. Sylvin undid Cassie's jeans and pulled them down. The siren stepped out of them while hugging Tulla's head to her chest. In the corner of the room, James made muffled groans. 


     Tulla gently pushed Cassie to the edge of the bed. Sylvin went with them, trying to untie Cassie's bikini bottom but the little tassels of cloth slipped from his fingers. Cassie fell backwards into the large bed and rose petals bounced. Tulla continued her sexy onslaught, warm hands running down Cassie's body. Occasionally she gave Cassie's thighs a soft squeeze. The siren's head was spinning on how good everything felt. Sylvin stood over the two as their bodies writhed and touched. As if enjoying the appetizer, he slowly removed his clothes one piece at a time. The room filled with heated gasps. Tulla kissed and nibbled at Cassie's flesh, making her way from her tits and down her stomach. 


     The siren looked over to see Sylvin, naked and watching. His slim frame carried chiseled muscle, toned and defined. Between his legs, his member dangled, getting harder with each second. The elf slid into bed as Tulla's lips kissed Cassie's bikini bottom. Skillful hands pulled at the side strings. Tulla's teeth closed on the fabric and pulled it. Cassie watched with half closed eyes as the female elf pressed her open lips to the siren's slit and gave it a playful lick. Sylvin pressed his body against the side of Cassie's. The siren looked to her lover. The elf leaned in and touched his lips to hers. Loving sensations intensified as Tulla let her tongue run up Cassie's slit and swirl around her nub. Cassie moaned deep in her throat as Tulla worked her magic spot. Tulla's head moved between the siren's thighs, licking and lashing at her throbbing clit. 


     Sylvin reached up, squeezing Cassie's full creamy tits. Electric fire ran up and down Cassie's body as two beautiful elves worked to pleasure her. Sylvin's hard cock pressed against the back of Cassie's hand. She unfurled her fingers and wrapped them around the elf's hard shaft. With small motions she stroked it, Sylvin letting a small moan come up his throat. 


     James watched as the three played and teased each other. He stopped struggling and stared in disbelief on what was happening in front of him. Cassie moved her hips into Tulla's face, wetness spilling out. The siren broke her kiss and looked down at Tulla. The she elf seemed quite content to lash away at her pink button. The siren moved Sylvin's cock and tapped Tulla's cheek with it. The elf looked up and saw Sylvin's throbbing member. She gave Cassie a knowing glance as she let her tongue roll out and let Sylvin's cock slide into her mouth. Cassie looked to Sylvin with adoring eyes. The elf smiled as Tulla gave long wet strokes. The she elf bobbed her head a number of times, making sure to slather his member with her saliva. When she was done, she let his cock slip from her mouth and went back to pleasuring the siren. 


     Tulla's saliva made stroking Sylvin easier. Cassie made longer strokes of his throbbing cock. The elf planted kisses all over Cassie's neck and firm tits. The siren shuddered as Tulla continued to play with her. A growing pressure pushed at her being as she was lost in an ocean of pleasure. Sylvin nibbled at her pert nipple and that only made the ache she felt more intense. An emptiness nagged at the siren, wanting and needing to be filled.  


     Tulla lapped at Cassie's pink gash. Webbed fingers tightened around Sylvin's member and her strokes were longer. The elf stayed to Cassie's side, moving his hips to Cassie's rhythm. The pressure was getting more powerful. Cassie could feel the dam was about to break and she would be swept away in the tide. The more comfortable she felt, the quicker the orgasm pushed. The siren's thighs clamped onto Tulla's head but that didn't slow down she elf. Instead, it made the lashing of her clit stronger. Tulla let her own hand slide over her black thong, pressing and touching herself. When feelings grew intense, fingers slid under the thong and touched her own pink nub.  


     Tulla moaned loudly while still licking Cassie's clit. The siren couldn't hold back anymore. A webbed hand tightened around Sylvin's thick cock. The coiling inside was too much. Cassie's world exploded and her body bucked. The siren's free hand grabbed the back of Tulla's head and kept her mouth in place as she rubbed her dripping pussy in the she elf's face. Tulla moaned long and loud as she tasted the change in Cassie's juices and scent. Sylvin kept his eyes on them as they writhed to vibrations of bliss. Cassie held Tulla in place as she milked every last bit of pleasure. When it subsided, Cassie could feel that she was not completely satisfied. 


     "Too much?" Sylvin asked. 


     "Not enough." Cassie gasped. 


     Tulla pulled her upper body up and stayed on her knees. She pulled at her shirt hard and buttons popped off. Alabaster breasts bounced into view as the she elf continued to run her fingers over her own mound, wetness covering her perfects cheeks and chin.  


     Cassie put a webbed hand to Sylvin's shoulder and pushed him. The elf lay on his back with his cock still in Cassie's hand. She stroked his staff, her eyes looking up at James. The merman stared as Cassie smiled evilly. Thoughts rained down on her how he never took her seriously. How he would be happy to leave for the next acting gig than be home with her. How many times she had to be on her knees to please him but taking the time to please her was too much. 


     The siren moved her head down to Sylvin's throbbing head. The elf put one arm behind his head so he could get a look at her. Cassie kept eye contact with James as her lips kissed Sylvin's purple head. The merman winced as she closed her lips around the elf's throbbing member. Moans of pleasure ran up her throat as inches slowly slid passed her lips. Sylvin closed his eyes for a second, taking in the storm of ecstasy. Cassie kept her eyes on her husband, making sure he was watching every moment and every inch push into her mouth. Sylvin moved his hips, pushing more of himself into her. The siren's tongue ran along the shaft, caressing it and then fully pressing it to the roof of her mouth. The immediate tightness made Sylvin sigh in delight.  


     Tulla continued to rub herself to the view of Cassie deep throating her elven lover. Thong thrown on the floor, the she elf moved her hips to her own touch, eyes on Sylvin's cock disappearing into the siren's full lips. Tulla's creamy breasts bounced to small shudders, her mouth open taking deep breaths. The siren reached the hilt and stayed there, licking the underside of Sylvin's cock. 


     Defeat filled James's face as he watched his wife lovingly take another man's cock. He sat powerless as Cassie began taking long wet strokes. Her head bobbed slowly and lips pressed tight. Sylvin looked over to James. The elf winked and James thrashed in the wheelchair. Seeing the merman lose it made everything that much hotter. Cassie moaned deep in her throat as she upped the tempo. The siren's head bounced faster, her tongue begging for elven come. Tulla moved closer to Cassie's body. The she elf used her free hand to run it over Cassie's round butt. Fingers travelled down one bouncing cheek and touched her dripping slit. Seeing the siren getting hornier the more her husband shook at his bonds made her wetter. Tulla played with Cassie's folds and her own to the symphony of James's hurt and disgust. 


     Cassie made one long stroke before pulling Sylvin's cock from her mouth. "Take me!" she said in near desperation. "Take me from behind! I want to see my husband's face when you fuck me." 


     Sylvin smiled. Legs swung over the side of the bed and the elf stood. Cassie stayed on all fours, her eyes centered on James's. The elf moved around the bed and crawled in. Sylvin was on his knees behind the siren, his cock throbbing and hard. Delicate but strong hands spread her ass and his purple spear touched her quivering pink gash. James didn't blink. Cassie let a smirk appear at the corner of her mouth. Her eyes travelled down to her husband's crotch. James wasn't a small man in the bedroom. Even through his pants, Cassie could make out the familiar bulge. The merman was quiet but Cassie filled the room with her moans. Sylvin forced her down on his thick spear, impaling the smaller siren.  


     Cassie's entire body felt alive for the first time. A deluge of satisfaction splashed into her soul as Sylvin forced his way into her. Walls spread and she gasped. Cassie had forgotten how big he was in her. Whimpers spilled from her lips as she took his member all the way to the hilt. Fingers curled into the bed covers and eyes rolled slightly into her head. The siren moved her body, sliding back and forth on thick inches, wetness dripping to accommodate the elf's cock. 


     Tulla reached under Cassie, fingers touching the siren's glowing clit. Cassie moaned like an animal to the touch of both elves. The siren fought for some control, eyes reconnecting with James. The merman stopped his futile thrashing. He sat and watched Sylvin looking down at Cassie, hips thrusting and smacking against her ass. The sound of heated passion from Cassie's lips. Tulla moaned as she pleasured Cassie and herself.   


     The three locked in the throes of lust were sure to face the defeated merman. Cassie moaned as her firm breasts swung to Sylvin's long thrusts. Tulla let out a sharp whimper, an orgasm blooming. The she elf milked the sensations before letting her body fall to the bed. Moving like a serpent, she slithered under Cassie. Tulla's tongue snaked out and licked at Cassie's swinging nipples. The she elf's mouth closed over a nipple and held it, licking and suckling. Tulla spread her legs and continued to abuse her own clit. 


     Cassie cried out as she tried to hold back a tidal wave of pleasure. The sound of skin on skin filled the room with Sylvin punishing her from behind. The elf's hips slammed into her ass, making the skin pink. Raw and lustful sensations caused the edges of Cassie's vision to blur. With each moment, all sense of control lost ground. Nerves lit up like fireworks as the two elves played and forced themselves on her, in her. The siren made one last glance at James who sat with a bulge in his pants and tears in his eyes. 


     The room started to spin and Cassie let out an inhuman scream. The siren's body bucked uncontrollably as a bliss filled atom bomb went off. Fingers dug harder into the sheets and her head bent back as the scream filled the room with haunting vibrations. Sylvin stopped, his cock half buried in Cassie. Tulla also stopped, her lips still clamped around the siren's nipple. The only one not effected was James as he watched with wide eyes. 


     Cassie's scream turned to a low enchanting harmony. She had never allowed herself to use her voice. Nightmares plagued her in her youth, concerned the voice from her family could make others do things against their will. The siren stuffed those thoughts deep down but here, now, she felt her true self rise to the surface. Sylvin and Tulla were lost to the siren's song. Cassie allowed herself to enjoy watching James, fall further into despair. 


     "Keep fucking me." Cassie sang. 


     Sylvin continued, each thrust growing harder and harder. Tulla seemed to understand too as she continued to suckle at Cassie's pointed nipple. The three writhed and moaned their pleasure but Cassie continued to sing. Sylvin grunted and his cock pushed at Cassie's walls, spreading them nearly to the breaking point. 


     "Come my lover." Cassie sang. 


     Sylvin looked down with maddening eyes. The tempo grew to a fevered pitch as he relentlessly drove himself deep into Cassie's slit. Another grunt filled the room. Cassie smiled as the elf's cock thickened. Jets of molten come spurted into the siren. Cassie sang louder as she was quickly filled with more streams of come. The elf pushed everything he had into her, cock throbbing and spitting globs of seed until her tiny slit couldn't contain it any longer. Cassie sang and cooed as come dripped from her gash and off the bottom of Sylvin's cock. 


     "Turn me onto my back." Cassie sang. 


     Sylvin pulled his wet hard cock from the siren. Using strong hands, he turned her onto her back. Cassie's song directed the two elves. Sylvin pushed his cock back into her folds, each hand holding a leg up. Tulla swirled her tongue around Cassie's nipple, her own hand buried between her legs, pleasuring herself. James could feel the power coming off of Cassie's voice. It was monstrously beautiful. The siren had full control and the elves continued their onslaught of bliss.  


     Cassie looked at Sylvin, her voice coiling around his mind like a large snake. The elf continued to push in and out of Cassie, cock fully hard. Tulla moaned and whimpered as another orgasm bloomed. When it eased down, she went back to pleasuring the siren with gusto.  


     Sylvin couldn't contain himself. The elf's normal reserved demeanor changed to a lust hungry monster. He forced himself deep into the siren like his life depended on it. Cassie sang her moans as ecstasy rose and fell like the ocean tides. Cassie's eyes widened as her back arched. She continued to sing as orgasm after orgasm rocked her body. The chain of orgasms turned the world around her into a blur. Sylvin's cock bulged. The elf withdrew his member and stroked it over Cassie's writhing form. Spurts of hot come exploded from the tip, streaming onto her bare breast and stomach. Some splashed on the side of Tulla's face but she didn't slow down her suckling. 


     Long moments later, Cassie felt the raging storm grow calmer. She stopped singing and enjoyed the sensations lapping at her being. Sylvin came to his senses and he looked down at come splattered over the siren's body. 


     "Oh my." He said with a grin. 


     "I'm sorry." Cassie breathed heavy. "I don't know what came over me." 


     Sylvin pushed his cock at Cassie's dripping gash. "No need. Like I said, I will never cage you, my siren." 


     Cassie raised her upper body up and hugged her elven lover. She sat in his lap, his cock buried in her. Tulla watched with a happy smile on her lips, her fingers still working her clit in romantic self-love. James looked down at the floor, his body limp. Cassie could feel herself change for the better. Her entire life felt open and new. Her body wanting to be pleasured. 


     The siren could feel the blue kiss tugging at her mind. A thought flashed and she wondered if all of this was true. Was Sylvin really trying to set her free to be who she really was? Cassie let the power of the blue kiss wash over her. She kissed Sylvin long and deep while he moved her smaller body on his rigid member. Her mind touched his and she nearly gasped in joy. The elf's thoughts were only of Cassie. He wanted to pleasure her for the rest of their days. The siren's body shuddered as another orgasm blasted her senses. 


     "I love you." Sylvin whispered. 


     "I love you." Cassie whispered back. 


     The day wore on with the three lovers continuing their embrace while a defeated merman sobbed. 


     


  




  

     Four 


     Hours passed as Cassie, Sylvin and Tulla continued pleasuring each other with nearly reckless abandonment. Though half way through the evening, the sobs from James started to drip into their good time. Sylvin called his driver and the man came up and wheeled James out of the house and to the limo. With James no longer there, the playing continued late into the night. 


     Morning came in bright. Light flooded the room and sticky bodies moved slightly from their deep slumber. The three rose up with tired but happy expressions. They showered together and the party started again with wet bodies pressed and writhing. 


     Breakfast was waiting. Sylvin had one of his servants cook up a large meal so they could regain their strength. Cassie couldn't believe how hungry she was and nearly devoured three plates of food. Even the sexy thin Tulla had seconds. They spent the morning talking and enjoying the light airy morning. 


     Cassie found herself staring at Sylvin. The entire night was magical. She wasn't sure what was going to happen next but she felt better about the future. By mid-morning, three limos pulled up. Sylvin assured Cassie that one of his men will drive her car back and she should enjoy the limo ride. Tulla said her goodbyes, making sure to give her cell number so they could have future play dates. She stepped into a limo and waved at them as it drove off. 


     "Come home with me and we can spend the day together." Cassie said nearly bubbly. 


     "I wish I could. I need to close up the house and meet with mother. I have much to discuss with her..."Sylvin gazed lovingly at the siren. "...about the future." 


     Cassie nodded. Despite his mother being a complete harpy, she was still his mother. "Tomorrow?" 


     Sylvin smiled. "Tomorrow cannot get here fast enough." 


     The siren and the elf kissed. Cassie let good feelings fall over her as she said goodbye. The driver closed the door and stepped to the driver's side. Sylvin waved as the limo pulled out and speeded down the dirt road. 


     When the limo carrying Cassie was out of sight, Sylvin pulled out his cell phone and pressed a button. 


      "She is firmly on our side now. There shouldn't be any further distractions." 


     "Did she use the voice?" Came a voice over the line. 


     "She did. As predicted, it did not have an effect on her husband. I speculate that it will not affect sea creatures. I will be sure to send you the recordings." 


     The line clicked and went dead. Sylvin put his cell phone away and walked back into the house. The elf directed servants to dismantle the hidden cameras and recording equipment. As servants moved to carry out his wishes, Sylvin sat in a high-backed chair with a smile on his face and a siren song in his heart. 


       


     ~Fin~ 
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     One 


     "The first meeting of the Order of the Blue Kiss shall commence! " Val shouted. 


     Bridget sat with her legs folded and a steamy cup of tea by her stitched up hand. A bewildered expression arched her eyebrows as she saw Val taking clothes out of her large and extensive walk-in closet and throwing them on the floor. Cassie took a sip of her Bloody Mary, practically bouncing in her seat with a wide smile and energetic wide eyes. Val continued her rampage, pulling dresses, shirts and stylish pants, looking at them for the breath of a second before hurling them to the ground as if their mere touch offended her. 


     Bridget picked up her tea cup with a feminine green hand and took a long soothing sip. Cassie continued to bounce like a kitten as she put her drink down and watched Val's back with a bright smile. The air in the room was a comfortable 72 degrees. Bridget and Cassie sat at a medium sized table, watching their friend attack her own belongings like a creature possessed. A California king sized canopy bed was in the center of the room with drawn crimson velvet drapes. Bridget fidgeted in her seat knowing that the very chair she sat on was worth more than she will ever see for over a hundred years. 


     "So, are we having a meeting while you search for the perfect outfit?" Bridget managed a smirk. 


     "My darlings, life waits for no one. Tomorrow night is extra special and I need your eyes. We can talk while I search." Val said without turning around. 


     Bridget rolled her eyes. “Order of the Blue Kiss? Is that what we are calling ourselves?" 


     Val turned to her green friend. "Pretty fitting don't you think?" Val held a black dress over her body. 


     "I like it." Cassie smiled. 


     Bridget looked to Cassie and then back to Val. "The name or the dress?" 


     Val held the dress in front of her, shrugged and tossed it away. "Well, we need something to call ourselves." 


     Electricity arced from Bridget's neck bolts as she grimaced. "Maybe we should take this a little more seriously. I'm personally having issues with your party tomorrow night." 


     Val turned to Bridget, eyes narrowing. "It's not a party, it's a Masquerade Ball. A party is something you throw in your backyard with a few friends and a keg of beer. Tomorrow night is an event. Only the most powerful, rich and influential will be there so the three of us must look our best." 


     Bridget let out a small sigh. "Val, the Ball isn't the issue. Remind me again how the three of us are going to find these tentacle monsters while there is a party going on?" 


     Val held a sparkling dress in one hand. She let it fall to the floor and slowly emerged from the closet, taking an empty chair and gracefully sitting down. Cassie stopped bouncing while Bridget took a sip of tea to calm her nerves. 


     "I suppose we should talk out what is going to happen tomorrow." Val said while reaching out and giving Bridget's thigh a reassuring squeeze. 


     "I don't know how we are going to do this? What makes you think those spawn will be at the party after what happened here?" Bridget asked. 


     Cassie chimed in. "I'm also wondering what we are going to do? I can't fight. From what you told me about the incident, I think I will be in the way." 


     Val looked to her friends and gave a bright smile. "We all have parts to play in the upcoming drama but I believe I have accounted for everything. We should be in no danger as long as everyone does their part." 


     "You still haven't filled us in on what exactly those parts are." Bridget said with an edge. 


     "I know it can be frustrating but Misty Hallow will be better for it after tomorrow night. I'm sorry I have kept both of you in the dark for so long but it was for our protection. It is important that what I tell you today does not leave this room. Don't talk to each other until we are all together when the ball starts." Val said in an even voice and a striking intensity in her eyes. 


     Bridget was silent for a long moment. Cassie nodded her head in agreement. Bridget soon followed with a nod. 


     Val leaned in close to her friends. "From everything I can gather, the spawn of Thulu are looking for a foothold in our town. I believe there may be only three in Misty Hallow but I cannot confirm it. They are looking to find those they can influence and control." 


     Cassie eyed Val before speaking. "My grandmother told me stories about these spawn. I thought she was only trying to scare me so I would go to sleep. My ancestors had to avoid them or they would disappear and come back, different." 


     "During my research I've found out that there is something of these creatures in almost every culture around the world. If we want to save our town, we have to find them and stop them." 


     "How?" Bridget asked. 


     "The spawn are attracted to power and influence. Tomorrow's ball will be irresistible. I invited only those with high standing in the community so we can root them out. The blue kiss will help us to find them." 


     Bridget frowned. "Val, you've told us about some of these parties you throw. They tend to turn into full on orgies. Is tomorrow one of those parties?" 


     Val grinned. "It wouldn't be a Val party if there wasn't an orgy." 


     Cassie let a small laugh bubble up. The siren took a long gulp of her drink and set it back down. Bridget looked to Cassie and shook her head in dismay. Val could see the doubt cascading down Bridget's face. She knew she was losing her and had to bring her back into the fold. 


     "The three of us simply need to enjoy ourselves. The connection between us is strong and we will be there for each other. When one of us feels one of the spawn, we can alert the others. From there I will set things into motion that should cause these tentacle men to leave or little town once and for all." 


     Val sat back, eyeing her two best friends before continuing. "All you need to do is open yourself to the mood. I have a gift for both of you." 


     The two monster ladies looked at Val in unison. The fanged beauty stood up and sauntered over to a shelf where two small boxes sat. Val picked up one in each hand and sauntered over to the table, placing one in front of Bridget and the other in front of Cassie.  


     "Open it." Val said while crossing her arms. 


     Both women looked at the white boxes with fancy ribbons. Cassie was first to undo the ribbon and open the top. Bridget was just untying her ribbon when the siren pulled out a strange looking mask. Cassie turned it around in her webbed hands and stared at the human face looking back at her. Bridget pulled out a similar mask but each mask looked like a different person. 


     "Put them on." Val said as she stood up. 


     Bridget put on her mask and tied it behind her head. Val walked to a vanity mirror on wheels and pulled it close to the table. Bridget looked through the eye holes but didn't feel anything amazing about it. When she looked down, she noticed her skin was a different color. The reanimated woman froze as she looked at her arm. The green skin was now a pale white. The stitches on her wrists and elbows were gone, replaced with alabaster skin. Bridget looked up at Cassie who also put her mask on. The siren no longer looked like a siren. Webbed hands appeared human. The gills on her neck disappeared and the small spots of scales on her arms were now silky-smooth skin. Val moved the mirror toward them so they could get a better look. The human masks looked like masks but the rest of their bodies appeared human. 


     "Val, how?" Bridget asked in astonishment. 


     "What's a masquerade ball without masks. Each mask carries an illusion enchantment. As long as you wear the mask, it will make your body look human. I sent one to each person attending so they can enjoy themselves without letting on who or what they really are. A mysterious way to break the ice. "   


     "Doesn't this make our job harder?" Bridget said while taking off the mask, her skin turning green once again. 


     Val moved close to the green skinned beauty, letting her body come within an inch of Bridget. Invisible energy reached out and mingled between the vampire and the reanimated woman. Bridget couldn't hold back a gasp as it spilled from her lips. Val's full lips glowed blue with tiny runes etching themselves to the surface. Cassie took her mask off showing a knowing smile as Val stared deep into Bridget's blue eyes. 


     "My darling, you feel that. That is what it means to be close to another being. The three of us are like sisters. You continue to fight your urges even after everything you have seen and done." 


     Bridget's eyes grew heavy as heat played off their bodies. "I... I…don't want to be a fool. I don't want to be your fool." Bridget said in a breathy whisper. 


     Val stared deep, inching her lips closer and closer to Bridget's. "You are no one's fool. Our bond will chase away those who would try to control us. We are sisters to the very end." 


     Energy moved between them for long moments before a strand snaked out to Cassie just a few feet away. The three women felt a piece of themselves intertwine with one another in a closeness most would never grasp. Cassie stepped closer and the energy from their bodies whirled like serpents. Bridget could see into Val's mind. She could feel that her friend was telling the truth. A smile bloomed as the reanimated woman reached forward and took Val's hand. The vampire smiled, showing pearly white fangs as she gripped Bridget's hand. Cassie's energy made the three of them feel better as a whole. Bridget turned to Cassie and could feel recent life events play out. Their images only added to the intensity. Cassie was free since she divorced her husband, her energy making them feel like the world was open to them for the first time. Val kissed Bridget, letting her tongue snake into her mouth. Cassie hugged them close. It was Bridget's last nagging doubt that melted away to the heated energy between them. Val pulled her tongue back and stepped back. 


     The energy in the room died. Reality fell back into place and Bridget had to grab the back of the chair to steady herself. Cassie leaned her butt against the table and heaved from the experience. Val turned and went back to the closet. She came back with two dresses and held them up before her bewildered friends. 


     "So, what do you think, the purple one or the red one?" Val smiled. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     Fine classical music played in the background as Val walked down a long hallway, her stiletto heels clicking with each step. The red dress was sheer against her body, fabric light and airy but leaving very little to the imagination. A familiar thrill rushed the vampire's senses as she made her way to the entrance to the ballroom. The music played on as a techno beat joined the rhythm. The air was alive and the vampire drank it in like a fine glass of wine. 


     Val stepped through the entrance and the room opened up before her. To call it a room was an understatement. The ballroom was more like a concert hall with a lower area complete with a stage. Marble stair cases dotted the edge as they joined the upper level with the lower. The upper level contained tables with food, wine and anything else your heart could desire. Throughout the ballroom, people mulled about, excited and talkative. Everyone wore the human masks so the entire party looked like a normal human affair. The place was packed with men in tuxedos and woman in gorgeous dresses and gowns.  


     Val put on her mask. She glanced down and noticed her skin took on a rosy glow instead of that pale white she normally had. With a smile on her face, she moved in, making sure to greet everyone with each step she took. Boisterous salutations were rained down on her as she made her way deeper and deeper into the party. Lights flashed and music mixed with laughing. Val could almost feed off the energy in the room. Despite it being a masquerade party, the vampire simply couldn't resist not hiding herself. The masks were more for the citizens of Misty Hallow and not Val. She was sure to inform everyone that she would be easy to spot with a blood red pearl necklace. Each pearl had black veins crisscrossing over the red. It was such a rare item that there were only three known necklaces in the world. The more she greeted people, the more they wanted to talk to her upon seeing the red pearls around her neck. 


       Val playfully touched shoulders with generous laughter. Even behind the masks she could see eyes moving from her masked face to her cleavage and pointed nipples. The vampire would laugh at their stories and make her rounds. The desire seemed to grow each time she talked to someone. A wake of lustful eyes watched as Val continued to greet and touch her guests.  


     The vampire was about to take the stairs to the lower area when a large body blocked her way. Val looked up to see a rather broad-shouldered individual look down on her. The tuxedo barely contained his heavily muscled form as she reached out one hand. The mask equally barely covered his face. 


     "Please forgive me Mrs. Alucard but can I have a moment of your time?" The giant said in a nearly gentle voice. 


     Val let her hand slip into the giant's hand. "I always have time for someone as robust as you." 


     The giant man gave a gentle shake of her hand while lifting the mask with his other hand. The illusion faded and a brutish face gazed down on Val. It took a moment for it to dawn on Val where she saw that face before. The vampire's mouth twisted into a wide smile as she looked up into the rough features surrounding gentle eyes. 


     "My name is Killian Todd. We met at the Blue Room sometime back." The ogre said with a nervous smile. 


     Memories floated to the surface of Val's mind. She remembered the unfortunate ogre who was forced to join in on the events at the Blue Room. He was drugged and couldn't stop himself from wanting Val. Thoughts of his monstrous member still played on in Val's fantasies. 


     Killian continued. "I wanted to finally see you again and apologize for that night. I had contemplated turning myself in due to what happened." 


     Val touched his beefy arm. "You have nothing to apologize for. I witnessed when they took you from the party and forced you into joining in. I had been meaning to find you and speak to you." 


     The ogre's shoulders slumped in relief. "I have had a hard time dealing with those memories from that night. I felt like I wasn't even in my own body. I'm happy that you were not hurt. I couldn't live with myself if I did." 


     "Sweetie, don't let it ruin your good time. If it helps, you were delicious." Val winked. 


     The ogre shifted on his big feet. "I... I..." Killian stammered. 


     "Give me your phone." Val said. 


     The ogre gave a questioning look before fishing out his cell phone and handing it over to Val. The vampire tapped at the screen a few times and handed it back. The ogre took it back with a confused look on his face. 


     "You have my special number. I could always use a man of your...size...for play dates. Call me if you feel like spending some time together. I'm sure we can work out a way for you to repay me and show you that you did nothing wrong." 


     The ogre's mouth fell open. He quickly recovered and put his phone away. Val reached up and pulled his mask down. The ogre turned from monster to a giant of a man.  


     "Enjoy the party." Val patted his arm and continued on. 


     *** 


     Cassie flowed through the crowd to the bar. The siren wore a long white dress. A number of party quests eyed the small siren as she bent over the edge of the bar to get the bartender's attention. A few moments later she had a drink in her normal looking hand and a number of eyes staring at her. One man appeared out the crowd and walked over to Cassie. The man stood next to her and signaled a bartender. Cassie couldn't help but notice he had a sword hilt poking out from his tuxedo coat. 


     The siren leaned in close. "Are you expecting trouble?"  


     The man turned to Cassie, his eyes looking at her white dress and ample cleavage. "Only from the likes of you. I fear you may hypnotize me with your beauty." 


     Cassie smiled. "Do we know each other?" 


     The man reached out and touched Cassie's hand. "Do we?" 


     The contact sent a shudder up and down Cassie's spine. She squinted her eyes to make out who was behind the mask before she remembered about the illusion spell. The man gave a hearty laugh and instantly Cassie blushed.   


      "Sylvin, why didn't you tell me you were coming?" Cassie said as she threw her arms around his neck. 


     The elf's hands circled around Cassie's waist and held her close. "It would have ruined the surprise. You look radiant tonight." 


     "And you look incredibly dapper." Cassie gave a love drunk grin. 


     "Thank you. Perhaps later we can meet up for some quality time. I do miss being between those lovely legs of yours." 


     "Why don't we go now? I'm sure the party will still be here when we get back." Cassie's eyes dripping with desire. 


     "You tempt me like no one ever has. But I made a promise to a friend that I would return their sword. I 'm only wearing it because it makes me look dashing." Sylvin smiled, putting his hand on the pommel.   


     "Too bad. I was going to make it worth your while." Cassie pressed her lips to Sylvin's deeply. 


     The elf held her close as they allowed themselves a moment's peace during the festivities. On lookers clapped and whistled to the couple. 


     *** 


     A woman with a long black dress appeared at the top of one of the marble staircases. The dress adhered to her body perfectly as she took each step in-turn down to the lower level. She wore long eloquent white gloves that covered her forearms. White streaks painted up from her temples and down her long black hair. Bridget could see a stir in the crowd as they watched her hips move with each step. Men stared and a few women licked their lips. The reanimated woman had a sudden urge to hide. Even with the mask's spell changing her skin tone, hiding her neck bolts and stitches, it couldn't hide her strong sensual curves. 


     Bridget reached the bottom of the stairs and several men rushed to introduce themselves. Uncomfortable feelings ran through her as she remained polite. She was never used to being the center of attention and despite Val's continued support of her beauty, Bridget preferred to stay in the back and watch.  


     The reanimated woman smiled but pushed passed the horny crowd and made her way to the bar. A drink was sorely needed if she was going to be any help tonight. Val's words telling her to relax and have fun filled her mind as she ordered a whiskey straight up. With drink in hand, she knocked back the entire drink and pointed to the glass for a refill. A bartender gladly moved over, filling her glass and handing it back with a smile. 


     Bridget scanned the crowd. Everyone looked the same. Same tuxedos, same dresses, same human like qualities. The reanimated woman couldn't decide if Val's plan was genius or completely crazy. Off to the side she saw Cassie hugging a taller thinner man. Bridget smiled when she looked at the siren's dress and thought it looked a lot like Marilyn Monroe's famous white dress.  


     Seeing how free Cassie was sent Bridget thinking back to her own life and the hollow feeling of a marriage to a man she rarely ever saw. The loneliness eating away at her spirit bit by bit. Bridget wondered if she was truly doing the right thing by staying the course. Memories of her own indiscretions caused a flow of heat along her neck and into her face. She had not been a faithful wife but she knew neither was her husband. What could be the harm of leaving him? She wasn't sure but seeing Cassie practically glowing caused her to rethink her life choices. 


     Lost in thought, Bridget didn't notice a man slide up to her, his hand rounding around her hip and squeezing her firm ass. The reanimated woman woke from her trance to a handsome face, inches from hers. 


       "My name is Gavin and I do believe I'm in love." The man smiled with perfect teeth. 


     Bridget rolled her eyes. "Move on Gavin. Not looking for love." 


     Something pressed around Bridget's waist. Looking down she let out a gasp as a black tentacle coiled around her waist. The tip moved and lazily rubbed against her thigh, almost pulling at the fabric. Bridget looked up to the smiling man with wide eyes. 


     "To be honest, I'm not looking for love either. I just want to finish what we started in Val's pleasure room."  


     *** 


     "And he gave up the priesthood just to see me naked again." Val laughed. 


     The throngs of people around her let out a deep hearty laugh, hanging on her every word. The music changed from classical to a thumping harmonic vibe. People drank and lifted their glasses to Val. The vampire lifted her glass to their toasts. The world was spinning and Val was the eye of the storm. After another flattering toast, Val excused herself and walked toward the bar. In the distance she saw Cassie playfully kissing a tall gentleman when someone moved into view, blocking her path. 


     "Impressive party even if you are the one throwing it." Came a sarcastic voice. 


     Val looked at the woman in front of her. She was wearing a long extravagant white dress. The mask made her look human but her body was nearly impossibly thin. It took less than a second for the vampire to recognize the rude guest. 


     "Klaryssa, you showed up." Val said with an edge of disgust and lazy politeness.   


     "I wouldn't miss this for the world. I had to slum it up just to see what the town was talking about." The elf grinned. 


     "I would have my security remove you but I don't want them getting dirty by touching you." Val crossed her arms. 


     "Are you still mad about the Blue Room? From what I heard you seemed to have enjoyed yourself." 


     "Only because knowing that I ruined your grand revenge made it even hotter. Since you are here, do I expect more trouble from the great elf queen?" 


     Klaryssa smiled and bowed slightly. "No trouble from me tonight. I made a promise to my son that I would stop trying to run his life. I simply wanted to see the party. By the way, where is your husband tonight?" 


     Val eyed the pretentious elven bigot. "Away on business." She said flatly. 


     Klaryssa's eyes narrowed through the half mask and a smirk curved into her cheek. "Is that what he told you?" 


     Val felt the stab deep in her heart. It was enough to make her blink a few times. "I knew he was cheating but I didn't know he was into elven trash. If I had known than I would have turned your son from you sooner." 


     "Don't be coy, Val. Your husband is a fine and powerful man. I may not like your kind but I do have to say his rigid cock always tames my needs. Why, I plan on seeing him later tonight. You can have him back when I'm done." 


     A swirl of emotions filled the vampire's stomach. Hints of rage and accents of lethal thoughts filled her normally tempered mind. Val could feel her fingers curl and sharp nails grow longer when Cassie's thoughts cooled her mind. Val's lips glowed a light blue as Cassie mentally reached out across the room and soothed the hurricane of fire. Val closed her eyes for a long second before opening them again. 


     "I think we may have gotten off on the wrong foot. Maybe we should start again." 


     Klaryssa gave a look of contempt. "I think not. You have caused enough trouble to my family and this town. Misty Hallow will bend to my family's desires and not the hollowed remains of your dead ancestors. The undead have no place in this world. Think about that as your nights come to an end." 


     Val gave an impish grin. "You have so much pent-up rage. You really should work that out. Let me help you relax." 


     Klaryssa stared stone faced as Val leaned in close. Before the elf queen understood what was happening, blue lips pressed against hers. A small flash and tension melted away from the area. Val's kiss drank in the elf with calming precision. The elf's hands opened wide while her neck bent to Val's touch. Several party quests watched as the woman in white reached out and touched the vampire's hips. 


     Klaryssa broke away with a gasp. "Wha...What are you… doing?" She whispered. 


     "Helping you understand. I can feel the tension between us. I think you are in love with me?" Val said with mock understanding. 


     "No… no... this is not right." Klaryssa said breathlessly, her eyes wandering to Val's pointed nipples. 


     "I think we need to have some alone time. Get to know each other so we can avoid all of this ugliness." Val took Klaryssa's hand. 


     The elf queen followed as Val led her away. The two made it to the outskirts of the party and walked down a side hallway where doors lined the immaculate walls.  


     


  




  

     Three 


       The room was dark except for several shafts of moonlight from a partially open curtain. Val let a single finger run along the elf queen's slender neck, savoring the moment. Klaryssa shuddered to the vampire’s touch, her eyes transfixed on Val's cleavage. The two women were close, breaths mingling together with growing heat. The elf queen shook her head as if trying to break the spell but soon her hands were gliding up Val's hips, waist and touching the bottom of her firm breasts. 


     "How....how can you do this...to me?" Klaryssa said while squeezing Val's tits. 


     "How could we not? You hate me and that only tells me this is what you always wanted. Give me your cell phone." Val said with a fanged smile. 


     Slightly confused, Klaryssa moved her hands to her small white purse and fished out her cell. Val took it and gently tapped the screen. The cell began to ring and she put it to her ear. The elf queen pulled at the top of Val's dress. The vampire continued to act as if she was having a normal phone call when Klaryssa bent forward and ran her tongue around Val's pointed pink nipple. 


     "Hi, its Val. Would you mind coming down the hall from the main room? I have a gift for you." The voice on the other end agreed and Val hung up. 


     The vampire handed the phone back but Klaryssa was lost to Val's nipples. Her hand half fumbled and the phone fell to the rug. The elf queen grew bold as she pulled at Val's dress, fabric stretching. 


     "Oh my, you really want me." Val smiled. 


     Klaryssa looked up. "You filthy creatures need to be taught a lesson. You all need to be slaves, groveling and licking my clit." 


     Val's expression remained cool as she stared into hatred filled eyes. "I think you need to lick my clit." 


     The elf queen fell to her knees. Val pulled up her red dress, showing her clean-shaven slit. Klaryssa looked down as if shame was filling her slender form. Val wondered if she was indeed strong enough to break the blue kiss. Instead, she was greeted by the elf's wet mouth closing over her mound, tongue running along her thin line. 


     "You have done this before." Val cooed. 


     The elf queen ran her tongue up and down, pressing and opening Val's plump lips. The tip of her tongue moved up and touched Val's nub. Val couldn't help but shudder at the spike of pleasure. The elf stayed there, swirling her tongue around Val's nub, looking up with a hunger in her perfect almond shaped eyes. 


     The door to the room opened, light spilling in. A second later it closed with a shadow moving closer to the two monster wives. Val didn't even look up to the ogre Killian. The giant removed his mask and his body appearance shifted to his normal brutish form. The sound of Klaryssa's sucking filled the room. 


     Val looked to the ogre who stood silently a few feet from them. "I wanted to thank you for your wonderful time at the Blue Room. Please take her as a gift to show there are no hard feelings between us." 


     Killian looked down as Klaryssa moved her head between Val's pale white thighs. A dark hunger passed over his beady eyes, giant hands flexing. The ogre moved close while lust filled him with profound purpose. 


     "Val, I cannot except this gift." Killian said while lowering his head. 


     "You don't approve?" Val managed to ask before she made a small blissful gasp. 


     "Hardly. It is simply too generous. I have always had a lust for elven kind but never had the opportunity, nor they had the desire." 


     "Well, I think the universe is simply giving you what you want, considering what had happened between us. Plus, this one wants that hard cock in her mouth." Val looked down at the elf. "Don't you, Klaryssa?" 


     Energy whipped out from the Val's body, filling the elf queen with taboo desire. Klaryssa pulled her wet lips from Val's gash and turned her body to Killian. The ogre watched in disbelief as the elf reached out and pulled down his zipper. Delicate hands reached in and the elf gasped. 


     Val fixed her dress as Killian's extra thick member spilled out. The elf queen stared at it, intimidated by the size. Val reached down and gently put her hand to the back of the elf's head. Klaryssa ran her fingers along the throbbing shaft. Killian let a warm smile light up his rough looks. The elf queen tried to resist but dirty desires welled up. She took the tip of his thick cock and pressed it to her fine, perfect lips. Val watched as the elf let her tongue slip out and run along ogres pulsating head. The vampire felt satisfied as her rival took the tip of the monster's cock into her mouth. It was so large that her mouth stretched, barely able to fit it pass her lips. Killian let out a groan as the room filled with a wet slurping sound, Klaryssa taking inch after inch into her small mouth. 


     "Make sure you two enjoy each other. I have to return to the ball." Val said matter of fact. 


     "Thank you." Killian managed to say in between groans.  


     "You are most welcome my darling. Oh, before I forget, this one really likes anal. Ta ta." Val waved them off as she walked toward the door. 


     A stab of panic cut through Val's peaceful moment just as she reached the door. The vampire let her mind open and she could feel Bridget' fear overwhelm her. Images of black tentacles running along her friend’s body ran through her mind's eye. Val opened the door and nearly raced down the hallway back to the party. The clicking of high heels echoed off the walls as Val made her way to her friends. 


     *** 


     The mood shifted and the entire ballroom felt hotter, almost sticky. Bridget could feel a warm haze invade her vision as one of the spawn stayed close, tentacles running along her thighs and one holding her waist. The music in the ballroom dimmed to a softness as if a signal of what was to come next. 


     Bridget was frozen, watching and feeling the world around her take on a purple glow. Masked guests started to shed clothing. It wasn't all at once but a little at a time. Kisses became passionate as hands groped and gentle moans whispered throughout the room. The reanimated woman gazed as guests pressed bodies, sucking and kissing one another. Some party guests watched with interest as others became completely naked. Woman and men moaned. Some removed their masks to reveal their true forms while others did not. Breasts moved and jiggled while cocks spilled out in all shapes and sizes. Comfortable couches were filled with men and woman sitting and others on their knees, pleasuring and sucking with reckless abandonment.  


     Bridget could see Cassie at the other end of the bar, her back to her. Sylvin lifting her up and gently placing her on the bar, legs spread. The elf pressed his face between her thighs, hands holding her in place. The siren putting her head back letting out a loud moan. 


     Tentacles brought Bridget back to her own moment. They snaked up her black dress and pressed at wet panties. The touch of heated tendrils sent panic and lust spiraling upward. She had to keep it together. The reanimated woman felt Val's mind touch hers and she was on her way. Bridget hoped she would get here soon but as the tentacle massaged her full pussy lips, a small slice of herself didn't mind if Val took her time. 


     "Let me in. I have such pleasures to show you." The spawn said with a breathy whisper. 


     Bridget could feel her body betray her as wetness spilled out to the spawn's touch. A tentacle pulled aside her panties and another pushed at her tight opening. Bridget let out a gasp as other tentacles pulled down her dress top to reveal her heavy breasts with green pointed nipples. Tips swirled around her sensitive spots causing electricity to dance from her neck bolts. Yet more tentacles wrapped around Bridget's wrists and ankles as if to ensure she couldn't cause any trouble. 


     "You can't have me." Bridget heaved, pushing her hips against the tentacles under her dress. 


     The spawn leered as a tentacle pushed at her tight opening. Bridget let out a moan as inches forced their way in. The reanimated woman bucked as her gash tightened around the firm tentacle sliding in and out of her. Pulses of bliss rose up as Bridget found herself moving to the rhythm, squeezing and sliding on the spawn’s girth. Monsters around her were having their wild moments, pushing and fucking like rutting animals. In a sea of moans, Bridget tried to keep it together but that small slice of her wanted more. As if the spawn heard her, tentacles caressed the corner of her mouth and between her firm ass. 


     *** 


     Val walked into the ballroom, eyes taking in the orgy before her. Most of her guests had indeed shed most if not all their clothes, bodies joined in play. Women whined as men took turns pushing themselves into them. Men cried out as woman forced themselves on their cocks like hungry demons. Couples enjoyed each other while women and men turned into whores for everyone's amusement. It had truly turned into paradise's playground and a hint of pride rolled through Val as she took it in.  


     The vampire's eyes locked on Bridget who was pressed against the bar, tentacles moving under her dress. Val could see everything and was about to race to her friend when a figure melted from the shadows. 


     "It is a pleasure to meet you, Val." said a gentleman in an expensive looking suit. 


     "Forgive me but I need to get down to all the fun so if you excuse me..." 


     "If you go down there then my compatriots will hurt Bridget and Cassandra." 


     Val stopped in mid step and stared at the man walking closer to her. The gentleman had a slim T shaped build with short dark hair. A gentle smile played across his lips as other-worldly green eyes drank in the vampire’s figure. Val was momentarily stunned on how handsome the gentleman was. Val stayed where she was as he moved closer and stood about a foot away. 


     "My name is John." 


     "I would say charmed if you didn't just threaten my friends." Val's nails sharpened into points. 


     "A rude way to get your attention but necessary. They will not harm your friends as long as we can talk." 


     "There is nothing to talk about. I know what you and your kind want and Misty Hallow will not be a part of it." 


     John let out a small sigh. "You misjudge. I have been watching you for some time. You are a powerful and beautiful woman. We have many dark designs and want you to be part of them. We have no desire to harm you and your town in any way. We simply want to show the true path." 


     "I know about your true path. No thank you." Val said bluntly. 


     John turned from Val and looked out at the room of bodies. Monsters moving and writhing with lust on their lips and minds. The spawn stared as bodies pushed and pulled from one another in pure ecstasy.  


     "Your goals are similar to ours. I feel it is my duty to show you a taste of what it means to walk our path. You have closed yourself off since your true love left you so long ago. We can help open you up to that love again." John said not taking his eyes off the orgy below. 


     A distant memory floated up from the deepest part of Val's mind. The vampire's eyes dropped for barely a moment before her gaze was like channeled lightning. Another figure emerged from nearby shadows and stood behind Val silently.  


     "You have nothing to offer. Leave and never come back." Val readied herself for a fight. 


     "I think we can persuade you." John said and looked over Val's shoulder to the figure behind her. 


     Val turned to see another man in a suit. The vampire's steely gaze faded as powerful shock engulfed all her senses. A tremble ran through her hands as she couldn't believe what she was seeing. The man had a gentle smile. Long blonde hair was neatly tied behind his head. An expression of calm understanding painted his face as he gazed into Val's eyes. 


     "S... Simon." Val said in disbelief. 


     "I have missed you Val more than words can ever say." 


     "You're dead." Val said through watery eyes. 


     "Death is never the end. You know this." Simon said as he stepped closer and put his arms around her. 


     Val stood stock still. Thoughts whirled around trying to figure out if this was a trick or spell. Simon's scent rose up and the vampire nearly fainted from its intoxication. It was him and every undead cell in Val's body cried out the truth. Val's arms quickly hugged him as a maelstrom of emotion ripped her reality apart. 


     Simon held Val close, the heat from his body warming the vampire's heart. John stared with knowing as Val pulled back and looked into Simon's eyes. Moans and gasps filled the entire room as the orgy played out. Val could feel lust and love swirl into a tempest of longing she never knew she had. 


     There was no more shock as black tentacles slithered out from under Simon's black suit and one touched Val's pale cheek. 


     "Shall we join the party." Simon said before pressing his lips to Val's. 


     


  




  

     Four 


     Cassie's mouth formed a perfect O as Sylvin licked at her slit. The siren leaned back with her arms holding her up, legs spread to her handsome elf's tongue. The area around her fell into debauchery as monsters moaned. Cassie clenched her thighs around Sylvin's head, his tongue lashing at her nub like it was a bad girl. Nerves coiled as an orgasm pushed to the surface like a demon unchained.    


     The siren's body shuddered and she let out a soul wrenching moan. Wetness spilled from her thin slit and Sylvin lapped at it like a hungry animal. The orgasm caused her to shudder again and again to Sylvin's tongue. Everything spun out of control as Sylvin's head swirled between Cassie's legs. 


     A mixture of emotions and images rained down on Cassie as Sylvin pulled away. Hands grabbed at her, turning her over and lifting her dress further up. The siren could see Bridget writhing to black tentacles. Val was lost in a fog of love as she descended down the stairs to the main floor where the party was happening. Sylvin's thoughts leaked into her mind just as he pulled out his rock-hard cock and pressed it to her tight opening. Cassie was about to say something when the elf pushed his thick spear into her dripping gash. Bliss exploded as Cassie tried to control her moans. Inch after inch pushed deeper into her. The siren's eyes rolled up and Sylvin's thoughts walked into her mind. Pleasure and memories floated as Sylvin pushed all the way to the hilt, his throbbing cock spreading her walls wide. It was then when Cassie saw Sylvin's memories of when they were together in front of her husband. 


     Images played out like a movie. Sylvin secretly recording their love making while her husband watched. The elf talking to someone else via the phone sometime later. The recordings being sent to a shadow with wicked smile. 


     "You...you recorded me....us..." Cassie managed in between Sylvin's thrusts.  


     Sylvin stopped with his cock half buried in the siren. "I will tell you everything my love when the night is over." Sylvin whispered. 


     Cassie wanted to break free and get some answers but when the elf started moving his hips again, she fell under his spell. Another orgasm began to build. Sylvin upped the tempo as she punished the siren with love and pleasure. Cassie held onto the bar for dear life, while the shadow in Val grew deeper, ever deeper. 


     *** 


     Val glided into the crowd with Simon, John close behind. The vampire's strong will had been shaken to its core and now all she wanted to do was touch her long lost Simon again. Hands reached out, pulling and touching Val's body. When she reached the center, it was Simon who gently gripped the top of her dress and pulled it down. Val was lost to his touch, gliding down the sides of her body. The dress pooled at her feet and she stepped out of it, naked as most of her guests. John began shedding his suit but Simon stared at Val like she was a work of art speaking to his soul. Val couldn't believe the sliver of shyness causing herself to look away in embarrassment. Simon cupped her chin and pressed up, ensuring Val met his gaze. Val remembered the only man to make her feel this weak and he was standing here now when he should be long gone. 


     Black tentacles unbuttoned and pulled at Simon's clothes. In mere seconds he was naked and standing before Val's pale body. He gazed at her full swollen breasts and pink nipples. Val looked at his toned, athletic body, eyes falling to his impressive manhood. Tentacles waved around his form, rising up from his rib cage and the tops of his shoulders. Several of John's tentacles reached out and caressed Val's skin. Val could feel herself becoming lost. She thought the tentacles would be cold but they radiated a living heat. The vampire's often cold body warmed almost as much as when she was alive or after a satisfying feeding. 


     Simon pressed his body close to Val, warmth pouring off him like a waterfall. Val reached out and ran a finger along his thick member. It throbbed to her touch and a childlike smile played across her lips. Tentacles smoother over her body as paradise called in the distance. Val had missed Simon for so long, she allowed her power to melt away and she sank to her knees. Simon watched with loving care as Val pressed her lips to his cock with gentle licks. Tentacles reached down between her ass and thighs, tips touching and rubbing her sensitive spots. This pushed at Val's urges as she hungrily took Simon's purple headed tip into her mouth. Faint memories of their private moments played out. Val remembered their time in Paris, bodies entwined and never wanting to let go. 


     Inch after inch disappeared into Val's mouth as she looked up at the only man she ever loved. Simon ran fingers through her hair as she bobbed her head on his member, her tongue running along the shaft. Simon moaned and pushed his hips slightly with his cock sinking further down her throat. Tentacles rubbed Val's nub as she upped the tempo. Soon one invaded her tight slit, opening her up the more it pushed in. Val let her body relax as the tentacle pushed in and out of her, another one lashing at her clit.  


     Several monster men and woman stood around Val, Simon and John as they pleasured each other. Eyes dripping with lust, they watched as the hostess joined their orgy. Some men rubbed their shafts while women fingered themselves to the beautiful sight. As their bodies moved to the rhythm, others joined in by fucking each other, staring at the happy threesome. Val felt come splash on her thigh but she didn't slow down. A woman crawled over and licked it off her thigh before pulling back. Moans and grunts joined the light music playing. Val only had eyes for Simon as she gripped his shaft with both hands and sucked the tip. Simon moaned his approval as he was rock hard in her hands. Val pumped and sucked, begging with her eyes to taste him.  


     A tentacle rubbed at her asshole. Val moaned as it pushed at it and into her. All her holes were filled but she wanted more. Val sucked harder, wanting the taste of her lover in her mouth and down her throat. She remembered how full of life he was and she needed it now more than anything. Simon's cock stiffened almost to her thoughts. A drop of pre come landing on her tongue. The flash of energy caused Val to give a muffled scream. The vampire's lips glowed blue just as Simon cried out. Spurts of molten come exploded in Val's mouth. Long strings of come followed and Val gulped down as much as she could. The power was overwhelming and the amount was obscene. Val's nerves lit up like fireworks and her body shuddered as an orgasm blasted her senses. 


     Val pulled away and come dripped from the corner of her mouth. Others were watching and grunts and moans cried out in unison. Several spurts of come landed on Val's bouncing body. Tentacles rubbed her now wet nipples and that only turned the mood to eleven. Val pulled on Simon. The tentacle man kneeled onto the floor. She pushed him onto his back and crawled over him. She couldn't hold back. She needed all of him inside her. An empty feeling needed to be filled by him and only him.   


     Val hovered over him. Conflicting feelings fell away as she knew what she wanted. The tentacle in her tight slit pulled out. Delicate fingers curled around Simon's shaft and she pressed his cock against her pink gash. Val and Simon cried out as she let gravity take over. Wide inches spread her walls to nearly the breaking point. Val whimpered as she slid all the way to the hilt. The vampire's mouth opened wide and John pushed his manhood into it. Tentacles wrapped around her arms and legs. The tentacle in her ass pushed further, spreading her cheeks. Val let her whole body relax as she was now at their mercy. Time moved in slow motion as she bounced, sucked and fucked. Simon's cock was still rock hard. John's cock filled her mouth and tentacles wrapped around her head, ensuring she take every thick inch. Monsters watched, turned on by the spectacle. The air was blanketed with the scent of sex as the orgy continued on. 


     Val could feel herself fade. Lips glowing blue, the source of who she was growing more and more faint. Simon and John forced their cocks and tentacles in and it was like ambrosia. Life poured in more than any drop of blood could. For the first time Val felt alive and she begged for more. 


     A voice pressed into her mind. "We promise you this and more. Follow our path and paradise will welcome you with open arms." 


     Val looked up at John, his cock sliding in pass her lips. The tentacle in her ass thickened. The vampire cried out as a stream of come burst from the tip, filling her insides with sticky heat. Simone grunted as his cock bulged, spreading Val wider. Come spurted into tightness. Val's eyes widened as her body shuddered again and again, orgasm after orgasm blasting her senses. It was all consuming as she felt herself melt away and touch their alien beauty. John smiled down as his cock hardened and sprayed her mouth with his seed. 


     *** 


     Bridget curled her arms around the spawn, he had spread her legs and pushed his thick spear into her. The reanimated woman gave muffled moans as a tentacle pushed into her mouth and throat. Bridget's body quivered as she watched Val taking both spawn at the same time. Through the violent pleasure, she reached out with her mind to Val. Her friend was rapidly fading away the more those creatures fucked her. Bridget tried to hold it together, to push away the throes of passion. The spawn slid in and out of her as wetness dripped down his cock and balls. 


     Bridget's lips glowed blue and, in that moment, she knew what to do. The reanimated woman muffled some words while gently biting down on the tentacle. The spawn looked at her and withdrew the black tentacle from her mouth. Bridget eyed with his lust as she pushed herself on his hard member. 


     "Let me talk dirty to you. It turns me on." Bridget whispered. 


     The spawn smiled. "It seems you are coming over to our side." 


     "Oh yea! Fuck me harder you freak! Momma needs that come!" Bridget shouted with half closed eyes. 


     The spawn's eyes widened but did as he was told, shoving himself as deep as he could into Bridget's quivering lips. Bridget held tight as she let the spawn push into her with all his might. 


     "Momma is hungry for that come! Give it to me and don't stop. Push every drop into my tight hole!" 


     The spawn upped the tempo, tentacles holding Bridget and assisting in his maddening rhythm. Bridget screamed louder and louder as her own orgasm rose to the surface. Other monsters watched and turned to Bridget getting fucked against the bar. Cassie looked up as Sylvin pushed into her from behind. Seeing Bridget yelling like a woman possessed sent her over the edge. The siren's body shuddered as another orgasm whipped through her body. 


     The party was filled with lustful panting and cries of bliss. The spawn slammed in between Bridget's legs. The reanimated woman let everything go, her eyes and lips glowing as a tidal wave of pleasure came crashing down. The cries from Bridget sent the spawn into a frenzy. The tentacle man stabbed his cock deep into her and jets of come spurted out, filling her insides. Ecstasy bloomed between them and for the first time, Bridget felt like she was in complete control of everything. Invisible energy struck out in every direction from Bridget's quivering body. The shockwave hit Val with the might of an earthquake. The vampire felt her mind returning and the haze in her vision disappeared.   


     Val pulled John's cock from her mouth. "Sing Cassie!" Val shouted. 


     The siren looked up, her mouth opening and Val's thoughts filling her head. The blue kiss connected all three of them and they instantly knew what they had to do. Cassie let her siren song ring out. The band stopped playing on queue. Security personnel were on standby, special ear plugs in their ears. 


     The entire ballroom grinded to a halt. Monsters were in mid movement, bodies connected in a grand orgy, lost to Cassie's voice. John looked down with shock as he too felt the song wash over him. Val pulled herself up off of Simon who was also lost to Cassie's song. The vampire was a blur as she drove her fist into John's face. The power behind it sent the spawn through the air and hitting the floor with a thud. 


     The lips of the three monsters glowed brightly. Connecting to each other, they were immune and connected. Cassie's siren song had no effect on them because they were all joined by the blue kiss. Bridget looked at the spawn in front of her and gave an evil smile. Electricity built up and the reanimated woman sent the shock through his rather thick member. The power was so much that the spawn was launched off of her and came crashing down on a group of monsters. 


     "Sylvin!" Val shouted. 


     Cassie turned to see Sylvin drawing the sword he brought. It glowed with blue runes. The siren's eyes stared as Sylvin winked and turned his head to show he was wearing Val's special ear plugs. With a strong flick of his wrist, Sylvin threw the sword in the air toward Val. Despite the siren song, monsters watched as Val made an impossible leap into the air. Hand outstretched, she grasped the sword by the handle, turned it downward and came falling back. John struggled against Cassie' s song only to see Val staring at him, her body falling with the sword pointed at his chest. The vampire smiled as she crashed down on the spawn, driving the sword point deep where his heart should be. 


     John gave an inhuman scream. Val glanced at Bridget who was already moving toward them. Energy arced from her neck bolts and fingers. The reanimated woman grabbed the pommel and sent fifty thousand volts of electricity down the rune sword and into the spawn's chest. The tentacle man's chest exploded, sending black goo in every direction. 


     Val stood over John, body heaving and covered in black goo. Cassie continued to sing. Bridget ran over and hugged her friend in triumph. A peace filled the room as Val and Bridget stared down at the mess that was John. 


     To their horror, the black goo moved sluggishly to what was left of John. In moments he started to reform. Val and Bridget backed off as the form of John shambled to its feet. A painful smirk appeared on his lips as he pulled the sword from his chest and let it fall to the floor. 


     "Impressive. I have indeed misjudged you. The time is not right to bring you into the fold. I fear if we stay you will continue to harass us from showing everyone the true path. The one thing I am certain is we have all the time in the world. I will take my compatriots with me until you are ready." John said in a calm voice. 


     Val stepped forward. "Don't come back." She said flatly. 


     John looked over to Simon who stood with his head lowered. "I think with time you will come to us." 


     Val and Bridget watched at the three spawn moved away, heading for the exit. Val nodded to her chief of security and he nodded back in acknowledgement. Security personnel closed in and watched as the three spawn moved away. Simon gave one last mournful look to Val before turning away. Val's undead heartbeat to a sad rhythm and he disappeared from view. 


     Cassie stopped singing. The crowd’s senses returned to them. A few quiet seconds ticked by before the entire room erupted in applause. Several monsters rushed Val and regaled her for a fantastic show and experience. Val smiled like the good hostess she was. Cassie and Bridget fought through the crowd and hugged their friend as party monsters cheered them on. 


     


  




  

     Five 


     Val sipped a cup of red tea. Bridget and Cassie sat with her in one of Val's tea rooms. All three monster wives wore white robes. A servant brought over two more cups of tea and set each in front of Bridget and Cassie. The mood was surprising uplifting as they smiled at each other despite the events from earlier. 


     "My darling Cassie, I do have to apologize about Sylvin's part in this plan. He was helping me bring out that beautiful voice of yours. Without it there was no way we would be able to control the spawn." 


     Cassie gave a cheerful smile. "You could have just asked me." 


     Val smiled back. "If I had then the spawn may have found out about it sooner. I needed to keep everything secret so they couldn't counter my moves." 


     Bridget took a sip of her tea. "You needed me to be ready to channel everything I had into that sword." 


     Val grinned. "Bridget, you are one of my oldest friends. I knew you had a well of power deep inside you but I had to help you find it. This required breaking down some walls but I can already tell you feel better for it." 


     Bridget eyed her friend. "I hate to say it, but I do feel better." 


     Val glanced at her cell phone on the table as it lit up. "Good. My security teams just texted me that the three spawn have walked back into the ocean. It seems that this little drama has finally come to an end." Val held up her tea cup. 


     "How did you know my voice would hold them. They are from the ocean and it shouldn't have effected them." 


     "I have spent my time studying what I could of them. Despite the fact they dwell in the oceans, they are completely alien to our world. I was pretty sure you would be able to hold them in your song." 


     "And if you were wrong?" Bridget said taking another sip. 


     Val grinned. "Plan B would have involved many explosions." 


     Bridget eyed Val. "You're not kidding are you." 


     "No need to worry that pretty sweet head of yours. Be thankful that it never came to that."  


     "What happens now?" Cassie said looking at her two friends. 


     Val let out a small laugh. "We continue on. I do have one thing I have to do before sun up but I think you two should rejoin the party." 


     Bridget rolled her eyes. "No thank you. I think I'm going to go home and sleep for a thousand years." 


     "I know Sylvin is waiting for me. He will have to make it up to me for keeping secrets. I'm sure he will be more than happy to make me happy." Cassie smiled. 


     Val grew serious. "You both are like sisters to me. I can't thank you enough for standing by me against those monsters trying to hurt our town. Anything you need and I will give it happily." 


     Bridget let out a sigh. "No more secrets." 


     Val stood up as did Bridget and Cassie. The three monster wives hugged each other close. "No more secrets." Val whispered and their hug grew tighter. 


     *** 


     Drakkus lay in bed, staring out the open window to the balcony. The ancient vampire checked his watched for the tenth time wondering where the slutty elf queen was. Images of her on her knees pleasuring him raised his ardor up. It wasn't like her to be late. 


     A feminine shadow emerged silently from the end of the lavish bedroom. It sauntered over, keeping just out of the moonlight. Drakkus turned his head and gave an annoyed huff. 


     "Where have you been? You know I have to get home before sun up or my wife will know something is up." Drakkus said while lying under the white sheets. 


     "Maybe she already knows." Came from the shadow. 


     "Val?" Drakkus asked with confusion painted all over his face. 


     The shadow bolted forward in a blur. Drakkus barely sat up when a stake rammed into his chest and pierced his heart. The vampire let out a grunt before falling back into bed, a thin trickle of blood trailing from the edge of the stake. 


     Val's face appeared in the moonlight as she looked down on her husband. She twisted the stake. "I'm sure you know that this won't kill you but I think I will keep you like this until I'm ready to forgive you. You could have had anyone else but you had to choose that racist elf bitch. You broke the rules." 


     Drakkus stared at the ceiling as Val slid off of him and walked out to the balcony. The moonlight felt good on her skin as she stared out across the dim lights of Misty Hallow. A gentle sigh fell from her lips as she mentally went over the events of the evening. Images of Simon swirled before her. A tear ran down her white cheek as a gentle breeze caressed her nude body. 


     "I will do everything I can to save you Simon. I swear it." Val whispered into the night air. 


       


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Blue Riding Hood 
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     One 


     A brilliant light washed away the darkness of dream land. My eyes fluttered as I moved sluggishly under the blankets. It was much too bright. I pulled the covers over my head and again I was shrouded in darkness. For a moment I knew peace but it wouldn’t last. The air grew thicker as I lay there. The morning sun beamed through my bedroom window and warmth was soon turning into heat. I prayed the sun would settle behind the horizon for just another hour. But the universe would not let it be so.  


     With a small gasp, I flung the blanket off my naked body. The warmth of the sun tingled over my exposed skin as I lay there. I had to get up before Mama called me to break my fast. But I was so relaxed, the idea of moving filled me with deep regret. Normally I was up and doing my chores at sun rise but today was different. Today of all days was my birthday. Eighteen summers on this lush green land and I was entering my nineteenth year. Mama would understand if I wanted to sleep in for another hour. What could be the harm? 


     “Sapphire! Food is almost done. Come down washed and ready.” A voice shouted from downstairs. 


     I let out tired sigh. Mama did everything like clockwork. I learned a long time ago that if you break schedule then there was always a consequence. She was the absolute ruler of our domain and I was her humble daughter and servant. She wasn’t my real mother though. Mama took me in when I was five. My parents abandoned me in the woods. I would have died if it wasn’t for dear Mama. She found me crying at the bottom of the large tree. She wrapped me in her cloak and took me home. She fed me, clothed me and put me to work. I was grateful for her saving me even at the tender age of five. Mama was loving but strict. She didn’t spare the rod if I misbehaved. I soon fell in line but I could feel the glint of rebellion even at such a young age. 


     I stretched my limbs and purred like a cat. Then I collapsed and stared at the blank white ceiling. Time was ticking and I had to get down stairs. Without thinking, I ran my hands down my body. When a finger grazed my nipple, my whole body grew hotter. I let my hands slide across my stomach and stop right before my womanhood. It has been such a long time since I had any alone time. I was so busy I would often fall into bed tired and worn down. But today felt different. I was excited to see what would was planned for my birthday. Every year Mama would make or do something special. One year she made a large gingerbread house complete with little gingerbread men. I remember practically eating the whole thing myself. Another year we went to visit the small men in the mountains. They gave me a tour of their mines and let me pick out any jewel I wanted. I picked up a sapphire, not only because of my name’s sake but because the one I picked had the deepest blue I had ever seen. But the best birthday was when we went to visit the Queen. Mama and the Queen knew each other from their school days. She showed me her castle, magnificent library and we finished the day with a great feast. It was one of those times when you were happy to be alive. Jesters tumbled while musicians played in the background. Handsome men bowed and kissed my hand. They danced with me, twirling me around in their strong arms. 


     The thought of those men filled me with a burning hunger. My hands moved again, across my smooth skin. Fingers reached down and touched my exposed sex. I pictured those handsome men kissing me and holding me close. Even in my teens I wished they had done more than just dance with me. My favorite fantasies played out as I pictured them hungering for me, wanting to take my pure flesh. I ran a finger along my slit and it came away wet. I writhed slightly as I pressed my finger against my engorged clit. If I did it fast enough then I could be downstairs, eating my meal and Mama would never be the wiser. She can be relentless on making sure I was working instead of spending time taking the devil’s pleasure. But I needed the release and it was my birthday. 


     I rubbed my nub faster and faster. My mind flowed back to my favorite fantasy, the handsome men, their faces turning and melting into leers. How they would get rougher with me. My breathing quickened as did my tempo. I gently rocked my hips into my hand. Those men would start pulling my clothes off right there at the feast. I would scream but only quietly so I didn’t scare them away. Their hands would be all over my young fresh body, rubbing and grabbing my flesh. I had never seen a man’s cock before but I had seen the animals on the farm. I pictured several men with cocks the size of a bull’s cocks. They would undo their leggings and their cocks would spill out. I would feign fright as they pressed their hard members to my face and chest. I would have no choice but to fill their needs. Men can be beasts and I wanted to be their fawn. I swirled my fingers, rubbing my clit and trying to keep quiet so Mama wouldn’t hear. 


     The men of my dreams would push in close, one of their cocks would slide pass my lips and into my mouth. My hands would grab the nearest cocks and start stroking them. I could picture myself struggling and the men getting bolder. Soon they would start fighting on who would take my virginity. One would shove the other and soon they would be fighting. The biggest one would hoist me up while they fought and lay me on the table. I rubbed faster with small sounds in my throat. My hips bucked harder. I bent my head back in the pillow as I rubbed my glowing clit. I could feel a growing pressure. I spread my legs a little wider and struggled to keep quiet. The man would force my legs open and press his bull sized cock to my thin little slit. I would cry out for him to stop but I never wanted him to stop. He would ignore me and push his mighty rod in me.  


     The moment he forced his way into me I would scream like a wild animal. In the waking world, my womb exploded with pure pleasure. I let out small whimpers still trying to be quiet. My hips bucked and I rubbed my clit on and on so I could milk every last drop of bliss. My eyes opened and I stared at the white ceiling letting the warm tingling feeling wash over me in the blazing sunlight. 


     The sound of footsteps rushed down the hallway to my bedroom door. I managed to clutch the blanket to my naked, sweaty body just as the door swung open. 


     “Sapphire, why are you not up for your meal?” Mama said with a questioning gaze. 


     “I’m sorry Mama. It is just such a warm morning. I lost track of time.” 


     Mama stared at me for a few more moments. I could feel my heart quickened. She was not the type to be easily fooled. I hoped my lie would work? Will she just leave me be on my birthday? 


     “Stand up.” Mama said flatly. 


     I hesitantly stood up with my head bowed. She knew I slept naked every night so I wasn’t ashamed. Mama stepped closer to me. I managed to look up as she stood before me. Mama was a beautiful woman. Her hair was black as raven feathers and had one shock of white hair running through it. Her skin was smooth yet firm. She chopped wood, tendered the garden and took care of the farm animals every day. When most people would meet Mama, their eyes always glanced at her large breasts. I was used to looking and snuggling into them so I didn’t completely understand what the fuss was. At this moment though, Mama’s dress adhered perfectly to her womanly form.  


     Mama leaned in and grabbed my wrist. I let out a sigh of sadness as she brought the hand I used to pleasure myself up to her nose. She stared at my eyes long and hard and took a deep breath. I stood there defeated as I knew I would be punished for playing in the devil’s playground. 


     Mama let her tongue slip out and she licked my finger. Her face grew sterner. “Sapph, you know playing with yourself can only lead to no good. Why do you insist on disobeying the rules?” 


     “I’m sorry Mama. I can’t help myself. It feels so good.” I whined. 


     Mama’s face grew harder and then immediately softened. She pulled me in close and hugged me. My eyes went wild from shock. I was sure she was going to get the belt and beat my rump red. I didn’t know what to do but stand there and let her hug me. 


     Mama pulled away with a tear in her eye. “You are getting older. It is foolish to try and keep you close to me. You turn nineteen summers today and a woman grown.” Mama wiped away the tear. 


     My heart leaped. “Mama don’t cry.” I said hugging her back. 


     Mama kissed my lips. I returned the kiss. We were close on so many levels that a kiss was just a loving kiss.  


     “Don’t worry about me child…I mean Sapph. Wash up and go downstairs so we can eat and plan out your birthday.” 


     “I will Mama.” I said trying to keep the cheeriness out of my voice. 


     With that, Mama turned and headed out through my bedroom door. I was practically jumping. I ran to the wash room and scrubbed my skin and body with a warm rag. I soon ran back to my closet and pulled out my favorite blue dress. With a brush of my blonde hair in the mirror and a quick twirl, I was out the bedroom door, down the stairs and in the kitchen in no time at all. 


     Mama turned around to see me stuffing eggs, sausage and bacon into my mouth like a wild animal. “You may be grown but you still eat like you’re living in the woods.” Mama smiled. 


     “Tghghisissssoooghhoooddd.” I mumbled with food in my mouth. 


     “Eat first and then talk.” Mama said as she sat down in the chair next to me. 


     I gulped down a glass of milk and wiped my mouth clean. “So, what are we doing today or is it a surprise?” I beamed. 


     Mama smiled. “I was thinking we have a feast tonight and maybe a special private celebration for your birthday.” 


     I looked at her innocently. “No trips or special quests?” 


     “No. I was thinking you could head into town by yourself and pick up some cakes and a bottle of wine. What do you think?” 


     My heart leaped in my chest. “You really mean it? I can go into town by myself?” Mama never let me go anywhere alone.  


     “Yes dear. Take your time and enjoy yourself. Just be careful and return before sundown so we can enjoy your birthday together.” Mama’s hand went to a pocket in her dress. She pulled out a vial and placed it on the table. 


     “What’s that for?” 


     “It’s for you. Drink it.” Mama smiled. 


     I took the vial and uncorked the top. I knew Mama had potions in her special room but I never knew what they were for. Sometimes she would give me one when I was sick but I didn’t understand why she was giving me one now? I wasn’t sick. As a matter of fact, I felt the best I ever had. 


     With one big gulp, I drank the vial of clear liquid. At first, I didn’t feel anything. I put the vial on the table and smiled at Mama. She watched me as I reached for my food again. Then a tingling rang throughout my body. I could feel my face flush with heat. My head began to spin and then everything glowed. I gasped and everything around me returned to normal. 


     “How do you feel?” Mama asked. 


     “I felt strange but then it went away.” That was the best way I could explain it. 


     Mama smiled. “Good. Think of it as a luck potion. Now let’s get you ready for your big adventure.” 


     


  




  

     Two 


     The forest was silent except for the trees swaying in the breeze. I found myself stopping and taking in my surroundings. A gentle mist covered the ground while brown bark and green leaves seemed to vibrate colors. The sound of trees swaying had an almost hypnotic effect and soon I found myself swaying with them. The thrill of being on my own was intoxicating. I felt I could walk forever in this dark forest and never look back. As tantalizing a thought as it was, thoughts of Mama floated to the surface. I could never leave her. I took in a deep pure breath and continued on my journey. 


     The dirt path under my feet was soft with my boots sinking in slightly with each step. I pulled my blue cloak close to me. My hood was up to keep the chill at bay. It may be summer but the forest was always cold, even in the heat of mid-day. The sun’s rays never touched me as I walked but the morning glow filled the forest with white light. My basket thumped gently against my thigh.  


     My hand drifted out and I caressed ferns along the dirt path. The plants gently touched my hands as if greeting me on this fine morning. I soon found myself humming to an old mystical tune. I carried on without a care in the world when suddenly the breeze died and the forest truly became silent.   


     I stopped walking and stared. Brush rustled and something moved just beyond my vision. I held my basket tightly as my hand went to my belt, fingers touching the pommel of a sharp dagger. Mama was no fool and her daughter wouldn’t grow up to be one. She showed me not only how live but how to survive as well. I closed my hand around the grip but kept it hidden so if anyone was out there to hurt me, they will get a nasty cut for their trouble.  


     I waited, silent as the forest, ready for anything. Something white padded out from the brush about ten paces from me. Its eyes glowed in the morning light as it breathed. I watched as a white wolf took a few steps closer to me but kept a healthy distance. I was calm as a frozen pond, eyeing the beautiful creature. Its tongue rolled out as it inhaled the cool air. There was no menace in its stance. The wolf appeared well fed and almost curious to the sight of me. I eased off my dagger and instantly the wolf sat down. I knew the animal could be dangerous but this one seemed very content to sit and watch me. I don’t know if it was my good mood or the sense of adventure but I grew bold. I went to my basket and pulled out a small piece of dried meat. I brought it with me and some water for the journey into town. 


     “Do you want a treat? The morning is much too nice to go on without one.” I held out the chunk of dried meat. 


     The wolf turned hits head to the side. It hesitantly padded forward and gently took the piece of meat from my hand. It padded away, hunkered down and started chewing. I found myself smiling. I continued to watch as the white wolf gulped it down and stared at me. I couldn’t wait to get back and tell Mama about the wolf but I still had errands to run for tonight’s dinner. I waved at the wolf and continued on my way. The wolf stayed in the same spot and watched me leave. 


     After a brisk hour of walking, I reached town and my heart soared. It was still early in the day and it was alive with activity. I dived right into the crowds, feeling independent and ready for everything. I made my way down Main Street to the shops. People were peddling their wares and trying to get as much attention as they could. Some even resorted to shouting about amazing deals.  


     Mama gave me a coin purse filled with silver coins and I was ready to use them. My first stop was the cake shop to get my favorite red cakes and Mama’s lemon cakes. Soon I was at the wine shop picking up two bottles of red wine. Mama said we were dangerously low and needed to replenish for tonight. I wasn’t much of a wine drinker but tonight would be different. Maybe I would indulge with Mama. She is very happy when she drinks more than half a bottle.  


     After the wine shop, I walked around and window shopped. I saw beautiful dresses and cloaks in one store front. In another, I saw boots with such a high heel I couldn’t fathom how any woman could walk in them. In another window I saw a baker putting out fresh breads. I wasn’t hungry but went in and bought a small loaf anyway for the walk back home. 


     My head began to spin as I walked around town for a good two hours. As the sun reached its zenith, my basket was filled with goodies. I managed to buy some chocolates and dried fruit to add some flavor to tonight’s meal. Feeling good, I made my way to the edge of town and the entrance to the dark forest. I felt the trip was successful and hoped that Mama would let me make this journey a regular one. 


     I stepped into the shaded forest and a chill filled me. I shrugged it off and made sure my cloak was over my shoulders. With my hood up, I made the long trek home.  Again, silence flowed over me. Tiny shafts of sunlight tried to penetrate the heavy canopy of leaves with only a few golden rods to light my way. I practically skipped as I slowly made my way through the dark forest to home. 


     Time seemed to move faster as my mind wandered into daydreams. Before I knew it, I was more than halfway through the forest. I decided to take a break and sit on a rather large boulder. I pulled a piece of bread from my loaf and broke off a piece of chocolate. I hummed while I munched and kicked out a leg to the rhythm.  


     A sharp audible crack broke the comforting silence like a musket shot. 


     I stayed sitting but quickly turned my head. The area had some brush and many trees. I pulled back my hood and listened. The area was quiet again. It did sound like a twig breaking. Maybe it was my white wolf coming back to see me again? I slowly stood up and turned to see if there was any movement. A nearby brush shook. I backed away leaving my basket by the boulder. I eyed the brush to see what was hidden within. When a trickle of fear touched my heart, I reached for my dagger. 


     Something burst forth from the brush. It was so fast that I never had time to grab my dagger. It grabbed my neck and forced me against a nearby tree. I grunted and yelped as my back hit solid bark. My eyes focused on the rather large man holding me by the throat. His head was clean shaven with only a tattoo of a serpent where his hair should be. His eyes were a fierce blue. The more I stared, the more darkness I saw in those deep blue pools. I glanced down and noticed he wore leather armor and carried a sword at his hip like the town guards. 


     “Pretty girl like you shouldn’t be walking around alone in the woods. All manner of beasts could take advantage.” The man leered. 


     I attempted to struggle but his grip was like iron. Aside from my struggles, I remained quiet. 


     The guard eyed me up and down. “You are a tasty morsel. Let me have a better look at you.” His free hand pushed away my blue cloak. His eyes lingered on my cleavage. 


     “Unhand me.” I managed to get out. I worried we would see my dagger but it was sheathed against the small of my back. His eyes were still on my chest. 


     “Now now my tasty little one, if you stay quiet this will go very pleasantly for the both of us. If you scream then it will only be pleasant for me. Do you understand?” 


     I hesitated for a moment before nodding my head. If he relaxes then maybe I can get away. 


     “That’s a good girl. Now this is how it’s going to play out. You stay quiet and enjoy yourself. First, I’m going to come on you and then inside you.” He emphasized the last sentence.  


     I gave the brute a blank stare. I wish I could say I was being brave but my heart was thudding in my chest. The way he was talking was almost like I could have been any girl that walked along. He never looked me in the eyes; instead, his hand glided over my cleavage and smoothed over my covered nipple. His other hand eased off my throat but kept it on my shoulder. He let his other hand drop and began undoing his leggings. A few seconds later, he pushed aside his small clothes and his cock flopped out. 


     I had never seen a real man’s cock. Sure, I had seen all shapes and sizes of animal cocks but not one man. For a moment I was fascinated by it. He gave a smug smirk as my eyes took it in. He began stroking it before me. 


     “Lift your dress up.” The brute said while keeping his strokes steady. 


     I did as I was told. My face turned red as I slowly pulled my blue dress up. I never wore small clothes and never expected that the first person to see me naked would be some stranger ready to have his way with me. The guard’s eyes drilled into me as inch after inch revealed creamy white thighs. He started to stroke himself faster and faster. When he was an inch away from seeing my womanhood, his hand was a blur pumping his meat. 


     “Am I interrupting a private moment?” said a voice to our right. 


     The filthy guard and I turned to a man standing there with a bored expression painted on his face. He had short black hair with a hint of white at the temples. His sideburns covered down to his jaw giving him a slightly feral appearance. He had an angled strong jaw and his eyes were the color of a deep forest green. His body was turned to the side with a hand out of sight. 


     “Keep moving stranger! This is no concern of yours!” the guard barked. 


     The stranger remained still. “From what I see it concerns the lady greatly. Why don’t we all part ways and say this never happened.”  


     The guard growled. He took his hand off his cock and laid it on the pommel of his sword. “Keep moving or I’ll spill your blood all over this cheap harlot.” 


     The stranger smiled. “Spill my blood with what? That sword on your belt or that thin blade you call a cock.” 


     The brute drew his sword and faced the laughing stranger. Before he could act, I drew my dagger and drove the blade deep into his thigh. The guard grunted and tried to backhand me. The man was big but clumsy. I ducked down and he smashed his hand on the tree hard. I pulled my dagger and slashed at the same leg again. This time he screamed in anguish. I scrambled away. The brute took one and then two steps before collapsing on the forest floor. 


     The handsome stranger stepped in between myself and the fallen town guard. I looked down to see he was hiding a dagger and now it was in full view. Curses poured out from the man on the ground as he clutched his bleeding thigh. 


     “Are you alright my lady?” The stranger asked while never taking his eyes off the brute. 


     “Yes, I’m fine.” I managed. My voice cracked and my hands shook. 


     “You’re both dead! I’m going to come back with a whole squad of men. We are going to fuck that cunt of yours and cut both of you into tiny pieces.” The man spit as he yelled. 


     The stranger was quiet for a moment. “My lady, I will have to ask you to leave. This man has a wild look to his eyes. I fear he may carry out his threat. Please keep walking and I will ensure he never harms you again.” 


     I looked to the stranger and the brute on the ground. “Let him crawl home. It is more than he deserves.” 


     The stranger eyed me. “You are much too kind my lady but I cannot bear the thought of this animal hurting such a beauty.” 


     I was about to say something when my eyes went wide. The stranger noticed my expression and turned to see the brute was back on his feet with his sword high in the air. His face was a twisted mask of rage as he brought the sword down hard. The stranger side stepped the blade. With one quick motion, his dagger plunged under the arm. The town guard gurgled as the blade penetrated his body. With one last hateful look, his eyes rolled into his head and fell to the ground. 


     The stranger was silent as he pulled the blade from the body and wiped it on the dead guard’s clothes. I made my way over to the large boulder with my basket and sat. 


     “Thank you.” I said simply. 


     The stranger put a hand up. “No need. It was lucky I was walking by or he may have done far worse. But from the way you handled that dagger, I’m sure you would have stopped him without my help.” 


     “You are too kind.” I said shyly. 


     “I won’t take any more of your time. Have a safe journey.” The man said with a faint smile. 


     “No, don’t go. I….I….My mother is expecting me back. We are having a big meal tonight. If you didn’t come along who knows what he would have done to me. It would be rude if I didn’t invite you home for supper.” 


     I found myself tongue tied just speaking to him, this stranger who happened along and helped save my life. Something about him spoke to my spirit. I wanted to drown in his green eyes. At first, I thought maybe it was the heat of the moment but my stomach was still filled with butterflies. His gaze held a strength with a touch of tenderness. Was I going mad or was this stranger something more? 


     The stranger smiled. “I would be honored to accompany you. My name is Wulf.”  


     “Sapphire.” I said smiling. 


     “Well Sapphire, let’s get you home.”  


     I gathered up my basket. Wulf held out a hand and I took it. He helped me to my feet. Moments later we were walking side by side down the dirt path, my thoughts lost to this beautiful stranger. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     “Is that your mother?” Wulf said staring into the distance. 


     I looked down the road to my house. Mama was standing in the doorway waving to us. We had just emerged from the forest and the clearing was awash in afternoon light. I smiled and waved back. Excitement ran through me like a storm. I couldn’t wait to tell Mama about my adventures and introduce Wulf to her. Despite my harrowing experience I was quickly falling back into my good mood. Wulf was absolutely charming as we walked and told me stories of his adventures. He travelled the world seeing different cities and kingdoms. I found myself lost in his every word. Usually, I have a hard time with meeting new people but Wulf was different. He came off very genuine when he spoke and there was something there I couldn’t put my finger on. 


     Mama began walking toward us. When she reached us, I ran out and hugged her. Her arms held me tight as she hugged me back. 


     “Mama, you wouldn’t believe what happened to me! “I started rambling like a kid. 


     “Slow down Saph. Introduce me to your friend.” 


     “I’m sorry, how rude of me. Mama, this is Wulf. Wulf this is my mother, Mama.” 


     Wulf bowed his head, took Mama’s hand and kissed the back of it. “Charmed to meet you.” 


     Mama gave a quick once up and down and smiled. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.” 


     “I invited Wulf to dinner. He saved my life and I thought the least we could do was show him some hospitality.” I beamed. 


     “I don’t mean to put you out. I thought I would see Sapphire home but if there is no room at your table, I will be on my way.” 


     “Don’t be absurd. Please come in, we have plenty. I want to hear all about how you saved my daughter’s life.” 


     The three of us made our way back to home. I watched as Mama eyed Wulf. She smiled but I could tell in her eyes there was something more. Inside Mama instructed me to give Wulf the tour while she finished preparing dinner. She took my basket and cloak from me. I reached out and took Wulf’s hand and guided him through our home. 


     We climbed the stairs to the second floor and I talked about how I lived here most of my life. Wulf’s attention was unwavering. He seemed to smirk as I babbled. I tried to rein it in and be more lady like but something about his aura was making me all giggly. 


     “And here is my bedroom.” I said opening the door. 


     With a quick turnaround, I found Wulf staring at me quietly. He looked deep into my eyes and I was stunned on just how mesmerizing his gaze was. He was breathing through his nose.  I stood paralyzed unable to speak. His eyes went from a glowing green to a dark, primal place. 


     “You smell so sweet.” Wulf said while not breaking his gaze. 


     I was silent. Something about him grew large. I felt myself get smaller in his presence. His eyes traced over my body like I was prey. My body tingled but I stayed silent. This feeling wasn’t like in the woods with the guard. Something heated grew between us. I questioned why I showed him my bedroom. But I already knew the answer. My savior spoke little but his body was saying something to me. My eyes fell on his strong collar bone. The lines on his neck made me want to reach out and nibble on him. I felt myself grow warm as something unspoken passed between us. 


     Wulf’s eyes shifted from dark to wide as if the darkness had finished passing through him. “I’m sorry. Maybe we should go downstairs and help your Mama?” 


     My hand reached out and touched his strong chest. “We don’t have to go downstairs yet. We could stay a little longer.” My voice was low and shy. 


     Wulf backed away.” Sapphire, you barely know me.” 


     “Do you feel it? Do you feel that bond?” I whispered. 


     Wulf looked at me with kind eyes and a touch of fear. “I feel your spirit and your scent is driving me mad. I should be leaving.” 


     "You have had so many adventures and travels, why come back here? Why follow me home if you felt it was wrong?" 


     Wulf looked away. "I came back to find the other half of my spirit. I have spent a lifetime searching for the one that can calm my beast. My travels led me here." 


     "It was you in the forest this morning. You came to me with those beautiful eyes." I bit my lip. 


     Wulf looked into my eyes. "You didn't run. You called to me and I answered. You glowed like torch and I fell into your flame." 


     “I didn’t tell you it was my birthday today. I didn’t make a wish yet but I will now. I want you to stay.” My hand touched his neck. 


     “You don’t know what you ask.”  


     “I know what I’m asking.” I never felt surer in my life. 


     “Come down you two and eat.” Mama shouted up the stairs. 


     Wulf took my hand and kissed it. He held it as he led me to the stairs and we made our way down. 


     Mama was full of cheer as she finished setting down a plate. Food covered the big table steaming and inviting. The spread looked so good we all three sat down and started tearing into it. Wulf spent part of the time talking about our harrowing experience in the forest and how impressed he was on how I handled myself. Mama drank it in and gave nods of approval in my direction. I joined in and talked about the fun I had in town and how I wanted to take more trips into town. There was a piece of me that worried Mama wouldn’t let me go by myself anymore but she gave no indication she would stop me. 


     The sun began to set. An orange glow filled the windows as we sat back stuffed to the gills. Mama pulled out the bottles of wine and ushered us into the living room. Wulf started a fire in the fireplace while Mama opened both bottles of wine. I gathered glasses and placed one for each of us on the small table. Mama poured wine into each glass and put one in front of each of us. 


     As the fire warmed us, the sun set and darkness covered the land. Mama was strangely quiet. The wine lowered in our glasses and I found myself giggling more and more. Mama stayed in her comfy chair as I sat on the couch with Wulf. He laid back with half closed eyes and a smile on his face. I found myself swirling my wine as I eyed him with a different hunger. 


     “Wulf, I’m pleased you could spend the evening with us. Aren't you Sapphire?” 


     I drunkenly nodded. The wine was going right to my head. 


     “Thank you for having me but I should be going. It is getting late and…” 


     Mama cut him off. “Do you think Sapphire is beautiful?” 


     Wulf looked to me and smiled. “Yes. She is very beautiful.” 


     “You are very handsome.” I said with a little slur. 


     “I…I…” Wulf made a sound and put down his glass. He then turned to me with the same gaze from upstairs. 


     “Wulf? Are you okay?” I asked innocently. 


     The man before me twisted his head and let out a low growl. His body tensed and everything about him rippled. I sat up watching him, my hands reaching out to comfort him. He grabbed my wrists and eyed me with dark green eyes. 


     I watched as he held me in his strong grip. Again, he took a deep inhale. I thought I would be afraid but I felt the exact opposite. Wulf’s fingers grew longer around my wrists. His teeth lengthened and sharpened. His muscles bulged and strained against his tight clothes. His whole body grew bigger right before my eyes. 


     “Mama, what’s happening to him?” I said still locked in his grip. 


     “I could tell what he was the moment I saw him. Now his true form is trying to break to the surface.” 


     “What should we do?” I said as Wulf growled but still seemed human. 


     Mama stood up from her seat. She made her way over to us. Her hands reached down and undid Wulf’s leggings. I watched Mama in complete shock as she pulled out Wulf’s half hard manhood. Wulf let go of me. Mama knelt down by the side of the couch, her fingers wrapped around the shaft.  


     The wine warmed me but seeing Wulf’s cock made me hot. It was much bigger than the guard’s dick. Mama was delicate as she stroked it up and down almost with practiced ease. Wulf turned his head to Mama, breathing heavy. He made small groans as she stroked him.  


     “It’s okay Wulf, Mama and Sapphire are here to ease your burdens. My my, what a big cock you have.” Mama smiled. 


     I stared at his thick veiny manhood. Mama gave slow strokes and the half beast seemed to really enjoy it. The room grew calmer the more Mama stroked him. Mama pushed back her long black hair and brought her lips to the head of his cock. She kissed the head lovingly before putting it in her mouth. The heat going through my body tingled every nerve. I could feel myself grow wet with desire. My hands lay on Wulf’s thighs as Mama sucked and slurped his hardening cock. Wulf sniffed at the air and stared at me with hungry eyes. Mama pulled the cock from her mouth and it flopped to the side. 


     “Go ahead my darling, taste it.” Mama directed. 


     I bent my head down close to his hard rod. Mama held it by the base and pointed it toward my face. My body shook not out of fear but pure excitement. I touched it and ran fingers along his shaft. A large hand gently held the side of my head. I kissed his head just like Mama. Wulf’s hand took a gentle hold of my hair and pushed his cock into my mouth. He moaned as inch after inch slid into my mouth. He controlled the rhythm as it slid in my mouth. 


     Mama stood up, her own hands caressing her own body as she watched me. I slurped and took him deep into my throat. I could feel myself getting wetter by the second. I wanted nothing more than Wulf to take me and do what he wished just like my dreams.  


     Mama stood closer to me. I was on all fours on the couch with Wulf’s thick cock in my mouth. I could feel Mama pull my blue dress up. I let out a deep moan as her fingers pressed against my wet lips. Fingers touched my nub and electric fire blazed through me. I found myself moving my hips to her touch. The more she touched me, the more my body tingled. 


     Wulf soon let go but I kept sucking his cock. He moaned and groaned, his muscles straining against his tight clothes. Then as if reading my mind, he started to pull and shred them off. I didn’t stop sucking him and that only made him harder. 


     Mama took a finger and pushed it into my tight slit and then another. She massaged me and I found myself opening up slightly. I could feel myself cream to her touch. With my heart thudding in my chest, I had to pull Wulf’s cock from my mouth and take a deep breath. I could feel a deep wanting for that big cock inside me. 


     “Mama, what should I do?” I cried out. 


     Mama sat me up and pulled my blue dress over my head. I was on my knees fully naked before Wulf and Mama. Wulf stared at my full tits and erect nipples. His large hands cupped them and ran his thumb over each nipple. I was so sensitive that I cried out. Wulf’s expression didn’t change as he gently rubbed them more. 


     “Let nature take its course my darling.  I’m sure you want that hard cock inside you. I could feel how wet it made you.” 


     “Yes Mama.” I said as I crawled closer to the man beast before me. 


     Wulf’s ears pointed as his body continued to grow bigger. I crawled till I was on top of him. He snuggled his face into my bosom, his tongue licking a nipple. I shuddered at his raw animal touch. Hands grabbed my waist as his cock lay hard against my stomach. It was so big and I knew I was very tight. I didn’t know if I could take him. I was still a virgin after all. But I couldn’t stop myself from grabbing the base of his manhood. I rubbed the head of his cock against my clit. The heat and firmness against me caused me to moan. I moved my hips and pressed him hard against me. An orgasm started to build. I cried out as I tried to stop myself, I wanted him in me if I was going to come.  


     Wulf laid back. I took his head and pressed it against my tight gash. I was so wet that I could feel wetness drip down my thighs. I sat on his rock-hard member. His cock head opened me up and pushed in. I cried on how good it felt. He spread me open with each thick inch. I was halfway down his cock, moaning and crying. Wulf pressed down on my hips and he forced the rest of his cock inside me. I could feel him spreading me to my limit. I didn’t even realize I was moving up and down on his rock-hard shaft. My hands held onto his muscled stomach, whimpers escaping my lips.  


     Wulf held my hips and controlled the tempo. I was so lost in new sensations that I gave all my control to him. His strong hands moved me up and down. I whipped my head back and moaned like an animal in heat. This made Wulf harder and I squeezed him so I could never let go. I moaned louder as he pushed his rod to the hilt. With one last push, my nerves flared up like torches. I screamed as an orgasm filled my entire being with bliss. I clawed at Wulf as he held me down on his cock. I squeezed with everything I could. Wulf’s monster cock bulged inside me and he groaned deep in his chest. 


     Molten hot come spurted into my tight pussy. The amount was obscene as it leaked from me. Wulf kept me down to the hilt and all I could do was wiggle on his mighty shaft. My chest heaved and my tits bounced. As everything died down, I thought he would get soft inside me. I was pleasantly surprised that he was still hard. 


     With one quick push, I was on my back on the couch. Wulf was over me, heaving and eyeing me like prey. His knees knocked my legs open. I couldn’t stop him if I wanted to. He held me down and pressed his cock against my dripping hole. I squirmed as he shoved it back inside. My legs wrapped around his waist, making room for him to take me completely. He pushed till his hips met mine. I knew having sex would feel good but I didn’t know it would feel this good. My fingers dug into his thick flesh. I buried my face in his neck as he pumped into me. I bit his neck playfully and that caused him to fuck me harder. His cock was slippery from our juices but I was still incredibly tight. I bit harder with each deep thrust till I tasted blood, his blood. 


     Essence struck me like thunder. His beast blood spurred me on and I could feel another orgasm start to build. His cock completed me and I just wanted him to fuck me any chance we had. I didn’t need so many men like my day dreams; I just needed my Wulf in human clothes. 


     Wulf grunted as his cock bulged in me. It was enough to send me over the edge. I cried again as we came at the same time. His blood in my mouth tasted finer as his seed spurted into my tight slit. 


     I turned my head to see Mama in her chair, rubbing her clit and watching us. One hand grabbed a large tit while the other made circular motions between her creamy thighs. She fingered a nipple and let moan after moan escape her lips. Wulf sniffed at the air. It was then I really looked at him. He looked like he was half way to becoming some monstrous wolf creature. But the more he came the more he stayed half way there. His coming seemed to keep the wolf beast at bay. 


     Wulf growled and pulled himself from me. I lay spread on the couch trying to catch my breath. He stalked over to Mama. She continued to pleasure herself until he took her and threw her to the floor. She landed on all fours with her face to me. 


     “Mama? “I said trying to sit up. 


     “It’s okay my darling. He needs to keep going or the beast will take over. I’m sure he will be with your sweet self soon enough.” Then she let out a deep moan. 


     I sat up and watched as Wulf spread Mama’s ass open. He grabbed his monster cock and slid it into her pussy. She moaned and flipped her head. I could tell he was even big for her. She thrust her hips on his, her tits swaying their movement. The room filled with the sound of skin on skin. Watching them, watching Wulf making my Mama happy made me feel good. I started rubbing my own clit just as Mama was doing. Wulf watched us as we carried on lost to our lust. 


     It was Mama’s turn to scream. Even in the firelight, I could see her face turn red as an orgasm flooded her senses. I stood up and walked over to their locked bodies. I rubbed my nipples against Wulf as he slapped his hips against Mama’s full ass. He turned his wolfish face toward me, long fingers grabbing my chest and squeezing. He grunted and pulled out his cock. Come spurted from the end all over my Mama’s back and ass. I griped it and stroked to milk out every last drop. And when it seemed nothing more would come out, I gobbled up his cock like a hungry animal. I tasted all the salty sweet juices covering it as I sucked and licked. I thought my Wulf was empty but soon small jets of come burst in my mouth. I moaned and drank them down. With the head of his cock in my mouth, Mama sat up and ran her tongue alongside the shaft. 


     Wulf pulled his head back and howled. His cock slipped out of my mouth and come splashed out onto my chest. I ran my fingers through it, pressing its warmth into my skin. But the beast was not done yet. 


     Wulf roughly turned me around and bent me down to all fours on the bear skin rug. I bent my hips up, wanting, hoping he would fill me again. Seconds pass and he pushed into me. He held my hips and used me like some doll. I could do nothing as his cock opened me up, pushing my walls wide. He held me in place as every inch pushed deep in and pulled out over and over and over. My mind spiraled in pleasure. It wasn’t long before his meat bulged. He pulled his cock out and sprayed white come all over my ass. 


     I looked back and pushed my ass against his throbbing member. He pushed his cock into me again. I quivered as he remained hard and wanting. His tempo was even as I squeezed him and took every inch. My body was on fire as electricity filled me again. He pulled my hair and thrust hard into me. I whimpered as a chain of orgasms assaulted me. My body shuddered with each one as I was lost to sea of bliss. 


     Wulf pulled out of me. I collapsed onto my stomach. He turned me around onto my back. Mama was close and rubbing her clit watching us. Wulf looked down with a look of concern. 


     “Keep going lover. I want more.” Was all I could say. 


     My love entwined his spirit with mine and we shared our bodies deep into the night.


  




  

     Four 


     Mama poured hot tea into my cup. She then poured into her cup and put the kettle down. She sat across from me at the kitchen table, a warm smile on her face as she sipped her tea. In the main room I could hear Wulf snoring. I smiled at the last image I had of him, naked on the couch. I put a blanket over his gorgeous body and kissed his sleeping brow. 


     “Mama, was last night real?” I said looking down at my tea. 


     Mama put her cup down and gazed at me warmly. “You have grown into such a fine woman. I knew I had to set the wheels in motion for you to find your true love. The potion I gave you yesterday was to help you find the love of your life. But I didn’t realize it would act so quickly or that it would pick one of his kind.” 


     I looked up. “You made this happen?” 


     Mama gave a sly smile. “In a way. Oh, don’t be so surprised. It was only to help you find true love. I knew you had a voracious lust but I didn’t know no normal man could quench it.”    


     “What is his kind?” 


     “Shape shifter, werewolf, man beast, these are all the same things to his kind.” 


     “But he didn’t change fully.” 


     Mama looked to the main room where Wulf slept. “You can keep the beast in check if you drain his lust. So, I suggest you keep him very happy. And if you need any help, Mama is always here for both of you.” 


     I was silent as I sipped my tea. Then I looked up and gazed at my beautiful mother. “Thank you, Mama. This was the best birthday present ever.” 


     We both stood up and crossed the table to hug. 


     “Anything for you my darling, just live happy, that is all I ask.” 


     “We will.” I said as I snuggled into her bosom. 


     Mama broke the hug. “Now go wake your lover. We will break our fast and plan out our day.” 


     I smiled cheerfully and hugged my mother tight. She held me close as morning birds chirped outside the window on another beautiful day. 


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Sleeping Beauty’s Desire 
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     My mind was buzzing with excitement. It was hours until my birthday celebration and I was elated. Servants whirled around me as they spent every moment trying to make sure my party dress was ready for the ball. A cool breeze filled the room as I stood with arms outstretched. Little blue birds landed on the balcony and chirped happily. The glorious sun shined high in the sky. Rays of light touched the floor a few feet from me as my dress was hemmed. 


     "Blue looks delightful against your skin." Sapphire said. The other girls nodded in agreement. 


     My friends feasted on cheese, fruits and wine, laughing the mid-day away. I turned and bent to the servants pushing and pulling. Needles shined bright as they worked their magic on my dress. I beckoned with my hand, one of my friends came over and put a wine glass in my hand. I drank deeply and handed it back. I needed something to calm my nerves or I would explode out of my skin. 


     "You really like it, Sapphire? I took the idea from you. Will your darling husband be at the party? He is such a handsome man, I would hate to not see him." I giggled. 


     "He will be there but I must keep my eye on him. Once he sees you, he will knock me over the railing and try to take you in the middle of the ball." Sapphire laughed. 


     Myself and the girls laughed together. "No need to worry. Your strapping husband will have to keep his hands and naughty thoughts to himself. I'm looking for my own prince to bed me this evening. I will not be a crone of nineteen years without my legs spread apart and my body taken by a wild stallion." 


     The laughter was infectious. Wine flowed and our spirits soared. I pointed to the bottles of wine and gestured my head toward the servants. Sapphire poured into cups and began handing them out. At first the servants refused and looked back at me oddly. 


     "Tonight, is a celebration. You have all worked so hard to help me be beautiful. It is only fair you share in the celebration. Please partake. I want you as happy as you make me." I said and lifted a glass. 


     Smiles bloomed and the servants reached out and took a cup. The crowd toasted and took a deep gulp of delicious wine. The servants seemed to feel better because it showed in their work. They finished my dress in record time. Soon I was turning and prancing in front of my friends. 


     "Belle, you look radiant." Sapphire complimented. 


     "You are too kind my dear friend." I beamed. 


     The servants patted each other on the back. I swooshed forward and lifted my glass. Tonight, was going to be the celebration to end all celebrations. We continued in our mirth but I silently made a decision to shed my virginity and take on a husband. Several princes had made long journeys to see me and I wasn't about to let them down. At first, I thought they would be back water, bugged eye creatures’ intent to woo me into their kingdoms. I was nearly done with this farce of an affair until I saw them. Handsome men from powerful families. All of them looked strong, young and strapping. I thought how foolish I was to judge them before I met them. Instead, I was eager to hear their adventures and witness as they fought over my hand.   


     Suddenly, the heavy wooden door to the room slammed open. We all turned to see a shapely dark figure in the shadows. Mist curled at its feet and a foreboding fell over the happy crowd. Sapphire stood between me and the shadow. She was a fierce and strong woman. A true friend to the end. 


     "Greetings Princess." Spoke the shadow. 


     The shadow moved into the light. Darkness faded and I watched as Mavilyn smiled with perfect white teeth. My heart relaxed when I saw the sorceress and I put my hand on Sapphire's shoulder. 


     "Mavilyn, so good to see you. You gave us quite a start. What brings you here, urgent court business? “I said taking a sip of wine. 


     "Nothing of the sort. I came to see the glowing princess before the party." Her eyes looked over the group of friends and servants. A chill filled the room. "May I speak with you alone?" 


     There was a hesitation in the room. Sapphire looked to me but I kept my smile to ensure everyone stayed calm.  


     "By all means Mav." I smiled. 


     Taking the hint, the room emptied out in a manner of moments. Soon it was only Mavilyn and I. I couldn't take my eyes off her hourglass figure in tight black leather. Her hands and face were white as alabaster, finger nails were painted black. Her cowl had two spiral horns and her aura smelled of sinister magic. I was never truly fond of her but the king, my father, relied on her council. 


     "You look beautiful Princess Belle. The men will be fighting to simply touch your dress." 


     My eyes narrowed. "Save it Mav. You came here to torture me, didn't you?" 


     Mavilyn feigned surprise. "Whatever do you mean my princess? I came only to speak with you and give you a gift." 


     "I have said it once and I will only say it this one more time, you will never have me. I kissed you because I was curious. It did not mean to blossom into love. Chase another young foolish girl before I have father cut your head from your neck." 


     Mavilyn gave a sardonic grin. "I see your father's teachings are going well. You will be a powerful queen no matter where you go. I only came to give a gift and inform you that our previous adventures were now water under the bridge." 


     The tension bled from my shoulders. Despite her dark motives, even she knew better than to cross our family. I smoothed out my dress and eyed the sorceress. 


     "A gift you say?" I asked politely. 


     Mavilyn's red lips curved into a wicked smile. "Yes, my princess. A gift that will show you the world." Mavilyn pulled an apple from her sleeve. 


     "An apple?" I asked with a questioning gaze. 


     "No ordinary apple. One bite from this will give you the ability to fly, see things no other mortal can and incite pleasure from all those in your presence." Mavilyn held out her hand with the apple in her palm. 


     "This apple or spell can do all of these things?" I was genuinely curious. 


     "Oh yes and it has a few other secrets. I don't wish to spoil the surprise. Take a bite and you will feel what I mean." 


     I took the apple from her hand and held it. Mav watched me with innocent eyes. I brought the apple to my lips and held it there. Despite our previous indiscretion, she has shown me great works of magic and I couldn't help myself as my teeth sunk deep into the red delicious apple. The crisp sound echoed from the stone walls and I took another bite.  


     Mav folded her arms and watched me as I took several more bites. It tasted sweet with a dash of something unusual. My body swayed for a moment but only a moment. I looked to Mav and smiled. 


     "I don't feel anything." I said taking another bite. 


     "It takes time for the magic to work. Try not to think about it and carry on with your preparations for the party. I will be close by and we can talk later." Mavilyn curtsied. 


     My eyes lowered. "Thank you, Mav. I thought you were going to try to kiss me again. I was mistaken. I look forward to seeing you at the party." I managed a small smile. 


     "Think nothing of it. I look forward to seeing you this evening." Mavilyn turned, walked to the door and vanished before going through it. 


     I stood still with the half-eaten apple in my hand. Maybe this was going to be a truly joyous occasion. A knock from the door woke me out of my small trance. Sapphire poked her head in with concern in her eyes. 


     "Is the witch gone?" 


     I giggled. "Yes. You all can come back in. The party will be in a few hours and we must look our best." 


     Friends and servants filled the room once more. Finishing touches were made to my dress while wine was poured. But in the mirth of the moment, my mind floated back to Mav. Her kiss did stir my womanhood that fateful night. I should see about giving her a gift in the next few days. We cannot decide who we fall in love with. She just managed to fall in love with me and now seemed to be over it. I was thankful for such good fortunes even though her kiss played out in the back of my mind. When Sapphire handed me another wine glass, we toasted and laughed the afternoon away. 


     *** 


     Minstrels played on the stage while people danced. The party was in full bloom and smiles were had by all. My entourage shuffled along behind me where ever I went. Lords and ladies bowed and curtsied to my presence. A lord even twirled me and my laughter rang through the hall. The food was extravagant with large cooked birds, fruit, cheeses, cakes and chocolate. I couldn't help myself as I made my way over and took a nibble of everything. It seemed I was one of those gifted women where I never gained weight and my body had curves in all the right places. 


     In the midst of people swaying and talking, intermediate stares and eyes locked with mine. I counted six princes with their entourages. Sapphire was close and whispered in my ear any chance she could. 


     "Prince Eric is here with his new wife in the corner. They have been making out like the newlyweds they are. Prince Oberon eyed you the moment you walked in. His three wives do not seem very happy about it."  


     "Thank you, Sapphire, but I'm not looking to join a man with multiple wives. I want a prince all to myself. Where are the single handsome men?" 


     Sapphire pointed to one side of the hall. A rather large man glanced over at me. He was built like an ox but his face was handsome and eyes were kind. My eyes continued to search and fell on a pair of twins. They each had blonde hair and delightfully expensive attire. They raised their glasses in unison to me from across the room. I returned the gesture with my own and a smile. They looked to each other as if they were having a private conversation and I was the center of it. To have two handsome princes for my own would truly be twice the happiness but my eyes continued to wander. Several others did not seem to light my fire until I saw one with strange attire. His head was covered in an odd cloth with jewelry hanging at his temple. His shirt was billowy but his leggings were of tight leather. His boots were magnificent even though they appeared a little worn out. 


     I leaned into Sapphire. "Who is the man in the odd clothes?"  


     "I knew you would notice him. He is Prince Robert Myst. His family is from the coast. They are wealthy and have many merchant businesses. They say he has pirate blood in his veins." 


     "He certainly dresses the part." I managed to say with my eyes on his wild clothes. 


     Robert glanced over, smirked and looked away. I watched as he continued on with his conversation with a local lord. My heart sank a little. Sapphire seemed to notice and squeezed my hand. 


     "The large one is Prince Roderick. He seems to have taken a fancy to you because he is coming this way." 


     Instantly I looked to the crowd to see Roderick towering over the other party goers. His massive form gently pushed aside everyone as he made a bee line right to me. He had determination in his eyes and a welcoming smile the closer he was. I of course was instantly wet simply looking at him. He looked like he could break me in two and that set a fire off between my legs. I was nearly dizzy with each step he took toward me. The heat was almost too much. Why was I feeling like this? Was I ill? I couldn't be since I was fully aware that I wanted that large man to force me down and have his way with me. A deep spark had ignited my womanhood and I was at a loss on why. 


     "Princess Belle, it is a pleasure to see you." Roderick smiled his perfect teeth. 


     Heat rose up from my neck. I flashed open my fan and started to fan myself. "A pleasure Prince Roderick. Are you enjoying yourself?" 


     "Immensely. Is there someplace we can go to talk?"  


     Sapphire elbowed me and I had to hide my smile with the fan. I pointed down the hall. Roderick put out his arm and I curled mine into his. We walked away from the party and my entourage giggled like young children. 


     The party faded in the background. I had to tilt my head up to look at the large prince. He was certainly beefy. I could feel his powerful arm and I was having a difficult time thinking straight. A musk filled my nose and a deep shudder rumbled through my form. I could sense his powerful heart pumping blood to all his muscles. When the prince blinked, it felt like a hurricane was forming with each shutting of his eyes. My senses were exploring things I never thought possible. My mind fell back to the apple Mavilyn gave me. Was this her gift? It must be because I could feel everything around me. She truly wanted to show me things I would never have noticed before but there was something else. A deep hunger climbed to the surface. Simply touching Roderick was making me feel very un-princess like. It was like a wild beast had taken over my senses. I wanted to run into the forest with Roderick and have him take me from behind. I was still pure but he would remedy that over and over again. 


     "Are you well princess?" Roderick eyed me with concern. 


     I found I had a tight grip on his arm. "Why yes, I'm fine. The wine must be going to my head a little." I loosened my arm. 


     "If you feel un-well, we can return and see the castle physician?" 


     I gave a gentle laugh. "No no, it is fine. There is a room ahead where we can talk. Maybe I need to simply sit down. This dress is a bit confining." 


     "As you wish." Roderick bowed his head. 


     Roderick opened the door and we stepped inside. Candles were lit in the guest room. Lavish tapestries hung on the walls and windows were open to the cool night air. It was I who closed the door behind me in a hurry. Roderick stepped in but turned to me with a questioning gaze. The hunger in me grew with each passing moment and seeing this large man in front of me caused me to lick my lips. 


     "Princess Belle?" Roderick said with a confused expression. 


     "Don't be coy with me handsome Roderick. You wanted to be alone with me so you can ravish my body didn't you." It felt like another person was speaking but using my body. 


     The giant of a man smiled. "It is true I wanted to be alone with you but it was merely to talk, nothing more." 


     The more Roderick spoke, the more I wanted him to be silent and force himself on me. A demon had taken hold of my senses and it was driving me mad with lust. My vision began to spin as I sauntered up to giant man and spoke to him in a very un-lady like way. 


     "I'm sure you can use those big hands to help me with my dress? I feel a bit hot and the dress isn't helping." I giggled. 


      "Princess...I..." Roderick stammered. 


     "Pull my dress up... and... uhhh..." A heavy weight pressed down on my spirit. 


     My body stumbled forward. Prince Roderick put his arms out and caught me before I fell. His strength was comforting but I tried to get up on my own power. My limbs refused to answer as I lay in his arms like a puppet with its strings cut. Roderick picked me up and held me in his arms. My eyes grew heavy as a strange weakness filled me. 


     "I seem to be very tired." I whispered. 


     "Please be still and rest." Roderick whispered back. 


     The giant prince gently lay me on the bed. Despite my loss of strength, my internal fire burned brighter than ever. I wanted this man, any man to take me. It consumed me as my body grew weaker and weaker. I tried to reach out and take hold of the prince in my chambers but he slipped from me. My eyes closed shut and darkness surrounded me. 


     I woke to feeling as light as air. I looked around and could see myself laying on the big bed with my arms at my sides. My chest rose and fell with my breath. Roderick was nowhere to be seen. I could still feel my body but I was somehow above it. The world was truly open to me and maddening sensations boiled but the hunger went unsatisfied. What was happening to me? 


     A shadow in the room twisted and curled. It moved of its own accord as it separated from the walls. It grew larger and its form melted into a vaguely female shape. I watched with mixed moments of horror and fascination. The shadow solidified into a shapely, womanly body. A V of white appeared up its chest and an evil smile bloomed into view. Spiked horns curled from her cowl as Mav moved like a viper toward me. 


     "My my, aren't we feeling tired princess." Mavilyn licked her bright red lips. 


      I tried to speak, shout even, but there was nothing. I floated above my body while a hunger played out. 


     "I know you can hear me and see me. I was honest when I told you the spell would open your mind and body. What I didn't tell you was that it would show your true self. A hungry girl hiding behind courtesies and manners. Even now I can feel your wanting desire. When we kissed, I knew deep down you had a wanting beast as powerful as mine. Too bad you will never know it completely." 


     Mavilyn stood over me, her eyes gliding along my body. Her black colored nails ran along my ankle and moved my dress further up my leg. 


     "You see, every time your lust glows hot, you will fall asleep. I will visit you every time this happens because you belong to me now. I will be the only one who can pleasure you. Unless you can find a man of royal blood to take you while you sleep." Mav laughed. 


     The sorceress continued. "And don't try to be clever. The spell will prevent you from talking about your unusual condition." 


     Watching Mavilyn touch me made me wet with desire. She was speaking to me, the real me and I wanted to be ashamed. The fire burned bright and I hated that she knew me so well. My body remained still but my spirit wanted to scream. 


     Mavilyn pulled my dress further and further up. Cool air touched my legs. Mav's touch sent lightning up and down my spine. My spirit writhed but my body was still as a frozen pond in winter. Shadows peeled off of the sorceress. Alabaster skin revealed its self as she hovered over me with her own lust dripping from her eyes. The witch wanted me more than anything. I could sense it, feel it as she squeezed my thigh. I gazed like a trapped animal, pulling at the cage to be free. 


     Mav looked at me, her black dress of shadows gone. Her naked white body close to mine. Her tiny pink nipples pointed and creamy breasts hanging unassisted. She pulled my leg and I was spread before her. She snapped her fingers and my under garments stripped away. She lowered her face to my thigh, her eyes entranced on my exposed tight womanhood. I could feel her breath on my thigh, wetness rising from me, her tense excited body wanting me. 


     "Your scent is delicious my princess." Mav smiled and ran her tongue along my slit. 


     My world exploded in a fiery storm of passion. Her one taste sent me to places I only dreamed of and like anything beautiful, I wanted more. My spirit shuddered as her mouth pressed against my virgin pussy. Her tongue snaked into my folds. Sensations of wet desire rained down. My body did not move but my spirit was heaving from Mav's magic tongue. The tip of her tongue ran along my engorged nub. She stayed there, lashing at me slow at first. Soon Mav was whipping me with unbridled heat. My spirit trembled as wave after wave crashed into me. The witch lapped at my creaming womanhood. I silently cried out for more and more of her. My body lay like a broken doll with a witch's mouth between my legs. I could see her cup her own tit and rub her nipple. Her scent was flowing from between her legs. It was a storm of vanilla and hints of dark power. 


     Mav's own body shuddered as she licked me in ecstasy. Her eyes rolled into her head as her tongue sank deep into me. I could do nothing as a growing orgasm pushed at my being. The sorceress crawled into bed, between my legs. Her ass was in the air and fingers ran along her own womanhood. Tendrils of energy reached out from her body and mine. When they touched, they caressed each other like lovers. Mav's kiss linked us and I surrendered to it. She loved me and I only wanted her lust to teach me. In some strange way she was teaching me as she showed me what it meant to hunger for another. 


     All thoughts faded as my nerves coiled in excitement. My spirit writhed to Mav's tongue. The edges of my vision grew white and a power welled up inside. I slept but my spirit cried out like a beast in heat. My world shook of magical explosions. My spirit clawed at nothing while Mav continued conquering my slit. Soon she pulled her wet mouth from me, rubbing her clit faster and faster. Her eyes were shut but one hand gripped at my creamy thighs. She rose up and showed me, rubbing until her mouth made a perfect O and cried out in pleasure. 


     Mavilyn looked down at me and smiled evilly. "No one but I will take you while you sleep. I know the perverted demon under your skin. I will enjoy you as my play thing." 


     Mavilyn stood up. Shadows reached out of corners and wrapped around her naked form. Soon she was fully covered expect for ample cleavage and a wicked smile. In moments, feelings returned to my limbs. My eyes opened and I sat up. Mav continued to smile as she touched a large patch of darkness against the wall. Her body melted into shadows and she was gone without a sound. 


     I swung my legs over the bed and smoothed down my dress. I wanted to feel awful but instead felt invigorated. I knew in my heart of hearts I had to do something to stop Mav's spell over me. Despite her lust for me, I knew what I really wanted in this world. She may know my inner demons but that wouldn't stop me from losing my virginity this very night. What Mav doesn't realize is that I want her, my prince and many lustful adventures. This mask I wear is only to keep my family happy. I laughed quietly to myself. Mav thinks she has me but she underestimates my needs and wants. 


     I quickly stood up and walked to the door. The lack of undergarments felt wonderful and I was in good cheer as I walked back to the party. Music greeted me as I walked in and many toasted to my arrival. Sapphire rushed over to me the moment she saw me. 


     "Princess, Roderick told us that you wanted a moment to yourself when he returned. Have you done the dirty deed?" Sapphire smiled. 


      "Sadly, no. Roderick was a dear but he really only wished to talk. How frightening a time, we live in when a man doesn't force himself on women anymore." I smiled. 


     Sapphire looked at me and we both laughed. It only enhanced the mood. Many of the other girls came over wanting to know what happened. Sapphire had to hold them at bay long enough for me to pick up a glass of wine. I took a deep sip before turning and nearly crashing into Prince Robert Myst. His hands reached out and took hold of my waist or I would have toppled over into the wine table. 


     "Are you well?" Robert said in a sexy low voice, eyes locked with mine. 


     "Why yes Prince Robert. You can let go of my waist now." I said with wide eyes. 


      "Why would anyone let go of such a beautiful woman? I'm tempted to stay her and rudely continue my unwelcomed hands to such a radiant beauty." Robert smirked. 


     "You slay me with kindness and I'm sure your words will work on some of the lesser-known ladies in the kingdom. I, on the other hand, do not fool quiet as easily." 


     Prince Robert's hands did not leave my waist. "Lesser-known ladies? I thought you were the wine servant?" 


     A shock of heated anger flashed in my eyes. "How dare you."  


     "Calm yourself my dove. I was only being playful. I must admit I was looking for excuses to touch you. I can die a happy man knowing I have accomplished such a feat, princess." Robert said with a deadly playful smirk. 


     My heart raced as his hands slowly let go. He bowed, raising a hand up behind him and eyes on my full cleavage. The prince was so brazen that I instantly felt wet. Robert did not seem at all like the timid Roderick. He carried himself in a way that when he set his sights, there was no stopping him. I was rarely ever angry but the few times I were, most would flee. It seemed this prince was not as skittish as many others. 


     "I see that the ox in the shape of a prince couldn't flash his dagger to your sheath. A pity." Robert said picking up a glass of wine and drinking it with a pinky out. 


     "Do you speak to all ladies this way?" I couldn't help but smile to his ridiculous confidence. 


     "Only when I see ethereal beauty like yours. Please forgive my intrusions but my eyes seemed to be caught in a spell and I cannot look away." 


     "You can stare all you wish but no more touching unless I say so." 


     "I fear I may have to cut off my own hands then. I can see we share a bright aura with some dark features." 


     "Excuse me?" I said with an arched eyebrow. 


     "It's a gift from my mother's side. I can get a glimpse of who a person really is. It has helped me in all manner of business." 


     "Is speaking to me a business matter?" I took a sip of wine. 


     Robert eyed me like I was a poisonous snake. "You appear to be a princess but I think everyone here is fooled save for myself." 


     I could feel the heat rising up my neck. Robert seemed to know me a little too well and we barely met. How could such a man have any idea of the lustful demons shaking the gate of my soul? The oddity was almost lost on me since he was the one, I wanted to invade my castle and spray his seed. I could feel my body betraying me and moving toward him when a tired feeling fell over me. 


     "You seem tired Princess." Mavilyn appeared next to me with a wine glass in her hand and a devilish smile on her lips. 


     "She seems fine to me." Robert said winking at me. 


     "I'm fine. Robert this is Mavilyn, court sorceress. Mavilyn, Prince Robert Myst from the crescent coast." My hand held the edge of the table so I wouldn't lose my balance. 


     "Robert Myst, your family has a rich history of taking things not belonging to them. I'm happy to see it has brought you wealth and royalty." Mav said sarcastically. 


     Robert took a sip of his wine before speaking. "Thank you. I'm glad news of my family have reached the lower depths of Hades. Judging from the way you dress, I assume women are more your flavor. A real man would be lost in your delicious curves." 


     Mavilyn laughed and her eyes centered on Robert's. "Real men are nothing more than boys and we all know boys have a difficult time understanding the world, much less the female form." 


     "It is nice to see us getting along." I said trying to break up the heated stares between Robert and Mav. 


     Robert looked at me and bent his head. "Please forgive me. It was rude to speak in such a manner. Sorceress, please accept my apology with a kiss and perhaps a dance of our tongues." 


     Mavilyn was taken aback. She shot me an angry stare, took my full wine glass and walked off into the crowd. I waved to her back and nearly fell over in laughter. Robert smiled his approval, poured me a glass and handed it to me. His fingers touched my hand and he lingered for the span of a moment before letting go. 


     "You are a piece of art work." I said and took a long sip. 


     "My gift allows me to see her true nature. She has her hooks in you. It is plain for anyone to see." Robert took a sip of his drink but his eyes were on me. 


     I grew silent. Robert's rogue manner sent me spinning. It was then when I knew he had to be the one. He had the ability to break the spell and see me for who I really was. The gods must have been looking over us to make this meeting happen. I wanted to speak to him, pull him aside, kiss him and tell him of this terribly lustful spell Mav had placed on me but I couldn't. The words could not form. Instead, I eyed him like the seductive piece of meat he was. Was Robert as twisted as I? Did he possess an open spirit to explore our bodies until the sun died in the heavens? If I fell asleep before him, would he force his body into mine, breaking the curse and touching true happiness?   


     "Would you like to talk someplace more private?" I smiled. 


     "It would be my honor, Princess Belle." Robert bowed before me. 


     My arm entwined with his and we walked off. Part of me wondered where Sapphire was. I last saw her trying to keep the girls in line before they mobbed me with questions. Robert and I walked down the long hallway. We came across several couples kissing and fondling each other. We turned a corner and we both smiled. Sapphire was on her knees, pleasuring her handsome husband. Her head bobbed on his rather impressive member. Wulf looked to us, bowed his head and went back to watching his wife running her lips back and forth on his cock. 


     "They seem happy." Robert laughed. 


     "Truly. I almost wish to stop and watch them. I'm curious if she will drink down his seed." I couldn't believe how easy it was to speak my mind around Robert. 


     "Any other time, I would be watching with you but tonight, I have my sights on a woman in princess clothing." Robert's hand ran down my back and squeezed my ass. 


     "You are bold." I said simply. 


     "I am merely being my true self. Something I believe we both have in common."  


     The two of us walked to the same room Roderick and I were in earlier. Robert led me in and closed the door behind him. I was hot and wanting. I didn't even want to speak. I wanted us to rip our clothes off, mashing our bodies together. Instead, I walked to the edge of the bed. I couldn't speak of the curse Mav placed on me but my mind worked to find a loop hole. 


     "Now that we are alone, you seem hesitant." Robert looked with concern. 


     Something about us made me speak my mind. "I spoke with my friends earlier, hinting of a promise I made to myself today." 


     "And what would be that promise?" Robert moved closer to me but not touching. 


     "Tonight, I would break my purity and live the life I want to live." 


     "Am I nothing more than a tool. Someone to take your purity so you may live a happier life?" Robert almost seemed insulted. 


     My eyes dropped. "Before I met you, I would have said yes. Now, it seems many things have changed. I want to be honest. I want to show that I'm not such a prim and proper princess. I have desires and urges like everyone else." 


     Robert's eyes softened. "I understand what you are saying. Despite my cavalier nature, most have a difficult time understanding what it means to be free in body and in spirit." 


     I looked into his eyes. "Are you free?" 


     Robert gave a small laugh. "I'm free my little dove except for this desire for someone I just met." 


     I moved close to Robert, our lips inches apart. I looked down at his strong collar bone. I never felt this way before. Mav opened my demons to the surface and I could tell instantly that they did not scare this pirate prince before me. A heat danced between us and I found myself growing tired the closer we were. 


     "Love me any way you can." I whispered. 


     "With your permission, I will do just that." Robert said with an almost loving gaze. 


     My body grew weak. I stumbled from him and fell onto the bed. Robert watched me as I crawled, getting weaker and weaker. My body was hot from wanting and Mav's curse fell on me like night after dusk. I finally fell on my back, eyes closing and my body becoming very still. My spirit rose up and I could see the entire room before me. Robert watched me, a slight confusion painted over his face. I prayed to all the gods that he understood what I was asking, what I needed. I was sure Mav would be coming soon to take me again. I wanted to show her that she had no power over me unless I give it. 


     Robert ran a finger across his own exposed collar bone. His hand dropped to his belt. From a hidden place, a dagger came into view. My spirit trembled as I watched the pirate prince move toward me with dagger in hand. My body remained still as he crawled onto the bed. He was on his knees, gazing at my peaceful form. The dagger inched close. I would have held my breath if I had any control left. 


     "Forgive me for ruining your dress." Robert smirked. 


     The sharp edge of the dagger ran along the thick strings of my corset. A ripping sound filled the room as Robert cut away at the sides of my dress. His face was calm as he worked to slice away the inconvenient clothing. My heart soared. He wanted to see me, all of me. I could see it in his eyes. My sleeping did not deter him. Instead, it opened a game for us to play. I may have been unable to move but I could feel myself grow wetter when he cut the final string.  


     Skilled hands opened my dress like a flower. Mav had already removed my under garments. I lay nude before the handsome prince. He drank in my smooth skin, full chest and erect nipples. Fingers traced along my body lines. Goose bumps rose to the surface as my spirit shuddered to his touch. I imagined myself wrapping my arms and legs around him, holding him, forcing myself on his manhood. It was then when Robert stopped. 


     Before my floating spirit, Robert removed his clothes. He was slow and deliberate. When he pulled off his leather leggings, my spirit gasped. 


     Robert took his dagger and flung it at the wall where it imbedded in the wood. "Why bring a dagger when you have a sword." 


     The prince wasn't being playful. I could see his hanging manhood and he certainly had nothing to be ashamed of. His cock throbbed as it grew harder before my eyes. Veins ran along it like twisting rivers and my mouth watered for a taste. Robert laid next to me and his hands glided over my curves. His fingers touched a nipple and my spirit bucked. I was begging in the spirit realm for him to take me but instead he lay and played with my body.  


     The prince's hand smoothed over my stomach and stopped short of my dripping womanhood. It was then from the corner of my eyes, shadows emerged from the wall next to the dagger. I turned to see the top naked half of Mav emerging from shadows. She stopped herself short when she noticed the prince in bed with me. A wicked smile bloomed on my face. She stayed where she was, anger and annoyance written all over her white face. 


     "Your plan has failed." I whispered to no one. 


     My vision exploded in light. Robert's fingers touched my sopping wet gash and flicked at my nub. Before I could recover, another burst of pleasure rained down on me when he gently ran his finger over my royal clit. Robert hummed as he played with my folds, exploring and feeling every part. He spread my plump lips and fingers slid in. Pleasure welled up and my spirit was panting, wanting more. Mav stayed hidden, licking her lips, watching with intense eyes. I knew she wouldn't try to stop him, it would cause more trouble than it was worth. She would have to kill us both to keep it silent but she wouldn't do that. Her love for me stayed her hand. Instead, a hand cupped her own breast, bringing her own nipple to her mouth. Her devilish tongue ran along it, tasting herself and watching the young prince play with me. 


     Robert's cock was hard as it lay on my thigh. I wanted nothing more than to stroke and lick it. The prince continued invading my slit, fingering me deep with one and then three digits. My scent floated around us and I cried out for him to take me. Robert licked at my nipple but my body remained frozen. Dark tendrils of lust played over his eyes. He was enjoying himself, we both were. 


     The young prince's hips moved and his hot cock rubbed against my thigh. Mav bit her nipple but her eyes saddened. Robert spread my legs apart, his eyes all over me. He rolled onto my body, the tip of his spear touching my wet slit. I did not move and this only emboldened him further. Robert pushed at my virgin opening, his hands wrapped under my shoulders. I was overwhelmed with his musky scent, passionate eyes and thick cock between my legs. He watched me as he pressed his cock harder into me. I had no control and could not loosen up my body. He had to take me anyway he could. A flash of doubt ran through me. What if I was too tight for him to proceed? 


     Robert grunted and pushed harder. His thick manhood spread my tight lips. My spirit screamed as pain and pleasure rose up. The head of his cock pushed past my tight opening and my world opened up. I could never recover because he pushed harder and inches forced their way in. My spirit screamed but my face was a still mask. My honey dripped over his cock and down my nubile ass. There was no way I could tell him to slow down or stop. Instead, I took every inch as he pushed and rammed that throbbing cock as deep as it could go. 


     "I know you can hear me princess. I'm going to fuck you until you wake up and then I will fuck you some more." 


     "Fuck me!" My spirit screamed. 


     Robert was not gentle. His slick cock pushed in and out of me instantly. He smiled as his hips slapped into my creamy thighs. In the shadows, Mav's hand was pressed against her slit, rubbing and watching. Pleasure and hurt painted over her face. She rubbed faster the more aggressive Robert was. Skin on skin filled our ears. Robert plunged in and out with an almost savage pace. My body shook and tits bounced to each deep thrust.   


     My nerves coiled and electricity ran through me. Heat rose and a pressure pressed against me. Already I could feel the orgasm rising to greet me. It was then when my spirit floated closer to my body. I thought the prince had to fire his seed in me to break the spell. No, that would be too easy. I figured it out. I had to come while sleeping in order to break the spell. The closer the orgasm was, the closer I came to waking up.     


     Feeling slowly returned to my limbs. My eyes fluttered and my mouth moved. Robert continued his onslaught, fucking me to his delight. Mav's mouth curved downward and opened as a heated orgasm whipped at her body. Her hips moved and she silently gasped to Robert pounding every last bit of himself into me. My world shifted and I was slammed back into body as I orgasmed. 


     My eyes opened and I screamed. Arms and legs did indeed wrap around Robert. He hammered away at me as my body trembled in a fiery wet explosion. Sweet sensations pushed at me. I whined and moaned my delight as bliss clouded my mind. I buried my face into Robert's neck, biting him and holding on for dear life. In my clouded vision, Mavilyn sunk back into the darkness and faded from view. Defeated, she wanted no part on this continued tryst. 


     I released my arms and fell back into bed. Robert smiled but didn't stop the tempo. His cock spread me open and I tried to accommodate his smooth weapon. My relief was only short term. Another buildup of pleasure spiked. I could do nothing as another orgasm burst inside me. My whimpers and whines only seem to push Robert harder. He continued to ram into me, over and over.  


     My fingers found my nub and I rubbed myself. I bucked like a demon, doubling my pleasure. Prince Robert pulled his cock out half way. Strong arms gripped me and while he was half buried inside me, he flipped me over onto my knees. One hand held me up while the other didn't break the melody. The prince continued with renewed vigor, slamming into my ass. His mighty hands held my ass and spread them wide, most likely to watch me as he plundered my virgin depths. I rubbed furiously, keeping pace with my pirate lover. My tits swung to his thrusts and my mouth formed a perfect O. 


     Our worlds collided and we fucked like wild animals. His cock thickened and it was enough to send me over the edge. I bit the pillow as a chain of orgasms pulsed through me. The heavens smiled down on us as his cock was snug inside me. Muffled moans hung in the air. I was helpless to its power and I surrendered willingly to it. I was nothing more than a toy in Robert's hands. Dizziness clouded my thoughts as his cock slipped out of me. Hands roughly grabbed me and sat me up. Before I could do anything, Robert was standing before me. He grabbed a handful of hair and forced his cock into my mouth. It was covered in my honey and I obediently took inch after inch. I pressed my lips around his nearly vibrating hard shaft. My tongue ran along his thick veins, hungry for more. I nearly gagged because of his size but continued on, sucking and licking his cock. 


     "I want to see you drink down my seed." Robert smiled. 


     The prince's cock bulged in my mouth. I whined my approval as a drop of his seed touched my tongue, followed by streams of molten come. I drank it down as more spurts of seed filled my mouth. The amount was nearly obscene but I was hungry to please the prince who broke my short-lived curse. Muffled moans were greeted to more of his man seed. I looked up to see Robert watching me with that same loving gaze from before.  


     "You are truly a beautiful woman." Robert smiled. 


     I pulled his cock from my mouth. "You are a truly beautiful man my prince. But life is short and I need you hard again." I smiled. 


     *** 


     The party was nothing more than a distant memory. Robert and I pleasured ourselves until night faded to the glorious dawn. We finally collapsed and lay, our bodies entwined. There was a knock at the door and it opened. We looked to see Sapphire and Wulf walk in with concern melting away into cheery smiles. 


     "We come to see if you are ready to break your fast." Sapphire smiled. 


     "And to check on us no doubt." I smiled back. 


     "Our love shows we were concerned. What if you both loved yourselves into starvation. The kingdom would never recover." 


     I looked to Robert and then back to Sapphire. "We will be out shortly but be a dear and get me another dress. It would seem my party dress did not recover from the night." 


     Sapphire was nearly giddy. She curtsied and Wulf bowed. They scurried off leaving the pirate prince and I alone again. 


     Robert looked into my eyes. "I am hungry. We should eat so we can discuss last night. I do have questions." 


     I gazed back. "I will tell you everything but first I think we need to go one more time. The day just wouldn't be complete without a morning wake up." 


     Robert and I embraced and kissed deeply. I would have to explain some of what happened but I couldn't tell all. I believed Mavilyn learned her lesson and I did not want Robert to hate her. Despite the game she played, it was all part of court politics. Mav though did give me a gift and unknowingly showed me my handsome lover. Our adventures are going to be legendary and I wanted Mav to see it, and maybe partake a little so I could keep her in my good graces. 


     My handsome prince slid his sword into my sheath. Moans spilled from our lips as we greeted a new day with passion in our hearts and love on the horizon. 


       


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     The Lusty Mermaid 
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     The sun dipped low toward the horizon. Red clouds drifted lazily in the sky as gulls sang to the approaching evening. My head was just above the small waves, bobbing in the sea as my eyes gazed at empty beach in the distance. I pulled a wet red strand of hair from in front of my eye and smoothed it behind my ear. I kicked my fins slowly so I could stay above water and wait for the party to start. 


     Every week, the prince and many other people would come down to the beach. The castle high on the bluff was always lit at night. There would be music and shadows dancing by the windows. The joy practically spilled out down to the water as men and women would stumble down the stairs, take off their clothes and swim. I always watched, fascinated with their smiles, bodies and strange acts of closeness. How they would emerge from the water, heaving. How they flopped on the sand, hands touching and caressing each other’s bodies. It was a spectacle to see. It was the reason why I was here every week to see it over and over again. 


     The sun’s light faded and the lights in the castle started to glow. My heart skipped a beat. I wanted to be a part of their merriment. An image of the prince floated into my mind and I could feel myself grin like a fool. He would always come down with his party quests but would merely sit back and watch as the party continued.  


     There were times I swam close, trying to get a better look at the land dwellers with their two legs. The men all had something dangling from between their legs while the women did not. It puzzled me to no end until a man and woman were in the water, holding and caressing each other and the man took his thick organ and pushed it into a woman. At first, I thought he was hurting her but she seemed to really like it. Her moans were load and throaty. They didn’t even know I was under the water, watching them as they went at it like porpoises. It certainly wasn’t how my kind mated. We simply laid eggs and the men would fertilize them.  No thrusting of organs into each other. The woman would soon start screaming and the man would keep pushing into her, holding her hair and saying pretty mean things. I would watch as he made one final thrust and wisps of white goo would leak from her womanhood and into the ocean. It only made the experience even more fascinating. 


     I would swim from couple to couple who were in the water, watching as they mated. It turned into an obsession as I was here every week, needing to see why they had such a powerful need to take each other. Then this terrible ache began to build in me. It was a trickle at first but as the weeks passed, it grew more and more. I would have to swim to the rocks, hoist myself up and watch from a distance sometimes. Every time my eyes would land on the prince. He would drink from a bottle and cheer on his people, his bare chest, strong and defined. He seemed happy but lonely at the same time. No woman or man at the party would have his attention in that way, seeing him separate from the party only made me watch him more. There were times I wished he would come to the water. It was against our law to speak to the land dwellers but no one said I couldn’t touch him, giving him a reassuring feeling of not being alone. I would day dream of swimming with him and telling him about my people and their ways. He would bring bottles of that drink he was fond of and we would share all night long, telling me about his life and adventures. 


     A deep sigh escaped my lips. He never went into the water and I could never go on land. We were separated not only by law but a thin line of beach. I hated that things couldn’t be more like my dreams. The oceans and the world could be such a cruel place. The ache inside me grew bigger and I flipped my tail in frustration. The sun set behind the horizon and music poured from the castle high above, another night of watching the land dwellers having the time of their lives. I could feel myself pout as my arms crossed my ample chest. There just had to be a way I could be a part of their party.  


     An idea bloomed and my heart beat in excitement. It would be an hour or two before the land dwellers party would come down to the beach. Maybe I had enough time to do something about it. Maybe this one night I can make my dreams come true. I spun in the water before diving down into the dark depths. 


     I swam with the speed of a dolphin, down into the murky sea. My eyes adjusted as webbed hands and my tail propelled my body. In the distance was my city. It glowed like a beacon for all our kind. I ignored it and swam toward the edge were jagged coral and caves dotted the undersea landscape. 


     After a few moments, I came upon a dark cave with eels poking out of nearby coral. I swam closer and one eel poked out from the top of the cave and stopped me. 


     “Who goes there?” The eel seethed. 


     “I’ve come to see Ursa. Let me pass.” I demanded. 


     “Coralia, princess to the High Mer King demands to see Ursa?” The eel gave a raspy giggle. 


     “Move aside and let me pass.” I said with authority. If there was one thing my father taught me was to always stand up to creatures or they will swim all over you. 


     The eel licked the edge of its maw. “I’m afraid Ursa is not taking guests at this time. Try back another time.” The eel leered. 


     I was about to swim closer to the eel and give it a piece of my mind when a voice echoed from the cave. “Now now Scales, that is no way to treat high royalty. Let the dearie in. It seems very important that she made her way to the edge of the city just to speak to me.” 


     Scales looked back, made a gesture that looked like a shrug and sunk back into his hole. I floated at the cave edge as something moved in the darkness. Black tentacles with purple undersides flowed out of the shadows. I floated backwards as more spilled out into view, followed by an hour glass figure. I tried to keep calm as shadows revealed a thin waist and then large full breasts, each with a purple nipple. A thin delicate neck melted out and a sharp white smile cut through the shadows. Eyes filled with ethereal intensity glowed, followed by long black and white hair. I was beginning to get second thoughts when her voice snared me like a small fish on a line. 


     “Coralia, it is such a pleasure to see you again, such a brave girl, making your way to the slums to see little old me. I am flattered by your visit.” Ursa bowed. 


     “Hello Ursa.” I stammered. 


     “Please come in, come in, make yourself at home.” Ursa turned and flowed back into the darkness. 


     I hesitated but thoughts of my lonely prince filled my mind. I was running out of time if I would make it back to the party on the beach. I followed, swimming gently into the darkness.  


     The deeper I went in, the more the darkness gave way and purple light filled the cave. Soon I was in a large chamber. Strange furniture dotted the room as purple orbs dotted the upper cave walls. Ursa snaked through the room and sat on something, I heard, was called a chair. Tentacles spread out and writhed as she gave a devilish smile. I had to admit, Ursa was a lot thinner than I remember her. Living in the castle, she ate all the time. Now she sat with a beautiful figure, her body toned and strong. 


     “You look really well, Ursa.” I said while trying not to stare. 


     “Thank you, child. Since your father sent me away, I have had time to reflect and make better decisions on what I eat. So, what brings you by little one?” 


     “I have a favor to ask.” 


     “A favor you say.” Ursa’s tentacles waved below her. 


     The moment of truth, “I want to be a land dweller for a night.” 


     Ursa’s smile broadened. “A land dweller? Your father would never approve. Why would you do such a thing?” 


     “I…I just need to be on land for a night, tonight.” My eyes shifted down to my green fins and iridescent scales. 


     Ursa eyed me like a shark. “You know, by doing the very thing I was banished for would mean certain death for me. I have given up my wicked ways to become a better creature.” 


     My resolve melted away. “Please Ursa, you have to help me, just this once. I need to be on land before the night is over.” I pleaded. 


     Ursa’s eyes widened a little. She flowed up from her seat and in an instant was next to me, her tentacles gently wrapping around my body, caressing my flesh. My head tilted down, embarrassed by my own request. Ursa was banished from the kingdom because she studied the dark arts. Now I was here trying to make her use dark magic for a night on land. A tentacle reached up, touched my chin and lifted my face up to meet hers. 


     “What has you in such a hurry young one? You are such a dear one to me, maybe I can help you this one time. But you must tell me the true reason why?” 


     My eyes looked away for a moment before I stared into Ursa’s glowing eyes. “The land dwellers are having a party. I wish to join their party.” 


     Ursa’s eyes narrowed. “The palace has many parties, why this one?” 


     “There is a land dweller I wish to meet. Mer people are forbidden to speak with land dwellers but if I’m one of them the law does not apply.” 


     Ursa gave me a large grin. “You are a very clever girl. I might be able to help you with your request but there will be conditions.” 


     “Father will never let you back into the palace. He has made it law.” 


     Ursa let out a loud cackle of a laugh. “I wouldn’t dream of going back to that boring old stuffy palace doing your father’s errands. No, I have different conditions I wish met. I no longer wish to be in the ocean as an outcast. I too wish to be on land, seeking out my new fortunes. If I help you this night, then I want to come along as a fellow guest.” 


     “You want to come with me?” I said in disbelief. 


     “Yes child. I want to witness this party you seem so interested in and take in their merriment.” 


     I was silent. What could the harm be if Ursa joined me? We would be mixing in with land dwellers for the night. I would try to talk to the prince and maybe she could look out for me? I looked around. She didn’t have much left but a few land-dweller items. Almost everything else was taken from her when she was banished. Maybe she wanted a change. If I lived here, I would be dying for a change too. 


     I nodded my head in agreement. Ursa held me close and hugged me with her arms and tentacles. Her grip was strong as I tried to wiggle out. She released and I floated a few feet from her. 


     Like a swordfish, Ursa bolted up and pulled vials from a few select shelves. She spun around and was in front of a large cauldron. Since we were under water, I didn’t know how she would pour anything into it. She popped several corks and began spilling glowing liquid into the cauldron. I was mesmerized by how the glowing liquids swirled around each other. I swam a little closer to peak into the contained storm of color. 


     A tentacle reached up, clasped my shoulder and brought me in close to Ursa. Her eyes were wild as she mixed the solution, biting her lip. The colors bubbled and soon settled into a glowing yellow brew. 


     “Now child, before you drink, I must tell you the conditions of the spell, to gain your legs you must drink the seed of two land dwellers first.” 


     My eyebrow rose. “Seed?” 


     Ursa smiled and brought me in close. Her mouth went to my ear and she started whispering. I could feel my eyes widened. 


     “I have to put their third short leg in my mouth?” I had seen women do it on the beach and it fascinated me to no end. 


     “It goes by many names but they often call it a cock. Once you have drunk the seed of two men, you will have legs for a night. Now you must be careful. If any seed spills into any hole of yours from your true love, you will stay human for the rest of your days.” 


     The prince came to mind. I could feel a deep connection with him but I didn’t know if he was my true love. He didn’t even know I existed. “Will you have to do the same?” I asked. 


     Ursa laughed. “I have been making spells for a long time, don’t worry about me child.” Ursa pulled out something I think was called a spoon. She dipped it into the yellow liquid and put it to my lips. “Now drink child or we will miss the party.” 


     It was my turn to bite my lip. I wanted to meet the prince and join in on their party for one night. I felt pretty safe. I opened my mouth and Ursa poured the glowing liquid on my tongue. My body vibrated as energy filled me. I swam up and around as everything grew sharper and more focused. I settled down as the energy faded. I felt normal again floating before Ursa. 


     “Let’s be off to your party.” 


     “Will you drink the potion as well?” I didn’t think she would go to the party as she was. I’m sure the tentacles would scare everyone away. 


     “Yes, I will but first I must tidy up. I will meet you outside.” Ursa grinned. 


     I eyed her for a moment before swimming down the dark tunnel. I waited outside and a minute later Ursa emerged from the darkness and was by my side. I flicked my tail and I was off. It wouldn’t be long before the beach was filled with the land walkers. We had to hurry if we were going to make the party. I glanced back to see Ursa’s hourglass form and smile as she kept pace with me. 


     The sea was calm and cool. We soon reached the waters by the palace. I emerged from the black waters to a moon lit sky and twinkling stars. On the large staircase etched into the cliff walls, people made their way down. They had drinks in their hands and smiles on their faces. They were half way down and I let out a sigh of relief knowing I didn’t miss anything. 


     Ursa emerged next to me. “This looks like it will be fun. When they are in the water, try to get the seed from two men. I will meet you on the beach when you have your wonderful legs.” 


     “You won’t be coming with me?” 


     A tentacle reached up and caressed my cheek. “I believe this should be a personal experience for you. Enjoy yourself and I will meet you on the beach shortly.” With that, Ursa dived under and disappeared. 


     I dipped down until only my eyes and hair was above the surface. I swam closer, watching as people danced and sang. Soon people were taking their clothes off and tossing them aside. Many of them ran toward the ocean, screaming and howling with delight. I went under just as some on the party guests were putting large torches in the sand. My body moved easily through the misty water. I could see people from the waist down as they moved in my direction. My heart thundered in my chest. I was so close and all I needed to do was taste a few cocks. 


     One man waded in. His movements seemed unsure of himself. I would have moved on but his cock swung in the ocean of its own accord. I stayed close to the bottom as I snaked forward, eyes locked on his thick member. The man stopped and I could hear him shouting and cheering on his fellow party goers. It seemed like he would go no further. Maybe he couldn’t swim. Either way this was the perfect opportunity. 


     Small waves shifted the water around me as I moved in close. His cock was thick and veiny. I found myself licking my lips. Fingers touched the shaft. I looked up and could see the burly man looking down the moment I touched him. His eyes were wide as he tried to see me through the shifting darkness. I smiled and pressed my lips to the tip of his large member. The man stood as my tongue snaked out to run it along the tip. I wasn't too worried of him running off. My kind had this unusual effect on land dwellers. They seemed to be entranced every time they would see us or get close. Many legends sprouted from the mere act of our kind swimming with theirs. They would gladly drown if just to touch us a little longer. 


     The beefy man stood mesmerized as my tongue licked his throbbing cock. I had never thought to do this before but now I wanted to do this all the time. His skin tasted good which caused me to suck it in a little deeper. The man reached down and caressed my hair as I took another inch. My tongue was slow and deliberate as I ran it along the underside. My mouth closed tight around his thick manhood. Soon I was bobbing on his cock, sucking a little faster. There was a drop of something touching my tongue. It had a salty taste unlike anything I have ever known. Was this his seed? Was there more? 


     I couldn't stop myself. I was sucking his cock harder and harder. My tongue pressed along the bottom and pushed it to the roof of my mouth. I made my mouth as tight as I could and it made the man moan. I looked up again to see his eyes close. His hips moved, helping push his cock in and out of my mouth. His fingers curled into my hair. He began controlling the tempo and I went with it. Terrible urges pushed me to suck faster. His cock bulged in my mouth. His mouth hung open as his cock was shoved deep into my mouth and down my throat. I felt myself moaning, wanting him to push everything he had inside me. My webbed hands grabbed his firm ass and helped him keep up the momentum. His cock expanded in my tight mouth. A large moan fell from his lips and then my eyes went wide. His cock pulsed and exploded in my mouth. Hot spurts of thick liquid shot into my mouth and down my throat. He grunted and held me there underwater, shoving his cock as I greedily sucked down his seed. He tasted amazing as I tried to milk every last drop from him. 


     The man stumbled back, his cock slipping from my mouth. He fell back into the water and floated. I swam back further into the darkness. My body felt strange. A small light appeared around my tail. My body shifted and curled. A stab of pain flooded my senses. Something ripped and I looked down in fear. My tail had separated down the middle and one side shape shifted. The pain subsided and I floated trying to regain my senses. I looked down again and I had a land dwellers leg. My tail was separated as I floated in the dark gloom. 


     I smiled as I swam toward the people in the water. Having one leg and one half of a tail made swimming a little difficult. I wasn't as graceful as I was before but I pressed on, searching for more man seed. My mind went back to the taste; it was almost like sucking the soft insides of a clam but much better. Even if I was on land for one night, when I return to the ocean, I may have to try this again. 


     I swam in between couples as they embraced. Some of them had already stuffed their cocks in women and in a few cases, the backsides of other men. I was having difficulty finding another lone cock when I saw a man swimming alone. He seemed to be going for deeper water as many others were enjoying themselves. I swam under him, watching his cock sway to the currents. It was such a nice size, I gobbled him up like a fish on a hook. He stiffened and turned his body but I was already greedily sucking his member. He sank under the waves and watched me. I bobbed on his head. I was so hungry for his seed that I clamped down and took all of him in my mouth. I looked up at his awe filled eyes, little bubbles escaping his mouth. Both of his hands grabbed my head and helped me get the rhythm down. My webbed hands touched his smooth skin. We floated like two beings lost to the abyss. I slathered my tongue while moving back and forth on his rock-hard cock. He brushed away my floating hair to watch me. I had to hurry. If he stayed down here too long, he would drown. His death would certainly spoil the good times. 


     I sucked him hard, practically begging with my lips. I wanted to suck down his seed in the worst way. The ache in me grew as I was getting closer to making my dream come true. I just needed his seed to complete the spell. But another part of me relished on sucking his member. The taste of land dwellers was intoxicating. My teeth grazed his delicate flesh. His cock expanded, throbbing with each push into my tight lips. I moaned, urging him to fill my mouth. As if reading my mind, molten spurts of seed filled my mouth. I gave a watery muffled scream as I sucked his seed and continued to suck his cock.  


     He grew soft in my mouth. I looked to see him with a confused look on his face. To keep him from drowning, I let go of his cock, wrapped my arm under him and swam to the surface. When we broke the top of the sea, he gasped for air. I floated away and left him to swim back. I was dizzy on how good I felt. Then pain shot through my body. The last of my tail shifted and bent. I cried out underwater as light wrapped around my scaly tail. The pain caused me to shut my eyes. When it subsided, I opened them again and looked down. I had two legs as I treaded water. I was about to swim for joy when I noticed I couldn't breathe. I clutched at my throat and using my new legs, kicked at the water till I reached the surface. 


     When I broke the surface, I took a long deep breath. I felt my neck and noticed I no longer had gills. It seemed the transformation changed me completely into a land dweller. I looked over to the glowing torches on the beach. The party was still in full swing. My hands felt my new legs as I watched people on the beach continuing their merry time. My fingers grazed in between my legs and my body flushed with heat. Even the cool ocean couldn't cool me. I explored my new lower body and noticed I had another pair of lips between my legs. My fingers dug in, spreading them and just like the woman on land, I had a thin slit. I continued to explore myself, feeling all around. The flesh was supple but firm. It felt good to stick my fingers in. What is this little nub right near the top of my opening? 


     My body bucked as a lightning bolt of pleasure spiked through me. It felt so nice to touch that little nub. Even in the water I couldn't keep my fingers off of it. I rubbed and rubbed. It helped ease the ache in me but not completely. I looked off to the party again. I didn't want to miss it so I kicked my legs toward the beach. One hand stroked myself as I swam slowly. Shock waves of bliss filled me the more I played with myself. Time took on a different meaning. I was surprised when my feet touched sandy bottom. I crawled, getting used to my new legs. When I was part way to the beach, I stayed there on my knees and one hand. My other hand rubbed myself over and over. Moans filled the air as people were mating on the beach. Watching them made me hotter. Then my body bucked as my nerves exploded. I couldn't believe this warm feeling wash over as bliss filled my entire body. It was magical and I was moaning like the rest of them. 


     The feeling faded but I felt great, like I could swim forever. I stood up on wobbly legs and stumbled. Some women were on all fours as men entered them from behind. Other's watched and either stroked their cocks or touched themselves like I was doing just a moment earlier. A man slamming his hips into a screaming woman, reached out and pinched my ass. I smiled as he watched me and blew me a kiss. I would have stayed but I didn't want to waste a second. My prince waited and I dreamed of talking to him for so long. 


     The fire caused shadows to dance along the fine sand. The prince sat on a blanket with a large cloth wrapped around waist and a thin crown on his head. A man stood behind him, also wrapped in a cloth but he wore a belt with a sword dangling from his hip. I walked past the undulating bodies, feeling my body dry in the warm night air. I found myself getting shyer the closer I stepped to him. His eyes noticing me and taking in my naked body as I stood before him. 


       "My lord." It was all I could think of as I stood before him. I had wanted to meet him for so long that now that I was here, I was at a loss for words. 


     "Greetings beautiful maiden. I don't believe we have met." His smile was warm and inviting. 


     I was so nervous my hand went to my nub and I rubbed myself in front of him. An eyebrow raised but so did his smile. 


     "What's your name?" The prince asked kindly. 


     "Coralia." I said and continued to rub myself. It felt so good. 


     "You know my name?" He asked as he watched me rub myself. 


     I didn't know his name. I had to think fast. "I love hearing you say your name." 


     He gave an impish grin. "Prince Eric of Koth, at your service." The prince stood up and bowed.  


     I wasn't sure what to do so I bowed after he did. This only seemed to make him smiled wider. He was tall or I was really short. At his full height, my head only reached his well-defined chest. His body was toned with tight muscles. His body was T shaped and I could already tell he was a strong swimmer. I rubbed myself faster as he stepped closer and looked down upon me. I looked up, lost in his green eyes. 


     "Would you like to sit with me?" 


     I nodded. I sat down but my hand was still between my legs. I kept them parted and touched myself as Eric sat next to me. He watched me as I rubbed my nub, moving my hips slightly to my touch. His eyes only made me want to rub myself faster. 


     "You are as free as you are beautiful. Not many would be so bold to pleasure themselves in my direct company." The prince rested his hand on my knee. 


     "I'm sorry my lord. It just feels so good. I can't seem to stop myself." It was true. My nervous energy was getting the better of me and rubbing myself was helping me to stay calm. His touch only further inflamed my desire. 


     "I know almost everyone here. Whose party did you come with?" Eric said rubbing my knee and then moving to my mid-thigh. 


     I slowed down and gazed at his handsome face. "I'm new to these lands. I came with..." I looked around and saw the big burly man who I took his seed earlier. "I am with him my lord." 


     Eric looked to the big man. "Lord Boris? He must have been hiding you because of your beauty. He was right to do so." 


     "If I may be so bold, why do you not partake in the merriment? Your guests seem to be having a grand time." 


     Eric looked away for a moment. "You may find my answer silly." 


     "I could never find anything you say silly." I blinked. 


     Eric looked at me. It seemed he rolled around thoughts in his head before speaking again. "I tire of simply partaking. I'm looking for someone magical to spend my days and nights with. If you are with Lord Boris, then you must know that royalty is a prison we all wish to escape from." 


     He wanted to escape his life just as I have always wanted. I stopped rubbing and absent mildly touched his cheek with my wet fingers. The prince looked deep into my eyes and took my hand. He put my fingers to his nose and took a deep breath. He then licked my finger and smiled. 


     "You have such a sweet, innocent scent. You don't smell like any of Boris's people." 


     "I..I... was just in the sea. I'm sure my scent will come back." I stammered. 


     "I hope not." Eric gave a playful smirk. 


     I giggled. He was so charming and attentive. His hand was still on my thigh but he didn't force it any further. I almost wished he would but he was being a gentleman and that made my heart skip a beat.  


     "Please, don't stop pleasuring yourself on my account. We are here to celebrate your lord's visit to my lands." 


     My eyes fell down to the cloth around his waist. Something shifted and grew harder. I could see the outline of his cock. It was my turn to stare as it shifted under the white fabric. My hand fell on my new nub and I rubbed it slowly, watching prince Eric growing harder from watching me. I wanted to rip that troublesome cloth and taste his cock. Everything about him glowed. The ache inside me grew and I tried to rub it away but it wasn't enough.   


     "Please my lord." I said in a breathy moan. "May I help pleasure you?" 


     "Watching you is all the pleasure I need." Eric said never taking his eyes off me. 


     I was getting wetter between my legs. At first, I thought I was still wet from the ocean but this was different. Clear warm liquid dripped from my slit as I played with my nub and folds. The river spilling from me was getting thicker the more I rubbed. My fingers were covered in my own juices as the firelight gleamed off them. Eric's hand moved from my thigh and cupped one of my ample breasts. His nimble fingers caressing and smoothing over a nipple. Energy filled me as his warm touch ignited that hungry spark in me. I had often explored my body and touched my chest often but the prince's touch was like fire. I found myself making small moans as he ran his thumb over my nipple again and again. 


     The hunger in me was becoming feverish. Urges of me pouncing on the handsome prince was becoming too much. His cock lifted of its own accord the more he played with my tits. I was brought up with manners and strength but my manners were falling to the wayside and my strength was pushing me to take what I wanted. My wet hand reached for his cloth and started to pull. It seemed like Eric was going to stop me but I couldn't take it anymore. I wanted to taste his hot cock. Lusty thoughts flowed into my addled mind as I wanted him to fill both my holes. 


     I smacked a hand away and pulled, untying the last of his modesty. As the cloth came away, his cock sprang up and laid against his thigh. It was the biggest one I've seen. Silently I bent forward, taking hold of his throbbing member. He leaned back a little as my lips engulfed the head of manhood. The moment my tongue touched him I felt alive for the first time. I slowly took inch after inch into my wet mouth. My other hand went back to rubbing my nub, teasing out hot feelings. I was on my knees in front of my handsome prince. His member half buried in my mouth. He moaned and looked at me. I looked up and our eyes met. Something passed between us, a knowing of sorts. My tongue played with the slit at the end of his fat cock. My mouth could barely contain him. I sucked and slathered all over his hot flesh. His hands touched my head and gently controlled the tempo. He liked it nice and slow and I did as I was directed by his hand. The rhythm made both of us moan in delight. The blood in his cock sang to my lips as I bobbed up and down. 


     "Coralia, you are a master at this. Don't stop." Eric groaned. 


     I had no intention of stopping and sucked harder. It only made the prince moan louder. I glanced to the side and saw others walking over, naked bodies glistening in the firelight. I remembered how the prince never took part in the parties. It seemed everyone knew this. They came over to watch me suck on his hard manhood. People smiled and others kissed each other to our tempo. It felt natural to take him, suck on his cock no matter who was watching. I wasn't ashamed but further turned on to all those eyes on us. A small drop of seed touched my tongue and my heart blazed with a hunger for more. 


     "Take her prince!" "Show her your royal cock!" "Open her up!" came from the crowd. 


     Others were inspired as some women and men fell to their knees and took cocks into their own mouths. All around us people moaned. But I was soon lost to the sensations of my prince as his cock grew thicker in my mouth. A stray thought went through my mind. His touch was like ambrosia. Was he my true love? Could I know just from tasting his meaty member? I tried to push it away. I remembered what Ursa told me, if he spills his seed in any of my holes then I was doomed to never return to the sea as I was. Did I have anything really to go back too? I wanted to stay here with my prince. I wanted to know his world. I wanted to suckle on him any chance I could. I tasted a drop of his seed, was it already too late? 


     Eric pushed his hips lightly, bringing me back as his cock pushed further into my throat. I was already lost to him. I felt my heart change and I made a decision as I sucked his cock harder. Eric's hands touched me and grew rougher. I looked up and his eyes changed. They were filled with seductive intent. I felt small as his hands pulled at me. His cock slipped out of my mouth with a strand of salvia connecting to it. I wanted to taste his seed but it looked like my prince had other plans. His strong arms lifted my small frame up. He sat me on his lap, my slit sandwiching his cock underneath me. He lifted me again. I didn't completely understand what happened next. I had seen other land dwellers sticking their cocks in their women but my hands reached down as if possessed. Fingers curled around the thick shaft and I put his large head to my quivering lips.  As if I already knew what to do, I helped his cock spread me open. My mouth made a perfect O as his cock pushed against my thin slit. Wetness dripped from me as I pushed down. My world opened up as the first inch slid in. He felt good in my mouth but he felt better between my legs. Pain and pleasure mixed together. I stopped holding his cock and I was on my hands and knees, sliding down his wide shaft. Every inch felt like a victory and my eyes rolled into my head. Heat filled both of us. My inner walls spread and I was lost in a sea of euphoria. 


     I touched the hilt of his mighty sword and I stayed there. Eric sat up; his face buried in my chest. His lips kissing my nipple. This only fueled the fire but that ache I felt before was subsiding. His member buried deep in me, filled me, completed me.  People cheered as a long moan escaped my lips. Electricity jumped from our bodies as I buried myself into his neck. His scent was musky but pure. My fingers went through his black hair as I held him close. His arms wrapped around me and I felt safe as his member throbbed in me. 


     Eric moved his hips, his arms helping me raise up and down on him. His veiny cock sent shockwaves of pleasure through me. All I could do was whimper as he forced himself in and out of me. Hands grabbed my firm ass and he raised me up and down. Just like my mouth, my tight slit could barely contain him. I was blind from bliss, whimpering from each rise and fall. I looked up and the guard was watching me, his own cloth bulging from his manhood. I closed my eyes and let my prince use me. I wanted him to shoot his seed in me. Make me his. I pushed my chest against him, grinding my ample breasts and nipples on his smooth hard muscled skin. 


     When I thought it couldn't get any bigger, it did, sending deeper shockwaves through me. Using my legs, I upped the tempo. The sound of skin on skin filled the night air. People around us were all lost in their lust. 


     "Fuck me!" A woman cried out with a man taking her from behind. 


     "Sheath your sword!" Another cried out on her back. 


     "Spill your seed on my tits." Another moaned as one man took her from behind and another stroked his cock against her rather large chest. 


     The few men taking each other from behind moaned and cried and bigger men stuffed their cocks into their backsides. Briefly I wondered if Eric would do that to me. The heat of our joining brought me back and something coiled inside me. It was the same feeling I had on the beach as I was just coming out of the water. The coiling grew more and more. Eric was helping me along as our bodies moved to a faster rhythm. I pulled back, moaning and practically screaming. Each thrust on his mighty royal cock pushed me further and further. The coil in me grew tight as I tried to contain myself. His cock was slick with my wetness and the throbbing spurred me on. A mighty damn started to crack. 


     "I... I... I can’t... hold on... my... prince..." I tried to say as we were a storm of lust. 


     We both grew quiet and then I could feel our worlds explode. The coil in me sprang out in a huge explosion. My senses were blasted as heat and bliss filled and poured from every pore in my body. Wetness burst from me and a stream of juices burst forth. Eric's cock at the same time bulged and spread me wider than I thought I ever could. Molten jets of seed erupted from his throbbing member. The amount felt obscene as it quickly filled me and spilled out from the river between my legs. We continued, thrusting and sliding on each other, milking every last drop. Time stopped and it was only us, holding each other in the known universe. The magic bubbled and in those moments we kissed deeply. 


     Time started again and the world came rushing back. I looked at Eric and he gazed into my eyes. The world danced as others cried out their pleasures. 


     "You are beautiful." Eric said simply. 


     I sat on his lap, his cock still half buried in me. My connection to the sea was lost. I could feel it as it winked away. His seed leaked out of me and I all could do was stare at him. The ocean was my home but now, this prince inside me, he had become my new home. A stab of regret filled me. I pulled myself from him and stumbled through the crowd of naked bodies. Eric sat, watching me with a look of disbelief. 


     I stumbled to the sea. Waves gently touched the sand and I fell to my knees.  My hands dug into the wet sand as I worked through these regrets. From the waves, someone walked toward me. I looked up to see Ursa leering at me. Her naked body glistened in the distance firelight. She walked on human legs. Her thighs were thick and shapely. Her hips rounded to a large backside. Her large tits defied gravity as they bounced with each step. Her skin had a light purple shade to it. Her black and white hair was slicked back. Her womanhood between her legs was shaven and smooth just like mine but fuller, suppler. 


     "Dear child, was it worth it?" 


     I looked up at her. "I can feel it. I could never go back." 


     Ursa let out a deep throaty cackle. "Poor sweet child. Never to return to home. Never to see your father again." 


     "Thank you." I said flatly. 


      Ursa's mood changed. A white eyebrow went up. "Thank you? I didn't do this for thanks." 


     "All I can say is thank you. I never wanted to stay in the kingdom. You helped showed me what I really wanted. You helped me be with my true love." 


     Ursa's body stiffened as her face twisted into rage. "Oh no little one, this still does not end well for you or your father. I knew your horny little mouth would get you into trouble. And when you opened your legs to that land dweller, the deal was sealed. Now I get to return to the kingdom and inform your father that the land dwellers have taken you by force. I will tell him of all the diabolical things they did to your body. He will rise up and take his anger out on all land dwellers. You see, now that I have all this information, he will welcome me back in his council. I will advise him and war will begin!" 


     My eyes widened in terror. "Ursa, you can't!" 


     Ursa looked me in the eyes and laughed. "I can and I will. Thank you for the good time. Oh, and that spell for your new legs, there are two versions of it. Drinking the seed of two men was one version while the other one was darker, something I knew you could never do."  


     "What did you do, Ursa?" 


     "Death my dear. I strangled one of these poor hapless fools who swam out too far and stuffed his body in the rocks below. It is more than he deserved. So, enjoy what little time you have with your prince. In a short while the sun will be up and I will be swimming back to the Mer Kingdom with the terrible news." 


     I was about to plead with Ursa to stop this madness when her eyes focused behind me. I looked back to Eric walking naked with a few men and women with him. My eyes dropped to the sand as a sickness took hold of my heart. 


     "Coralia, are you okay?" Eric said with concern in his voice. 


     I nodded. "Yes. I was just talking to a friend." My voice was low when I said friend. 


     "Introduce us." Eric said as his eyebrows formed a slight V. 


     "My name is Ursa, handsome prince." Ursa sauntered her naked body up to the prince and curtsied. 


     Eric bowed but turned back to me. "Let's go back and we can talk." 


     "Well, I will be taking my leave now." Ursa said with a devilish grin. 


     Eric turned to her. "Nobody leaves till sun up. It's one of the rules of the party. We can't have anyone leaving and coming back to harm me and my guests. Come with us." 


     Ursa was about to protest when two beefy men went to her side. She gave an indigent look but moved with the group. We all made our way back to the party which was still in full swing. People laughed and loved. Musicians had come down and provided music as the debauchery continued. Eric took me to his blanket and sat down. I sat next to him and buried my head in his shoulder. 


     "I'm sorry Eric." I sobbed. 


     "You don't have to be sorry about anything. But you must tell me more of the Mer Kingdom." Eric smiled. 


     Shock washed over me. "How did you know?" 


     "I overhead your friend. I knew there was something magical about you." 


     "But...but....Ursa cannot go back. I will tell you everything but she can't go back to the sea." I pleaded. 


     "I don't know what is fully going on but she will not leave. The rules won't be broken by anyone. But later we should talk. I would very much like to know the true Coralia." 


     Ursa stood, watching the people taste the pleasures of the flesh. Lord Boris was off to the side, staring at her shapely ass. His rather larger cock was getting bigger and longer the more he stared. Eric seemed to notice. We looked at each other and smiles appeared on our faces. 


     "Lord Boris, come closer." Eric beckoned. 


     Lord Boris walked over with no shame as his meaty cock was at full attention, his eyes now on Ursa's purple nipples.  


     "You throw one delightful party my Lord Eric. Our kingdoms will prosper well together." Lord Boris smiled at Ursa. She gave a disdainful hiss. 


     "I am glad Lord Boris but I think you should sample this one. She seems strong and firm, just the way to you like them." Eric pointed at Ursa. 


     Ursa's eyes bulged. "What? No, I will not take part in this!" 


     "The party has rules. Everyone partakes unless I declare an exception. My home, my rules." Eric said sternly. 


     Lord Boris saddled up to Ursa who directed her protests at Eric. "You can't! I don't have a say in the matter! This is barbaric!" 


     "Now now you fine woman. Let Boris show how we do it our kingdom." He said in a hearty laugh. 


     His big hands took Ursa by the shoulders. He roughly pushed her down so she was on all fours. Ursa looked around wildly, her large tits swinging as her hands dug into the sand. I couldn't help but grin as Boris fell to his knees behind her. His meaty hands grabbing her big firm ass and spreading her cheeks wide. 


     "You can't do this! I won't have it, you hear me! I won't... OOOOoooooo!" Ursa gasped. 


     A group of us watched as Lord Boris took the head of his cock and pressed it to her tender region between her legs. Her lips spread wide as he forced himself inside her. Inch after inch disappeared into her slit. Ursa bucked and looked back. Her eyes were defiant before but now they dripped with uncontrollable lust. It wasn't long before she was sliding herself to his motion. This continued on and on as we watched. Her moans grew louder. Lord Boris called to his men and they lined up. Ursa had a look of concern until they held her head, each taking turns stuffing her mouth with their cocks.  


     It was extremely hot to watch. So hot that I soon mounted my prince with my back to his chest so we could watch the spectacle. Lord Boris grunted and come leaked from Ursa. Her body trembled as another man knelt down behind her and pushed his way in. Lord Boris laughed and talked endlessly about how tight she was and every man should take a turn. Ursa was soon begging when a cock slipped out of her. She felt what I felt and it was intoxicating. I bounced on my prince's hard shaft to the sounds of Ursa moaning. His seed exploded in me and yet he still remained hard. We continued on until the sun peaked over the horizon. 


     *** 


     The sun was nearly fully up. Some slept on the beach while others picked up what items they had on the sand. Ursa sat off in the distance, her eyes looking out to the ocean. I patted Eric's arms and stood up. I made my way to the sullen Ursa and sat next to her. 


     "I thought you would change back and return to the sea to start your war?" I said a little indifferent. 


     Ursa looked down. "I can't. The same rules apply to each version of the spell. If my true love spills his seed in me then I could never go back." 


     Relief filled me. "So, who is your true love?" 


     Ursa seemed to be smaller, less of her former evil self. "I don't know. There were so many men that I'm not sure." 


     "Could it be Lord Boris?" I asked with a small smile on my face. 


     Ursa turned to me with wet eyes. "I think it may be him. He has already told me he is taking me as one of his wives. He promises to never leave me wanting." 


     My hand went around her shoulder. The evil creature I knew seemed almost like a faraway dream. "I think it will be good for us. A new life in a new world." 


     "I loved your father. I thought he was the only creature for me. Now I see how foolish I was." Ursa trembled in my arm. 


     "It's alright. I think we will be okay." I hugged her. 


     Ursa hugged me back. We stood up and looked further up the beach. Eric and Lord Boris stood in all their naked glory. Ursa and I made our way to them. Soon I was running. I leaped into Eric's arms and our lips locked in a passionate embrace. Ursa stood in front of Lord Boris with her head down. Lord Boris put his finger under her chin and raised it. She couldn't contain herself and swung her arms around his neck, kissing him deeply. 


     With that, the four of us made our way up the winding staircase to the palace for some much-needed food and drink. The sun shined its brilliant light at the start of a new day and new adventures. 


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Ruby and the Three Werebears 
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     One 


     My fingers typed furiously at the keyboard when I heard a knock at the door. It was so sudden that it took me out of my downward spiral. I pulled my fingers up like a praying mantis and straitened my spine. I had to let my eyes close for a second and take a deep breath. Another knock forced my eyes open. 


     “Come in.” I said as my fingers touched the keyboard once again and I started to type but just a tad slower. 


     The door opened slowly. I glanced up to see Logan staring back at me. My mood went from pent up frustration to a melted pool of cool water. I stopped typing again and looked up. 


     “Can I come in?” Logan asked, keeping his eyes on me. 


     My heart thudded in my chest. I didn’t want to have this talk now. “Sure.” I said in low tone. 


     Logan walked in. I stood up from my desk and smoothed down my skirt. I tried to look him in the eye but found myself glancing at my monitor and desk top. The air was getting thick and I wanted to hide under my desk. 


     “We won the case. You don’t have to beat yourself up about it.” Logan said with a simple kind smile. 


     I was silent. My glances at him were only partly because of the case. It was difficult to look at him most of the time. Logan was one of those men who was incredibly handsome and didn’t know it. He was always buried in his work but took enough time to stay in shape. His square jaw line and forest green eyes made most women turn their heads. The white hair at his temples only made him more desirable. He carried an air of confidence most people felt just being near him. His finely tailored suits served to only project his ridiculously handsome features and broad shoulders. The shadow of a light beard seemed to cancel out his other worldly looks and in a strange way made him more relatable. 


     “We won on a technicality. I should have been more thorough.” I said defeated. 


     Logan let out a deep sigh. “Ruby, I’ve been in this game for a long time. A win is a win. Don’t dwell on it for too long.” 


     I looked into those deep beautiful green pools. “I will do my best.” I turned and pretended there was something interesting on my monitor. 


     Logan gave a weak smile and turned for the door. When the door closed, I sank into my chair and my heart sank lower. Maybe I was beating myself up but, in this game, you had to play for keeps. All I could do was promise myself to try harder. A pang of guilt stabbed at me. I didn’t want to admit it out loud but nearly losing the case wasn’t my main issue. The thought of disappointing Logan set me on edge. He took me under his wing and showed me how to be a stronger person in and out of court. I just wished he was better at reading me then our clients. 


     Another knock at the door made my heart jump. Did he come back? Maybe he wants to talk more? Maybe I should let it all go and try to move on? I stood up, crossed the room and reached for the doorknob when it turned on its own. I was about to say something when Scott poked his head in with a concerned look. 


     “I just saw Logan walk out. Are you okay? Did he threaten to throw you out a window?” Scott smiled. 


     “Ha ha, no, he did no such thing.” I smiled back. 


     “Why does he always threaten me and no one else?” Scott said as he stepped in. 


     I playfully rolled my eyes. “Because he knows you work better under pressure. Are you here to try and set me at ease and not worry my pretty little head.”  


     “Actually, I’m here to see if you wanted to go out for a drink. I figured after today you needed to unwind.” Scott gave his best movie star smile. 


     I felt my shoulders relax just a tad. “Sounds good to me, let me get my jacket.” 


     *** 


     After a quick walk down the block to our favorite bar and two martinis later, I was all smiles and hazy goodness. My dark mood had dissipated as Scott assaulted me with funny stories. We had been there barely a half an hour and the memories of the day faded into the background. Scott continued his relentless abuse of my sense of humor. I giggled to his stories but I giggled more when he laughed at everything he said. Scott was his own biggest fan and you couldn’t help but watch him spin like a windup toy. 


     “And then when I yelled this whole place is out of order, the judge started laughing. He couldn’t believe I even said that in court. I swear to whatever gods are out there, getting the judge to laugh reduced the sentence to two years.” 


     “I could never pull that off. All anyone sees when I walk into the courtroom is a no-nonsense redhead.” 


     “Don’t forget those sexy legs and a cleavage that won’t quit.” Scott said with a cheesy grin.  


     I picked up my glass and held it out. “To sexy legs and a cleavage that won’t quit.” 


     Scott lifted his glass. “Here here!” 


     We clinked glasses and drank down the remainder of our drinks. The bar was alive with the murmur of patrons. Scott lifted his hand to signal the bartender. Moments passed and the bartender was before us, shaking a silver container and filling our empty martini glasses. When the olive was placed, Scott took hold of the stem but did not drink. 


     “So, when are you going to tell Logan about your feelings?” Scott stared at his drink. 


     “What?” I wasn’t sure I heard him right. 


     “Ruby.” Scott said with a half-smile. 


     “Is it that obvious?” my face glowed pink. 


     “Eric thinks you should have said something a month ago. We have a pool going on when you’re going to say something.” 


     My hazy good mood grew darker. “The partners are making this a game?” 


     Scott’s eyes grew wide. “Oh no, Ruby, we like you. This is just between Eric and me. We'd like to see you two hit it off.” 


     I was silent for a few seconds. “It wouldn’t be professional. Sorry but your pool will never have an ending.” 


     Scott took a sip of his drink. He seemed deep in thought for a moment, as if he was wondering if he should say something. I took a sip of my drink. I could feel the embarrassment creep into me. Logan, Scott and Eric were partners for Ursa Associates. As far as I knew, I was next to becoming a full partner. But after today and Scott telling me that I have been obvious about my feelings for Logan Ursa, it felt like I was turning into a big joke. I was about to get up and simply leave when Scott looked at me with the most intense expression, I have ever seen from him. 


     “What are you doing tomorrow evening?” 


     “I don’t know, why?” 


     “I want to let you in on a little partner secret. The three of us go once a month to Logan’s estate. I know Logan and Eric already left and I was going to meet them later. But I think you should join us.” 


     I raised an eyebrow. My curiosity was piqued. “The three of you go away together? What do you do there?” 


     Scott took a sip of his drink. “I can’t give you all the details but we get away from the city and do a little bonding. I think you would be a welcome surprise. Plus, it would be nice for you to get away for a while.” 


     “I’m not sure….” 


     Scott pulled a pen from his jacket and started writing on a napkin. “Here is the address. If you do come, try to come late afternoon or early evening. Here is the access code. We tend to go hiking so go in and make yourself at home. Don’t worry about the others; you will be my guest for the weekend.” Scott handed me the napkin. 


     “Are you sure the others will be okay with this?” The thought of seeing Logan and getting away was overwhelming. 


     Scott smiled. “They will be fine. But I do have to warn you. Once you're there, stay in the house until one of us shows up. There are a lot of wild animals in the area.” 


     I took the napkin. “You know I grew up on a farm. I can handle wild animals.” 


     Scott grinned. “I remember. As a matter of fact, I’m counting on it.” 


     


  




  

     Two 


     The afternoon sun was dazzling. I put the car in park and sat in my seat while staring through the windshield. Rays of light covered my arms as I kept them on the steering wheel. My eyes drank in the sight before me. Logan’s home was a two-story house with glass walls. It had an artist’s design against the forest backdrop. You could see everything inside except for a section of the second floor. My hand fell on the door handle. I opened the car door and stepped out. 


     I couldn’t keep my eyes off the structure. The clear walls and lavish furniture made it so inviting that I grabbed my bag from the back seat and proceeded to the front door. A house like this could only work if you didn’t have any neighbors. The drive up here was a long one and I spotted one neighbor about ten miles down the road. Privacy wasn’t that much of an issue.  


     At the front door, I pressed the bell just to make sure if anyone was around. The air was fresh and clear. A gentle breeze caused the forest around the home to rustle and dance. When no one answered, I pulled out the napkin and punched in the security code. The door unlocked and I turned the handle. 


     Cool air greeted me as I stepped inside. I put my bag down in a chair and laid the napkin on top of it. Even though you could see everything from the outside, it still felt amazing just walking in. The floor had stone tiles arranged to look like a natural stone floor. The inside was a popular open concept with kitchen, bar, living room all in view.  


     I took a deep breath and started to explore. Scott did tell me the three of them would most likely be on a hike. This would give me the chance to see how Logan lived. I smiled to myself as I thought of him. I hoped it wouldn’t be too much of a shock him seeing me. I was a bit nervous just being here. Being this bold was a little unnerving. If Scott didn’t insist, I would be home watching TV and full of self-loathing. I did have to be prepared that if it got weird then I would drive back. Despite Scott inviting me, I had no real idea how Logan would react. 


     The main floor was easy to see but I wanted to check out the second floor. I hopped to the stairs and climbed up. The second floor had a similar open concept except part of it was walled. I walked down a hallway. All the doors were open. One room held a large shower. Another room was like a huge closet filled with different clothes and outfits. At the end of the hall a light beckoned me closer.  


     I walked in to a large bedroom. Inside had three beds, sliding windows and a terrace looking out into the forest. Thoughts filled me as I stepped in. Three beds? Did they all sleep together when they were here? I knew they were close but I figured they would all have their own bedrooms. There was enough space for it. Despite it being a little odd, I sat on one of the beds. It was a bit hard and very uncomfortable. I quickly stood up and sat on the middle bed. I nearly fell back into it. It was so soft I didn’t know how anyone could sleep in it. It was like a giant marshmallow. I struggled to get back onto my feet. The third was slightly bigger than the other two. I instantly knew that had to be Logan’s bed. Instead of sitting, I slid into it. Logan’s scent drifted up from the sheets. I nearly hummed as I was bathed in his light musk. My body grew hot just thinking of him, sleeping here, a peaceful serenity masking his face. Thoughts of me curling up with him and those big strong arms sent spikes of pleasure throughout my body. I lay on his pillow and took deep breaths. I felt myself drift as I took in everything around me. 


     A yawn spilled from my lips. I sat up in a daze. How freaky it would be if Logan walked in on me, sleeping on his bed. I had an urge to undress and hide under the covers till he came in. But I fought it and was soon on my feet again. I was a guest and who knows if Scott or Eric came back first. I felt myself frown as I left the bedroom and headed back downstairs.  


     The sun hung lower in the sky. As nice as it was to be in this glorious house, the forest was calling to me. It reminded me of growing up. How I used to get lost in the woods and feel Mother Nature’s touch. I went to the side door and soon was out on the grounds. I walked slowly to the forest edge. The trees swayed and I felt myself sway with them. A peace flowed over me. 


     I took one step forward and heard a grunt in the distance.  


     My eyes fell onto the forest floor ahead of me. Something big moved just beyond my vision, lost in the shadows of the trees. I froze. Another grunt filled the air and whatever it was moved in my direction. My eyes adjusted to the moving shadows and grew to the size of saucers. I took a step back while trying to remain calm. The figure moved on all fours. It stepped toward me, huffing and grunting. My heart pounded in my chest. Not thirty feet from me was a bear. Its beady eyes and massive head turned in my direction. I took another step back. The bear studied me as I tried to ease myself toward the house. Another grunt off to my right caused me to turn my head slightly. I controlled my breathing as another bear came into view. 


     I knew to stay calm and don’t make any sudden movements but their size was intimidating. They were bigger than black bears. As a matter of fact, they didn’t even look like they belonged on the east coast. I took a few steady steps back. The two bears shuffled slowly in my direction. I just had to get to the house. The bears seemed to notice me moving away and growled. 


     I kept moving back nice and slow. They shuffled closer, picking up a little speed. I was halfway back to the house when they charged. I turned and ran as fast as my legs could carry me. Calmness erupted into panic and chaos. I had to reach the door and get inside. I screamed internally at myself not to look back but I found myself glancing behind in sheer terror. One of the bears was so close I could see salvia dripping from the corner of its mouth. I scrambled up the short steps and slammed into the door. 


     The door didn’t budge. 


     I turned and put my back to it. The two bears stopped running and were four feet from me. I looked over at the keypad. I huffed in fear. I forgot the code and the napkin was still inside. One bear inched closer. I wouldn’t go down without a fight. I put my hands up and started screaming as loud as I could. The bears growled but shot bewildered looks at each other. I had to make myself as big as possible. I stamped my feet and waved my hands. I took a step forward while trying to be as intimidating as possible. The bears growled but they took a few steps back. One of them rose on his hind legs and made loud growls and shouts. Fear pushed me as I stood my ground and didn’t back off. We were at a standoff when something big crashed through the forest. 


     I stopped shouting when something big and furry crashed through brush and slammed into the standing bear. It was a third bear but it was freakishly big. The big one tussled with one of them. Their bodies were a blur of fur and claws. The other one jumped into the fray. The big one slammed and clawed as both of the smaller bears tried to take him down. Now was my chance to get inside. 


     My hand shook as I tried to remember the house code. I kept looking back to see the large bear biting and slicing the other two bears. It had maneuvered its self between the house and the two small bears. The big one broke off and stood its ground. The two smaller bears growled and kept their distance. The big one was on all fours, huffing and growling. Both of the small bears rose up on their back legs. 


     I turned from the keypad and watched. The big one stayed on all fours for moments that seem to span for hours. Its posture seemed like it was keeping the others from me. I put my back to the door but stared. The big one glanced back at me, it’s furry face caked in blood and a sad expression in its eyes. My heart pounded in my chest as I watched it turn to the standing bears. Why did I recognize those eyes? 


     One of the bears charged. The big one stood on his back legs and let out such a roar the very air shook. The one charging stumbled from the roar. The big one took its massive clawed hand and slammed it down. The smaller bear went flying into the dirt. The second one charged. The big one wasted no time and slammed into him so hard that he landed on his back.  


     I couldn’t believe my eyes. The first one knocked down was shaking. Its body shifted and changed as the sun dipped lower in the sky. Fur fell away and bones and skin grew smaller. It made screaming animal noises which soon turned into human like screams. The whole thing had me on edge as the bear shapeshifted into a naked man. His features fell back and smoothed out. I gasped when I saw Scott. 


     The other bear went through the same process. It shifted and changed until it became a man. Eric flopped onto all fours, huffing and moaning. Scott and Eric had cuts over their bodies from the brawl, rivulets of blood spilled down their arms and chest. 


     I turned to the big one. It was on all fours, staring at me with a soul saddening gaze. I could see white tips of fur around its face. It made a strange moan and its body began to convulse. It grew smaller as fur rained on the ground.  


     “Logan.” I whispered as I stepped forward. 


     The bear’s body shifted until Logan was bent on one knee before me. His body was cut and bleeding. Blood caked his mouth, his naked muscular body heaving. Logan watched me as I stepped closer, my eyes watering. 


     “Ruby.” Logan managed before he collapsed in the late afternoon sun. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     “Ruby, I’m so sorry I tried to eat you.” Scott pleaded as he stood before me still naked. 


     I was on the couch, using a towel from the kitchen to soak up some of the blood from Logan’s wounds. He sat quietly, naked and letting me tend to him. I was at a loss for words. The three of us managed to help Logan in and set him on the couch. Scott had some cuts as did Eric but they seemed to be handling better. Logan on the other hand seemed more reserved than usual. 


     “Sorry Scott, I’m still trying to understand how the three of you are bears.” I said wiping up more blood. 


     “Were not actually bears, more like werebears. Sometimes the bear side tries to take over but there’s a difference.” Scott continued to plead. 


     I looked at Scott trying to understand everything he was saying but my eyes fell on his claw marks. They were closing up right before my eyes. The skin was fusing together and the flow of blood stopped. Scott still had a bewildered look on his face and I found myself trying to hide my smile. 


     “Is that why you wanted me to stay in the house until one of you showed up? You didn’t want me to stumble on the partner secret?” I said sharply. 


     “We were going to tell you.” Logan said simply. 


     I turned to him. He looked at me with those emerald eyes and my body pulsed. I grew quiet. My eyes fell to Logan’s wounds and they too began to mend. He shifted his body to face me. I tried to keep my eyes on his beautiful broad shoulders. He was sitting naked next to me and even at a glance his body was making me hot. 


     Logan continued. “Scott told us that he invited you. We decided late last night to make you partner in the firm. It was going to a celebration weekend. Since you would be a partner, we felt we could tell you about our secret. We love you and trust you.” 


     “Are you going to turn me into a werebear?” I asked innocently. 


     The three naked men glanced at each other and erupted in laughter. My face went rosy as I tried to fight down the embarrassment. Scott and Eric laughed the loudest but Logan smiled and wrapped his arms around me. He broke away and ran a hand through my hair. 


     “You have to be born with this gift. The three of us managed to find each other in college and have been best friends since.” Logan smiled. 


     “I think we all need to calm down and have a drink.” Eric stood up and walked to the bar. He pulled out several bottles and martini glasses.  


     “I second that motion!” Scott said as he walked over to the sound system and turned it on. 


     The house was alive with music. I thought I would be in shock with all the current events but I knew these men. They quickly fell into their normal fun selves. It seemed clothes were not a priority because Scott began dancing naked, his cock waving around like he just didn’t care. Eric was spilling drinks into the martini glasses while bopping around to the music. I laughed as they carried on like the adult adolescent men they were. 


     “I’m glad you can still laugh after what happened before.”  


     I looked at the handsome man next to me. “I have known you guys for years. You’re like family. Why did you keep it from me for so long?” 


     “Too many reasons to list but the main one was fear. Fear of losing you to this strange secret. The three of us adore you, always have.” 


     “I wish I could say this all terrified me but it doesn’t. I wouldn’t care what secrets you have, I still want to be here with you.” I smiled. 


     Eric came over and put a drink in my hand and Logan’s. He then bopped off to Scott who was jumping on the other couch. Logan held out his drink but I was already downing my glass. He watched in disbelief as I emptied it and set it on the table. 


     “Ruby, I wanted to tell you that…”  


     I cut him off. “Shut up and kiss me.” 


     Logan grinned as he leaned forward, his big hands on my hips. I pressed my lips to his. I had wanted him for so long that when we touched the heat in my body sky rocketed. My vision turned hazy as I playfully nibbled on his bottom lip. Logan’s tongue snaked into mine. His taste was overwhelming and my body cried out to be closer. When I broke away, Logan gave a knowing smile. 


     I pulled my top off and unhooked my bra. Logan’s eyes fell on me as my bra fell away and my ample tits hung unassisted. I stood on my knees on the couch and unbutton my jeans. Logan helped me slide out of my jeans until all I was in were my panties. I glanced back to see Scott and Eric staring at me. 


     “What guys? Why should I be the only one dressed?” I said with a devilish smile. 


     “Yea but I think we know where this this is going. Should we leave?” Eric said and took a sip of his drink. 


     “You’re welcome to watch. We are partners after all.” I winked. 


     I don’t know if it was the excitement from before or sensual, loving energy in the air but lusty thoughts pooled in my mind and throughout my body. Logan sat relaxed, his hands still on me, running along my smooth skin. His strength was intoxicating and I wanted to show him how much I cared for him. His wounds were all closed up and gone like they were never there in the first place. My eyes seductively glided along his muscled body and fell on his half hard manhood. I smiled as my hands reached out and touched his stomach. I moved over his skin and stopped short before his cock. 


     Quickly, I stood up before him. A hot wetness filled me as I looked at my furry champion. Logan watched me, his eyes wandering to my protruding pink nipples, down my stomach and on my white panties. His hands reached out and hooked the band around my waist. Slowly he pulled my panties down while drinking me in with his eyes. A shiver flowed up and down my spine when my panties pooled at my feet. I kicked them away and showed my man all of me. 


     Logan was still for a moment. He then stood up, towering over me. His strong arms curled around me, lifted me up and sat me gently down on the leather couch. He gave me a mischievous smile as he knelt down before me. I thought I would be the one to pleasure him first but it seemed my werebear had other plans. 


     “Relax. I have wanted to kiss you for a long time.” Logan said as he spread my legs. 


     My body shuddered to his deep voice. Logan’s body heat came off in waves. His head nestled in between my creamy thighs. All I could do was take deep breaths and stop myself from jumping on him. Logan’s stubble touched my inner thighs and his mouth was lost from view. I gasped as his tongue snaked out once again and ran along my dripping pink gash. I started to writhe to his touch as he ran that delicious tongue along my folds and ending my throbbing clit. My eyes closed and I was lost to the sensations. My nerves lit up and a dull need filled me. I bit my lip as he slathered along my clit, making me take deep breaths. 


     With half closed eyes I could see Scott and Eric watching me. Each one had a martini glass in their hand and quietly observed. Their cocks were half hard. I found myself thinking naughty thoughts but Logan quickly pulled me back to the here and now. He teased and nibbled my nub. The heat, his touch, those forest green eyes looking at me, I couldn’t take it anymore. A growing pulse filled me and before I could get a handle on it, a loud heated moan spilled from my lips. My nerves coiled and a mini explosion went off. My hands grabbed Logan’s head and forced him to stay in place, lashing at my clit like it was a bad girl. I don’t know what overcame me but I felt like an animal and I needed this more than anything. My hips bucked but Logan held me in place. My body milked every last bit of dripping pleasure from the climax. 


     I looked down to see Logan smiling at me. His chin glistened with my juices. A light clapping came from the naked partners watching the show. Despite getting off, I was still hungry. My hands clamped on Logan and guided him to sit on the couch. As his firm butt sat down, my eyes went wide at his cock. He was rock hard, thick veins protruding along his shaft, his purple head nearly mushroom shaped. It was my turn to kneel before him. My fingers ran along the shaft. Logan’s hand reached out and ran through my red hair. My lips pressed against his throbbing head. My eyes were on his as my tongue slipped out and ran along his shaft, licking the end of his cock. My lips parted as his cock pushed past into my mouth. Slowly I took inch by inch past my tight lips. He let out a small groan as my tongue played with the end of his cock. A taste of pre come fell on my tongue and it set my body on fire. I slid down his shaft, taking as much as I could. My tongue ran along the bottom and pressed his cock against the roof of my mouth.  


     I couldn’t fit all of his monster cock in my mouth. My hands wrapped around the base of his shaft and pumped while I sucked. His fingers curled into my hair and he controlled the tempo. I was happy making him feel good. He was so hard; I could tell he wanted me for a long time. I could feel myself drip the more I bobbed on his manhood. One of my hands left the base of his shaft and I ran fingers over my dripping pussy. Everything was spinning out of control as I fingered and played with myself. Logan’s hips pushed his cock an inch or two more into me. I sucked on his member and played with my wet clit. 


     Logan pulled my hair and his cock slipped out of my mouth. He held me in place as I continued to play with myself, working my way into frenzy. When he let go, I found myself crawling up his body. I sat in his lap, his cock sandwiched between us, our bodies burning like twin suns. I ran my wet pussy along his shaft. He was so big I wasn’t sure he would fit. A nervous tremble went through me when my pussy reached his head. Logan used his arms to help lift me. He eased me down on his cock head. I gasped as his head pushed aside my dripping folds. When he was an inch past, I let out a loud gasp. With gentle strength he impaled me. Inch after thick inch pushed into me. He spread my inner walls and I cried out. Pleasure and pain danced through my trembling form. I adjusted to him. My own weight and his strength forced me down while he pushed up. 


     A long moan escaped my lips when I was nestled in his lap. For long moments we sat there not moving. I began to move first, using my legs to slide up and down his manhood. Logan reached around and grabbed my firm ample ass. He held tight as he controlled me moving up and down on him. I couldn’t believe how big he was. My mouth made a perfect O as I bounced on his lap, my tempo moving faster and faster. We both gazed at each other, lost to our bodies. My deep hunger was filled. I squeezed with each thrust on his cock. My hands wrapped around his neck and I pushed my tits into his face. His mouth latched onto one of my nipples and seductively licked them. My world rose to new heights of pleasure as he nibbled and kissed my sensitive nipples. 


     I could feel my nerves coil and electricity ride my body. I wanted to slow down but found myself moving faster, wanting, and needing to orgasm again. Logan’s hard cock grew thicker and I let out a blissful whimper. I could tell he wanted a release as much as I did. I rode my strong bear as his cock nearly pushed me to my limit. I slowed down only because he was so thick. I thrust down while Logan pushed his hips and cock up. Explosions filled me. Logan’s cock stiffened and spurts of come shot into me. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as bliss invaded every part of my being. I never knew anything could ever feel this good. Heat and pleasure exploded in all directions as I rode his massive cock. A second and third orgasm rocked my body as molten come erupted from his cock. Logan grunted and I moaned. My head bent down and come dripped from my tight gash. The amount of come was obscene but I couldn’t stop myself. I nuzzled his neck while still writhing on his member. 


     My eyes were closed but I could feel movement around me. I opened them to see Scott and Eric surrounding us. Their eyes were locked on me as I lazily moved on Logan without a care in the world. Their eyes shifted to Logan’s. I could see unspoken words pass between them. Logan looked at me. I smiled and gave a gentle nod. I knew what they wanted. The air was thick with our scents and I even doubted I could stop them, three strong men and little ole me in the middle. My mind dripped with a hungry desire I didn’t know I could have. Maybe it was their musk or maybe I have always not only loved Logan, but Scott and Eric as well. They were family to me and knowing we all could make each other feel good pushed me to reach out and touch Scott’s hip. 


     That was the only signal they needed. Scott moved around the couch and stood behind Logan. Eric’s hands touched my ass from behind and spread my cheeks. Logan was still inside me, his hands on my hips. He smiled as he kept me in place. I could feel the hunger inside me grow. Logan was still hard and moving his hips. His small movements made my world wet. His come made everything slippery but he was still stretching me to my limit. Using my creamy thighs, I moved sliding inches up and down. Eric’s face pressed against my spread cheeks. I gasped as his tongue licked my asshole. I wanted to protest. I never had anyone take me from there but all I did was whimper. His tongue was amazing as he licked and fondled my pucker. 


     My mouth opened and sweet whispers took over. With Logan inside me and Eric pleasuring me, my body burned its approval. Scott’s hand touched my chin. He stood behind Logan, his cock out and in one hand. Before I could say anything, he pulled me close and stuffed his manhood in my mouth. Logan kissed my neck while all three men penetrated me in some form or fashion. Thick veins pushed past my tight lips. Eric stuffed his tongue deep in me, gently opening me up. Logan continued to move his hips, pushing his manhood as deep as it could go. The strength of their bodies caused me to surrender to their whims. I was their toy and lover. The bond between us grew deeper the more they pushed into me. Eric pulled his tongue from my ass. Cool air played over me as I whimpered for him to return. Something hot pushed in between my ass cheeks and I let out a muffled moan. He worked me up to take him and now he was claiming my ass virginity. His large head strained against my pucker. I relaxed for a second and he pushed in. My world opened up as inch after inch pushed into me. My men moaned their love for me as they took me any way they could. It was Logan who lovingly caressed me, kissing and rubbing my delicate nipples. 


     The sound of skin on skin filled the room despite the music in the background. Scott pushed his cock deep down my throat, his eyes filled with lust and love. I touched my teeth to his shaft and his eyes went wide. I tried to laugh but everything felt so good that I simply continued. Logan’s and Eric’s cocks filled me, practically rubbing against each other with a thin layer of me separating them. They had no shame in fucking me and I expected nothing less. They were like brothers and to have me with them felt natural. I never had an exciting sex life but the way the four of us pushed, pulled and filled felt like this is what it was meant to be. 


     Blood rushed as another orgasm began to build. My body trembled as my three bears grew rougher. I glanced at Scott and Logan to see that they wanted to come. A second later their cocks grew thicker with each push. Eric was taking long powerful strokes in my ass, his tempo increasing. My body reacted by getting wetter. I wanted to rub myself but I was using my arms to steady myself for my men. It was Logan who seemed to understand my need, his thumb in between us, rubbing my engorged clit. It was too much. I screamed as my body climaxed. A tidal wave of pleasure crashed down on me. My frame bucked and trembled like I was out of control. My bears held me in place, not finished with me just yet. The act of me holding me made me orgasm again and again and again. I clutched Logan as He rubbed me. Eric let out a long powerful grunt, his cock spurting jets of hot come. It seemed they all had a lot of pent-up frustration because they didn’t stop. Eric’s come filled me more and more as he slapped into my ass. I squeezed him and that only made more come drip from his cock. 


     Logan held me down as his cock exploded. I was already filled with his come when more spurted in. I whimpered as he spilled out of me. He licked my nipples and rubbed my clit. I dug my nails into him, holding on for dear life. Scott’s member thickened and he exploded. Jets of molten come filled my mouth. I drank it down knowing that if I didn’t, I would practically drown. He let his head fall back as he pulled my hair, shoving every inch as deep as he could go. I drank his come and ran my tongue along his solid shaft. 


     Wet cocks slipped out of me and I fell sideways onto the couch. The four of us were heaving and covered in perspiration. The three of them fell on me with hugs and kisses. They buried their faces in my skin, filling me with heat and love. I touched them as they ran hands all over my body. Fingers rubbed my dripping cunt while I rubbed their muscles and half hard members. 


     “Are you okay?” Logan whispered to me. 


     “I’m more than okay. Maybe we should take the party upstairs. I think your bed is big enough for all of us.” I whispered back. 


     I could feel the three of them smile as my suggestion. Logan stood up and scooped me up in his arms. He carried me to the stairs with Scott and Eric close behind. I nuzzled my face in his manly chest. I let out a long sigh of bliss. I looked up and Logan kissed me. The four of us disappeared into the bedroom for the long sensual night. 


     


  




  

     Four 


     The hot water felt good on my naked skin. Billowing clouds of mist filled the shower. Water rained down over my head as I washed away last night’s adventure. The shower door opened and Logan stepped inside. I said nothing as his big hands took hold of me. Silently we kissed. When we stopped, Logan’s hands helped rub soap all over my body. 


     “The four of us are partners now.” I said running my fingers through my wet red hair. 


     “In more ways than one.” Logan smiled. 


     “I love all three of you but you know I love you the most.”  


     “I know. You decide what you want and I’m sure Scott and Eric will fall in line.” 


     My arms went around his neck. “Well, if that is the case, I’m coming to your monthly retreats from now on.” 


     “I wouldn’t have it any other way.” Logan grinned. 


     I looked deeply into his eyes. “What do we do now? I mean with our new partnership.” 


     Logan held me close. “We love each other. But first we go downstairs, eat a hearty breakfast and see where the day takes us.” 


     “I know where the day can take us right now.” I said slyly as I ran my fingers along his manhood. 


     Logan kissed me while thin rivers of water flowed down our bodies. In one day, my life changed forever. I wasn’t sure what this knew beautiful life would hold but I was sure that the four of us would handle it together.  


       


     ~Fin~ 
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     Zero 


     War has been the driving force of humanity's evolution since we stepped out of the primordial ooze. It has shaped us into the beings we are now and showed no signs of slowing down. We were on the verge of destroying ourselves to achieve some misguided attempt of god-hood. Little did we know that our petty disputes for power would pale in comparison to what humanity faced next. 


     It began twelve years ago, the first Kaiju appeared. It did not come from the oceans as some would suspect, instead it rose from the jungles not far from Buenos Aires. It crashed through the canopy and crushed everything in its path. There are still photos online of the massive humanoid snake monster nick named “Adam” because it was the first. Military forces scrambled to meet the incoming monster, panic filled the streets and explosions lit the cool winter evening. 


     Kaiju is Japanese for “Strange beast”. It was an appropriate description for a creature appearing from the primal jungle. The fighting went on for seven nights. America and neighboring countries sent military aid to help stop the rampaging kaiju. When the dust and debris settled, Buenos Aires was destroyed and Adam lay dying. As the light faded from the creature’s eyes, exposed bone began to vaporize. We humans didn’t know what to expect at this point. Crowds had gathered around the dying monster and when the gas floated down onto the people, our world knew true horror. The foul gas was acidic and toxic. It melted not only people but anything organic. The crowds screamed and became silent in a matter of moments. Every person, animal, vegetable and insect were melted in seconds. The kaiju fog then floated like a monster all onto its self as it cut a swath of destruction for hours before fully dissipating. 


     Scientist from all countries descended on Buenos Aires and studied the destruction. All their tests came back with sobering news. Humanity looked on as they were told the Kaiju fog not only destroyed organic material on the cellular level, it made everything it touched toxic and unlivable. Buenos Aires still stands as a ghost city with nothing living there. The jungle has not reclaimed it and everyone is warned to stay away. 


     Buenos Aires was a wakeup call for humanity. We hoped it was a onetime event, an anomaly that would not repeat. Our hopes fell away when Bogotá was attacked by another kaiju. Again, the military hit it with everything they had and when the turtle-like kaiju was dead, it released the same acidic fog. New strategies needed to be developed to fight our growing kaiju problem. 


     Scientist worked with samples from the dead kaiju Adam. Genetic research had been making breakthroughs for years. The monster samples pushed everything we knew beyond our known limits. We were developing tools to create and manipulate genetic material to what humanity wanted. It seemed we had reached a point where we touched the gods. 


     Military forces in the meantime tried everything they could to contain and not kill any rampaging kaiju. We used nets, non-lethal explosives, Taser cannons, anything to slow them down and contain them. The kaiju overcame everything we threw at them. Their brute strength and animal cunning tore through nets, knocked missiles out of the air and shrugged off our best stunning weapons.  


     South America became a hot zone for kaiju activity. Towns, villages and even cities were evacuated. Mexico and America received a huge influx of refugees. The entire South American continent was becoming home to kaiju of all shapes and sizes. Two years after the first sighting, South America was nick named Monster Island. 


     With the range of monsters growing every few months, it wasn’t a question of if but when they would make it off the continent and start invading other countries. Projections predicted that in twenty years kaiju would be on every continent across the world. If we used lethal action to stop them, Earth would be un-inhabitable in another twenty years. We raced against the clock to stop the growing menace. 


     Lead scientists from all over the world worked together to find any weakness to exploit. Our salvation came from a small team in New York City. They had unlocked the kaiju genome and discovered we humans could now create kaiju of our own. We could splice, grow and nurture our very own monsters. 


     Despite the knowledge that we could fight fire with fire, it was only a stepping stone toward hope. There were still hurdles to overcome. Since killing the beasts was out of the question, other options were explored. An unorthodox solution came to light on a cold winter night. 


     A geneticist by the name of Dr. Richard Sedaris had been working on streaming data collected from roaming kaiju. He discovered that the reason the creatures travelled such large distances was due to an incredibly over active sex drive. The beasts wanted to mate literally every second of their lives. Both sexes of kaiju have been observed in the wild and when they met, they fucked for days. This proved to be a eureka moment to help fight against the growing kaiju threat. 


     Dr. Sedaris met with head scientists and military officials with a plan to grow our very own kaiju to mate with rogue monsters. Once the monsters were exhausted, measures would be put into place to administer chemicals to counteract the deadly kaiju fog. As the stories will tell you, not everyone was enthused. The kaiju had an incredible biology from tough skin and armor to almost impenetrable immune systems. One General asked why couldn’t we just put the solution in missiles and keep hitting them until the chemicals took effect. Dr. Sedaris explained and the scientific community backed him up when he informed them that kaiju are extremely weak after mating and it is the only time those chemicals would have a chance to work. Their bodies are heightened even when they are sleeping. If they could get the solution into the kaiju after mating, a process of coma induction would take place hours later. It will not kill them but it will shut down their sex drive making them docile and easier to keep in check. A few weeks after the solution takes effect the kaiju bones will no longer be toxic. As long as we kept careful records, should they attack again we would be authorized to use military might. 


     The world was desperate at this point and willing to try anything. The first two kaiju were grown in a lab in Texas, codenamed Blue X and Red X. They were a hybrid of reptile and electric eel. Red X was male and Blue X was female. Both sexes were needed depending on the sex of the attacking kaiju. Internal cybernetics were added to boost their natural abilities and add elements of control. The scientist went a step further by creating the ability to pilot the lab grown monsters. Trials started for human pilots. They would be in the Genetically Engineered Kaiju or GEK for short. GEK pilots would merge with their kaiju and direct them as a trainer would direct a domesticated animal.  


     The bold plan took shape and then a kaiju rose up from the gulf coast. It was a male creature, a cross between a squid and an ogre, nicknamed Titan. Male GEK’s had the ability to deliver the solution via their male member. The scientist was creative with female GEK's and created a small stinger point at the end of Blue X’s tail. Kaiju still had to be exhausted from mating before the solution could be delivered, so a female would be able to drive the poisoned scorpion tip home after mating. 


     When Titan stepped onto land, Blue X was waiting. The battle was earth shattering as both Kaiju struck at each other. It brought their ardor up and soon they mated. Blue X was nearly killed during the mating but when it was over, she was able to deliver the stinging blow when Titan collapsed from exhaustion. Everyone cheered when tests were performed on the sleeping Titan. The plan worked. In a matter of weeks, Titan’s bones would no longer be toxic and its sex no longer in over drive. 


     The pilot Emily Roman was never the same though. The sensations were so over powering she could not function normally. It was her one and only mission. Scientists worked feverishly to put in safe guards to prevent it from happening again. They had a means of combatting the kaiju menace and the world as we knew it had changed. 


     


  




  

     One 


     I stood on the suspended walkway with my head over the railing. My elbows rested on cold metal and my eyes drifted over Zulla while she slept. Her breathing was slow and steady as her massive chest rose and fell.  I stared at her and could see she was in deep REM sleep, her eyes darting around under closed lids. Occasionally she let out a large snore which made the nearby soldiers nervous. I couldn’t help but smile down on her as her serpent head tilted and let out another robust snore. 


     My name is Rosemary Talon, Lieutenant with GEK Special Forces but everyone calls me Ro. Sleeping beauty below me is Zulla, my very own kaiju. She had a long flight from Texas to Florida and I was spending quality time keeping tabs on her. I have only been a GEK pilot for two months and to say the experience was unusual is an understatement. Zulla and I were being shuttled around from base to base so we could train in different combat environments. It was essential training because when rogue kaiju attack, you had to be ready in almost any battleground. We were at the last stage of this particular training, marsh and swamp combat.  


     It was late afternoon and the heat of the day was in full force. Commander Frost, my direct report, thought it would be a nice change of pace if Zulla and I had the afternoon off. So here I was, watching my dear Zulla sleep while I tried to not think about anything in particular. It was the first break I had in months and it was nice to blank out for a while. 


     Zulla lay in a climate-controlled hanger. She measured about 250 feet long with a strikingly feminine figure, her green scaly skin reflecting iridescent shine in the medium lighting. Her tail lay limply to the side. Her face was a smooth emerald color with small black horns protruding just below her hair line. I smiled again when I looked at what everyone called her hair. Her head was covered in small, black cable like dreadlocks. It gave her powerful appearance when she was up and walking around. But now, they just splayed all over the concrete floor as soldiers kept themselves from tripping over the ends. 


     In another life, I might have found it ridiculous that Zulla was wearing a bathing suit. Well, it was more like a bikini. The top brass insisted that male and female GEK’s must wear something to cover their naughty bits. It just wouldn’t do if air lifted GEK’s were flown over towns and cities completely naked. We had to think about the children. 


     The temperature was cool in the hanger and I could see Zulla’s nipples poking up through the large amount of fabric covering them. I would have to talk to someone about raising the temperature just a little so she could sleep better. I would be lying if I didn’t have affection for my lizard princess. During training they encourage you to develop strong bonds with your GEK. Much like dog training in police departments, you function like a unit to the point where you don’t know where you begin and they end. For the time you are together, you are family. 


     I let out a sigh and started to stroll to the command booth about that temperature change. My eye caught a man wearing General stars on his cap coming up the walkway stairs. He made a beeline straight for me. He was alone and had a look like someone dug up his yard and placed a half-eaten corpse in an unfinished hole. 


     “Lieutenant Talon?” The General demanded.  


     “Yes General.” I said without much enthusiasm. I had seen his type before and had a feeling on what was coming next. 


     “I want to have a little chat with you. I know you are only here temporarily for GEK marsh combat training but I want to make something perfectly clear. I want you to stay away from the men under my command. They do not need the distraction and I want us both on the same level, understand.” 


     Yup, I was right. GEK pilots have a bad reputation for being hungry sex addicts. It is completely untrue but the nature of work requires us to fight the kaiju threat with unusual combat techniques. The macho military still has a hard time coming to grips with this different style of combat. If an enemy cannot be blown up then it just creates confusion and aggression to the top brass. In my short time with GEK Special Forces I have had this same exact situation happen twice. This makes number three. 


     “I can assure you General, I have no intention of disrupting your command. We are only here for training and then we head back to Texas. Your men will still be virgins when we leave.” 


     The General did not like my little playful jab and I saw his ears go hot. “Don’t get cute with me little girl. Special Forces or not, keep yourself away from my men.” 


     I decided to let him have this moment and gave a tired “Yes, General”. He kept his stare for seconds before his eyes drifted to my red hair, breasts and finally landing on my thighs in my skin tight uniform. Once he did that, I couldn’t let it go. 


     “You like what you see, General? Maybe I should show you some of my techniques first so you can inform the men?” 


     His ears were hot but the General’s face went beet red after that. He took a deep breath, ready to lean into me and curse me out when I heard a voice from behind. 


     “Afternoon General Williams! I trust we are having a polite conversation.” A voice boomed from behind me. 


     General Williams stopped himself and gave a bulldog stare. I glanced behind and saw Commander Frost strolling up to us. He gave a cool look as he came up behind me in his black uniform, his short touch of gray hair and square jaw immediately giving him an appearance of authority. The general glared menacingly as his eyebrows formed a V. Silence filled the walkway as the three of us stood stock still. 


     “Commander Frost. Notify me when you, she and it are leaving my base. I will be sure to have the men bring a bottle of wine for your trip back.”  


     Before anyone could say anything, the general turned and made for the stairs with the proverbial stick up his ass. The commander and I watched him leave and the air felt a little less thick. 


     “I didn’t need the help commander.” I said in a huff. 


     The commander smiled. “I know you didn’t. But you won’t make friends if you go at people like that. The world is becoming a new place and his breed are still trying to find their way.” 


     “We should be working together. Not spending our time being petty over territory.” 


     “Now that sounds like nervous talk. What’s on your mind?” 


     “I am not nervous for myself.” My eyes went to Zulla. 


     Commander Frost gave a knowing nod. “You two have not seen actual combat. I have trained a lot of pilots and they all go through the same feelings.” 


     “I never expected the feelings to be so intense. They tell you about bonds and what to expect when you are paired but you never really know until it happens.” 


     “As you two grow together, you will better understand the connections. You will never picture your life without her and her with you.” 


     I gazed at Zulla and the commander put his arm around my shoulder. In normal military functions, touching was a big negative. But in GEK special forces it is often encouraged to build relationships with human and GEK alike. My thoughts went back to my lizard princess. I couldn’t bear the thought of Zulla getting hurt. I began to suck up my feelings when lights flashed and alarms went off. The commander and I looked around, taking in the situation. Our eye implants displayed a holographic screen only we could see and data began streaming in. The alarms going off gave the same information. It repeated over and over, “Kaiju Sighting! Kaiju Sighting! Kaiju Sighting!” 


     


  




  

     Two 


     The commander and I connected to GEK communications via our implants. A map appeared on our displays showing Ft. Lauderdale and a red dot blinking closer and closer to the mainland. Without saying anything, satellite video streamed in showing something in the water cresting waves and heading for land. Whatever it was, it was swimming underwater and moving fast. An ETA display showed it will reach the beach in twelve minutes. 


     “Do we have any GEK’s in the area?” Commander Frost said keeping his cool. 


     “The nearest experienced GEK is about an hour away. Lieutenant Talon and Zulla are the only assets available.” I could hear everything said through the implant from command. I didn’t take the “experienced” part personally but my heart did race a little. 


     The Commander turned his eyes to me and I know I couldn’t hide my apprehension. Alarms blared as soldiers moved with purpose. Zulla slept despite the noise. 


     “I will be with you and Zulla the entire time. We will monitor the event and provide any assistance needed. You can do this.”  


     I was silent as I took everything in. A second later I nodded in agreement. 


     “Make the dive. Transportation is being scrambled.” 


     I took a deep breath and jumped off the walkway. I landed on Zulla’s chest right above her cleavage. I sent out a mental command and a line appeared below my feet. It opened up and was filled with a pinkish embryonic fluid. I stripped down and stepped into the slit, sinking into Zulla’s chest. The only effective way to pilot a living kaiju was to be directly inside them. They called the act “Diving”.  Fluid filled my mouth and nose. Soon it was in my lungs and I started to breath. Cables and organic tubes swam out and connected to me. Zulla was mostly organic but she did have some cybernetic parts. They were needed to bridge the connection between human and kaiju. As they connected, a new digital readout appeared in my eyes. Other cables and tubes connected to the back of my head, arms, legs and my womanhood. I felt a rush of heat push through me as I felt Zulla’s heart beat at my back. 


     With one mental command, Zulla’s eyes opened and I could see what she saw. Slowly the sexy lizard kaiju rose up and sensations filled my body. I fell back on my mental training and funneled everything through my mind’s eye. Zulla yawned and I found myself yawning as well. Right now, we were sharing a deep connection. It was not unheard of to mimic movements and share emotions. It was all a part of the dive. 


     I could see the hanger roof begin to slide open. We looked down at our limbs and appendages. Special transport harnesses were attached to our arms, legs and waist. Zulla growled when we heard the approach of transport helicopters. I reined her in and could feel her relax. 


     The whirl of helicopter blades vibrated through the air. Thick cables unfurled and dangled as we stood at our full height. Zulla spread her arms and legs. The cables moved with mechanical precision as they connected to the harnesses. Once everything was connected, engines worked harder as they began to pull upward. 


     We were lifted into the clear blue Florida sky. The feeling of weightlessness was everywhere as we were lifted to cruising height and headed east. I could feel the childlike innocence in Zulla’s eyes. She was calm and happy as the landscape passed underneath us. I had a nagging thought about this being our first mission. Technically, together we were both virgins. We did go through simulation training but this is the real thing. I could tell Zulla was feeling my nervousness and promptly licked my brain. That would be the only way to describe what we were going through. I gave her a mental hug. 


     An armed escort of helicopter gunships joined us in midflight. The urban sprawl under us gave way to wetlands. I opened my connection to the cameras on the gunships and could see several viewpoints at once. It gave me an almost god-like view of everything around me. My display showed our destination, Dania Beach in Broward County. It has a small wetland and beach area. That is where our mysterious kaiju will make land fall. 


     “Are you reading me Ro?” It was Commander Frost’s voice. 


     I mentally said my words; a program changed them into vocal words and in my own voice. “Loud and clear commander. How do we look?” 


     “Fine like a glass of wine. I’m jealous of the rogue kaiju. I hope you don’t mind if we watch.” 


     “I am sure you read my psych evaluation. I have nothing against a little voyeurism.” I know the commander was trying to ease the tension. Not every event happens without anyone getting hurt. GEK’s and pilots have died in the line of duty for underestimating their opponent. Some rogues get lucky and if your GEK dies then you die from suffocation. It takes too long to cut your way in and by the time they get to you it is too late. 


     “It looks like it will make landfall on Dania Beach. You girls ready?” 


     “It’s a beach party and we are the main event.” I looked through the cameras and saw the wetland behind us. Without completed training I hoped the kaiju wouldn’t push us back. That was the last line of defense before hitting an urban area. I know evacuation procedures were taking place but it takes a lot to move that many people from a habitable area. If we lost, at least we would buy them time to get everyone out. 


     We reached the beach and hovered. I could feel Zulla’s excitement. Through cameras I saw Commander Frost give the command. The cables unlatched and we were free falling. Zulla let the air part before her for a second, and then she curled her arms and legs in front of her and landed on the beach with a huge “THUD”. Zulla stayed on all fours as nano batteries in her muscles charged to life. 


     Slowly we stood up and looked out into the ocean. Zulla wanted to run into the ocean but I had to hold her back.  With a kaiju in the water there was too much of a risk of sneak attack. Gunships circled the area as we waited. The sun beamed down on the deserted beach as waves crashed. 


     Water crested revealing something fast approaching. Then a head and eyes broke the surface glaring with intent. Zulla growled with a slow build up to a roar. I could feel all her instincts kick in as she readied herself. I ran scenarios through my head and braced myself. It did feel like my first time. But this time it was life or death. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     “Its codename is Julius!” Commander Frost yelled over the radio. 


     I floated in Zulla’s chest ready to issue commands. I know the military boys often came up with unusual codenames for rogue kaiju but I did wonder on this one. I didn’t have to wonder for long.  


     The rogue kaiju broke the surface and started to come out of the water. At first It looked like a tiger's face breaking the surface but the spots were those of a panther. It did have orange reddish fur covering its muscular body and broad shoulders as it rose out of the water. I had to give it to military, Orange Julius was pretty funny. I couldn’t help but feel they gave that codename to lift my spirits. I will have to give them a pat on the head if we survive this. 


     Frost shouted commands. “Don’t wait for him on the beach! Light him up while he’s in the water!” 


     Zulla let out another roar. We looked as the humanoid panther kaiju step closer and closer. I could feel Zulla open her mouth and energy rocketed through our bodies to her tongue. There was a slight glow and flash as a lightning bolt streaked from Zulla’s mouth. It raced forward as it hit the monster and the water around him. There was an explosion as the ocean burst upward cloaking Julius in white water. 


     Ocean water came crashing down and as it cleared, the panther kaiju continued forward. It had a burn mark on its shoulder and a furious look on its brow. I commanded Zulla to fire again. Her reptilian jaw opened and fired off another blast. It struck the rogues chest again and Julius roared. I could tell it was a strong one as it laid its sights on us. We had no intel on this particular kaiju and had no idea what range of abilities it may have.  


     Julius stopped advancing and reared its head back. I could make out a small burst of gas belch up from its mouth and ignite. A fire ball soared through the air. I commanded Zulla to move but she ignored me and brought up her forearm. The fireball struck and Zulla roared in pain. I felt a hot flash on my forearm in the same exact spot and cried out. 


     Zulla and I were not in sync. I quickly talked to her mentally and she mentally nodded back. We had to work together or we were in big trouble. I fell back on my training and fought to take control of the situation. The panther creature continued its advance. Soon its slender hips came out of the water. Zulla growled as she saw Julius’s semi hard member dangle between its legs. 


     I set commands into motion. Zulla released genetically modified pheromones. The air took on a misty scent. It would help put any kaiju into the mood. The pheromones seemed to be working because Julius growled very loudly and its cock became harder. Zulla was also feeling it as her kaiju bikini bottom grew wet from excitement. I could tell she was feeling uncomfortable. I gave her permission and she ripped off the bikini bottom and the top soon followed.  


     Zulla stood with her large firm tits exposed and wetness dripping down her thigh. Our body flexed as the panther monster stepped onto the beach. Its cock was growing harder by the second. Zulla whipped our tail around in anticipation. I felt heat between my legs as we looked at Julius’s hardening cock. We both had the same thought of wanting it in us. 


     Zulla made the first move as she charged forward. She roared and our tits bounced as we launched ourselves at the rogue. We crashed into him and knocked him on its back. One clawed hand grabbed his neck while another grabbed his firm member. Zulla only managed to get the tip to our waiting wet lips. The tip slid in and an explosion of pleasure ran through us. We were so tight and its large head spread us open a little. We moaned and didn’t notice a hand coming at us. 


     The shock of the strike threw us sideways and we crashed into the edge of the wetland. I could feel Zulla reeling as we shook it off. Powerful clawed hands grabbed us. We were on our knees and its large cock was shoved into our mouth. With the total immersion I feel being in Zulla, a thick cable snaked forward into my mouth and took on the veiny texture of the kaiju’s cock. It slid in my mouth as Julius’s monster cock slid into Zulla’s mouth. We felt alien sensations as our minds dripped with lust. My training kicked in and I didn’t panic. We needed to get the rogue to climax and most if not, all kaiju were healthy with plenty of stamina. This was going to be a long battle. 


     Gunships circled as Julius pushed its thick rod down our throat. We gagged and this pissed Zulla off. She pulled away and dug her claws into the monster’s thigh. Julius pulled away and brought a huge fist down. Zulla blocked but the force of the strike caused the earth around our knees to crack and stretch open. Both kaiju roared as we made it to our scaled feet and clashed. Zulla slammed her shoulder into Julius’s chest and Julius bit down on Zulla’s shoulder. In training, they teach you that kaiju sex is as brutal as it gets and they weren’t kidding. Despite all of that, I was warm and hungered for more. The violent back and forth only made us hornier. I was starting to lose control and fought to get it back. 


     At point blank range, Zulla fired off her lightning breath. There was a flash and the smell of burning fur. Julius grabbed us, lifted us up and threw us down. We hit the earth and the very ground shook like a 4.0 earthquake. We were on our side and dazed. We felt him grab us and roll us onto our back. Before we could do anything, Julius stuffed his monster sized cock into our tight opening. The move was so savage, we felt every foot length of cock slide down pass our pussy lips to the very hilt. A cable attached to my womanhood penetrated me with the scaled down duplicate of its cock. Zulla and I moaned loudly as the kaiju pumped its hips. The panther snarled at us and held us down as its hips pushed deep. We flexed our pussy to hold onto all of its cock. Pleasure spiked. Zulla moaned like a wild animal as the wet covered cock pushed in and out. 


     Julius swiped its claws across our face. Pain bloomed. Zulla opened her mouth again and blasted the panther point blank. This time she aimed for his neck. The lightning bolt struck home. The rogue kaiju reared up and pulled out of us. The pain was enough to gather our wits together. I still felt an internal ache. We wanted him back inside us at all cost. 


     As we stood, I could see from one of the gunship cameras that we were bleeding. Purple blood dripped from the three claw marks across our left cheek. Julius opened his mouth and spit a fire ball at us. Zulla fell to all fours just dodging the fireball. She charged on all fours and pounced. Our body slammed into his and crashed into ocean. Water splashed up hundreds of feet. We held down the monster as we reached for his hard cock. With one quick motion, he slid back into us. Pleasure rocked our senses but the kaiju didn’t like being on its back. A fireball formed in its mouth but we were quicker. We shoved his face down into the ocean water, snuffing it out. Our clawed hands held Julius by the neck with his head submerged. We thrust our hips up and down on its hard member. Waves of ecstasy filled us as our hearts beat in unison. Zulla groaned and our body shuddered as her tits quaked. Julius roared underwater as bubbles foamed. 


     “Keep his head underwater. It will help use up his energy.” Frost spoke into the radio. 


     We bounced on Julius's thin hips. The waves around us were getting taller and taller with each thrust downward. We tilted our heads back as his blazing hot member pushed into us. Through the waves of pleasure, I could still see through the gunship cameras. Zulla looked amazing as she pushed her hips down with all her might and her large breasts heaved. Our body glistened as the panther's rock-hard cock expanded us and filled us. I could see her serpent eyes roll back into her head as she growled and moaned like a beast. 


     Julius wrapped his clawed hands around our wrists and began to pull. The ecstasy was so much for us we couldn't concentrate on keeping his head in the water. We continued to pump as our green hands were pulled from his neck. Julius lifted its head out of the water and roared a fireball. 


     The blast hit us dead on. Our entire body was lifted up and we hit the beach hard. Palm trees shook. Our minds reeled from pleasure and pain. I was having difficulty connecting with Zulla. My chest burned as I issued diagnostic commands. Zulla was hurt. Her tough skin had taken about 75% damage to the chest. If she took another hit to the same spot, it could kill her. I could feel we were on our back. I pleaded with her to roll over incase Julius used his breath weapon again. Zulla moaned and just barely rolled over onto her stomach. 


     Julius stood up in the ocean and stalked his way toward us. Zulla tried to get up but she was hurt. I could feel her regeneration kicking in but we still needed time. Julius stepped onto the beach and was closing in. I felt fear grip me as I urged Zulla to move. She whimpered in response. Everything was taking too long. At that moment, we had no idea if Julius was going to fuck us or kill us. 


     "Buy the girls time! Open fire!" shouted Frost. 


     Machineguns whirled to life on the gunships. A second later they spit out bullets by the thousands. White flashes filled the blue sky as a semicircle of gunships unloaded on the back the enemy kaiju. The panther roared as its tough skin was pelted with an impressive number of rounds. It turned around and spit a fireball. Pilots swerved and swung around while their guns continue to fire everything they had. 


     Zulla began to crawl. We made it to the tree line and crashed through. My display indicated regeneration will complete in twenty minutes. We didn't have twenty minutes! I needed to get my girl out of here now! Zulla pressed on and soon her hands sank into march water. Everything was happening so fast I didn't have time to worry about our lack of training. When our hands and knees were deep in the marsh, we began to slow down. 


     I could see Julius stomping forward as gunships continued to fire at its back. The lust in its eyes were unmistakable. Its hard member bounced as we moved slowly on our hands and knees through the thick marsh. I promised Zulla if we didn't make it then we would go out together. She licked my mind in agreement. 


     Zulla's tail was batted away and spotted hands grabbed our hips. We let out a combined moan as Julius slid into us. The firing in the background stopped. I could see that the panther kaiju was on his knees deep in the marsh and our tight slit. A thick veiny cable slid in and out of me. Zulla and I gasped and breathed heavy as the kaiju pushed into us. 


     I fell back on my training. I tightened my wet hole and Zulla followed. We squeezed with every stroke. Julius growled. We could tell he liked control. He clawed us in the face before because we were taking control of his pleasure. It had a primal need to dictate what it wanted. We decided differently. 


     Julius growled again as he lifted his claws ready to strike. As his claws went up, Zulla and I thrust our hips on its huge member. We increased the tempo and moaned so loudly the whole area shook.  This startled the massive kaiju as its hands slowly started to fall to its side. Our moans grew louder and louder as we furiously drove our hips against the panther's hips.  Its eyes rolled into its head as waves of pleasure blasted its senses. It kneeled there as we made strange moans, pumping our ass against its furry stomach. The smacking of our kaiju ass seemed to turn Julius on even more. 


     Floating in Zulla's fluid, I bent my body and could feel each thrust. I opened wide as did my kaiju sister. We felt our womanhood glow with a growing orgasm and our tight pussy squeezed. The panther kaiju's breathing intensified. His cock beginning to bulge. 


     "Keep doing it! He's going to pop!"  


     Julius let out a massive roar. Its cock bulged and stretched our wet slit to the breaking point. We both felt huge jets of come shoot into us. Julius grabbed our ass and pumped and pumped and pumped. Rivers of come dripped from our tight slit down our thighs, foaming and mixing with the marsh water. An orgasm ripped through Zulla and I simultaneously. Waves of pure pleasure flowed through our minds and bodies. Tangled emotions and feelings lit up like fireworks as our nerve endings flared with brilliant light. 


     This went on for fifteen minutes straight. Kaiju are so healthy that an average orgasm lasts eight to thirty minutes. When Julius stopped pumping, its panther face gave a tired and confused look. I gave one last command to Zulla. She lifted her tail and drove the stinger point into Julius's neck. The stinger went deep into an artery and solution pumped. Seconds passed and the panther kaiju fell sideways and crashed into the murky marsh. 


     Zulla's arms, legs and tail shook. Her muscles were exhausted. I was sore and weak. Mentally we hugged each other and collapsed into the wet marsh. The last thing I remembered was Zulla letting out a snore. 


     


  




  

     Four 


     I woke up in what looked like an infirmary. My muscles burned and body ached like I was in a boxing match with big foot. I looked around and saw I was in a bed with white sheets and tubes in my arm. The door to my room opened and Commander Frost walked in with a grin. 


     "Zulla?" Was the first thing I asked. 


     "She is fine and still sleeping it off. How are you?" 


     "Sore but I think I will live." 


     "I just wanted to say you did some great work out there. Julius is being transported to South America as we speak. Tests confirm that your solution delivery has taken hold. He should be asleep for a week or two and when he wakes up, his sex drive should be below ten percent." 


     "And his bones?" There have been rare cases where the bones were not changed from the solution. 


     Frost smiled. "His bones will be nontoxic in a few weeks." 


     I let out a sigh of relief.  I could see Frost's eyes look to the side every few seconds. It looked like he was having an internal dialogue with himself. I gave him an annoyed look. 


     "You want to ask me something." 


     "Yes." The commander sighed. " I won't beat around the bush too much but do you want to stay on the team?" 


     It was not unheard of for GEK pilots to quit after their first mission. The sensations and danger are pretty daunting with six out of ten times pilots quitting after their first mission. It was now standard operating procedure that a GEK pilot is asked if they want to stay on after their first mission. I hadn't even completed training and the commander asked me the question. I thought of Zulla, my lizard princess. 


     "Count on me commander. We won't let you down." I smiled. 


     Miles away, a snoring kaiju went silent for a moment and grinned. 


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Kaiju Seduction 2  
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     One 


     I could feel my eyes flutter open. A dim light filtered through the blinds. I could tell it was still night but something caused me to wake up. I felt hot as I tried to stir from deep sleep. The room was dark and still. My breathing was labored and body covered in sweat. I tried to remove the blanket but found my movements sluggish. It took a mountain of effort to pull the sheet off myself. I laid there and tried to move again but my body refused to listen. I laid there wearing only my white panties and T-Shirt. 


     Again, I tried to wake up and move but something pressed down on me. I could feel an invisible weight on my chest. Thoughts came in flashes like some demented projector. Confusion swirled like a quiet storm. I lay, paralyzed as images paraded through my sleep addled mind. I watched old movie reels in my head of my first day at the academy. It wasn’t long ago but it felt like a million years had passed. I witnessed as they took blood from me and talked about how my kaiju would be fused with my DNA so there would no rejection. I remembered seeing Zulla for the first time and letting out the deepest breath of amazement as she looked down at me and grinned. The feeling of love I felt as I dove into her chest the first time and we connected fully, our hearts beating in sync and our minds holding each other like old friends. An image of my father pushing me and my mother into a Kaiju shelter as something roared in the background, seeing him a second later crushed from falling debris. My mother holding me as a monster crashed through the city, indifferent to our puny lives. 


     The door to my room opened and a dark figure stepped in. I barely turned my head, my eyes wide. The figure moved toward me slowly. I couldn’t make out any features other than a black muscular outline. He stood over my prone body, silent as a forest at midnight. My eyes looked down and I could see the man had a huge member dangling between his legs. Heat burst through me as I stared. His cock began to engorge and get harder the more I stared. I tried to move my hand to touch it but I was frozen like a winter lake. 


     The man snarled when his huge cock was fully hard. I could feel his eyes on my warm full tits. They moved across to my stomach and settled on my clean-shaven mound. I managed to move my arm and reached out to touch his massive member. He grabbed me by the wrist and wretched it away. I cried out from the sharp pain. 


     With a roar the dark figure was on top of me. I could feel the tip push against my tight pussy lips. Feelings returned to my arms and I tried to fight back. The intruder grabbed my flailing arms and held them down. I clamped my pussy shut but his head pushed hard against the thin line. I cried out as his cock forced my pussy lips open. The dam broke and he was inside me. I had become so wet, when he pushed the tip in, the rest slid in with perfect ease. I grunted as he filled my wet hole to the breaking point. I tried to fight but he was too strong, too big. I could feel my hips moving, taking him all in as my body betrayed me. His hips pushed into me with unbridled force. My thighs felt fur with each powerful thrust. Pleasure soaked my mind as I tried to push it back. My lust pressed against some invisible barrier, a dam holding me in check. My eyes adjusted to the small light in the room as the powerful man had his way with me. My senses exploded as an orgasm blasted through me. Through all of it I still tried to see his face. The world came into focus and the intruder’s face melted into a panther’s snarling roar. I screamed. 


     I woke up flailing and nearly fell out of my bunk. My head spinning, both hands gripping the sheets, I tried to control my breathing. I was covered in my own sweat as I tried to get my head in order. 


     “Only a bad dream.” I whispered to myself. 


     My thighs were slick with dampness. I stood up and turned on the light. My panties were soaked completely in my juices. Great! Ro Talon, kaiju pilot and bed wetter. I pulled off my panties and threw them in the corner. I grabbed a fresh pair but hesitated putting them on. I could feel a dull ache inside me. The room was quite as my fingers touched my nub. Thoughts of the monster on me made me hot. I rubbed myself for a few seconds trying to soothe the inner ache. I could see the teeth and rubbed faster. I could feel the teeth ripping my throat and I stopped. I let my hand drop and I stood there only in a T shirt as wetness dripped from my exposed pussy. I felt like I wasn’t fully there. There was something inside me wriggling to get out. A chill passed through me and fear crawled over my skin. 


     What is happening to me? 


       


     *** 


     The briefing room was filling up. I couldn’t go back to sleep so I stayed up and went over mission specs for the tenth time. I was the first one there and watched as people filed in. I tried to find the other GEK pilot for this mission. This was my first co-mission with another pilot and was looking forward to it. 


     The room was full and everyone waited. I didn’t see the other pilot and wondered if there was a change to the mission. A second later the door opened and a beautifully tall woman walked in. She was close to six feet with raven black hair. A red streak stabbed out from her hairline and flowed down the right side. She was in a skin tight uniform similar to what I wore but her breasts were slightly bigger than mine. Her name is Tonya Blaze and had nine kaiju takedowns to her credit. A confessed nympho, she is the only GEK pilot to take down two kaiju at once. Her sexual appetite and ability made her an asset to GEK Special Forces. 


     Tonya smiled as she took the seat next to me. She put out her hand.  


     “Tonya Blaze. You must Rosemary Talon.” 


     “Please, call me Ro.” I took her hand and shook it. 


     “I heard about the event in Florida. Hell of a challenge for a rookie.” 


     I don’t know why but I blushed. “Nothing I couldn’t handle.” 


     Tonya smiled wider showing her perfect teeth. “The red head is spicy! I'm sure we will get along famously. After the mission, meet me in my room and we can celebrate.” 


     I was taken aback by her forwardness. Tonya seemed to notice and winked. My face grew bright red and I tried to look away. Something about her energy not only made me shy but I felt a familiar warmth between my legs. I know I'm an exhibitionist and it is that particular skill which helped me become a GEK pilot but her sexual desire made me feel small. 


     The murmuring in the room quieted down when Commander Frost walked in. His square jaw was clenched as he stepped up to the holographic table and punched in a few keys. A holographic map of South America projected upward as the lights dimmed. I eased back in my chair and nearly jumped out of my seat when I felt a hand on my thigh. I glanced over to see Tonya smiling and blowing me a kiss. 


     “As you all know, Monster Island is home to most of the world’s kaiju. To this day we do not know how kaiju are born or exactly where they come from. Trying to get into South America is difficult at best since any movement in that territory has led to multiple kaiju attacks. We know the rogues have very high sex drives and their size makes them very destructive. We have satellites streaming information around the clock looking for anything to help fight the kaiju on their home turf.” 


     A pointer made of light appeared as the image of South America turned into a photograph of a very large lake surrounded by a forest. The Commander grabbed the pointer and used it to point to the lake in the middle.  


     “The image is a lake in the Ica region of Peru. The region is a desert biome with a number of oases. This lake wasn’t here four months ago, neither was the forest.” 


     The image moved and another appeared next to it showing desert. Frost paced in front of the images with the light pointer in his hand. The room was silent as we all drank in the information. 


     The Commander continued. “The lake and forest reside in a valley about a mile away from the ocean. We pointed our satellites over that spot and watched.” 


     The images melted away and two new images appeared side by side. They were the same exact picture but in the first one the lake appeared black. In the second picture the lake looked ghostly white. Frost pointed at one and then another. 


     “The first picture was taken a day before the full moon. The second picture with the white lake was taken on the full moon. As you can see there is a noticeable difference. We had teams researching this enigmatic event and noticed it a few times throughout Monster Island where there are bodies of water. Full moons have a direct effect on some bodies of water.” 


     The image shifted and turned into a map of the Ica region. The Commander stopped pacing and stood at the edge of the map. 


     “Science Division has provided two teams to research this cryptic event. Their job is to monitor and take samples from Kaiju Lake from moon rise to moon set. This is a research mission. We have one night to do this. Intelligence believes there might me two or three rogue kaiju in the area. Lieutenant Blaze and Talon will offer defensive support with Ruby and Zulla.” 


     I raised my hand. “Do we have any idea what kaiju we might encounter?” 


     “Heat signatures indicate each kaiju is male and a quadruped. They hide themselves well within the overgrown forest so we haven’t had a good look at them.” 


     Tonya leaned over to me. “They can tell by the heat of their huge cocks. Those things must be like torches.” 


     I couldn’t hold back a small laugh. The room turned to look at me and then their gaze went back to the Commander and the holographic images. I looked at Tonya and frowned. She patted my thigh. 


     “At 0400 hours, everyone will board the USS Mozart. Ruby and Zulla will already be aboard in the hanger bays. Two battleships will escort us to the coast of Peru, the Sword and the Avatar. I need to stress how important this mission is but more importantly, I need to stress how valuable this team is. We must be careful and by the book. Are there any questions?” 


     Tonya raised her hand and asked sarcastically, “What do say to a kaiju with two black eyes?” 


     "Nothing, you told it twice!" One of the science guys shouted back. 


     The room let out a laugh. It was an old joke but a good one. With the tension cut, everyone breathed a sigh of relief. 


     Commander Frost smirked. “Does anyone have any serious questions?” 


     The room was silent. 


     “Dismissed.” 


     As the room filed out, Frost held up his hand stopping Tonya and I. His face was grim as he waited for everyone to leave the room. Once it was cleared out, he looked me in the eye. 


     “It will take a few days to get to Ica. I need you two to work together. Both of you will be training and bunking together. Ruby and Zulla will be the science team’s only immediate defense if there is a kaiju attack. If you feel you cannot work together, I need to know now.” 


     I glanced at Tonya. I was a little unnerved. She seemed like a nice person but she was either unpredictable or unstable. Bunking with her felt like an open invitation for her molesting me. I’m no prude but I like to know a person before anything happens.  


     Tonya grabbed my ass and drew me close, smiling. “Not to worry Commander. We will be like sisters with a pillow fight every night.” 


     Frost’s face softened. “Ro?” 


     I gave the best nervous smile I could muster. “Yes Commander. We should be fine.” 


     “Good. Get your gear. Zulla and Ruby are being loaded as we speak. Make sure they are comfortable.” 


     Tonya and I saluted and headed for the door. Once through, Tonya squeezed my ass.  


     “See you soon, bunky.” 


     Tonya turned and headed off in another direction. I watched her go as her ass swayed side to side. The mission seemed like it just became a bit more complicated. I picked up the pace; my lizard princess was waiting for me. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     I took a deep breath as the scent of the ocean filled my nose. I was leaning on the railing watching the sun dip low in the sky. The main deck was a buzz of activity as we counted down to the mission. I was taking this moment to collect my thoughts and ready myself for the night ahead of us. 


     The three days at sea were an interesting experience. The days were filled with drills and possible mission scenarios. When I wasn’t training, I was checking on Zulla as she lay below deck. The USS Mozart was one of a few redesigned aircraft carriers. Slightly larger than their older cousins, these ships not only held personnel and equipment but they could house and transport two kaiju at a time. Zulla would snore as the carrier cut through the ocean day in and day out. Since this mission was nowhere near an inhabited city, she didn’t have to wear her bikini outfit. She lay below deck naked with her tits pointing in the air and her bare privates exposed to the crew. Speaking of the crew, I couldn’t help but smile when they would walk by her massive clawed feet and stare between her legs. Her pussy was large enough to slam a bus into but the male and female curiosity always got the better of them. 


     My time with Tonya was a different story. We shared the same room and she was insistent on spending the first night sleeping in my bed. When I pushed her out, she left and came back with two soldiers. They spent the night fucking right across from me. The next day I called a truce because I couldn't' go through another sleepless night like that. Tonya slept with me but in the middle of the night I woke up to her fingers inside my pussy. I sort gave up and let her finish me off. Her skills were impressive because after I screamed an orgasm, I slept like the dead. After that we were two peas in a pod. Despite her need to get off many times during the day and night, she was very skilled in combat techniques and really knew her battle strategies. She has been a GEK pilot for two years and fought at the Battle of the Line a year ago. That is how she earned her two kaiju takedowns. As we worked together, I couldn’t help but respect her. 


     The sun touched the horizon and the ship’s activity ramped up. I made my way down several sets of stairs and stepped off into the hanger area. Zulla loomed before me, her dark green skin smooth and scaly, her dreadlocks lying about and her little horns poking from her forehead. Zulla’s tail swished back and forth as she let out a big snore. I climbed up her arm to her shoulder and made my way to her chest. I stood in-between her huge breasts and looked up. The main deck slid open and hydraulics pushed up the floor Zulla slept on. 


     I sent a silent command to Zulla. A line appeared on her chest and opened. Embryonic fluid filled the opening. I looked up and could see the command tower. Commander Frost gave me the thumbs up. I nodded, stripped out of my uniform and dived naked into Zulla’s chest. The dive felt like home as cables and tubes connected to my head, arms, spine, legs and my womanhood.  My implant connected to Zulla and a holographic display appeared in front of my eyes. The platform reached the top deck and Zulla opened her eyes. Mentally we hugged each other and began working as one. Our sexy lizard form stood up on the main deck and we looked around. Some of the crew gave us the thumbs and clapped. We looked over and saw Ruby also making it to her feet. 


     Tonya’s GEK was a genetic masterpiece. Ruby’s face was wolf like with a short snout and pointy ears. Her face, shoulders, arms and legs were covered in black silky fur. Her torso was blood red and scaly. Her nipples a dark red and her perfectly sized breasts defied gravity. Her pussy was covered in a straight line of black hair. Her inner thighs were blood red scaly but the outside was covered in that same silky fur. Her tail was that of a lizard, complete with a poisonous tip. Ruby looked over and gave a wolfish grin. 


     When Tonya wasn’t trying to get into my panties, she talked endlessly about Ruby. Her GEK was a wolf/Gila monster mix. The genetics behind it pushed the boundaries of strength, speed and toughness. Her breath weapon was a neurotoxic gas. Her bite was also venomous but both only had enough power to incapacitate another kaiju, not kill it. Tonya did tell me that gas didn’t always work and that is why she worked on her combat training continuously. 


     The two kaiju stood on the deck of the Mozart as the sun continued to set. I looked down and could see the science team enter a transport pod. Once they were secured, Zulla and I gently picked up the pod and put the strap over our shoulder. My display gave the signal. Zulla and Ruby stepped off the side of the carrier and into the ocean. The water was only waist high and we made our way to the beach. Stars began to appear in the night sky. Once on the beach, a path appeared on my display. Ruby took lead and we followed, holding the science team pod close. 


     *** 


     The valley was quiet as the science team set up their equipment on the northern shore of Kaiju Lake. Freakishly large trees covered the area around the lake. Zulla looked down as we crashed through. The trees were past our waist and very difficult to break. Ruby’s shapely form climbed the side of the valley wall and sat on edge. Zulla and I followed and settled next to Ruby. The valley was huge. We perched above on the northern rim and watched as the teams continued with their analysis. 


     I opened a direct connection to Tonya. Mental thoughts were translated to audible sound so Tonya could hear me. “The valley is big. I hope the rogues sleep the night away.” 


     Ruby looked over with slitted red eyes. “I don’t think we are that lucky. I saw a tree move.” 


     Zulla moved her reptilian head and surveyed the valley. Just as we were looking away, another tree shifted. Zulla growled and it echoed across the area.  Ruby slowly stood up as I opened communications. 


     “Command, we have movement in the trees.” 


     Frost’s voice came back crystal clear. “We just spotted them on the satellite feed. You have two rogue kaiju making their way toward you, ETA, two minutes.” 


     “Do we have visual?” Tonya was all business. 


     “Running images through shape recognition… Confirmed, two males. Both appear canine.” 


     Ruby stepped off the edge and slid down the side of the valley to the bottom, her red eyes staring into the trees. Nothing moved and the silence was deafening. Zulla and I crotched on the edge and looked down. I opened a connection to Ruby’s eyes and Tonya opened a connection to Zulla’s. A small screen appeared next to my larger one so we could see each other’s perspective.  


     “I will draw them out. Once they are out, take one and I will take the other. Get the lightning ready.” Tonya directed. 


     A tinge of panic ran through me as Ruby stood at the forest edge. I realized I was worried about Tonya and Ruby. In GEK Special Forces you are encouraged to develop strong bonds not only with your kaiju but with those you work with. Tonya was a bit pushy but now I understood why she was. The rogue kaiju will not only try to fuck us but they could very well kill us. She just wanted to make sure we were there to watch each other’s backs. I had to give it to her, it worked. 


     Zulla let a charge build in her mouth. Ruby released pheromones and they floated in all directions like a fine mist. From the darkness of the forest, something growled. Trees began crashing outward as something big pushed through, making a bee line straight to Ruby. 


     Zulla roared and lightning burst from her mouth. Bolts struck at the moving object, igniting trees and slicing them in half. The rogue rose up from the trees and roared. It looked like a demonic exaggeration of dog. Its ears pointed up like horns and its body was muscular like a body builder. Its eyes glowed a pale blue as it opened its short snout and let out the deepest growl I had ever heard. I could see from Ruby’s point of view as her eyes fell on the massive cock dangling between its legs. 


     “The one in front of you is code named ‘Cerberus’.” Frost said calmly. 


     The demon dog kaiju powered forward on two legs toward Ruby. She opened her mouth and blasted out neurotoxic breath. Cerberus was moving so fast the air around him shifted it away and he slammed into Ruby. His clawed hands grabbed her by the arms and kept pushing till her back was against the valley wall. Ruby struggled to break free, growling and blasting another burst of gas. Cerberus coughed and grabbed her by the throat. He pointed her head up and grinded his hips against her. 


     I didn’t realize that the connection to Ruby was not just visual. Something slid into her and the sensations rocketed through me and Zulla. I could feel both of us grow warm and wetness began to drip from Zulla. The sensations distracted us from firing off another round of lightning. As we tried to shake it off, something grabbed us from behind. 


     We didn’t even see the other dog kaiju sneak up from behind. As we bent over to help Ruby, our rear was completely exposed. Zulla let out a long moan as a long hard cock slid into our wet slit. Clawed hands grabbed our hips as its monster meat filled us. Textured cables snaked out and penetrated my womanhood. Whatever Zulla felt, I felt. It helped keep us in sync. Her internal cybernetics worked with organic parts just as my mind worked with her kaiju mind. We were one, feeling pleasure and pain together. 


     Zulla glanced behind to see a demonic looking dog. It had a longer snout and a vague appearance of a German Shepard. Its body was lean and covered with short hair. Claws dug into our hips as it pulled us, spreading our lips. The creature’s hips bounced against Zulla’s round ass as it plunged in deep. A string of wet salvia dripped from our mouth as our breathing quickened. 


     The barrages of sensations were overpowering. I tried to focus as each pump of pleasure made us wetter. I could see and feel Ruby and Tonya taking control of Cerberus. She pulled away the demon dog’s hand from her throat and clamped her legs around his waist. Tonya’s mind fought through the pleasure as Ruby grinded her hips to Cerberus’s rhythm.  We all felt every vein on his throbbing member as he pushed into her, his tongue licking Ruby’s red nipple. 


     Ruby put her fur covered forearm against the dog kaiju’s throat. Her red eyes watching as Cerberus tried to back away but keep its monster cock inside her. Anger flashed across the creature's eyes. He pulled away and clamped its teeth down hard Ruby’s arm. The bite was so deep, Ruby roared and Tonya gave a mental scream. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     The scream of pain was enough to push back the wave of pleasure. Zulla swung her tail hard across. It struck the dog’s snout with a meaty snap. The dog pulled away, howling. I mentally pushed Zulla and she obeyed. We stood up and jumped off the edge. Zulla landed and we were on all fours. Ruby was trying to pull her arm away. She took her other clawed fist and punched Cerberus in the face. After the fifth strike, the dog kaiju released.  


     Zulla’s mouth charged to life and lightning flashed. The bolt struck Cerberus directly on the back. He howled in pain and turned around to face us. He took a step forward when Ruby’s black clawed hand wrapped around Cerberus’s still hard member. The dog halted his advance when Ruby’s wolfish face appeared over his shoulder and growled her intention. She squeezed it a little harder and could feel her juices all over his hardness.   


     There was a loud “THUD”. The second dog kaiju had landed next to them. The ground had cracked from the impact as he stood to full height and growled. He didn’t move as he looked to Cerberus. No kaiju moved as if in some bizarre Mexican standoff with a huge cock in the balance. 


     Ruby began to move her hand across the thick shaft. We still had to get these kaiju off so we could deliver the solution. It would be the only time they were weak enough to induce a coma. Ruby grinned as her juices made a great lubricant. She stroked and Cerberus gave a light growl. Ruby pressed her tits against the demon dog’s muscular back, she even grinded her hips against his ass as she increased the tempo. 


     Frost connected in. “Ro, the other one is code named ‘Dog Soldier’. We still have hours before the mission is complete. Take him down.” 


     Zulla roared and charged, Dog Soldier growled and crouched, ready for her. We opened our mouth and fired off a lightning bolt. It struck him on his chest and he howled as we knocked him to the ground. His cock was long and slightly thinner than Cerberus’s. With Dog Soldier on his back and us on top of him, we could feel his hardness in-between our ass cheeks. Dog Soldier tried to claw us but Zulla caught him by the wrist. She opened her mouth and blasted him again point blank. As he howled in pain, we maneuvered over his cock and slid onto him. I could feel our tits bounce as we used our thighs, sliding down to the hilt. The heat off our bodies burned hot. Zulla moaned and growled. Dog Soldier tried to struggle but Zulla overpowered him. She held him down as wetness covered our thighs. We squeezed our pussy and Dog Soldier yelped in pleasure. 


     I fell back on my training. Kaiju sex was very dangerous due to their over powering sex drive and aggression. I watched our pinned kaiju so I could be ready for anything. His wrist grew limp and didn’t try to fight back. We could feel an orgasm begin to build as his monster meat expanded. I checked my screen and could see that Ruby had everything under control. She had moved around and was on her knees. She was looking up at Cerberus as his cock filled her mouth. I remembered that her teeth also held neurotoxin and from the looks of it she was pumping it in with every sucking stroke. Cerberus was getting calmer and appeared to be getting dizzy. 


     I reached out to Tonya. “You, okay?” 


     “Yea, our arm hurts but I think I am close to taking this stud down. What about you?” 


     “Same here. I think we…” My world exploded in pain. 


     Something struck Zulla in the back of the head. The pain surged, causing feedback and making my head burst in agony. We fell sideways and hit the ground. Zulla’s mind cried out as I tried to calm her. We were both sluggish and attempted to roll over. We managed to do it and our eyes fell on Ruby. Dog Soldier and another dog like kaiju stalked over to Ruby and Cerberus. The unidentified kaiju looked like a twisted version of a Rottweiler. It dropped an uprooted tree. Its hulking form grabbed Ruby and hoisted her up from behind. It pulled Ruby’s arms behind her and locked them with his own. Cerberus seemed to shake off the dizziness and growled angrily.   


     The Rottweiler kaiju’s cock was just as monstrous as its body. It was fully hard and pressed against Ruby’s firm ass. Ruby continued to struggle. She blasted toxic gas at Cerberus’s face. Then she let out a scream as the Rottweiler’s cock pushed into her ass. I could see her red eyes go wider. We still had our connection and I could feel our world open up as her ass cheeks tried to accommodate the size. 


     I heard the Commander’s voice. “Ro!.....Ro!...Scrambling gunshi….ETA…minutes…name… Hunter….hold on…” 


     I couldn’t make out everything the Commander was saying. Connections were working but I could feel a fog of confusion. I think he called the new kaiju, “Hunter”. Ruby moaned as Cerberus slid into her. Both kaiju filled her and I could feel her mind explode with blinding pleasure and fear. The kaiju Dog Soldier rolled out his tongue and licked Ruby’s bouncing tits. 


     Zulla tried to push herself up. Weakness soured our muscles as we tried to move. Thinking was difficult as Zulla’s connection was erratic. The smell of kaiju ardor filled the area. I felt a pang of heat. A mental dam began to buckle. Zulla looked over. All three kaiju raised their claws and began slashing at Ruby as they pushed their cocks into her. Ruby screeched. 


     The dam broke and a tidal wave of heat slammed into Zulla and I. Our muscles began to work again and we were on our green scaly feet. An engine turned on and our minds dripped with lust. The fluid I floated in grew warmer and warmer as Zulla let out a burning roar. 


     Zulla stalked forward with each foot fall cracking the earth. Our green hands grabbed Dog Soldier from behind, lifted him up and threw him. His body crashed into the large forest. We turned our attention on Hunter. The connection between Zulla and I burned bright. We were no longer separate entities with our minds swirling as one. We dug our claws into the larger dog called Hunter. One motion and we yanked him away with his wet cock sliding out of Ruby. We knocked him down. Hunter’s large member stood straight up as he lay. In one smooth motion we mounted him. His massive fists tried to smash into us. We took control by punching him first. One punch was enough to daze him but we didn’t let up. We thrust our hips so hard, the ground underneath him started to crack. This was no gentle love making but full-on brutal kaiju sex. 


     Our clawed fist punched and punched as our hips slammed down. Hunter’s huge member slid in and out, the shaft wet with our monstrous cream. Our pussy tight with impossibly strong muscles, we hammered down. Fissures appeared as Hunter’s cock started to expand. From behind, Dog Soldier jumped on us and his cock tried to punch into our exposed ass. We opened up and felt him push in. Our movements became restricted as Dog Soldier fucked our ass and Hunter filled our gushing pussy. 


     We looked over and saw Cerberus holding Ruby. His eyes were locked on us. Ruby was covered in large gashes and bleeding small rivers of purple blood, eyes rolling into her wolfish head. Lust dripped from our eyes as we stared at Cerberus. He let Ruby fall and moved easily toward us. Zulla’s long tongue rolled out and beckoned the demonic dog closer. When the demonic kaiju drew closer, Zulla’s tongue snaked out and wrapped around his throbbing member. We brought him in close and all three kaiju filled all three of our holes. 


     Textured cables filled my mouth, pussy and ass. They all varied in size and feeling but the amount of pleasure set me on fire. Zulla pushed her long tongue under the shaft and pressed it against the roof of her mouth, her teeth lightly grazing the thick skin. We tightened our pussy and ass, keeping their monster cocks inside of us. Our lust grew into something similar to a force of nature. Its power rolled through our body and began sucking the energy from the kaiju around us. Our senses glowed and our beings vibrated. Zulla and I opened up to the universe and it filled us with pure sensation. 


     Hunter, the biggest one, came first. His cock buried in our pussy exploded. Jets of hot come shot out like heavy artillery. Hunter whimpered as we squeezed him, sucking in every bit of his steaming creature come. We didn’t let up as we continued on. The moment we felt him soften, our tail snaked around and stabbed the tip into the side of his throat. Specialized solution pumped into an artery. It will induce a coma and neutralize his toxic bones. Despite following procedure, we tightened hard to keep him in us. We didn’t want it to end. 


     Dog Soldier pounded us from behind, his monster snake getting larger by the second. Zulla’s tail curled around him as his hips moved like lightning. We also felt our own orgasm building. The phallic cable in me as Dog Soldier slammed into Zulla’s bouncing firm ass. Zulla’s throat hummed as Cerberus pushed in and out of our mouth. Salvia dripped from the sides as we looked up and watched. He smelled earthy as his furry body grew wetter. We felt fur on our scaly body as they crowded in, wanting, needing to spill their seed in us. We were so hungry it felt we couldn’t stop if we tried. 


     The buildup was reaching critical mass. We moaned as Dog Soldier howled. Globs of come shot out of his cock, filling our ass with heat and power. The dog kaiju couldn’t stop himself as he pumped and pumped and pumped. A second later Zulla and I had a wet explosion. In the hot fluid in which I floated, my eyes widened as I felt the orgasm tear us apart. Zulla broke off from sucking Cerberus and screamed an unearthly cry. A second later he pushed back into our mouth as we tasted kaiju pre come.  


     With our tail already coiled around, the stinger end stabbed into Dog Soldier’s neck and pumped solution into his blood stream. The kaiju was still pushing into us, whining from the intense pleasure. Hunter slid out of us, slipping into a full coma. Dog Soldier’s legs shook. He pulled out of our tight ass as another orgasm rocked our senses. The act of sliding out pushed us to the brink and over the falls.  When he slipped out fully, he stumbled back and fell onto his back. 


     Even though Cerberus stood over us, his hot breath travelled down onto our face. I grabbed my breasts as a phallic cable pushed in and out of my mouth. Zulla pushed her tits together against the bottom of the kaiju’s hot member. I pinched my nipples and Zulla copied me. The sensitivity pushed us into another orgasm as heat and musk rose from our body. Cerberus pulled out and come burst forth like a stream. It shot into our mouth, cheeks, neck and more poured forth onto our firm tits. 


     The waves of lust did not stop our mission. Our tail moved like a scorpion as we brought it up and aimed for the kaiju’s neck. The stinger flashed forward and Cerberus caught it. Surprise washed over us as he held our wriggling tail. With one motion, he broke our stinger. With our lust engine at full power, the pain was short and almost sweet. The kaiju looked down and a wind flowed over us. 


     In the distance, the sound of gunships filled the air. Cerberus growled and looked at our wanting body. Zulla reached forward, not finished with the night. The dog kaiju took a step back, dropped to all fours and ran into the forest. The crashing of trees grew fainter until the only thing we heard was helicopter blades. 


     Zulla crawled over to Ruby. Her breathing was labored but she was alive. I connected with Tonya and could see her life signs. Her heart was still beating. 


     “Tonya! Tonya! Can you hear me?” 


     “Yes. I think I am okay.” She sounded weak. “I saw what you did, impressive girlfriend.” 


     Zulla and I stayed with her, stroking Ruby’s mane. The smell of kaiju blood filled the air. We stayed until help arrived. 


     


  




  

     Four 


     Ruby was transported to the USS Mozart. Her wounds were pretty bad but with some rest, her regeneration should help her to a full recovery. Once Tonya was treated, she spent every minute with Ruby, talking and soothing her. Tonya’s little form standing at Ruby’s neck, holding her and giving words of encouragement. Ruby cooed with wet kaiju eyes of emotion. 


     The science team was able to complete their analyses. They had gathered mountains of data and prepared for the next phase of going through it and finding out what it was in the water. Preliminary assessments showed a direct connection with the mysterious lake and kaiju DNA. The news was huge and everyone was high fiving as the USS Mozart made its way back to America. The more they study the data, the better chance of finding out where the kaiju are coming from and maybe a way to stop them. 


     The science team left sensor tags on Dog Soldier and Hunter. The sensors were able to read their vitals and track their movements. The solution took hold on both kaiju. Their sex drives were greatly diminished, reducing their aggression and less likely of roaming too far. The solution also neutralized their toxic bones so should they meet their end, their bones won’t vaporize and poison the area for hundreds of years.  


     Me, I was congratulated on the good work. Taking on three kaiju at once was a new record and made me a celebrity in GEK Special Forces. I thought it would create a rift between Tonya and I. But she was fine with it. She never took it too seriously and was happy just doing her duty. Zulla was bruised but nothing she couldn’t handle. As soldiers walked by her, they would high five her massive thigh. It was sweet. Zulla slept the entire three days home. 


     Commander Frost did want to talk further about the mission. I kind of informed him it would have to wait. I slept on the deck with Zulla. Our thoughts connected as I worried about how I felt. I still couldn’t believe how much raw sexual energy we both experienced. Now that I was in my right mind, I could feel something in Zulla and I had changed. This “Lust Engine” was new, powerful and frightening. I ran my hand across Zulla’s scaly skin, wondering what it would mean for the future. I could feel Zulla give me a sleepy mental hug. I mentally hugged my lizard princess and reassured her that no matter what happens, we will overcome it together. 


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     Kaiju Seduction 3 
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     One 


     “Tell me about your first time?”  


     I sat in a comfortable red leather couch, one of those with a back so you can drape your arm and lay like a French model. Across from me with a pad in his hands was my therapist, Mr. Daniels. He wanted me to call him Matt but I wanted to keep this as professional as I could. Seeing someone to talk about my unusual sex life put me in uncomfortable territory. A place I never like to visit with strangers. 


     My name is Ro Talon, kaiju pilot and slowly realizing my sex drive is spinning out of control. My Commander directed me to see the ship’s therapist and here I was. I didn’t let on just how bad my drive was becoming but I think the Commander knew something was up. It wouldn’t be the first time a GEK pilot started to suffer from the effects of hypersexuality. When you take down monsters using your sexual talents, it takes its toll on the mind and body. 


     “How many times have you asked that question? I am sure many pilots have a difficult time with their first.” I was looking at his book shelf, trying to read the titles. 


     “The adjustment for all pilots is different. Some take to it naturally. Others have a difficult time. How was yours?” 


     I ran my fingers along the leather. “It was difficult for a moment. Then it…felt natural.” My thoughts went to Julius, the first kaiju to enter Zulla and me. 


     “How natural?” Matt pushed his glasses up. 


     “An experience of a life time, something only a few will ever know.” 


     “Has it had an effect on your normal sex life?” 


     My face went flush. “Sex life? I haven’t been with a normal man in years.” I noticed my fingers digging into the leather. 


     “Do you think you can be with a normal man?” 


     I felt heat creep up my neck and warmth between inner thighs. I looked Mr. Daniels in the eyes. A deep urge started to grow. “I…I don’t know.” I stammered. 


     Mr. Daniels leaned back in his chair and put the pad down on a small table to his right.  “Do you think you can be with me?” 


     My eyes dropped to his crotch. I could see the growing bulge and my heart beat a little faster. I sat up and eyed him like a piece of meat. He was a handsome man and the glasses made him very desirable like a teacher in class. I leaned forward and unzipped my uniform just enough to show my ample cleavage. Mr. Daniels was perfectly still as he watched me crawl to the edge of the lounge sofa.  


     “Come here.” He said with no emotion. 


     I gently went on all fours and crawled to him. He was powerful in my eyes and the urges whispered to me, begging and pleading to get closer. His legs were spread open as I crawled in-between them. Heat flowed off him like a river and I could see the object of my desire inches away from me. I felt a pang of nagging doubt. I immediately tried to push the urge away. Something about this felt wrong. This wasn’t natural. He was trying to control me. I backed away six inches. 


     “Don’t be shy. Being with a man is as natural as eating and sleeping.” 


     “You are my therapist. I should go now.” My hand went to the zipper of my uniform. 


     “Let me show you what you desire.” Mr. Daniels unzipped his pants and his rock-hard cock spilled out. 


     When I saw it, my body felt wet. I pulled the zipper all the way down and snaked out of my uniform. Mr. Daniels pulled his pants down and off. I bent forward like a wild animal. I sniffed his cock and his scent made me wetter. My tongue reached out and I swirled the tip. I touched my nipples as my tongue caressed his bulbous head. My heartbeat raced as my body glistened with perspiration. I couldn’t control myself as I locked my lips and took him deeply down my throat. 


     He tasted so good as I bobbed back and forth on his member. Mr. Daniels didn’t moan. I looked up at him and he had a gentle expression like a calm lake. I could feel the veins of his cock across my lips. One of my hands caressed my own thigh and touched my sensitive spot. I was so wet I was dripping. I began to rub. I tasted pre-come and sucked it down without a second thought. 


     “Sit in my lap.” Mr. Daniels commanded. 


     I pulled away from his cock with a long thin strand of salvia trailing behind. “No. This is wrong.” This couldn’t be right.  


     Mr. Daniels face melted into a storm of rage. “Do as you’re told or you will be punished!” 


     I pulled away shaking my head. “No! This isn’t natural!” 


     Mr. Daniels stood up and grabbed me. “I will show you natural!” 


     The therapist threw me on the red leather couch. I landed on my stomach and felt his hands on my hips. He hoisted me up and before I could struggle away, he was inside me. I let out a long deep moan. He savagely pumped into me and all I could do was stay on all fours. With each thrust, I felt ripples along my ass. My tits swung as my mouth made a perfect O. 


     I panted and tried to look back. My head was filled with heat and confusion. As I turned, I felt something sharp digging into my hips. My ass felt furry hips pushing into me. Shock filled me as I looked back and saw a snarling kaiju slamming into my ass. Julius roared and his cock bulged inside me. I tried to say something, anything to stop this madness. 


     “Please, don’t stop.” I whispered. 


     Julius roared as jets of come filled my tight slit. I cried out wanting more. 


     *** 


     My eyes fluttered open. My head was down, staring at nothing. A terrible ache pulsed between my legs as I slowly lifted my head up. I was in the ship's mess hall. Reports were scattered around me as I pushed the mental cobwebs away. The hall had a few soldiers eating and talking but for the most part it was empty. As the fog cleared, I remembered I was down here catching up on my reports. 


     I glanced at my watch and saw that it was eight pm. The dreams were ruining my regular sleep cycle. It has been like this ever since the Kaiju Lake mission. I thought I would catch up on my reports. It seemed that they were boring enough to put me out. I gathered up my papers and made my way to the entrance. After a few turns I reached my room.  


     Once I was in my room, I stripped down and threw my uniform in one corner and my wet panties in another. It was nice to feel nothing but air on my skin. Then I bit my lip as I thought about the dream. It was true; I haven’t been with a man in years. With the work I am doing now, it has had a dramatic effect on my personal life. I already committed myself to doing my duty, but I worried about the long-term repercussions.  


     I tried to organize my room and keep busy. I kept stopping and getting that thousand-yard stare. My thighs were slick again and had to towel dry myself. I had so much going on in my head it was difficult to do anything. I spotted my prescription of valium. As much as I disliked taking drugs, tonight was a different night. I had to get some rest. I popped a pill, turned out the lights and laid down. The darkness swirled as I lay thinking about the choices I made and the kaiju in my dreams. 


     


  




  

     Two 


     I sat on the edge of the deck of the USS Ranger looking out into the ocean. Zulla was swimming in circles. Her huge form looked natural in the water with her green scaly skin glistening in the sun light. I smiled and cheered her on.  


     Last night was the first restful sleep I had in weeks. Despite the strange dreams, the world has been pretty quiet. Since Kaiju Lake, there have been no kaiju attacks for the last six weeks. It was almost like the world breathed a sigh of relief. Satellite tracking showed the monsters in South America to be behaving normally. The forty we do track, none have made any attempts to cross the DMZ in Mexico or travelling via the ocean. It almost seemed like they were content on their continent.  


     All of this provided great rest and recoup time. The reports I was looking over last night had to do with the discoveries made from the samples taken from Kaiju Lake. It would seem our world kaiju problem had something to do with the water. The science division found that the samples contained specialized bacteria. They are only activated on full moons and have incredible DNA changing properties. The scientist went on to speculate that it wasn’t a one stop shop for making kaiju. Animals had to have certain DNA markers to be a candidate to grow into a monster. If this bacterium affected all living animals, the world would be overrun with monsters. 


     The science division is still working on trying to figure out all the markers for the transformation. Other questions that came up were how long does the process take, and why is the bacteria only active on nights of the full moon? Despite the questions, we were on the right track to curbing and maybe even stopping the kaiju threat. 


     I threw my hands up and cheered as Zulla burst from the water and dived back down. I connected to her via my implant and could see but not feel what she was doing. GEK pilots have about a twenty percent connection rate when they are away from their kaiju, inside the rate jumps to ninety six percent. As I went over my logs from the Kaiju Lake mission, I noticed my connection rate jumped to ninety nine percent when I took on those three kaiju. This was something Command noticed and another reason why I have to see a therapist every week. 


     A screen appeared in my field of vision. I watched as Zulla swam, scaring away schools of fish. I tried to push away the dread of my next therapy session. Last night was the first time I thought of my therapist in that way. I had no idea how I was going to look him in the eye ever again. Talking about it wasn’t high on my list either.  


     Zulla burst upward again, gave a throaty roar and hit the water with a splash. Some of the deck crew joined in on cheering her on. It was a spectacle to see, a giant female monster playing in the water. Sometimes she would stand up and her firm breasts would undulate as she gave a happy roar. The crew would wolf whistle and clap. Zulla would sink down and swim with her tail and perfect ass just out of the water. 


     Commander Frost came up from behind me and sat down. “Beautiful day, and the view is pretty nice too.” 


     “Yes Commander.” I smiled. 


     “Don’t be so formal. Will is fine.” 


     “Sorry Com…Will.” 


     “You seem pretty rested today. You're finally taking your medication.” 


     “Yeah.” I looked away but kept smiling. 


     I knew the Commander kept tabs on me. In GEK Special Forces it is all about fighting, training and relationships. They encourage you to develop strong bonds not only with your kaiju but everyone you work with. The Commander was like a father figure to me and while most of me kept it professional, a small piece of me found him endearing. 


     My personal view screen flashed red. A small box appeared and something pinged on a holographic ocean map. I looked over at Will. He was silent for a moment. Seconds ticked away and then he grinned. 


     “Commander?” 


     “I wasn’t sure he was going to make it.”  


     In the distance there was an explosion and a huge plume of water reached for the sky. As the water crashed down, something stood up. I was on my feet trying to get a better look. Will stayed where he was sitting.  Zulla came to the surface, her smooth reptilian face pointed in the direction of the falling plume. 


     It moved with ease through the water. Its muscular outline contrasted against the ocean background. Zulla raised her upper body out of the water. She gave a deep throaty growl. I reached out and tried to soothe her. 


     The kaiju came into view silently. Its skin was gray like a dolphin. It had the shape of a man with a swimmers build. Broad shoulders and T shaped with heavily defined muscles. It had a chiseled square jaw. The creature’s nose was a bit pointed but what really drew me in were its eyes. They were black and shiny like onyx. The kaiju turned its head and it had a semi clear webbed fin from the top of its head getting smaller toward the back. I followed its eyes and saw that it turned its head to see Zulla. 


     “Commander, is that Gray Song?” 


     “The one and only. He is coming to assist keeping watch on the Atlantic shipping lanes. Things have been quiet in the gulf and he wanted to do some travelling.” The Commander said as he stood up next to me. 


     Gray Song and his pilot, Byron Wall, were at the Battle of the Line. They helped contain the battle on land. When the rogue kaiju tried to rush the barricades, some spilled into the ocean. Gray Song pushed them back onto land. He kept many of the rogues from bypassing our defenses.  


     I quickly called up Gray Song’s file. The GEK was a genetic combination of dolphin, whale and shark. His breath weapon is a highly tuned sonic blast. It was this ability that helped to push back several rogues back onto land. Gray Song was hurt during the battle earning him a purple heart for his heroic deeds.  


     The gray kaiju moved to the edge of the carrier and looked down at us. Zulla had fallen silent and watched us. I checked her vitals and her pulse was a little elevated. I reached out to try and calm her but she ignored me. I tried again and she gave me a low mental growl. She has never done that before. I could see from my vantage point that Zulla was staring. 


     Gray Song moved close to the deck. The Commander and I stepped back as a line appeared in the middle of its chest and opened. Reddish fluid spilled out as a man emerged. He jumped down and landed feet first on the deck. He fell to one knee and was coughing up liquid. Several crew members rushed over to Byron with a device and put it over his mouth. Ten seconds later, he stood up and they removed the device. When we emerge from our GEKs there is the shock of removing the embryonic fluid from our lungs. Without any help it could take a few minutes of hacking and adjusting to air again. Thankfully we have equipment that helps pull the fluid from our lungs and pumps oxygen in. Plus, you get used to it. 


     Byron stood at attention in all his naked glory and saluted us. Will and I saluted but my eyes were on his fine muscular body. It was very similar to his GEK, minus the gray skin and fins. His matted hair was a dirty blonde. His green eyes looked into mine and shifted away for a second. 


     “Lieutenant Byron Wall reporting for duty.” A crew member brought over a blanket and covered the pilot. 


     “At ease Lieutenant, glad to have you aboard. This is Lieutenant Rosemary Talon.” 


     “Please call me Ro.” 


     Byron put out his hand. “It is a pleasure to meet you. I heard about Kaiju Lake. That was some nice work.” 


     I took his hand and shook it. He had a firm handshake. “Thanks, all in the line of duty.” 


     Byron was about to say something when we all turned our heads to a low rumble. Zulla was next to Gray Song, running her clawed hands down his thick shoulder. Gray Song made the oddest expression, almost like he was surprised. Zulla sniffed at him and her hand went past the water line, squeezing his ass. 


     The Commander laughed as I reached out and tried to get Zulla to settle down. I heard that sometimes GEK’s will develop infatuations but I didn’t believe it till I just saw it. Zulla was smitten. She was checking out Gray Song like a piece of delicious beef. I couldn’t blame her. For a kaiju he was pretty hunky, but we had to keep things professional.  


     After a half a dozen times of communicating “Heel!” Zulla backed off and gave the saddest moan I ever heard from her. Gray Song shifted but wasn’t particularly bothered by the cheap feel. Heat crept up my neck in embarrassment. This was a hell of a first impression and I really did just want to run away and hide. Zulla sank into the water, her eyes locked on Gray Song. 


     “Well, I am glad your GEK’s are getting along. You should make a good team.” 


     Byron turned to me. “I look forward to the next two weeks. I would like to hear more about Kaiju Lake.” 


     I was about to give a response when the carrier went on high alert. Information appeared on our internal displays. I glanced over at Commander Frost and his eyes darted around taking everything in. 


     Frost turned and looked up at the bridge. “Is this right? How did it get so close?” He shouted. 


     Lines of communication linked up. “It was travelling deep below sonar range along the Puerto Rico Trench. It is two miles out and closing.” 


     Frost turned to us. “I need you two to dive. An unknown kaiju is making a beeline straight for us.” 


     


  




  

     Three 


     Zulla moved close to the deck of the USS Ranger. I unzipped my uniform as her huge green hand reached out for me. I stepped naked onto her hand and she lifted me to her chest. A line appeared above her cleavage and opened. I dived in and it closed behind me. My lungs took in embryonic fluid as wires and tubes reached out for my naked form. I felt cables connect to the back of my neck, spine, arms, legs and my womanhood. My connection rate went from twenty percent to ninety six percent. Emotions and thoughts intertwined as my visual display appeared. 


     Sonar was indicating something big was moving toward us. Its speed was tremendous. Numbers blinked in red showing it will reach us in ninety-six seconds. I felt a link request from Byron. I hesitated to okay the connection. I never linked up with a male pilot and kaiju. Zulla and I went through the simulations but the real thing put me on edge. Three seconds passed and I approved the connection. 


     Gray Song and Byron flooded me with new sensations. I floated, taking it all in. I could see not only through Zulla’s eyes but Gray Song’s as well. With the link, Byron did the same.  


     “Connection established.” I thought and those thoughts were translated into audio for everyone listening. 


     “Confirmed.” Byron finished. 


     The afternoon sun was low in the sky as we stood in the ocean. The outside world had become silent. Sonar scans continued to ping the rogue kaiju’s location. We waited side by side to see what was coming toward us. Water bubbled up and something raised its head out of the water. 


     I could feel Byron’s shock just as he felt mine. The face of the kaiju was that was a beautiful woman. Her head was hairless and her skin color was that of a light ocean blue. She had perfectly almond shaped eyes, a delicate nose and full dark blue lips. The creature raised part way out of the ocean. Water trailed down her delicate neck and large firm tits. Her nipples were a dark blue and they pointed in our direction. 


     Kaiju normally have male and female forms but they have consistently had animal features. Throughout the war there has been only one instance where a rogue kaiju looked almost like a man and that was Titan, the same kaiju which Blue X took down over eleven years ago. The Kaiju Lake mission opened our eyes to the possibility of people becoming kaiju but this blue creature before us seemed to confirm it. 


     Frost woke us up from our trance. “We are running facial recognition. Byron, you’re lead on this mission. Ro, you are his back up. Scans already indicate she is much larger than what you are seeing. Her designation is Blue Rain.”  


     Gray Song stalked forward through the water. The rogue kaiju kept her position. She eyed Gray Song as he approached. As he drew close, she let out shrill scream. All of a sudden, we were moving. Zulla moved forward of her own accord. I could feel she was being protective of Gray Song. I tried to pull back on the reins. 


     “Ro, get Zulla under control!” Frost commanded. 


     Water rippled and tentacles burst from the ocean. Gray Song’s arms went up as blue tentacles wrapped around them. I could feel him bracing himself. His body lurched and he was dragged under. Zulla screeched and dived after him. 


     Our eyes adjusted and we could see Blue Rain dragging off Gray Song toward the trench. Zulla kicked her massive legs and followed suit. I was able to get a good look at the rogue kaiju. It had the head and body of woman. Its hourglass figure was striking as was its looks. Her arms were normal until you reached the elbows where they splintered into two long thick tentacles. Her thighs were muscular and firm but again they splintered at the knees into two more tentacles. Her pussy was smooth showing nothing more than a thin line; her tits were large and perky. 


     Gray Song struggled, pulling at the tentacles as they constricted. I only managed to see the top half of his body while on the ship but now I could see all of him. His feet only had two long clawed toes on each foot with webbing in-between. His legs were thick and powerful. I could feel Zulla’s eyes fall upon his impressive gray member. It was semi hard and swinging from side to side as he clashed with the squid kaiju. 


     A tentacle wrapped around Gray Song’s cock. I could see the look of lust on Blue Rain’s smooth face. She began to squeeze and pull. Zulla and I were struck with a sudden sense of pleasure. I was not prepared for the sensitive feelings as the tentacle stroked. We fought through the wave of bliss and reached the two of them. A tentacle wrapped around Gray Song’s throat. He clawed at it trying to get a grip. I could feel the pressure as the rogue kaiju began to squeeze. Zulla reached with her green clawed hands and dug in sharply. We un-wrapped the tentacle and pulled it away. 


      This enraged Blue Rain. Her tentacles shot out in all directions and one struck us across the jaw. We were dazed from the force of the blow. I could see her wrapping her tight body around Gray Song’s prone form. Zulla began to move when a tentacle snaked around each of our thighs. I could feel cables wrapping around my legs just as it was happening to Zulla. The struggling underwater was giving me vertigo as we were tugged closer. On another screen in my vision, I could see Gray Song look down. Blue Rain used her leg tentacles to encircle his hips. She lowered her tight slit onto his now hard member. Gray Song groaned. I could feel the tightness slide down the shaft. Blue Rain smiled and her eyes turned to us. 


     Her arm tentacles had a firm grip on us and slowly pulled our thighs further apart. Zulla opened her mouth, charging her lighting breath. Our mouth glowed and another tentacle flashed out striking us on the nose. Zulla screamed as she fired a stream of lightning. It missed Blue Rain completely and shot skyward. 


     A tentacle tickled Zulla’s smooth pussy. I looked down and could see a cable change to look like the appendage touching us. I commanded Zulla to grab it but it was too late. The end snaked into us. Warmth trickled throughout our bodies as it moved. I experienced feelings of Gray Song in the rogue kaiju and its tentacles in us. It was overpowering as Zulla and I bucked our hips. Our minds grew wet as it pushed further and further into our tight hole. The sides of our pussy expanded with each thrust. 


     The three of us were caught in the throes of ecstasy as we fought for control. Zulla was brought in and our body pressed close to Gray Song’s body. I could feel Zulla get angry as we both felt Blue Rain pumping on Gray Song’s cock. Underwater the blue kaiju vibrated with moans. Our bodies warmed the water around us as the three of us writhed. 


     Blue Rain opened her mouth in a silent moan as her body moved against Gray Song’s muscular form. Zulla and I struggled but her pushing in and out distracted us. The more we fought, the tighter she coiled around our bodies. Zulla’s head rested on Gray Song’s shoulder, her eyes watching as the blue kaiju thrust her hips onto his hard gray cock. 


     “Ro, brace yourself.” Byron said through the hurricane of sensations. 


     Gray Song turned his head downward and screamed. A stream of sonic power struck Blue Rain square on the chest at point blank range. The blast separated the three of us. We were dazed and tried to right ourselves. The rogue kaiju floated away from us partially stunned. Gray Song moved to us and held Zulla by the waist. 


     “You okay?” Gray Song looked at us but I heard Byron’s voice. 


     “Yea, we are okay.” I said as the confusion faded. Zulla stared at Gray Song with hungry eyes. 


     With all the connections, emotions and thoughts were mixing into a warm soup. Zulla wanted Gray Song. I could feel Byron have feelings for me. His thoughts betrayed him as his mind mixed with mine. I saw flashes of him reading about me. I felt the heat of our meeting just a short time ago. I saw the image of my face glow in his mind. My feelings on the other hand fell into a deep dark hole. I lusted after the beautiful tentacle monster starting to stir. In truth, I lusted after all monsters. 


      I pulled myself together in an instant. Zulla noticed and pushed Gray Song’s arm away. Strings of commands darted out of my mind. Zulla and I merged deeper and we become one. My lust engine was not in command but I felt it moving, shaking to be released. I closed it down in a mental cage as I took control of the situation. 


     “Byron, we are going to wear her down. You come in and finish her off.” 


     “But…?” 


     “Just do it Lieutenant!” I mentally shouted and nearly blew our internal speakers. 


     Zulla snaked her body forward as Blue Rain’s eyes fluttered open and locked on ours. Her face twisted into hateful desire as she rushed to meet us. Both kaiju slammed into each other with such force there was a visible shockwave. Tentacles wrapped around us. We could feel the end of one push against our tight slit. As several tentacles wrapped around our arms and legs, one pushed into our quivering folds. Zulla growled underwater as it pushed deep into us. Then another touched our engorged lips, sliding in next to the first one. We were opened more than I knew we could. They pushed back and forth. The large part of one tentacle was rubbing against our pussy walls while the tip of the other one played with our G spot. Zulla felt the oncoming orgasm. She bit down on a tentacle as a wet explosion happened between our legs. There was a mighty rip as Zulla bit off the end of the tentacle and swallowed it. 


     Our senses were pushed to eleven. Zulla’s blood was boiling as another orgasm started to build. I swam with the flow of pleasure. Blue Rain let her tongue slip out and push into our mouth. She pressed her naked body against us, her nipples rubbing against ours. I could see from Gray Song’s point of view as he swam up behind Blue Rain. His gray webbed hands grabbing her hips. He pulled the blue kaiju onto his hard shaft. She gave a deep underwater cry as the tip of his cock pushed her lips open and he slid in. The three of us moved in sync, our bodies trapped in a dance of pleasure and pain. Gray Song opened his shark tooth mouth and bit Blue Rain’s shoulder. She wrapped a tentacle around him urging him to bite deeper. Her hips wiggled to accommodate his large, thick cock. Rivers of heat pulsed inside Zulla as the tentacles stretched us. We floated as one being. I had phantom feelings of Gray Song’s cock between my legs. I could feel Blue Rain squeezing, urging to taste him. I could feel the build within Gray Song and within Byron. 


     Another orgasm rocked us. One of Zulla’s hands clenched into a fist and punched the rogue tentacle kaiju. Blue Rain smiled as a faint trace of purple blood floated from the edge of her mouth. Gray Song quickened the tempo as his hips thrust harder and harder into Blue Rain’s trembling slit. Our bodies rubbed together and another orgasm pushed through me and Zulla at the same time. All I could think about was wanting more and more. 


     Gray Song’s cock bulged. He was ready to deliver the solution to neutralize Blue Rain’s toxic bones. Zulla wrapped our arms and legs around the blue kaiju. Our tail raised just in case. Gray Song cried out and in a split second the rogue kaiju pulled off of his hard cock. White globs burst from Gray Song’s member. Panic filled me. We had to get the solution in her to stop her. Zulla’s tail flashed forward aiming for the neck. Blue Rain twirled, lashing out tentacles in all directions. We were thrown back, not making contact. Zulla opened her mouth and fired her lightning breath. The bolt grazed a tentacle. Chaos bubbled as we tried to restrain her. Blue Rain brought her tentacles down and jetted upward. A stream of black ink sprayed from her pussy. The entire area turned dark. Zulla swam through oily darkness and we could feel the heat of Gray Song next to us. 


     The black mist cleared and the blue kaiju was gone. 


     “We have her on sonar. She is moving away from your location. Still heading North.” The commander informed us. 


     “We will pursue.” Gray Song was already kicking. 


     “Negative Lieutenant Wall! Get back to the carrier.” 


     Zulla and I floated during the verbal exchange, lost in a sea of bliss. Despite not completing the mission, we felt satisfied. Even as I floated in Zulla’s chest, I licked my lips like I just had a full meal. Everything felt right and for once it did not disturb me. Something in me was changing. I wasn’t sure a mortal man or woman could fill this deepening hole in my spirit. I did want to chase after Blue Rain. Not to stop her but to continue entwining our bodies. Was I losing my focus? These rogues need to be taken down so they don’t destroy everything humanity has built. We lost one continent to them. How long before we lose all of them? This war will have an end but right now I couldn’t tell if it will be us or them. 


     Zulla kicked her legs. The two GEK’s slowly rose to the surface in the late afternoon sunlight. 


     


  




  

     Four 


     I was ready to eject when I received a transmission from the Commander. “Stay put the both of you. We are not out of the water yet.” 


     I smiled. “You have been waiting all day to say that exact phrase.” 


     “I wish it was simply that. First off, facial recognition came back. Blue Rain’s features are an exact match of a missing person ten years ago. Her name was Maria Hill. During the exodus from South America, she went missing. The search was called off due to the danger presented by the growing number of kaiju. She was considered dead.” 


     “Commander, the implications of people becoming kaiju is going to throw everyone into a panic.” Byron said with a hint of dismay in his voice. 


     “Precisely, that is why this information is now classified. We are the line of defense against the monsters. The public doesn’t need to know this piece of information yet.” 


     “What is the second part?” I chimed in.  


     The Commander was silent for a moment. “We are going over the data. The rogue kaiju was just a scout. During your altercation, sonar and satellite feeds picked up four more kaiju moving northward. We triple checked the information. They are moving together as a unit and are on course for Miami Florida.” 


     Byron and I stayed silent. The Commander continued. “They will make land fall in four hours. At full speed, they will overtake us in three.” 


     “What’s the plan?” Dread filled me. Taking on several kaiju is dangerous in its self. There was no way Zulla and Gray Song could take on that many. Every scenario would mean our deaths. It is a numbers game plain and simple. Even at the Battle of the Line, the rogues fought our kaiju and themselves. Five moving together as a unit is unprecedented.  


     “Engines are priming. Brace yourselves for a long night.” 


       


     ~Fin~ 
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     One 


     “Prepare a volley of concussion missiles!” I heard the captain shout in the background. 


     The USS Ranger was moving at full speed for Miami Beach. The rear gun batteries had been firing nonstop for the last hour. Two of the four guns were starting to overheat. One shut down from a misfire. Zulla and I were on the main deck on all fours, trying to keep our balance. Gray Song swam next to the GEK carrier providing escort. 


     The sun had just set and the sky blazed red. Four dark shapes moved behind the carrier in the dying light. My holographic display showed radar grids and satellite feeds. The group of kaiju moved with a steady pace. They had been trailing us for the last two and a half hours. The USS Ranger has been spraying the area with weapons fire in an effort to slow them down. So far it wasn’t working. 


     Zulla’s tail waved back and forth as she watched the dark shapes in the distance. Commander Frost wanted us on deck ready to add Zulla’s lightning breath. The rogues haven’t moved close enough to get an accurate shot so we waited. They were however getting closer and everyone aboard knew we wouldn't make it at our current speed. 


     My name is Ro Talon and right now I am in the chest of my kaiju Zulla, getting ready to fight a losing battle. 


     “First volley is active.” A soldier notified the captain. I was linked up to communications and digital video. I could see and hear everything happening in real time.  


     “Fire!” The captain commanded. 


     Weapon hatches opened on the side of the carrier and four missiles rocketed upward. Zulla watched with fascination as the missiles curved in midair and blasted toward the four giant shapes in the water. Concussion missiles are designed to explode one second before impact. The shock wave was enough to deter and even stun a kaiju of any size. It was one of our best non-lethal weapons against the rogues. Hopefully they will get the hint and stop their advance toward the US coastline. 


     Each missile was centered on a rogue. I watched my display as they moved toward the beeping red dots. Ten seconds later they exploded. Zulla’s eyes took in the flashes of light in the distance. I checked the radar and the monster’s speed had not reduced. They moved with focused attention for the Florida coast. We still had an hour and a half before we reached the mainland, thirty minutes before they reach us. 


     “Fire the entire payload.” Commander Frost directed at the captain. 


     “If we fire everything we have, we will be defenseless.” The captain shot back. I could tell the stress was getting to him. Ship’s internal sensors showed his temperature was raised. 


     “Captain, at this rate they will overtake us. Our best chance right now is to hit them with everything we got and hope it's enough to slow them down.” Frost was calm but his eyes were intense as he stared at the captain. 


     The captain looked away for a brief second. He squared his jaw and looked back at the commander. “And if this doesn’t work?” 


     “Those kaiju are going to rip this ship apart. We just have to get as close to the coast as possible. Assets are being mobilized but we need to buy them time.” 


     The captain stood silent for a few seconds. “Fire entire payload.” 


     All missile hatches opened and forty-six missiles launched. The radar on my holo display lit up with moving objects. The sky glowed from the tail light of projectiles. They streaked across the heavens, aimed at their targets. Zulla and I were still as a summer pond. The strings of missiles reached their targets and exploded. The horizon burned like the sun for moments. Zulla reached out with her green scaled hand to block out the brightness. Radar and satellite feeds went dark. 


     I was biting my lip as the light faded and night settled in. The area was blanketed with smoke. Radar showed that the targets had stopped moving. I checked the video feeds and could see that everyone waited with bated breath. Five seconds passed. Ten seconds passed. We hit thirty seconds and the crew was ready to celebrate. I let go of my lip at forty seconds. Hands raised and then the radar beeped. The mood soured as the rogues started to move again. 


     Several roars vibrated in the distance. Zulla’s naked body flexed as her slitted eyes looked on. One of the dark shapes emerged from the smoke. It opened its arms and long webbed wings folded out. It screeched and made an impossible leap into the air. With wings outstretched, it soared high. Zulla growled as the kaiju flapped further and further upward. With one last screech, it pointed down and dived for the carrier. 


     Gun batteries blazed to life. Zulla stood up and the entire carrier rocked side to side. The kaiju barreled down, dodging a storm of hot metal rounds. Right before impact, it flashed its wings out and hovered above the ship. Zulla opened her mouth and charged her lightning breath. I watched as the rogue glared at us. 


     It looked like a giant humanoid bat. Its body was thin and muscular, covered in black fur. Its nose was up turned and wet. It had large pointed ears, both faced in our direction. Its eyes locked on ours and it snarled. As the creature flapped, its cock hung low between its legs, semi hard. Zulla unleashed her lightning. An electrical bolt shot forward striking the creature on the chest. It screeched in pain but stayed airborne. It continued to flap and then it screamed. 


     The shock wave hit us dead on. The entire carrier shifted as we stumbled back. Zulla regained her footing. Cannons trained on the rogue kaiju and returned fire. Zulla and I shook off the daze. We looked up and saw the bat kaiju’s mouth open wide. It screamed again. We stepped back as the sonic wave hit the deck. The ship groaned as the deck bent inward, cracked and exploded. Metal shards flew up at us and bounced off Zulla’s scaled hide. I directed Zulla to keep lighting the rogue up. 


     Zulla roared lightning. The bat kaiju flew up, dodging each bolt of lightning until one struck it in the shoulder. It turned and screamed. Gray Song surfaced and screamed his sonic breath. The air vibrated from sonic booms. The shock waves hit us and we fell against the command tower. Metal screeched as we rolled off and landed on all fours. Gray Song’s sonic breath hit the bat creature full on. It tilted and spiraled down straight into the churning ocean. 


     I could feel something was off. Zulla was not tired but I was. GEK’s have enough strength and stamina to keep going for days, even weeks before suffering from exhaustion. I on the other hand spent more energy than I thought fighting the squid kaiju Blue Rain a few hours ago. I gave a mental command for a stimulation infusion and two seconds later I was feeling energized. All GEK’s were designed to dispense chemical infusions if the need arises. My head cleared and I noticed Zulla was visually searching the ocean. She growled as she sniffed at the air. Information translated to my senses and I could smell the musk. It was everywhere and we could tell it came from the bat. I felt warmth between my legs as something inside me started to rattle the cage. 


     “Ro, come in? Ro?” Frost had an edge to his voice. 


     “I am here commander.” I communicated back. 


     “Are you okay? I see that you took a stim infusion.” 


     “Just a little tired. Nothing I can’t handle.”  


     “Good because things just went from bad to worse. The engines were damaged when the main deck was hit. We are slowing down.” 


     “Should we get off and push.” I said with a bit of snark in my voice. We looked into the hole and could see that the sonic blast not only damaged the main deck but also damaged a number of decks down. Men scrambled to put out fires. I immediately felt guilty trying to keep things light. 


     “If it would help then you would be doing it. But right now, we are coming up with a plan to…” The Commander was cut off. 


     An explosion blasted through one of the lower decks. Lights flashed and men screamed. Water exploded off the port side of the carrier. The bat kaiju surfaced with Gray Song. They were struggling as Gray Song tried to keep the bat in a headlock. They thrashed around and went back under. The chaos was getting out of control. One crew member was pinned under metal debris. Zulla reached down and picked up the girder between a finger and thumb. Other crew members picked up their wounded comrades and dragged him away. One gave Zulla a thumbs up. 


     I called up the live feed to the Bridge. The place was a mad house as soldiers and crewmen tried to put out fires and exploding consoles. The captain was bleeding from a head wound. He had a confused look on his face. Frost was issuing commands. 


     “Get everyone to the transport helicopters!” Commander Frost yelled in the background. 


     “Commander! We lost half our transports below deck. We don’t have enough for everyone.” One of the ensigns reported. 


     “Get the wounded to the transports!” 


     “I’m not leaving till everyone is off this ship.” The captain managed as he covered his wound with his hand. 


     “Bullshit Captain! You are getting on one of those transports. You two, get him to the main deck, now!” Frost commanded. 


     The captain tried to protest but Commander Frost was in charge at that moment. Two men helped the captain out a door. Others looked to the gray-haired commander for their next orders. 


     Frost looked at the nervous crew. “Give the alert. We are abandoning ship.”  


     


  




  

     Two 


     The smoking carrier was alive with activity. Sections of the main deck opened and platforms raised bringing UH-60 Black Hawk’s into view. I could hear the engines straining as the carrier struggled to keep going. Wounded were being carried and placed in each of the helicopters. A plume of water exploded into the night air as Gray Song and the bat continued their struggle. Gray Song punched the bat across the face and it screeched. The bat kaiju slashed outward with its claws. Purple blood dripped from three small claw marks on Gray Song’s chest. Gray Song roared and drove a webbed fist into the kaiju’s stomach. It bent forward and screamed. The shock wave blew water in all directions. Zulla leaped off the deck and splashed feet first into the dark ocean. 


     “We are coming to help!” I communicated to Byron. 


     “Stay with the ship. We can handle this!” Byron grunted. 


     Zulla halted but I could feel her worry about Gray Song. We stayed with the carrier and watched as they continued to battle. The bat kaiju rose up and slashed at Gray Song again. He caught the clawed wing and held the razor talons at bay. Zulla took the chance and fired off a lightning bolt. It streaked forward and struck the bat creature on the side of its face. It roared and clutched at its face as fur burned. Gray Song grabbed the kaiju and lifted it up. Muscles bulged as the GEK tossed the bat kaiju into the ocean. Gray Song turned to us and moved through the choppy water. 


     Zulla and I watched the carrier as Black Hawks took off. We could see that there were still crew members on deck by the dozens. My heart tightened when I saw Commander Frost on deck directing personnel to the life boats. Zulla waded closer. Her smooth reptilian face looked down on the remaining crew. 


     “Need a lift, Commander?” I communicated directly to Frost. 


     Frost smiled as he looked up at us. “I thought you would never ask. We have enough personnel to fill two large life boats.” 


     Gray Song moved next to us and took one of the lifeboats. Frost helped get crewmen and soldiers onto the second boat. He was the last one to step on once everyone was aboard. Zulla reached out and lifted it off the cables. The crew unhooked the latches. My green princess picked up the life boat and held it to her large ample breasts. 


     “Let’s get out of here! The Ranger is rigged to detonate!” Frost shouted. 


     Zulla and Gray Song began to move away. The USS Ranger smoked as its engines gave a final death rattle. It started to drift farther and farther behind us. Dark shapes moved closer to the carrier as it turned sideways making a direct barrier. The largest shape strode right up to the carrier and lifted two massive arms. I watched as it brought its black arms down smashing into the battle-damaged ship. The resulting explosion lit up the night sky. 


     Zulla held the lifeboat close to her chest. The shockwave hit our back and we bent like a tree in a hurricane. Zulla looked down and we saw that the crew was safe. Ocean water rained down and we pressed on. 


     “That won’t stop them for long. Keep heading for the coast. Hopefully that bought us some time.” Frost said over comms. 


     My eyes were glued to my holographic display. Satellites adjusted their sensor feeds and information started pouring in. The shapes did stop but were now slowly beginning to move again. We looked ahead and could see Gray Song and the transports before us. We cradled the lifeboat close and pumped our legs to catch up. Comms were active as Frost connected to GEK Special Forces. 


     “Get the wounded to Homestead Air Base. I want a welcoming party south of Miami Beach ready to pick us up when we make landfall. How goes the evacuation?” 


     “Miami is nearly evacuated. Assets have moved into position and are awaiting orders.” Command responded. 


     “Who do we have there?” 


     “Ruby and Kirin, Commander.”  


     I felt a flutter of hope knowing two more GEK’s will be joining the party. I fought alongside Ruby and her pilot Tonya at Kaiju Lake. I didn’t know much of Kirin or its pilot. A quick database search showed she was a new experimental model of Genetically Engineered Kaiju, something strong enough to take many kaiju at once. I was curious but it all had to take a back seat. We had enough problems at the moment and first thing was first, get everyone to safety. 


     Even in the dark of night, Zulla’s vision was superb. Her eyes took in star light and we could see the Florida coast off in the distance. I checked the radar feeds and they showed the four rogues behind us, large red dots moving at a steady pace. My body floated deep in Zulla’s chest. GEK pilots do endurance tests to ensure they can handle being connected to their kaiju. The longer you stay in, the harder it is on your nervous system. The recommended time a pilot can stay in their GEK is eight hours. Byron and I are now reaching hour six.  


     I connected with Byron. “How’re you holding up?” 


     The line was quiet for a few seconds. “I’m okay but Gray Song isn’t doing too well. He has some internal organ damage.” 


     “Did you tell the Commander?” 


     The line was silent for a moment. “No. Let’s just keep it between us. Right now, I am masking Gray Song’s feed to Command. Gray Song is being very brave and we will need all the help we can get.” 


     Thoughts swirled in my head. I could tell in his voice he was concerned but this made a bad situation a bit more difficult. We had no idea how powerful the other three rogues were. The bat kaiju had joined its cohorts. That type of action confirmed they are working together with a common goal. Their sex drives should be causing them to fight and fuck each other like animals but they moved with a purpose. Taking on one rogue at a time helped keep them at bay for years. If the rogues start attacking in squads, we would be quickly outmatched. There simply isn’t enough GEKs to handle the number of rogues in South America. Something had changed in their behavior and this felt like a turning point we weren’t completely prepared for.  


     We rapidly reached the coast. Zulla stepped on sandy beach and gently put the lifeboat down. Gray Song did the same. Soldiers and crewmen spilled out onto the deserted beach. Lights from the road greeted us. Trucks and APC’s opened doors and everyone made a beeline for them. We stayed put as Frost stood at our feet, his tiny form a mere dot to us. 


     Frost connected to me and Byron. “Miami has been evacuated. You two are to make your way to the city. Meet with Kirin and Ruby. Your files should be updating at this moment. We are pretty lucky. There are three males and one female rogue on route.” 


     My spider sense was tingling. “Commander, doesn’t it seem a little strange that we just happen to have the perfect pairing?” 


     “Command is thinking the same thing. It is a little too neat. There is speculation there is an intelligence we didn’t previously account for directing this squad of kaiju. Until we know more, you are to hold the city and neutralize the rogue threat.”  


     Zulla gave a small roar. Gray Song stood silently. Commander Frost made his way up the beach and stepped into the passenger side of a truck. He waved to us as vehicles reversed onto the road and sped away. As their lights dimmed in the distance Zulla turned to Gray Song and gave a small moan. 


     I connected to Byron. “I want to be clear, I didn’t tell the commander about Gray Song’s injuries out of respect to you. But I will not have your death on my conscious. If it starts to go badly, you will retreat from the battlefield. If you ignore my orders, Zulla will drag you away herself. Do we have an understanding?” 


      Byron simply said, “Understood.” 


     I didn’t want to be harsh but felt I had no choice. There is a fine line of being a hero or just being stupid. GEK’s do have accelerated healing and I prayed Gray Song will be okay sooner rather than later. Right now, the odds were very even but with Gray Song hurt, everything tipped in the enemy’s favor. I centered my mind and pushed away doubt. My shoulders relaxed and my fears melted away into a calming image of a lake. My heart slowed as everything sharpened into focus.  


     Zulla and I turned to Gray Song. “Let’s hurry or we will be late to the party.” 


     Zulla led the way with Gray Song close behind. Their foot falls shook the earth as their immense bodies strode with purpose toward the glowing skyline of Miami. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     We entered Biscayne Bay and the city was eerily quiet. Zulla turned her smooth lady like reptilian face back and forth, her eyes taking in her surroundings. I was going over Kirin’s file while looking at digital feeds. Gray Song stayed with us until we reached the center of the bay by the New World Center. Then he turned and began walking out toward open water. 


     “I am going to scout around. Be back in five.” 


     Before I could say anything, Gray Song stalked deeper into the water and dived under. Zulla and I were alone in kaiju ankle deep water. If I was breathing air I would have sighed, but oxygenated solution doesn’t seem to have the same effect. Instead, I went over all the information I could get my eyes on. 


     A large dark shape moved from a cluster of buildings and started running toward us. It smashed what few cars were on the streets and leaped feet first into the bay. There was a mighty splash and Ruby stomped toward Zulla. We turned just in time for Ruby to throw her furry arms around us and squeeze. 


     “You made it to the party! We missed you!” Tonya said playfully. 


     Zulla smiled the exact same moment I did. “Wish it was under better circumstances.” 


     Ruby gave a wolfish grin, her red scaled breasts heaved in excitement. “Don’t worry, after this party we will have the entire town to ourselves. Drinks are on me.” 


     From behind several buildings another GEK stepped into view. It made its way to the bay but stayed on the edge not treading into warm water. It had a strikingly feminine figure with golden scales covering its shoulders, arms, sides, thighs and shins. Its belly was flat and silky smooth in the city lights. The creature’s breasts were a kaiju sized D cup complete with golden nipples. Its neck was slender and even at this small distance it invited you to kiss and nip at it. The GEK’s face was beautiful with armored accents on its nose, cheeks and brow. Long cable like blonde hair flowed from its head and past its shoulders. Elven ears pointed up through the thick hair and the kaiju gave a slight smirk. My eyes couldn’t help but fall to her womanhood. It was covered in a tiny layer of curling golden hair. It didn’t hide the thin line that was her pussy. Her thighs were thick and powerful. She stood at her full glory while her tail swung behind her. I noticed the end of her tail was a ball with several spikes protruding out in all directions. 


     Ruby turned and looked at the golden GEK before us. “Ro, this is Kirin and her pilot Ami Chen.” said Tonya. 


     “It’s a pleasure to meet you Ro and Zulla. I would recommend getting out of the water. It will only slow you down and place you at a disadvantage.”  


     I noticed Ami’s voice was very quiet and polite. I pulled up a picture and could see she was of Asian descent. Her file indicated she was only five feet tall and just about a hundred pounds. Some of the other information I gleamed from her file was that she was very much into sadomasochism. Her body had an extreme tolerance to pain and her GEK was built to accommodate it. Where I was more an exhibitionist and Tonya was a nymphomaniac, Ami was a woman heavy into pain. I had a feeling despite her tiny appearance she was a person to be reckoned with. 


      Tonya cut in. “We have to stop them before they enter the city. We should link up and take them in the Bay if we can.”  


     “If you insist.” Ami said quietly. 


     Zulla stepped closer to Kirin. Water rippled outward in small waves. “It is a pleasure to meet you Ami and Kirin.” 


     Ami smiled on the video feed. Kirin gave a throaty roar and bowed slightly. The golden GEK stepped off the street and into the water next to Zulla. Our linking system connected and a flood of emotions and thoughts filled our minds. I was still linked up to Byron and Gray Song. The link would help us fight better as a team. I could feel Tonya greet me mentally by metaphorically licking my nipples. They pointed in response. Ami swam through my mind. She had a hunger that was almost as large as mine. I sensed it eating away at her with excitement. Her body cried out that it wanted this more than anything. I didn’t have my guard up like I should have. Her hunger touched mine and she shrank back. It would seem I might be more damaged than I thought. I reached out and my thoughts enshrouded her in a hug. We were going to be fighting together and I wanted her to know we were all on the same side. 


     Gray Song emerged from the water next to us and stood at his full height. My eyes went to his midsection where his gray skin was a little darker. I prayed his wounds were healing fast enough. I could see through his black eyes as he looked out of ours. The four of us stood together and even inside our GEK’s you could feel sexual tension. Our minds entwined and so did our desires. In the distance dark shapes appeared. 


     “Alright team, pick your targets. Look out for each other’s safety. We are mobilizing armor units to offer support. They are under orders to provide fire support if things get out of hand. Is everyone on the same page?” Frost’s voice said evenly. 


     “Yes Commander.” The four of us said in unison.  


     A horrific roar filled the air. Zulla’s body tensed. Nano batteries in her muscles fired off energy. Our heart beat in excitement. I could feel my lust grabbing the bars of its cage, clawing and roaring for release. A stab of fear ran through me and Zulla shuddered. I fought for control and quieted my mind. I let my senses loose and could feel the embryonic fluid flow in and out of my mouth. Strands of my hair floated around me and touched my shoulders lightly. My holo display glowed brighter as my eyes took in every particle of light. Hearts slowed and for a space of a breath our hearts beat as one. 


     Another roar echoed as one of the rogues launched into the air. Almost immediately the bat kaiju barreled at us. Zulla changed her stance. Her clawed feet dug into the sandy bottom of the bay. Her mouth glowed with little sparks of electricity seeping out. 


     “The bat kaiju’s designation is ‘Knight’.” Frost said with military coolness. 


     Knight dived right for us. Zulla reared her head back, opened her mouth and unleashed her lightning breath. A bolt of energy shot into the sky and struck Knight on the shoulder. It screeched as it spun out of control. I could feel Tonya and Ruby tense. They were hungry and wanted the first bite. 


     “We got this.” Tonya said calmly as Ruby stepped back and onto the street. Her black furry arms went up. Knight made one small screech as Ruby caught him by his fur and redirected his momentum into a nearby building. Knight crashed head first into steel and glass. 


     “So much for keeping them out of the city.” Tonya laughed. 


     Ruby stepped close as Knight struggled to break free of the twisted metal. She took in a deep breath and spit out a stream of stunning gas. The bat kaiju screeched and coughed. Ruby fell to her knees, cracking pavement. Her black clawed hand wrapped around the creature’s long cock. Her mouth opened and she slid it into her waiting maw. Knight coughed and then moaned as Ruby started sucking on his smooth member. Each time she drew back the rogue let out a screechy moan. It reached out and grabbed the sides of Ruby’s head. At first it looked like it was going to push her off. Instead, it helped push her head down, taking its cock deep into her mouth and down her throat. Tonya moaned in delight as it slid further in. 


     I turned to see the other rogues crashing through ocean to get to us. Their splashes churned the bay white as they set their sights on us. A snake like kaiju was the only one moving through the water with little effort. Its face was feminine but its expression was one of pure lust. The lower part of its body was that of a snake. Despite it not having two legs, I could still make out a slit on its lower half. The upper part had four arms, greenish scaly skin and bobbing perky breasts. It roared as it made a beeline for us. 


     “The snake kaiju is designated ‘Kali’.” 


     Gray Song moved to intercept. His T shaped gray body flexed as he rushed Kali. When the two met, the ocean exploded from their massive forms colliding. Clawed hands wrapped around Gray Song’s chest and dug into his back. Kali’s tail tightened around one of his legs. Her snake like eyes drunk in Gray Song’s face with lust as one hand broke away and grabbed his throbbing member. The sensations of it sliding into her warm box made me tingle. Zulla began to drip as my legs opened a little. 


     I fought for control through the sea of sensations. Pleasure poured in from Ruby and Gray Song. I turned my attention to a rogue splashing toward us. It was something out of a Lovecraftian horror. Its basic form was humanoid but its body writhed with tentacles. Every appendage was covered in them from arms, body, legs and head. Its large eyes glowed a menacingly blue. In between its legs hung three long tentacles swaying with each step it took. 


     “The tentacle kaiju is designated ‘Thulu’.” 


     Thulu slowed its advance and stared at Zulla and Kirin. I could feel pent up desire well up. My body radiated heat as I watched the kaiju take another step toward us. Zulla’s eyes looked past the shambling creature and in the distance another kaiju stood silent. Its body rippled with muscle. The kaiju’s face was crocodilian complete with boney ridges and slitted eyes. A thick massive tail swayed behind the T shaped rogue. It was the biggest kaiju I had ever seen. It easily towered over even the tentacle rogue before us. 


     Thulu moved close as small waves lapped at our shins. It made a gurgling roar. Zulla licked her lips and charged her lightning breath. There was a golden flash. Kirin charged forward throwing sea spray into the air. Her body connected with the mass of tentacles and water exploded. Claws flashed and several small tips of tentacles separated from Thulu’s arm. The horror’s appendages reached out. Kirin screeched as they wrapped around her limbs. As it drew her in close, tentacles from its chest reached out and clutched at her large golden tits. The tips pressed and wiggled over her nipples and I could feel Ami letting out a mental seductive sigh. The three tentacles hanging low between Thulu’s legs grew thicker and began to move. Kirin was lifted into the air and I could see she was dripping from in between her legs. She pulled an arm free and slammed a clawed fist into the rogue’s head. Thulu shrugged it off as the largest of the three tentacles touched her golden slit. It pressed against it and opened her pussy wide. Kirin let out a long moan as it pushed further and further into her. She continued to struggle but the tentacles tightened their grip. Her free arm slashed at the body. Thulu gurgled and brought a massive tentacle fist into her armored face. Kirin didn’t stop as she punched and slashed. She seemed to shrug off the blows which showed she could take it. But after a few strikes to her head, she spit up a trickle of purple blood. 


     Zulla and I couldn’t stand by any longer. We moved with purpose toward the entwined monsters. Zulla opened her maw and fired off a lightning bolt at the rogues exposed leg. It made noises as it dropped Kirin into the water, its tentacle still inside her. Kirin lifted her upper body out of the water on her elbows. I could feel Ami paralyzed with pleasure as the tentacle pushed further in. Zulla reached the kaiju and slashed at its writhing body. Several tentacles elongated and wrapped around our waist and arms. It held us at bay as another tentacle from between its legs grew thicker. The end of the second one probed our dripping slit. The more we struggled, the thicker it seemed to get. Zulla let out a moan as it too pushed against her kaiju womanhood and slipped inside. 


     In Zulla’s chest a thick cable pushed into me simulating the experience. I moved my hands grabbing it and trying to hold it back. Zulla mimicked my movements but she dug claws into it. I expected purple blood but Thulu bled clear fluid. This did not stop the advance of its thick member. It slid in and out of us and we fought to control the tempo. Our hands tightened around it and this seemed to only pleasure the monster more. I could see and feel Ami lost in bliss. Kirin lay in the water, her body rocking back and forth with the thick member inside her. Smaller tentacles wrapped tight around her tits, playing with her nipples. The third tentacle snaked out as if searching for a hole to fill. 


     Kirin lifted a golden scaled arm and wrapped fingers around the lost tentacle. I could see her guiding it down into the water, past the one already in her. The sensations I felt were subdued but I could feel her guiding the tentacle into her ass. Her second hole opened up and the third tentacle cock pushed in. It grew thicker the more it pushed in. Zulla heaved as pleasure radiated through us. Our tits bounced and tentacle reached out to calm their movement. Ami and I felt our minds drip as Thulu pleasured us both. The kaiju radiated heat off its body and down each appendage in us. 


     I felt a small sharp pain in my ribs. Kali held Gray Song down underwater but one of her lower arms was in the shape of a fist. She punched Gray Song’s damaged ribs almost knowingly. She screeched and continued as Gray Song shivered from the mixture of pleasure and pain. She squeezed her lower lips around Gray Song’s cock.  


     “Help me.” Byron said weakly in a private message to me. 


     When his fear touched my mind, I mentally pushed everything away. I sent orders to Zulla. Her eyes turned to see Gray Song being attacked by that foul snake monster. Her mouth opened and sparks of light flashed in her mouth. Then in quick succession, Zulla released lightning bolt after lightning bolt. Each one split the night air and stabbed into Kali’s back. She gave an inhuman scream as she attempted to turn her upper body around. Zulla turned to the tentacles around her and released her lightning breath at point blank range. Tentacles separated from their master and Thulu gurgled a roar. 


     Zulla managed to break away. Her scaled hand reached down and wrapped around the thick trunk inside her. She pulled it out with in one quick movement. Zulla let go and took a few steps toward Gray Song. We turned and looked back at Kirin. Her golden body writhed in ecstasy as she was double penetrated. 


     “Go save Gray Song. I will keep Thulu busy.” Ami said quickly. 


     I guessed she felt the same pain I did. With all of our thoughts and emotions mixed together, something of Byron must have gotten through to everyone. I felt better leaving her for moment. I could sense Gray Song was weakening. 


     In a few strides, Zulla grabbed Kali by her thin waist. Kali thrashed as she was lifted into the air. She wasn’t very heavy compared to Zulla’s strength. Zulla roared and slammed her down into the bay. Before Kali could recover, Zulla lifted her up again and slammed her down. The third time she was lifted up, the rogue female seemed dazed. Zulla wasn’t finished and brought her down one final time.  


     Kali moved lazily. Zulla brought her knees down on her shoulders and pinned Kali’s arms under our shins. Kali’s head was underwater and Zulla watched, ready for anything. Water rippled as Kali started to wake from her daze. I could feel that Zulla wanted to kill her outright. I soothed my lizard princess but there was an edge of pure rage circulating in her mind. 


     “Keep holding her down.” Byron said to me. 


     Gray Song crawled through the water toward us. His body came close to ours and Zulla shuddered. He crawled over Kali’s lower half. His chest pressed against our back. I could feel he was hard. His impressive member pushed into Kali’s exposed pussy. I felt Kali struggle for control but we kept her firmly held down. Bubbles rose up to the surface as Gray Song pushed into her. His cock drove down to the hilt. His body touched ours as he began pumping into her. Zulla was hot and quiet as his face snuggled into our back. Zulla caressed him with her tail. At this point Zulla and I diverged. I had no feelings for Byron or Gray Song but Zulla was all about the gray GEK. I could feel Zulla wanting Gray Song in her and not the serpent kaiju. He upped the tempo as he pushed harder and harder into her. 


     Zulla looked down and Kali must have been feeling good. Her tongue emerged from her mouth and caressed our thigh. It sent tingles through our bodies. Gray Song let out a small whimper as his face touched Zulla’s skin. Kali’s tongue stretched further and touched Zulla’s slit. There was a flash of anger but Gray Song touching her soothed it away. The tongue lapped and licked at Zulla. I could feel us creaming as heat played off all their bodies. Kali’s tongue found Zulla’s nub. The packed nerve endings exploded with light as her tongue slathered and slurped. Zulla held her own tits and rubbed her sensitive nipples. This was a threesome I didn’t fully expect and couldn’t fight the lust building inside me. 


     Kali’s body vibrated with passion. Gray Song plunged into her over and over again. Tight pussy lips gripped his cock and did not want to let go. Zulla caught wefts of Gray Song’s scent and an orgasm started to build. Kali was first when her whole body flexed and muscles tensed. We were lifted out of the water as her mid-section arched upward. She let out a watery scream with her tongue still inside us. Gray Song slammed his thin hips into the snake kaiju. 


     “Releasing solution!” Byron communicated to everyone. 


     I could feel jets of white hot come burst forth. We held Kali down as he slammed down into her. A torrent of come filled Kali’s tight hole. There was so much, it started to leak back out into the ocean. He drilled her until her movements became sluggish. After a few minutes she remained still with her tongue still inside us. Zulla stood up and Kali’s tongue slipped out and back into her mouth. She rose to the surface, crawled to the beach and fell unconscious. The solution was doing its magic, making her calmer and altering her bones so they were no longer toxic. 


     Zulla went to Gray Song who lay half submerged in water. His breathing was labored and an arm was clutching at his ribs. She let out a whimper while I connected to Byron. 


     “You okay?”  


     “Yea. We are just going to stay out of it for a while.” Byron said weakly. 


     “Can you move?” 


     “Yea. We will probably crawl next to Kali over there and take a nap.” 


     “Good work.” I said meaning it. 


     “You too.” Byron said with a nod. 


     Zulla began to stand with her fingers trailing up Gray Song’s neck to his cheek. She didn’t want to leave him and I couldn’t blame her. Despite her feelings, he was wounded. She wanted to stay and protect him. We would have taken that course of action if it wasn’t for the three remaining kaiju we had to defeat. 


  




  

     Four 


     Zulla stood to her full height and we surveyed the scene before us. Gray Song slowly swam/crawled away. The GEK was quiet as his body left a trail of ripples behind him. Zulla turned her head and could see Ruby was having the time of her life. The bat kaiju, Knight, had his back against another building. Ruby had mounted him, her legs clamped around his thin waist. Knight tried to claw at her but she spit stunning gas repeatedly into his face. I could see Knight’s cock snug in Ruby’s snatch. As much as he tried to fight it seemed that Ruby had him on the ropes. The building its self was taking a beating. As they struggled, glass shattered and steel twisted and bent. Tonya’s face on my holo display was lost in bliss. Her eyes shut while her mouth made a perfect O. 


     Our sights fell to the middle of the bay. Kirin was lifted in the air, held there by dozens of tentacles. Thulu’s eyes were shut as they writhed. I could see Kirin had all three of Thulu’s main tentacles inside her, one pushed in, another would retract. It kept a steady rhythm. The GEK moaned with two arm tentacles deep in her mouth. Thulu hummed. 


     “Ami, do you need assistance?” I said with an edge to my voice. 


     A few seconds passed. “No, I think he is coming.” Ami said with a whisper. 


     Kirin seemed to be taming the tentacle horror inside of her. Zulla could see that Kirin was releasing a higher volume of pheromones. Thulu sleepily opened its blazing blue eyes and shut them again. It was lost in the moment and seemed calmer than a normal rogue. Zulla still watched with intensity incase the creature decided to go berserk. 


     I softly directed Zulla to look out into the ocean. In the distance the last kaiju stood, staring like a stone statue. An eerie feeling came over us as it watched, almost like it was studying us. Its thick muscular body calm like a midsummer night. Even its tail lay motionless behind it. The rogue crocodile eyes taking in everything. Then it turned and stared at us. A shiver passed through Zulla and reached me. It wasn’t fear but I guessed anticipation? 


     Kirin lifted her head and stared at Thulu, tentacles still stuffed in her mouth. The three large tentacles grew thicker. Thulu’s eyes opened wide. They pushed in and out of golden GEK at a faster pace. Kirin shifted her weight and Thulu seemed to bring her in close. She pressed her golden tits against the monster’s chest. Her claws dug into him, holding on with her toned scaly arms. Her tits rubbed against him as smaller tentacles reached out, touching, pulling and caressing. Then Kirin moaned as white creamy fluids burst forth from her nipples. She pulled herself tighter to the tentacle horror as its chest was covered in milky liquid.  


     Thulu made a loud gurgling moan. I could see and to a lesser degree feel Thulu push everything into Kirin. Her pussy was stretched to the breaking point as Thulu bulged. A few seconds later he erupted. Ami made cooing noises as she was filled with the kaiju’s hot come. Tentacles clutching Kirin burst with more white-hot sticky fluids. Her jaw flexed as more burst forth. She drank down some while more flowed down the sides of her mouth. Thulu sprayed small streams of come all over Kirin. 


     Tentacles began to relax and Kirin was slowly lowered into the bay waters. With her feet firmly planted, she swung her spiky clubbed tail wide. It connected with Thulu’s tentacle neck. My holo display indicated one of the spikes pumped solution into the rogue. Kirin backed away as Thulu sank to its knees, gently rocking its upper body back and forth. Tentacles went limp and began sliding out of Kirin’s golden pussy and mouth. Soon Kirin was completely disengaged from the rogue. Her body covered in come. She dipped herself in the bay to wash off and licked what little come was on her fingers. Zulla stepped closer to Kirin. The golden GEK shook water from her scales and appeared ready to go again. 


     “What kind of attack was that?” I had to ask about the liquid from her tits. 


     “A special aphrodisiac solution to make rogue kaiju climax sooner. It lowers their aggression levels. It only works when they are 50 percent close to orgasm.” Ami smiled. 


     “You can tell at what percentage when a kaiju is close to orgasm?” Zulla and I had to rely on good old fashion physical touch. 


     “It is a GEK upgrade. I believe after some further testing all GEK’s will be updated.” 


     Kirin did seem state of the art. I was happy to have her on our team. At this rate it looked like we were going to win this round. I was starting to feel better about the whole night until I heard a crash behind us. 


     Zulla turned around to see Ruby having it out with her bat lover.  They were no longer in an embrace but separate and fighting like animals. Ruby slashed at Knight’s face with her claws. He screeched as she connected and knocked him head first into another building. A plume of smoke erupted. Ruby’s black arms moved like shadows as her red chest and belly flexed with each twist and turn. Knight pulled his head out of the building. Rubble and smoke rained down. The bat kaiju turned, opened its mouth and screamed. The sonic blast struck Ruby’s shoulder and she spun into a sky scraper. 


     Zulla stalked through the water and stepped onto the Miami streets. By the time we reached her, Ruby was picking herself out of the damaged glass tower. She snarled as Knight reached for her. His wings engulfed Ruby’s body and held her tight. Ruby spit more stunning gas straight into Knight’s mouth. The bat kaiju coughed and let go. With a spin, her tail crashed into the rogue. Its two-hundred-foot-tall frame crumpled into the waiting street below. Cars bounced as the entire area shook. Ruby gave a wolfish snarl as she reached down and turned him onto his back.  


     Knight was still hard, his long member lying against his belly. Ruby squatted over and grabbed it at the base. I could see she was dripping wet. Her nether lips were engorged and her tits heavy. She groaned as the head touched her sensitive kaiju pussy. Her juices flowed down covering the head. She lowered her hips and let out a deep wanting breath. Knight moaned and tried to shake off the cobwebs. Ruby picked up the tempo, her hips moving up and down with machine like precision. She roared and slammed down harder and harder. The bat kaiju’s beady eyes opened wide. Ruby let out a howl as her tits bounced to her rhythm. 


     Knight seemed to be confused as Ruby had her way with him. His claws went to her waist and then screeched long and hard. I could see the kaiju moving involuntary as he pumped into Ruby. She looked up and hissed. Tonya’s face showed she had climaxed and the aftershocks rippled throughout her body. Come leaked out of ruby’s pussy and down the bat kaiju’s shaft. Ruby continued to ride the rogue until her tail snaked over her shoulder. Knight gave one long haunting look, like he never experienced anything like that before. 


     Ruby slowed her pace. The stinger on the end of her tail flashed forward and stabbed Knight’s neck. Solution pumped in and the rogue kaiju whimpered. Soon his head lolled to the side and finally rested on the street. Ruby glanced down and winked as Knight’s eyes slowly closed. 


     Zulla helped Ruby stand.  She still seemed to be in the mood because one hand caressed her own tit while her other hand played with her wet lips. Her breath was hot and heavy on Zulla’s neck and breasts. Her wet hand went from her pussy to our tits. She smoothed her wet thumb over our nipple and they stood erect in response. 


     “Ladies, we still have one kaiju left.” Commander Frost cut in. 


     I couldn’t believe how my mind wandered. I was letting Ruby fondle Zulla and we were all pretty relaxed about it. I still felt a thick fog surrounding my senses. We had one kaiju left but I had to admit I felt pretty confident. This was no walk in the park but it certainly was easier every time we mated with these rogues. Was it really getting easier? I couldn’t tell anymore. My lust was strangely quiet despite the whole area reeking of monster sex. I had a strange feeling like this is where I belong. I wish that thought frightened me. It didn’t. 


     “Get to the Bay. The last kaiju is moving.” 


     Zulla and Ruby stomped through the city. Once we reached the bay, our collective eyes took in what came toward us. The crocodilian kaiju moved with ease through the shin deep water. Its gait was that of steady purpose. In between us and the large kaiju, Kirin stood in a battle stance.  


     “The crocodile kaiju is designated ‘Lizard King’.” 


     Kirin growled as Lizard King stepped closer, her golden scales glinting in the thick night air. The crocodile kaiju eyed the GEK with contempt. It seemed like it wasn’t terribly worried. I had a nagging feeling that this one was more intelligent than the others. 


     Lizard King opened his mouth without breaking his stride. His throat glowed a pale blue. I pushed Zulla to get into the water but it was too late. A stream of blue fiery energy erupted from the rogue’s long mouth. It made a straight line to Kirin. In a matter of seconds, it crossed the bay and struck Kirin dead on. The GEK flexed as the blast struck her. The blue fire bounced off golden scales and was redirected into the bay waters. A second later, water exploded upward.  


     We were already moving toward Kirin. Terrible thoughts flooded my mind. We were ready to pull her out of there. The water finished raining down and Kirin stood to her full height, apparently undamaged. She roared toward Lizard King and began to charge. 


     Lizard King kept up his relentless stride while Kirin made huge splashes from every running step the kaiju made. My sensor feeds indicated Ruby was right behind me as we tried to catch up. It seemed that Kirin could indeed take it but we still didn’t fully understand what we were up against. I tried signaling Ami to pull her GEK back but the look of determination fueled her resolve. 


     When Kirin reached Lizard King, there was a moment of hushed silence. Lizard King pulled back a meaty three clawed hand and drove it into Kirin’s belly. The force of the strike made Kirin double over. I looked at Ami’s face scrunch up in pain. 


     Kirin made a noise as the rogue kaiju brought another meaty fist into the side of her armored face. The blow was strong enough to knock her aside and into the water. Zulla fired off a lightning bolt. It cracked the sky and struck the kaiju in the chest. Lizard King continued on as if it was nothing more than a static shock. Kirin reached out to grab the wall of reptilian muscle but was met with another blow to her armored face. 


     I set off Zulla’s pheromones and silently communicated with Tonya and Ami to do the same. I had a feeling this beast had more aggression than sex drive going for it. Its huge cock dangled but did not respond even being close to Kirin. Lizard King stepped past Kirin and continued.  


     Zulla was smaller than the hulking rogue. Once he was close enough, he tried to swat us with his claws. Zulla dodged one strike and then another. Her arms went around his waist to not only hold him off but give the biggest dose of pheromones. Lizard King brought its scaled fists down on our back. The strike was strong enough to break our embrace. Zulla’s large form backed off. She looked down with her reptilian eyes and opened her mouth. A lightning bolt struck Lizard King in the knee. The huge kaiju growled and halted its advance. 


     Ruby came up the side while Lizard King focused on us. She moved in close and spit stunning gas into the rogue’s face. This time Lizard King roared and swung its arm out wide. Ruby caught his arm with both of her hands. She strained to hold back the arm in place. Ruby and Tonya grunted in unison. 


     From behind, Kirin leaped onto Lizard King’s spiked back. Large sparks appeared as her golden scales scraped against his pointy hide. Zulla grabbed his waist again while Ruby held his arm. My sensors showed the area was blanketed in pheromones. I had the perfect view of Lizard King’s huge member. I decided we had to push him to the edge. Zulla reached out with her long tongue and licked the long shaft from the head all the way up to the base. This caused the rogue’s cock to bounce in response. Now we were getting somewhere. 


     Lizard King relaxed for a breath of a second. His body flexed and he let out a devastating roar. Muscles bulged and all three of us were thrown off of him. The ocean swelled as three kaiju bodies hit the water hard. Moments passed as ocean water finished raining down. The three GEK’s slowly stood and could see that Lizard King continued on and was now stepping into Miami city. 


     “We need a plan. This isn’t working.” Tonya said with a look of frustration. 


     “I think we are on the right track. We have to keep him restrained.” I hoped I was right. 


     “Ro is correct. We need to keep him occupied.” Ami added. 


     We stood silently when a plan came to me. “Right now, we stick to what is working. Ami, can Kirin do that thing she did to Thulu again?” 


     “She can perform her liquid seduction attack again.” 


     I sent off a few silent communications. “Good. Ruby and Zulla will try to restrain him and you spray him with everything you got.” 


     “How are we going to restrain him? Three of us couldn’t do it for long.” Tonya chimed in. 


     “If this works, we won’t have to restrain him for long.” 


     The three of us sent out directives to our GEK’s. Together they started moving toward the city to catch up with Lizard King. Helicopters and gunships began circling the city. I connected remotely to their cameras to view the carnage. Spot lights cut through the night to illuminate the kaiju crashing through buildings. Its tail swung back and forth destroying everything it came in contact with. Thoughts swirled in my mind as to why the creature was avoiding us. Its behavior seemed to suggest that it was fighting its nature to mate. It was studying how we took down the other three rogues. Now it was doing everything it could to play hard to get. If my plan worked, we should have him on his back in no time. 


     Lizard King opened his maw and fired his blue fire breath. It slammed into a building burning a hole through it. The blast kept going and carved through two more. The rogue roared into the night sky. The city of Miami was taking a beating and the kaiju showed no signs of slowing down.  


     The crocodilian kaiju turned a corner and immediately growled. Down the street Gray Song stood. His arm was holding onto a building while the other arm clutched his ribs. His black eyes stared with determination at the large kaiju. Lizard King gave a roar. Gray Song took in a deep breath and screamed a sonic blast. The waves hit Lizard King’s chest. Gray Song poured it on as he continued the sonic onslaught. Lizard King tried to brace himself but the street cracked and shifted. Lizard King fell back with a mighty “THOOM!” 


     The three of us manage to sneak in close. The moment Lizard King was down, we pounced. Kirin stood over Lizard King’s face, her pussy dripping onto his snout. Her tits engorged before streams of white fluid burst forth. The honey smelling milk rained down on Lizard King as he struggled to regain his wits. 


     “We’re first!” Tonya cried out as Ruby slammed her knees down over Lizard King’s member.  


     It has started to grow and stiffen the more of Kirin’s milk showered down. His arm went to push away the golden GEK but Ruby took hold of his member. She pushed it to her dripping lips. The head and shaft were so thick; I didn’t know how she would get it in. Using her thigh muscles, Ruby lowered herself and rubbed her lips all over the head. There was a wet slurping noise as she let out a torrent of clear fluid. Then by pure force of will Ruby pushed the head into her sopping tight hole. Ruby let out a howl as she force fed the monster cock into her.  


     Zulla landed on Lizard King’s chest. Her weight would help keep the rogue on his back. We faced Ruby as Kirin was behind me showering the kaiju with her milk. Something in me became hot. Ruby was pushing that cock into herself but she barely made it halfway down the shaft. She bounced on tense legs up and down, dripping down the shaft. I felt something in me claw its way to the surface. The cage I kept it in was breaking apart. My lust engine, my lust monster was in breaking through. I fought for control but I became weaker with every second that past. 


     I pulled the pin and let the cage swing wide open. 


     Zulla licked her green lips as she reached forward and grabbed the shaft. When it was firmly in her grasp, she began jerking the Lizard King with each stroke from Ruby’s pussy. We laid down the length of the huge kaiju, our legs wide and our pussy giving off heat toward Lizard King’s neck and face. I could feel Kirin’s milk spraying and dripping all over our ass and back. Zulla pumped with her hand as her tongue reached out for Ruby’s pussy. We licked her nub and Ruby let out a monstrous gasp. 


     Our efforts were having an effect. Zulla and I could feel Lizard King’s tongue reach out and lick our dripping slit. I could see on my feeds that Kirin was rubbing her golden clit while watching us. She did it over Lizard King’s face and he stared right back. Ruby let out a howl/scream from an orgasm. Her body shook and trembled. 


     “It’s so big! It’s so big!” Tonya repeated over and over again. 


     Her pleasure center was off the charts. I could see her body readings elevated with each orgasm. In the span of a few minutes, she had a dozen orgasms. Ruby and Tonya’s mouth hung open as they continued to pump, her perfect tits bouncing with each thrust. Ruby’s core temperature began to rise after three more orgasms. 


      “We can’t keep going.” Tonya managed to say. 


     Ruby pulled off the steel hard cock and fell back into a small building. The rubble held her up in a makeshift chair. Ruby’s eyes were closed as her hands rubbed her wet pussy and nub. Kirin walked past us. She stood over the massive member, legs spread wide and dripping from her curly gold slit. Zulla held Lizard King’s cock straight up and beckoned with her eyes. Kirin bent down onto the head. Her pussy seemed to be able to take more. It stretched over the head a little easier than Ruby’s cunt. Her glinting scales bounced light from the helicopters as she lowered herself down. Juices flowed as Kirin took over for Ruby. Ami opened her mouth and eyes in the video feed as Kirin went down past the halfway point and nearly to the base. Everything was stretching as she rode the mammoth cock up and down over and over again. Her body readings spiked continuously. We pulled our hand away and held onto Lizard King as his tongue probed us. I felt we were gushing all over him as his tongue whipped at our sensitive spots. 


     Lizard King moved his hands to Kirin’s thighs. He raked his claws over her golden scaly thighs. The motion created sparks but did not penetrate. Kirin was armored for just such occasions. She pumped her legs and more fluid gushed from in between her thighs. Her large round tits leaked more white fluid. It ran down her body and onto Lizard Kings muscled armored stomach. Kirin cried out as she brought her body down as far as it could go. She was opened wide and I could make out only a little bit of the base. The rest of his huge member was deep inside. I heard the rogue kaiju breathing harder. 


     “It’s too much!” Ami screamed. 


     Kirin lifted herself up. Lizard King’s hard cock slid out of her with a wet “SLOP!” Her thighs trembled as she stumbled. There was a crash as she fell to her knees, her massive form breathing heavy. One hand held her upper body up while the other played with own pussy. 


     Lizard King’s cock flopped before us. Zulla took it in her hands and licked the head with her tongue. The king kept licking and slurping our juices. Zulla pushed the head into her mouth and began sucking. We felt turned on and couldn’t stop. This is what I wanted. This is what I always wanted. I never wanted this experience to end. A thick cable pushed into my mouth while Zulla sucked on his member. My body cried out for more. 


     Zulla pulled the monster cock from her mouth and crawled forward. We stayed on all fours and looked behind. Zulla and I smiled as Lizard King stood up. He weakly stepped toward us and fell to his knees. The connection rate between me and Zulla was near perfect. We functioned as one being while whirls of heat dived in and out of our minds and bodies. I didn’t know where I ended and Zulla began. 


     We gyrated our hips. I felt something poke us. Lizard King’s cock touched our sensitive slit and we cried out like an animal. Everything about us opened wide. Our senses took in everything, the night air, the sound of wetness dripping from Zulla, the heavy breathing from the crocodilian prince. Then Lizard King pushed into us and my mind touched something bright and all encompassing. 


     The thick shaft spread our lips to the breaking point. We pushed our hips onto his member. His cock slick from several kaiju and our own juices, I could feel every vein as he slid it to the hilt. I felt complete. I looked forward and could see the frenzy whipped up in Ruby and Kirin. They watched while I was on all fours. The Lizard King pumped his hips and looked down at me and at the two GEK’s as they pleasured themselves to us. Our firm ass bumped against him as he upped the tempo, his scent driving us all mad with lust. We squeezed our pussy as much as we could with each stroke. 


     Time seemed to stand still. Everything took on a warm hue as our bodies moved to Lizard King’s powerful motions. Something in me had burst and my body felt like it touched that mythical nirvana. I curled up in Zulla’s chest while a thick black cable pushed in and out of my slit, simulating the kaiju entering Zulla. I swam in warm liquid and Zulla reached out to touch me. I pulled her toward me and our bodies caressed. It was like dancing on a distant star. I looked away like a dreamer caught chasing a butterfly. In the far-off distance, I saw something move. It sang to me a warm enchanting melody. My vibrations tuned into it and swam in that direction. Zulla pulled at my ankle. She didn’t want me to go. I tried to reason with her that I had to go to the melody. Zulla pleaded some more. When she shed a tear, I stopped and fell back into our embrace. 


     My eyes fluttered open. The cable was expanding in me. My lust clawed at me, urging me to push and pull. I squeezed the cable and Zulla squeezed Lizard King’s hard cock. It bulged so much it felt like we were going to be split in half. With one final shove, his cock pushed all the way in. The head expanded and a stream of come burst forth. We cried out as our hips slammed into him. On and on his come poured out. We flexed our pussy muscles to milk out every drop. This went on for minutes until the rogue kaiju pulled his wet shaft from our hole. He made it to his clawed feet before stumbling into a glass building. The sound of breaking glass shattered the calm night. 


     Zulla’s tail whipped out and stabbed Lizard King’s neck. Ruby and Kirin were on their feet. Ruby’s tail lashed out and stabbed his side. Kirin brought her club tail across and a spike embedded in his shoulder. We pumped enough solution to take down several kaiju. Due to Lizard King’s size, we wanted to be sure. 


     Lizard King had a faraway look but in an instant his eyes focused. He roared and his arms lashed out. Kirin was shoved into the street. Zulla managed to duck. Ruby was taken off her feet by his tail. She landed with a crash and the whole area shook. Zulla reached out and grabbed Lizard King, her claws digging into his armored flesh. The kaiju stared hard at us before aiming a clawed fist into our chest. The punch knocked the wind out of us and we fell back crashing into rubble. 


     Lizard King roared long and hard into the night. After he finished his bellow, he turned and headed for the ocean. The three of us laid where we fell, too exhausted to move. Zulla had a difficult time holding her eyes open. Our eyes started to slowly close as we watched Lizard King step into the ocean and walk away. Darkness fell and we disappeared into the deep abyss of sleep. 


     


  




  

     Five 


     My eyes fluttered open, around me stood Commander Frost, Tonya, Byron and Ami. I was in a hospital bed and frankly getting a little sick and tired of waking up in one. Everything was white and almost glowing. I couldn’t tell if it was my vision or if I was in a dream. My eyes adjusted and everything took on a sharper appearance. 


     “Welcome to the land of the living.” The commander smiled. 


     “Do I even need to ask what happened?” I tried to smile. 


     “You were in a coma for five days.” The commander said flatly. 


     “Don’t worry girlfriend, we were in comas for three days each.” Tonya said cheerfully. 


     I looked at Byron. “How’s Gray Song?”  


     Byron gave a weak smile. “He is recovering. The damage was extensive. He won’t go on any missions for a few more weeks. We are glad you are okay.” 


     “You all did great work out there. We are still investigating the data collected. Hopefully soon we should have more information.” Frost said as he squeezed my hand. 


     “And the city?” It looked pretty messed up from what I last saw. 


     “Miami took a beating. It will be at least two years before it will look like it did. But that is better than the entire place being leveled.” 


     “Zulla misses you.” Ami smiled. “I made sure to visit her every day.” 


     I smiled. “Thank you.” 


     My thoughts went to the Lizard King and the other rouge kaiju. “Did we truly beat them?” 


     Frost’s face darkened a bit. “Kali, Knight and Thulu were subdued. The solution neutralized their toxic bones. They have been transported back to South America. Lizard King marched back into the ocean and a short time after that disappeared from radar.” 


     “We pumped enough solution to stop several kaiju.” I said with disbelief. 


     “Until he shows up again, we have no idea if it took effect. But we will keep watching out for him.” 


     I laid back into my hospital bed. Tonya bent over me and kissed my cheek. Her hand squeezed my boob. 


     “Glad your back.” Tonya whispered. “When you’re ready, drinks are still on me. You were pretty damn sexy out in the battlefield. I think Ruby and I are in love with you.” 


     I let out a deep laugh as I grabbed her chin and kissed her on the lips. She stuck her tongue in and I couldn’t help but laugh some more. 


     “Should we leave?” Byron smiled. 


     “I want to see where this goes, for science!” Ami laughed. 


     The room erupted into laughs and giggles. I connected to Zulla. She was having a fitful sleep. When my mind touched hers, she relaxed and gave my mind a gentle lick. I let out a deep sigh in between Ami's attempts at goading Tonya into my bed. 


     The melody I heard before was still there. My mind held onto it like a precious stone. I could feel its gentle pull south. I don’t know what it was but it snared my heart and called me like a parent calling their child. I felt like I was different now and had no idea what to do next. My lust was back in its cage, sleeping like it just finished some huge meal. For the first time in a long time, I felt normal. 


     My eyes fell on my fellow pilots. My heart leaped by simply watching them. They felt very much like family, a group who had come together, being there during the rough times. I didn’t know what to expect next in this strange duty I have taken on. But it felt good just knowing they will be there with me, fighting the good fight, stopping the growing kaiju threat by seducing each one until we have won the war. 


     ~Fin~ 
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     One 


     The doors opened and a foul stench drifted in. Alric’s nose wrinkled as he forced his legs to move. Stepping out beyond the main doors, the young man’s heart beat like a jackhammer. Thoughts swirled as he made his way into the dirty street. Thick shafts of light burned through the thin layer of smog, illuminating the street in subdued brilliance. 


     Alric lifted a hand up to shield his eyes from the sun. Heart thumping like a freight train in his chest, he tried to admire the outside world of the towers and found its dirty glory seriously lacking. Used and crushed cans laid about while something that looked like a rat scurried away with trash in its mouth. Grime covered walls and windows along the street as filthy neon signs continued to glow, even in the midday light. 


     Alric turned his attention upward, still shielding his eyes. Magnificent towers rose into the party gloomy sky, shiny and wonderous. Measuring hundreds to thousands of stories tall, they stabbed upward with promise of comfort and security.  


     Alric wanted to turn around and step back in. If he made it to the elevator, he could be back in his place and pretend this was all a faint nightmare. Lowering his gaze to the grimy street, he knew he was already here. He simply had to walk two blocks and he would be at Dr. Neon’s place. 


     The young man took a deep breath to calm his nerves and immediately regretted. He coughed and choked before an alert filled his gaze. 


     Activating filtration implant.  


     A swirling symbol appeared in the corner of his gaze, and his breathing became normal. The small implant at the entrance to his lungs worked, filtering the toxins from the air and allowing scrubbed oxygen to fill them. Breathing easier, he pushed away the nagging doubts and began to walk. 


     Thoughts rained down like mad harpies as he tried to regain control of his anxiety. First time out of his tower was like entering an alien landscape. A man lay in a gutter, eyes closed and a stupid smile on his face. He was covered head to boot in filth but the simple smile told Alric all he needed to know. The man was lost to a nano drug called Pure. It created euphoria by stimulating and converting serotonin while keeping you in a dream state. With one injection, it could last for an entire year. The nano-drones would only wake you for activates for survival but once you ate and drank, the user would fall back into a stupor until they needed to survive again. 


     Alric walked by, hating the knowledge filling his mind. He spent weeks researching the lower levels, watching vids and gathering every piece of information he could. The worst of humanity lay at the bottom levels and the streets. Either genetically inferior or unwilling to work for the systems in place, they were sent to the lower floors. Those who didn’t follow the government mandates were forced to relocate as well and sometimes, driven to the streets. It created a system all citizens had no choice in. You worked and earned your way up to nicer floors and added security or you were relocated to levels where crime was rampant and human life was worth less than zero.  


     Wisps of smog drifted by along Alric’s ankles as he looked to a corner and saw a humanoid sentry drone. Its black armored body stood, plasma rifle magnetized to its chest and forever watching eyes scanning the area. Alric lifted his trench coat’s collar but gave the drone a head nod. The sentry continued to scan the area as if he didn’t even see him. 


     Moving along, the young man put a little more energy in his step. Focusing on his goal, he quickened his stroll. Thoughts turned jagged as he tried to calm his beating heart. It was just a small procedure and he would be out in an hour. An image of Lana touched his mind and his pulse slowed. She would be waiting for him to return and then he could talk all about his harrowing journey in the slum streets of York City.  


     Alric smirked to himself as he walked along. The city’s name was changed over a hundred years ago as it grew taller and larger. Like a hungry mold, it grew over land and water to accommodate the growing populace when it was no longer safe to live in more rural areas. The drifting poisonous clouds ate through small areas, killing all living things without effective filtration systems. If there was a power outage, families faced a chance of falling asleep and never waking up again. 


     The young man cursed under his breath, his mind a kaleidoscope of random thoughts. He had a safe home and loving partner. He may not be considered for the Mars Relocation groups but he could still live his life in safety in the mid-floors of the Blue Sky Tower. The Mars Relocation intuitive was nearly fifty years away but Alric was fine living out his days in security while the world continued to die. 


     Waking up from his muddled thoughts, Alric smiled as he saw a neon sign with a doctor in a white lab coat with sunglasses greeting him. When he took a step closer, a holo image appeared of the doctor, pointing the way in. A metal shuttered door slid upwards as darkness greeted him. 


     Alric took a deep breath, knowing his small journey was only at the halfway point. Taking a step forward, he froze as an outline of a large man stepped into view. 


     Alric’s heart fluttered in fear as a thick, green-skinned humanoid stepped out. Slightly pointed ears covered each side of the bald head as tusks jutted from behind thick lips. Small eyes narrowed for a moment, sizing Alric up while a white triangle was painted over one eye. Thick muscles pushed out against thick skin as the humanoid stood at about six foot three. Alric was not small, standing at six one but to stare at the thick shouldered monster of a creature before him caused him to feel smaller.  


     The green humanoid huffed in annoyance as he saw Alric as not a threat. Alric was quick to step aside as the thick creature stepped past him. Alric was sure the orc would have bashed him out of the way if he didn’t move. Once the orc reached the street, it turned and walked away without a second glance back. 


     Alric found himself struggling to breath and let out a big exhale. He had no idea he was holding his breath. Turning to the entrance, he hurried in and the metal door shuttered down behind him. 


     Neon lights glowed red along the corners of the corridor. A sinking feeling pulled down on the young man’s spirit with every step. The red light gave the hallway an otherworldly feel, like marching into the abyss itself. Alric firmed up his resolve and pushed on. Hand reaching into his coat, he touched the handle of a small plasma pistol in a hidden holster. Remembering the number of credits he paid for it, he at first felt it was too much. Now that he was here on street level, it was worth every credit. If it came down to a fight for his life, he would be armed and go down shooting.  


     Reaching the end of the corridor, a metal door slid up and white light spilled out. Alric ‘s eyes squinted as he stepped in. The door shuttered behind him and a sliver of gloom wrapped around his spine. 


     White tile glowed along the walls, ceiling and floor. A man in a lab coat stood, next to a terminal and several hovering tables with instruments on them. A worn-out chair took up the middle, several robotic arms above it. The room was clean and smelled of cleaning chemicals. It was enough for Alric to wrinkle his nose. Gaze floating down, the young man noticed a barred drain with crimson streaks along the metal and spots around it. Another tendril of anxiety caressed his nerves as he took a deep breath. 


     “Alric Vine,” Dr. Neon asked while he placed tools and equipment on the floating trays. 


     Alric nodded. “Yes, Dr. Neon.” 


     The Doctor held out a hand but didn’t turn around. “Your payment went through. Undress and take a seat. The procedure shouldn’t take longer than an hour.” 


     Alric hesitated, mind drifting to his trench coat and the pistol hidden within. The Doctor was going to put him under but he hoped the strange man didn’t rummage through his belongings. It was one of Alric’s many worst-case scenarios, several of them also involving his organs being harvested or waking up in the sub-levels as the main course of flesh eaters. 


     Not wanting this to take any longer than needed, Alric began to undress. A large metal tray floated next to the chair and Alric began piling his clothes on, making sure the coat was on top. When he was fully nude, he climbed onto the chair and sat back, muscles tight. 


     Dr. Neon turned around and Alric’s eyes widened a hair. The man wore dark glasses but the rest of his face was pulled back like a tight tarp. Cheekbones pressed out at the tightly pulled skin. Lips were stretched, giving him an almost demonic grin. Black hair was pulled back like his face, giving him an almost alien appearance.  


     Dr. Neon stepped closer, floating trays staying at his sides like trained servants. Alric found himself talking just so he didn’t vault from the chair and run out into the streets naked. 


     “I saw an orc leave your office. I didn’t know you served mythics here.” 


     Dr. Neon stepped closer as the trays surrounded Alric. “I cannot discuss doctor patient privilege but I can tell you, I help all for the right price.” 


     Alric nodded a little too quickly. “I understand but I thought all mythics were dangerous rebels? I mean, wouldn’t he be arrested on sight? Are they allowed to move around on the street and sub-levels?” 


     Dr. Neon moved tools on trays, rearranging them for better access. “First time on the streets?” 


     Alric nodded again. 


     “If I were you, I wouldn’t ask too many questions unless you want sentries questioning you. Now, how many hours do you have on your access request before your considered missing?” 


     “Twenty-three hours,” Alric said a little too quickly. Every tower citizen had to put in a request to access street level. If he didn’t return by the end of the designated time, a drone retrieval unit would be activated and search for him. It was a way to ensure safety for valued citizens, even one like Alric who had no real future prospects. 


     Dr. Neon nodded. “I’m sure you hear all kinds of stories. Many of them are not true. We don’t harvest organs and no one is going to eat your flesh, at least not on the street.” 


     “That sounds like something someone would say and was going to do it anyway,” Alric smiled nervously. 


     Dr. Neon nodded as he picked up a breathing mask. “You’re funny, very funny. It would hurt my business if patients went missing so you have nothing to fear. I’m going to put you under now. When you wake, you should feel fine but give it an hour before you use the implant.” 


     “Yes, Doctor,” Alric said in a soft voice before the mask was placed over his nose and mouth. 


     The edges of the mask suctioned on and gas began to flow. Alric mentally commanded turning off his filtration implant but activated a subroutine to filter out the gas should his body began losing blood or organs were being removed. Despite the Doctor’s reassuring words, Alric didn’t want to take any chances. 


     Dr. Neon picked up a tool. Alric’s eyes grew heavy, lids sliding down and darkness consuming him. 


     The abyss yawned as Alric floated. Serenity coiled around his body like a snake and he found himself smiling. There were no doubts or worry. He was free of all earthly bonds. It felt magical until a beeping sound touched his senses. Lana’s face appeared in the darkness before it melted away, shafts of light stabbing into his eyes. 


     Alric blinked as he tried to regain his senses. Not sure what was happening, he turned on his filtration implant. The fogginess lifted after a few seconds and his eyes began to focus. 


     Dr. Neon stood, cleaning a tool. Alric gazed down to a spider drone as it cauterized the small incision just over his groin. The spider drone finished its work and leapt onto a tray before curling into itself and forming a tight ball. 


     Alric reached over and dug out his pants, slipping them on as Dr. Neon continued to clean his instruments. 


     “The operation was a success. As I said before, give it an hour before activating it. You’re free to go and be sure to tell others about my services. It will be greatly appreciated.” 


     Alric slipped his shirt over his head, gaze darting to his coat and sitting on the edge of the reclined chair. “Thank you, Doctor.” 


     Dr. Neon turned around with a wide, toothy grin. Alric knew the sight of his pulled back face was going to give him nightmares for a few weeks. 


     “If you need anything further, please contact me through the usual channels. I have upgrades for your implant to enhance your experiences.” 


     Alric touched his coat, wanting to run back to his tower and forget he was ever down here when the very air wrinkled. The oddness slowed him down as he turned his head to the Doctor. Ripples shimmered behind the Doctor as he stood with his demonic grin. The edges of the grin slowly fell to gravity’s pull as he slightly turned his head. A dark flash filled the chamber before a cloaked woman sprang forward, a short sword swinging around and the edge touching the good Doctor’s neck. Another hand grabbed his hair and held his head in place.  


     Alric was frozen, staring at the woman as shadows of her black hood covered most of her face except for her chin and dark purple lips. Gloved hands held the Doctor as lips curved into a wicked smirk. 


     “Dr. Neon, so glad we could meet again,” the woman’s voice floated into the air like velvet. 


     “Whisper, please, we don’t need to behave like this,” the Doctor said nervously. 


     “Yes, we do. You know who I’m searching for and your name came up on one of my hunts. Which is strange since you told me last time you never had contact with him.” 


     “I haven’t had any contact with him,” Dr. Neon nearly stuttered. “It was coded messages, asking for advice. That is all. He sent them to many of the network doctors.” 


     The shadows receded and an eye stared into Alric’s soul. The young man stood still, watching with wide eyes.  


     “I’ll need to see those messages to confirm,” Whisper said slyly as she pulled the sword back. 


     Dr. Neon nodded as he stepped to a terminal. Fingers tapped at the keyboard and the screen glowed on. The cloaked woman in black leather stood to the side while Alric continued to stare.  


     Dr. Neon tapped at a few more keys before stepping back, standing between Alric and the woman in black. 


     “There are the messages. Please scan them and go.” 


     Whisper stepped closer to the terminal. Left hand up, she began tapping at keys while her eyes scanned the information. 


     Dr. Neon rubbed at his head as a bead of sweat dripped down from a stretched temple. The only sound was the tapping of the woman in black with a sword in her hand. Alric couldn’t believe what he was seeing and looked to the door, planning a quick exit. 


     “Whisper, he will only be found when he allows himself to be found,” Dr. Neon said as a hand reached for a cutting tool on a nearby floating tray. 


     Whisper recorded the messages as she kept her wicked grin, “I’m not playing his game anymore and neither should the rest of the world.” 


     Shadows lengthened under Dr. Neon’s eyes as his hand gripped the sharp tool. “He is the Master. He dictates the adventure.” 


     Whisper’s grin faded away. “He doesn’t dictate me,” the woman in black said as she whipped around, short sword out. 


     Dr. Neon’s eyes widened as he raised the cutting tool, only for Whisper’s blade to slice across his throat like a hot knife. Blood spurted as his left hand went up to clutch at the wound. A blink later, his face exploded outwards. Gore, brain matter and crimson streaks bounced off Whisper’s leather clad body. Pieces of white skull hit the tiled floor with a clatter.  


     Whisper stared from under her hood, Dr. Neon standing for a second, what was left of his head flopping to the side before it collapsed. Behind his crumpling form, Alric stood, plasma pistol in hand and eyes as wide as saucers. When the dead Doctor hit the ground, Alric’s pistol hand began to shake. 


     “Thank you but I had it under control,” Whisper said as she wiped blood splatter from her porcelain white cheek. 


     “I…I…never…killed…anyone before,” Alric said as he lowered his pistol. 


     Whisper wiped blood off her leather covered chest. “You get used to it.” 


     Alric looked down on the cooling body as bright red leaked out onto white tiles and down the metal drain. 


     Whisper stood straighter, shadows still covering her face as she looked on the paling young man before her. 


     “Thank you for helping,” the woman held out her gloved hand, “I’m Jenna Whisper. Pleased to meet you.” 


     


  




  

     Two   


     “Jenna…Whisper,” Alric said in a low voice as his gaze lingered, “the Dark Rogue?” 


     Jenna bowed slightly, “The names can be so dramatic but yes, the one and only.” 


     Alric held the pistol in hand, barrel pointed down. “You’re…a murderer.” 


     Jenna stood up, made a small pout, glanced to the bloody mess on the floor and then back to Alric. “Apparently, I’m not the only one.” 


     Alric looked down, his face white as a ghost. “He was going to kill you. I couldn’t just stand here and…” 


     Jenna nodded but a small smirk formed. “Thank you but he was dead before you pulled the trigger.” 


     Alric’s mind snapped to attention as he lifted the pistol and pointed at the rogue.  


     Jenna raised her hands to the top of her shoulders. “I thought we were having a friendly chat?” 


     “I just came down for a minor procedure. I wouldn’t have stepped out if I knew this was going to happen!” 


     Jenna raised an eyebrow, “Came down? You’re a tower citizen?” 


     Alric opened his mouth and an alert filled his gaze, flashing red. 


     Alric Vine, you have witnessed a crime. Sentry drones have been dispatched to bring you in for questioning. Do not resist! Do not resist! Do not resist! 


     Jenna stepped forward, hands still up but making eye contact. Alric kept the pistol up but his hand was shaking like a leaf. 


     “Are you receiving an alert? Are sentries on their way?” 


     Alric said nothing but glanced away and returned his gaze to the woman in black leather. 


     The Rogue’s expression hardened as she lowered her hands. “What’s your name?” 


     Alric was silent. 


     “I know your scared but if sentries are on their way, they will make both of our lives very difficult. You’re a tower citizen and have an implant that turns on when a crime is witnessed or committed.” 


     “I know about the Guardian implant! They are going to arrest you,” Alric growled. 


     Jenna shook her head slightly. “They will never catch me but you; I don’t believe tower citizens are allowed to own a firearm. I hear the prisons are worse than street level.” 


     Alric turned the pistol slightly and looked at it, heart hammering in his chest. A hand flashed forward, palm striking the pistol and sent it flying. Alric’s heart dropped in his chest as a forearm smashed into his throat and slammed him against a wall before the pistol clattered on the tiled floor. 


     “We don’t have a lot of time,” Jenna said as Alric struggled to breath. “I know someone who can wipe it but we have to leave, now.” 


     “…Why?” grunted Alric as he fought for air. 


     “Maybe I’m not as dark as everyone says I am,” Jenna said with a mad grin before she pulled her arm from Alric’s throat. 


     Alric slid to the floor, clutching at his throat. The throbbing pain began to subside and he began to breath normally again. 


     Jenna stood over him, eyes piercing his soul. “I also don’t need the government to have any more evidence to use against me. Are you coming or do I leave you to be interrogated for having an illegal firearm?” 


     Alric coughed as Jenna held out her gloved hand. The young man looked to it before taking hold. Jenna pulled him up easily and Alric was to his feet. Eyeing Jenna, he marveled at her strength. She was much stronger than how she appeared. 


     Jenna turned and walked toward the entrance door. Alric scooped up his pistol and holstered it in his trench coat before following. Anxiety flushed frayed nerves as Alric followed the woman in black leather. They made their way down the corridor and emerged onto the street. 


     Sunlight bathed the street from above but the shadows seemed to grow longer from alleys and dark doorways. Alric glanced to his tower, a few blocks away. A thought stabbed at him. He could make a run for it. He could say it was all just a misunderstanding. The authorities would have to consider it because he had no prior marks. He was an upstanding citizen, they had to listen to him. 


     The feeble reasoning died before it could infect him into action. He lifted the pistol and pulled the trigger. Despite any circumstances, he would be held liable and face VR imprisonment. He wouldn’t see Lana for a long time and with an offense on his record, he would be moved to the lower floors as further punishment. 


     Jenna glanced back, “Are you finished with contemplating escape or are you coming?” 


     Alric lowered his gaze a moment and followed the cloaked rogue.  


     The pair moved along the dark side of the street. Jenna turned her head, scanning the area before they moved along. Alric noted a few Pure heads but the streets were practically empty. The further away they walked from Alric’s tower, the deeper he felt he was never going to see it again. 


     “Alric, Alric Vine,” the young man said with a defeated tone. 


     “Good to meet you, Alric Vine,” Jenna whispered over her shoulder. 


     “Where are we going?” 


     The rogue stopped at a corner and looked around as she spoke, “The Blue Light District. I have a place and a few friends we can talk to about wiping your Guardian implant.” 


     Alric raised an eyebrow, “Blue Light District? Is that like a red-light district?” 


     Jenna finished her visual sweep and looked to Alric with a smirk. “Red-light districts are for normal citizens. You’ll see what I mean when we get there.” 


     The pair made their way deeper into the city-like maze. Streets turned into a blur and Alric soon found himself lost. He thought to turn on his internal GPS but nixed it since the sentries would have an easier time finding him. 


     “What’s your life like in the tower?” Jenna asked as they walked. 


     Alric’s head tilted forward, shadows covering his eyes. “Simple. I have a girlfriend, steady job as a sniper in the Grid War battlegrounds. The credits are good.” 


     Jenna nodded. “What floor do you live on?” 


     Alric hesitated before he remembered the security systems could keep Jenna or an army out. “Forty-two.” 


     “That is a descent floor to live on,” Jenna said as she led the way. 


     The air grew still as they walked before Alric spoke up. 


     “What’s life like…on the streets?” 


     “Tough. It may not seem like it now, but when night falls, all the mythics and monsters come out,” Jenna said without hesitation. 


     Alric’s eyes widened as Jenna looked back and gave him a sly smile. 


     “But you don’t have to worry about it. We should have your implant wiped and back at your home before sunset.” 


     “Thank you,” Alric said in a low voice. 


     “Don’t thank me yet. We’re not safe until we reach the Blue Light District. Tell me about your girlfriend.” 


     Alric walked along, thoughts fumbling. “I…I never expected Jenna Whisper to be this…cordial?” 


     “What did you expect? I would slice your throat and let you bleed out for looking at me?” 


     “Um, yes?” Alric shrugged. 


     Jenna let out a soft giggle. “My reputation us just that, a reputation. If you’re not a mark or trying to kill me, you’ll be okay.” 


     “You’re an assassin too?” 


     “I’m many things. Tell me about your girlfriend.” 


     Alric raised an eyebrow. He wasn’t sure why Jenna was asking about her girlfriend. It was odd coming from a woman who could slit his throat and leave him the gutter. He expected her to be dark and mysterious but she had a pleasant demeanor and genuinely seemed like she wanted to help. 


     “Lana is amazing. She’s my best friend and we play many games together. She fawns over me and I like to spoil her. It’s perfect.” 


     Jenna looked back again to Alric’s dreamy eyes, “Is she digital or real?” 


     Alric stopped in his tracks. “Why would that matter…” the young man trailed off as muffled words floated into the air. 


     Jenna stopped and turned around. Her expression was smooth as stone. Alric on the other hand could hear someone talking over the screen system. Every block had a number of digital screens to inform the populace of toxic levels in the air or fierce storms that battered the city. Most of the time, information filled every screen but the muffled words sounded like it was localized a block away.  


     Alric squinted as he tried to hear. It sounded like it was a block away. He couldn’t make out the words but it sounded like someone was addressing a crowd. It had the familiar tinge of directives. The inflection was calm and orderly. The moment Alric felt he was understanding what was being said, it stopped abruptly. 


     “Get ready to run,” Jenna hissed as she turned and began walking in a brisk pace. 


     “What was that about?” 


     “Someone stirring the plot,” Jenna growled as she strode across a street. 


     Alric was about to ask what she was talking about when he crossed the street and turned his attention to marching footsteps. The young man froze as twenty sentries marched in formation in his direction. They were a street away but the smooth helmet-like heads shined in the midday sunlight. Plasma rifles were magnetized to their armored chests as pistols lay against metal hips. 


     Jenna whirled around and launched through the air, cloak billowing. Alric stared like an ancient deer caught in headlights. Questions filled his mind if they were just a patrol or they were looking for him specifically. 


     Jenna landed in front of Alric, cloaking floating down behind her and a short sword in her hand. 


     “Run for cover when I give the signal,” Jenna ordered. 


     “They could be just a normal patrol…” Alric said before a voice boomed form the sentries. 


     “Alric Vine, stay where you are! You are to be escorted to the Blue Sky Tower for questioning,” the lead sentry said loudly even though it did not have a face. 


     “Run!” Jenna shouted and charged. 


     Alric was rooted to the spot as the cloaked rogue moved like a black shard in the sunlight. Sentries lifted mechanical hands and took hold of plasma rifles. Mag-locks disengaged and rifles were free. With cold precision, they brought their rifles around and aimed at the incoming woman. 


     Jenna was silent as a tomb as she darted toward the sentry force. Legs bending, she launched into the air, sword gleaming in the light. Alric was speechless as the sentries raised their rifles and pulled triggers. Blue plasma blasted out, lighting up the area. 


     The air rippled as Jenna was airborne. Before a bolt could strike her flying body, reality wrinkled and she vanished.  


     Plasma bolts struck buildings above Alric and he quickly unrooted himself, ducking low and running for a corner. Metal fingers released triggers and heads swiveled, scanning the area. A breath later, Jenna appeared in the midst of the patrol group, sword out. 


     Metal heads turned before sparks blasted out, one head spinning through the air. Jenna moved like a dancer, bending and turning as her short sword sliced through a thin metal neck and sent another head flying. Leg kicking out, she struck a sentry’s mid-section and caused it to bend in half before her sword flashed and split its robotic skull open. 


     Alric watched in stunned astonishment. Jenna moved like a machine, knocking away one sentry with a kick and slicing another sentry’s rifle in half. It boggled his mind how she could do that since ancient swords were not sharp enough to break titanium armor. A memory flashed on how she effortlessly picked him up and knew she had to have some kind of augmented strength. 


     Jenna spun, sword out. Another head was separated from a metal neck and sparks showered the air. Pistols were drawn and intimate weapon fire lit up the area. Jenna spun and dodged, not a single bolt touching her. One sentry shot another in the head while several rushed the elusive rogue. A metal hand reached out and it was cut away at the wrist. 


     The sentries dwindled to twelve as Jenna moved with the skill of a trained fighter and acrobat. Alric relaxed a little, thinking Jenna was going to simply mop up when a loud, booming shout echoed off walls. 


     From another side street, a gang of large orcs, numbering about thirty, rushed out into the intersection. They carried spiked clubs, makeshift swords and axes. The leader eyed Jenna and the sentries before lifting his club. 


     “For the Master, kill the constructs!” the orc shouted and charged.  


     The large group of orcs rushed headlong into the battling sentries. Jenna moved and jumped, her body flipping over sentries. When she landed, a metal hand clamped on ger shoulder. Sword slicing up, wrist separated from hand and the sentry reached again with its other hand. Jenna spun away, the hand on her shoulder falling off. Bending low, she darted back the way she came when the group of orcs smashed into the remaining sentries. 


     Plasma fired and weapons came crashing down. Jenna leapt away as a lone orc swung a club at her. She hit the ground and rolled back onto her feet when the shadow of the orc was over her. Not blinking, she turned on her heel and her sword flashed. The orc grunted before his head went spinning form his neck, a trail of blood swirling through the air. 


     Alric pulled his pistol from his coat and aimed. The orcs were fighting with the sentries but several seemed to eye Jenna and gave chase. The rogue moved, legs a blur and body low. The orcs tried to close the distance but could not match her speed. One lifted his club and threw it. It spun through the air and as Jenna was about turn away, the handle struck the back of her head. 


     “No!” Alric shouted as he aimed and squeezed the trigger. 


     The furious orc kept his eyes on Jenna as she stumbled before light filled his gaze and caved in his face. The large orc made a gibbering sound as he lurched forward and fell like a sack of stones. The other two orcs looked up to see Alric as he aimed at them. Jenna regained her balance, broke into a full run while an orc was over her. Thick arms reached out to her flapping cloak when the air rippled and reality wrinkled. A blink later, the rogue was gone. 


     Alric aimed as the orcs chasing Jenna were now running toward him. Even with a pistol in his hand, they showed no fear as they charged. 


     Alric was about to pull the trigger again when Jenna appeared next to him. She grabbed a fistful of his collar and pulled him from the corner edge and into a small street. 


     The orcs rushed along as the group behind them smashed the last sentry to metal parts, their cried of triumph echoing off walls. 


     The three orcs rushed past the corner and glared down the street. Small eyes drank in the empty street, scanning and snarling. All they saw was garbage in the gutters and dim neon lights in the daylight. 


     “Victory!” an orc cried out from behind. 


     The three orcs glanced to each other before one of them shrugged. They turned and marched back, weapons held high as their leader held up a smashed Sentry metal skull. 


     Alric held his breath as Jenna pressed her body hard against his. Large hood over their heads and cloak held up, Jenna said nothing, her face half an inch away from Alric’s. The young man could not help but feel her breasts pushed against him and hips touching his. Jenna scent filled his nostrils and he found himself savoring it. She smelled like deep vanilla and jasmine. It was overwhelming as he soon found his body reacting. 


     Jenna was silent, gaze meeting Alric’s and something hard pressed against her. 


     Alric mouthed the words “Sorry”. Jenna gave him a sly smirk before she barely moved her hips against him. The sudden push back from the rogue caused all the blood to drain from his head. When his body betrayed him and he pushed his hips to hers, Jenna licked his chin and pulled back. 


     Light blinded Alric. When he looked down, blinking away the stark sunlight, he caught a glimpse of Jenna’s cloak barely visible before it grew black once again. 


     “You have a stealth equipment?” 


     Jenna nodded before looking down the street. “A self-respecting rogue wouldn’t have anything less. Let’s get going before the orcs start looking for us again.” 


     The pair turned and made their way down the street, the triumphed grunts of orcs echoing off buildings and glass. 


     


  




  

     Three 


     A dim neon sign stood at a street entrance. Sunlight touched one side of the smaller buildings. The day began to slide into mid-afternoon but Alric was stuck, staring at the faint blue neon words. 


     “This is home, for now,” Jenna smiled. 


     The neon sign glowed with the words “Blue Light District”, a naked horned woman on one side and a naked man with angel wings on the other side. Both of them smiled and soon turned into holographic images, beckoning them in. 


     Alric lowered his gaze to the street beyond. Ancient steps to ancient buildings stood. The area looked like something he learned in class about old New York. Before modern towers took up every piece of land, there were areas called Neighborhoods. Usually, a cluster of buildings or streets where families often stayed to raise their children. The street before him looked just like those old vids but the longer he stared, the more different it seemed. 


     Neon signs stood over each building entrance. Half-naked and fully naked images danced with seductive flair. It might have seemed normal except some women appeared to have scales while others had fins. Feathers appeared along arms or wings flexed while humanoid dragons roared or flexed.  


     Alric’s gaze drifted down to street level with actual people mulling about. The longer he stared, the more he noticed, they too looked like creatures he would see on the Grid. Mythics carried on conversations while others glanced at the entrance and licked their lips. Horns graces some heads while tails flicked or flopped. A female tiger-woman purred nearby and staring at Alric like she was hunting. 


     “We…are going in there.” 


     Jenna nodded and stepped forward, “The sooner we wipe your Guardian implant, the sooner you can return to your tower.” 


     Alric reached out and grabbed Jenna’s arm. The rogue stopped and looked down at his hand, brow forming a sharp point. 


     Alric let go, “I’m sorry. I just never been in a place like this before. I know about mythics but I didn’t know places like this existed.” 


     Jenna turned and faced the young man, “If tower citizens knew, there probably be more visitors. What’s so strange about this place?” 


     “It’s not the place, it’s the people. I never understood why anyone would genetically alter their body to become a mythic. It effectively ruins anyone’s chance for a seat on the ships to Mars.” 


     Jenna let out a small sigh. “You have been sheltered a long time. I remember when I was like that. It was a shock to the system to see what the government doesn’t want you to know too much about.” 


     The rogue kept her hood up as she continued, “The air down here is not very good, even with a filtration implant. The toxins will affect your body over a period of time unless you’re in a controlled environment. Many citizens on street level cannot afford a place beyond the first ten floors of any tower. Bad filtration systems and poverty have sealed their fates and they will not be going to the colonies on Mars.” 


     “But they can earn their way up. The systems in place allow anyone to make their fortune through hard work and dedication,” Alric reasoned. 


     Jenna shook her head. “Those without strong genetics will never go beyond the seventieth floors.” 


     “Is that why the Master gave mythics a reason to change their lives?” 


     Jenna’s eyes took on an annoyed edge before looking away. “The Master is a manipulator and insane. He led the Mythic rebellion from the comfort of his secret places. He directs them to his will, making it into one giant game. 


     “He created the Gen-tubes so that anyone could become any creature they wanted. Once he gave them his gifts, he hands out quests to further his own ends and give those with nothing, a reason to live.” 


     Alric stepped closer with understanding eyes. “There are reports on him all the time but they leave out a lot of details. He is only known as a terrorist and creator of the mythic rebellion.” 


     Jenna gave Alric a hard stare. “In exchange for new bodies, all mythics must follow the Master’s directives.” 


     “And if they don’t follow his directives?” Alric wasn’t sure he wanted to the answer. 


     Jenna’s wicked smirk returned, “They either become Adventurers, NPCs or quest goals. You don’t want to be on the bad side of a quest goal. They usually end up dead, or worse.” 


     “This is insane! How can people live like this?” Alric said with a frustrated edge. 


     Jenna’s features softened. “How can people play in virtual worlds, earning credits and moving up in towers for a chance at a better life? One not promised to them.” 


     Alric’s lips parted but no sound came out. He couldn’t deny her point. Objectivity, their entire world view was built on gaming to distract the populace from the world ending. The government said they were trying to find ways to clean up the atmosphere and the oceans but little was actually said on how. The promise of flying off to start again on Mars dominated the feeds for two hours out of the day. Alric felt it numerous times, the dangling of something new and shiny to distract everyone from their current problems. Even he was caught in a situation he couldn’t change because, he was no one. 


     Jenna kept her gaze, watching a war of thoughts crawl along the young man’s eyes. “Let’s hurry in so we can wipe your implant. Evening into night time here can get pretty rowdy.” 


     Alric hesitated before he nodded. The pair stepped beyond the gate and into the old-fashioned street. Women and men called out to the pair, some lifting clawed hands and others waving with a raised wing. Despite the toxic air, a strange perfume drifted along and Alric found the tension in his shoulders subsiding. 


     Jenna stared ahead as they walked. When they reached a six-story structure, Alric turned and looked at the windows. Mythic women pranced, danced and beckoned with clawed hands to the tall young man. Lips were licked and small holo images filled the front while a sign glowed “The Lucky Dragon” in green neon. 


     “How well do you know the person doing the wipe,” Alric asked. 


     “Long enough to know she does a great job,” Jenna said and took to the steps. 


     The pair made their way through the front door while mythics across the street called out, promising a good time. 


     Inside, Alric drank in the comfortable décor. Red and gold patterns covered the walls along the upper half while wood paneling covered the lower half. Ancient chandeliers hung from chains connecting to dark wood beams. Low light gleamed off crystals. Along the walls, lanterns hung. An old wood staircase led up from the foray and large rounded entrances lay to the left and right to large rooms filled with couches, chairs and small bars. 


     From the room the right, a woman stepped through in a tight green dress. Slits ran along the dress from the hip down. The dress was the tamest part as Alric stared at the woman’s oval eyes with a serpent slit for a pupil. The eyes glowed a hypnotic emerald green. Her face was pale except for green scales running down the sides of her face, along her neck and over her bare shoulders. Forearms to hands and knees to bare feet were covered in scales. A thin tail snaked behind her as she approached. She gave Alric the once over, a wide smile forming. 


     “What do we have here? A new client?” the lizard woman grinned with sharp teeth. 


     “Madam Zory, this is a friend who is need of your technical services,” Jenna said plainly. 


     Madam Zory gave Alric the once over again, “We here at the Lucky Dragon try to fulfill everyone’s needs.” 


     “I hope you can help with this one,” Alric shrugged, unsure if they were speaking in code or not. 


     Madam Zory turned and pointed an open hand to one of the rooms. “Please, follow me so we can be a little more comfortable.” 


     Alric and Jenna stepped through the entrance to a side room. Jenna made her way to a chair while Alric sat on a couch. Madam Zory snapped her fingers as she entered. From behind a door, a woman dressed in a pink, frilly dress stepped out with a tray in her hands. Two drinks stood on the tray as she approached, Alric lost to her appearance. Red horns rose up from her forehead. Pink-ish red skin glowed along her face and every exposed part of her arms and legs. A deep cleavage caught the young man’s attention as she bent forward to offer a drink. 


     Alric noticed her blank expression as she didn’t make eye contact. The young man took a drink and sipped it before the demoness turned and offered to Jenna. A pink tail with a pointed end snaked from under the short, frilly dress. Jenna took the other drink and sipped it. 


     “Thank you, Lulu. Please wait by the stairs and help clients as they show up,” Madam Zory instructed before she took a seat in a lavish chair opposite Alric and Jenna. 


     “There are scrambling devices throughout the establishment so what happens here stays private. We can talk freely.” 


     Alric was about to speak when Jenna cut him off. 


     “My friend here requires his guardian implant to be wiped, at least the last several hours.” 


     Madam’s Zory’s kind, inviting expression took on a focused edge. “Was it activated?” 


     Jenna and Alric nodded. 


     “Have sentries been dispatched to find you?” 


     “They have and were taken down by myself and a band of orcs in the area,” Jenna said. 


     Madam Zory spoke as she turned her attention to Alric, “They will send a larger force in the coming hours. They must interface with your implant to download the events. We have to wipe those files and replace them with others. The fee for my services can be expensive.” 


     Alric nodded as he thought back to his account. He had a large number of credits from many Grid War missions. He barely spent much due to his simple lifestyle and felt he could confidently pay for it. 


     Madam Zory stood up and crossed the small distance. Lifting a hand to the back of her neck, fingers pulled a thin cable and stretched it around. Her other hand reached down to Alric’s neck as he sat. Fingers found his port and she slipped her cable in.  


     A connection was immediately established and they both appeared in a virtual white room. Alric glanced around, knowing private connections can be made to conduct business without saying a word in reality. 


     2D screens hovered before Alric as Madam Zory stepped closer. A screen lit up with a credit amount for services. Alric did blink a few times, seeing that it was more expensive than he thought it would be. Lifting a virtual hand, he tabbed at the accept screen. Credits funneled from his account into the Madam’s account. 


     “Thank you, Alric,” Madam Zory said before she leaned in and kissed him. 


     The pair opened their eyes in reality, Zory pulling her cable from Alric and letting it slip back into her neck. 


     “Transaction complete. Let’s see about clearing your mind of all this stress,” Madam Zory said with a seductive hiss.  


     Jenna and Alric were to their feet as the Madam moved across the room to a bookcase built into the wall. A slender, scaled hand reached up and tapped a few book binds. A lock slid behind the case and it opened. The Madam took hold and opened it wider, beckoning the pair in. 


     Alric gulped as Jenna led the way. First thoughts swirled of being killed and harvested for organs. He couldn’t explain the rationale behind him but it was recurring, a nightmare within his current nightmare. Madam Zory mentioned a larger force of sentries might be coming for him and he needed the information out of his head. 


     The bookcase closed behind them and all three stepped along the shirt tunnel. The Madam took point and when they reached the end of the hall, he took hold of the doorknob and twisted it. 


     The door opened to a small room with medium lighting. Alric looked it over and it reminded him of Dr. Neon’s office. It had a reclined chair in the middle and a shelf to one side of the room filled with cables and equipment. A stool stood off to the side. The walls were red. Alric looked down and saw no drain; a small sigh of relief falling from his lips. 


     “Have a seat and we can get started,” Madam Zory said as she pulled out a module and a roll of cable.  


     Alric sat down on the reclined chair, his thoughts a storming hive of bees. The nightmare of the last two hours was almost over and he could return to his tower and never step foot on the street level again. 


     A cable attached to the port in his neck. Jenna sat on the stool by the chair, her purple eyes scanning Alric as he flexed his fingers and tried to relax. 


     “Your implants are integrated into your nervous system and brain. I will have to operate while you’re awake. There should be no pain but I need you to keep talking so I can tell if I strayed into an area I shouldn’t be in,” Madam Zory stated. 


     “How many times have you performed wipes?” Alric couldn’t help but ask. 


     The Madam smiled behind Alric, “Enough to know what I’m doing, I think.” 


     Alric’s brow went up as he turned his head to try and look at the Madam. 


     “You have nothing to worry about,” Madam Zory giggled. “Let me clean away those dirty images and fill your mind with new ones.” 


     Tension strangled Alric before electrical impulses cascaded his mind. The tension bled away and a calm fell over his entire body. Alric thought the pulses felt like fingers in his brain, massaging parts and caressing others. It was not completely odd and in a small way, it helped him relax. 


     “Please, talk,” the Madam said as she closed her eyes, a new cable in her neck. 


     “I don’t know what to talk about,” Alric said plainly. 


     Jenna leaned in a little closer, her eyes glowing under her dark hood, “Tell me about Lana?” 


     “Why are you so interested in my girlfriend,” Alric said in a calm whisper. 


     “I’m not interested in her,” Jenna’s gaze fell to Alric’s neck. 


     Alric swam through the pulses, a sudden realization tapping his mind. “Lana is my love. I barely know you.” 


     Jenna stared at him for a long moment before she reached into her cloak and pulled out his cellphone. Alric’s eyes widened a hair as he tried to lift a hand to snatch it from her but found his body not responding. 


     The rogue tapped at the screen and touched the holo display. “The room’s location is scrambled so they won’t find us here,” Jenna said as she held up the phone. 


     A holo image appeared as the phone was calling. The ringing vibrated as Alric stared, his body not under his control. Anger and fear washed over him as the ringing stopped and a holo image of Lana appeared. 


     “Alric? Where have you been? I was notified sentries were looking for you!”  


     The young man stared, drinking in Lana’s long brown hair and large eyes. She gave off an air of sweetness even as concern touched her eyes. 


     “I’m on street level. I wanted to take in some of the sights before coming home,” Alric lied. 


     “I’m so worried,” Lana said as she clutched her hands to her chest. “They said you witnessed a crime and want to bring you back to the tower. Where are you now?” 


     Jenna stared as Alric gave a half-hearted smile.  


     “It’s all a misunderstanding. I’ll be home in a few hours,” Alric said in a soothing tone. 


     Lana’s lip wrinkled, as if fighting back tears. “You have to come home, now. I can’t bear to be without out any longer. Talk to the sentries and return to my arms! I need you with me.” 


     Alric’s eyes darkened. “Lana, listen to me, it’s important you don’t say anything to anyone. I will be back home in a few hours. I just need to clear my head. Can you do that for me?” 


     Tears streamed down from the corners of Lana’s big eyes, “I can’t. I have to tell them about this phone call. They have to know where you are so they can bring you home.” 


     “Lana, I’ll be home. I just need you stay quiet until I get there,” Alric said with a pleading edge. 


     Lana leaned closer, tears streaming down her cheeks, “I want you home!” 


     “Lana.” Alric sighed. 


     Lana’s tears stopped and her eyes took on a different glow. Her face now a serious mask, stared into Alric’s soul as she spoke. 


     “Alric Vine, you are to report to the Blue Sky Tower for your protection. Indicate your location or you may receive charges of…” the image went dead. 


     Alric stared, his mind a puddle of pulses. 


     Jenna took hold of the cellphone with both hands and broke it in two. Dumping them in a nearby waste unit, it flared before a puff of smoke rose up. 


     Alric turned his gaze to Jenna, “Why?” 


     Jenna’s gaze took an understanding but strong edge. “You’re not the only one living a lie. Millions of citizens live their lives daily. They surround themselves with pretty things and distractions to appear normal. I understand it because I lived like that as well.” 


     “So, you wanted to drag my life out and stomp on it? Lots of citizens have androids for lovers.” 


     Jenna’s expression saddened. “No. I had to be sure about your life. I need something from you and time is not our friend.” 


     “I don’t understand any of this. Why do you need me? Why are you assassinating people? Why do you care enough to help me hide my crime?” 


     Alric felt tendrils of regret and shame as his life spun out of control. He never admitted out loud about Lana, content to live a peaceful life. She was so real at times, he often forgot she was a robot in human-like skin. The moments of tenderness and peace was enough to calm his soul and he didn’t care that it wasn’t real. It was his life in set of rooms in a large tower stabbing into the sky. 


     Jenna stood up. Purple eyes gazed down on Alric as he lay helpless. Madam Zory continued to work, her eyes staring off at nothing. The air shifted and took on a warm edge. 


     Alric didn’t blink as Jenna shrugged off her cloak and let it pool to the floor. Cloak gone, Alric could see her sensual curves under a layer of leather. The outfit was tight, adhering to her fit body. Gaze drifting down, a hint of silver gleamed between her legs. A zipper took up the apex between her legs. 


     “If I explained, I doubt you would believe me,” Jenna said as she stepped closer and placed her hand on his chest. 


     “After today, I don’t believe anything anymore,” Alric said with sad resignation. 


     Jenna ran her hand along Alric’s chest before stopping at his stomach. Pulling away, she took hold of her top and unhooked something from under her arms. Leather fell away as creamy bare breasts defied gravity. Small, dark nipples pointed outward as Jenna kept her half-closed gaze on Alric. 


     Alric looked up, trying not to stare at her chest. He admired her long, dark purple hair tied back in a ponytail. Her beauty was striking, not a mark on her flawless skin. He couldn’t wrap his mind around her keeping such beauty when he saw her fight. She was quick and agile but even she took a strike to the head from an orc and it barely fazed her. 


     “Even in the darkest moments, there can be some warmth and hope,” Jenna whispered as she slid her hand over his body. 


     Alric’s gaze fell to her breasts again as they bobbed to her small movements. Gloves off, she threw them on her cloak before she took hold of his belt. Alric’s arms twitched but he still found it difficult to move. His belt came undone and his zipper was pulled down to the base. Light touches sent shockwaves through Alric, unable to hide his wanting desire. Member filling with blood, he felt like dog lying in the sun, laid bare before the world. 


     Jenna reached down, fingers slipping into his underwear and pulling out his throbbing member. Knees bending, she slipped down until she was on her knees on the side of the chair. Fingers curled around the veiny shaft and she slowly stroked Alric, turning her purple eyes to him. 


     “Consider this a reward for attempting to save my life,” Jenna said with a small smile. 


     Alric simply watched as Jenna turned to his erect member and leaned over. Lips wrapped around the tip and gently suckled while her hand made long, slow strokes. Alric let out a hiss of pleasure, his former anxiety draining away as bliss played on sensitive nerves. Movement returned slightly and he found his hand reaching for her firm breast two inches away. Squeezing, his manhood hardened like steel.  


     Jenna slowly suckled, tongue running along his head, snaking against every contour. The throbbing thickness pulsed against her lips before her head sank down, taking an inch and another.  


     The room warmth further as Madam Zory continued her work. Alric watched as the rogue bobbed her head slowly. Jenna’s tongue ran along the slide and pressed it to the roof of her mouth, making the sensations tighter. Alric could barely understand what was happening but nature took its course, needs taking root. Hips moved under their own power, pushing his cock deeper into her mouth while he squeezed. A moan vibrated along her throat his head touched the back of her throat. Alric’s finger swirled at her nipple and pink touched Jenna’s cheeks. Eyes closing, she quickened the tempo, just enough to drown out her low moans. Wet sounds rose up in the small room as the rogue let her teeth graze the base of his cock. 


     “You need to keep talking,” Madam Zory said with a faraway voice. 


     “I…don’t know why…you’re doing this,” Alric said between gritted teeth as Jenna continued her masterful work. 


     A touch of pre-come touched Jenna’s tongue. She licked it deep into her throat before pulling her mouth away. The rogue stood up and stared down as Alric’s member. A pale hand drifted to her crotch and she pulled down the zipper between leather covered thighs.  


     Alric turned his gaze, seeing pink lips among small curls of hair. Jenna’s womanhood bloomed, wetness gleaming in the dim light. Eyes holding a seductive glare, she climbed onto the reclined chair, pressing her womanhood to the shaft of his thick spear. 


     “You defended me…when I didn’t need your defense,” Jenna said with a breathy whisper. “Don’t you like this?” 


     “You feel…amazing,” Alric said as wet heat ran along his shaft. 


     Jenna’s hips moved, sliding along the shaft but not letting him in just yet. The rogue leaned forward; breasts pushed into his face as she kissed his forehead. 


     “Don’t fight it,” Jenna hissed as hips moved to a primal rhythm. 


     Alric was silent, his hips moving to her tempo. Body heat spiraled upwards as Jenna lifted her hips a few inches. Alric couldn’t help himself, moving his hips and the tip of his cock touching her wet line. Together, they maneuvered as Alric’s purple head pushed at her thin opening. Pink folds parted and Jenna gasped. Thick inches spread her inner world wider as wetness flowed. She sank down slowly, raised veins pushing against her wanting valley entrance. 


     Alric’s hands rose up, taking hold of her sensual hips and helping her along. The returning feeling to his arms surprised him for a moment before it was drowned in seething bliss. When Jenna reached his base, she stayed there, grinding herself to him. 


     “We need these moments…to feel alive,” Jenna said and bit her lip. 


     “I need this moment…to feel alive,” Alric growled before closing his lips around her nipple and gently biting it. 


     Jenna’s eyes opened as her hips increased the tempo. She looked down as Alric ignored her with gentle nibbles and sucking on her creamy breast. The connection between them blazed bright as wetness soaked into Alric’s pants. It didn’t faze him in the least, lost to sedative squeezes of the leather clad rogue. 


     The wet hardness connecting their bodies slowly reached its crescendo. A feeling or a thought nagged at the rogue and she pulled back but her hips didn’t stop. Alric watched as her eyes closed and breasts bounced. Moans grew louder as she took complete control, knocking away the Alric’s hands away from her hips. He stared as the moans grew heated with every slide down of her body and squeeze of her tight valley. The sea of nirvana began to crest and Jenna’s moans grew softer. 


     Eros Implant activated! 


     Alric’s eyes widened as he completely forgot about the surgery, he had a few hours ago. He never tested it and had no actual experience with it. Before he could mention anything, needful urges bubbled up from his soul as his cock hardened like granite. Jenna’s entire body pumped on his rock-hard member, eyes closed and lost to dreamy bliss. 


     A tremendous push stretched Alric’s will to the breaking point. Unable to hold back the cresting waves of bliss, he let go and his world bloomed into paradise. Cock thickening, Jenna’s mouth opened wider as her inner world was spread to the breaking point. A thrust down and jets of come spurted in her tight space. Alric let out a grunt and a moan as Jenna continued to ride him. 


     Knowledge dazzled Alric’s already addled senses as his soul held on for dear life. The implant glowed from deep within, sending the orgasm from a ten and doubling it to twenty on the pleasure scale. It rocked his spirit as he fought to stay in his body. Hands lashed out and grabbed Jenna’s hips, forcing her down as another spurt of come painted her insides, followed by another.  


     Alerts blinked in her vision, displaying a simple computer animation of nano-drones emerging with Alric’s seamen and latching onto nerves. They glowed hot as another tidal wave of ambrosia crashed into her, followed by seven more.  


     Time lost all meaning as man and woman continued to move, draining every drop of pleasure from each other as nerves burned bright. The effect was beyond what they could articulate; long, blissful moans the only meter for what they were feeling. 


     “…Alric…” Jenna seethed as eyes rolled into her head. 


     “Jenna,” Alric said simply as he held her, they bodies unwilling to separate. 


     Madam Zory eyes took on a light, as if she was back in her body. The Madam looked down to see Jenna and Alric lost to a heavenly act and smiled.   


     


  




  

     Four 


     Alric lay in the darkness, his spirit at peace. Eyes closed, he dimly marveled how he never felt such a welcoming calmness before. It was as if the rest of the world was a dream and he was a thought floating on the wind. 


     A sun appeared in the clear blue sky as emerald green grass surrounded him. Rolling hills filled the distance a she lay, drinking in the heavenly sky. It took his breath away, a sigh emerging from between lips.  


     “Hi, silly boy,” said a familiar voice. 


     Alric turned his head to see Lana lying next to him. She was naked and pressing her body to his, a gentle smile on her lips. The young man returned her smile. The two lay, basking in each other’s gaze when Alric felt Alan’s hand on his member. He was already hard and she began to stroke him. 


     “I hope you have a present for me,” she said playfully as she upped the tempo. 


     “I just want to shower you in presents,” the young man said slyly. 


     The stroking continued; Lana happy to help him feel better. Alric enjoyed it, thoughts already picturing her on her back, his face buried between her welcoming thighs. It caused him to get harder and Lana let out a gasp of faux surprise. 


     “You can shower us all in presents,” said a voice. 


     Alric lifted his head to see Lana stroking him and Jenna on her hands and knees, lips inches from the tip of his cock. She gave him a wicked leer before touching her lips to his throbbing member. When she began to suckle, Alric was frozen, enjoying the play between the three of them. 


     The bright sunlight bathed their naked bodies and Alric felt himself getting close. 


     “I could stay here forever,” he whispered before the light faded and darkness covered his mind. 


     Confusion rippled through him. Body reacting, he sat up and opened his eyes with a small shout. Bliss caressed nerves as he looked down. He was naked in a strange bed, a woman’s head bobbing between his legs and another woman in the bed. Chaotic confusion parted as reality began to take on focus. The woman sucking on his member had dark blue skin, black hair and slightly pointed ears. Gaze running along her body, he stopped at the lower part of her form. She was humanoid from her head down to the bottom of her shapely ass but beyond that, she had the lower body of a giant serpent. The thick tail moved about, writhing as her head greedily sucked on his hard member. 


     “Your awake,” the other woman smiled. 


     A faint memory coaxed him a she recognized the frilly pink demoness from before. Her hair was in curls as horns shined in the dim light. She was wearing the same short dress. Bare, pinkish red legs curled under her body as she leaned forward, and eyeful of cleavage inviting Alric to touch her. 


     Alric was about to say something when the woman-serpent between his legs curled hers tongue around his shaft and tightened. The feeling spiked with pleasure as she was speechless to her mouth and skills. 


     Lulu looked down at the woman and pouted, “Mara, you’re taking too long with his cock! I want a taste!” 


     Mara ignored the demoness, sucking with renewed vigor. 


     Lulu sighed and leaned in close, running a clawed hand along Alric’s bare thigh. “She’s so greedy.” 


     “Where am I?” Alric asked as he tried to keep his thoughts in order. 


     “You’re still in the Lucky Dragon. Madam Zory said this was part of your recovery to make sure your story checked out when you come across anyone accessing your Guardian implant,” Lulu smiled innocently. 


     Alric simply nodded as Mara gave a muffled moan, lips tight around his cock. 


     Lulu’s smile melted away and gave Mara another annoyed look. A delicate hand snaked under her short dress and soon, fingers danced along her nub. Alric looked down, seeing clearly as she rubbed her clit, her expression filled with bored bliss. 


     Mara’s moans grew as pre-come touched her tongue. Lower body coiling, she never looked up as she ran her lips up and down on his veiny member. 


     “You’re mythics,” Alric grunted as he felt himself getting close. 


     Lulu shook her head as she continued to swirl her fingers against her clit. “Not really but we look like them. Mara is a lamia and I’m a succubus. Madam Zory made us.” 


     Alric nodded as it began to make sense. Androids were so life-like that a brothel of them would be easier to run than actual people. Lana appeared along Alric’s thoughts but they quickly faded away, replaced with stunning arousal. 


     The young man looked around, trying to take in his surroundings as Mara suckled like she was trying to pull his soul through his cock. The room was simple, with a dresser, mirror and a single window looking at a brick wall. The light outside was dim and Alric figured it was close to sunset. He turned his gaze to a nearby chair where his clothes draped on it. His trench coat hung from a peg on the wall. 


     “Where’s Jenna?” 


     Lulu continued to pay with herself as she spoke, “She’s in her room down the hall. She wanted us to bring you to her after we were done.” 


     “We…don’t have to do this,” Alric said between clenched teeth. 


     “Yes, we do,” Lulu said and reached over to Alric’s hand. 


     Warm fingers took hold of Alric’s hand and pulled it close. She pressed his fingers to her wet slit, guiding him until he grazed her clit. A tremble filled her body as she held him there.  


     “Play with me,” Lulu demanded like a child. 


     Alric took over, swirling his finger and playing with her. The succubus leaned back on her hands, hips moving to his gentle swirls, moans filling the air. Mara let out a muffled scream, her own fingers against her nub and orgasm blooming. The long, thick tail thrashed but she didn’t break the connection. The room dripped and smelled of sex and Alric couldn’t contain himself any longer. 


     Mara pulled back an inch, come spurting into her open mouth. The blue-skinned lamia’s eyes widened as bliss overrode her entire being.  


     “You…have to taste…him,” the lamia barely whispered before diving down and licking the side of his cock, come spurting on the side of face and sliding down his shaft. 


     Lulu didn’t hesitate as she leaned down with her tongue out. She licked up the other side while Alric continued to play with her. Come spurted a third time and both monster women licked and slathered like hungry animals after a fresh kill. Alric was lost to overpowering bliss as the monster women licked every drop and gulped it down. Shaft rigid, he wasn’t losing his need for more. 


     Lulu pushed Mara aside and straddled the throbbing cock. Sinking down, she moaned and giggled as her wetness cascaded down his member.  


     “You feel nice,” Lulu said innocently but her actions were anything but.  


     The succubus bounced, legs wide and knees bent. Hands pressed down on Alric’s hips as she rode him, moans and wet sounds filling the room. Mara languished beside them, dark blue nipples contrasting against light blue skin. She swirled a finger along his thigh before cupping his balls and giving them a gentle squeeze. 


     “I…need to speak to…Jenna,” Alric seethed through tight teeth. Lulu had a vice-like grip on him and a sliver of panic flared. 


     Mara shook her head, “Lulu won’t let you go until you come. After that, we can take you to Jenna.” 


     “I need you so bad,” Lulu whined while clawed finger tips dug a little deeper into his flesh without breaking skin. 


     “Alright,” Alric managed as Lulu bounced on him with renewed fervor. 


     *** 


     Jenna sat on the edge of her bed, eyes staring at nothing. The room had a single light which turned on the moment the sun went down. A dormant flat screen hung on the wall next to the room door. A single window looked out to a brick wall, the sun already set and darkness covering this side of the world. 


     The rogue continued to stare at nothing, her mind drifting from thought to thought to concerns. Moments of her union with Alric flashed across her mind’s eye. She knew he had gone to Dr. Neon for an Eros implant. As far as she knew, it shouldn’t have worked on her. The confusion deepened, unsure what to feel as the mystery swirled. 


     A knock at the door woke the rogue from her trance. 


     “Come in,” she called out. 


     The door opened and Madam Zory stepped in. Closing the door behind her, she stepped forward until she stood before the sitting woman in black. 


     “Your friend should be ready soon. Lulu and Mara are entertaining him to keep his story straight,” the Madam said simply. 


     “Thank you,” Jenna said with a faint smile. 


     Madam Zory eyed the beautiful rogue. “I welcomed you into my home but if you keep bringing me problems to solve, I’m not sure how long you can stay.” 


     Jenna nodded. “I was planning on moving on soon anyway.” 


     The Madam nodded. “Is it because of the Master or because of something else?” 


     The rogue was silent for a long moment before she spoke up. “The last year hasn’t revealed anything. I’m wasting my time here. I need to explore other sections of York or maybe another city.” 


     Jenna’s eyes took on a kind shine, “Thank you for letting me stay.” 


     Madam Zory bowed slightly, “Once you find what you’re looking for, come back any time. I would love to hear your stories over tea.” 


     *** 


     Alric was on top of Lulu, driving his hips into her as his cock stabbed her deep. Mara watched as Lulu squealed and moaned like she was being attacked. Alric had turned the tables, throwing the succubus down and driving his need to spill his seed. The succubus had toyed with him the entire time. The moment he was close, she slowed down or made odd statements to distract him. It continued until the burning need of release took hold. 


     “Punish the brat!” Mara shouted with a smile. 


     “Punish me! I’m so bad!” Lulu whined as her body and breasts bounced to each deep thrust. 


     Logic flew out the window as Alric continued. Hips thrusting, he grunted with an overwhelming need. Cock thickening, Lulu squealed in delight as he forced himself to the hilt. White seed burst forth and Lulu moaned her pleasure. Alric’s soul burned bright and stayed shining as bliss spilled with each slower thrust. 


     Lulu curled her legs around his hips, pulling him in close and feeling the throb of his cock spurt again and again. 


     Alric slowed and pulled away, come leaking from the succubus as she cooed.  


     “Take me to Jenna,” Alric demanded. 


     Mara reared up but Lulu stayed on her back, her eyes rolling in her head. The lamia moved to Alric’s clothes and coat. Picking them up, she slithered closer and presented them to the young man as he stood to his full height. 


     In mere moments, Alric was dressed. The succubus stayed on the bed, fingers between her messy thighs and giving herself gentle, swirling strokes.  


     “Follow me,” Mara smiled and slithered toward the door. 


     Alric followed the lamia as they stepped out into the hallway. Mara’s lower body moved hypnotically as her upper body was nearly still at a statue. They made their way to the end of the hall. Mara pointed to the door and bowed before turning and slithering back. 


     Alric stood before the plain door. Pulse quickening, he knew he had to see her but didn’t know why. She was practically a stranger except for the few media reports on her. The intimate moment they shared spoke of deeper meaning yet he couldn’t figure out why.  


     Lifting a hand, he was about to knock when the door opened. Jenna stood, hood over her head and purple eyes glowing in the dim light. 


     “I heard you standing in front of the door but you didn’t knock,” Jenna said simply. 


     “I…wanted to talk for a little bit,” Alric said with genuine need. 


     Jenna eyed him before pulling back. Alric stepped in and the rogue closed the door behind him. She sauntered to the side of the bed but didn’t sit down. 


     “You don’t have to worry. I’ll bring you home,” Jenna said plainly. 


     Alric’s hand twitched before he spoke, “It’s not that. I wanted to talk about…before.” 


     Jenna’s features took a sharp edge. “It was nothing. The mood took me and I wanted to feel good. Once I escort you back, we never have to see each other again.” 


     “I don’t believe that. I know you felt it because I felt it too.” 


     Jenna shook her head. “It was the implant and maybe the excitement. Everything is new to you down here so I can understand why you thought…” Alric cut her off. 


     “I’m not an idiot who needs to be coddled. I could tell it was more than just selfish desire. It might have been at first with you but I saw the look in your eyes during.” 


     Jenna stared for a long second. “You don’t understand what is happening.” 


     “Explain it to me,” Alric said with an annoyed tone. 


     Jenna’s brow formed a point, “I don’t have to explain anything to you. You’re just a guy I saved and had your implant wiped. You don’t fit down here on the streets. I’ll bring you back to your tower so you can have your life back!” 


     Alric watched as Jenna’s eyes bore into his soul. A fire was lit and she was ready to tear him to pieces. Catching himself, he looked down and bowed his head slightly. Jenna’s hard expression softened for a second before she looked away. 


     “I may not be here much longer so, someone should tell my story,” Jenna said with a soft voice. 


     The rogue sat on the edge of the bed and patted the spot next to her. Alric sat down but turned his upper body to face her, his attention fully on her. 


     The rogue looked away for a moment before she began speaking. “I used to live in a tower over two years ago. I had spent most of my life in one and it had become my world. It was a high level so everything came easy. My family was promised seats on a ship to Mars when everything was ready. My life was planned out and I was happy. 


     “Then, I met a man and fell in love. He was a beautiful, intelligent and artistic and I fell hard for him. 


     “We built a life together and for a few years, it was wonderful. I thought we would sit, side by side on a ship, blasting off to a new life. It was a sad wish while the world was slowly dying.” 


     Jenna shifted uncomfortably before continuing, “Time marched on and he began to grow distant. He disappeared for long stretches and when I saw him again, he told me he was out, trying to find himself. I loved and trusted him so much, I never questioned it. I was such an idiot. 


     “One night, he disappeared completely. I saw him, before he left. He had a strange look in his eyes before stepping out the door. Months passed and I didn’t hear from him. He was no located in any towers and sentries couldn’t locate him. 


     “I had almost given up until he sent me a message. He asked me to go to a location on street level and he would explain everything. I didn’t hesitate. I procured an access badge and rushed to street level and the location he wanted me to find. 


     “It was a run-down warehouse. When I stepped in, the door locked behind me and I couldn’t get it open. A Gen-tube stood in the middle of the empty warehouse. I remember the smoke billowing out of the chamber. A flat screen on a pole blinked to life and my love smiled. He asked me to enter the tube and when it opened, he would be waiting.” 


     Jenna’s eyes half closed as she continued, “I missed him but I didn’t rush into the tube. I had questions and needed answers. The Mythic Rebellion had begun and fear kept me on edge. My love smiled as he said he understood but he told me to enter the tube again. I resisted, screaming at his image as he stared at me.  


     “After about twenty minutes of me screaming and him not giving me any answers, I stepped into the tube out of defeated frustration. It was a mistake; I knew it but I needed to know and only he could tell me.” 


     “What was his name,” Alric asked with pained curiosity. 


     Jenna looked up, eyes glaring at the ceiling, “I couldn’t tell you his real name if I tried. I can only call him by what everyone calls him, the Master.” 


     Alric’s eyes widened a hair as Jenna continued. 


     “He’s sick. I believe a tumor in his brain appeared and he never had it treated. It’s the only explanation I have for what he has done. I stepped into the tube and the door closed. The next thing I know, I’m stepping from the tube, my body feeling different. He was on the screen, smiling like a proud parent. When I asked him what he did to me, he laughed. 


     “Images appeared in the screen, moving in fast forward of what happened in the tube. He had my brain and spine removed. Hands I didn’t recognize took my real body out and placed a new one inside. My brain and spinal cord were implanted into the metal body before skin was grown in patches. It covered my new body as the surgery continued. When it was finished, I woke and stepped out. 


     “He told me he would hold onto my body, allowing me some time to get used to my new role. He said he had quests for me and rewards if I performed them well. If I completed enough of them, I could have my body back and return to my old life.” 


     “You have an android body, like a cyborg? That’s illegal,” Alric said as he remembered from classes from his youth.  


     Implants were fine as were having androids but cyborgs were outlawed. They created an improper power balance and most humans were designated to stay mostly human so they could preserve the human race. It was strictly enforced and anyone breaking the law were grown a new human body and imprisoned for life since they couldn’t be trusted to not do it again. 


     Jenna nodded. “The Master had done more than just change my body.” 


     Alric remembered Jenna as she disappeared and re-appeared during the fight with the sentries and orcs. “The teleporting? I don’t understand how that even works. No one has that technology yet.” 


     The rogue glanced down, “He is a genius in more ways than one. He implanted in me a Quantum Teleportation Engine. It allows me to warp space and time, disappearing from one area and appearing in another. It has a limited range of a hundred feet and I can only do it three times per charge.” 


     Jenna flexed her fingers and curled them into her palms on her thighs. “He also has a sick sense of humor. He knew I was never one to cheat. I had despised the notion of it, wanting to only be in a monogamous relationship.” 


     Jenna turned slightly to Alric, her eyes holding a sad edge. “I can only activate the QT engine after intercourse. It has to be with someone new, every time. I tested it out after I was nearly killed one night, going back to someone I slept with before. We tried all night but the engine wouldn’t unlock and I had to seek someone else out.  


     “The Master laughed when he told me that was the only way. He berated me, telling me I had to embrace my true self if I was expected to survive. That is why I hunt him.” 


     Jenna lifted her head and made eye contact with Alric, “It’s why what you felt, doesn’t mean anything for us. The QT Engine has saved my life countless times. Loyalty to anyone means a death sentence and my hunt won’t stop until I get my body back and the Master pays for what he did to me.” 


     “Sounds like he’s a real asshole,” Alric said with a hint of anger. 


     Jenna nodded. “He is but he’s a dangerous asshole. He started the Mythic Rebellion, creating a bridge between reality and his game world. He was obsessed with 20th century role playing games, taking what he learned and applying it everywhere. When he appears, mythics bow to him and follow his every command.” 


     Alric’s expression softened, “I’m sorry he did this to you. No one should ever be manipulated like this. I know you said nothing can happen between us and I respect it but that doesn’t mean I don’t want to be your friend.  


     “I doubt Madam Zory and the monster girl androids here are best friends. How long have you been searching? How long have you been alone?” 


     Jenna’s eyes stared like two pools of velvet light, “Two years. About as long as the rebellion has been active.” 


     “I want to help…” Alric began before Jenna cut him off by standing up, her back to him. 


     “No. Life is cheap to the Master. He creates quests and those involved have to fight or die. You’re not involved. You must go back to your tower and go back to your life.” 


     Alric tilted his head forward shadows covering his eyes. “What life? Like you said before, it was a lie. An android I loved turned on me like a switch. I…could never see her the same. She was my world but it was a fake one. You have your mind, even if you’re in an android body. The Master may be manipulating you but he can’t control you, not completely.” 


     Jenna turned around, a stern expression painting her face. “You can still earn your seat on the ships to Mars. You can…” 


     Alric cut her off, “No, I can’t. My genetics don’t meet the requirements. When the ships do leave, I will be left behind, like all the other trash that don’t meet their perfect standards.” 


     “Is that why you went to Dr. Neon for the Eros implant?” Jenna said in a small voice. 


     Alric knew what she was getting at. The implant was a misdemeanor on the mid to lower floors but a felony on the higher floors. Perfect humans for the journey were to remain mostly human to ensure the continuation of the human race. Implants could cause irreparable harm if installed incorrectly and the government didn’t want to take any chances.  


     “I know I’m not going to Mars. I resigned myself to staying on Earth until I die. It doesn’t matter, no one will miss me, not even Lana.” 


     Jenna stared at the pools of darkness covering Alric’s eyes. Fingers curled as she fought the urge to touch his shoulder. 


     Alric looked up, light returning to his green eyes. “I want to touch you so bad. You’re real to me and I want to help you with every fiber of my being. Just because I’ll be left behind, doesn’t mean I can’t help you get your body back so you can fly to Mars.” 


     “Alric, you don’t know what you’re saying…” Jenna stopped when the flat screen blinked to life. 


     The pair turned their attention to the flat screen on the wall as a robed figure sat at a table. Part of the table and his upper half were visible but everything else around him was blank darkness. The robe was worn and frayed, small holes lining along the edges. The hood was deep and inky darkness obscured the face completely. Gloved hands lay on the table as the figure was still as a statue. 


     “You both have become acquainted, excellent. I have information and quests to hand out. I suggest you pay attention,” said the robed figure. 


     Alric was to his feet as Jenna’s brow hardened. Alric stepped to her side and both peered at the robed man on the flat screen. 


     “That Master,” Alric said as Jenna remained silent. 


     The hooded head bowed slightly, “Welcome to the game.” 


       


     


  




  

     Five     


     The glow of the flat screen filled the small room with eerie light. Alric and Jenna stared as the robed figure sat, darkness bleeding out of his hood like a writhing creature from a nightmare. A tendril of anger and fear coiled into the mood, Alric resisting the temptation to aim his pistol and blast the screen to burnt debris. 


     The Master was silent for a long moment before words filled the room, “I have a quest you might be interested in, Jenna Whisper. Follow the quest directives and you may actually come a step closer to your goals.” 


     “Spit it out! I don’t have all night,” Jenna hissed as she glared at the screen. 


     The hooded figure nodded before the Master continued, “There are four pieces to a map. The map is the location of your body and where I reside. Take on this quest and it will lead you the first piece of the map.” 


     “This is ridiculous! Why are you playing this game!” Alric growled at the screen. 


     The Master ignored Alric and continued, “Once you accept it, I will upload the details to you so you may carry it out.” 


     Alric turned to Jenna, “Don’t play his game. We can figure out another way.” 


     Jenna was silent, her glare receding and eyes shifting to the side in thought. The silence stabbed at Alric as his mind worked, trying to change this situation for the better. Hopes were dashed as Jenna looked back to the screen and nodded. 


     “Excellent. Quest details are being uploaded,” the Master said plainly. 


     “Jenna, he will never let you win,” Alric said with pleading eyes. 


     Jenna’s eyes darted in her head for a moment before they became still. Lifting her chin, she once again glared at the image of the Master. 


     “The first piece is deep in Orc Town? Are you trying to kill me?” 


     The Master shook his covered head. “What kind of adventure would this be if I was simply trying to kill you? You have increased your skills and became an adventurer of note. With your experience, it should be easy to sneak in and locate the piece of the map.” 


     “What’s the catch?” Jenna said as her eyes narrowed. 


     “Do you want to make an Underground Knowledge roll?” 


     Alric’s eyes widened, unsure this was actually happening.  


     The rogue nodded. 


     The Master reached into his robe sleeve and pulled out several dice. He shook them in his hands for a moment before letting them fall and bounce on the table before him. Numbers shined up and glowed, their results appearing in the upper right corner of the screen. 


     “You succeed. You are able to summarize that the orcs you encountered before figured out who you are. They have put a large bounty on your head. Beyond that, you’re not sure why they want you dead.” 


     “I can guess that you had something to do with it,” Jenna hissed. 


     The Master said nothing. 


     “This has to be a trap,” Alric said with a flustered edge. 


     “Everything is a trap,” Jenna added quickly. 


     “You are going through with this?” Alric said with deep concern. 


     The Master turned his attention to the young man, “You are part of this little adventure. I suggest you follow Jenna, if you don’t wish to answer to the authorities.” 


     “Leave him out of this!” Jenna said with a harsh whisper. 


     The Master ignored her and began talking to Alric, “Since you are an NPC, I can be a little freer with information not pertaining to the game. The authorities are on their way to arrest and question you, Alric Vine. They use three stages before they give up. The first group of sentries were defeated so they will send a larger force. Should you escape or defeat them, Enforcers will be sent as a last resort. If they fail, you will be expelled from all towers and your access will be revoked.” 


     “You just called me a non-Player Character!” Alric said with disdain.  


     Fear stabbed at Alric as thoughts of home floated to the forefront of his mind. 


     The Master continued, “You could run, flee to your tower and explain what happened but then, Ms. Whisper will be unable to collect the first map.” 


     “Don’t drag him into this,” Jenna said with concern. 


     The Master chuckled before he spoke, “It’s much too late for that. He had his chance to run home but he followed you. If he is to be part of the game, he must earn his way in.” 


     “This is crazy. We shouldn’t be doing this,” Alric sighed, the decision already cemented in his heart. 


     The Master nodded. “Time is ticking. Jenna, take Mr. Vine with you to the location of the quest. Both of you are needed to unlock the first piece of the map. When you obtain the map, Mr. Vine is free to go. I will even perform some magic so Mr. Vine is not incarcerated. Everyone will have a victory.” 


     Jenna was silent as she nodded, acknowledging her directives. 


     The Master simply nodded back before screen went dark. 


     “Let’s go,” Jenna said with a serious tone, drawing her short sword and holding it at her side. 


     Alric pulled his pistol but gave a nervous glance to the naked blade. “How far is Orc Town?” 


     Jenna’s gaze had shifted to the room door, senses dialed to eleven. “It’s about twenty streets away. Fifteen minutes on foot. I’m sorry you are now a part of this.”  


     Alric gave the rogue a head nod and a small smile. “I never would have felt right if I left. I want to help.” 


     “Stay close and do everything I tell you,” Jenna said as she stepped to the door. 


     Fingers curled around the old-fashioned knob before a small click touched sensitive ears. Alric eyed the cloaked rogue, pistol at his side and wondering what he got himself into. The air took on an electric current as Jenna pulled the door open and a dim hallway stretched out before them. 


     Alric stayed two feet behind the rogue as she silently stepped into the hallway. Heart hammering inside his chest, a cold sweat touched his brow. This wasn’t going to a random encounter in the street where he could shrug it off as weird or unusual. He was walking into fight and the anticipation clawed at his spine. Trying to disassociate, he mentally tried to convince himself it was a simulation. He pictured the quest or mission goals and anything that happened, he simply had to survive and help Jenna, not that she really needed it. Spending countless hours in simulated warzones from fantastical to other worldly, he simply had to stay focused. Alric wished it was really that simple but logic and his heart told him in faint whispers, this was not a simulation and real people could be killed. 


     Jenna stepped out, walking along the thin corridor. Alric stayed behind her, finger moving from the side of the weapon and hovering over the trigger. Each step was painfully slow as they made their way. When they were halfway down the hall, the edge of the stairs glowing in their minds, Alric stepped on a loose floorboard and a squeak touched the still the air. 


     A side door opened instantly, something darting into the corridor behind them. Alric turned his head, just enough to see a blade swing up and come down. Stepping back, he raised his pistol in response but the blade was much too fast. Aiming for his neck, Alric felt his life flash before his eyes when another blade slipped past him and parried the sword, a foot from his neck. 


     Mara growled as her lower body curled. Jenna grabbed Alric by the shoulder and shoved him aside. The lamia pounced with the power of a cannon, her body crashing into Jenna and sending her bouncing off a wall. Alric regained his balance and aimed as Mara turned her attention to him. Serpent eyes drank in his form as his finger squeezed the trigger. Regret painted his heart as he was about to kill a woman, he was intimate with not too long before. It burned at him as he pulled the trigger and the plasma pistol went off. 


     Mara’s sword turned sideways, plasma striking it and bouncing off. A hole was blasted inwards from the shot and Alric stared at the lamia, before pulling the trigger again. The lamia advanced, her blade knocking away another plasma burst. Tail coiling and pushing, she gave the young man a manic grin until a shadow touched her eyes.  


     Jenna jumped over Alric, her body slipping over his shoulder and sword out. Mara’s blade came up and weapons clashed as sparks flew up. In the small space of the corridor, Jenna moved like a dancer, blade flashing forward in quick strikes. Mara backed off, parrying every incoming blow. Sparks flew up and some showered the lamia’s eyes. The lamia’s eyes closed and Jenna took the advantage. Dipping low, a sword slashed overhead blindly before the rogue stepped in and drove the point of her sword into the lamia’s lower body.  


     Alric watched as sparks leaked out of the lamia before Jenna twisted and blade twice and pulled it out. Mara screamed as she slashed like a hurricane, Jenna stepping back and parrying each sword strike. The pair fought, trying to gain an edge. 


     Alric aimed but couldn’t get a clear shot. He waited as Jenna threw her body into the attacks, forcing the lamia to retreat. The sounds of clanging swords filled the corridor.  


     “Alric! Kill her and we can share the reward!” Mara shouted as Jenna forced her back. 


     The young man said nothing as he tried to get a clean shot. From behind, a giggle touched his ears and he glanced back. 


     Lulu stood in her schoolgirl outfit, a wicked dagger in each hand and a manic smile on her face. The succubus licked her lips before giggling again. 


     “Alric, join me and we can fuck our lives away,” the succubus said with manic glee before she charged. 


     Alric’s stared as the succubus ran toward him, full tilt. Finger on the trigger, he pulled it back in rapid succession. Lulu’s daggers shot up, parrying plasma bolts and laughing. Alric remained calm as he judged his next shot and pulled the trigger. Plasma shot out as Lulu was nearly on him. A bolt grazed the rising blades and Lulu’s eyes went wide before a bolt struck her cheek. Metal and burnt flesh flew off, striking the wall and falling to the floor. 


     Alric saw the android frame under the succubus’s half destroyed face. Her giggling turned to mad wails as she pounced again. Her body airborne, Alric aimed at her chest and pulled the trigger. A plasma bolt struck her dead on and her body turned in the air. Several more bolts struck her and send her flying back until she hit the wall by the stairs. As she slid down, another bolt struck her chest and her body flailed before reaching the floor and twitching. 


     “Love…me…” Lulu said with a robotic voice before she slumped down like a broken doll. 


     Alric turned his attention behind him. Jenna moved like a skilled butcher, slicing away pieces of the larger lamia. Mara’s body heaved as exposed flesh, circuits and leaking bio-fluids flowed down her scaled form.  


     “Jenna…don’t let them stop you,” the lamia heaved and darted forward. 


     The Rogue timed her movements, stepping closer, shifting and swinging her sword. The lamia roared until Jenna’s sword sliced through her neck. The roar stopped abruptly as Mara’s head went spiraling through the air, hitting and wall and bouncing down to the floor. The lamia’s body deflated and fell to the wood floor, foul liquids dripping from its many wounds. 


     Jenna wiped her sword across her thigh before turning and marching down the hall. She stepped past Alric and he quickly followed. Alric gave a last, mournful look to the non-functioning Lulu and hurried after Jenna. 


     The pair made their way down the stairs to the bottom floor. The Rogue watched the shadowy corners as the front door was a mere fifty feet away. Quickening her pace, she silently rushed ahead with Alric behind her when a shadow burst from the side room. 


     Madam Zory appeared, a short sword in each scaled hand. Jenna’s blade flashed forward, parrying swords and taking a step back. Alric aimed but again could not get a clear shot. The lizard woman and rogue eyed each other, swords at the ready. 


     “The bounty on your head is large enough that I can retire,” Madam Zory smirked before taking a confident step forward. 


     “I thought our friendship was more important than credits,” Jenna said with a stony expression. 


     “You can’t retire on friendship,” Madam Zory said before she darted forward. 


      The rogue and madam clashed, blades swinging so fast, they turned into a blur. The wide corridor lit up as sparks rained down from each strike. Jenna’s body moved with skill and precision while Madam Zory’s movements spoke of power and finesse. The pair seemed evenly matched, swords battering at each other as the floor shook from their attacks. A tail whipped around and Jenna stepped back out of reach. The Madam spun and launched, scaled foot kicking out and slamming into Jenna’s chest. 


     Alric rushed ahead, grabbing Jenna to prevent her from falling back. Madam Zory’s scaled feet touched the floor as Alric pushed Jenna back to her feet. A boot stepped forward and Jenna’s sword clashed against Zory’s sword. The lizard woman’s other blade sliced low, trying to server Jenna’s leg. The rogue lifted her knee, connecting with the wrist of Zory’s incoming blade. A blink later, Jenna spun her sword and sliced upwards. 


     The blade sliced through where Zory’s shoulder and arm connected. The lizard woman screamed as her arm separated and flew through the air, red and blue liquid splashing against the walls. Jenna took advantage, slicing down and separating Zory’s hand from her wrist. The other sword flipped from her falling hand and stabbed into the wood floor.  


     Madam Zory backed up, blue and red liquids spurting from one shoulder and one wrist. She trembled as she looked down at her mutilated limbs. Stepping back, her body touched the wall and she slid down, liquids painting her legs and the floor around her. 


     Jenna stepped up to the Madam and pointed her sword between Zory’s eyes. “Your previous hospitality has earned your life but if I see you again, I’ll cut off more than your limbs.” 


     Alric watched as Jenna let her sword fall to her side and make her way to the front door. The young man followed, seeing the hollow gaze of the Madam as she looked down at her robotic limbs. 


     Madam Zory looked up with an almost child-like eyes. “Alric, her path will lead to nothing but death.” 


     Alric’s expression hardened as he turned and followed Jenna.  


     The Rogue made her way into the street, neon lights filling the area. Alric stepped out and was nearly dazzled by the various blue neon signs and holograms filling the Blue Light district. Bodies danced and called out as many people filled the street. Tower citizens mingled while drones walked with cocktail drinks on trays. The entire area looked like one giant block party, with people following mythics into buildings. Music thumped, loud enough to drown out all the fighting that took place inside. 


     “What’s out next move,” Alric asked as he took in his surroundings. 


     Jenna peered down the street, “We escape.” 


     Alric followed her gaze and his heart nearly froze in his chest. Forty sentries marched past the entrance gate to the Blue Light District. Mythics turned to see the approaching army while some tower citizens fled into nearby buildings. The music stopped and boos and hisses filled the air. A few lizard people drew long swords. In response, the sentries pulled their rifles from their chests and took a defensive position. They moved slowly, plasma rifles pointing out as the crowd on the street gave them plenty of room. 


     “Alric Vine, come to us and you will be escorted to your tower,” boomed a projected voice from the lead sentry. 


     Jenna stepped in front of Alric, hiding him partially from view. “At the opposite of end of the street is a locked gate. We make a run for it.” 


     “If it’s locked, how do we get through?” 


     “I am a rogue after all,” Jenna smirked. 


     On the street, the crowd grew restless as the sentry drones moved slowly along the street. Some picked up bottles and threw them. Glass shattered against faceless heads as the drones didn’t break formation. 


     “You bastards are killing us!” one mythic screamed. 


     “One night, we will storm the towers!” another mythic shouted. 


     “The Master will remake the world!” another one bellowed, his voice echoing off walls. 


     Jenna eyed the crowd, “Get ready.” 


     Alric stayed close, peering over Jenna’s shoulder as the sentries were moving closer to their location. The air took on an edge like a powder keg was ready to set off. Mythics growled and eyed the sentries, despite plasma rifles leveled at their chests. The indifferent sentries stepped with mechanical precision until one turned its head in Jenna and Alric’s direction.  


     From an open window, a tip of an arrow appeared. It pulled back slightly and shot forth. The arrow moved silently through the air a sit arced down. The tip glowed hot as a drone turned to it. The arrow point cracked the faceless head. Light glowed from between the cracks before the sentry’s head exploded in light and metal shards.  


     Bedlam erupted as the sentries pulled on triggers and opened fired. Mythics screamed as plasma bolts cut them down. Arrows launched from open windows, stabbing into robotic bodies and exploded. Fire, light and explosions rippled across the street. Screams and shouts merged with the chaos. Bodies fell, some from running away and others charging toward the black sentries. 


     Jenna grabbed Alric’s shoulder as they bolted in the opposite direction. Plasma bolts and explosions filled the air as the pair leapt down the from the small staircase and hit the ground running. Alric glance back to see sentries shooting down mythics with depraved indifference. His heart twisted in his chest as the chaos erupted into a full storm. 


     “Don’t look back,” Jenna commanded as she led the way. 


     Alric turned his attention forward but the screams and shouts filled his ears. A knot formed in his stomach as he tried to keep up. Jenna was fast, her cloak billowing and her legs practically blue. A plasma bolt struck a nearby wall and Alric ducked lower, not sure it was a mis-fire or he was also being targeted. 


     The flood of bodies rushing in the opposite direction of the violence hid Jenna and Alric. They blended into the crowd, Jenna’s gaze on the gate in the distance and Alric’s gaze on the rogue. The jostling and fleeing caused Alric to be bounced around, fighting to maintain his balance. Jenna on the other hand, elbowed her way through, eyes on the prize. 


     A goblin crashed into Alric and instinctually, he grabbed her to keep her from falling.  


     “Thank yo…” the goblin said before a bolt blasted through the side of her head. 


     Blood splashed into Alric’s face as the goblin’s body crumbled in his hands. He let go, dazed and confused as what was left of the mythic slumped to the ground. The screaming and sounds of plasma fire disoriented the young man. Senses dialed to eleven, his world was nothing more than light and noise. Losing track of Jenna, he stumbled with the crowd. A panicked screaming filled the night as the gate bowed but did not open. Plasma flashed and bodies fell as smoke rose up. 


     “Jenna!” Alric shouted, death hovering over him with a tooth filled grin. 


     A hand reached from the panicked crowd and took hold of Alric’s coat. He went with the flow, Jenna pulling him through the crowd as screams continued. Sword in hand, bodies parted around the rogue as flashes of light filled the area behind them. The Rogue pushed on until she reached the gate. Sword up, she slashed down hard, the lock bursting into sparks and the gates swinging open. 


     Alric’s senses slowly returned as Jenna pulled him with the deluge. The crowd rushed through like a raging river and split off down side streets. The young man looked up, the towers above them nearly spinning. 


     “You’re suffering from shock. Stay calm. I won’t let you go,” Jenna said as she pulled him down a side alley. 


     Alric could barely make out the words before Jenna’s cloak shifted to a darker shade, matching the darkness around them. The rogue lifted up her cloak and swung one side over Alric’s shoulders and back. The pair huddled together before they disappeared from sight, the sounds of plasma fire echoing off walls in the cool evening air.          


     


  




  

     Six 


     Jenna’s cloak pulled free as they slowed their escape. Alric stumbled to the side, his hand touching a wall and leaning against it. With heavy breathing, he fought the urge to throw up. Thoughts flashed like a demented film. The screams echoed off his soul and he could still taste mythic blood in his mouth. Never had it all become so real and he fought to keep it together. 


     Jenna stayed close, visually scanning the non-descript street. Cloak over shoulders, fingers tightened around the short sword handle. Ears twitched as she took in her surroundings and when everything seemed all clear, she turned to Alric. 


     “I…I never thought…they would open fire on defenseless people,” Alric heaved. 


     Shadows covered Jenna’s eyes. “As I said, life is cheap on the streets. Mythic life means even less.” 


     “I…” Alric couldn’t finish his thought, senses cringing and trying to return to normal. 


     Jenna eyed the heaving, Alric. “I’ll return you to your tower. I’ll find another way to get the pieces of the map. You don’t belong here.” 


     Alric’s head shot up, his gaze making direct contact with Jenna’s eyes. “No! I’m staying by your side. There is no way I can return to my life and know you are down here, risking every moment to stay alive.” 


     “You’re going to get killed,” Jenna said coldly. 


     Alric gave the rogue a mad smirk, “It’ll be worth it just to spend a little more time with you.” 


     Jenna’s expression softened a hair. “Alric, this game is life or death.” 


     Alric’s shoulders rose and fell with his chuckles. “You don’t know me. I hold Purple Stars in the Grid Wars. I have sacrificed myself countless times to save my teammates.” 


     Jenna sheathed her sword and crossed her arms. “In the Grid Wars, you can die and come back for another game. In the Master’s game, you die and your gone, forever. You may not go to Mars but you can still live a happy life back in your tower.” 


     “Living the lie? No thank you.” 


     Jenna’s hooded head tilted forward, darkness covering her entire face. “Alric, staying with me will only drag you to Hell. Go back to your life and be happy.” 


     Alric pushed off the wall and stepped toward Jenna. Looking down on her hood, a new fire lit in his belly. 


     “Jenna, I know there is something more between us. I felt it when you walked into Dr. Neon’s office. I’m staying with you so we can complete your quest. This is your chance to be free and I…want to help.” 


     The rogue looked up to Alric’s kinds eyes. Turning away, she began walking. 


     “Stay close and do everything I tell you and we might survive the night.” 


     “Yes, my Captain,” Alric smiled as he followed the rogue.   


     Cool air drifted down from the dark sky, sending a chill through the air as the rogue led the way. Alric followed, scanning every dark corner, alcove and doorway. The violence several blocks away had died down and soon silence reigned. 


     The pair walked on, the streets surprisingly empty with the occasional holo-projection or neon sign bathing the area in weird light. The breeze picked up and trash rolled across their path but they pushed on. 


     Alric’s gaze drifted to the cloaked rogue. Thoughts of their union burned bright against the cold events that took place just before their harrowing escape. Try as he might, he could not deny Jenna’s allure. She was the kind of woman he was attracted to in the many VR worlds and stories he enjoyed. It was the only thing Lana did not have, a sense of strength. The android was loving, helpful and caring but didn’t like to play violent games too much. Visiting far off worlds and exploring was suited her and Alric enjoyed those times but sometimes, he just wanted to take it to another level, just to feel a little alive. 


     Head bowing slightly forward, his old life rippled along his mind. It was over and he knew it. After this night, he could hardly think of returning. It coiled along his heart, fangs sinking into his beating soul, poison changing everything he felt and knew to something else. 


     “How did you parry plasma bolts? I didn’t know ancient weapons can do that,” Alric asked trying to get out of his own drowning thoughts. 


     “My sword is hardened on a molecular level and the edges honed to a nano-razor’s edge. It’s light but can cut through metal easily. It’s strong enough to parry plasma bolts but if its hit too many times, it will heat up and bend,” Jenna said over her shoulder. 


     The Rogue walked on, a sliver of darkness touching her mind. “The Master entrusted a certain number of blacksmiths with the technology. They can create many different weapons and evens the playing field since mythics and adventurers cannot use modern weapons.” 


     Alric raised an eyebrow, “You can’t use rifles and pistols?” 


     The back of Jenna’s hood moved from side to side, “No. It’s hardwired into me and many others. We can’t pick up a modern weapon and use it. The Master wanted the game to fit his rules as much as he could. Cyborgs and androids cannot be modern in modern times.” 


     Alric thought about the pistol in his trench coat, “Maybe it’s a good thing I came along? I can offer fire support.” 


     Jenna said nothing for a long moment. When the silence grew to a deafening roar, the rogue turned her head and looked back at Alric who trailed three feet behind her. 


     “Thank you, for coming with me. Madam Zory was as close to a friend I could have considering my work. Now that bridge is burnt, I will have to look for a new place to live.” 


     “I can help with too, somehow,” Alric said with a small smile 


     Jenna nodded as they walked. 


     Alric perked up a little, “So, can I ask a question? Why did you visit Dr. Neon’s office?” 


     “I received a tip that he may have had information on the Master. Since they were in communication, I thought I could narrow down the Master’s location. I knew Dr. Neon would not agree with simply helping me. I teleported in because his hallway had defense systems.” 


     “Was it the Master who gave you the tip? I saw how he used dice rolls for information checks. I don’t know how honest he is with his weird rules.” 


     Jenna sighed before she spoke, “Despite his madness, the Master follows the rules of the game to the letter. As for the information, I’m connected with a network of rogues and information dealers. It took a long time to figure out how It all works but it does work. For the right price, you can get almost any information you want.” 


     Jenna looked ahead as she continued, “Information on the Master is sacred and rare. I paid a lot of credits just for a dead end.” 


     “Hardly a dead end, you met me,” Alric said with a wide smile. 


     Jenna looked back and shook her head. She fought her own struggling smile and failed, her lips curving up in amusement. 


     “True, I met you,” Jenna said with a soft edge before bright lights flashed. 


     Alric’s hand went up, trying to block the blinding floodlights. A shadow was to his side, short sword out. Alric’s eyes adjusted a little to see three, large Enforcers come toward them from three different directions. The street was a cross street and the ten-foot-tall Enforcers moved with near liquid grace as they blocked each street except the one the pair walked from. 


     “Alric Vine, you are being escorted to the Blue Sky Tower for questioning. Surrender now or face harsh penalties, up to and including imprisonment. You have ten seconds to comply,” said a calm voice from the Enforcer before them. 


     Alric’s hand reached into his trench coat when Jenna touched his forearm. 


     “They will kill you if they see that weapon. Hide and come out when it’s all over,” Jenna directed the young man before her knees bent. 


     Alric took a step back as the Rogue darted forward like a black dagger. The enforcers turned their smooth heads to the incoming woman. Armored, metal arms rose up as attached plasma cannons charged to life. 


     “Surrender,” the middle Enforcer said emotionlessly. 


     Jenna grinned as she approached in the blink of an eye and leapt into the air. The rogue’s body spun as the center enforcer opened fired. Plasma bolts rained upward in rapid succession as the Jenna flew toward the giant robot’s chest. Arms and legs flashing our, she hooked her left hand on the top of the enforcer’s chest and planted her boots on his midsection. Sword swinging, it cut through the head but was stuck halfway through. 


     “You have committed many crimes. You are sentenced to summary execution,” the enforcer said as a fist aimed for the rogue. 


     Jenna leapt up, body twisting in the air as the metal fist missed her. Sword out, she slashed again at its head, the sword sinking in only half way and sparks shooting up. The enforcer reached up to grab at the rogue when her sword flashed again, a metal hand flying off a wrist and hitting the street. 


     “Jenna,” Alric whispered as he backed up. 


     Flood lights from thick, armored shoulders turned in his direction. The two other enforcers began marching, the very ground shaking with each step. 


     Jenna kicked off the sparking head and into the air. Turning her body, she was ready to dive down for the killing blow when a metal arm swung up and slammed into her body. The rogue went spiraling through the air and hit the ground with a rolling thud.  


     “No!” Alric shouted a she pulled his pistol. 


     The two advancing enforcers lifted their arms, plasma cannons charging. 


     “You have an illegal firearm! You will be subdued!” both enforcers said with urgency. 


     Jenna raised her head to see the flood lights on Alric as he lifted his pistol to the two enforcers. Hand reaching into her cloak, she pulled out a long dagger and threw it. The dagger spun until it struck the back of one of the enforcers, the tip sinking in a few inches. The enforcer stopped its advance, turning to see a dark shadow, run and leap into the air. It turned its cannon and opened fired. 


     Alric watched as Jenna flew through the air, cloak billowing behind her. An explosion by his foot caused him to stumble back as an enforcer advanced, arm cannon aiming for the young man’s chest. 


     “That is your only warning. Drop the pistol.” 


     Something snapped from within and Alric shouted, “Fuck you!”, before turning and running. 


     Jenna landed on the shoulders of the enforcer, ready to stab her sword in its head when the other enforcer opened fired on the fleeing Alric. Plasma bolts lit up the street as a stream of destruction was going to reach the running Alric. Turning his upper body, he fired back, plasma bolts striking the enforcer’s chest but doing no damage. 


     Jenna gritted her teeth as she activated her QT engine. The air rippled as the enforcer reached up to swat her away. Reality bended and Jenna appeared on the shoulders of the enforcer firing at Alric. Sword in the same position as with the other enforcer, this time, Jenna stabbed down with all her strength. The sword penetrated the hard, armored head and stabbed down to sensitive systems. The enforcer’s aim shook and misfired as sparks flew up. Jenna twisted the blade, the loud crunch filling her ears. A pop and a fizz, smoke billowed up. Jenna wretched her sword free when a plasma bolt struck her back and she went spiraling through the air. 


     Alric reached a corner, turned around and aimed as he saw Jenna fall. Finger pulling on trigger, he opened fired. The enforcer Jenna hurt stumbled to the side as gears whirled. A small sire rose up from its chest before plasma bolts struck exposed parts. The enforcer shuddered before it fell. 


     Jenna hit the ground, smoke rising up from her cloak. Spinning her legs, she vaulted back onto her feet and charged the enforcer who shot her. It turned its cannon to the approaching cloaked woman. The first enforcer who Jenna cut off its hand advanced on them. Plasma bolts blasted out in a stream and the rogue leapt into the air. 


     Body spinning, Jenna planned her attack as Alric aimed at metal legs and continued to fire. Bolts singed black legs but didn’t slow down the metal monsters. The sound of weapon fire bounced off walls but Jenna was silent, moving through the air like gravity had no hold on her. 


     Body turning, she planted her feet on the firing enforcer before leaping off. Blade out, her body became a spear as she stabbed the approaching enforcer in the chest. The blow was so strong, the enforcer took a step back as sparks showered Jenna’s arm. QT engine powering up, the air wrinkled once again as the rogue disappeared. 


     The enforcer stumbled as sparks leaked out of the chest wound. The other enforcer turned and fired back at Alric. Bolts hit the corner wall and Alric pulled back, debris and smoke filling the space by him.  


     Jenna appeared, a hundred feet above the enforcer she damaged. Gravity took hold and she fell, legs curled and sword pointed down with both hands. Sensors went off inside the enforcer. When it turned to look upwards, Jenna came down hard, driving her sword between the neck and shoulder of the enforcer. Twisting her blade, sparks lit her up. 


     The Enforcer shuddered, a plume of smoke rising up. Jenna planted her feet, pulled her blade free and leapt across the small distance to the other enforcer. It continued to fire and advance on Alric’s position. When sensors pinged with an incoming second target, Jenna let out an almost inhuman shout before slicing hard across. 


     Alric took a deep breath, finger on the trigger before swinging his arm out and aiming. Eyes widened as the enforcer’s head went spinning through the air. Jenna held onto the headless enforcer, driving her sword into electronic guts again and again. Smoke furled up as she savagely stabbed and sliced. The enforcer shuddered, fell and crashed onto the street floor. 


     “Fuck yea!” Alric shouted. 


     “Alric Vine, you have been found guilty…” the last, damaged enforcer said as it lifted its cannon arm. 


     Jenna turned to see the enforcer aiming at Alric. It was over fifty feet away. Engine powering up, reality wrinkled. 


     “…of crimes against society. You shall be executed…” the enforcer said as Jenna appeared before it. 


     The rogue stepped in, blade flashing for a moment before driving into the armored chest. Alric watched as he aimed, Jenna driving her sword into the metal construct nearly a dozen times. Sparks and smoke billowed, the plasma cannon arm dropping to its side as it slowly slid down to its metal knees.  


     Jenna pulled her sword back and spun her entire body in a wide arc. The blade cut through the thick neck and the head went flying. The enforcer let out an erratic groan before small lights along its black body winked out and it stayed on its knees like a statue. 


     Alric bolted for Jenna as she stood. The rogue turned around to see the young man running toward her when pain touched synthetic nerves. The rogue fell to one knee, an alert filling her vision of the damage she took from the blast to the back. Alric was on her, grabbing hold and helping her back to her feet. 


     The pair said nothing as they turned and continued their march toward Orc Town, three smoking enforcers filling the intersection with an occasional spark flaring between them. 


     


  




  

     Seven 


      Jenna grunted and Alric slowed down. The pair made their way to a dark doorway, Alric helping the rogue to sit down on the single step. Silence had long returned, the sound of their breathing breaking the night’s stillness. 


     Jenna pulled her cloak aside as Alric stood over her. He could see the burnt hole through her cloak as it moved to the side. Taking a step closer, he looked down as her hand to blast mark and cracked skin. A reddish liquid bled out from the wound, sealing it and dripping into her leather. 


     “It’s not too bad. My self-repair systems will close it up and begin mending my top and cloak,” Jenna said with a wince. 


     “You still feel it though?” 


     Jenna gave a small nod. “The Master wanted me to feel every cut, every burn and every stab. He has told me on many occasions, pain is the greatest teacher of all.” 


     “What a fucking asshole,” Alric said as he stared down helplessly. 


     “Yes, he is,” Jenna said with a faint smile. 


     Jenna sat back and leaned against the door. Alric sat down beside her, wishing he could do more. 


     “Orc Town is two blocks away. We’ll have to sneak in and avoid the patrols,” Jenna stated. 


     “You used all three charges. Maybe we should do this another night when your rested?” 


     Jenna shook her head. “Not with a bounty on my head. The Master will clear the bounty once we reach our objective. He’s done this before, to motivate mythics and adventurers. That’s why they are quick to attack, so they can collect the bounty before it goes away.” 


     Alric scratched his head. “Can’t we…find someone you can…you know.” 


     Jenna gave a weak smile. “I doubt anyone would find me attractive in this state and willing to spare a moment to sex me up right now.” 


     “I don’t know, guys can be pretty horny,” Alric tried to be funny. 


     Jenna touched his shoulder, “It doesn’t have to be just guys.” 


     Alric lifted an eyebrow. 


     “My visual systems see the sex of my partners. A woman simply has to bring me to orgasm while a man has to orgasm inside me.” 


     “Sounds, weirdly hot,” Alric grinned. 


     “It has its moments, on occasion,” Jenna said as she forced herself to her feet. 


     Alric looked up, seeing the wound slowly closing and the fabric of her torn cloak mending together. 


     “I should be slightly better by the time we get to the border of Orc Town. Let’s not waste any more time.” 


     Alric stood up, hand diving into his trench coat and pulling out his plasma pistol. Checking the readout, the weapon had about ten percent charge left, enough for maybe a dozen shots before it was empty. 


     Jenna looked down at the pistol, seeing the readout, “I suggest you use it only when you absolutely have too. The sound of plasma fire will alert the whole town. We need stealth for this quest.  


     Alric slipped his pistol back in his coat. “I wish I was better help. I don’t have strength or speed implants so I am at a disadvantage. Pistol almost empty, I’ll be useless.” 


     Jenna looked down the street as she spoke, “You’re keeping my spirits up, that’s good enough for me.” 


     “Glad I can help,” Alric said but didn’t feel it within. He continued to feel like a burden and wanted to do more. 


     “The map point is part of the quest. We have to sneak past the border, the location we need is two streets in. Orcs are mostly nocturnal and like to stir up trouble with some of the other races.” 


     “There’s other towns, like elves and fairies?” 


     “There are other towns but they go by real names. Orcs like to keep things not too complicated. Sex and violence are their main traits, preferring to dwell in ignorance so they don’t have to think too hard. It makes their lives simple and effective.” 


     “Sounds lovely and horrific at the same time.” 


     Jenna nodded. “It can be. You don’t want to be an orc prisoner. They tend to play with them before they lop off heads.” 


     Cold seeped into Alric’s heart as Jenna’s implication sank into his mind. The thought of being gang raped or mutilated by orcs didn’t sit well with him. Her words drove home how dangerous this little adventure truly was. Thoughts of home vanished as he knew once the enforcers were defeated, his place and all his belongings would be seized by the tower government. All files and virtual space he owned would be deleted and any record of him will disappear. If he stepped back into any tower, he would be apprehended and forced to live his days in a virtual prison world where pain tolerances are set very low and lawlessness ruled. Death would be an instant respawn so there was no relief from the torments inflicted on his mind and body. 


     “I won’t let them hurt you,” Jenna said simply. 


     Alric woke up from his waking nightmare. “Ditto,” he said, trying to sound brave. 


     Jenna’s gaze remained on Alric for a long second before she turned away and began walking. Alric followed, his fears falling to the background and timid bravery fueling his need to help complete the quest.   


     Time slowed down as the pair crossed two streets and approached a dark corner. Jenna bent low, gaze cutting through the dark street to a makeshift barrier and torches along the rusty, metal walls.  


     Alric peered over Jenna’s shoulder, seeing several orcs standing at a gate. A small tower stood behind the gate, a long orc peering down with a crossbow in his large hands. Beyond that, firelight lit up nearby towers, their windows black to keep the orc’s nighttime activities from disturbing citizen residents above them. 


     “We’ll circle around the block and see if we can climb the fence,” Jenna whispered. 


     “It doesn’t look very high,” Alric noted. 


     “I can jump it easily. Can you?” 


     Alric looked to Jenna’s wicked grin. “Maybe if I stretch.” 


     Jenna turned away, hiding her widening smile. “Follow me.” 


     The pair snuck off, silently moving down a side street and circling around. Alric tried to calm down his nerves with little success. Blood pumped in his ears and a sudden urge to use the bathroom painted his soul. He wanted nothing more than to be a brave warrior, helping Jenna complete her quest but right now, he felt like some wet behind the ears fool with a nearly spent pistol in his coat. 


     Jenna and Alric stepped down a small side street. Staying low, they reached the orc made wall. Firelight rose up from the other side but their side was dark as pitch and smelled of open sewers. 


     “I’ll jump over. When it is clear, you’ll see my open hand over the top. Start climbing but be quiet. Once you’re over, we stay low and make out way in,” Jenna instructed. 


     “Be careful,” Alric said warmly. 


     Jenna nodded before she turned and leapt straight up. Alric watched as the rogue effortlessly made it over the top of the wall and disappeared over the side. 


     Jenna landed on her feet, quiet as grave. Before her, an orc stood with his back to her. The orc lifted an old-fashioned cigarette to his big, green lips and tried to light it. A club with nails in the top lay by his thick feet. Beyond him, there was little movement but down the street, several orcs laughed. 


     The rogue pulled a dagger from her cloak. Her left hand bunched up some of her cloak. The orc took a long drag, humming some strange tune. Jenna approached like a ghost from a dark forest. When she was close enough to smell his foul stench, she launched herself on him. 


     The orc felt an arm swing around his neck, fabric stuffed into his opening mouth. A breath later, a dagger sank into his back, the tip just barely appearing from his chest. The orc gave a muffled grunt as Jenna pulled him back. When the orc struggled, she twisted the dagger and air escaped his lungs. The orc went limp and she pulled him to the wall. Laying him down gently, she stepped on him and raised a hand, palm open and out. 


     Alric took a deep breath before he stepped to the wall. The metal plates stood awkwardly against one another, allowing for grasping. Alric took hold and began to climb. He questioned the orcs need to make terrible defenses but quieted his mind, knowing without it, he would be scrambling up against the side.  


     Like a long-limbed spider, Alric made it to the top and slipped over. Hand missing the hole he was going to grab, he fell and landed on the big dead orc on the ground. The young man stared as the orc stared up at the sky. A shadow fell over him and Jenna took hold of Alric’s hand. Helping him to his feet, the pair lay low. 


     Jenna spread her cloak over Alric’s shoulders, the fabric rippling until it matched the background. Moving along, they hurried across a dirty street to waiting shadows on the other side. Three orcs walked along the street, talking and hitting each other on the shoulders. 


     Jenna and Alric stayed very still, watching as the orcs strolled by, missing the dead orc laying against the base of the wall. Alric let out a long exhale before Jenna pulled him along, staying to the shadows as they made their way deeper into Orc Town. 


     The cloak blended the pair into the background as they made their in. Several male orcs were punching each other while several females cheered them on. The smell of cooking meat filled the area and Alric didn’t want to think too hard on how they got it. The further they invaded the town, the more they saw. Some orcs walked around, patrolling the areas while others were engaged in rough sex. A female orc cried out for more as several males had her pinned to a wall, taking turns, much to her delight. 


     Alric wanted to ask how they can live like this but kept his mouth shut as they were neck deep in enemy territory. Jenna’s gaze was focused as they slipped around several corners. When they crouched down in a deep shadow, the rogue pointed ahead and Alric looked to where she was pointing. 


     A small building stood but Alric quickly thought it looked like a warehouse. Lights flashed from plain windows as a line of orcs stood outside the main entrance. An orc in a bowtie with a clipboard stood by a velvet rope. He was the biggest orc Alric had ever seen and his size seemed to keep everyone in line. Some orcs growled and moaned, wanting to get in but the bouncer held his clipboard in one hand and fixed his bowtie with the other. It was almost comical that the orc wore a simple loincloth and tie but Alric wasn’t about to go up to them and point it out. 


     “The location is in the back of the that building,” Jenna whispered. 


     “The Master is not making it easy, sneaking into an orc nightclub,” Alric whispered. 


     Jenna grabbed Alric’s arm and the pair stayed close to the shadows. The rest of the street was empty as they made a wide arc so they wouldn’t be spotted. Circling to the back of the large warehouse, Jenna scanned the area, her gaze locking on a single door. 


     Without hesitation, Jenna made her way across the street, Alric in tow. The two made it to the door and hunkered down. Alric eyed the door, seeing that it had an electronic lock. The door itself looked like it could keep out an invading force. 


     “Keep an eye out as I work,” Jenna said and pulled a small kit from her cloak. 


     Alric nodded. Placing his back to the wall, he watched the street. Thumping music vibrated from the building but the young man stayed to task, watching every shadow for any surprise orcs. 


     Jenna opened her kit and pulled out several small rods. Reaching up, she removed the housing to the lock unit. The metal rods in her hands began to vibrate as she began to work. Alric glance to the rogue, seeing that she was connected the rods to certain sections and cutting through a wire or circuit. Once three rods were in place, the red light on the lock turned green and the door opened an inch. 


     “Some skills work in the modern world,” Jenna whispered as he took hold of the door and opened it wider. 


     The pair slipped in, Alric closing the door behind him. 


     Dim lights ran along the corners of the small corridor. Jenna stood to full height, as did Alric. Stepping along, they moved with caution toward the door at the other end. Jenna drew her sword and took point. Alric pulled his pistol and held it down at his side.  


     The corridor was bare, no signs of cameras or sensor nodes. When they reached the end, a simple doorknob shined in the dim light. Jenna took hold and slowly opened it inwards. Alric was ready to go in gun blazing when mist spilled out and covered their boots. The door opened wide, Jenna stepped in, Alric close behind. 


     The chamber was bare except for a lone tube in the middle and a flat screen on the wall. The entire room was medium size. The fog rolled along the floor but didn’t go higher than their knees.  


     Jenna circled around the tube from one side while Alric circled from the other side. They both met, shoulder to shoulder, staring at the eight-foot-long tube. The hatch was open and a red light cast an eerie crimson glow. On either side, a hand reader glowed with the same crimson light. 


     “A Gen-tube?” Alric said out loud. 


     The flat screen flashed on and a robed figure sat, a wooden table under his arms and dice scattered about. 


     “Welcome brave adventurers!” the Master boomed. 


     Jenna and Alric turned to the flat screen, annoyance filling their brows. 


     “I’m happy you made it this far. Jenna, your skills have improved from the struggling player when you started. Congratulations.”      


     “Explain,” Jenna insisted with a growl. 


     The Master nodded before he continued, “It’s a simple puzzle but the consequences are quite dire. Figure out the puzzle and I will tell you the next steps.” 


     Alric turned to the gen-tube, eyeing the hand readout pads. “It doesn’t take a quantum science major to see that we both have to touch the pads to activate it. I just don’t understand how we will get a map from just a gen-tube.” 


     Jenna turned her gaze to the tube and her heart sank in her chest. “One of us has to enter it to gain the piece of the map.” 


     The Master nodded. “You were always my best player.” 


     “What happens after one of us enters the tube?” Alric asked. 


     “Jenna, do you wish to make a knowledge roll?” 


     The rogue nodded, her hand tightening around the sword handle.  


     The Master picked up a pair of dice and rolled them. When they stopped, numbers flashed on the screen, indicating seventeen. 


     “I’m afraid you failed your roll,” the Master said with an even tone. 


     Alric stepped forward, facing the Master on screen, “I’ll do a knowledge roll!” 


     The Master shook his head, “You’re an NPC so you don’t get knowledge rolls.” 


     “This is bullshit! How can I play the game if I don’t know all the rules!” 


     “Games, much like life, don’t always tell you the rules. A good Dungeon Master will work with the players, even if they don’t know what they’re doing.” 


     Jenna looked down and then back up to the screen, “I’m not meant to get in the tube.” 


     Jenna turned her attention to Alric, “He is.” 


     Alric’s eyes widened as the Master nodded. 


     “As I said, you are my best player. You receive an XP bonus for coming up with the answer on your own.” 


     “What happens when Alric enters the tube?” 


     “The piece of the map will be downloaded into his neural implant. The process should take about thirty minutes, during which time, you will have to defend the tube.” 


     Jenna and Alric stared as the screen switched to orcs jumping, drinking and partying in a larger room. The sound was on mute but lights flashed in sync with the barely felt vibrations coming from the other side of the warehouse. 


     The screen flashed again to the robed form of the Master, shadows covering his face. 


     “Mr. Vine must enter the tube freely and of his own will. Once inside, the timer will begin. You will have that amount of time to defend the tube before Mr. Vine emerges. After that, you are both free to go…if you can,” the Master’s voice floated from the flat screen with a touch of amusement and measured malice.  


       


     


  




  

     Eight 


     Jenna’s gaze lowered. “Please, don’t bring him into this.” 


     “Things set in motion cannot be undone,” The Master said in a low tone. 


     Alric turned to Jenna. Putting a hand on her shoulder, he turned her to face him, both hands on her shoulders. The Rogue couldn’t look up, guilt painting her shadowy expression. 


     “I said I wanted to help and I meant it,” Alric smiled. 


     Jenna shook her head slightly, “Once you step into that tube, he’s going to change you. It will be permanent. Your old life will be forever gone.” 


     “It wasn’t much of a life,” Alric said with a knowing smile. “Besides, my new life can bring new meaning.” 


     Jenna looked up into Alric’s emerald green eyes, her spirit tightening with concern.  


     The Master bowed his head, “I’ll leave you to make your decisions. When it’s all over, I’ll come back to speak with you again.” 


     The screen went black for a few seconds before a thirty-minute timer appeared. Jenna and Alric glanced to it for a long second before they turned their gaze to each other once again. 


     Jenna sheathed her sword at her hip. Glancing to another doorway that led deeper into the warehouse, strategies filled her mind. 


     “The orcs will come through that doorway. There are about fifty of them from what I saw on the video feed. It’s going to be a hard-pressed fight but I will defend you for as long as I can.” 


     “You’re Jenna Whisper, famous rogue of the streets. If anyone can do it, it’s you.” 


     The Rogue let a small smirk form before it melted away. “Thank you but it will take more than my fame and skills to fight a small army of orcs. As long as I have the element of surprise, I can take the advantage but not for long. Also, I can’t…” Jenna trailed off. 


     “Do you feel you would have a fighting chance if you could teleport?” 


     Jenna’s head made a small, simple nod.  


     Alric touched the back of his fingers to Jenna’s alabaster colored cheek. “We should try and see if we can unlock it.” 


     Jenna’s expression saddened. “It doesn’t work like that. It will be a waste of time.” 


     “It’s not a waste if we get one more moment together. I know it’s been a crazy day night but what I said before stays true. What we felt was real. You can try to protect me all you want but I want you to know, I’ll do the same. I’ll protect you for as long as I have breath.” 


     Alric’s eyes took on a bright shine, “You don’t have to go alone anymore.”  


     Jenna gazed into Alric’s eyes. Heat touched her cheeks as she saw the genuine feelings flow like a natural spring. It snaked along her spirit, caressing synthetic nerves. Mechanical heart pumping, blood surged along the living parts of her body. A cascading effect rippled along her cyborg body and he found it impossible to resist the innocent allure of Alric’s spirit. 


     Hands rose up, pulling off leather gloves and tossing them aside. Delicate fingers touched Alric’s jaw before she leaned in and kissed him. The heat between them grew as tongue slid into mouths, tasting one another. Bodies moved, stepping closer until they touched. Alric took hold of her waist, keeping her close as they drank in scents, heat and passion. 


     Alric couldn’t fight the flow of blood as it drained from his mind. Filling his member, it began to harden as they embraced each other. Jenna’s hands drifted, touching him like it was the first time. Alric’s hands smoothed over her plump bottom and squeezed.  


     The air around the couple blurred, taking on a warm haze. Thoughts burned of wanting need. Clothes began to feel restrictive but before Alric could do anything, Jenna took hold of his zipper and pulled it down. Warm fingers dove in, taking hold of his member and freeing it. Not letting go, she pulled away and stroke him slowly with a wicked smirk. 


     “A moment in time before death claims us all,” Jenna said with a breathy whisper. 


     Alric smiled before his eyes widened. Jenna placed her other hand on his chest and pushed him hard. Not breaking the connection, she forced him against a wall. Hand stroking and cold metal against his back, Alric grunted. The gentle caress of the Rogue sent tendrils of bliss along his member and into his heart. It was a gentle moment before Jenna eyed him like a fox before going in for a kill. 


     The Rogue lowered herself onto her knees. Alric looked down as she took the tip of his throbbing member and pressed it to her lips. Hand stroking, she licked and suckled before she devoured him. Inches speared her mouth and touched the back of her throat. She moaned her delight as lips moved over the now wet shaft, back and forth in a soothing, loving kiss. 


     Alric bent his head back, enjoying her lips around his shaft while her tongue pressed the bulk of his manhood to the roof of her mouth. Sliding back and forth sent chills up his spine and a heated desire for more. The sounds of her suckling only made him harder, a drop of pre-come touching the back of her throat and the Rogue drinking it down. 


     The tempo grew for long moments before Jenna pulled away and stood up. Alric looked to her as she turned around and undid her cloak. Twirling around her leather-clad body, she tossed it onto the hard floor. Alric drank in her curves now that it wasn’t obscured by the thick cloak. Pale hands moved to her sides, unfastening and unhooking pieces of her outfit. Alric stood with a raging hard on as the Rogue tossed pieces of leather armor and lifted up her black shirt. 


     Back still to Alric, Jenna glanced back before hooking thumbs into her leather pants. Pushing them down, her round bottom was free. The young man couldn’t help himself, taking hold of his throbbing member and stroking it as Jenna undressed. When she stepped out of the remainder of her clothing, her body glowed in the dim light. Smooth skin covered a fit body. Dark purple hair turned black. Hips held a caged power as she turned around. 


     Alric admired her beauty, drinking it in as he grabbed at his clothes and began taking them off. Jenna smiled, not ashamed of her body. Breasts defied gravity as dark nipples pointed in desire. Small waist and strong thighs protected her almost delicate womanhood. Small curls of hair framed her valley, pink lips emerging and wetness gleaming even in the poor light.  


     Jenna stepped forward as Alric stepped out of his pants and threw them aside. Creamy breasts bobbed with each step until she laid her arms on his shoulders. The space between them was small but both souls cried out to close the distance. Jenna leaned in, her body touching his. War sensations burned bright before the Rogue closed her thighs, Alric’s member between them.  


     Alric stiffened into granite, her valley opening wet and touching him. She cooed her desire, moving her hips slightly and coating his throbbing member with her lust.  


     “Don’t be shy,” Jenna whispered, her breath on his neck. 


     Alric said nothing as he grabbed her waist. Jenna relented, letting him control the tempo. Breasts pressed against his hard chest, she moaned her wanting. 


     Alric could not deny the growing madness in his spirit. Heart beating like a hammer, he only knew desire and what he wanted, for both of them. Fingers and hands took a firm hold and the young man turned the Rogue around and slammed her back against the wall. Jenna smiled until Alric took hold of her leg and lifted it up. One leg went over his shoulder, followed by another. The rogue gave seductive eyes, dripping with wanting before they widened a hair, the tip of Alric’s cock touching her unguarded valley. 


     Alric moved his hips, allowing the tip of his cock to rub against her dripping slit. Playing with the pale beauty, she moaned, her hips trying to take more. The young man smiled before he slowly invaded her tight space.  


     Jenna’s breath quickened as thick inches separated strong inner walls. Surrendering to the invasion, heightened senses burned bright as pleasure caused moans to spill between parted lips. The heat between them chased away the small chill in the air. 


     Alric’s body betrayed him when he reached the hilt. Hips moving of their own accord, he thrust and pulled back, feeling every pull and tug. Jenna squeezed Alric, nearly to a strangling point but the young, viral man would not be stopped. One hand touched the wall behind the Rogue while another squeezed one of Jenna’s full breasts. Sucking in a deep breath, bliss poured all over her mind and body as Alric manhandled her. 


     The tempo rose like waves crashing on a beach. Alric could not hide his needs, grunts rising up his throat as he was lost to Jenna’s beauty and tight grip. The need had consumed him but he warred with the wet warmth Jenna gave him. It created a perfect circle of lust and holding back to enjoy the moment. 


     Jenna bounced as she was pinned to the wall. Alric found it harder to hold back, his thrusts crying out for release.  


     The Rogue felt Alric’s cock thicken. Unhooking a leg, she curled it down and pressed her foot against the wall. With a strong push, Alric stumbled back with wide eyes. Jenna’s expression was demonic, a not so innocent smile on her lips. Alric tipped backwards, Jenna still on him. When he fell, he hit the cloak covering the floor with a loud “Thud”.  


     Jenna giggled before her hips began to work. Giggles turned to moans as she rode him, his thick head rubbing her secret spot. 


     “That’s it. That’s what I want,” Jenna moaned. 


     Wetness dripped down her inner thighs before they touched Alric’s hips with a downward thrust. The Rogue used Alric and he didn’t mind, hips and rising and falling like a passionate calling. The connection between them blazed bright. The outside world no longer mattered, their union consuming every thought and sensation.  


     Alric parted his lips, ready to announce he was close to coming. Jenna beat him to it. 


     “I’m coming,” Jenna said in a sultry whisper, her mind no longer in control of her body. 


     Eros Implant initiating. 


     Alric forgot about the implant. The moment took complete control and instantly wanted to feel it the way it was meant to be. Turning off the implant didn’t diminish the wild heat between them. If anything, it fueled him more. Hips rose up to meet Jenna’s downward thrusts. The gravity of desire prevented them from moving too far away. Jenna let out a strangled whine, nerves tightening to the breaking point. 


     “I won’t leave your side,” Alric said in the barest of whispers. 


     Jenna heard every word as her eyes widened. Nerves flared with bliss before Jenna’s body shuddered into a small frenzy. Crying out, the dam broke and paradise came crashing down, drowning the woman ecstasy. Heat glowed as pink touched her cheeks and neck. Another orgasm flashed and another. The moments of bliss caused her to lose control as a deluge of wetness erupted.  


     Alric held her hips as she squeezed him, Wetness erupted and flowed onto him like a loving stream. He smiled for a moment before the lust consumed him again. Hard as stone, he lay on his back, helping Jenna milk every last drop of her orgasms. Time stood still as they were both lost to the moment. 


     A needy anger of release plagued Alric’s mind. Nerves lit up like he was short-circuiting. Jenna rode him, eyes closing as she milked another orgasm. The image of her enjoying the moment was all Alric needed. 


     Hands grabbed at Jenna’s wrists. Eyes half opening, the Rogue was turned to the side and slammed down onto her back. A breathy sigh rose up as Alric held her wrists above her head, hips thrusting with power. Each push caused her to gasp and every time he pulled back, she cried for more. Pinned, Jenna moaned, begging for him to come. Alric continued his repeated invasion, the edges of his vision turning white. 


     “Make me feel it…” Jenna hissed as she looked into Alric’s determined eyes. 


     A strangled grunt rose up Alric’s throat as he thrust deep. Cock thickening, Jenna let out a loud moan as her inner world spread to accommodate Alric. The last strand of control was blasted away as molten come erupted. Spurts of seed filled the tight space as Alric held the Rogue down. Hips thrust again and again, driving his bliss and affection. Come leaked from between their tight embrace. The tightness around Jenna’s wrists relented.  


     Jenna broke free from Alric’s hold, one hand digging fingers into his back and her other hand digging fingers against his ass cheek, keeping him deep inside her. The spiral of ecstasy rolled along their nerves and spirits until Alric collapsed on Jenna. The rogue held him between her arms and legs, stroking his back and basking in the glory of their moment. 


     The Rogue’s warm smile faded as an alert touched her gaze. Body stiffening slightly, Alric lifted his head and stared down at the Rogue. 


     “My QT Engine is charged,” Jenna said in disbelief. 


     “It worked?” Alric said in surprise. 


     Jenna lifted her upper body up a little before she felt Alric slowly begin to harden again.  


     “You’re still turned on,” Jenna said slyly. 


     “How could I not be? That was amazing.” 


     Jenna fought to try and make sense of what was happening when she gave up and flopped back down. Leg’s spread, she felt Alric begin to move, his cock thickening again. 


     “The timer doesn’t start until I step into the tube,” Alric reminded Jenna as he gently thrust to the hilt. 


     “I suppose one more, just to be sure,” Jenna grinned before she bit her lip. 


     Alric nodded before his hips moved with greater power. Bending his head down, he suckled on her pointed nipple, tongue slathering over them with renewed needs. Jenna held him, fingers sliding into his hair while she cupped his ass cheek. There was no soreness from either of them, their bodies blazing hot with primal needs. The ebb of flow of their union grew with each heated breath. The fire burned bright once again as they punished each other with affection and deep kisses. 


     *** 


     Alric was all smiles as Jenna fastened her cloak to her shoulders and lifted the hood over her head. He admired her beauty as he sat against the wall before his gaze turned to the Gen-tube ten feet away. The initial feelings of closeness retreated as he gazed on the next step of the quest. 


     “So, we made a mess on your cloak,” Alric said, trying to take his mind off the bubbling fear in his stomach. 


     “The cloak and clothes are self-cleaning. Nano-drones will cleanse any mess and repair any damage,” Jenna said before she caught Alric glancing to the tube. 


     “You’re worried,” Jenna stated. 


     “A little,” Alric smiled. 


     You don’t…” Jenna began. 


     Alric stood up to his full height, chest out. “I won’t go back on my word. I promised to help you and I will.” 


     Jenna parted her lips, ready to say something before she closed them. Alric stepped to her and took the rogue’s hands into his. 


     “Do you believe you can defend us?” 


     Jenna nodded. “I can.” 


     “That’s all I needed to hear,” Alric smiled before stepping to the tube. 


     The young man stood beside the standing tube. He looked in to falling mists. Scanning the inside, he saw at the base of the tube was a locked box integrated within. It pulsed with a red light. 


     “Alric,” Jenna said as she stepped closer. “I’ll be here when you come out. I just don’t believe the Master is telling the whole truth about the map.” 


     Alric nodded. “I don’t believe him either but if this will help you find your body, I can’t say no. You have shown me what it really means to live and I will always be grateful.” 


     Jenna’s demeanor shifted, a shy vulnerability appearing in her gaze. “I’m counting on you to stay you.” 


     Alric nodded and gave the Rogue a playful smirk. “Don’t let those orcs push you around. Teach them that Jenna Whisper is someone they should fear.” 


     The Rogue gave a stoic nod. 


     Alric leaned to the Jenna and pressed his lips to hers. The kiss entwined their spirits but only for a moment. Alric pulled away and placed his hand on one of the scanners. Jenna moved to the other side and placed her hand on the other hand scanner. 


     The scanners turned green. The Gen-tube began to power to life. Alric took in a deep breath before stepping into the tube, tendrils of mist flowing over his body. Jenna stepped over until she stood before him. The cover closed down until the tube was sealed and locks stabbed into place. 


     The air was cold as Alric stared out between the mists to Jenna’s beautiful face. She stared back, watching with a sliver of pain in her eyes. Alric nodded before mists filled the entire inner tube, blocking the last images of Jenna. Power glowed as Alric hoped it was all going to work out. The cold mists turned warm and Alric found it difficult to stay away. In seconds, he drifted off, lost to the abyss. 


     Jenna stared at the tube, unable to see Alric anymore. A heavy sigh fell from her lips as she turned her back to him and looked to the single wide door that led deeper into the orc warehouse.  


     The flat screen on the wall blinked and the thirty-minute timer began to count down. 


     Jenna took a deep breath, easing the tension in her body. Hand gliding to the pommel of her short sword, she drew the blade in one single, smooth move. Holding it to her side, she stood like a statue in a graveyard, her gaze on the door. Cloak around her shoulders, she planned and readied herself. The tension bled away as experience filled her with skill and deadly accuracy. 


     There were no words of self-encouragement. The Rogue stood like a dark avenger, blade at her side and eyes with distilled rage. The thumping music in the distance washed over her senses. 


     With unblinking eyes, she waited for the storm to come. 


     


  




  

     Nine    


     Loud music thumped as muscled bodies writhed on the dancefloor. Like worms from the abyss, orcs moved to the hypnotic trance as melodic vibrations cascaded over their senses. Video screens played violent acts as an orc with sunglasses stood on a high platform, controlling the music like a demented conductor for a twisted symphony. 


     The club was in full swing. Bartenders made drinks at the bars and orcs laughed and sometimes, punched each other. The mood was light, despite the barrage of music. Several orcs took over a corner, their bodies naked and taking each other like wild animals on a moonlit night. 


     The night seemed like it would spin on, a normal night in Orc Town. When the music stopped and all the video screens flashed to a man in a dark robe, sitting at a table, the thick crowd of orcs turned their eyes to the flat screens. 


     “The Master,” Several orcs said in unison, their words echoing to other orcs. 


     Some orcs kneeled. Others, bowed their heads in respect. The atmosphere changed to something dark and vile. Teeth clenched and thick fingers curled into fists. They all knew when the Master showed himself, their lives would change to rage and violence. 


     “My children,” the Master began, “It brings me great joy to speak to you once again. Time is short and I must inform you of an invader in your midst.” 


     Orcs turned heads slightly, eyeing one another. 


     The Master continued, “I fear an adventurer has infiltrated your nightclub. They are attempting to spy so they can bring others to raid your town.” 


     Thick arms rose up as orcs shouted and yelled in defiance. 


     The hooded head of the Master bowed, “You know I have a soft spot for my people. With great pain, I must ask you to take action! Stop the adventurer before they bring others. Cut them down so your children will be safe. Don’t let them get away!” 


     Orcs hooted and hollered, hands open and bartenders throwing spiked clubs, sheathed swords and daggers into the crowd. Orcs grabbed hold of weapons or passed them along, their hoots growing louder like a cresting wave. 


     “Stop the adventurers and great gifts will befall all those who carry out my will,” The Master said and pointed a gloved hand to the side. 


     Heads turned to a wide door in the back of the club, a light above it, glowing red. The howling madness took root as the room of orcs surged like an overflowing river. The Master vanished from the screens but the grunts and screaming remained. Orcs pushed at each other, the tip of the rush leading to the single door. Snarls and yells blasted the area. When a large orc barreled toward the door, the sound of dented metal rang, washing out the horde’s screams. 


     Orcs rushed along the corridor, weapons as the ready. Beady eyes saw another door at the end of the long hall. They carried on and, in a blink, shoulders smashed into the metal door. The door bent and blasted off its hinges, hitting the floor with a mighty slap. Bodies poured in, black eyes searching. 


     Mist covered the floor by a few inches. A lone tube stood in the middle, glowing red. Other than that, nothing else moved. 


     Orcs stepped in, this time, cautiously. Weapons at the ready, they scanned every corner, their very gaze trying to penetrate the mist along the floor. A steady stream of orcs followed, taking their cue from the one’s in front. Fifteen orcs spread out when the wall above the door wrinkled and a black cloak came into view. 


     Jenna eyed the orcs as they slowly began to fill the room. Holding onto a pipe built into the walls, a short sword gleamed in her right hand. When enough orcs filled the small room, Jenna picked her targets, seeing that their numbers would add to the confusion. 


     An orc moved to the standing tube. It pressed its face to the smooth glass and tried to make out the features of the tube’s lone occupant. A snarl filled its throat as it lifted a spiked club, ready to smash the tube to bits. 


     Jenna’s boots pressed against the wall and she launched herself. Like a ghost, she flew over the horde of orcs. When the orc by the tube was ready to bring his club down, a sliver of pain touched his mind. Turning, he watched in disbelief as his club arm fell away, blood spurting from the stump. Before he could understand what was happening, the same blade cut across his neck and everything went dark. 


     Orcs witnessing the cloaked woman turning, an orc head falling behind her and a fountain of crimson red rising up into the air, stunned the horde. Just long enough for Jenna to take the advantage. 


     With surgical precision, the Rogue launched at the stunned orcs, blade swinging. One orc grabbed at its throat as blood spurted. Another orc raised its sword, only for the hand to separate at the wrist. A third backed off, only for the tip of Jenna’s blade to slice across his wide eyes. The orc screamed as Jenna pounced, driving her boot into the brute’s chest and send him crashing into other orcs. 


     Bedlam erupted as Jenna kept moving. Clubs and sword swung at a moving shadow. Jenna stayed low, her sword slicing at the sides of knees. Some legs came off while others barely held on with gory sinew and broken bone. Many orcs screamed in pain as the lone rogue moved like a skilled butcher through a slaughterhouse. Screams blended with raging grunts as the horde of orcs came together, trying to surround the deadly shadow. 


     Jenna smirked as she jumped and planted her heel in an orc’s face. Blood burst from his nose caving in and the rogue leapt off his face, slicing upwards. A female orc’s face split upwards and her scrams drowned in her own blood. Jenna slammed another boot into an advancing orc. When she landed, the horde pounced. 


     Thick hands grabbed hold of the rogue as they buried her in muscled bodies. The orcs raged, holding her and preparing to pull her apart. The air wrinkled and she was gone. 


     Orcs grasped at nothing as thin eyebrows rose. The rogue appeared above them and came down, stabbing her short sword into a head and driving her heel into another orc’s face. The confusion turned into a seething roar. Clubs and swords swung out and Jenna bent low. Weapons cut and bashed fellow orcs who were too close. The chaos returned as orcs damaged their own people, trying to hit, one, small rogue. 


     Launching herself upwards, Jenna spun like a ballerina, sword out. Faces, throats and jaws were shattered, cut or otherwise sliced open. The howling of pain grew with each surviving orc tried clutched at their destroyed faces.  


     The carnage reached a fevered pitch as Jenna actually began to repulse the invading army. Some orcs backed off while others turned and ran. The rogue knew she could show no quarter or they would regain their courage. Shoulders low, she advanced, slicing and cutting with skill and finesse. Bodies fell as Jenna fought the storm. Blood covered the floor and some dying orcs trembled with their last breaths.  


     Jenna advanced on the fleeing horde when something caught her eye. Glancing to the side, another orc with a missing hand, held the bloody stump to his chest while raising a club in his left hand over the standing tube. 


     The Rogue’s brow formed a sharp point as she spun and threw her sword. The blade soared through the air and stabbed deep into the orc’s chest. The orc’s beady eyes widened before his body crumbled to the bloody floor. 


     Jenna turned to race to her sword sticking in the orc when several orcs grabbed her cloak and pulled her to them. Foul breath fogged the air as the orcs grinned, knowing they had their prize. 


     Jenna grunted as she pulled two daggers from her cloak, turned and began stabbing. Black eyes widened as she leaned into them, her arms a blur and stabbing halfway with each dagger in rapid succession. Blood spurted but she continued her masterful work, cutting away at muscles, tips slicing through internal organs. The orcs holding her cloak lost their grip, hands moving to bellies and trying to hold in organs. Jenna showed no mercy, stabbing into sides of throats. 


     A club swung out from the side of her gaze and made contact with the rogue’s head. Jenna’s world shook as she stumbled into another orc and instinctually stabbed at him. The orc moaned before he collapsed. Jenna turned, her gaze moving in and out of focus. Several orcs rushed her and she backed up. When they took hold, the air wrinkled and she was gone. 


     “Fucking BITCH! Show yourself!” a large orc screamed. 


     Jenna appeared by the Gen-tube, hand reaching out and sliding her short sword out of the dead orc. Wits returning, she glared with contempt at the eight remaining orcs. The rest had retreated out of the room but these last eight looked like they were either brave, stupid or both. A wicked smirk appeared as Jenna took a step forward. 


     An orc with a white triangle painted over one eye heaved with contempt, sword in hand. “Jenna Whisper. The bounty on you will ease many lives.” 


     “No one will claim it, not even you,” Jenna hissed as she took another step toward them. 


     “Every orc in town will be coming toward this building. You will not make it out alive.” 


     Jenna glanced to the timer on the screen, indicating she had twelve minutes left. “I just have to last long enough until that reaches zero.” 


     The orcs standing on either side of the large orc readied themselves. Weapons gleamed in the dim light as snarls pulsed through the air.  


     Jenna eyed them, searching for weakness. It was one thing to attack a chaotic horde but if the orcs in the room were skilled, they could come together and take the advantage. 


     The orc lifted his green chin in contempt, “Once you’re beaten, we will fucking take you until you beg for us to stop. Then and only then, will we chop off your head and fuck your bloody holes.” 


     “Enough foreplay!” Jenna smiled and launched at the orcs.   


     Orcs charged with a roar. Jenna was on them, body moving like a dancer as clubs and swords hacked at her, missing by inches. Senses alive, she watched as each one clumsily tried to hit her and each one missing. A thought touched the back of her mind, telling her if she was hit once, she could be out of commission. Senses frosty, she let them wear themselves down as they tried to hit her. When one mis stepped, Jenna sliced across his neck, blood pouring forth like red milk from a jug. 


     The orcs closed in and two met a similar fate. Hands clutched at throats as their very life drained away. One orc closed the distance, stabbing out with a short blade. Jenna turned sideways, her cloak billowing and the blade penetrating the fabric. The rogue gave the orc in her face a wicked leer before driving her blade into his gut and twisting it twice. Fear filled his eyes before Jenna pulled her sword and rammed the pommel into the side of his face, sending him crashing to the slick, red floor.  


     The orc with the white triangle over his eye brought a thick sword down. Jenna parried it, her knees bending from his strength. He glared at the rogue and licked his lips. Jenna pulled a dagger from her cloak and sliced upwards, separating his sword hand from his wrist. Blood sprayed on her pale features as the orc’s sword clanged on the floor.  


     Jenna licked the blood as the once brave orc fell back into a scramble, clutching his bloody stump to his chest. The orc ran as the remaining orcs charged. Jenna’s shoulders loosened before spinning, dodging and slicing. Blood splashed against her cloak and leather clad body. The gruesome carnage died down as bodies fell.  


     When the last orc fell to his hands and knees, blinded and moaning from the thick cut across his forehead, Jenna stepped over him and spun her sword. When the blade pointed down, she drove the tip to the back of his head, burying it halfway. 


     Jenna looked up as she pulled her sword. The orc with the white triangle was gone, the last image Jenna saw was his heels as he raced back to the main club room. 


     The rogue looked to the timer, seeing she had nine minutes left. 


     “Time to spare,” Jenna smiled sardonically and wiped her sword against her thigh. 


     *** 


     Darkness curled around Alric’s mind as he drifted on strange, dreamy tides. Images floated along, many things feeling different. Something stabbed into his thoughts like a rusty syringe, filling him with new, alien knowledge. It didn’t hurt, a new understanding touching the edges of his sanity. 


     The darkness fell away to a dim, red light. Eyelids slid open, tendrils of mists caressing his cheeks. The glass cover was frosty, a dark figure standing just on the other side. Sensations returned to limbs. Energy grew with each passing second, Alric feeling better than he ever did before.  


     Purple eyes peered in from beyond the mists and glass. Something beeped and the cover slowly opened, mists spilling out. The figure stayed where they were, watching with widening eyes. 


     When the cover was fully open, Alric reached out and touched the edge with one hand. Hit other hand followed. Lifting a leg, he stepped out, strength filling him before he glanced to his hand.  


     Stunned silence wrapped his mind as he saw his skin was no longer pale but a deep violet. It was almost black except when it touched the light, giving it a dark purple hue. Lifting both hands up as he stepped out of the tube, he turned them over to make sure what he was seeing was real. 


     Jenna’s eyes returned to normal, drawing her short sword, turning it sideways and holding it to Alric’s eyes. His reflection glowed as she saw long white hair and dark, sharp features along his face. Wonderment and panic touched his rapidly beating heart. The young man stepped away from the rogue and stood in the dark reflection of the flat screen. Fingers touched his face as he could make out pointed ears, dark skin and long, pure white hair. Wicked looking leather armor covered his body from neck to toe. His features were thinner as his body didn’t completely resemble how it looked before. His former clothes, trench coat and even his pistol were long gone. 


     “Alric,” Jenna said with a hint of sadness. 


     Alric turned and it was then when he noticed the sea of hacked bodies and blood along the floor. The young man drank in the horrors at their feet and a small smile crept into his cheeks. 


     Jenna’s sadness melted to curiosity as the dark elf smiled with white teeth. 


     Alric chuckled to himself. When his shoulders stopped shaking, he lifted his chin and closed his eyes. 


     “I earned my way into the game,” the dark elf said plainly. 


     Jenna stood; her voice silent. 


     Alric opened his eyes and looked to the beautiful rogue. Before he could speak a word, information filled his gaze. 


     Alric Vine   


     Race: Dark Elf 


     Class: Archer 


     HP: 38 


       


     Attributes 


     Strength: 8 


     Dexterity: 12 (+4 racial bonus) 


     Constitution: 8  


     Intelligence: 11 (+3 racial bonus) 


     Wisdom: 8 


     Charisma: 9 (+1 racial bonus) 


       


     Special Ability 


     Quantum Power Shot: 3 


       


     Alric studied the stats for a long second before they moved to the side of his gaze and alerts began appearing. 


     You have gained Part One of the Dead City Map! 


     Please retrieve your gear! 


     Alric turned his attention back to the tube. Inside, a blinking red light turned green. A whirl of a lock touched sensitive ears before the box within the tube popped open. The dark elf stepped over, mindful of the puddles of blood. Reaching in, two items slid up into view. 


     Alric lifted the items and looked them over. The curved black metal of the item in his right hand unfurled. A thin cable emerged and when it finished, a black bow was in his hand. In his left, a black quiver shone in the light, twenty arrows filling it. 


     The flat screen blinked on and the Master gave a slow clap. “You both survived for now, congratulations.” 


     Alric and Jenna turned toward the screen. 


     The Master continued, “Alric, you have indeed earned your way into the game. Now that you are an adventurer, it’s important to follow the rules so you may gain experience points as you progress.” 


     Alric looked over to Jenna with understanding eyes. 


     The Master cleared his throat before he continued, “Recharging Jenna’s QT Engine was no accident. Since you are both now part of a party, you may aid each other with recharging your special abilities without concern. It should make your lives easier with the trials to come.” 


     Jenna stepped forward, anger in her eyes. “This has gone on long enough!” 


     The Master stopped her before she could continue, “It will go as long as I say it will. If you want to return to how it was, find the remaining three pieces of the map. Complete the storyline and you both earn your freedoms and your rewards. But know this, if you defy the game, I will only make it that much harder for you to reach your goals. It would be a shame to be cut down during the height of your adventures.” 


     Alric placed a hand on Jenna’s shoulder. “We can do this. We can succeed,” the dark elf whispered. 


     The Master rolled a pair of dice. When they rolled to a stop, a number appeared in the corner. “You notice the faint rumble of approaching orcs in the distance. I suggest you make a hasty retreat. If you survive, I’ll be in contact for the next leg of your epic quest.” 


     The screen went dark. 


     Jenna turned from the screen and faced Alric. Head bowed; rage rumbled along her spirit. 


     “We will be okay,” Alric said with a soothing tone. 


     “He’s dragging you into the game to spite me. He wants me…us to hurt.” 


     “Then, let’s show him he can’t break our spirit,” Alric said with a confident smirk, slinging the arrow quiver over his head and securing it to his back. 


     Jenna’s anger receded as she looked up to Alric. The dark elf showed no hint of anger, pain or sorrow. Instead, he beamed, despite his dark complexion. For a moment, Jenna held on a glimmer of hope. 


     “Let’s get out of here before we’re surrounded,” Alric said as he turned and walked toward the corridor they snuck through before. 


     The pair made their way down the small corridor until they reached the door. Taking hold of the handle, Alric pushed it out and the pair stepped out into the street. 


     The sounds of marching feet, screams and howling madness bounced off immensely tall buildings. Jenna drew her short sword while Alric held his black bow in his hand. The new player never fired a real bow in his life but he did it plenty of times in fantasy realms he visited on the grid.  


     From several streets, gangs of orcs with weapons and torches appeared. They shouted to each other, gathering their strength. The light of their torches made their hulking shadows longer as the entire area filled with their voices. 


     Jenna looked down a small street, the Orc Town wall within sight. “Make a run for the wall.” 


     Alric pulled an arrow from his quiver, “Now, seems to the best time to try my quantum ability.” 


     Jenna turned her gaze sideways, “Now?” 


     Alric nodded, “Now.” 


     The pair took a quick breath. When the approaching orc spotted them, they roared with a monstrous fury before they charged. The horde of orcs rushed along, eyes on the prizes as Jenna and Alric bolted for street before them. 


     Alric smirked with confidence and he pulled an arrow back on the bowstring. Hidden knowledge whispered in his mind, knowing full well what he had to do. Bowstring taut, the black arrow arced with power. Energy spilled down the bowstring to the arrow, tendrils of lightning cackling along the shaft and arrowhead.  


     The dark elf ran, turning his upper body and aiming at the incoming horde. The orcs took up his vision, left, right and center. Aiming was simply a step as there were plenty of targets. Aiming down the middle, he exhaled and released. 


     The arrow shot forward like a bullet. An orc in the front of the advancing horde blinked and grunted, a crackling black shaft in his chest. Other orcs near him turned their gaze to the falling orc, their eyes widening. When the orc hit the ground, an explosion ripped through their ranks like a bomb. 


     Alric and Jenna bent low, running at full tilt as the explosion hurtled orc body parts into the air. The very street rumbled from the explosion, screams filling the night.  


     Jenna glanced back to Alric, who ran with wide oval eyes. 


     “Holy shit!” he yelled as bodies rained down, what was left of the orc horde, slowing down their advance. 


     From another street, orcs raced out to meet the two fleeing adventurers. Jenna firmed her jaw before ducking low and slicing across. An orc’s thigh split sideways, his lower leg falling in one direction and the rest of him falling in another. Jenna stayed low, running and slicing at any orc getting too close. 


     Alric pulled another arrow, pulled back the bowstring and released. This time he didn’t charge it but it was deadly none the less. The arrow stabbed into the side of a green head just as it raised its blade to cut down Jenna. The orc’s natural movements stopped abruptly as his body went slack and hit the ground. Alric pulled another arrow, pulled back and let go. Another arrow stabbed into an eye socket, the orc wailing in pain. 


     Jenna reached the wall, turned and stabbed an incoming orc. Several more were nearly on her when one by one, arrows sunk into their heads and backs. The rogue turned to see Alric smiling as he ran toward her. Behind him, another horde of orcs gave chase. 


     “Alric, behind you!” Jenna shouted. 


     The dark elf glanced over his shoulder. The horde of blood thirsty orcs rampaged after him. Alric strung up another arrow and charged it.  


     “Get over the wall, now!” Alric shouted as he jumped and turned in the air. 


     Jenna turned, cloak billowing as she grabbed a crack along the wall. The rogue vaulted herself upwards and over the side, disappearing from sight.  


     Alric was turning in the air. Bowstring taut, the black arrow arced with power.  


     “Not today,” the dark elf exhaled before he released. 


     The energy fueled arrow stabbed through the air. When it struck an orc forehead, the creature let out a small whine before the arrow exploded. 


     Alric hit the ground and rolled back to his feet. Running full tilt, he reached the orc Town wall as blood and body parts rained down. Jumping up, he took hold of the top of the wall and vaulted himself over as horrific screams filled the forest of metal buildings. 


     Alric landed next to Jenna. The dark elf and rogue grabbed each other’s arm and ran off into the darken streets, shouts and screams echoing into the night. 


     


  




  

     Ten 


     A rogue and dark elf raced through the deserted streets. Alric’s legs moved like they were brand new and powerful. He tried to fight his growing smile and failed. He felt amazing and the good feeling cascaded over his new body, his new life. 


     Turning onto a small street, street lights flickered and shadows grew longer. Jenna reached over and grabbed Alric’s collar, dragging him into a darken doorway, their bodies mostly hidden by shadows.  


     Breathing returning to normal rather quickly, the Rogue visually scanned the street but didn’t let go of Alric. The dark elf looked to the beautiful Rogue, lost in her porcelain features. Jenna continued to survey the area until she saw that they were not followed. Letting out a small exhale, she turned her purple eyes to Alric. 


     “We made it,” Alric said with confidence. 


     “Maybe,” Jenna said with a whisper, monetarily lost in Alric’s new form. 


     Information filled the corner of Alric’s gaze, detailing changes, upgrades and new implants. He read the words even if he could not break his gaze from Jenna. 


     “I have been changed on a genetic level. Skin pigmentation, muscle and bone alteration and several implants have been added to my body. I see a diagram, with unknown tech implanted along my arms. I assume to allow me make power shots.” 


     “Were you issued a character sheet?” Jenna asked. 


     Alric nodded. “I have some racial bonuses but from what I gather, I’m just starting out. I have skill points to spend to round everything out. It seems, this is the new me.” 


     Jenna stared with a hint of sadness. “He will torture us until he is bored.” 


     Alric’s hand drifted to Jenna’s hip and he pulled her closer, “Let him. I never felt more alive than I do right now. What do you think of the new me?” 


     Jenna touched his dark cheek, “Beautiful and handsome.” 


     The door entryway pad blinked to life. Jenna and Alric pulled away from each other and turned around, the rogue’s hand falling to the pommel of her blade and Alric reaching for his bow on his back.  


     The small screen blinked again and the Master appeared. “What a harrowing and daring escape. I’m impressed.”  


     The rogue and dark elf relaxed a little but not completely, their annoyed gaze on the small screen. 


     The Master continued, “The great adventure truly begins! It pleases me to tell you that you have rose above and beyond what I thought you were capable of, Jenna Whisper. Your trials will continue, but now you will have a party member.” 


     The Master turned his attention to Alric, “Playing the game is distilled purpose. I reward my players who play well. Fight my guiding hand and it will hurt you and your entire party. Since you are new, this will be my only warning. Jenna knows the lay of the land, follow most of her examples.” 


     “What’s next for us,” Alric asked with a heated tone. New body was one thing but bending to a psychopath’s rules was another matter entirely. 


     The hooded Master nodded. “For now, simply try to survive. For the future, both of you have started a main questline. The rewards will match how you play so I suggest you play well.  


     “As I said before, you’re a party now and not subject to the restrictions placed when it comes to charging your special abilities. Enjoy every moment because tomorrow is not promised. Either I or quest givers will approach you with your next steps but random, small quests will appear in your quest logs, if you need a little, extra credits. NPC’s may reach out to aid or hinder your quests. Adventurers are making names for themselves. The Streets will be transformed into a world worth living in again.” 


     The darkness under the hood writhed like an agitated storm, “Fate is a double-edged sword. Your actions will have repercussions, good and evil. Think on your actions or cosmic retribution will come down on both of you.” 


     The darkness along the Master’s hood seemed to subside as he turned his attention to Alric, “Your bow, quiver and arrows are of special design. As you noticed, the bow allows you to fire a power shot. The Quiver uses nano-drone tech to rebuild arrows. You can only hold twenty arrows now but with experience, that number will grow. Your normal arrows have the ability to penetrate armor, use them wisely.” 


     The Master turned his attention to the rogue, “My dear Jenna, I will stay true to my word. Find the pieces of the map, locate your body and you shall have it back. I swear it to you.” 


     The Master eased back in his chair, light from above barely illuminating the tip of his nose. “My Rogue and Archer, fight well and epic rewards await you.” 


     The screen turned black and the Master was gone. 


     “Asshole,” Jenna and Alric said in unison. 


     I heard that. 


     The words scrolled across the dark elf and rogue’s eyes before they disappeared. 


     Alric and Jenna turned to each other, lips curving into smiles. 


     The Rogue stepped closer, pressing her body against the dark elf, gaze touching his slender neck and moving up to his now dark green eyes.  


     Alric touched her waist and held her to him. “What do we do now? I don’t have any credits, a place to live and only the clothes on me.” 


     “I have some credits. We can stay at an inn and talk about the future, all night long,” Jenna said with a sultry flair. 


     “Sounds amazing,” Alric said, keeping his smile. 


     Jenna’s smile faded as concern bled into her purple eyes. “Are you okay, with all of this?” 


     “I never felt more okay in my life than I do now. For the first time, I feel truly alive. I know the Master will make our lives hell but it will be worth it, for both of us. I want you to find your body and be on a ship to Mars. I want to know I helped someone, other than myself.” 


     Jenna’s eyes warmed before she pressed her full lips to his. The mood took hold, tongues swirling in an intimate kiss. Time flowed, the two adventurers enjoying their private moment before they parted. 


     Jenna kept her gaze as she spoke, “We will be on a ship to Mars, together.” 


     “Sounds like a bright future,” Alric said with a sly grin. 


     Growls and shouts echoed off towering buildings. Jenna and Alric looked up the immense towers, their bond growing closer. Taking each other’s hand, they raced off down the street. Fingers curled tightly, their bodies moving to a new rhythm. Glancing to each other, they drank in the warming connection. 


     The rogue and dark elf darted down a dark street and disappeared, an epic adventure touching their minds and hope filling their hearts. 


     ~Fin~ 


     


  




  

     The Elder Rite 
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     My home filled with family and friends, enjoying the company on a cool summer evening. I sat, fingers curling and uncurling, my heart beating like a hammer in my chest. Nerves tingled as I looked to those I knew, their glances and smiles filling me with ease and tension at the same time. I never thought this evening would come and now it was here. I would be joining a secret order that has lasted since the dawn of time. The butterflies in my stomach roared with powerful wings as my mind raced with the possibilities. Matthew tapped his wine glass and everyone grew silent as eyes turned to our elder. 


     “The sun is about to set and we can begin the ritual,” Matthew said as he gave me a gentle smile. 


     My heart beat faster as I tried to contain my excitement. Heads nodded and others raised their drinks in a toast. Men from the community gathered next to Matthew, eyes on me as I sat in the seat of the Knowledge. I was chosen next to enter my twentieth year into the order. It was rite we all experienced when the time was right. The young men would be taken by the women and the young women would be shown the true path to what our order meant in the scheme of the cosmos. 


     Matthew walked to me, hand out and eyes gazing into mine. I held my breath as I reached up and took his hand. The men, eight in total, reached out, touching my shoulders with serene calm. My heart beat relaxed as a haze took hold. It was finally happening. I was going to enter the order. My mind and life will reach the next step in our community. 


     My mother opened the door to the basement, nodding and smiling. I blew her a kiss as Matthew led me down the darken stairway. When the last man entered the stairway, the door closed and was locked from the outside. Candlelight glowed as we descended. When we reached the bottom, my eyes drank in the sacred chamber. 


     A long table sat in the middle of the large stone basement. On it was carved runes and new furs covering the top of it. Candles and lanterns hung from the walls as did strange dark paintings. I wanted to focus on them, but I was gently pulled along to the stone table. Beyond it, a thick altar stood with a strange statue of our god. It was a mass of black tentacles and one open, all seeing eye.  


     I couldn’t help myself as wetness bloomed. The men brought me to the arcane table and silently pointed me to lay down. I was in a yellow dress, fabric moving as I crawled onto the table and lay on my back. Matthew moved to me, gray eyes on my me and a piece of black fabric in his hand. 


     “We must prepare,” Matthew said simply and placed the fabric over my eyes. 


     I was still as a frozen pond as I listened. I could hear the unbuckling of belts and pulling off clothes. Time began to lose meaning as the sound of clothes changed into something softer. I forced myself to breath and each breath felt like my last in this normal world. Silence touched my ears and next, the fabric was pulled from my eyes. 


     I looked around as men stood over me, surrounding the table. The men I knew from my community all wore black masks covering their faces but their eyes. Black robes covered their bodies. I still knew who they were, but the primal expression in their eyes told of a needing madness only I could ease. The wetness glowed as I felt it drip down from the apex between my legs. I had known love and lust before but this was something else entirely. 


     No words were spoken as one of the men pulled out a blade. I remained quiet as several men pulled at my dress while one began to cut down the length of the yellow fabric. A short moment later, my dress fell to the stone floor as my body lay exposed. Nipples pointed as I rubbed my thighs together. Wetness continued to spill and I resisted the urge to rub my throbbing clit. My breasts moved with my breath, rising and falling as eyes wandered over my exposed body. 


     “Are you ready to accept the knowledge and enter our society as one of the chosen,” Matthew asked behind his mask. 


     “I am,” I whispered. 


     Hands ran along my limbs and soon to my body. The thrill of so many rough hands touching me sent me into a blissful spiral. I gasped as fingers caressed and stroked my flesh. I moaned as fingers touched my budding wet valley, bringing me closer to orgasm. I resisted the urges, caught in the swell of bodies moving closer. Slowly, robes began to fall away, naked bodies exposed to light and shadow. Members stiffened as they stayed close. Hands pawed at me like I was a meal for the taking. I gasped again as hands took hold of my breasts, massaging them. A hand pulled away and a mouth closed over one nipple and a short moment later, another mouth closed over the second. I curled my arms under their heads, keeping them to me, tongues licking at my hard nipples. 


     A mouth touched my dripping valley and my back arched in pleasure. I couldn’t resist, my thighs parting as they suckled and drank down my honey. Time fell away as nirvana ran along my tight nerves. The fire grew brighter and the mouth at my womanhood pulled away and another took their place. Each man took turns, drinking me in and I spilled more of my sacred honey for them. Lips changed at my oversized breasts. I opened my eyes to see some masked men waiting their turn as others smeared my wetness on their hard cocks, stroking them to my naked body. I licked my lips as they made long strokes, eyes on me with a hellish need. 


     One man stood by my head, his cock inches form my cheek. I licked his cock into my mouth, inches sliding past my tongue and into my throat. Hands grew rougher as they could not contain themselves any longer. I moaned in delight as I was dragged to the edge of the tone table, legs parted. The tip of a cock touched my tight opening and slowly opened my world. I cried out in pleasure as inches forced me open, one moment at a time. When they reached the base, hips moved, filling me with blazing heat.  


     I kept my eyes open, trying to see and feel everything, not losing myself to the sweet bliss. A man moaned, a thick creamy spurt of come shooting from his cock and landing on my stomach. I writhed as his hot seed dripped down over my smooth skin. Another groaned, come splashing against my thigh. Hands touched me, rubbing it into my skin as the man between my legs pulled away and another took his place. He was larger, spreading my inner walls to the breaking point as I moaned, my mouth filled with thick inches. Another muffled cry and my throat was filled with molten come. I sucked it down before the member was pulled away and another shoved in my waiting mouth. My fingers curled around hard veiny cocks, stroking with need. The sound of skin on skin filled the air as another man groaned, his seed filling my tight valley. Pulling away, another cock took his place, making me complete. I struggled to breathe, the heat overpowering.  


     My eyes widened as come filled my throat and pussy again. I bucked as I slurped thick seed, milking as much as I can before he pulled away and another taking his place. My body shuddered as white touched the edge of my vision. I was touching sacred knowledge and I never wanted to return to the normal world ever again. Grunts and the smell of men filled the entire basement. Hips rammed between my parted thighs and I moaned louder. I lost track after a while, sweet sensations crashing into my body. The inner fire roared to its zenith before my nerves released, drowning in ecstasy. Magical sparks flared as I trembled. It didn’t slow down the invasion of my body. Thick cocks bulged and fired their seed in and on my body. Another orgasm washed over me and I became a drowning woman, never wanting to breathe air again. 


     White seed splashed on my arms as I stroked. Grunts and moans blended with my own. Hard bodies took turns, holding my legs open as they speared my tender flesh. Gravity shifted as I was picked up and placed face down on my stomach. Legs kicked my legs apart and men invaded me again while others came on my exposed ass. Come dripped down my plump cheeks. Fingers massaged come to my asshole while my mouth was filled with thick inches. 


     “Now we will summon him to our world,” Matthew said before his thick cock head touched my tight ass. 


     Cheeks spread, my eyes widened as his hard cock plunged a place no one had tried to enter before. My eyes rolled into my head, lost to the new and wonderful sensation as he forced me open. Come filled my mouth and I drank it down. The man before me pulled away and my eyes fell on the altar. 


     Body shuddering, I came again and again as darkness bloomed from the portal. Matthew moaned his delight as he rammed my ass, power rippling along my cheeks. I watched with loud moans as something slithered from the darkness at the base of the altar. Tentacles lashed out as it crawled to me. I tried to smile, welcoming it to my body. A single eye opened as it moved to the arcane table. 


     Matthew grunted, come spilling into my ass. I squeezed along his shaft, not wanting to let him go and milking every drop. When he finally pulled away, tentacles rose up around the arcane table. The haze filled my foggy thoughts. Tentacles wrapped around my limbs, lifting me up. The men gathered and watched, stroking themselves as I was held in the air. 


        Tears of joy fell as the thing’s tentacles crawled along my body. When they caressed my breast, cheeks and inner thighs, I let out a sigh. They invaded me, filling me to the breaking point. My body undulated as tentacles pulled and pushed in and along my body. Eyes rolling into my head, I could not deny the hidden knowledge any longer. A gentle whisper filled my mind and mentally nodded in acceptance. 


     My body shuddered as a string of orgasms filled my shell. Knowledge poured as tentacles burst with alien seed. I didn’t resist as everything about me changed. The men stepped closer, spilling their seed on my floating body. The lone eye of the thing didn’t blink as it pulsed into my tender flesh. Men cried out in joy as my heart and mind opened to a new understanding. I reveled in the new knowledge, paradise touching my soul and causing it to blaze brighter. 


     I moaned as I felt my place in the order take hold, alien come spilling from the corners of mouth and valley, true purpose touching every cell of my being. 


     ~Fin~ 
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     A figure with a black cloak stood by an inky dark entrance. A hood covered their head. A small breeze filled the air, causing the cloak to billow and ruffle the hood. Black leather covered their body with various daggers sheathed along their limbs and belt. A short sword was strapped to their hip and a potion was in their hand. 


     The figure stared into the dark entrance. Their left hand was closed into a tight fist and nearly vibrated. Time stood still as the figure was as motionless as a statue. The inky darkness of the entrance writhed, almost begging for the figure to step in and disappear forever. 


     A sigh fell from parted lips. The figure lifted up the potion and uncorked it. They further lifted it to their mouth and let its contents pour down their throat. The taste was bitter and foul. The figure drank down the last of it before tossing the vial into the nearby bushes. The figure grunted as they choked down the last of it.  


     With new found courage, the figure walked toward the dungeon entrance and stepped into the darkness. They soon vanished as the wind continued to pick up, rustling nearby leaves and branches from the surrounding trees. 


     *** 


     Magical torchlight glowed as a small, green-skinned figure walked along. Light touched the little figure as they walked with a bucket in their hands. Long black hair shined in the light. Pointed, wide ears twitched slightly. Torch glow touched an eye patch as short, thick legs moved at a slow pace. 


     The female goblin continued on, passing the small magical torch and entered a medium-sized cavern. She slowed her pace, listening with her large ears. They twitched, searching the dimly lit cavern if there was anyone or anything else in here. When she didn’t hear anything, she continued on, a small well in the middle of the rocky cavern chamber. 


     The short goblin crossed the distance and reached the circular stone well. She hefted up the bucket and put it on the edge. The ledge to the well was high. She looked up to the hook and rope hanging on a pointed rod. She reached out with a little green hand and tried to unhook the rope. Her fingers were inches from it.  


     “Why do they always do this!” the goblin grumbled. 


     Trying again, she jumped up a few times. Her fingers would touch it, but she couldn’t get a grip. The more she tried, the more she growled. 


     Anger flashed. The goblin grabbed her bucket, swung it over her head and slammed it against the rod. The rope and hook were knocked off their hook, hit the edge of the well and bounced into the air. 


     Azz smiled as she jumped and grabbed the rope as it fell to her. Placing the bucket on the floor, she clasped the hook and tested it to make sure it was secure. Picking up the bucket, she tossed it over the edge of the well with one hand and held the rope with the other. The moment the rope went taut, she began lowering it down. 


     “Fucking assholes, making the shortest one in the tribe collect water,” the goblin muttered as she continued to lower it down. 


     When the rope went slack, Azz flicked it hard to make sure the bucket turned on its side. It happened way too many times where the bucket floated on the water and she hoisted it up. Strings of curses filled the cavern as she threw it back down sideways to make sure it sank below the surface. 


     From the shadows of the cavern, a robed figure slinked out. They moved silently, making their way closer to the goblin and the well. Purple fingers curled as they slowly approached. 


     Azz stopped flicking the rope. Her sensitive ears twitched and her hand drifted to her small dagger. She undid the buckle and was ready to draw her weapon when a voice touched her mind. 


     “It’s only me, Drulla,” said the disembodied voice. 


     Azz relaxed, smiled and turned around. Standing just a few feet away was a robed, feminine figure. Her hood was back, revealing a smooth head, dark eyes and tentacles for a lower face. Her skin was a dark purple and shined in the dim light. 


     Azz kept her wide smile. She glanced to the Mind Drinker’s figure. It was shapely, like some of the women on the surface world. She had hips and firm, large breasts. Her limbs were long and slender. The robe had a high collar and a deep V shape along her chest, revealing creamy purple skin. 


     Drulla’s dark eyes focused on Azz’s eyepatch. “What happened to your eye?” 


     Azz’s smile faded and her right eye looked away. “I don’t want to talk about it.” 


     Drulla nodded and stepped closer. She stood by the well. Her fingers made a quick, arcane gesture and a bucket appeared in her smooth hand. She placed it down on the edge, clearly waiting for Azz finish. 


     “I just got here. I should be finished soon,” Azz said as she felt the sloshing tug of water in the bucket. 


     “Take your time. I’m in no rush. The lower dungeon can get pretty boring,” Drulla’s voice smooth as silk across Azz’s mind. 


     The goblin barked out a laugh. “I wish I had that problem. We constantly have surface creatures invading our levels. They all want the same thing, gold, silver and spilling blood. My tribe lost five members just the other night. They were assholes and probably deserved it, but it just makes it harder on the rest of us.” 


     Drulla leaned her shapely, perfect butt against the well edge. “Have your people put up any better defenses?” 


     Azz shook her head. “They can’t think past their cocks and their stomachs. We were eating dinner with two dead goblins in the corner of the chamber. The slimes always eat dead things, but they sometimes don’t come up to our level for many days. When they finally do, everything is rotting and stinking.” 


     Azz looked down as she pulled the rope, “The male goblins always say, ‘Not my problem’. Adventurers came in and slaughtered some of our tribe. It’s completely our problem!” 


     The goblin growled as the bucket neared the top. When it reached the edge, it became stuck and water sloshed around. Azz growled louder, ready to yank the bucket over the side when Drulla reached over and picked it up. The Mind Drinker placed it down before the goblin, the bucket filled with water. 


     “Thank you,” Azz said in a low tone. 


     Drulla eyed her small friend. “You seem depressed or frustrated. I can sense it along your mind.” 


     Azz’s little shoulders wilted. “A little of both. Don’t you ever wonder if there is more to life than skulking in the dungeon and fighting assholes who keep invading us? They don’t even talk to us. They just start shouting and slicing. If they just asked, we could point them to a few places where they could get gold and leave us alone.” 


     “I don’t think Lord Drakarr would like that. He likes to know that all residents are doing their part to keep out the overworld monsters.” 


     Azz crossed her arms. “Lord Drakarr doesn’t even visit us anymore. He’s safe at the bottom of the dungeon, but the rest of us have to earn our rent by fighting for our lives.” 


     The goblin looked to her taller friend. “Why can’t it be like the lower levels? Why can’t our tribes go further down and lead a peaceful life?” 


     Drulla shook her head. “Maybe you can, but your fellow goblins itch for violence and sex. I don’t wish to be mean, but your people multiply like rabbits. If there were no adventurers exploring the lower levels, we would be overrun with goblins.” 


     Azz frowned. “We can’t live in the lower levels and we can’t live on the surface because everyone hates us. So, we’re stuck on the upper levels, which are the most dangerous by the way, to fight and die. It’s not fair.” 


     Drulla’s dark eyes narrowed. “I can sense something more along your mind.” 


     Azz sighed. “I’m itching for sex. Real sex. Not what’s been happening lately.” 


     Drulla nodded. “Want to talk about it?” 


     Azz sighed again. “Sex in my tribe has been unfulfilling. The males all just want to fuck my ass. They don’t talk or ask what I want. I get bent over and they take turns. It’s annoying when you’re trying to sleep. It annoying when you’re awake. It’s annoying all the time.” 


     The goblin looked down at the water bucket, seeing her reflection and her eyepatch covering one eye. 


     “Sometimes I just want anyone to fuck me while I’m on my back, or let me ride them for a change. They could give me some food too, to show they like me. The few times it happened, I ate meat off the bone while a goblin fucked me. I miss Jarry sometimes.” 


     Drulla kept her dark gaze on her friend. “The lower levels are not always peaceful. We sometimes get invaded by stronger adventurers.” 


     “Yea, but not like the upper levels. We get invaded every few days.” 


     Drulla’s black eyes softened. “I share your frustrations, when it comes to sex.” 


     Azz looked up. “Really? But your gorgeous.” 


     Drulla’s tentacles writhed. “Thank you. You’re beautiful too, for a goblin. But my people don’t like my figure. They say it reminds them too much of a human female. It’s a turn off, like having sex with your food. Even my face and dark skin isn’t enough for any of the males to want to be with me.” 


     “Well, shame on them for not looking past your figure. They should like you for you.” 


     “It’s a mantra I like to say to myself, but mantras can’t fuck you sideways.” 


     Azz let out a loud cackle. Her voiced bounced and echoed off rocky walls. Drulla’s tentacles writhed as her dark eyes squinted in delight. 


     “It’s their loss!” Azz said before a thought stabbed into her mind. “Do you ever take prisoners?” 


     Drulla nodded. “We have to. We drink from living minds. Our tentacles absorb their mental energy. When prisoners’ minds are drained, we crack open their heads and feast on what’s left.” 


     Azz gave her friend a wicked smile. “Have you ever done something more to a prisoner?” 


     Drulla blinked before she caught a glimpse of Azz’s thoughts. Her dark eyes widened and pink touched the skin above her face tentacles. 


     “Oh no, I haven’t. That’s like have sex with animals. If anyone caught that, they would never let anyone live it down.” 


     Azz nodded. “You’ve never been tempted? I mean, they’re in your control. You can do anything you want to them.” 


     Drulla blinked before looking from side to side. She looked down on her goblin friend, pink still touching the base of her tentacles. 


     “There was a human man once. I was draining his mind and he was in my arms. I had already drunk most of his thoughts. I was about to finished the rest when something hard poked me. I let my hand glide down his body until I reached his manhood. Despite his mind nearly gone, his cock was rock hard. He was pressed against me and I found myself moving against him. I was eating alone, but I was in a public chamber. Anyone could have walked in on me.” 


     Azz stepped closer, all ears. “So, what did you do?” 


     Drulla bowed her head in shame. “I heard many stories about human males. I was curious. So, I opened his robe and pulled it out. I kept looking around to make sure no one was close by. I treated him like an experiment. I heard that male orgasms are milky white. Male Mind Drinkers have a reddish seed. I wasn’t sure when I would have another chance. I began stroking it. My tentacles were still against his head and I had some control of their body. I couldn’t be long and I wanted to know. I stimulated his pleasure center and almost instantly, he squirted his seed all over my stomach.” 


     “What was it like?” Azz grinned. 


     “Thick and creamy. There was a lot of it. I rubbed my fingers together, memorizing the texture. Then I panicked. I used his robe to wipe it up. I drained the rest of his mind, cracked open his skull and devoured his brain. I disposed of the body in the chute and pretended it never happened.” 


     Azz licked her lips. “That sounds hot.” 


     Drulla’s eyes squinted and her tentacles writhed. “It was. But, if I may ask, have you ever taken a human prisoner?” 


     Azz’s smile faded away. She stamped her foot before her shoulders sank down. “No. If there are any prisoners, they are often female. The males use them for hours to days before they are killed and eaten. Afterwards, they complain that they shouldn’t have killed them and then come to us to satisfy their needs. They are the thickest creatures of any dungeon.” 


     The goblin’s eyes took on a faraway gaze. “If I had a male prisoner, I wouldn’t let anyone know. I would keep him as a pet and fuck him whenever I wanted.” 


     “Azz, I have always loved how direct you are. My people do everything through subterfuge and illusion. You speak your mind and it is very refreshing.” 


     Azz nodded as her thoughts meandered. “What if this dungeon isn’t for us?” 


     Drulla blinked. “What do you mean?” 


     “Maybe we don’t belong here. Your people don’t want anything to do with you. My people are dumb as rocks. We should go rogue.” 


     “Go rogue? As in leave the dungeon?” 


     Azz nodded. “Yeah, leave the dungeon. Lord Drakarr only likes us down here because we help defend him. What if we leave the dungeon and never come back?” 


     Drulla lifted her hand and caressed her face tentacles. “That would be difficult. The overworld hates us. They would kill is on sight.” 


     “Not always. I’ve heard stories of goblins living on the surface. They go on adventures and seek out their fortunes. We could do that!” 


     “I have never heard of a Mind Drinker adventurer. My people stay deep in dungeons and along the coasts. Also, no one seems to like when we drink their minds. I think they consider it rude.” 


     “Who cares! We’re going rogue, travelling where we want and getting what we want!” 


     Drulla watched as the short goblin danced and spun around. 


     “They consider us monsters,” the Mind Drinker said as if that was explanation enough. 


     Azz stopped dancing and looked up to her friend. “And they are monsters to us. To be honest, I think everyone is a monster. Why should we stay here when we can find what we want on the surface? We’ll never get it down here. I want gold and fuck someone who isn’t just going fuck my ass.” 


     “Your ass seems to be a source of many of your problems,” Drulla’s voice whispered along Azz’s mind. 


     The goblin smacked her own, rather large and plump ass. “It has been the bane of my life! No one sees me. They only see my ass. They grab it, spread it and fuck it, but never see the rest of me. It’s a curse!” 


     Drulla shook her head. “It may not change on the surface. I have seen many minds as they died. Many males like large asses. It’s like an obsession.” 


     “They must like other things,” Azz questioned. 


     Drulla nodded. “They do. Some are warm, loving partners. Some of them lick and slather at woman’s slits. Others like breasts. Males tend to like putting their cocks on, in, or stroking it onto female bodies. The depths of their urges know no bounds.” 


     Azz looked down at her almost flat chest. “What about sucking on their cocks? They must like that?” 


     Drulla nodded again. “Many of them really like that.” 


     Azz gave her a friend a wicked smile. “I’ve seen some from dead bodies. I’ve dreamed of sucking on them. I always wondered what it truly was like. Goblins never let me try it. They’re always worried one of us will bite it off.” 


     “Do female goblins bite off their partner’s cocks?” 


     Azz smiled. “Only if we’re hungry.” 


     Drulla nodded as if that was a good enough explanation. 


     Azz looked down at her bucket, sadness touching her eyes. “I suppose I should bring back the bucket of water.” 


     “I can walk with you. The corridors can be dangerous and it would be nice to stretch my legs,” the mind drinker’s voice drifted over Azz’s mind. 


     The goblin nodded and hefted up her small bucket. Drulla left her bucket by the well. The two began walking toward the corridor Azz came in earlier. 


     Azz held the bucket with both hands. It was heavy, but manageable. She walked while Drulla moved like she was gliding across the stone floor. Her hips moved from side to side but her robe barely moved to her legs.  


     Dim torchlight filled the shadow corridor. The two monsters walked along in silence. 


     A dread crept into Azz’s heart. The thought of going back made her feel sick to her stomach. The greedy goblins of her tribe would barely acknowledge and if they did, it was because they wanted sex. 


     The dread fell away as new thoughts filled her mind. Dreamy scenes played out of Azz gathering her meager possessions and leaving the dungeon. She would flip everyone the middle finger before dashing out into the overworld and into the sunlight. Drulla was with her, the two of them would march on into adventure and intrigue. 


     “Drulla, think about it,” Azz said in a low tone. 


     The Mind Drinker looked down onto her little green friend. “I will consider it, for a time. We can meet again at the well to discuss it. I am interested, but we cannot just flee out of the dungeon. Some of my people may come looking for me or send others to find me. I wouldn’t want to put your life in danger along mine.” 


     Azz grinned. “We will always be in danger, but we should seek it out instead of waiting for it to come to us.” 


     Azz and Drulla turned a corner and continued to walk. They passed several closed wooden doors. Azz knew the level like the back of her hand. Most of the chambers here were empty to confuse any adventurers that came this way. The corridors often led to dead ends to further confuse them. Every trick was added to the dungeon to slow down any invaders unlucky to make it this far down. 


     Azz’s large green ears twitched as she heard something shift. She put down the bucket and stuck out her small arm and halted her taller friend. 


     Drulla looked down with curious dark eyes. 


     “There’s something here,” Azz whispered. 


     The Mind Drinker nodded before whispering an incantation. Her black eyes gleamed as she looked through walls and saw a soul floating in the darkness. It hovered close by and appeared to be only a few feet away. 


     Drulla lifted a gray hand and pointed a finger to a nearby room.  


     Azz’s heart began to pump. Something was close by. They might have weapons and gold, enough for the two friends to make a run for the entrance and leave the dungeon forever. 


     Azz placed one hand on her sheathed dagger and pointed to the door. Drulla looked down on her friend and shook her head. 


     Azz tapped her dagger harder and jammed her finger toward the door. 


     Drulla sighed. 


     The little goblin moved silently toward the door. She glanced down to the handle to see there was no lock. She looked back up to the door as she stood to the side of it. Drulla moved silently to her friend’s side. 


     Azz’s heart beat like a drum. She imagined some poor fool hiding in the dark, hoping they would just keep walking by. Her green fingers undid the latch to her sheath and silently drew. She licked her plump lips as she reached up for the doorknob. Oval eyes didn’t blink. She took a quick breath and yanked the door open. 


     The goblin rushed in, dagger in hand. Her eyes searched the dark room, her night vision pushing back some of the inky darkness. There was an expectation that whatever was in here would fight, beg or try to flee. Instead, there was no movement. 


     Drulla slipped in and looked around. Her gaze caught a soul in a dark corner. The Mind Drinker could see that Azz didn’t see the hidden creature. Not giving away what she knew, Drulla pretended she didn’t see anything. She made her way closer to the darkness while her head was turned. She moved closer as Azz silently looked around. 


     The soul began to move away when Drulla’s hand shot out and grabbed leather armor. A dagger flashed from the dark, but Drulla stopped it from stabbing her side, her gray hand around the person’s wrist. 


     “Foolish,” Drulla’s voice drifted all three minds in the room like liquid silk. 


     The shadows bled away to a young man as he stood. Drulla’s mouth tentacles writhed and in one quick motion, she latched onto his head. 


     Azz turned to see Drulla’s tentacles engulfing a rogue’s head. She glimpsed his hard expression before his face was completely covered. The goblin’s eyes and smile widened, wondering how much loot he had and maybe some magical items. She began to jump in place, watching her friend try to suck out his energy before she devoured his brain. 


     Drulla fell into her normal feeding routine. Her eyes half-closed as her tentacles began to draw in mental energy. She readied for the feast when something slipped along her mouth tentacles. At first, it was warm and tasted odd. After a small moment, her eyes widened. 


     A foul sickness filled her tentacles and into her head. The Mind Drinker immediately pulled away. A draining sickness filled her as she tried to shake it off. Her legs trembled. A dizziness swirled along her mind. Her black eyes rolled into her head and fell down. She crashed onto the floor and onto her back. The poison sank in deeper and she tried to whisper an incantation before she passed out. 


     The man stood with a knowing smirk. He looked down on the Mind Drinker for a long moment before turning his attention to the short goblin with an eye patch and dagger in hand. 


     “Die Fool!” Azz shouted and launched at the leather clad rogue. 


     The man drew his dagger as Azz was on him. Daggers slashed out and clanged. Sparks flew up from each parried strike. Azz moved with defined dexterity, her small body leaping around like an acrobatic frog. The man with short blonde hair kept up, blocking every strike. The two moved like dancers in the dark, sparks lighting up the room in dim flashes. 


     Azz growled and she somersaulted into the air and slashed sideways. The man grabbed her wrist and twisted. Azz’s dagger flew from her hand. The man swung her hard and slammed her back against the wall. Azz grunted before she watched the man sheath his dagger and clamp onto her throat in one smooth move. He let go of her wrist and the goblin grabbed his wrist with both hands to hold herself up. 


     The young man stared into Azz’s struggling eyes. 


     “You’ll do,” the rogue said darkly before letting go of her neck. 


     Azz’s feet hit the floor, burst forward and opened her mouth. Her teeth clamped down on leather covering his thigh and she snarled like a small, wild beast. 


     The man looked down and blinked. “You know, I am wearing leather armor. I don’t think your teeth will get through.” 


     Azz let go and threw her back to the wall with her fists up.  


     The man smiled, his eyes glancing to her small chest. His gaze drifted down and managed to catch the side curve of her rather plump ass. 


     Azz kept a hard gaze until she noticed the intruder checking her out. It was just like the goblins in her tribe. The air seemed to change from violence to something else. 


     “Do you have any gold?” the rogue asked with a sly tone. 


     Azz shook her head as heat touched her green cheeks. 


     The rogue’s eyes narrowed. “I’ll have to take something else for coming down here.” 


     Azz’s heart was racing in her chest. The gleam in his eyes spoke of a hunger she had seen so many times and knew it by heart. Her devious mind began to work and she feigned fear. 


     “What did you do to my friend?” Azz asked with a fake fearful edge. 


     The rogue kept his gaze on her. “Nothing serious. Everyone knows there are Mind Drinker’s in this dungeon. I took my last Mind Protection potion. It poisons anyone or anything thing that tried to invade my mind. Quite handy in these times.” 


     “What do you want?” Azz said and fought her knowing smirk. 


     The rogue looked down with heated eyes. “If you don’t have any gold, I want something else.” 


     Azz was silent as he reached down to his leggings. She eyed the growing bulge between his legs. Fingers undid secret buttons. The goblin had to fight the urge to lick her lips. When he pulled aside the leather covering his crotch, a thick member spilled out.  


     Azz stared at it. It was bigger than any goblin cock she ever had. Veins ran alongside the shaft and it began to hardened the longer she looked at it. It soon stood under its own power, inches from her lips. 


     “You filthy surface monsters,” Azz said as she was hypnotized by the throbbing meat before her. 


     “The only way out of here is sucking my cock,” the rogue grinned evilly. 


     “Why?” Azz asked and licked her lips.  


     The rogue’s eyes took on a recent memory. “You want to know why? You’re a monster, that’s why.” 


     Azz looked up to the rogue’s eyes. The memory stayed behind his eyes. He looked away, almost embarrassed. His demanding demeanor began to falter, as if he was losing his nerve. 


     Azz looked down at his cock and it began to wilt. He was clearly not thinking straight and the question why derailed his plan to find gold or fuck someone into submission. 


     The goblin lifted her hand and wrapped her fingers around the rogue’s shaft. She slowly began to stroke it. She wanted to stare at it, but instead turned her gaze up to the rogue. A small moan fell from his lips and his eyes half closed. 


     “It’s only us down here. If you want me to suck on your cock, tell me why you came down here?” Azz said with a reasonable tone. 


     The small bliss running through the rogue seemed to weaken his resolve. His eyes softened as he watched the goblin stroke him. 


     “No one will judge you,” Azz said with soothing words and stroking slowly. 


     The rogue seemed to lose much of his willpower, his cock in the goblin’s hands. He looked to her and even in the dark, he thought she was kind of cute. 


     “I couldn’t afford any of the barmaids at the tavern,” he whispered. 


     Azz’s heartbeat drummed on as her pointed tongue slid out and licked the throbbing tip. “It’s okay. Tell me more.” 


     The rogue made a frustrated expression, resisting the urge to drive his cock into her mouth. Her words touched him, and her stroking relaxing him as he stood over her. 


     “My fucking guildmates said I would get my share and lied when we reached the tavern. They said, they didn’t trust me. They laughed as they threw gold coins at the maids and I was alone. They said I had to earn my place after a few more quests. I knew they were lying.” 


     “Poor thing,” Azz whispered and wrapped her lips around the tip. 


     The rogue let out a pleasant hiss. One hand touched the wall above the goblin as she gently sucked on him. Her tongue ran along the throbbing head.  


     Azz’s eyes rolled into her head. The taste of his cock in her mouth sent tendrils of bliss along her small form. She barely had to lower her head, his cock moving deeper into her mouth. She moaned, the vibrations running along his cock and causing a moan to fall from his lips. 


     “Wow, you feel great,” the rogue whispered. 


     Azz’s head bobbed as she drank every taste and scent coming off the man. She licked along the shaft as her lips moved over soft skin. A drop of come touched her tongue and she moaned louder. 


     The rogue looked down again, watching the goblin take his cock in long, steady strokes. 


     “I…came down here…to get gold…or fuck,” the rogue whispered. 


     Azz pulled back and licked the tip. “We don’t have any gold. That leaves us with only one thing.” 


     The rogue lifted an eyebrow. 


     Azz stroked him as she looked up, “Spare our lives and I’ll make sure you feel better.”  


     The rogue parted his lips to say something when the goblin gobbled his cock. He let out another moan as she bobbed her head. The tempo increased as Azz felt the rogue’s hips push. His cock touched the back of her throat and she gave muffled cries. Wetness bloomed between her thick thighs. Hands grabbed at his hips, controlling the tempo. The heat and power coming from the rogue was enough sent the goblin into a storm of lusty desire. Thick inches between her lips caused muffled moans to fill the chamber. 


     Pleasure spiked along the rogue. His hand touched the goblin’s head and he tilted his head up. Willpower shattered and he let out a loud grunt. 


     Azz’s lips touched the base of his thickening cock. Her eyes widened as his manhood filled her mouth. She pulled back slightly and was rewarded with thick spurts of seed. Azz stared at the rogue’s covered stomach as his cock pulsed and another volley of spurts painted her throat.  


     Azz blinked before her eyes rolled into her head again. The taste and texture were thick and salty. It caused her short body to trembled. Wetness bloomed between her thighs and soaked her leggings. The goblin gulped down come before a third spurt splashed on her tongue. She let it swirl in her mouth with his cock. Her tongue licked and slathered, enjoying the first time she tasted and drank overworld come. 


     The rogue looked down and took a sharp gasp. An internal war carried on, sensitivity filling him and not wanting to pull his cock from the goblin’s eager mouth. 


     “It…hurts,” the rogue said with a defeated whisper. 


     Azz ignored him, slathering her tongue against his cock and keeping it hard between her lips.          


     “Gods…you’re really good at this,” the rogue whispered as his cock remained hard. 


     Azz pulled back and looked up with sultry eyes. “You’re the first human cock I’ve ever had.” 


     The rogue blinked and gave her a sinister smile. “Did you like it?” 


     Azz barely nodded before taking his member between her lips and sucking on him. 


     The soreness bled away as blood flooded his member again. The urges barely dimmed as he watched the goblin take him. Wet inches appeared in the dim gloom between them.  


     Azz closed her eyes, enjoying the sensations against her lips and touching the back of her throat. 


     Drulla’s gray eyelids pulled back and black eyes stared up. In an instant, the mind drinker sat up and looked across the small distance to the rogue standing over Azz. Legs coiled under her and she stood up. She heard wet sounds and moans as Azz’s green hands were on the man’s hips. Her friend made muffled moans and Drulla acted. 


     Grays reached around and grabbed the rogue by the throat. The man’s eyes widened as he was taken by surprise and pulled back. He tried to regain his balance, his boot hitting Drulla’s foot. The two of them fell and hit the floor. Drulla wrapped an arm around the man’s neck as his upper body was in her lap. 


     Azz’s eyes shot open the moment the thick cock was yanked from her mouth. She stumbled forward, watching everything in slow motion as Drulla and the rogue crashed to the floor. The goblin’s arms swung and she feel between the rogue’s legs. Azz stared at the standing, throbbing cock inches from her face. 


     “Azz, I have him!” Drulla’s voice touching all of their minds. 


     The goblin looked at the throbbing cock before her and she bit her full lips. “Drulla, you don’t understand. I’m sucking his cock to save our lives.” 


     Drulla gave her friend a confused stare. 


     “Your name is Azz?” the rogue said with a warm tone. 


     Azz looked to her friend with sharp eyes. “I need to save our lives.” 


     Drulla’s expression softened as she read the goblin’s mind. 


     Azz licked her lips, took hold of the rogue’s iron-hard cock and licked it into her mouth. 


     The rogue’s head leaned back into Drulla’s large, soft breasts. Heated paradise wrapped around his senses as he relaxed. 


     Drulla’s arm relaxed and pulled back. She looked down on the rogues’ ecstasy. His breathing and light groans touched her mind and body. The mood penetrated her senses as heat began to build. Mouth tentacles writhed as her own heart beat a little faster. The man against her and pleasuring leaking into her mind, set her own internal fire to grow into a slow blaze. 


     Tentacles caressed the rogue’s head, but she did not feed. Instead, she opened her mind to her friend and the mysterious rogue’s pleasure centers. A flood of ecstasy rammed into her an caused her senses to reel back and nearly swept her away. She felt the dreamy heat between the two of them and wetness bloomed between her own thighs. 


     A fever glowed along the small goblin. She moaned as she sucked on thick inches. The pit in her stomach yawned. Urges and needs prickled along her nerves.  


     Azz pulled back, a string of saliva connecting from her lip to the head of his cock. Her hands grabbed at her own clothes and nearly tore them off of her. 


     The rogue was dizzy with urges, seeing the goblin take off pieces of clothes in a hurry. Small, green breasts bounced free. Clothes were thrown aside and fingers slipped into her waistband. She snaked out her large hips as she pushed down. The rogue continued to stare as thigh thighs protected her petite, feminine line. It was bare, not a strand of hair along it. Despite her frenetic movements, the rogue could see her budding, pink lips. 


     “My name is Nok,” the rogue smiled before a gray hand grabbed the side of his head and was shoved between large breasts. 


     “Silence,” Drulla commanded. 


     Nok snuggled at her warm, large breasts. He closed his eyes and reached up. Fingers gently grabbed at a breast and he fondled it.  


     Drulla’s eyes widened until his finger grazed her erect nipple. A chill caused her to shudder. Her eyes half closed as she held him close. Heat ran along her face tentacles and they writhed in pleasure. 


     Nok snuggled the side of his head between the mind drinker’s cleavage. He pulled at her flimsy robe and her breast spilled out. He took hold and licked at her standing nipple.  


     Drulla’s moan touched their minds and she made no attempt to stop him. 


     Azz stood naked. Her green skin glowed in the near darkness. Her night vision stared at the standing cock. All logic was swept away to a gnawing hunger. She moved over the large cock and sank down. She took hold of it and the tip touched her dripping slit. 


     Azz took a quick breath before sinking down further. The throbbing member pushed at her tight opening. Azz moaned as she moved with gravity. The tip spread her tight valley entrance. 


     The goblin let out a long, deep moan as thick inches forced her open. The size of his manhood and her desires burned bright as she slowly impaled herself on the man. Eyes rolled into her head and moans turned to snarls. She was nearly halfway down the shaft and she already felt full, but her body cried out for more.  


     Nok let out a moan, the Azz tight as a vice. He turned to watch her sink down until she reached the hilt. Moans dripped from her open mouth. 


     Drulla forced Nok’s mouth to her breast and he instinctually sucked on it. 


     “How is it?” Drulla asked Azz and not letting the man hear. 


     “I’ve…I’ve…never felt anything like this before,” Azz said out loud. 


     Drulla looked down on Nok as he sucked on her gray nipple and breast. His tongue slathered at it and sensitive pulses stabbed deep into her body. The Mind Drinker reached over and began undoing his leather armor. Her nimble fingers worked, unhooking straps and pulling pieces away. Soon, his shirt was next. Drulla looked down on Nok’s strong chest. 


     A suspicious thought touched her mind as he resumed suckling on her breast. She fought through the pleasure to glimpse his thoughts. Frustration, anger and needs boiled into a storm. Those thoughts had started to slip away as pleasure washed over his cock and his lips. He licked at her like a wild animal. 


     Drulla’s eyes softened again. The taboo nature of a man normally used for food, struck a deep chord. Admitting it was difficult, but feeling a living man close and his mouth gently sucking on her, send her over the edge. 


     Azz humped the large cock, her tight valley barely containing him. She moaned, lost to a flood of desires. It was nearly too much. Her hips moved of their own accord. The scent of their union rose up to her sensitive nose. Her ears drooped and nearly flapped as she was trapped in a cycle of bliss. 


     The dam of willpower began to crack. Nerves tightened nearly to the breaking point. The thick cock pushed deep. Azz moaned louder as cracks lengthened and her willpower began to chip. 


     “I…can’t…stop it,” Azz groaned before magical explosions rippled along her body. 


     Azz sank down to the hilt, impaled on the man’s cock. Her eyes stayed firmly in her head as she shuddered hard. The tightness continued as she refused to let him go. A string of orgasms blasted away at frayed nerves. The internal explosions continued, like whip strikes against her very soul. 


     Nok turned away from Drulla’s firm breast and moaned loudly. His cock thickened, which caused Azz to moan loader. The goblin was incoherent as a flood of wetness bloomed between their union. It splashed between them, Azz moving like a zombie on Nok’s cock.  


     Nok let out a loud grunt, his cock thickening and spurts of molten come spurting. The tight, snug connection between them dripped with seed and honey. 


     Drulla touched her friend’s mind and pleasure ran along the connection and stabbed into her own mind. The Mind Drinker let out a mental moan. 


     Nok grunted as another thick spurt and exploding bliss consumed him. His eyes stared off and he leaned back on Drulla. 


     Azz’s eyes rolled back into her head, seeing the look of lost bliss in Nok’s eyes. 


     “Filthy…handsome…human,” the goblin seethed as she crawled over him. 


     Drulla pulled away, gently putting Nok down. He tried to regain his wits, wondering what was happening. Before his mind came together, thigh green thighs touched the side of his head. Wetness and come dripped from Azz’s abused slit. She looked down with a wicked smile before pressing her dripping valley to his mouth.  


     Nok made muffled moaned, his mouth full. His tongue snaked up through his own come and her honey. He licked at her and Azz cooed her approval. When he licked her throbbing clit, her thighs clenched and kept him in place. 


     Drulla crawled over to Nok’s half-wilted cock. Her mind touched his and pushed energy into his pleasure center. She looked back to his cock, seeing it rise from the dead ad stand on its own power.  


     Pulling open her robe, she moved her smooth, naked gray body over him. She took his cock and pushed her wet slit to his member. Her face tentacles writhed as she sank down, inches forcing her tight world to take him. Drulla sank slowly sank down to the base and moved with a sultry tempo, enjoying the thick and heated connection between them. 


     Azz looked down with warm eyes and a wicked smirk, she watched as he struggled between her thighs, licking and fighting for air. 


     “Nok, my friend and I are leaving this dungeon to explore the overworld. You’re going to come with us.” 


     Nok looked up with wide eyes, but didn’t stop tongue lashing the goblin’s clit. 


     “You will be our partner and love slave,” Azz said and moved on his mouth with heated urgency. 


     Nok stared as his tongue worked. 


     “Moan if you agree,” Azz grinned. 


     Nok moaned loudly. The vibrations tickled the goblin and she let out a long moan. A barrage of orgasms shattered her soul as she rode his mouth. Wetness surged and Nok greedily drank it down while licking the goblin. 


     Drulla’s hips moved in short, even tempo. The tempo grew to a fevered pace as she was getting closer to nirvana. She watched as Azz moved her hips against Nok’s face. The sight of him being so helpless caused her inner flame to burn brighter than it ever had before in her life. 


     The first orgasm shattered her neat and orderly mind. The next orgasm sent her down a path she never knew existed. It shattered her history and knowledge, filling it with a dreamy haze. A flood of tingling sensations crashed into her and she shuddered to another string of orgasms. 


     When Nok’s cock expanded, Drulla’s eyes widened. Heat and lust shot into her tight space. She moved her hips, squeezing and milking his cock. The heat swirled in her belly and she continued to milk him of very drop of seed. 


     Azz gave a sleepy grin as she moved on Nok’s tongue and mouth. His eyes had rolled into his head, but he didn’t stop licking at her. 


     “A few more times, before we leave this place,” Azz commanded as moans filled the chamber. 


     *** 


     Sunlight touched trees and the surrounding lands. Birds chirped and fluttered from tree branch to tree branch. Their song carried on the small breeze as the world glowed with beauty and light. 


     From a dungeon entrance, three figures in disheveled clothes and armor walked out. Azz led the small group, walking with her head held high and seeing the brilliant sunlight as far as the eye can see. 


     Nok moved like a shattered man. His shoulders were slumped and his eyes had a blank stare. But his body felt relaxed and his spirit renewed. 


     Drulla had her robe closed and her hood over her head. She looked on the overworld with equal parts curiosity and wonderment. 


     “There are towns all across the territory. Where should we go first?” 


     Azz was about to say something when Drulla’s voice touched her mind. 


     “We are really going through with this? He wanted to come our dungeon to rape monsters and steal gold.” 


     Azz nodded. “We were going to rape him and steal whatever he had on him. This way, all three of us can get what we want and be monsters together,” Azz mentally said back. 


     Drulla nodded. “I simply wanted clarification. I’m happy to know we are in agreement.” 


     Nok looked to the goblin and mind drinker with a raised eyebrow. “There is a town I haven’t been to a few miles away. We could start there and see where adventure takes us?” 


     Azz as about to answer when Drulla touched her mind again. 


     “I hope you can forgive me, but I saw what happened to your eye.” 


     Azz sighed. “It’s fine. I was going to tell you anyway. Goblin come in the eye can be dangerous.” 


     Azz and Drulla laughed, the goblin’s laughter ringing out and the mind drinker’s tentacles wiggling. 


     Nok looked to each of them in turn, confusion painting his brow. 


     Azz leapt into a nearby rock and pointed to the sky. “Onward! Adventure and intrigue await us!” 


     Nok stopped and shook his head. “Town is in this direction,” he said and pointed north. 


     Azz’s expression deflated and her arm lowered. “I’m new at this. You could have just shouted in excitement.” 


     Nok put his hand on her shoulder. “We’ll get there. For now, let’s just go.” 


     Azz hopped down from the rock. The trio began walking with adventure on the horizon. 


       


     ~Fin~ 
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     Morning mist pulled away as the sun began its slow ascent. Cloudy tendrils slipped away like pale fingers, sinking back into the sea. Brilliant light cascaded across Moonvale and its surrounding forests and fields, a new mood touching this part of the world and signifying the end of a season. 


      A taur stood by a corn and melon field, her eyes slowly blinking and her mouth in an annoyed frown. The corn stalks stood in the sunlight, new cobbs beginning another growth cycle. Abby turned her gaze to the melons beside the small pond on the farm. The once ripe melons were now sinking into themselves and patches of rot began to form. Insects hovered from one to the other and partaking in the bountiful decay. 


     Abby’s shoulders sank down and she sighed. 


     “Why do I have to clean this up?” the taur whispered to herself. 


     Abby turned her head slightly and looked at the corn field. Myn and Belle were tending to the corn. Myn was energetic as usual, watering the stalks with frenzied morning excitement. Belle moved slowly, yawning and watering the crops at the speed of a sleepy snail.  


     Abby stamped her cloven foot in frustration. Thoughts floated through her mind of eating, sleeping and doing both at the same time. Thoughts shifted to Kavan and the agreement she made with him. He delivered his promise of building a second floor to the barn and making it homey, in exchange for Abby taking care of the crops and looking after her fellow taurs. 


     Abby’s eyes narrowed as she remembered Kavan promised to let her have a room in the farmhouse where she could sleep close to him from time to time. The promise had not come to pass, since Nava had practically moved in and Onka had decided to stay over more often. The goblin and siren distracted her master and he failed to stay completely true to his word. 


     “Fucking bitches,” Abby said with a harsh whisper. 


     A sudden sadness touched the taur’s heart as the words faded into the air. She lifted her arms and hugged her waist, knowing deep down she didn’t mean it. She loved Onka and was getting to know Nava, but the endless frustration clawed at her like a trapped rat in a barrel. 


     Thoughts shifted along Abby’s mind as an image of Kavan filled it. Eyes widened a little and a heat touched her cheeks, remembering her half-nude master rising out of the pond like a hungry and handsome sea monster. Thoughts spun on as fantasies played out of her master barging into her room at night and taking her in wild abandonment. How he would cover her mouth and push his mighty spear into her sensitive world, driving his needs again and again. 


     Abby blinked as a familiar tingling touched her nipples and between her legs. Urges bloomed as the fantasy continued, how Kavan would drink from her as he slammed his hips between her welcoming thighs. 


     The sound of a creaky door snapped the taur from her daydreams. Abby turned and looked at the farm porch, a red dragonkin stepping out with a mug in his hand and sipping from it. 


     Abby gasped as she looked through corn stalks to see her powerful master standing with relaxed confidence. Every sip he took slammed into her attentive senses and a flutter touched her rapidly beating heart. The world took on a hazy edge and Abby was drowning in it, wishing Kavan was sipping on her. The imagery glowed, Abby cradling Kavan’s horned head to her breast and he intimately drinking from her.  


     Heat flashed and Abby glanced down to the top of her overalls. Wetness touched the strong fabric as she began to produce to the lurid dream circling her soul. 


     “Shit!” Abby said and shook her head, knowing she had to change. 


     The taur glanced back down at the melons and her frown returned.  


     “I saved his life! He should be taking advantage of me!” Abby cursed under her breath, remembering how she impaled the troll paladin attacking her master. 


     Thoughts warred on and in a flash of distilled frustration, the taur lifted her cloven foot, reared it back and kicked at a rotting melon. The hard hoof bashed into a melon, sending chunks into the air and scattering insects in every direction. When Abby’s foot reached its apex, she lost her balance. 


     Abby’s eyes widened as her arms swung in wide circles. Her body spun, heavy breasts knocking her off balance. Cloven feet stumbled and with a small shout, she fell and crashed landed onto two rotting melons. Putrid chunks launched into the air as Abby watched them in slow motion. Time sped up and some crashed down on her. 


     Abby moaned as she was sitting in and covered in rotting melon pieces. The smell was overpowering and she moaned again. 


     On the porch, Kavan turned his gaze to the cornfield. A strange sound touched his sensitive ears. When he recognized it was Abby, he placed his mug down on the porch railing, leapt over it and darted into the small cornfield.  


     Myn and Belle lifted their heads up in confusion, seeing Kavan quickly push through the stalks of corn and rush past them. The two taurs looked at each other, not sure exactly what was happening. 


     The red dragonkin burst from the cornfield and skidded to a halt before the rotting melon field. Slitted eyes looked down as Abby remained on her back, covered in chunks of decayed melon. 


     The taur and dragonkin locked eyes and in that split second of a moment, Abby hatched a plan. 


     “My ankle!” Abby seethed in pretend pain. 


     Kavan stepped to her as concern bled into his eyes. “What happened?”  


     Abby looked up with trembling eyes. “I slipped on a rotting melon. I think I twisted my ankle. Please Master, don’t put me down!” 


     Kavan’s eyes widened. “Abby, I would never do that!” 


     The taur moaned her helplessness and Kavan instantly bent down beside her. 


     “On the farms, if a taur is injured, they consider chopping off their heads. They say, it’s too expensive to heal a taur,” Abby lied. 


     Kavan’s eyes cooled as he looked her over. “That sounds very harsh. I’ll get Onka to look at you. Maybe we have to bring you to Soki so she can heal you.” 


     Abby’s eyes widened. “We don’t have to do that! It may not be that bad! I think I just need some rest!” 


     Kavan’s mind drank in Abby’s panicked expression and familiar over the top manipulation. 


     She’s lying. I doubt she’s really injured, but it does look like she did have a fall. As much as I would like to dismiss it, I do have to see if she is okay. 


     Abby’s eyes began to water and her lip quivered. “I know I can be a handful, but I need you.” 


     Kavan resisted the urge to sigh. He reached under the taur, took hold and lifted her up. The dragonkin stood to his full height as Abby snuggled into his chest. She wrapped an arm around his neck and held on. 


     Myn and Belle emerged from the corn field and looked at Kavan holding Abby in his arms. 


     “I can get the healer!” Myn said quickly. 


     Belle simply blinked. 


     Kavan looked to the two taurs and shook his head. “No need at this moment. I’ll take her in, check her ankle and get her cleaned up. Keep watering the field and continue your other chores. Abby may have to take the day off.” 


     Kavan turned and began walking toward the barn. Abby looked over his shoulder to Myn and Belle. She gave them a sly smirk before it vanished. Myn’s wide eyes half closed. Belle let out a dreamy sigh as hearts filled her sleepy eyes. 


     The walk to the barn was short. The sliding door was partially open. Kavan stepped in with Abby in his arms. He noted his increased strength and Abby weighed almost nothing in his arms, despite she being bigger and taller than Onka and Nava. 


     The main room on the bottom floor was dark, except for a thick shaft of light coming in from an open window. A single couch and several comfortable seats dotted the floor. A small set of stairs were to the right, leading to the bedrooms upstairs.  


     “I’ll put you down on the couch,” Kavan mentioned. 


     Abby shook her head, “No, don’t. I’m covered in melon. Take me upstairs to my bedroom.” 


     Kavan’s slitted eyes moved sideways as he looked into Abby’s not so innocent eyes. Small horns graced her head as floppy ears framed her features. Her expression cried out for him to do as she asked, but the dragonkin didn’t move as they stared at each other. 


     “Abby, are you really hurt?” Kavan asked plainly. 


     “It hurts,” Abby lied through her teeth. 


     What has gotten into her? She’s normally pushy, but she knows not to cross the line. She doesn’t seem hurt, so why is she trying so hard now? 


     Abby could see the doubt in Kavan’s eyes. “My ankle is sore and I don’t want to make it worse by walking around or taking the stairs.” 


     A genuine light filled the taur’s eyes as she looked away. “I’m not always strong. It’s a last day of summer and…I don’t feel at my best. The whole season has been hard…and when the troll paladin attacked you…I…” Abby trailed off. 


     An understanding shine filled Kavan’s eyes. “The last few months have been a little difficult. I didn’t think how it affected you.” 


     Abby gave a small nod. “If something happened to you, we wouldn’t be the same. You’re our master and we want to be with you for a long time. Myn and Belle adore you. I adore you.” 


     “Abby, I understand how you feel, but lying about hurting yourself isn’t good for us and everyone on the farm. We do have to be honest with each other, or the next time you get hurt, I may not take is seriously.” 


     Abby’s eyes began to shine in the dim light. She looked away as Kavan continued to hold her in his arms. 


     “Honesty hasn’t helped fulfill your promise,” the taur said with a defeated tone. 


     Kavan raised a boney eye ridge. 


     Abby continued to look away as she spoke, “You promised I could have a room in the house if I took care of my taur sisters and helped on the farm. I have done both. I…I even stabbed the paladin with your spear, to protect you. I have done everything you’ve asked, and yet I still have no room in the house.” 


     Kavan gave Abby a slight nod. “When we talked about it, I said I would consider it. But I must be honest, I had forgotten. Onka and Nava live at the house and I’ve barely had a moment to myself. With Zellee going off to Loduss, it’s been a strange time.” 


     The taur looked up to Kavan’s strong features with attentive eyes. “I know, I can see it in your eyes. You’ve done so much for everyone. I…I know I’m a pest, but it’s not just the people in town who want to help you. I want to help to. You’re not just my master, but my friend…I hope.” 


     Kavan stared into Abby’s eyes. A wave of understanding stretched between them. The small stresses and heartache were soothed away and for the first time, the dragonkin looked at the taur with new eyes. 


     “Help me upstairs. I’ll change and see if I can stand on my foot,” Abby said with an edge of defeat. 


     Kavan turned and walked toward the stairs. He climbed them a step at a time. Abby leaned against him in his arms. She closed her eyes and inhaled his scent. Small thoughts surfaced, the taur happy that she was able to be this close to him, even he decided to simply help her and nothing more. The swirl along her heart deepened and she relaxed, enjoying the small moment before he eventually pulled away from her. 


     Kavan reached the second floor and walked down the small hallway. A larger bedroom was at the end of the hall, the door partially opened. He stepped through it and used his foot to close it behind him. The bedroom was medium sized, with a bed, a dresser, mirror and small closet. Two windows were against the wall, Abby’s bed between them. 


     Abby lifted her head when she heard the door slam shut. Confusion touched her brow before Kavan gently placed her on the edge of the bed. Kavan knelt down as Abby looked down on him with curious eyes. 


     The dragonkin took hold of her pant’s leg and rolled it up to her knee. He gently took hold of her leg and lifted it up, being sure no pressure was on the ankle. He turned her leg slightly, looking it over and seeing no bruises of visible marks. 


     “Does it still hurt?” Kavan asked, even though he knew it didn’t. 


     Abby’s eyes shined as a small realization crawled into her psyche. She gave a small nod as the very air seemed to take on a different vibration. 


     Kavan nodded as he ran his spindly fingers down her shin and stopping at her ankle. He looked down at her ankle as his senses sharpened. Fur covered the top of her foot, down to her hoof. Her ankle was bare. Fingers touched it again and noticed Abby didn’t flinch. Dust motes floated through the air as sunlight poured in. Kavan stared at the taur’s ankle, his thoughts sliding into a memory of how she snuck into his bed to sleep with him. 


     Abby stared down at Kavan with unblinking eyes. Her heart raced as his gaze lingered on her ankle and a small smile crept along his small snout. The bedroom was warm, but the taur didn’t mind. Her body was already hot and the tingling persisted along her nipples and between her thighs. The needy hunger within cut away at logic. Deepening urges pulsed as the taur was ready to throw caution to the wind and pounce on her master kneeling before her. 


     Kavan’s gaze moved along Abby’s lightly tanned leg. He reached her rolled up pants leg and soon looked at wet, slimy patches of melon on her overalls. A quick inhale filled his nose with decayed melon, but there were thick hints of something else. Abby’s scent slipped in and caressed his senses, knowing she was turned on. 


     Pink touched Abby’s cheeks and she looked away. “I can’t stop how I feel,” she said with new shyness and embarrassment. 


     Kavan gave a small nod as his serpent gaze remained on Abby’s shy expression. “What do you feel?” 


     Abby bit her lip as an inner war raged. She let go of her lip when the truth calmed her racing heart. 


     “I’m not really hurt,” the taur said and closed her eyes. 


     Kavan fought back the urge to smile. Instead, his face took on a serious look as he stood up. 


     Abby sighed and continued, “I thought…if we had a small moment together…you would know what I want and how I feel.” 


     Kavan remained silent. 


     Abby opened her eyes and looked up into Kavan’s stern expression. Her pulse quickened as he looked down on her with a strong, stern gaze. 


     “Master, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt our friendship. I love it here. I love being with you. I love my taur sisters, even if they drive me mad. I love Onka, Nava, Zellee and Lorta. I love our home.” 


     “This is very serious. You lied about something important. You lied that you were hurt and I was very worried,” Kavan said darkly. 


     Abby’s eyes widened. “I’m sorry! I didn’t know it would go this far! I will do anything to make it up to you!” the taur said in a panic. 


     Kavan continued to fight back his inner laughter and kept his stern gaze. “Do you promise to never lie to me again, especially if you’re hurt?” 


     Abby gave a vigorous nod.  


     Kavan gave a single nod. “Do you promise to be my friend and treat me as one?” 


     “Yes,” Abby said as a small relief touched her eyes. 


     Kavan kept his stern gaze as he looked down on the messy taur. “Do you promise to listen to me when I tell you want to do?” 


     Abby looked down. “Of course. You’re my master. I will do anything you say.” 


     Kavan smirked as his gaze fell to her full breasts pressing against the top flap of her overalls. Warm, inviting cleavage glowed in his mind. He looked a little further down to see two wet spots along her top and pointed nipples straining against the thick fabric. 


     “Take off those dirty clothes,” Kavan said with firm tone. 


     Abby looked up with trembling eyes. She saw the hungry look in Kavan’s eyes and it set her entire world ablaze. The tingling grew into a powerful symphony. A small moan dripped from between her full lips as she felt her master’s intentions on her soul. 


     Abby reached up and took hold of the straps along her shoulders. She pulled them off, one by one. The top loosened and soon fell, revealing full, creamy breasts. Brown nipples stood erect as milky wetness dripped. Abby thought she would be embarrassed at first, but seeing her master not even blink solidified what was happening between them. She took hold of fabric at her hips as she stood up.  


     Kavan took a quick inhale of her Abby’s scent as she stood before him. She was shorter than him by a small number of inches. Abby snaked her hips out of the thick fabric and the rest fell to her ankles. She easily stepped out of the overalls, one smooth leg at a time. She then pushed away the clothes on the floor and stood with her head bowed to the dragonkin. 


     Kavan admired her form. Strong lines ran along her body, displaying a fit but soft figure. He knew she was strong, but seeing her tender side only made the moment burn hotter. A scaled hand rose up and touched her arm. Abby let out a sharp sigh, not in pain, but in heated desire. 


     “When I woke up in bed with you next to me, you said you would milk me and then I could milk you,” Kavan smirked at the absurd circumstance from months ago. 


     Abby stepped closer and pressed both hands against Kavan’s chest. Her gaze took on a knowing gleam. 


     “I made that promise in my heart. It wouldn’t be right if I broke my promise,” Abby whispered. 


     Kavan reached up and long fingers caressed the taur’s brown hair. “Abby, know this, you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.” 


     The taur gave Kavan a wicked smirk. “I want to. I always want to.” 


     Abby’s hands slid down Kavan’s strong chest and stomach. When she reached his belt, she took hold of it and unbuckled it. Fingers worked with heated energy, pulling the belt open and undoing her master’s leggings. She looked down as something large strained against the inside of Kavan’s leggings. The taur licked her lips and she pulled his leggings down and the dragonkin’s red dragonhood sprang free. 


     The taur sank down to her knees as she took hold of the throbbing member. She continued to stare at it, dreamy moments coming back when where imagined sucking on her master for hours at a time. It had all whirled into a seductive storm and before another thought could fill her head, warm lips wrapped around the tip. Small, muffled moans rose up the taur’s throat as veiny inches slipped past her tight lips. Abby’s eyes half-closed, the divine taste of her master in her mouth and her tongue sliding along the throbbing shaft. Small thoughts interceded, singing how the firm taste in her mouth was much better than the many daydreams she had. When her lips touched the base of Kavan’s cock, she lingered as the tip touched the back of her throat, making it difficult to breathe. 


     Kavan looked down with warm eyes as Abby gave muffled moans. He touched her horns and glided fingers through her hair. A moment later, her head began to move, moving her lips back and forth over thick inches. 


     Abby moaned a little louder, a touch of seed touching her tongue. The salty taste remained and she wanted more. The tingling worsened and as she moaned, one hand moved between her own thighs. Fingers pushed through the dark hair and touched wetness. Lust dripped from between her legs as fingers moved with practiced ease, touching her clit and rubbing it. It pulsed against her two swirling fingers. A pit yawned from deep within, but the fullness in her mouth kept her sated for the moment. Abby looked up to her master’s serpent gaze and innocently sucked on him with warm eyes. 


     Kavan’s eyes fluttered slightly as Abby tried to gently pull his soul through his cock. “Master likes it when you suck on his cock.” 


     It was Abby’s turn for her eyes to flutter. Hearing her master tell her she was doing well only fueled her need to please him. Lips pressed down and her head moved in long, slow strokes. Kavan’s dragonhood practically vibrated between her lips.  


     Bliss glowed along tight nerves. Abby let out a long, muffled moan as she rubbed herself closer and closer to release. Heart racing, her entire body trembled as the thin walls keeping her from paradise began to crack. Rivulets of milk spilled from nipples as the taur began to lose control of her body and sanity. 


     Kavan looked down as Abby became unleashed. She held onto the base of his cock, stroking him as she sucked. She found the perfect rhythm and tempo as she tried to milk her master into her throat. The moans grew into muffled cries as her entire body screamed for release. Fingers moved in rapid circles before she pressed down on her pearl and let out a long, muffled moan. The vibrations from her throat ran along Kavan’s cock and the dragonkin found it difficult to keep control over his own body. 


     The heat in the bedroom tripled as master and taur were locked in a moment of understanding urges. 


     Abby squeezed her eyes shut, unable to hold back the tide of ecstasy. Nerves tightened to the breaking point and she let out another long moan. Heat flashed and Abby squeezed her eyes harder. A wave of bliss slammed into her before a string of orgasms stormed on. She continued to rub herself while moaning with a full mouth. Wetness surged between fingers and dripped on the hardwood floor. Powerful inner explosions rippled along her soul as she was swept away. Milk dripped from heaving breasts and onto her thighs and the floor. A hazy dream bloomed along her senses as she was drowning in her own orgasms. 


     Kavan’s cock thickened as Abby’s lips slid to the base if it. Eyes rolled into her head as thick spurts of seed painted the back of her throat. Moans grew louder as she lazily moved, sucking down the first spurt. Another splashed in her mouth, followed by another. Abby’s eyes rolled into her head, slowly milking her master of his seed and drinking it down like a greedy animal. 


     Kavan grunted as another thick spurt pushed through his member. The dragonkin touched the top of Abby’s head, her tongue slathering along the shaft of his dragonhood and soon, the tip of her tongue playing with the opening at the end of it. He looked down as Abby was entranced, trying to coax out more come. She stroked and sucked on him, pulling out the last drops of her master’s soul.  


     Sensations were overpowering and weakness touched Abby’s limbs. They began to tremble as she was on her knees. She pulled her mouth away from her master’s cock and was rewarded with one last spurt of milky white seed splashing against her lips. 


     Abby fell back onto her rump, breathing heavy and her eyes rolled into her head. Wetness dripped from between her legs and pale milk spilled from her nipples. Senses reeling, she fought to wake from her orgasmic stupor. An inner need cried out for more, but she couldn’t pull the fragments of her mind together. The blissful sensations sang on as she tried to form coherent words. 


     “Master…I’m yours…do what…you will,” Abby tried to say between breaths.  


     Flashes of reality crossed her gaze. She looked at her master’s cock, slick from her saliva and drops of come dripping from the tip. It was still firm and bounced as she could see master wanted more. The shadow over her grew and she managed to look up as Kavan bent down. The dragonkin took hold of her, lifted the taur up and laid her on the bed. Abby struggled to sit up to see what her master was doing. Scaled hands gently grabbed at her and turned her onto her stomach. 


     Abby buried her face into the strewn blankets on the bed. For a moment, nothing happened. Floppy ears twitched as she tried to regain her breath. Elbows touched the soft bed and she lifted her upper body up a little. Milk leaked from her breasts and soaked into the sheets. She barely heard the sound of clothes falling onto the floor. The taur was about to turn her head when a strong hand touched the small of her back, keeping her in place. Abby’s eyes widened as Kavan’s cock lay between her ass cheeks. Clawed feet kicked her legs apart, leaving her exposed. The thick, wet member slid between her ass, the thrill of the moment causing wetness to spill from her sacred valley. 


     “Stay quiet as master enjoys you. I don’t want the others to hear. They might get jealous,” Kavan commanded. 


     “Yes…master,” Abby whispered before Kavan’s member slide back and touched her dripping valley entrance. 


     Abby’s fingers curled into the blankets and her eye widened. The tip of Kavan’s cock pressed against her tight entrance and gently pushed. The taur grunted as she had never been taken before. Memories spilled into her head as Kavan slowly forced her inner world open. She remembered how the urges was overpowering and how she wished the people on the farm she grew up on would take her. When they didn’t, she and her fellow taurs would turn on each other, licking and sucking each other until everyone passed out. It was fun, but is paled in comparison to her master’s cock. The rigid thickness forced her inner walls to part. Abby’s face fell onto the bed and she bit the blanket as she took every inch and wanted all of it. 


     Kavan looked down at Abby’s parted, round ass. He watched with confident power as thick inches speared her tender pink flesh. She squeezed him and he continued his slow invasion until she reached the hilt.  


     For a moment, the pair did nothing but enjoy the tightness of their union. Abby slowly relaxed as wetness surged. Her body betrayed her as it began to move an inch at a time. Her tail with the bushy end flipped from one side to the next, her body unable to stop herself.  


     A thought touched Kavan’s mind as he held her down with one hand and his hips moved. “Abby, are you a virgin?” 


     Abby let go of the blanket between her teeth as bliss clouded her mind. “I’m no longer a maiden. Thank you, master.” 


     Kavan’s cock remained rock-hard as he pushed himself to the hilt and pulled back slowly. 


     “Master…I promise to keep this secret. No one…needs to know. We can have this whenever you wish. I tasted your seed…and I want more,” Abby tried to say as her body bounced and moved to Kavan’s repeated invasions. 


     Kavan looked down on Abby as she moaned her delight. Her body trembled and quivered with each strong thrust. She made low moans, but her hips moved with caged power. Wetness spilled from their union, but it did nothing to stop the powerful sensations between them. 


     The dragonkin touched her back with his other hand. Fingers moved along her back, the tender sensations of her skin driving him to the edge once again. 


     “Tell master what you want?” Kavan asked with whisper. 


     Abby held onto the blankets between tight fingers as Kavan’s hips slapped against her ass. She fought through the waves of bliss and forced herself to answer her master as he fucked her. 


     “I…don’t want to be strong. I want you to play with me, command me. I want to…suck on your cock when you tell me to. I…want to wake to you inside me. I want to sneak into your bedroom…and suck on you until you wake. I want you to force me to enjoy it…and even if I beg to stop…you will never stop,” Abby huffed as her nerves tightened to almost every word. 


     Kavan looked down as he drove thick inches to the hilt. She squeezed him every time, trying to coax more of his seed from him. 


     Despite all her pushiness, she just wants to submit to me. I thought it would be strange taking her, but now, it feels right. She feels right. I don’t think she knows about my darker urges, but for her, it doesn’t matter. I can feel my life back on earth growing dimmer and this world becoming the place I belong. 


     “Master,” Abby said with a small cry. “I love you.” 


     Kavan pushed himself to hilt as he looked at Abby. She turned her head slightly as a tear streaked down her cheek. 


     “Shhh…I love you too,” Kavan whispered as he renewed his confident tempo. 


     “I’m sorry…master. I’ll be quiet,” Abby whispered as the sound of skin on skin filled the bedroom. 


     Shadows filled Kavan’s eyes as small, quiet moans dripped from the bent over taur. Abby clutched at the blankets, her body bouncing to his firm thrusts. The taur lifted onto her hooves, giving her master full reign to do as he wished. The milky and lurid scents of their union rose up like a divine perfume. Kavan grabbed one of Abby’s ass cheeks and squeezed. Fingers pressed down on warm flesh and she moaned a little louder. 


     “Master…master…I’m coming,” Abby tried to say between breaths. 


     Abby began to lose control again. Nerves tightened and the thin wall of willpower began to crack. She didn’t look back, lost to the sensations of Kavan pushing himself into her, stabbing at her spirit with his rigid cock. Knees weakened and thighs trembled. The sound of his thrusts filled her ears and caused her nipples to leak with love. 


     “I…I…can’t stop it,” Abby managed with a light whisper before eyes rolled into her head again. 


     Kavan felt the taur grip him like a vice. He watched with half-closed eyes as she trembled violently. The scent coming from Abby changed as it slipped into his slitted nostrils. Kavan slowed his tempo, enjoying Abby’s fall from sanity. She made incoherent sounds as she flopped onto the bed. 


     Abby stared into the darkness, her inner self exploding with shockwaves of paradise. White touched the edges of darkness as she couldn’t connect one thought to another. All there was, was heavenly bliss. It enveloped her like a warm blanket at midnight in the dead of winter. She made sounds, but didn’t know if they formed words or not. Kavan’s thick cock speared her tender world and she wanted more, expect, only a whimper escaped her lips as her body refused to stop shaking. 


     “Come back to me, Abby,” Kavan said with a soothing tone. 


     Abby’s wits returned slowly. The command from her master helped solidified her mind. A need to obey rushed through the forest of bliss and she clawed back to reality. The taur lifted her head and glanced behind her, Kavan’s feature’s draconic as he continued taking what he wanted. His strong hands gripped her waist as he punished her from behind. Heat radiated off her ass as she moaned for more. 


     Kavan looked down with devilish needs of his own. He pushed himself to the hilt again and again. When a small moan and sigh fell from her parted lips, he drove himself to the hilt and remained. Thick spurts of molten seed filled Abby’s thin, inner world. She moaned louder as Kavan made short, deep pushes, driving spurt after spurt. 


     Abby moaned as come dripped from their union. Kavan looked down, watching as she gently moved to him, milking his cock as inches appeared and disappeared between them. White seed covered his crimson member and dripped off the underside of the shaft. Bliss curled along his body as Kavan moved slowly. When the touch of heaven slowly faded, Kavan stepped back and his cock slipped from the taur. 


     Abby struggled to regain control of her body. A hand reached out and grabbed the other side of the bed. She pulled herself onto the bed and collapsed as come leaked from between her thighs. Her ass was warm and glowing. The taur’s breath was heavy as her tail limply moved from side to side. 


     Kavan looked down on Abby. She let out helpless whimpers as she couldn’t even turn herself onto her back. The dragonkin admired her body as a small shockwave rippled along her, followed by another. 


     “Master…” Abby whispered as her eyes slowly opened and closed. 


     “I’m here,” Kavan said as he crawled onto the bed.  


     Abby sighed as the dragonkin took hold of her and helped her further onto the bed. He gently moved her until she lay the right way in bed. He settled down beside her as she continued to breath heavy. Sweat covered her body, but when Kavan ran his fingers longer her body, goosebumps rose along her skin. 


     Kavan pressed his body against Abby’s body. His hardening cock lay on her warm thigh.  


     Abby slowly opened her eyes and looked up to Kavan’s dragon-like face just a few inches away. She weakly reached up and touched his chest. Hips moved slightly at the thought of Kavan taking her again. 


     Kavan watched Abby as milk leaked from brown nipples. He reached over and gently grabbed her breast. He gave it a small squeeze and milk rose up and spilled down along her chest. 


     “I can’t…stop,” Abby whispered, meaning the milk spilling from her breast. 


     “Master is a little thirsty,” Kavan smirked before his long tongue snaked out and licked at the wet nipple. 


     Abby’s eyes widened as pleasure rippled down from her nipples and into her whole body.  


     Kavan continued to lick drops of milk into his mouth. Moments flashed along his mind, remembering how strange it was to drink a glass of Abby’s milk and finding it creamy and delicious. It wasn’t like milk from earth. It was richer and thicker. There were times we wondered what it would be like to drink from her and it was a mystery no longer. 


     Kavan clamped his lips around her closest nipple and sucked. Abby took a sharp inhale. Her arms curled around his head as he sucked milk from her. Full breasts pressed closer to the dragonkin’s snout. The tingling grew and Abby’s body relaxed. The warmth grew and so did the connection between them. The taur cooed as Kavan gently sucked from her. 


     “Drink master. There will always be more, just for you,” Abby whispered as her fantasy became reality. 


     Kavan remained silent, drinking from his beloved taur and his cock thickening again. A scaled hand ran down over her stomach and to her valley. Fingers dipped between her untamed forest and touched her wet, leaking womanhood. A finger touched her engorged pearl and rubbed it in small, circular motions. 


     Tears touched Abby’s eyes as happiness filled her heart. She watched as her master drank from her and touched her. Thighs parted as he played with her clit. Loving moans spilled from her lips as milk spilled into Kavan’s mouth and milk dripped from her other breast.  


     “Master, you make me so happy,” Abby whispered as she held Kavan to her. 


     Kavan continued to finger and rub Abby’s clit as he suckled on her pert nipple. Taur milk helped revitalized the mood and Kavan’s cock was hard as iron. 


     Abby looked down over her breasts to see Kavan’s cock hard and throbbing. 


     “Master, can I help milk you?” Abby blinked with wicked eyes. 


     Kavan pulled away and looked at the beautiful taur. He licked milk off his lips as she stared at him with wanting eyes. 


     “Abby, if you keep helping master, you might become my favorite,” Kavan said with playful and wicked intentions. 


     “I want to be your favorite. I really want to,” Abby said softly before she shuddered from Kavan’s intimate touch. 


     “No matter how much I need or want? I can be very demanding,” Kavan said before licking at her wet nipple. 


     Abby’s toes curled as she moved her hips to Kavan’s touch. “Yes, master. How can I say no to you? When I have a bedroom by yours, I will help you with anything you need. I will kneel and drink from you. It’s what I want. It’s what I need.” 


     Kavan nodded as he rubbed her clit and Abby trembled. “I made a promise to you and it wouldn’t be honorable if I didn’t fulfill it.” 


     The hazy mood carried on with thick heat, lust and love. 


     “Tell me what it will be like,” Kavan said as he moved over her. 


     Abby looked up with innocent eyes. A darker edge ran along her eyes as the dragonkin was over her, his cock defying gravity. She could barely control herself as hips moved, needing her master’s monstrous cock inside her. 


     Kavan lowered his hips. Abby took hold with both hands and guided the tip to her dripping wet valley. The moment the head touched her, Kavan steadily pushed himself against her and then inside. Inner walls widened to his slow invasion. Abby’s eyes widened as the emptiness inside her began to fill, an inch at a time. Arms curled under the dragonkin’s strong shoulders and she clutched to him as his cock and hips pinned her to the bed. Abby’s lips parted and Kavan’s tongue stabbed into her mouth. Muffled moans sang as the two souls were entwined. 


     Abby pulled her head back and gasped for air. Finger tips pressed along Kavan’s back as his dragonhood stabbed deeper. Soon, inches appeared and disappeared between them as Kavan licked at a leaking nipple. He grabbed at another one and squeezed. Abby let out a sharp cry as she drowned in bliss. 


     Many fantasies came rushing back to Abby as she floated in oceans of bliss. She tried to organize her thoughts as her master drove his needs once again to the core thread between them. 


     “Master…” Abby sighed and took a quick, deep breath. 


     Kavan listened as he nibbled on Abby’s nipple, squeezed her other breast and moved his hips in a steady tempo between her parted thighs. 


     Abby continued as she dwelled in heavenly ecstasy, “I will keep you warm, snuggling next to you. If your tired, I will sit on your lap and take you mind off your troubles. I will always leave my door unlocked so you may come in and use me. I can never say no as you spread my legs and push that beautiful cock into me.” 


     Kavan’s hips pushed harder as his own ardor rose higher.  


     Abby gasped as she held on, moans dripping from her parted lips. “Master, I’ll be your love slave. Make me please you or your lovers. I will drink from Onka as you watch. I’ll lick at her while you spray your seed on us…on me. I will let you drink if you’re thirsty. I promise to not be a brat, but I know I can’t all the time. Punish me and I will accept my punishments. Anything to help you feel better.” 


     Kavan lifted his head as his hips worked. He stared into Abby’s dreamy gaze and a stern look melted a little. 


     “What if we want a tender moment? What if we simply lay, side by side and enjoy our friendship?” 


     Abby let out a heavy breath as a tear streaked her cheek. “Master...Kavan…I…just want to know I’m important to you. I want to feel what it is like to be in a loving family and know we will always be there…for each other.” 


     Kavan pushed his cock deep and remained as he and Abby stared into each other’s eyes. 


     Kavan smiled. “Abby, you’re already part of this family. And if we need to fuck each other to prove it, I will happily push my cock into your tight pussy until we know for sure.” 


     Abby let out a long moan as Kavan moved slightly, sending tendrils of bliss along her body. 


     “Oh master, please…let’s fuck each other until we truly know,” Abby moaned before her eyes rolled into her head. 


     Kavan watched as her body quivered and trembled to a string of orgasms. Moans floated up as Abby’s grip on her master’s back began to falter. Her hold on him weakened and she fell back onto the bed. Wetness surged along their connection, the taur unable to fight off the sea of bliss crashing down on her. Abby drowned as her master pushed and pulled his cock in short strokes. Milk surged a little more from nipples, the bed wet in many placed from their union. Magical explosions rippled along her body as she relaxed into a trance-like state. 


     Kavan watched Abby with proud eyes. Hips moved with urgency as the dragonkin was turned on from Abby’s surrender. There was no hesitation in what she said and genuine truth dripped from her words.  


     There is no turning back now, not that I would. She is truly special and she has a place in my heart. I hope I still have a place in her heart after all of this? 


     Kavan’s willpower cracked. Seeing Abby dripping in love and milk, it shattered his willpower like a hammer to glass. The dragonkin felt the familiar need for release. He pulled out his cock and stroked it over Abby. 


     The taur stirred and smiled. She lifted her head slightly and watched as Kavan stroked his cock. It thickened in his hand and when he made one long stroke, white seed spurted and splashed on her breast and trailed down her stomach. Abby touched Kavan’s hand gripping his member and he stroked it again, another spurt of seed splashing on her stomach. Abby put one hand on her stomach and another on her breast. She rubbed the come with her milk, writhing and moaning. Kavan stroked out a few more spurts, painting the taur like a lurid canvas. 


     “Master…” Abby hissed in calm delight. 


     The taur sighed in happiness as Kavan pushed his cock into her again and his tongue licked at her leaking nipple. 


     *** 


     Onka stepped out of the kitchen as the front door closed shut. The goblin looked up with a wooden mug in her hand as Kavan stepped in with slightly disheveled clothes. The dragonkin looked across the wide room and the couple simply stared at each other. 


     Onka’s mouth shifted into a small smile. “You were out there for a while. I looked out the window and saw Myn and Belle mulling about by the pond, but I didn’t see you and Abby.” 


     Kavan was about to speak when Onka took a quick sniff of the air. 


     The goblin’s mouth twisted into a leering smile. “I can smell Abby’s milk on you.” 


     Kavan smiled.  


     Onka nodded and set her cup down on a nearby small table. She crossed the room and stood before the dragonkin. She looked up at him, Abby’s scent drifting off his tall form. 


     “I will be getting the other bedroom next to Nava’s room ready. I promised Abby a long time ago she could stay in the farmhouse from time to time. I’m keeping to my promise,” Kavan grinned. 


     Onka nodded. “We are going to need a bigger house.” 


     “As a lord, it should be much easier for me to build a bigger one,” Kavan winked. 


     The short goblin stepped closer and hugged the dragonkin around the waist. “Everything is easier when you embrace your truth. Kavan, my love, no matter what your title is, your soul is the same one I adore. It makes me happy when you take what you want.” 


     Onka pulled back and took hold of his belt. Kavan lifted an eye ridge as she undid his belt and unbuttoned his leggings. Her green hand dove in and she gently pulled out his hardening cock. The goblin smiled as she stroked him. Onka looked up as she kept her steady stroking, a lustful gleam in her eyes. 


     “I want to hear more. Tell me about it while I take what I want,” Onka grinned before closing her green lips around his rigid hard cock. 


     Kavan looked down as the goblin lovingly sucked on his dragonhood.  


     “It all started with Abby pretending to twist her ankle…” Kavan began as Onka’s lips slid along his throbbing member. 


     ~Fin~ 
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     Like me on Facebook! 


     I also run a sexy Facebook group, Eden’s Lewd Fantasy and Sci-Fi Garden (NSFW). 


     Please check out my author page and some of my other works you may like. 


     Eden Redd Author page 


     Check out my non-erotic titles under Eden Blue! 


     Join my Eden Blue FB Page. 
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