
        
            
                
            
        

    

A Succubus for Valentine’s Day.

 



 Peter Kurtzberg couldn’t resist taking a look, just a quick peek over the cubicle wall.

 Bobbi Ross was very pretty. She had a heart-shaped face that glowed with warmth and whenever she smiled, which was often, her blue eyes sparkled like precious stones. Her naturally blonde hair was cut short in a cute little bob.

 If he was sure she wasn’t looking, Kurtzberg liked to run his gaze along the trim lines of her body, wishing it was his hands rather than his eyes roaming over her curves. She was dainty, but also athletic and well-toned. He knew she worked out regularly at the gym.

 Bobbi always got plenty of cards and flowers on Valentine’s Day. There, amongst the other cards and smaller bouquets, was the gigantic floral arrangement Kurtzberg had sent her. It had cost a lot of money, but Kurtzberg didn’t mind. It was a display of appreciation he’d never be able to give her in person.

 He’d like to. God knows he’d pictured the moment, dreamed about it, fantasised even about telling her how much he truly loved her.

 He could never do it.

 In his dreams she said “yes” and there followed a whirlwind of candlelit dinners, expensive hotels and long lazy nights together in bed.

 In his nightmares she laughed in his face and he woke up feeling like a bug smashed under a rock.


 No, he knew he’d never be able to withstand that rejection.


 It was just a silly dream.


 This was better.


 He wondered if she fantasised about the identity of her secret admirer. Kurtzberg hoped his gift brought as much joy to her as the sight of her every day in the office brought to him.

 * * * *

 “Aw, that’s so sweet,” Bobbi said as she opened and read the card that came with the large flower arrangement.


 “And quite impressive,” Greg David said. The single rose he’d bought her made him feel rather…small in comparison.


 “Is that a note of envy I detect there?” Bobbi laughed.


 “Nah, I got a card from the tall blonde in the mailroom,” Greg said. “You know, the one with the great rack.”


 He laughed as Bobbi slapped him on the arm.


 “Teaser, I should take away your sex privileges for that,” Bobbi said.


 “So, are you going to reveal your mysterious admirer?” Greg asked. “Is he some tall, dark, handsome hunk I’ll have to battle to the death in order to win back your affections?”

 “Hardly,” Bobbi smiled. “It’s Peter.”

 “Kurtzberg?”

 They both looked over to the cubicle where the office statistician made his home. A pale round face with spectacles ducked down behind the divider like a mole going down its hole.

 “Kurtzberg,” Greg laughed.


 “It’s sweet really. He thinks I don’t know. He’s had a crush on me ever since I first arrived at the office.”


 “And he’s never said anything?”


 “Oh god no. Thank goodness.”


 “So no desire to succumb to the ardent desires of the moleman then?”


 Bobbi pulled a face. “Please.”


 * * * *

 “Looks like you’ve got an admirer this year,” the mail lady said as she placed a small package onto his desk.


 Kurtzberg looked at the small box. It looked suspiciously like a gift.


 Kurtzberg didn’t get gifts, especially not on Valentine’s Day.


 Puzzled, he picked up the box. It was wrapped in dark red shiny paper and topped with a little pink bow. Now who could this be from? Bobbi?

 Kurtzberg’s heart picked up a few beats.


 No, surely not.


 “Whoa, stop right there.”


 Kurtzberg inwardly winced when he heard Jacob Pak’s voice.


 “Is that an actual Valentine’s Day gift?” Jacob continued. “Someone actually sent you a Valentine’s gift? Hey everyone, look at this. Kurtzberg’s got a secret lover.”

 Just leave me alone, Kurtzberg thought. He put on a forced smile as his co-workers crowded the cubicle wall.

 “Now that’s someone who knows what a proper Valentine’s gift should be,” Bettie Lee said, her pasty round face leaning over the cubicle wall. “I’ll take yummy chocolates over flowers any time.”

 “C’mon, don’t keep us in suspense,” Greg said.


 Reluctantly, Kurtzberg tore away the red paper to reveal a plain black box.


 “Not chocolates,” Bettie said wistfully.


 Kurtzberg took the lid off the box. Inside was a square black stone about the size of his hand. There was an inscription engraved into the surface, but the letters were so worn Kurtzberg couldn’t read them.

 He turned the stone over. On the other side was a carving of a ferocious looking female demon with horns, wings and a tail. The artist had over-emphasised her breasts and vagina.

 What was it, Kurtzberg thought, some kind of fertility fetish?


 “What an ugly thing,” Bobbi said. “Why would anyone send that as a Valentine’s gift?”


 “Kurtzberg mate, I know you’re desperate, but try to steer clear of the nutjobs,” Jacob said.


 Kurtzberg ignored him. There was a card on the bottom of the box. On the cover was a picture of a sexy cartoon devil. She was smiling as she pulled an overweight and balding man towards her by his tie.

 “What does it say?” Bobbi asked.


 Kurtzberg opened it and read the card aloud.


 “The stone is a succubus tablet. According to myth it bestows erotic dreams on whoever owns it. Sweet dreams.”


 The handwriting was elaborate and feminine. Kurtzberg didn’t recognise it. Underneath was the red lipstick imprint of a full pair of lips.

 “Sounds like the perfect present for Kurtzberg,” Jacob said. “As the only place he’s ever going to get any…” He tossed it up.


 “Is in his dreams.” Greg delivered the smash.


 “Bada-boom,” Jacob said, high-fiving Greg.


 Fucking jerks, Kurtzberg thought, his face burning.


 * * * *

 Kurtzberg had a backlog of data to work through, so he didn’t get round to leaving the office until after seven. The bars he drove past were already filling up with happy couples.

 Kurtzberg went home to his cold, dark flat. The terms of his lease meant he couldn’t even keep a pet. There was nothing and no one to greet him as he opened the front door and walked through into his living room. He slumped down into his armchair.

 He wasn’t going to wallow in self pity.

 It never achieved anything. He’d figured out years ago the world wasn’t fair. People weren’t all the same. Not everyone could be athletic, good looking or smart. You could waste your life moping over what fate had failed to bestow on you, or you could make the best of what you had and get on with it.

 Days like Valentine’s Day were tough though. Out there he knew happy couples were staring lovingly into each other’s eyes at romantic, candlelit dinners. All he had to look forward to was a microwave dinner in front of the TV.

 He wasn’t going to wallow in self-pity.

 Kurtzberg looked down at the succubus tablet, his ‘gift’.

 Kurtzberg had accepted his own limitations and learned to live with them a long time ago. Was it too much to ask for people—people that took their own genetic good fortune for granted—not to remind him of them at every fucking opportunity?

 He wasn’t going to…


 Fucking Valentine’s Day.


 Kurtzberg threw the tablet across the room.


 It didn’t strike the far wall.


 “Hey! Be careful. That’s my calling card.”


 The tablet hadn’t hit the wall because a petite girl had stepped out of the shadows and caught it. She was wearing an old fashioned telegram delivery girl’s costume. Her long red hair spilled out from beneath a little peaked cap. The face beneath was pale and delicate, elfin almost. Her face might be delicate, but Kurtzberg couldn’t fail to notice the way her uniform strained to cover her ample bosom.

 “Who are you?” Kurtzberg asked. “What are you doing here?”


 How had she got into his flat?


 The elfin-faced girl smiled.


 “I’m here to deliver your Valentine’s Day present,” she said. “Me.”


 She started to unbutton her uniform, revealing the inviting chasm of her cleavage beneath.


 Was this a continuation of Jacob and Greg’s practical joke? Kurtzberg thought. Had they hired a tart to inflict further humiliation on him? Were they outside right now, waiting for the most incriminating moment to burst in, camera phones at the ready?

 Then the girl stepped forward and Kurtzberg knew Jacob and Greg—or any other human agency—couldn’t be responsible.

 The horns—little red nubs protruding from her forehead—were noticeable, but it was her eyes that gave her away as something not of this world. They were perfect black orbs. Staring at them was like staring through two peepholes into the abyss.

 Kurtzberg gasped and crawled back into his chair.

 “No, please don’t be afraid,” she pleaded, holding out her hands in an attempt to show she meant no harm. Her vulnerability plucked at Kurtzberg’s heartstrings.

 “Are you a demon?” Kurtzberg asked. He couldn’t believe he was asking the question.

 The girl nodded coyly. She raised the folded points of two bat wings up above her shoulders and reached behind her to present him the end of a slender red tail.

 He couldn’t be seeing this. She couldn’t be real.

 There was a long pause. Kurtzberg stared at the demon, every muscle tense with fear. She stood there with her tail in her hand, looking strangely pure and innocent, like a shy schoolgirl.

 “Are you going to kill me?” Kurtzberg asked.


 The girl momentarily looked stunned. Then she broke out into an open-faced smile.


 “No,” she laughed, “whatever gave you that idea.”


 “Um, you’re a demon. Isn’t that what you do?”


 The girl laughed again. “Silly. That’s lies spread by the other side. They never want you to have any fun.”


 “And you do?”


 “Oh yes. Lots and lots of fun.”


 While they were talking the girl had slowly walked forwards until she stood right in front of Kurtzberg. She smiled mischievously at him and slowly popped the buttons of her uniform. Underneath she was wearing a sexy red bra with frilly white trim. Her breasts were considerably larger than Kurtzberg would have expected from a girl of her slim build.

 During their conversation Kurtzberg had managed to crawl so far back into the chair his bum rested about halfway up the back rest. Both his feet were currently standing on the seat.

 “I don’t bite,” the girl said. She gently grabbed his ankles and pulled him back down to a more natural sitting position.

 Her scent drifted over him like a cloud. Kurtzberg didn’t have much of a clue when it came to perfume, but it smelt nice and he felt his heart pick up a few beats. She didn’t seem all that threatening he supposed, more like a cartoon of a demon than a real actual demon.

 A very cute cartoon, Kurtzberg thought, looking over her trim body. She had removed her uniform and was down to her bra and silky red panties. Her flesh was pale and smooth, like flawless marble.

 “Do you like what you see?” she asked, giving her full chest a little wiggle.

 “You’re beautiful,” Kurtzberg said.

 “Oh thank you,” the girl said. She stepped into the chair until she was straddling Kurtzberg. She bent over, giving him a close-up view of the lush valley between her breasts, and lightly kissed him on the forehead. The touch of her soft lips sent sparks crackling under his skin.

 He was dreaming. That had to be it. He’d pushed himself so hard at work he’d fallen asleep as soon as he’d collapsed into the chair.

 The girl sat down in his lap and ground her hips against him. She smiled and wiggled the top half of her body.

 What a dream, Kurtzberg thought. He felt his cock jump to life in his trousers.

 The girl winked and reached behind her back to unhook her bra. Her pale pink breasts fell unfettered before him and bounced hypnotically. He couldn’t look away from them as she wiggled in his lap.

 “Who sent you?” Kurtzberg asked in wonderment. This was the best gift he’d ever received.

 “Shh,” the girl said, putting a finger on his lips. “Don’t you know it’s bad luck to ask where a Valentine’s gift came from.”

 The girl stepped off him. She twirled her body, swinging her hips in a sultry dance. Still smiling she hooked her fingers—the fingernails were black and shiny like the carapaces of beetles, Kurtzberg noticed—around the elastic of her panties. Her hips gyrated and the panties were sent spinning to the floor.

 She was naked.

 At first she teased Kurtzberg, keeping her legs tight together so Kurtzberg couldn’t see the treasures hidden between them. Then they slowly came apart, revealing the smooth, hairless labia of her pussy. Her slender tail came up between her legs and the arrowhead tip lightly ran between the pale folds of her flesh.

 She jumped back into his lap and ground her naked crotch against him with smooth thrusts of her hips. Kurtzberg gasped as he felt her grind against his erect cock. His underpants and trousers felt painfully constrictive.

 “I think it’s time for the real fun,” the girl purred.

 She reached down and unzipped his fly. A delicate hand reached in and gently extricated his cock. It was already slick with pre-cum after her lap dance. She pulled it up and out of his fly until it stood up straight and proud.

 Her warm hand gently stroked up and down his shaft. She leaned forward, giving him a close-up view of her creamy-white breasts, and raised her pussy up over his erection.

 Was she really going to? Kurtzberg thought. His blood was pumping so fast through his veins he thought his heart might explode from the excitement.

 She smiled and fixed her deep black eyes on his. Gently she guided his cock to the opening of her vagina, holding him there as her labia kissed its head. She slowly sat down, engulfing his cock in the soft flesh of her vagina.

 “Ohh.” Kurtzberg moaned incoherently as he felt her moist flesh contract around him. She was so soft and warm.

 She moved her hips up and down with slow, languid strokes. Kurtzberg closed his eyes and lay back with his mouth slightly agape. This was heaven. It couldn’t be a dream. It was too good to be a dream.

 “Open your eyes,” the girl said.

 Her voice was different and strangely familiar. Kurtzberg opened his eyes and saw Bobbi’s face in front of him, her eyes shut in ecstasy.

 How?

 His body didn’t care. He started to thrust back at her, lifting both of their bodies up off the seat. It was Bobbi’s body bouncing on his. It was Bobbi’s breasts swaying in front of him. It was Bobbi’s beautiful heart-shaped face flushed red with pleasure. It was Bobbi moaning at the intimacy of their bodies moving together.

 It was too much.

 Kurtzberg grunted loudly as the orgasm exploded from him. He pushed his hips up higher off the seat than before, driving his cock deep into her velvet warmth as he gushed semen into her hungry pussy. She pushed down against him and moaned in pleasure as her own orgasm quivered around his cock. Her vagina sucked hungrily at him, drawing every last drop of cum deep into her body.

 Kurtzberg collapsed back into the chair, completely spent. Physically it had been perfect, the most wonderful release ever, but emotionally there was a hole, a nagging empty space he couldn’t quite ignore.

 Bobbi opened her eyes and Kurtzberg stared through them into dark abyssal depths. A shiver ran down his spine.

 “I can fool your senses, but inside you’ll always know I’m not her.” Bobbi put her hands to her face and then dropped them to reveal the sad face of the succubus.

 “I’m sorry,” Kurtzberg said.

 “Don’t be silly,” she said, her sad face transforming into a sunny smile. “I’m a demon. You’re not supposed to fall in love with me.”

 She kissed him on the forehead again.


 “I can get her for you,” she whispered in his ear.


 Really? Was such a thing within her power to grant? Kurtzberg’s heart quickened at the prospect.


 “You need only the opportunity to show the great love you feel for her,” the succubus continued. “I can give you that opportunity.”

 “What about Greg?” Kurtzberg knew he was better for Bobbi than that peacock Greg, but while Greg was still around there was no way Bobbi would look at him. 

 The succubus smiled and Kurtzberg finally saw shades of the demon. “Greg won’t be a problem.” The succubus sat up and licked her lips. “I am a succubus after all.”

 She stared down at him with her jet-black eyes.

 “All you have to do is give me the command and I’ll make her yours.”

 He’d desired Bobbi for so long. Just a chance was all he asked for. He felt sure she’d reciprocate his desire if only she could see the depth of love he held for her.

 “Yes,” he said. “Please.”

 The succubus beamed with excitement and clasped her hands together. “I can be your Cupid,” she said.

 She leant forward and embraced him enthusiastically, squashing her full breasts against his chest. Her naked pussy rubbed against his cock and Kurtzberg felt it start to twitch back to life. The tip of her dainty little nose brushed against his as she stared into his eyes.

 “A Cupid that’s about to give you a thorough lesson in how to fuck.” The succubus’s voice dropped to a sultry rasp.

 Kurtzberg felt something wind around his cock—her tail, he realised with a start—before she guided him back inside her soft warmth and all conscious thought was blown aside by the wildfire of her lust.

 “You’re a nice boy,” the succubus said, pumping her hips up and down faster than before, “but lacking a little self-esteem.”


 Oh god. She felt tighter this time and the friction was greater as she thrust her hips against him.


 “I know it’s hard to maintain that with all the bullies out there, chipping at you every day, making you feel inferior.”


 Her rhythm grew faster and faster and Kurtzberg groaned as he felt another orgasm rising within him.


 “Yes. I think we’ll sort that out first,” the succubus said. She stared directly into his eyes.


 Her vaginal muscles gave his cock a little squeeze at precisely the right point. He fired a rocket of his seed deep into her sucking vagina and lay back as the orgasm rolled on and on throughout his body. Crying out her pleasure, his succubus fell upon him, her unfurled bat wings drifting across them both like a blanket.

 * * * *

 “Whose idea was it to give Peter that horrid stone, yours or Jacob’s?” Bobbi asked as she and Greg lay in bed together. Early morning sunshine crept in through the curtains.

 “Not me,” Greg said.

 “Well you didn’t have to join in,” Bobbi said. “It wasn’t very nice.”

 Greg was about to protest his innocence, but then stopped. It hadn’t exactly been his finest hour. The last thing he wanted was people around the office thinking he was another nasty little prick like Jacob.

 “You know, I think I felt a little threatened when I saw the size of the arrangement he’d sent you,” Greg laughed. “I never realised he had so much of a crush on you.”

 “It’s harmless,” Bobbi said. “Everyone at the office used to be completely horrible to him. I think I was the first person to talk to him like a decent human being. He’s followed me around with puppy-dog eyes ever since.

 “It’s a shame,” Bobbi continued. “There’s probably a really nice person underneath all that. Did you hear what he did for Jennifer? The banks were going to repossess her home after that louse of a husband ran off. Peter went through her finances and came up with a plan the bank managers were happy with.”

 “We should invite him to the usual Friday after work drinks,” Greg suggested. “It might do him some good to get out of the office and into a more social setting.”

 “Aren’t you worried that might bring out the jealous Neanderthal in you?” Bobbi teased.


 “Nah,” Greg said, smiling as he rolled on top of her. “Nobody knows your body as well as I do.”


 Bobbi sighed beneath him.


 It looked like they were going to be late again.


 * * * *

 Kurtzberg didn’t really know what his succubus had meant by ‘sort that out first’ until he saw Jacob walk, or rather shuffle, past his cubicle the next day. The other man appeared to be experiencing some discomfort. There was a peculiarly bow-legged quality to his gait. He ignored Kurtzberg completely.

 A puff of familiar perfume caused Kurtzberg to turn his head.

 His succubus was sitting on the desk. She was wearing a sexy secretary’s outfit and her long red hair was tied back in an austere ponytail.

 “What did you do?” Kurtzberg whispered. After their ‘exertions’ he’d fallen into a restful sleep in the chair. When he woke in the morning his succubus was already gone.

 She flashed him an innocent looking expression.

 Kurtzberg watched as Jacob gingerly tried to sit in his chair. The other man’s face creased up in pain and he let out an involuntary grunt.

 She put her thumb and forefinger together. Her tail flicked up and thrust back and forth through the hoop created by her thumb and forefinger.

 Kurtzberg’s eyes widened. He looked back at the other cubicle where Jacob was grimacing as he tried to sit down.


 His succubus nodded. Her arrow-tipped tail thrust in and out faster.


 Kurtzberg grimaced in mock sympathy and then his face cracked up in a smile. He doubled over, trying not to laugh out loud.


 Ouch.


 * * * *

 Life was getting better, Kurtzberg thought. Seeing Jacob shuffle around like a man with a terminal case of piles would be the highlight of any week, but even that was surpassed when Bobbi asked him for a date.

 Okay, so it wasn’t a proper date, just a meet up with her and some friends for drinks after work, but it was a start. Proof that his succubus was already starting to work her magic.

 She was here as well. Kurtzberg caught the scent of her familiar perfume as he entered the pub. Her horns, wings and tail were gone and her eyes were now a normal shade of green, but he could still recognise her as his succubus. She wore a long slinky red dress that looked absolutely stunning. She winked at him before melting into the crowd.

 “What do you want?” Bobbi asked once they reached the bar.

 “Um, just a coke please,” Kurtzberg replied.

 He was finding it a little strange to look at Bobbi. The memories from last night, of her body moving up and down on his, kept intruding.

 It hadn’t been her exactly, just his succubus wearing her body, but it still felt odd to be talking to her as if nothing had happened. Not that Kurtzberg was doing much talking anyway. He added a few words to the general conversation, but mostly he was content to lurk on the fringes.

 He was surprised to feel a tap on his shoulder and turned to see it was Greg.

 “Hey Peter, glad to see you could make it,” Greg said. “Listen, I’m sorry about that Valentine’s thing. I thought it was a bit of joking around. I didn’t realise you have to put up with that shit all the time.”

 Kurtzberg didn’t know what to say. He wasn’t sure if Greg was being genuine or setting him up for something else.

 “Bobbi gave me a right bollocking about it I can tell you,” Greg said. He gave Bobbi a warm glance. “I can always rely on her to give me a swift kick up the ass when I start acting like a prat.”

 “You love her?” Kurtzberg asked.

 “Fucking worship her, mate,” Greg said. “I’m hoping we can get married sometime next year.”

 Kurtzberg was a little surprised. He’d always pegged Greg as another pretty boy asshole, running the usual bullshit so he could get inside Bobbi’s knickers. This sounded genuine, as if he really loved her.

 Genuine...but not succubus proof.

 Halfway through their conversation Greg zoned out. Kurtzberg realised the other man wasn’t looking at him, but instead at a point over his left shoulder. He turned and wasn’t surprised to see his succubus standing by a pillar, looking the perfect vision of temptation in her crimson dress. She shot Greg a glance with her emerald eyes that would have set on fire even the frostiest of hearts.

 Greg didn’t even bother to excuse himself from the conversation as he walked towards Kurtsberg’s succubus.

 Kurtzberg watched him go and smiled. It was all going to plan.

 It did trouble him a little though, that Greg didn’t seem to be the shallow asshole he thought he was. When Greg spoke about Bobbi it seemed to be with genuine affection.

 Kurtzberg looked over to where Bobbi was talking with her friends. God, she was so lovely.

 He looked over to where Greg was talking with his succubus. She had a hand on his hip. She turned and her green eyes met Kurtzberg’s across the crowded floor. They momentarily turned black as she smiled in triumph. Her hand slipped lower and Greg jolted as if shocked.

 Kurtzberg looked back at Bobbi. As genuine as Greg’s feelings were for her, they couldn’t be as pure as the love he felt for her. This was meant to happen.

 “Have you seen Greg?” Bobbi asked when he returned with the drinks.


 Should he tell her? Would that seem too much like gloating?


 “Um…”


 “Oh never mind, he’s probably off chatting to some girl or another,” Bobbi said. “He can be such a rogue sometimes. It’s what I love about him.”

 “And you don’t mind?” Kurtzberg asked.

 “Men are men,” Bobbi smiled. “They can’t help looking. Any girl with issues about that is only going to make both her and her partner crazy.”

 Bobbi watched a well-built man in a muscle shirt walk past.


 “And of course it means he can’t complain either when I ogle the hunks,” Bobbi whispered to Kurtzberg.


 “It sounds like you have a good relationship,” Kurtzberg said.


 “Yeah, I think we do,” Bobbi said. “It’s funny. I used to think relationship was a dirty word. I suppose it’s because all the others had been with losers that screwed around behind my back.”

 Her eyes went a little dreamy.


 “Then you find the right person and you just know.” 


 She noticed Kurtzberg’s downcast expression.


 “Oh Peter, one day you’ll find that person and then you’ll know. We just need to get you out of your shell. Come and talk to Cath and Jasmine. They don’t bite.”

 Kurtzberg paused, a host of conflicting emotions battling in his mind.


 What he was doing was wrong. Really wrong.


 She loved Greg and Greg loved her. This wasn’t some flimsy physical relationship.


 Did he want Bobbi, or did he want her to be happy?


 She was happy with Greg. Could he really destroy that?


 No, he couldn’t. It wasn’t right.


 He could be satisfied in the knowledge she was truly happy. That would be enough for him. Her light was still bright enough, even when viewed from afar.

 Oh shit! His succubus. He had to stop her before she did...well, whatever she was going to do to Greg.

 He rushed across the pub to where he’d seen them earlier. They weren’t there.

 Oh fuck, he hoped his succubus wasn’t murdering Greg or anything like that. She looked sweet and harmless, but she was still a demon after all. He stood on the spot and looked around the pub.

 He noticed a commotion taking place around the toilets. A group of drunken lads were clustered around the open door and loudly egging on whatever activity was taking place inside.

 Kurtzberg pushed his way through the laughing and jeering onlookers to the entrance of the bathroom. The bright white lights and sterile tiles formed a strong contrast to the intimate yellow lights in the main room.

 Greg was fucking Kurtzberg’s succubus on top of the sink counter.

 Kurtzberg supposed he shouldn’t be too surprised. She was a succubus after all.

 Greg stood against the sink, his trousers and underwear around his ankles. Kurtzberg’s succubus sat on the counter, her red dress up around her waist and her thighs clasped around Greg’s body. He thrust back and forth into her, completely oblivious to the audience watching.

 “How fucking pissed…?” one of the lads said.


 “Jammy fucker,” another added.


 His succubus turned and smiled at Kurtzberg. She ran a tongue over her full lips as she thrust her hips back at Greg.


 There was a disturbance behind Kurtzberg. Someone was trying to push their way through.


 “No Bobbi, you don’t want to see. Trust me on this.”


 Bobbi stormed through and then stopped next to Kurtzberg. She looked like she had been petrified on the spot, an expression of shock frozen onto her face.

 “Oh-oh,” one of the drunken lads said, nudging his mate with a knowing wink.

 The corner of her mouth trembled, the tip of the iceberg to the maelstrom of emotions seething beneath. Water welled up in her eyes as trembling cracks ran through the mask her face had become.

 Greg turned to look at the crowd gathered around the entrance. He looked confused, uncertain of where he was or what he was doing.

 “Bobbi?”

 He looked back at the girl on the counter. He looked down to where his cock was currently buried up to the hilt in the other girl’s vagina. Aghast, he suddenly became aware of what he was doing and who was watching while he did it. The colour drained from his face.

 Kurtzberg’s succubus stared at Bobbi with her green eyes and pouted her lips. She crossed her ankles behind Greg’s buttocks and pulled him close.

 It was enough to take him over the edge. Greg gave a low moan and his body shuddered all the way up from his toes as he pumped the full contents of his balls into the succubus’s waiting pussy. She sighed and closed her eyes as her own orgasm shuddered through her.

 The lads in the crowd gave a beery cheer.


 The juices from the aftermath of their sex dribbled down the front of the counter.


 His succubus opened her eyes and stared brazenly at Bobbi.


 Tremors became cracks, became chasms. Bobbi shattered with a brittle sob and turned and ran away through the leering crowd.


 Kurtzberg shuffled after her. This hadn’t been what he’d wanted, but it was too late for regrets. It had happened and the best he could do was offer whatever comfort he could to Bobbi.

 Besides, if Greg’s feelings for Bobbi had been as pure as he’d said, then surely he’d have been able to resist the succubus.


 Bobbi was outside, wailing and flailing her fists against the wall.


 “How could he. How could he,” she screamed.


 “Are you okay?” Kurtzberg asked.


 “Do I fucking look okay!” Bobbi screamed, her eyes flashing with rage. “That asshole. I thought he was the one and he ends up screwing the first slut that comes along. He’s just like all the others.”

 “I’m sorry,” Kurtzberg said.


 What did he do here? Did he move to give her a sympathetic hug, or would that seem too forward?


 Kurtzberg stood awkwardly in front of her.


 Bobbi fell against him, looking for a shoulder to cry on. Kurtzberg stiffly brought his arms up to hold her, still a little tentative and unsure.

 “Fucking men,” Bobbi cried. “All the bloody same. How could he. Right there in front of everyone.”


 “We’re not all the same,” Kurtzberg said. “Some of us care.”


 He paused. Here was the moment.


 “I care.”


 Bobbi stopped crying and looked up at him. Kurtzberg smiled down at her.


 Yes, now she’d see how much he loved her.


 Bobbi’s face twisted in anger.


 “Are you…I don’t believe it…you choose a time like this to make a pass at me?”


 She shoved him backwards.


 “Of all the stupid, insensitive, cynical… Oh fuck off.”


 She turned her back on him and walked away.


 “But…”


 It wasn’t supposed to happen like this.


 He went to take a step after her, but one of Bobbi’s friends blocked his way.


 “Not a good time,” she said. “Best leave her alone, okay.”


 Kurtzberg stayed where he was and watched as they got in a taxi and drove off.


 “But I love you,” he murmured.


 * * * *

 It wasn’t supposed to happen this way, Kurtzberg raged when he got back to his flat. She was supposed to see how much he loved her and love him back. He’d told her he cared and she’d told him to fuck off. That wasn’t in the fucking script.


We just need to get you out of your shell.

 Yeah right. What did it fucking matter anyway? His shell was all people looked at anyway, this ghastly lumbering hulk of a shell. They never bothered to look inside to the real him. 

 Kurtzberg slumped into his armchair, surrounded by a black funk. He didn’t know how long he stayed in that state. He was eventually shaken from it by traces of a familiar perfume.

 His succubus had returned.


 “Why so glum?” she asked in her sweet, innocent voice. “I thought tonight went so well.”


 “It didn’t work,” Kurtzberg said. He stared straight ahead at the wall. “She rejected me.”


 “Oh really,” his succubus said.


 There was something in her voice that caught Kurtzberg’s attention. He got up out of the chair and turned to her.


 His succubus stood in front of the door. Her great black bat wings were folded around in front of her like the robes of a priest. Her flame-red hair cascaded over her pale shoulders. She stared at Kurtzberg with eyes that smouldered like black coals.

 “I think she might have had a change of heart,” his succubus smiled. She slowly opened her wings to reveal…


 “Bobbi!” Kurtzberg said, his heart quivering with excitement.


 “I said I’d make her yours,” his succubus said.


 Bobbi was naked and every bit as gorgeous as Kurtzberg had imagined. He drank in her beauty. He knew she kept in good shape and now he could see it first hand in the flawless lines of her body. All was revealed to him. His eyes feasted on her gorgeous, perky little breasts, topped with delightful pink nipples. They devoured the cute little button of her naval in the perfectly flat expanse of her stomach. He saved the greatest treasure for last as he gorged on the exquisite vision of the lush cleft between her legs.

 “How?” he murmured.

 “Mmm, we just needed to get you in the right mood didn’t we,” his succubus whispered in Bobbi’s ear, her voice low and throaty. She gently nibbled on the lobe with her sumptuous red lips.

 His succubus’s hands—strange, he hadn’t noticed how much her black fingernails resembled claws before—came around to cup Bobbi’s breasts and play with her nipples. Bobbi’s face was flushed and her eyes were closed. Looking down Kurtzberg saw the reason why. His succubus had inserted her tail into Bobbi’s pussy and was thrusting back and forth. Each deep thrust of his succubus’s tail elicited a whimpering sigh from Bobbi.

 Kurtzberg took an eager step forward but then stopped.


 He remembered how Greg had been under the spell of his succubus. Kurtzberg wanted the real Bobbi. Was this the same?


 His succubus looked over Bobbi’s shoulder and stared at Kurtzberg with her limitless black eyes.


 “What are you waiting for?” she purred in a voice full of cloying honey. “She’s ready for you.”


 Of course it was the same. And she wanted him. He could see the desire in her face.


 Kurtzberg tore off his shirt and charged forwards, his blood rising in him like a tidal wave. He wrapped his arms around Bobbi and crushed her to his chest. He’d wanted to hold her like this for oh so long. He brought his lips down and mashed them against Bobbi’s in a passionate kiss.

 His succubus folded her great wings around them, enveloping them in intimate darkness. Beneath her wings it was hot like a sauna and the potent combination of her perfume and the musky odour of sex made Kurtzberg feel giddy and light-headed.

 He forced his tongue into Bobbi’s mouth. His hands came up to cup her breasts. They were the perfect handful and ever so soft. He roughly squeezed them between his fingers, marvelling at the feel of her flesh.

 His succubus pushed Bobbi down onto her knees until she kneeled before him like an altar boy. Kurtzberg needed no prompting as he dropped his trousers and underwear and finally freed his eager erection. His cock was long and hard and the swollen purple head throbbed with urgent need.

 Bobbi took his cock into her mouth like she was taking communion. His succubus kneeled beside her, whispering honey-laced words in her ear while letting a hand roam down between Bobbi’s legs. When she wasn’t whispering, his succubus would turn her attentions to Kurtzberg’s cock, lightly flicking the tip of a slender tongue along the underside of Kurtzberg’s shaft.

 Kurtzberg moaned. The pleasure was almost unbearable as he thrust his manhood into Bobbi’s willing mouth. He gripped the side of her head and thrust harder and deeper, feeling his cock drive all the way into the back of her throat until she gagged. He exploded then, filling her mouth with torrents of his creamy seed.

 It wasn’t enough to sate him. Years of pent-up desire and longing bubbled to the surface. He was like an animal released from its cage after years of captivity.

 He pushed her onto her back and sat on her chest. His cock was still swollen and eager for more sensation. He roughly pressed her breasts together against his burning erection. He shoved his cock in and out of the channel of her cleavage until he exploded and splattered her chin and neck with sticky ropes of creamy-white cum.

 Still he wasn’t finished. This was merely the precursor to the feast to come. Between her legs her glistening gates awaited him.

 He was going to fuck her. Oh god, he was actually going to fuck her. For so many lonely nights he’d dreamt of this moment without ever thinking it would come to pass.

 He pushed her knees apart and brought the throbbing tip of his cock to the fleshy lips of her pussy. He paused, wanting to savour the moment. Perhaps…

 He felt a reluctance he couldn’t quite describe. Was it guilt?

 “Mmm, how long are you going to tease her for?” His succubus whispered behind him with a languid purr. Her hot breath tickled his ear as she softly blew into it. Gentle hands caressed his shoulders and the back of his neck.

 Kurtzberg plunged his cock deep into Bobbi’s flesh. She was already wet and slippery with her own juices thanks to his succubus’s attentions. He glided right inside her where it felt…

 Oh, it was heavenly. It was Bobbi. It was Bobbi’s moist flesh wrapped all around his cock.

 He pounded into her, harder and faster, her delicate body bucking and shuddering beneath him. He felt a tickling sensation between his legs as his succubus lightly flicked the underside of his balls with her tail. It spurred him on further. He roughly grabbed Bobbi’s buttocks and held her in place as he rammed his cock into her, harder and harder.

 Oh. Fuck. Yeah.

 He groaned, picked Bobbi’s hips up off the floor and then slammed them back down with his body crashing down on top of her. Deep within her fleshy folds his cock erupted for a third time, blasting a geyser of his sperm into her body.

 Still it wasn’t enough. Her body was a feast he wanted to gorge upon until he vomited.

 He stood up and watched as his succubus turned Bobbi onto her front.

 “Such a pretty little rosebud,” his succubus said, running a long black claw around the rim of Bobbi’s anus. “All ready to bloom.”

 Kurtzberg was still rock hard. He ran a hand up and down a shaft slick with his own cum and Bobbi’s bodily juices. He watched as his succubus thrust her own tail up into her vagina. She moaned with pleasure as she twisted and turned it around. It came out dripping with her thick vaginal juices.

 She flashed Kurtzberg a dirty smile before her tail struck like a snake and plunged deep into Bobbi’s ass. The other girl yowled. It sounded more like the noise a cat would make than a human being. Bobbi quivered and shook as his succubus pushed her tail deeper inside her. Finally she orgasmed loudly and wetly, a pool of her juices spreading out underneath her pussy as she sprayed the carpet in her ecstasy.

 “Mmm, yes,” his succubus chuckled.

 Bobbi was hooked, speared on his succubus’s tail and a helpless slave as it stimulated the intimate centres of pleasure within her. She writhed in the grip of powerful, uncontrollable orgasms. His succubus played her like a glove puppet, laying bare all of her feelings and sensations.

 Then it was his turn. He couldn’t wait as he crouched down behind her. Her anus seemed so small in comparison to the bulging purple head of his cock. He pushed against the entrance, feeling resistance at first, but then he was through into the forbidden pleasures beyond. His succubus sat with her thighs wrapped around Bobbi’s head, smothering the other girl’s cries in the warm flesh of her pussy.

 Tight, Kurtzberg thought. Ooh yes, tight.

 He pushed harder, feeling her passage stretch until something gave and she finally accepted his full length. Beneath him Bobbi thrashed and shook, sending pleasurable vibrations quivering up his shaft.

 Fuck, that felt so good. Her flesh, slick with his succubus’s lubricant, pressed tightly all around his cock. He only managed a couple of thrusts before the most powerful orgasm of the night washed over him. He lay on top of her, quivering helplessly as spurt after spurt of sperm pulsed from his cock and into her tight little ass.

 Finally spent and wonderfully sated, Kurtzberg pulled out of her and lay on his side next to her. His body glowed with a warm, post-orgasmic bliss. It had been the most perfect lovemaking ever.

 Kurtzberg placed a hand on Bobbi’s neck and let his fingers brush through her silky hair. He nuzzled the bare flesh beneath.


 “I love you,” he whispered in her ear.


 Bobbi turned away from him, her body curling up in a foetal position.


 “Is there something wrong, darling?” Kurtzberg whispered. “You’re shivering.”


 Kurtzberg moved round to her other side.


 “Darling…?”


 He saw her eyes.


 They were flat, empty, glass. The eyes of a doll.


 A broken doll.



A doll he’d broken.

 No!


 Kurtzberg skidded back in horror.


 What had he done?


 Bobbi stared right though him. There was nothing in her eyes. No accusation, no shame, no guilt, no anger, nothing. Whatever she stared at, it existed purely within the confines of her own mind, what little of it remained. She brought up a thumb and sucked it like a newborn.

 Oh god. What had he done?

 He looked at the rest of her naked body. Her breasts and buttocks were marred with purple-black bruises, bruises he’d left with his own groping fingers. She lay defiled in puddles of sticky white cum. His cum. And worst of all, that dark streak dribbling out of her ass...was it blood?


What had he done!

 His succubus appeared over Bobbi like a vulture. She looked into the girl’s bruised face. “I think it’s all been a little too much for her, poor dear,” she chuckled, cruelty oozing from her voice.

 Kurtzberg stumbled backwards, his mind still staggering from the enormity of what he’d done. He collapsed into his chair. His stomach convulsed and he vomited over the arm, following it up with a series of racking sobs as tears streamed down his cheeks.

 “There, there,” his succubus said, running a teasing hand along his shoulders. “I’ll make you feel better.” She hopped into the chair and straddled him.

 Kurtzberg wasn’t in the mood. He tried to push her off.


 The succubus hissed, baring a frightening set of fangs. She shoved his arms away and forced her body on top of his.


 The first pinpricks of fear penetrated Kurtzberg’s shroud of despair. She’d never acted so...feral before.


 The succubus wanted sex and wouldn’t be denied. She growled as she ground her hips against his. She rubbed her heavy breasts against his chest. Her lips crushed against his, stealing his breath and replacing it with crackling fire.

 Kurtzberg’s fear—and shame—wilted against the furnace heat of her lust. His mood didn’t matter. His body was no longer his to control. Blood surged into his cock and—with a hiss of triumph—she thrust her hips down and engulfed his burgeoning erection with one swift movement.

 Kurtzberg gasped. Inside she was far tighter and hotter than he’d felt before.

 The succubus cried with wild passion. She put her hands on Kurtzberg’s shoulders and pushed him down in the chair. Her full breasts bounced before him as she thrust her hips against him, faster and faster.

 She was hurting him. Her vagina was too hot. The heat was burning his skin. There was no softness either. Her vaginal muscles felt like bands of iron. They gripped his cock like a vice.

 “Stop,” he pleaded.

 The succubus chuckled, a sound like fat boiling from a charred corpse.

 Kurtzberg looked up and was horrified by what he saw. The succubus rose above him, both terrible and beautiful. She squeezed her breasts together with claw-tipped hands as she moved up and down on his body. Her eyes burned with red flames as she looked down on him. Her great black wings opened out behind her and became his entire world.

 Kurtzberg was somewhere else. His chair was both in his flat and also suspended in the cold darkness of an endless black void. He smelt traces of sulphur and flesh burned to charcoal. He heard the echoes of clinking chains and the piteous screams of the eternally damned.

 Her vagina clenched tight around him. He felt the pin pricks of sharp teeth or hooks, not against his flesh but something far deeper and more precious to him.

 “Such a nice succulent boy,” the demon said. A boiling tongue licked the tears from his cheeks.

 Then, just as it seemed like her vaginal teeth would tear the soul from his body, she suddenly relaxed. The hot vice of her pussy dilated and released his penis. She climbed off him.

 “I won’t take your soul just yet,” she said, the corners of her lips curled up in a cruel smile. “Better to give it time to fully stew in the shame of what you’ve done. Then it will become an exquisite morsel beyond compare. I’ll return for it then...and you’ll beg me to rip it from your guilt-ridden carcass.”

 Kurtzberg looked over to where Bobbi lay curled up on his floor. Naked. Bruised. Violated. Her empty eyes stared outwards at sights only she could see.

 “No. Take me,” he pleaded.


 A broken doll.


 His broken doll.


 “Take me,” he sobbed. “I deserve it.”


 The only reply was the succubus’s mocking laughter fading into the darkness.






Initial Infiltration

 



 “All I’m saying is just because we’re soldiers and have guns, it doesn’t give us the right to automatically blow the shit out of everything we see,” PFC Reed Donaldson said.

 “We’re soldiers. Blowing shit up is in the job description,” PFC Stephens replied.

 They were walking down a plain grey corridor, a squad of ten men mostly fresh out of training.

 “Yeah, but we’re also representatives of the US of A. How the world sees us is how the world sees the US. We have, like, a responsibility.”

 “Fuck the world,” Stephens spat. “If some towelhead steps in my sights I’m blowing his fucking head off. I ain’t taking no chances. Those mutha’s hate our fucking guts, nothin’ we can do to change that.”

 “What do you expect?” Donaldson said. “How would you react if some dude showed up in your ‘hood and started waving a gun around?”

 “Depends on the size of the gun,” Stephens replied. “If it’s some whiny-ass punk with a popgun then I bust a cap in his knee and send him cryin’ back to mama. But if it’s some badass muthafucka with a big muthafuckin’ assault rifle then I’m going to keep my head down and stay the fuck outta his way.”

 Stephens lifted up his SAW for emphasis.

 “Me, I intend being that badass muthafucka with a big fucking gun.”

 They didn’t get it, Donaldson thought. All the guns, bombs, tanks, fighters, warships—all the ordnance the military could bring to bear—it only bought fear and fear is not the same as respect. It certainly didn’t bring obedience. What good is fear against a man who’s just dug the bodies of his children out from under the rubble of his home? What use is fear against someone already prepared to strap explosives to their chest?

 Donaldson’s college buddies were all of a liberal mindset. They’d been astonished when he’d enlisted. Donaldson always remembered the words of his Pop though. If you wanted to change something you had to get right in there and work from the centre. Whining from the bleachers never accomplished anything.

 He wasn’t being sent to Iraq or Afghanistan though.

 The lights flickered and sputtered, sending shadows flying over the men like bats. Brownouts were a common occurrence at the base. Now Donaldson understood why. He thought he heard the thrumming of powerful machinery somewhere off in the distance.

 Staff Sergeant Morgan opened the door at the end of the corridor and walked out under the roiling red sky of H-space. ‘Going through’ was as simple as that.

 * * * *

 Donaldson stood on a hillside and stared into a sky that looked like blood flowing down a muddy stream. Rolling red and brown hills undulated into the distance like a rusty iron quilt.

 He wasn’t on Earth. That realisation was an enormity in itself, but even greater was the realisation that soon this would be as commonplace as driving to the supermarket to pick up a crate of beer.

 A breeze washed past his face, fresh and completely untainted by any man-made pollutants. After spending a lifetime knowing no different, it was a shock to be aware of what fresh air actually smelt like.

 He wondered how long it would last.

 Donaldson walked around the side of the hill, slowly angling upwards. He carried a long red and white banded pole on his shoulder. Their assignment was to escort a team of surveyors while they made some preliminary maps of the terrain around the entry point. Stephens called it a ‘bullshit babysitting exercise’.

 Covenant, their surveyor, had stumbled and twisted his ankle. Stephens was watching over him while Donaldson walked the short distance to the top of the hill. While he didn’t like splitting his party, this area had already been cleared by Special Forces. All he had to do anyway was plant the pole on the top of the hill while the other teams took readings from their vantage points.

 It was a ‘stone-age’ approach as Covenant termed it, but apparently ‘going through’ did very bad things to all but the most basic of electronic equipment. That was a mystery for the scientists to ponder.

 Right by the entry point were the ruins of a building, little more than a skeleton in the loose brown dirt. Looking back Donaldson was struck by how similar the ruins looked to their base back home. That was another mystery for the scientists. There were plenty of those.

 Donaldson just had to hold up a pole on the top of a hill.

 The side of the hill was covered in something similar to grass, except it was deep red in colour rather than green. The blades swayed in the breeze. Sometimes they seemed to sway in the opposite direction. Donaldson decided it must be his eyes playing tricks on him.

 Dotted on the ground at regular intervals were large green oval shapes. They came in all sizes, ranging from some only as big as a pumpkin right up to some that were several feet across. Donaldson wasn’t sure if they were alive or just rocks. He wasn’t about to prod them to check either. 

 “Don’t be dumb,” was the advice they’d been given at the briefing. “Don’t touch anything unless you have to and don’t shoot anything unless it attacks you. We already have trained biologists out there so we don’t need anybody thinking they’re Steve Irwin.”

 So far, other than the occasional black speck in the sky too fast for his binoculars, Donaldson hadn’t come across anything resembling an animal. Which was why, when he first saw the girl, it took a few moments to register.

 Donaldson thought he must be hallucinating to start with. What was a girl—a completely naked girl at that—doing lying on a bed out here?

 No, it wasn’t a girl, he realised, not a human one anyway. There were slight differences in the build of her body and her ears were long and pointed. Her eyes were larger than a human’s and slanted a little like a cat’s. Her irises were a bright, iridescent green. She looked a little like an elf from mythology, Donaldson thought.

 She wasn’t lying on a bed either. One of the green pods had opened up to reveal a nearly flat surface of soft, pinkish-white tissue. The girl was lying on the cushioned surface as if it was a large round bed.

 Fuck, so what happened now?


 No one had said anything about a humanoid race, not in any of the briefings or in any of the rumours floating around the base.


 Instinctively Donaldson dropped the pole and put both hands on his M16.


 The girl gasped in fear, her big eyes wide, and backed away from him.


 What the fuck are you doing, Donaldson thought? It’s just a girl. Aside from slight anatomical differences, she looked just like the college co-eds back home. Not that he got many opportunities to see them naked.

 This could be the big one, Donaldson thought. The really big one.

 Donaldson knew he’d taken on a massive responsibility when he’d donned the uniform of the United States army, but this was far more massive than he ever could have imagined.

 This was First Contact. This wasn’t just how the rest of the world saw him as a representative of the United States; this was how a completely alien species saw him as a representative of the human race. That prospect terrified him as much as he was sure his appearance terrified the girl.

 How had the Special Forces scouting teams managed to miss her? Were there others like her?


 What should he do?


 Donaldson looked at his gun, looked at the terrified girl.


 He was about to do something he knew would send his training instructors livid with rage. No one really knew anything about H-space or its inhabitants. She could fire laser beams from her eyes or morph into a fanged horror in the blink of an eye for all he knew.

 Then his gun probably wouldn’t be much use in any case.

 It was more likely she was a young woman of an alien, possibly intelligent, race. Did he really want her first impression of the human race to be of gun-carrying bringers of violence? This was a new dimension and an opportunity to start anew.

 Slowly Donaldson lowered his gun to the floor and stood up with his hands outstretched.

 “It’s okay miss. I mean you no harm,” Donaldson said.

 “Where are you from and why are you here?” The girl stunned Donaldson by speaking back to him in English. How was that possible?

 “You can speak my language?” Donaldson said.


 “Of course,” the girl laughed. “What other language would I speak?”


 That was another one for the scientists to figure out, Donaldson thought.


 “I’m Reed Donaldson of the United States Infantry. I’m,” there didn’t seem to be an easier way to say it, “not from this world.”


 “I’m Utricula,” the girl said. Now that he’d put the gun down she’d lost her fear and instead watched him with bright curiosity.


 As he looked at her Donaldson was slightly embarrassed to realise her naked form aroused him. She had a similarly proportioned body to the cheerleaders Donaldson was always too shy to approach back in college. Her breasts were large in comparison to the slim lines of her athletic body. She didn’t seem to feel the same embarrassment over her nakedness a human would. Between her legs Donaldson could clearly see the narrow slit of her vagina. Utricula didn’t seem bothered in the slightest.

 “Are there more of you?” Donaldson asked.


 Utricula nodded. “Far from here,” she said.


 That explained why none of the other exploratory teams had encountered any of her race yet.


 “The polypomp pods only open once a year for their breeding season,” Utricula explained, laying her hand flat on the soft tissue next to her. “They’re really comfortable to lie on, like the softest bed. I like to come up here to lie back and watch the sky. It’s so peaceful.”

 It did look comfortable, Donaldson thought.

 “Why don’t you join me?” she asked, her iridescent eyes shining brightly.

 A breeze brushed through Donaldson’s hair, bringing with it a sweet aroma that tickled his nostrils. It brought to mind the lazy spring days he used to spend as a child in the woods around his home. Those were carefree days, before the complications of the real world had inserted themselves into his life.

 Right then he envied Utricula. She could take pleasure in an activity as ingenuous as sitting on a hillside and watching the clouds flow past in the sky. Oh to be so carefree again.

 But so could he. If he wanted.

 His hill was smaller than the others. It would still be a while before the other teams reached their peaks. And this was First Contact for fuck’s sake. Giving the right impression here was way more important than sticking some stupid pole in the ground.

 Donaldson shrugged off his kit bag and belt and walked towards her. He put a hand on the soft surface of the pod and was about to jump up to join her when she suddenly reared up with her arms outstretched to block him, a concerned expression on her face.

 “No,” she said. “You need to remove your clothes first. They’ll irritate the polypomp otherwise.”


 Donaldson stopped and looked at the delicate lines of Utricula’s face.


 “You want me to take my clothes off?” he asked.


 Utricula smiled and nodded her head.


 “You want me to be completely naked?” Donaldson asked.


 “Yes, just like me,” Utricula smiled. Her expression wasn’t totally innocent.


 Was she flirting with him?


 Close up to the polypomp Donaldson became aware of a sickly sweet smell, like perfume, but so strong as to be nearly overpowering. He wondered if it was having an effect on him as inhaling it sent a warm glow through his body that settled in his groin.

 Or it could be Utricula. If you ignored the elfin ears and cat-like eyes her body was really hot.

 The things you do for Uncle Sam, Donaldson thought. He stripped off his shirt and pants and moved onto his underwear. He told himself he was doing it to further better relations with an alien species. It was freaking First Contact after all, the first time the human race had encountered another intelligent life form. His superiors would understand.

 Donaldson was slim compared to most of the other soldiers, but kept his body in very good shape, enough for the muscles of his chest and abdomen to be clearly delineated. Utricula liked what she saw. Her iridescent eyes looked up and down his body—paying special attention to his cock—with what looked a little like hunger.

 “Do your males look like this?” Donaldson asked, motioning down his body.


 “Do your females look like this?” Utricula responded, motioning down the lush curves of her body.


 “Yeah,” Donaldson said, “The good ones do anyway.”


 “We must have been the same race before the gods split our worlds asunder,” Utricula said.


 It could be possible, Donaldson thought. Yet another question for the scientists.


 He climbed onto the polypomp’s surface. It was soft, but not soft enough for him to sink all the way in. A beanbag made out of soft flesh was the closest comparison Donaldson could think of. Utricula had settled in a natural hollow at the polypomp’s centre, the soft tissue billowing out on either side of her like a solidified cloud. She moved over to make room for him, but not enough that he couldn’t lie down without lying partly on her as well. She didn’t seem to mind.

 The sickly scented perfume was much stronger here. It didn’t bother Donaldson. It reminded him of the smell of tree pollen from the woods of his carefree youth. He lay back on the luxurious softness with her arms around him and stared up into the sky. The roiling mass of browns and reds boiling in the atmosphere was a complete contrast to the tranquillity he felt lying down here in Utricula’s arms.

 “This is wonderful,” Donaldson said.

 “This is my favourite season,” Utricula said. “It marks the beginning of new life. Look.”

 She gently lifted Donaldson’s head and pointed out one of the green oval pods sitting further up the hill. Normally they were so still as to be like rocks. This one was trembling and shaking like a boulder in a mild earthquake. The motion was localised to only that pod. The others around it were as still and motionless as before. Donaldson watched as it rocked and vibrated on the spot. Then it stopped and suddenly expanded as if taking a breath. It contracted suddenly and Donaldson watched in awe as a fountain of brilliant green motes shot up into the air like a geyser. The spores swooped and swirled in a dazzling fireworks display of glittering green sparks before being carried away on the breeze.

 “Everything’s going to change isn’t it?” Utricula said. There was sadness in her bright green eyes as she looked at him.

 Donaldson couldn’t lie to her. This was a virgin, completely new dimension. At first it would be the domain of the explorers and scientists as they sought to understand and catalogue this brand new world. Then would follow the entrepreneurs, businessmen and tourists, eager to extract anything of value they could find here. Then the settlers would come, bringing homes, roads, cars, twenty-four hour malls and eventually even the golden arches of McDonald’s fast food restaurants.

 “It won’t all be bad,” Donaldson said. He wasn’t so convinced.

 The red grass would be paved over; the breeze would carry the smell of exhausts and machinery; the wind would trill to the sounds of human activity in all of its myriad forms. This place would be another Earth, with only a different coloured sky to distinguish it from the first.

 And what of Utricula’s people? Maybe they’d be lucky and get their own little reservation, free to drink themselves into a stupor every night over memories of how their world used to be.

 It won’t all be bad. The words rang hollow to him and he could see Utricula saw it in his face.

 “Then we should enjoy every precious moment now,” she whispered in his ear, before leaning over to kiss him fully on the lips. Her lips carried the taste of freshly picked berries, sweet but with a subtle tang.

 From first contact to first base and then to…?

 Utricula slid further under his body until he lay cradled in her lap. The back of his head rested against the soft pillows of her breasts. Her hands gently kneaded his shoulders before sliding down his chest to caress his nipples. Her thighs came up around him and gently rubbed the outside of his legs.

 Could he? Were they compatible?

 Donaldson lay with Utricula’s arms and legs wrapped around him. He let his hands sink into the soft flesh of the polypomp on either side of their hollow. It really was the softest, most comfortable bed he’d ever experienced. He felt like he could lie here with Utricula forever.

 She folded her legs over his, letting her toes play with his erection before running her feet gently down the inside of his legs.


 “Don’t be frightened,” she murmured in his ear.


 Frightened, Donaldson thought with a smile. What was there to be frightened—


 A large, fleshy organ rose up between Donaldson’s legs. At the back it looked like a large, almost translucent, balloon. At the front were two fleshy lips arranged vertically like a grotesque parody of a vagina. The puffed up lips slowly gaped open and a second, smaller set of swollen lips emerged, bobbing at the end of a worm-like appendage.

 “You’ll find the milking process to be very pleasant,” Utricula whispered.

 Donaldson didn’t intend being around to find out. He didn’t like how the worm-like appendage was swaying to match the motions of his cock. He tried to get up, but Utricula had both legs hooked over his thighs and her arms wrapped around his chest. He was trapped in her embrace.

 The soft lips sprang forward and wrapped around the head of his cock. The elastic flesh gripped the end of his manhood and swallowed it down with a rhythmic peristaltic motion. The appendage retracted until the larger outer lips engulfed his cock totally. The balloon like organ started to slowly expand and contract.

 Then the suction started. 

 Oh fuck, it was like receiving the world’s best blowjob, Donaldson thought. Thick, soft flesh clenched around his cock and undulated back and forth up the shaft. It was softer and tighter than any pussy Donaldson had ever experienced and in seconds his body was trembling from the pleasure of the sensation.

 “I won’t hurt you,” Utricula said, gently caressing his nipples as she lay beneath him. “I only want your seed.”

 The semi-transparent bladder rose up and down like the throat of a chorusing frog. The fleshy organ vibrated as hundreds of muscles sucked on his cock in perfect, exquisite harmony. Donaldson felt a gentle probing presence around the rim of his anus.

 He tried to thrash free, but he couldn’t find any purchase for his limbs to push against. Utricula was serenely calm as she held him in place.

 “Why?” he asked, his eyes wide.

 “Like all living organisms, I must reproduce,” she replied.

 The bladder inflated and deflated with greater urgency. As it expanded Donaldson felt a strong suction gripping his cock, hard enough to be felt all the way down in his balls. His body trembled like a wire. His hands sank into the fleshy tissue on either side of his body and it gave beneath his grip like warm play-doh. His legs vibrated, unable to move too far as Utricula held him in place.

 The bladder expanded and Donaldson grunted as a powerful orgasm crashed through his muscles. He ejaculated a great bolt of semen into the orifice and saw his creamy seed splash up against the inside of the translucent bladder.

 Donaldson relaxed. Her pseudopod gently pushed against and then entered his anus. It wasn’t painful. If anything its gentle vibrations sent pleasurable stimulation through his ass. The pseudopod pushed further up until it located the little bump of his prostate gland. It pressed against it and began to vibrate in a motion that sent waves of ecstasy flowing through Donaldson’s body.

 Donaldson opened his mouth in a soundless croak. The polypomp—or Utricula, he wasn’t sure they were separate organisms—had him completely. Her orifice sucking on his cock and her pseudopod gently vibrating in his ass became his entire world. The sensations crowded out all other thought within his brain. Donaldson lay back in open-mouthed bliss and stared at the sky.

 “I will take your seed and make new life,” Utricula said.

 Donaldson’s hips jerked up and down in involuntary motion as more of his creamy semen splashed the inside of her bladder. She milked him, her sucking orifice and vibrating probe eliciting ejaculation after ejaculation from his willing body.

 She gently rubbed a hand through his hair.

 “I will take your body and give you new life,” she said.

 The soft walls slowly folded up around them as the polypomp enveloped them in a warm womb. It closed up until it was once more a featureless green oval on the side of a hill.

 An hour later it trembled and vibrated before firing a great geyser of glittering green spores into the swirling breeze.

 A few hours later still the pod opened and something emerged.

 * * * *

 “Fuck!” Stephens said, bursting through the door and back into the staging area. Blood was splashed across his face and uniform. He and Morgan were carrying a man between them. The man was cut up pretty badly.

 “Medic!” Morgan bellowed. “We got a man injured here.”


 “What the hell happened?” a young officer asked. The room was a maelstrom of sudden activity.


 “We got fucking attacked,” Morgan said. “Some kind of fucking monster just tore up over half my men!”


 “It was Donaldson,” Stephens said.


 “That thing wasn’t fucking human!” Morgan disagreed. “It had wings and claws. Looked like some kind of fucking giant insect.”


 “I’m tellin’ you it was fucking Donaldson!” Stephens shouted back. “I saw the body. It had his fucking tags around its neck! It even looked like him.”

 In the confusion no one noticed the tiny speck of iridescent green on the shoulder of Stephens’s uniform.

 “It had his fucking tags!”

 As per regulations their uniforms were taken to be incinerated. During the incineration process no one noticed the tiny speck of green thrown up into the air with all the other soot. It entered the atmosphere and swirled lazily on the breeze beneath an open blue sky. It drifted for several hours and miles before finally coming down to rest on a quiet patch of brown earth.

 There, in the fertile darkness, it sent out the first green shoots and began to grow…





Succubus Summoning 101

 



 “Dude, are you sure about this?” Phil Rowling asked.

 “Yes, now come on,” Jake Pulman hissed. He looked down either side of the narrow stone corridor before beckoning Phil into the room.

 “What if we get into trouble,” Phil said. Wargsnouts College for Warlocks was a big break for him. He really didn’t want to go back to flipping burgers.

 “Dude, it will be fine,” Jake said, grabbing him by the collar and pulling him into the room.

 On the other side of the wooden door was a small room with two single beds. Heavy red velvet drapes were drawn across narrow windows. The covers on the beds were the same shade of blood red. There was a small sink in one of the corners and a basic bedside cabinet stood next to each bed.

 “What’s this place?” Phil asked.

 “It’s a spare bedroom for visiting lecturers,” Jake replied. “The ones doolallie Dahl doesn’t like. It hasn’t been used for a while. Did you get it?”

 “Yeah,” Phil said. He reached into his bag and pulled out a book that looked as big as two doorstops welded together.

 “Wow dude,” Jake said, his eyes lighting up. “The Daemonica Malefique.”

 They laid the book down on one of the beds. It was bound in leather, or at least they hoped it was bound in leather and not some other…less wholesome material. The title looked like it had been scorched into the cover with a brand.

 “You know what this is?” Jake said, looking up over the book. “It’s our ticket to one truly bodacious night of hedonism.”

 Phil only partially shared his friend’s enthusiasm. The book smelt scorched and there was another odour as well, something like sulphur.

 “No one saw you take it?” Jake asked.

 “Positively.”

 “Excellent. Then there’s nothing to worry about. We’ll do the ritual, have a bit of you know what,” Jake winked, “and have the book back before anyone notices it’s missing.”

 Jake pulled out a piece of chalk from a box of various vials and other wriggling things and began to draw a circle on the stone floor beneath one of the beds.

 “Are you sure this is safe?” Phil asked. “I mean we’ve only just started Practical Daemonology.”


 “Dude, just chill. I talked to the Scrote. He does this all the time.”


 “The Scrote’s a filthy bastard,” Phil said.


 “Yeah, but he knows his shit,” Jake said. “He said most of the rituals are just a pile of crap anyway.”


 “But aren’t ‘they’ dangerous,” Phil said.


 “Not according to the Scrote. They’re only really dangerous if you’re dumb enough to fuck them. When it comes to anything else they aren’t very powerful.”

 “Yes, but aren’t we summoning them here so we can fuck them?” There was some logic Phil was missing here.

 “Ah, but only up the back passage,” Jake said, craftily tapping his nose. “You see, it’s only their pussy that’s dangerous. Their pussy’s their mouth. Stick your dick in there without some heavy duty command clauses and they’ll suck you dry in an instant. It’s safe if you do them up the ass though. That’s what the Scrote said.”

 “I suppose the Scrote would know.”

 “Absolutely. Rolly was sent up to his tower to serve detention once. He said he heard all sorts of noises while he was waiting outside the door. He thought the Scrote might be giving one of the juniors a real ass-slapping, but then he heard a girl giggling.

 “Now Rolly’s a bit dim, so he knocks on the door anyway. He said the Scrote answered the door with half his shirt hanging off and his hair all over the place and looking pissed off at someone disturbing him. And Rolly, not having much sense, starts babbling about detention while this slender female hand with black fingernails comes into view and starts tweaking the Scrote’s nipple.

 “And all fat Rolly can think of is how happy he is that the Scrote’s cancelled his detention.”

 “The Scrote is one filthy bastard,” Phil said.

 “That’s what I mean,” Jake said, “The Scrote’s an expert on all this. If he says the only thing that’s important is the summoning ritual then he’s probably right.”

 Jake opened up the tome and flicked through the pages until he reached the right spot.


 “Dude, now that’s what I’m talking about.”


 The page was illustrated with a spidery line drawing of a scantily clad girl with horns, bat wings and a tail.


 “Just think about it. Soon one of those is going to be right here and ready to satisfy your every little twisted desire.”


 Phil felt his cock stiffen with excitement at the prospect.


 “Everything?”


 “Everything,” Jake confirmed. “The Scrote said they’re complete masters of giving pleasure.”


 Turning the pages revealed a succession of more explicit pictures. It was very…ahem…educational.


 “But remember to stay out of their pussy,” Jake said.


 “What about blowjobs?” Phil asked.


 “Dunno,” Jake said. “The Scrote said nothing about that. I think they have fangs though. We should probably wait until we’ve had a bit more practise before trying that out.”

 Phil flicked through the pages.

 “There’s an awful lot of pages in this section,” Phil pointed out. “Maybe we should…”

 “Dude, the book’s like a bazillion pages. By the time you’ve read it you’d be as old as doolallie Dahl and wouldn’t be able to do anything with one of them anyway. I ain’t reading it all. You?”

 Phil shook his head.

 “So, just chill,” Jake said. He held a penknife in one hand and a squirming white mouse in the other. “It’ll be fine. Now hurry up and draw your pentagram.”

 * * * *

 Phil was such a damn pussy sometimes, Jake thought as he brought the knife across the mouse’s throat and let the blood spatter into a small wooden bowl. What was the point of being a warlock if you couldn’t summon up a bit of daemonic tail now and again?

 Everyone knew the stories about the Scrote, about the sighs and moans people heard from his quarters going deep into the night. There were rumours he kept a pair of them in his room for continuous access.

 There were the other stories as well, like about those two tax collectors that had pissed him off. They’d found them one morning, dead in their offices and smiling ear to ear like one of the Joker’s victims from the first Batman movie.

 Sure, ‘they’ could be dangerous, but only if you didn’t know what you were doing.


 Jake looked back at the tome to check he had the right ingredients.


 Blood, check.


 Rose petals, check.


 Silver, check.


 Ginseng root, check.


 Semen of a virgin.


 Jake held up a small vial.


 Heh heh, thank you Rolly.


 Check.


 The semen was pretty much the only thing that mattered according to the Scrote. The older and more desperate the virgin the better, he reckoned.

 Jake didn’t particularly want to dwell on exactly how the Scrote got hold of that particular ingredient. Again there were stories.

 Now all that was required was the right incantation…

 And poof…

 * * * *

 Phil was busy with his own preparations when he heard a popping sound, as if a quantity of air had suddenly been forcibly displaced. With it came a strong blast of heady, sultry perfume.

 There was a demon girl sitting on Jake’s bed.


 There was a naked demon girl sitting on Jake’s bed.


 There was a sexy, naked demon girl sitting on Jake’s bed.


 “Wow dude,” Phil said with awe.


 “Ladies and gentlemen,” Jake said. “May I present, for your viewing pleasure, the succubus.”


 She looked a little like one of those manga cartoons made flesh. Her face looked sweet and innocent, especially with those big blue eyes. Her bright red hair was cut in a small bob and two dainty little horns poked up out of her forehead.

 Her body was a complete contrast to her childlike face. Her breasts were large and full, just like the porn stars Phil liked to watch. She sat slightly cross-legged, exposing a lush pussy framed with a strip of soft red hair.

 That smile might have looked innocent enough, but what she was doing with her finger most definitely wasn’t.

 A dainty pair of red bat wings emerged from her back. A second pair, a miniature of the first, sprouted from behind her ears. An arrow-pointed tail flicked about in front of her lap.

 “What pleasure would you like mas…yelp!”

 Quick as a flash Jake, naked now, jumped onto the bed, grabbed the end of her tail and pulled her over. He flipped her onto her front so she presented her rump to him.

 “You’ve got to show them who’s boss,” he said.


 He hooked one arm around her slender waist, lifted her tail with his other hand and then thrust forward.


 The succubus squealed with shock as he rammed his cock into her tight little ass.


 * * * *

 Excellent! It had worked, Jake thought as the succubus popped into existence on the bed. Now he needed to be quick. The Scrote was very clear on that. While physically weak, succubi had incredible seductive powers. Given half a chance they could completely enslave a man by inflaming his lust.

 As soon as she appeared Jake didn’t waste any time. He dropped his trousers and leapt up onto the bed. After flipping her and lifting up her tail he saw the tight little bud of her anus winking invitingly open at him.

 He didn’t hesitate and lunged forward, ignoring the squeals of the demon beneath him.

 Oh fuck, that felt good.

 She looked so tight at first he was worried about whether he’d be able to get his cock inside her, but her ring was so soft it gave as soon as the head of his cock pushed against it. Inside she was so moist he just slipped right in and then…

 Oh man.

 “Dude, hurry up and get yours here. You have to feel this, it’s fucking incredible.”

 Inside she was warm, soft and very tight. The muscles inside her ass tried to push him out, but that only made it feel even better. She was so slippery as well, his cock just glided against the stretchy walls of her ass. He gripped her tail and slowly began to thrust back and forth.

 Beneath him the succubus screamed into the cover of the bed.

 * * * *

 Phil finished his incantation and looked over to where Jake was fucking his succubus in the ass.

 Jake had one arm on her back and was leaning down with all his weight with every thrust. The succubus was whimpering into the covers, her eyes scrunched up and tears running down her cheek.

 “Dude, I think you’re hurting her,” he said.

 * * * *

 Dude, I think you’re hurting her.

 Of course he was fucking hurting her. She was a fucking demon. She wasn’t exactly going to respond to politeness and manners. Phil could be such a pussy sometimes.

 “Don’t be such a pussy,” he said. “She’s like one of those Japanese porn stars. They always look like they’re in pain when they’re really coming like a fucking train.”

 Aah, her ass felt so tight and soft against his cock he could already feel the twitchings of an orgasm growing in his balls.


 “And it’s fine?” Phil quizzed. “She’s not sucking out your soul or anything?”


 “For fuck’s sake dude. Quit worrying and get your succubus over here so you can join the party.”


 Oh fuck, she was so tight. Jake didn’t think he was going to last much longer. According to the Scrote you never had to worry about coming too soon. It didn’t matter. They could keep you hard for as long as you wanted them to.

 “I told you dude. Her cunt’s her real mouth. It’s safe if you do them up the...oh man…I think I’m going to…ahh!”


 His cum boiled up from his balls and he shot a great rope of semen into her tight ass.


 Wow, it was every bit as good as he thought it would be. His cock throbbed pleasurably in the aftermath of a monstrous orgasm.


 * * * *

 Phil looked at his empty bed.

 Jake had just come in his succubus, or at least Phil assumed Jake’s goofy expression meant he’d just come in his succubus. That was fast. Phil was still waiting for his succubus to get here.

 He looked again at his empty bed. Where was she? Had he got the ritual right?

 * * * *

 “Hmm, you like to play rough,” Jake’s succubus said with a throaty chuckle. “I like that.”

 Jake felt her sphincter tighten around the base of his cock. It wasn’t hard enough to hurt, but it was tight enough to let him know he wouldn’t be pulling out any time soon.

 She gave her ass a little wiggle.


 Ooo. That felt good. A little too good. The air had suddenly got thicker with her strong musky perfume.


 Had they made a mistake somewhere?


 Muscles that had been trying to push him out suddenly switched direction and began to pull on his cock.


 Ooo fuck. That felt nice. Real nice.


 “Hmm,” the succubus said. “No binding conditions, no protective wards, no departure clauses, badly formed summoning circles. You guys are new at this aren’t you?”

 She thrust back into Jake and her rectal muscles gave his cock a naughty little squeeze.

 * * * *

 Something was wrong, Phil realised. The succubus was rubbing a large breast with one of her hands and smiling. And Jake—well Jake didn’t look in control.

 “I love baby warlocks that try to fly before they can crawl. They always taste so sweet.”


 The succubus stretched her back on the bed like a cat and rocked back into Jake. He closed his eyes and grunted.


 “That’s it big boy,” the succubus crooned. “Feed me more of your tasty cum.”


 “Uh, but isn’t your pussy your mouth?” Phil asked.


 The succubus stopped and laughed.


 “Whoever told you that, baby warlock? We feed through all our orifices.”


 She began to push harder now, pouting with her full lips as she exerted herself.


 “I have your friend trapped, baby warlock. He’s feeding me right now.”


 Jake bobbed helplessly against her ass as she rocked back against him.


 This was bad, Phil thought, real fucking bad. What should he do?


 He could always run…


 “Don’t you be thinking of going anywhere just yet, baby warlock.” The succubus flashed her blue eyes at him, instantly freezing him to the spot.

 Phil watched as her thrusts got slower and more deliberate. She had both hands braced against the bed and her heavy breasts swayed back and forth as she rocked into Jake. Her pussy was sopping wet and dripped juices onto the bedspread.

 “We don’t normally feed through our asses,” the succubus said. “Our pussies are so much softer and juicier. The men like it more and it’s easier to take control of their sex drive and hold them in place while we drain them.”

 She picked up the pace.

 “Still, we can feed through our ass just as easily. It’s just a case of finding…aah…the right rhythm.”

 * * * *

 Jake was completely lost to her lust. It was like a gloved hand wrapped completely around his body. Every breath pulled more of her thick perfume into his body. He was lost to all other sensation but the feel of her tight ass sliding around and gripping his cock.

 “Yes, feed me,” she sighed.

 Her ass muscles milked his cock with long slow squeezes. He was helpless as his body responded, firing another massive load of semen into her convulsing warmth.

 She didn’t even pause.

 Jake was completely trapped. His cock wouldn’t go down and he couldn’t pull it out of the tight prison of her ass. He was also prisoner to the sensation of her flesh sliding against his. He was little more than a passenger as his body began to boil over in yet another orgasm.

 They were becoming more frequent now as her lust tightened its grip on his body and began to squeeze. 

 “Ah, that’s it,” the succubus sighed. She began to rock back and forth with an easy rhythm.

 She took complete control now, forcing Jake’s orgasms into synch with the motions of her body. She rocked back and Jake felt her soft ass cheeks press against his lap. Inside her his cock dived deep into her exquisitely tight passage and spurted another massive jet of cum into her greedy ass.

 She rocked forward and her ass muscles released their grip on his cock long enough for him to feel his balls boil up to full with another load of juice.

 Then she’d rock back and her ass muscles would grip his cock and suck until she’d emptied another load from his balls.


 He couldn’t pull out and her gently rocking motions were expertly milking out his life.


 “My ass is sucking you dry,” the succubus laughed. “Doesn’t it feel delectable?”


 She rocked back and Jake grunted as his cock spurted another load into her ass.


 * * * *

 The succubus had found a nice easy rhythm now. Phil watched in fascinated horror as her body slowly rocked back and forth, each time pumping another orgasm from Jake’s helpless body as her ass pushed back against his lap.

 How was it possible to keep someone coming like that?

 Then Phil saw the effect on Jake. It was like seeing the air slowly pumped out of an inflatable doll. Each time she rocked back against him and his body twitched with another orgasm his skin seemed to suck in a little more. He was hollowing out right before Phil’s eyes.

 “Dude, I don’t feel so good,” Jake said. He collapsed forward onto the bed, practically nothing left but skin and bones.


 “Hmm, he was filling,” the succubus purred. She turned on her side and looked hungrily at Phil.


 The paralysis broke.


 Jake was dead. She’d sucked him dry. He had to get out of…


 “Ahem.”


 Phil turned. There was a naked girl with long green hair standing next to his bed. She beckoned to him with one index finger while the other slipped down between the plush lips of her labia.

 Oh fuck.

 * * * *

 “Mr Stine!” Headmaster Dahl approached his head of Daemonological Studies over the lunch break. “My assistants inform me two of our students have gone missing and security was called out to dismiss two very full and contented looking succubi from the east tower. I hope you’ve not been giving our more impressionable students certain…ideas again.”

 “Boys will be boys,” Mr Stine smiled.

 “That may be, but somebody has to explain their disappearances to the authorities and the school could well do without the scandal, especially after that incident with the IRS. I trust you will show a little more decorum in future.”

 Stine stalked off muttering.

 They were warlocks. Was it so much to ask to be allowed to be a little evil now and again?





Puffed Up

 



 Everyone said how much of a proper super-hero Straight Arrow was, that he was the real deal, not afraid to get out on the streets to get shit done, but Neal Lee knew he was a dick. Here he was, right in Lee’s face and over what...a goddamn spliff. Just one tiny little joint.

 * * * *

 Straight Arrow was really disappointed in Lee. He’d smelt it immediately of course, that sweet reek that wasn’t tobacco. He’d hauled in enough stoned bums to be nauseated by the slightest whiff. Lee hadn’t had an easy life, but he was a good kid at heart. Straight Arrow was disappointed because he thought the kid knew better than to mess with this kind of stuff.

 “What’s this?” Straight Arrow asked, holding up the extinguished butt.

 “Cannabis,” Lee replied.

 That’s what Straight Arrow expected of Lee. The scumbags continued to deny and play stupid, even when the evidence was right under their nose, but Lee was better. He was man enough to confess when he knew he’d done wrong. That’s what Straight Arrow liked about the kid.

 * * * *

 What was so wrong about it? Lee thought.

 Why were alcohol and cigarettes good, and pot bad? It wasn’t even as bad as drink. Lee had seen what the booze had done to his old man. It had turned him into a fucking animal. No way was Lee ever going to drink any of that shit.

 It made no sense to Lee. The drunks could drink until they fell over or started pissing in the street and he couldn’t even have a quiet puff in the privacy of his own bedroom. Wasn’t fair.

 “It’s no big deal,” he said to the costumed hero. “I only smoke a little now and again.”

 * * * *

 “No big deal? Goddamn it Neal!” Straight Arrow hated to take the Lord’s name in vain, but sometimes you needed to make a point. “That’s how it starts. That’s how they get their needles in you. First it’s just a puff with friends at parties, then you smoke a little at home, then you smoke more and more. Then they get you on the hard stuff.

 “They get you, Neal. They get you body and soul.”

 Straight Arrow paused to let the words sink in. Some of his contemporaries would have kept going on and on about the many evils of marijuana, but that wasn’t how Straight Arrow operated. He knew the kids. If you tried preaching to them too hard they’d only tune you out and stop listening. Better to give it to them straight in one burst and let them mull over their mistakes.

 * * * *

 What a sanctimonious twat, Lee thought, spouting the same bullshit like a parrot with the runs. What did he know? Had he ever tried it? Lee bet the so-called Unwavering Justice had never even been daring enough to smoke so much as a cigarette. And he was the authority because...?

 Lee would rather listen to people like Twitchy Dennis down at the rehab clinic Lee did volunteer work for. Dudes like that had been there and done it. They had the scars to show for it.

 Lee wasn’t dumb. He knew which drugs were mostly harmless and which fucked you up forever. He wasn’t stupid enough to try out the hard stuff; he’d seen the living cadavers it created.

 * * * *

 “Hey kiddo, I know it seems like I’m riding you hard, but it’s only because I think highly of you,” Straight Arrow said.


 He put a muscular arm around Lee’s slumped shoulders.


 “You got potential. I can see it. I don’t want you to ruin it.”


 It was all about getting through to the kids, Straight Arrow thought. Give them a glimpse of the future they risked throwing away.

 * * * *

 Potential. What a fucking lie that was.

 Orphans like Lee only had one kind of potential. Lee had lost his when he’d busted both of his legs a few years back. They’d healed and all he’d lost was maybe a yard of pace.

 Shame the difference between everything and nothing was a yard of pace.

 He was smart, but that didn’t matter. There was no mummy and daddy with nice fat wallets to get him to the schools and universities that counted. Being smarter just left him with a finer appreciation of how worthless it truly was. All that mattered was where you were born and who you were born to. Those kids had potential; Lee—and all the kids like him—had inertia.

 * * * *

 Straight Arrow had a special glimpse of the future for Lee. Straight Arrow wasn’t going to be young and in perfect shape forever. Some day he’d have to think about passing on the cape.

 “Potential I might need myself some day,” Straight Arrow carried on. “I can’t wear this mask forever, but the city will always need a Straight Arrow.”

 He saw Lee’s eyes light up. Yeah, the kid knew what he meant.

 * * * *

 The next Straight Arrow? Was he fucking serious?

 Lee had to resist a strong urge to laugh out loud. He seriously thought Lee wanted to be another costumed moron, just like him.

 Ha ha, that was funny. Like Lee shared his insanity. No fucking thanks. The not-so-superheroes got killed all the time—New York was on the fifth Captain Invincible already this year—and sometimes in hideously gruesome ways—like that guy out in, what was it called, Sticksville. Some super-villain had completely atomised him or something. All they’d found left of him was skin and bone.

 Lee needed to be on something way stronger than pot to consider that insanity.

 * * * *

 Lee wasn’t telling him everything. The reason Straight Arrow was the finest crime fighter on the East Coast was because he had the finest intuition on the East Coast. The kid was hiding something.

 Straight Arrow turned and went through Lee’s bag and jacket.

 “Hey, that’s my shit!” Lee protested.

 Straight Arrow ignored him and continued to root through the boy’s belongings. The porn mags were distasteful, but not unexpected in a boy of his age. They weren’t what he was after, but this was.

 Straight Arrow pulled out a little baggie of...what?

 This was something he hadn’t seen before. The contents were red, like flakes of rust. They also sparkled, as if they were flecked with grains of gold or silver. Straight Arrow opened the bag and took a cautious sniff. He smelt something pungent and spicy. His mind conjured up images of incense in luxurious temples.

 “What’s this?”

 In this case the question was genuine. Straight Arrow had never come across this substance before.

 “Sin,” Lee answered. “It’s something new on the street. Supposed to be harmless. A natural plant extract or something like that.”

 “And you believed that?” Straight Arrow said.

 * * * *

 Yeah, it was pretty dumb when Lee thought about it.

 He hadn’t been thinking straight at the time. The last trace of any kind of a plan for his future had just been jettisoned to black hole central. He thought Jill O’Neil was his girl. He thought it was serious. He had a plan maybe they could settle down, live the normal life and all that.

 Jill didn’t share that plan. Guess she’d finally figured out he wasn’t going to make it as the big sports star.

 Lee had picked up some Sin because he’d heard it made you feel like you were with any girl on the planet and that sounded like exactly what he needed right now.

 * * * *

 “Come on Neal. I thought you were smarter than that.”

 Straight Arrow went to clip Lee around the back of his head and paused. The kid was smarter than that. Was he jumping to the wrong conclusions here?

 “Oh wait. I got it wrong didn’t I?” Straight Arrow said. “You picked this up to bring it to my attention, but when I started chewing you out about that little spliff you didn’t want to mention it in case I got the wrong idea.”

 * * * *

 Nope. Lee had got it so he could jack off while thinking he was fucking Megan Fox.

 But if Straight Arrow was retarded enough to think that...

 * * * *

 “Yeah, yeah,” Lee said, nodding his head.

 “You see, that’s the problem with the pot, son,” Straight Arrow said. “It makes people form wrong impressions about your character.”

 He held up the bag of red flakes.


 “Natural plant extract? Let’s find out what you really are.”


 Straight Arrow left Lee’s room with a swish of his cape.


 * * * *

 No pot or Sin, Lee thought wistfully as he watched Straight Arrow charge out into the darkness. Looked like he’d have to settle for porn fucking au naturel tonight.

 Or...

 * * * *

 “What can you tell me about it?” Straight Arrow asked.

 “Dunno,” Stanley Adams replied, studying the results on his monitor. “Complex,” he added.

 They were in one of the basement labs of the city university. Stanley was a research assistant to the Chemistry department. He helped out whenever Straight Arrow had an unusual substance needing analysis.

 “What is it?” Stanley asked.

 “New drug on the streets—Sin,” Straight Arrow answered. “How dangerous is it?”

 “It’s quite an exotic compound,” Stanley said, going through his printouts. “At a guess I’d say it has some psychoactive properties...maybe even acts as a hallucinogen...possibly a potent aphrodisiac as well.”

 “So a dangerous mind-altering substance,” Straight Arrow said.

 “I wouldn’t say dangerous. If you wanted me to hazard a guess I’d say it makes people feel relaxed, tingly and probably a little horny—”

 Straight Arrow wasn’t listening.


 “How addictive is it?” he asked.


 “Repeated use might result in psychological dependency, but I don’t see anything that would cause physiological—”


 “A dangerously addictive, mind-altering substance,” Straight Arrow said, his face stern. “I must protect the citizens and get it off the streets. What kind of lab facilities would be needed to manufacture this?” he asked.

 “Actually, I don’t think this is man-made,” Stanley said. “I think it’s a natural compound.”


 “Natural? Then what produced it, some kind of mutant?”


 “Or a plant,” Stanley suggested helpfully.


 “Yes, a mutant,” Straight Arrow said, slamming his fist down into his palm. “A filthy pheromone spewing mutant.”


 “Or an amphibian,” Stanley added. “Bufo Marinus, the cane toad, is known to secrete a psycho—”

 Straight Arrow wasn’t listening. There was a dangerous mutant at large in his city and it was his job to put a stop to it. Emboldened with fresh purpose, he strode from the room.

 Stanley shook his head as he watched the superhero leave the lab. He put a spatula in the plastic bag Straight Arrow had left behind and examined the rust-coloured powder. Sin, huh, he thought. I think we’ll give you a little try tonight. In the interests of balanced scientific research...

 * * * *

 Straight Arrow used, or rather leaned on, his sources to track down the source of this mysterious Sin. He was surprised when his investigations quickly eliminated all the usual major players—the big crime families, the international syndicates, the reclusive cults. Someone new had entered town and was trying to make a name for themselves.

 Straight Arrow was going to make sure their stay was short-lived.

 He looked over the building. It was a grand Georgian edifice in a rundown part of the city. Someone might have owned it at some point, but now it was just another squalid squat.

 Straight Arrow monitored the entrance for a couple of hours, but all he saw were the comings and goings of the users. They stumbled out with vacuous smiles on their faces and zoned out eyes. Brains rotted to mush, Straight Arrow thought disdainfully.

 Straight Arrow believed in intimidation over subtlety, so had no qualms about walking through the front entrance. Just let them try ambushing the man with the sharpest reflexes on the East Coast. He didn’t encounter any resistance or even arouse much interest amongst the other people in the building. The reason—Sin—pervaded the rooms and corridors in snaky tendrils of white smoke.

 Moving from room to room Straight Arrow saw plenty of people under the drug’s influence. Their eyes were fixed on points only they could see and their lips were curled up in empty smiles. Straight Arrow was more disgusted by those that had lost themselves totally to carnality. In one room he was shocked to see a man masturbating himself, in public, with no trace of shame. Did these people have no respect for themselves?

 He still hadn’t found the source of the fumes drifting lazily through the air. They had to be coming from somewhere, even though he’d seen no burners or bongs in any of the rooms.

 What he did find in one of the rooms was like a fist in the guts. It was Lee, stoned out of his mind.


 “Hiya Straight Arrow, how’s it hanging?”


 At least Lee still had enough of his faculties to recognise and greet his favourite superhero.


 “Neal? What are you doing here?” Straight Arrow asked.


 The lad wasn’t alone. He had an arm loosely around a scantily-clad skank as they both sat on a mouldy old sofa. The girl took a deep breath, drawing in the corrupted air. She sighed in air-headed bliss.

 “Havin’ fun,” Lee replied. “That why you here?”

 Oh, poor Lee, Straight Arrow thought. So eager to prove himself after Straight Arrow’s dressing down, he must have come here to get intelligence, but had gotten himself ensnared instead.

 Straight Arrow crouched down to their level.

 “Who’s responsible for this, son?” Straight Arrow asked.

 “Mistress Papavia,” Lee replied. “She’s in the hall at the end of the corridor. She’s fucking hot, man,” Lee rambled on. “She’s smoking.” The teenager started giggling at a joke only he understood.

 “Don’t worry son,” Straight Arrow said. “I know you came here to help me, as misguided as that was. Now it’s time for the real heroes to step in. I’ll free you from this Mistress Papavia’s evil control.”

 “Help you?” Lee exploded in another fit of helpless mirth. “Screw that. I came here to get off my head and fucking laid.”

 Lee’s hand reached around and grasped the skank’s breast. Her loose-fitting top fell away to expose her nipple. Straight Arrow watched, appalled, as Lee’s fingers pawed and played with the brazen hussy’s tit. Had they no shame?

 Straight Arrow shook his head and left the room. A true hero needed tough moral fibre to resist the many temptations of crime and evil. Lee didn’t have that.

 The end of the corridor terminated in a door. The smoke was denser here, forming solid white tendrils that drifted through the air like sleepy snakes.

 Mistress Papavia, hmm, Straight Arrow thought. Doubtless she was yet another skank in an outrageous costume that exposed far too much flesh. It wouldn’t work on Straight Arrow though, not on the most focused crime fighter on the East Coast.

 Fearless, he strode through the door and into a large dark room. The darkness was caused by heavy black sheets taped over the windows and walls. While nowhere near clean, the room was less dilapidated than the rest of the squat. Someone had at least made an effort and that effort was to make it look a little like a decadent throne room from a bygone age.

 Mistress Papavia was easily recognisable. She sat on a throne at the far end of the room and was also the only other person in the room besides Straight Arrow that didn’t look stoned off their skull. She wasn’t wearing an outrageous costume. She didn’t need one; her appearance was distinctive enough as it was.

 For starters her skin was red. Not the kind of sunburnt red natural skin went after being exposed to the sun for too long, but a deep crimson red, almost the same colour as blood. This wasn’t the last of her freakish features. She didn’t have feet, instead her legs terminated in cloven hooves like those of a goat. She also had horns. Black, they curved out of her mane of dark red hair. A tail—thin like a whip and terminating in a wicked black barb—flicked back and forth in her lap.

 A mutant!

 It was a pity. The recognisably human parts of her were very attractive, even if Straight Arrow was seeing rather more of them than he would have liked. Papavia wasn’t wearing any clothes. The dark points of her nipples and hairless folds of her sex were shamelessly on show to him.

 It was her face that most interested Straight Arrow. There was a regal cast to her features, like the finely sculpted contours of a noble queen. It made him wonder how she would have turned out had her DNA not pranked her so monstrously. Poor girl. No doubt the abuses inflicted because of her unusual appearance had left her with a tormented childhood and led her down this current misguided path of evil.

 Straight Arrow understood now why he’d seen no braziers or burners. Mistress Papavia herself was the source of the narcotic fumes. As she breathed smoke twirled lazily from her nose and mouth. It even welled up from between the lips of her sex.

 A pheromone emitting mutant! He’d been right.

 A girl with close-cropped spiky blonde hair lay with her head in the mutant’s lap. Her eyes were half-closed and an empty smile curved her narrow lips as she inhaled the fumes. There were maybe twenty other people in the room, but Straight Arrow didn’t envisage any of them causing any trouble. They were slumped against the walls in varying stages of undress and probably didn’t even know Straight Arrow was in the hall with them.

 “Who are you?” the red-skinned girl asked, staring up at Straight Arrow with green eyes that shone like lamps in the gloom.

 Really? She didn’t know who he was? Straight Arrow was astounded. She’d come here, to his city, with the intent to set up a new criminal empire, and she didn’t know who he was. No matter, she’d find out soon enough.

 “I’m Straight Arrow,” he answered.

 “Come in, Straight Arrow. My pleasures are for all,” Papavia said, her voice smooth and seductive. 

 “You misunderstand,” Straight Arrow said, striding purposely down the centre of the hall. “I’m here to free these people from your evil influence.”

 “Evil?” Mistress Papavia said. “These people come to me of their own free will and I give them pleasure. Don’t I?” she said to the blonde girl in her lap, running a hand tenderly through the girl’s spiky hair.

 She opened her legs a little wider and a large puff of white smoke welled up out of her vagina. The blonde girl’s head was engulfed and she squirmed in bliss as she inhaled the fumes. Straight Arrow watched in disgust as she reached down and began to masturbate herself, in public.

 “Such a judgemental expression,” the mutant said. “It won’t matter. Soon my vapours will relieve you of your prudish sentiments.”

 Straight Arrow laughed.


 “Guess again slut-queen.”


 Did she really expect him to be that green? Him, the most prepared crime fighter on the East Coast.


 He tapped his mask. “Filters,” he said. “Your mutant emissions will have no effect on me.”


 He knew, just knew, it would turn out to be a pheromone emitting mutant, or something like it, and had prepared accordingly. That’s why he was the best.

 “So, are you going to come quietly or am I going to have to work up a sweat?” Straight Arrow walked down the centre of room towards her. “Believe me, babe, you don’t want me working up a sweat.” He flexed his considerable muscles for added emphasis.

 “Mutant?” Papavia said.


 She started to rise from her throne. The blonde girl protested sleepily as Papavia moved her head aside.


 “Babe!” Papavia snarled.


 Her eyes flashed red as she stood upright on her cloven hooves. A pair of wings, black and leathery like a bat’s, unfurled behind her back.

 “I am Mistress Papavia, succubus and Arch-Delectatiotrix of the second circle of Hades!”


 She opened clawed hands and Straight Arrow saw there was a pentagram etched into each palm with burning yellow lines.


 “And you are nothing more than a puny, insignificant human.”


 She thrust her hands, palms outward, at Straight Arrow. Energy erupted from them and rushed towards Straight Arrow in the form of spinning, growing pentagrams of yellow light. Not even the fastest reflexes on the East Coast were good enough. The rapidly spinning shapes smashed into his torso and flung him backwards. He smelt burning and realised it was him. He felt a sensation of heat rushing around the surface of his body like wildfire, incinerating both his costume and surface body hair to a fine ash. Thankfully that was as deep as the fire burned and his flesh beneath was left undamaged.

 Mostly...

 He lifted his head and was horrified to see the mark of a pentagram had been burnt—branded—into the flesh around his left nipple. His right nipple was similarly mutilated as was—


Oh God, he was naked. Naked in front of all these people.

 —the flesh around his exposed penis.

 The marks continued to burn with dull throbs, throbs that seemed to be increasing in both frequency and force. It wasn’t pain as such, but rather a hot, itchy sensation that grew in intensity until his body was squirming and writhing outside of his control.

 He looked up and saw Papavia swooping down on him out of the darkness, her great black wings outstretched like a bat’s. She landed astride him, hooves coming down on either side of his squirming hips.

 A demon? How could such a thing be possible?

 “A pathetic little man,” Papavia purred as she ran a black nail down the centre of Straight Arrow’s chest.

 Her eyes flared bright yellow and the pentagrams branded around his nipples and penis flashed with the same yellow light. Straight Arrow gasped as they throbbed with bright heat. He didn’t feel pain though. Instead it—


aah

 —felt rather—


ooh

 —nice.

 The sensation kept growing. Straight Arrow moaned and wriggled helplessly beneath the succubus as waves of sinful pleasure throbbed outwards from his nipples and crotch.

 Come on, you can fight this, Straight Arrow thought.

 No use. He was burning—feverish—with lustful desires. A torrent of filth poured through his mind. Skinny street hookers; platinum blondes with massive tits from the cover of porn magazines; exotic dusky beauties with their legs spread wide; ripe, luscious pussies dribbling with arousal. Straight Arrow tried to will the images away, but it was like there was another voice in his head, one that screamed, “Sex! Sex! Sex!” over and over through a loudhailer.

 “With a man’s vulgar little needs,” the succubus chuckled.

 Straight Arrow’s hips spasmodically thrust upwards, craving any kind of friction against his twitching, boiling sex. The succubus laughed and teased him. Her hips bobbed close, ever so close, to his twitching penis, but always veering upwards and away from his clumsy thrusts.

 “You won’t break me, demonic slut!” Straight Arrow snarled in defiance.

 Papavia sat down on his stomach, pinning his body to the floor. She chuckled and wisps of white smoke twirled out from between her lips.

 “You are a simple, violent man,” she said. “I am an Arch-Delectatiotrix from the Voluptas palaces of the second circle of Hades. I have full dominion over the arts of pleasure. I could enslave you with a touch.” Her hand caressed his side and Straight Arrow shivered at the touch, wanting—no needing—to feel her soft fingers against his flesh. “Or drive you insane with a kiss.”

 Help me Lord, Straight Arrow prayed.

 Papavia reached up and put a clawed hand on the side of Straight Arrow’s mask. She inhaled and pursed glistening lips, preparing to exhale her narcotic vapours into his face.

 Then she stopped.


 Her lips curled up in an evil smile.


 “No, there’s a better way for me to fill you with my blissful breath.”


 She reached back and put a claw-tipped hand around Straight Arrow’s penis. He shuddered as blasts of hot, burning lust flashed up his spine. He knew what she intended even as she lifted her hips up above him. He couldn’t do anything to stop her though. His arms and legs were still twitching uncontrollably, in thrall to that infernal heat throbbing outwards from his nipples and groin.

 Forgive me Lord, Straight Arrow thought. I had no control in this.

 Papavia closed her eyes and sighed as she took the whole of Straight Arrow’s manhood inside her warm sex. A little puff of white smoke rolled out from between her labia as she settled all the way down on his penis.

 Straight Arrow moaned. Rather than quenching the heat burning in his loins, she’d engulfed him in a raging inferno. Straight Arrow felt like he was burning up, but inside the demon was hotter still. She started to bob her hips up and down with smooth, liquid bounces, her soft vagina stroking Straight Arrow to helpless ecstasy. Laughing, she playfully tweaked his over-sensitised nipples and each touch felt like a bomb blast of pleasure going off on his chest.

 He’d lost, Straight Arrow realised.

 He watched the demon riding him, unable to shut out the pleasure of feeling his penis slide back and forth into the abomination’s filthy cunt. Papavia growled her pleasure and wisps of white smoke trickled out through her nose and mouth. Tendrils even emerged from her nipples, wreathing her bobbing breasts in a gauzy haze as they swung back and forth.

 He’d made the cardinal sin of under-estimating his opponent. Too many soft and stupid criminals of late had left him complacent. He’d learn from this and come back stronger.

 “Someone like me will stop you,” he croaked. “You won’t succeed in building your demonic empire here on Earth.”

 Papavia paused, an incredulous expression on her elegant, red-skinned face.

 “You ridiculous human,” she sneered. “Do you think I came to this grey little world by choice? I am an Arch-Delectatiotrix of the Voluptas palace, duty-bound to bring pleasure where there is none. You talk of saving these people, yet it was their pain and misery that summoned me here.”

 Papavia caressed the cheek of the blonde girl and she sighed in empty-headed bliss.

 Straight Arrow’s cheeks burned with shame as he realised his and Papavia’s activities had caught the attentions of the other people in the room. They surrounded him in a mindless ring. All these people, watching him have sex with this abomination. He even saw Lee’s face in the throng.

 “Help me!” Straight Arrow called out. Surely the sight of their favourite costumed hero at the mercy of this demonic aberration would shake them from her control.

 “Mmm, I intend to,” Papavia said, wiggling her hips as she descended on him. “I’ll give you pleasures that will transcend this grey little world.”

 Straight Arrow felt a tightening around the base of his penis, almost as if a sphincter at the entrance to her sex had closed shut around him. She continued to bob up and down on him, but Straight Arrow noticed no more tendrils of white smoke were welling up out of her vulva. Her sex had formed an airtight seal at the root of his cock.

 The tingling began then. He felt it spread down his shaft and then enter his testicles. It was an odd sensation—tickly, but nice—like soft air currents drifting through his being. With each smooth downward thrust from the demon the sensation spread further up into his body.

 “You have a nice cock,” Papavia commented. “You should have used it more often.”

 Straight Arrow moaned. The soft pumps of Papavia’s pussy were crowding out all other thoughts. More of that pleasant tingling sensation flowed down into his balls until his sac started to feel nicely taut and swollen.

 Papavia sighed. “My vapours become thicker and more plentiful when I get aroused,” she said.

 She placed her hands on Straight Arrow’s broad chest and her hips thrust up and down faster and stronger. Thicker white fumes seeped from her nose and mouth. Her bobbing nipples were obscured in a growing fog.

 From her vagina no smoke emerged at all.

 “And they have to go somewhere,” the demon said, her lips curled upwards in a sinister smile.

 Straight Arrow croaked. His balls weren’t just taut, they were swelling up larger and larger. The same tenseness was spreading throughout his body. His skin was swelling up all over like rising bread.

 Papavia licked her lips and pressed her hips firmly against Straight Arrow. The warm soft walls of her vagina pulsed around his cock, gripped then blew. Her fumes surged into his body, spreading soporific pleasure in their wake. His cock was a nozzle and her vagina a mouth as she blew him up like a balloon, filling him with her narcotic gases.

 Straight Arrow’s mask was becoming an uncomfortable constriction as his face swelled beneath it. He was relieved when Papavia peeled it off and ecstatic when she pursed her lips and blew a cloud of white smoke into his face. He breathed it in, savouring the musky scent as it joined the warmth saturating his body.

 Papavia snarled and pressed herself against him harder. Her abdomen tensed and her soft vagina throbbed against him as she exhaled more and more of her smoke into his helpless body.

 Straight Arrow couldn’t fight or even feel alarm. He was no longer writhing in helpless pleasure. Her emissions had saturated every tissue of his body in a narcotic fog. He lay back in insensate bliss as his skin stretched tighter and tighter. He felt like he was floating on a cloud of pleasure. No, he was a cloud of pleasure. Papavia rocked on his inflating body, her motions creating warm currents that flowed and swirled within him.

 “You look like you need release,” Papavia said, her voice husky with desire.

 Yes, yes! Straight Arrow bobbed his swollen balloon head. The tension was growing unbearable. Release. He must have release.

 Papavia laughed cruelly. Her barbed tail whipped round and plunged into the over-stretched skin of his side. Straight Arrow opened his mouth and sighed with indescribable bliss as she punctured his skin and the gases within him whooshed out. It felt like the greatest orgasm ever. He was smiling even as his body deflated to an empty bag of skin.

 Papavia folded her wings above the deflating superhero. She drew in a deep breath, inhaling the soul of the man as it escaped his body. Shallow and a little empty, lacking in substance really, it was a less than satisfying meal, but it would suffice for this evening.

 * * * *

 Lee staggered from the room. Had he just breathed in bits of a superhero’s soul? Man, what a rush.

 He was holding something. He looked down and saw he’d picked up Straight Arrow’s mask. He turned it over in his hands, studying the hard angles and crisp lines. The empty eyeholes stared up at him. Lee paused, contemplating something as he stared back.

 He turned the mask over, lifted it up to his face...


 “Yeah, like that’s going to happen,” he laughed.


 He giggled, threw the mask away and walked on into the night.






The Spiders of Thomisoidus

 



 “Damn spiders!” Rosenbaum cursed. He hawked up a thick glob of tobacco. It splattered on the rocks just short of the abomination’s curled up corpse.

 It was the eyes Joe Baneham hated the most.

 There was plenty else to dislike—the pipe thin legs; the stiff black bristles; the swollen, bulbous abdomen; that repellent way they scuttled around. Joe didn’t have much love for spiders at the best of times, but the spiders of Thomisoidus also happened to be the size of small ponies.

 And fucking hard to kill. It had taken four full clips and three chi-frag grenades to bring this horror down.

 Still, it was the eyes that bothered Joe the most. There were only two of them and they were large like saucers and strangely soulful. Joe always thought they looked more like they belonged in the head of a human or some other sentient organism rather than a giant, murderous bug. They looked like eyes designed for thought, emotion and empathy. It creeped Joe out to see them embedded in the head of a monster. Even in death they seemed to be regarding him with a reproachful gaze.

 Fuck you, he thought, squeezing the trigger and dousing the body in flaming napalm.

 He watched as flames crackled up the coarse hairs and flickered up into the night sky, making a funeral pyre out of the creature’s own body. The spindly legs withered and curled even closer to the bulbous abdomen as the fire consumed it. The chitinous shell cracked as the innards boiled. Finally those hateful eyes melted and their contents spurted out in a stream of bubbling ichor.

 “That’s one less bloodsucker,” Joe said with satisfaction.

 “Just one less of many, lad,” Rosenbaum said. “This damn planet is infested with them, right to the core.”

 Of the list of possible planets to be posted to, Thomisoidus was down in the bottom half. It was a gloomy, brooding place. Vast swathes of the planet’s surface, the only habitable areas, consisted of gigantic twisted trees rising out of a vast primordial bog. The light from Thomisoidus’s sun was so weak the vegetation was all brown, almost verging on black, as if even this small amount of reflected light was grudgingly returned. Beneath the canopy the forest was swathed in perpetual dark gloom. Festooned with decrepit old lines of spider silk, most of the forest Joe had seen resembled the sets from old antique horror flatties.

 Thomisoidus wasn’t without its positives. One of them was currently leading their small expeditionary group as a guide.

 “We should leave,” Amycis said, checking the silent trees around them. “The fire may attract others.”

 Amycis was typical of the Aphantokiles, the indigenous people of Thomisoidus, which meant by Earth standards she was a total babe. She—like all the Aphantokiles—had bright blue skin and long lilac hair. So what, it really didn’t matter when the average Aphantokile had a figure that looked like it had come straight from a Bosom Babe focus node and their cultural philosophy precluded the wearing of any clothes. It wasn’t a surprise The Company used pictures of the Aphantokiles to sucker gullible fools into signing up for five year residency contracts.

 Joe was one such fool. He’d been too busy dreaming of a paradise planet populated with blue-skinned alien babes, he’d rushed to sign up before actually bothering to do the research.

 Yeah, not so smart. Had he done some checking up first he’d have discovered the things The Company neglected to mention—the endless bogs, the perpetual gloom and the spiders, those damn creepy-eyed giant spiders.

 Too late now, he was stuck here, four and a half years still to go on his contract. What a moron.

 He consoled himself by watching the lovely curves of Amycis’s ass waggle from side to side as she walked in front of him. Absently, he fantasised about that perfect peach bouncing in his lap even though it was a waste of time. It wasn’t that the Aphantokiles weren’t approachable, it was just...well...it was complicated.

 Joe was woken from his daydream by a sudden crack and cry of surprise. Part of the felled log they were walking on gave way underneath Amycis’s feet and she toppled over the side. They weren’t very far from the ground and it was only a short tumble to the floor below. Thankfully the bog wasn’t so deep here and Amycis had fallen into a shallow section where the water didn’t rise much higher than her calves.

 Everything would have been fine—Amycis was unhurt and already getting back to her feet—but then a monstrous spider appeared out of the gloom right behind her.

 “Amycis!” Rosenbaum yelled out, trying to warn her of the danger.

 She didn’t understand. Maybe she was still a little dazed from the tumble. She misinterpreted their cries and waved up at them to show she was unhurt, oblivious to the gigantic white eyes blinking behind her like a pair of grounded moons.

 Joe knew he needed to be quick. He dropped his flamethrower and charged down the side of the fallen trunk, landing in the mire with a loud splash. He recovered his balance and charged through the ankle-high brackish water while Amycis looked on with a confused expression. Only when he reached down for a chi-frag grenade at his belt did she turn around and see the approaching abomination.

 “Stay the fuck back, fucker!” Joe yelled. He cocked his arm in preparation to let fly.


 Amycis screamed in shock and surprise and backed away from the hideous creature.


 Joe lobbed the grenade and dived forward to push Amycis to the ground. “Stay down,” he ordered as he shielded her with his body.


 The uneven ground had fouled Joe’s aim, but the grenade landed close enough for the loud bang to unnerve the behemoth. Joe doubted a direct hit would be much better anyway. This spider was a true monster—maybe seven or eight metres across. A few bangs to scare it off were the best they could hope for.

 Up on the giant fallen log the other men opened fire, peppering the armoured beast with automatic fire. Lying in the muck, Joe saw the beast right in front of them. For a heart-stopping moment it looked as though it was preparing to charge. It paused, as if in deliberation, but the explosions and bullets had clearly unnerved it. Joe sighed in relief as the behemoth changed its mind, turned round and clattered away into the darkness.

 He helped Amycis back to her feet.

 “Thank you,” she said. For a moment her lilac eyes locked with his. Joe felt a connection between them, which was odd because the Aphantokiles weren’t supposed to be like that.

 Must have imagined it, he thought. The danger they’d just experienced was playing tricks on his mind.

 No, there it was again. They were back on the log and walking back towards camp. Smiling, Amycis turned and gave him a backwards glance, her lilac eyes again lingering on his.

 But the Aphantokiles weren’t like that.

 * * * *

 “Are they...um...compatible?” It was the first question Joe had asked, back when he’d first arrived on the planet six months ago.

 The other men, the ones that had been here for months or years already, chuckled and sniggered amongst themselves. It was a question that had been asked many times before.

 “Can you fuck them, you mean,” Rosenbaum said, a mischievous smile on his white-whiskered face.


 “Yeah,” Joe said, his cheeks flaring up red in a blush.


 “Blueberry fever,” one of the men muttered, eliciting laughs from the others as they played cards and drank beer.


 “You can fuck ‘em, so I heard,” Rosenbaum said. “Haven’t tried myself. I got Zoe waiting back home and she’s the only gal for me.” He patted his shirt pocket, where he kept a picture of Zoe close to his heart.

 “They look so human-like,” Joe mused out loud.

 “Human-like, I wish all the girls back home had knockers like those,” another man guffawed.

 “You know,” Rosenbaum said, “they used to think the reason all these alien races look like us was because of convergent evolution. Like this was the best template for any kind of intelligent life. Of course, they kept finding more planets and more beings that weren’t that different from us, sometimes right down to the DNA.

 “Me, I like that other theory,” Rosenbaum continued. “This is the second, or maybe more, wave of exploration and colonization. People reckon we visited and settled these planets before. Then something happened to that ancient star-faring civilization, something so bad it cut all the planets off from each other and plunged them so far into the dark ages we forgot we’d ever walked the heavens. Left alone, all those colonies went their separate ways, but never diverging too far from the original template.

 “And you know the real metaphorical mind-twister,” Rosenbaum said, his bright eyes twinkling. “Earth might not even be the birthplace of the human race.”

 “So that’s what happened to the Aphantokiles,” Joe said. “They got separated long enough for their skin to turn blue. What about the men? Where are the male Aphantokiles?”

 He hadn’t noticed it at first, there’d been too many other things to take in after disembarking from the shuttle, like the highly buxom figures of the Aphantokiles for starters. He’d known something hadn’t looked right, but it had taken a few hours before he finally put his finger on it and realised, although he’d seen plenty of blue-skinned females, he hadn’t seen a single blue-skinned male.

 “No one knows, not even the Aphantokiles themselves,” Rosenbaum said. “I don’t think they even knew what a man was until the first exploratory party showed up.” 

 “But how?” Joe said. “Wouldn’t they just die out?”

 “Parthenogenesis,” Rosenbaum explained. “At least that’s what Cameron Frommer, a young scientist fella, reckoned. Of course the spiders got him before he got a chance to find out, poor bastard.”

 Joe hadn’t heard anything about the spiders until he’d stepped off the shuttle, and what he’d heard he didn’t like one bit.

 “These spiders, why doesn’t The Company send out a division of marines to burn them out?”

 “Company don’t care enough,” Steve Jones said as he joined in the conversation. “Loss of the odd worker here and there hits the bottom line far less than sending the troops out here.”

 “It’s why they never got round to replacing Frommer,” Rosenbaum said. “Galaxy’s a big place now and getting bigger all the time. No one wants to get stuck on a backwater like this.”

 “Good for the Aphantokiles though,” Joe said. “With bodies like theirs this would be a prime raiding target for one of the big Pimp-Slaver ships.”

 Or...


 “They do have the right...um...equipment?” he whispered.


 “They’ve got the right equipment,” Jones said. “Whether they know what to do with it...well that’s the problem.”


 “No males for generations and generations,” a third man, Letteri, joined in.


 “Let’s just say they’re a little rusty,” Jones added.


 “So they don’t...”


 “Oh they do,” Jones said. “Technically, The Company isn’t lying when it describes how willing the girls of Thomisoidus are. Ask any of them and most of them will let you fuck them.”

 “Don’t expect them to be any good at it,” Letteri added ruefully.


 “So, they’re inexperienced,” Joe said brightly. “How’s that different from a shy virgin.”


 A lot, the downcast eyes of the men around the table said.


 “A virgin might not have much of an idea, but she still got instincts,” Jones said. “The Aphantokiles have lost them. Guys that have been here before have tried all kinds of things—books, porn. Hell, one guy even smuggled a hooker down to try and teach them—but nothing. They try, but they don’t get it and never will.”

 “Go ahead and try,” Letteri said. “All the new guys do. They usually give up after the first couple of weeks. You’re better off wanking off to fantasies of how you’d wish them to be like. The reality is too goddamned awkward.”

 No, they had to be pulling his leg. Joe felt his dreams come crashing down around his ears. A whole planet full of buxom babes and not a single one was worth fucking. It couldn’t be.

 “One of the goddamn tragedies of the universe,” one of the men muttered morosely into his beer.

 It was true. Joe tried out three different girls in the first week and each time it was a clumsy disaster. Their bodies were sexy, but they didn’t know sexy. They moved at the wrong moments, making it impossible to get any kind of rhythm going if he was lucky, or twisting his cock to eye-watering angles if he was unlucky. Even if they lay perfectly still, the inside of their pussy was so rough and hard it made penetration an uncomfortable experience.

 All of Joe’s fantasies of running wild on a planet full of hot alien babes collapsed around his feet. Instead he was stuck on a swamp planet at the arse-end of the universe.

 Five years!

 He’d signed up for this for five years. What a fucking moron.

 * * * *

 So Joe was very surprised when he returned to his cabin and found Amycis waiting outside the door. She stared at the floor, pensively nibbling on her lower lip. She looked gorgeous, but Joe had grown accustomed to the breath-taking figures of the Aphantokiles by now.

 “Hi Amycis,” he said. “What do you want?”

 “I came to thank you for what you did earlier,” she said, still staring awkwardly at a spot about ten centimetres in front of Joe’s toes.

 “Heh, no problem,” he replied.

 Amycis plucked up courage to lift her head and stare right at Joe with her bright lilac eyes. Her silky hair flowed down onto her naked shoulders.

 “And to ask if you would sleep with me tonight,” she said.


 Now that was unexpected, Joe thought. He’d never known the Aphantokiles to take the initiative before.


 “Sure,” he said.


 Maybe she wanted someone to cuddle up to in the darkness, especially after what had happened today. There was an intensity in her lilac eyes though, something he hadn’t seen before.

 Joe went to open his door, but Amycis put a hand up to block him.


 “Not here,” she said. “There’s a special place we go when...” She tailed off without finishing the sentence.


 Curious, Joe allowed himself to be led by the hand as she took him out of the compound and into the surrounding bog.


 “Is it safe?” Joe asked. “What about the spiders?”


 They were a good way from the lights and safety of the compound now, surrounded by darkness and giant, brooding tree trunks. It wasn’t completely dark. There was a species of bioluminescent moss that grew on the trunks and provided enough light to walk by. The light didn’t extend too far though, and beyond it Joe heard the rustles and ripples of night creatures amongst the waterlogged roots of enormous rotted trees.

 “They don’t come here,” Amycis said.


 She paused to show him a brownish-purple flower with the shape of a trumpet and about half as long as Joe’s forearm.


 “They don’t like the scent,” Amycis explained.


 She placed a dainty nose to the opening and drew a breath. Joe did the same, but there was no discernible odour he could make out.

 They reached a small clearing where the twisted roots of four trees came together in a tangle, forming a natural wooden platform maybe a metre above the black water of the bog below. An abundance of glowing moss on the wide trunks around them bathed the clearing in wan white light.

 “Perfect,” Amycis said.

 She surprised Joe by suddenly turning and pulling him aggressively towards her. Her arms went around him as she squeezed her buxom figure against him. He even felt her hand stroke his groin through his work pants.

 This was not the clumsy and clueless Aphantokiles Joe was accustomed to.

 Amycis saw his shocked expression and smiled.

 “My people are different to yours,” she explained. “Unlike you, we can’t turn our arousal on or off as easily as flipping a switch. We have to wait for the right occasion, and that right occasion is now.”

 She attacked the buttons of his shirt with gusto. As the Aphantokiles didn’t use clothes themselves, simple things like buttons or zips were often intractable puzzles for them. Amycis suffered no impediment on this occasion. She pulled open his shirt and then moved onto his belt. A ferocious kind of desire came over her as she embraced Joe and pressed her naked breasts against his exposed chest.

 Unused to—and pleasantly surprised by—an Aphantokile behaving in such an overtly sexual manner, Joe was happy to stand back and let her have the initiative. His cock, having gone without a real woman for over six months, throbbed eagerly in his pants.

 Amycis placed her arms around him and pressed her lips against his in a passionate kiss. Clumsy, clueless, awkward—not on the evidence of this, Joe thought. He held her warm body close and for a brief moment it seemed like time had stopped in that quiet, moss-lit little clearing.

 Her lips felt strangely moist, Joe noticed. No, a little more than moist—wet. Wet and dripping. His own lips started to tingle; then a strange numbness began to spread outwards from his mouth.

 Joe broke off the kiss. Suddenly he felt a little weird—light-headed, woozy. The wide tree trunks around him swayed at crazy angles. He staggered a few steps to the left. He looked down at the ground. At least he thought it was ground. If it was the ground then why was it moving up towards him, rushing like an approaching train?

 The ground hit and Joe crashed into darkness.

 * * * *

 Joe woke up feeling a little groggy. Had he drank too much last night again? No, the last he remembered he’d been with Amycis and then he’d inexplicably fainted.

 He mustn’t have been out for too long; Amycis was crouched above him. Strange there didn’t seem to be any concern for him in her face. Joe tried to move and realised he’d been bound—naked—to the floor. No, not the floor. He bobbed up and down as he struggled, as if he was tied, spread-eagled, inside a hammock or...

 Joe looked around.


Oh fuck.

 Silky strands stretched between the trunks ringing the small clearing. Joe was stuck at the heart of a large web.

 “We’ve got to get out of here.” Panic cracked Joe’s voice. He thrashed his head, peering into the darkness around them, dreading seeing white plate-sized eyes appearing out of the gloom. There was nothing...yet. “Before the spider comes,” he added.

 Joe struggled hard. He felt some give around his left wrist, which gave him hope. A little more effort and he felt his hand start to pull away from the sticky web. Now if Amycis helped him...

 The alien girl lay across him, but she seemed more interested in running his arm through the soft canyon of her cleavage than helping him. Her weight was actually a hindrance, pressing his hand back into the sticky web. He felt the soft cushions of her breasts against his hand and wrist. It felt like she was rubbing them against him.

 Was she caught in some kind of mating frenzy, oblivious to what was going on around her?

 Amycis crouched over him and continued to rub her breasts over his wrist and hands. As the little nubs of her nipples ran over his skin they left something wet behind. At first he wondered if it was milk, but this substance was sticky and solidified fast to leave his forearm covered in strands of...silk?

 Amycis sat back up, a satisfied smile on her lips. Her plush lips seemed even bluer than normal and shone with a wet sheen. The blue liquid started to ooze onto her lower lip in little dribbles, looking like the stains left by coloured berries. Amycis licked her lips, lapping up the excess moisture.

 Joe remembered the kiss and the numbing feeling that had spread outwards from where her lips had met his.


 What was happening here?


 “What do you want with me?” he asked.


 Amycis didn’t reply. She pursed her luscious lips as if preparing to kiss him. They suddenly changed colour—flaring from blue to vivid pink—and glistened as if wet. Pink droplets oozed up on the supple surface.

 As inviting as they looked, Joe wasn’t sure if kissing those lips would be a good idea.

 Amycis didn’t want to kiss him; there was another part of his body she wanted to wrap her lips around.

 Whatever trepidation Joe felt, it hadn’t yet announced itself to his cock. That part of his anatomy was still relishing the memory of her soft breasts brushing against him and was already upright and eager for action. Amycis moved down until she was between his legs and her soft wet lips were pressed against the tip of his burgeoning erection. Murmuring in pleasure, she sucked his penis into her mouth like sucking up a strand of spaghetti, making sure her lips brushed all the way down his shaft.

 This was unexpected. The Aphantokiles were supposed to be clueless when it came to sex. There was nothing clueless in the way Amycis bobbed her head up and down on his cock, or twirled her hot tongue around his shaft, or in the way she swallowed his cock right to the back of her throat. And her hands certainly weren’t clueless as she fondled first his balls and then moved around behind them to tickle his anus. If anything, Joe felt like the naive and inexperienced one here as her ministrations caused him to writhe and gasp in pleasure.

 As good as the blowjob was, Joe had too many concerns to lie back and fully enjoy it. Why had she felt the need to tie him down—with silk produced from her own body no less—and knock him out first? Was this some kind of weird Aphantokile mating ritual no one knew about?

 Why had none of the other guys, the near-term dogs especially, ever mentioned this? If one of them had picked up a blowjob like this they’d be crowing about it for months afterwards. Joe had heard nothing. Maybe it was really really hard to get an Aphantokile in the mood.

 Amycis continued to bob her head up and down, her soft lips pressing against him and spreading a thick layer of wet saliva up and down his shaft. She was most definitely in the mood and, in her current state, far too experienced for Joe. Those doubts didn’t matter, he was c—

 Amycis stopped. Her lilac eyes twinkled with mischief as she looked up at Joe. His throbbing cock rested lightly on her plush lips. Denied sensation, Joe ached with frustration as he ebbed back from the brink of orgasm.

 Amycis pursed her lips and blew on his japseye. It was enough to send him right back to the brink, but not enough to tip him over. Amycis did it over and over, enjoying the teasing torment she inflicted on him as his body vacillated on the brink of orgasm without ever attaining that peak. Sometimes, when Joe’s arousal had subsided too far, she poked out her tongue and used the tip to toy with the narrow slit at the end of Joe’s cock.

 In between his helpless squirming, Joe noticed Amycis’s tongue—like her lips—had changed colour from blue to lurid pink. Was this some kind of biological signal to show her readiness to mate? It was more than that. The same pink colouring had spread to his cock. She’d used her tongue and lips to lather it all over his member in a thick coat.

 This substance had an opposite effect to the blue secretions she’d used with her knockout kiss. Rather than numbing it magnified the sensitivity of Joe’s skin many times over. Beneath that thick layer Joe’s cock was burning. He was hard and itchy with the desire to rub his dick against something, in something, to alleviate this prickling heat.

 Amycis used her lips and took Joe’s cock back into her warm mouth. That quenched the burning, but only for a moment and when she took her mouth away the niggling itches returned stronger than before.

 Far from naive and clumsy, Amycis seemed to relish the control she had over his body. How did she know? Joe wanted to know. Every time her lips and tongue took him right to the threshold and every time she stopped right before he came.

 Giggling, Amycis gave his cock a last lick and then shifted position to move up his body. Her pussy was the instrument of torment now. She waved it like a red flag before his throbbing, aching cock. Like her tongue and lips, the intimate folds of her sex had turned a lurid pink in colour. Joe wanted desperately to plunge his burning cock into her wet vagina, but his body was stuck to the web, helpless as she teased him with her juicy pussy. So close, so tantalisingly close.

 Damn tease, Joe thought. If only he wasn’t stuck to this web.


 “Let me in,” he moaned in frustration.


 Amycis stopped bobbing and weaving above him. She paused with Joe’s cock lightly resting against the fleshy lips of her sex.


 “Like this?” she asked, her eyes glittering.


 She pushed down and Joe’s glans vanished up into her warm pussy. He felt her soft flesh slide against his bulbous head and longed to push deeper.

 “Yes,” he croaked.

 She lifted her body up and Joe’s glans popped back out. He trembled in frustration.

 “If I do, will you give me a great big pop?” Her weight pressed back down on him again. He slipped back inside her luscious warmth, an inch this time.

 “Yes,” he cried.

 She lifted her hips back up, holding them right above his throbbing manhood. Her warm juices dribbled out over his twitching glans.

 “A truly enormous pop?” she asked.

 “Yes!” Joe cried back, anything to get all the way inside that soft warmth.

 Amycis plunged her hips down in one smooth movement. Joe closed his eyes and sighed in pleasure as her tight pussy engulfed his cock completely. She didn’t feel like an Aphantokile at all. On the few occasions Joe had tried to penetrate them, he’d found their pussies hard and unwelcoming. Amycis’s pussy was luscious, completely luscious. It felt like a soft fleshy sheath and fit his cock as snugly as a glove.

 “Why aren’t the Aphantokiles like this all—”

 Joe didn’t get a chance to finish the sentence. Amycis sat up, flexed her stomach and her pussy made a wet, burbling sound as juices flooded out over Joe’s groin and balls in a bubbling froth. Within her vagina muscular contractions massaged the same fluids into his over-sensitized cock. It felt like his burning dick had suddenly been quenched in a bucket of icy cool gel. An inarticulate murmur slid from Joe’s open mouth.

 She started to ride him with smooth, fluid thrusts of her hips. The web beneath them rocked in time to her motions, letting their bodies bounce further apart before coming back together. Joe closed his eyes and enjoyed the sensations as his cock slipped back and forth into her sumptuous sheath.

 Fuck, yeah. Now this was how he’d dreamed the girls of Thomisoidus would be. He looked up and smiled at her ripe breasts as they swayed back and forth. Yeah. This was it. This was his pleasure planet filled with blue-skinned alien babes.

 Fuck, she had the juiciest, softest, most delicious pussy he’d ever had the fortune to slip his dick inside. Too juicy. His balls were welling up. He couldn’t hold back. He was c—

 Amycis stopped. Dead. Her eyes twinkled again.


 She knew. She always seemed to know.


 Her pussy dilated around him, relaxing and opening out until he couldn’t feel her against him at all.


 No, he was so close.


 Joe bucked up and down, trying to stimulate some friction between his cock and her pussy. A little friction was all he needed, just enough to take him over the edge. He didn’t get it. The web bobbed up and down and Amycis bobbed up and down with him. She laughed.

 “I said I wanted a big pop,” she said. “The Aphantokiles are not satisfied with a little squirt and then done.”

 She paused, motionless as if she was meditating. Beneath her, Joe felt his bubbling arousal subside to be replaced with a simmering frustration. How long was she going to leave him hanging like this?

 Joe’s erection was just starting to subside when Amycis opened her eyes and smiled at him. Her soft vagina clenched around his cock, bringing it back to full hardness. She placed her hands on his chest and continued from where she’d left off. Joe closed his eyes and sighed in pleasure as his cock was once again sliding back and forth into her tight wet vagina.

 Yes, that was it. Ooh, her pussy felt so good. His balls went back on the boil as her luscious flesh stroked up and down his cock. A little more, yes, he was c—

 Amycis stopped again. She smiled at him and wagged her finger.

 No, finish me off, Joe thought. His balls were itching to be emptied.

 Amycis leisurely stretched, like a cat. The folds of her pussy were loose around Joe’s cock, again denying him the stimulation he needed to go over the edge. She waited patiently for his throbbing urge to come to subside, then her pussy tensed again and she resumed the lithe bouncing thrusts of her hips.

 Five more times she took Joe right to the edge and five more times she stopped right at the edge. Joe squirmed and writhed beneath her, his balls on fire. He begged her to give him that last stroke, just one little squeeze of her delectable pussy, so he could empty out the tightness he felt in his balls. Amycis sat on top of him, an amused smile on her lips as she relished the control she had over his body.

 Her control wasn’t absolute. The constant teasing had taken him too close to the edge. His balls felt like volcanic craters, bubbling with magma. His whole body was trembling with anticipation. It didn’t matter how long she delayed it, the next stroke and he was coming.

 “I need to cool you down,” Amycis said.

 She tensed her stomach and fluids bubbled out of vagina. Once again Joe felt like his cock had been plunged into icy cool gel. The coolness spread down his shaft and calmed the fires bubbling in his balls. It carried on up into his body, bringing a tingling sensation in its wake.

 Amycis resumed the cycle. Stroke, stroke, stroke; pumping him all the way to the verge of coming and then stopping dead, letting him subside while his balls and body squirmed with frustration. How long could she keep this up—until morning, into the next day? She’d ridden his body, on and off, for what seemed like hours and looked no closer to getting tired.

 Something different happened after the latest series of strokes. She plunged down on his cock, but rather than rising immediately she paused as if inhaling a deep breath. Her soft pussy clenched tightly around his cock and a powerful sucking contraction rolled up his shaft. Joe gasped. It was almost enough to make him come right there and then, but again Amycis had complete mastery over his desires.

 “Not quite,” she said. “Nearly.”


Nearly?

 Joe was on the verge of fucking exploding.


 “How much of a pop do you want?” he asked in exasperation.


 Amycis leaned close enough for her nose to almost brush his.


 “The biggest,” she said.


 Joe again felt a shiver of trepidation, strong enough to register through the alternating pleasure and frustration. That last sensation, when her pussy had sucked on his cock, had felt fucking amazing, but the power was also frightening. His imagination could easily substitute her vagina with an enormous maw sucking on his cock. Why the drugged kiss and restraints? Why did none of the other guys have stories about this happening to them? Because it was so rare for the Aphantokiles to get into this mood or—

 A nasty thought slipped into Joe’s mind.


 —the men were not able to tell their stories afterwards.


 They really didn’t know that much about the Aphantokiles.


 “Is this the mating ritual of the Aphantokiles?” Joe asked.


 Amycis paused, a thoughtful expression on her face.


 “It might have been once,” she said. “This is a harsh planet to raise offspring. In the past our ancestors evolved to take more than seed from our lovers. In time, the nourishment they gave us came to be the only purpose of sex.”

 Her vagina squeezed around his cock, soft but insistent.

 “But we fed too much and our men all died,” Amycis said.

 She started up again, but her rhythm was different this time—slower, deeper, stronger. She leant over Joe and gripped his upper arms as her hips continued to rise and fall with smooth thrusts. Joe’s cock slid back and forth into the swollen cuff of her vagina as she took his body once more to the brink of orgasm. Only now he wasn’t so sure he wanted to cross that threshold.

 “It’s always amusing how they crave so hard for release at the beginning,” Amycis said, “and then try so hard to keep it in at the end.”

 Joe didn’t feel right. There was a kind of looseness inside him. His arms felt strange where she’d grabbed him, as if the firm muscle of his biceps had become a little...squishy.

 And there was her vagina, sucking on his cock in a way that less resembled a sex organ and more a ravenous mouth.


 “I think you’re ready now,” Amycis said, pursing full lips that flared bright pink.


 “Why me?” Joe asked. He’d helped her and this was his reward? “I saved you from the...”


 Joe realised then that no one had ever seen a spider actually kill or even attack a human being.



The men were not able to tell their stories afterwards.


We fed too much and our men all died.

 Oh fuck no.

 “Yes,” Amycis sighed.

 She pumped her hips up and down faster and faster. Her pussy was sopping with juices as it engulfed Joe’s cock again and again. She wasn’t going to stop this time and Joe couldn’t hold it back.

 “Yes!” she cried. She slammed her hips down, burying Joe’s cock all the way inside her luscious sex.

 Joe cried out as an enormous orgasm erupted from him like a primeval leviathan surging up from abyssal depths. His balls and cock convulsed as he fountained semen inside her. Her vagina closed around him in a tight, cushioned grip. Her whole abdomen shuddered with rhythmic pulses as she sucked on him.

 The ejaculation wasn’t ending. Sperm was pouring out of his cock and she gulped it all down. It didn’t stop even when his balls emptied and dried up. His cock was a straw and her vagina a mouth as she sucked on his helpless body. Joe grunted, felt something inside him give and then continued to spurt fluids into her throbbing suction.

 On top of him Amycis’s eyes were closed in pleasure and her blue cheeks flushed. Her already-generous figure was filling out even more. Full breasts were growing a little fuller; the previously taut lines of her stomach were expanding outwards to give her the appearance and glow of an expectant mother.

 Beneath her Joe was beyond caring. The pleasure at finally releasing the pent-up tension inside him overwhelmed everything. He didn’t even notice as his internal organs liquefied and he spurted them into the pulsing suction of Amycis’s vagina. He was long dead by the time she sucked out the last dregs and left behind a withered, dried up husk.

 * * * *

 “You filthy bastard!” Rosenbaum yelled at the monstrous spider watching them from high up in the trees, its large white eyes curiously sorrowful. “We’ll get you. We’ll burn every last one of you motherfucking blood-sucking bastards!”

 He looked at the centre of the clearing, where Joe’s body, little more than a dried up mummy, was covered in strands of white silk.

 “Oh lad,” Rosenbaum said. “What were you doing out here?”

 The spider didn’t attempt to come any closer. Too many of its kind had died already trying to warn the humans about the deadly blue-skinned women of Thomisoidus.





Delivery Special Soap

 



 Mike Reynolds was naked and standing in an old churchyard. Above him the moon shone brightly in the night sky. The night air was cool enough to raise goosebumps on his exposed flesh. The long grass felt damp beneath his toes. A thick layer of white mist, enough to cover his feet up to his ankles, flowed over the secluded graveyard.

 Mike didn’t know what he was doing here. He thought he was asleep in bed, but this felt too real to be a dream. His senses were sharp and fully in focus. He felt the crispness of the night air. He felt the dampness of the grass sticking up between his toes. He heard an owl hooting in a nearby copse.

 She waited for him on a raised gravestone. Her narrow face was whiter than the moon and glowed with its own luminescence. Her long black hair was swept back and flowed down between her shoulders like a waterfall of shadows. Hers was a cruel beauty—icy, perfect and utterly irresistible.

 A shawl or cloak, raven-black like her hair, was wrapped around her pale body. Mike saw only the tops of her pale shoulders. A pale white hand emerged from the darkness. She looked down at Mike with cold blue eyes and beckoned him with an elegant finger. Caught, hooked like a fish, he couldn’t resist and stumbled up the small rise towards her. She smiled with full lips the colour of a bruise.

 Mike didn’t know what he was doing here or even if this was real. All he knew was he had to go to her, to be with her, fulfil her desires.

 This was wrong.

 She opened her arms and her cloak opened out with them. Her slender white body sat at the heart of unfolding darkness. Around her the complicated folds of her spreading cloak quivered with an obscene life of their own. It looked like the membranous wings of a bat, the midnight-black material held together by a complex framework of thin bones. The edges of the cloak were ragged and the bones extended outwards into long, curving black hooks.

 She transfixed him with her piercing blue eyes.


Come to me.

 The words resounded in his thoughts without ever having passed through his ears.

 No. Wake up. He had to wake up.


Come to me.

 He stepped forward into her embrace. Her arms came together behind his back and pulled him onto her. The black folds of her cloak wrapped tightly around him, enveloping him in darkness.

 He felt the sharp pinpricks of hundreds of needles all across his body. The pain was immediately numbed as an icy liquid flowed into his veins. At first there was discomfort and then it was swept aside by a tsunami of euphoria that flooded his body and dissolved his mind.

 Her black folds pulled tighter, dragging him down into endless darkness.

 * * * *

 Mike woke with a gasp. He was disoriented at first, but then he recognised the dim walls of his own bedroom. It was still dark outside. Dawn was a long way off.

 That dream again. The pale girl and the graveyard. The same uncomfortable tightness in his boxers.

 It was never a proper wet dream. Even though he always woke with a massive erection straining against the fabric of his nightclothes, there were never any stains or dampness. The dream always took him close to the edge of ejaculation, but never over.

 For which he was grateful. He feared what might happen should the dream ever last long enough for the apparition to bring him to orgasm.

 Shivering, Mike slid out of bed and walked awkwardly to the bathroom.

 * * * *

 “Mike?”

 Mike’s eyes flicked open. He realised his head was nodding down towards the keyboard. His boss, Greg Snow, stared at him with a concerned expression.

 “I’m worried about you,” Greg said once they were both in his office. “You look tired.”


 Mike was mortified. He’d fallen asleep at his desk, right in front of his boss.


 “I haven’t been sleeping very well,” Mike admitted, hanging his head.


 “I want you to take a couple of days off,” Greg said, “and go see someone. She’s unorthodox, but she’s very good from what I’ve heard.”

 “But the deadline,” Mike said.

 “It’s an order,” Greg said firmly. He looked at Mike with a warmer expression. “You’re my best developer. If we’re going to have any chance of repairing the damage left by those cowboys over at Streamline Datasoft I need you firing on all cylinders.”

 * * * *


Come to me.

 Soft membranes slid over his naked body. He was wrapped in darkness, his movements restricted, his limbs pinioned at his sides.

 Bony ribs dragged against his flesh. He felt something sharp scratching his skin. There was brief pain as his skin was punctured. Icy venom flowed into his veins.

 Mike woke with a gasp.

 * * * *

 “How long have you been having these recurring nightmares?”

 “A few weeks now,” Mike replied.

 He was a little embarrassed to talk about it, but not as embarrassed as he thought he’d be. Inari Kitson helped. She projected a calming aura that put Mike at ease. That surprised him as well. He always used to feel a little uncomfortable in the presence of pretty girls and Inari was strikingly beautiful.

 Her face could have belonged to a model. She had long platinum-blonde hair so light it was almost silver. This was no blonde airhead though. Her blue eyes sparkled with intelligence and she was immaculately dressed in a no-nonsense business suit. She was here to do a job and wasn’t about to let her appearance become a distraction.

 She had a psychiatrist’s couch, but sensing Mike would be uncomfortable lying on it, she’d motioned him to one of the comfortable black armchairs instead. Mike had been reticent at first, but gradually he’d picked up more composure until he’d described the dream in full detail.

 “Interesting,” Inari said. “You describe the dream as a nightmare and yet you wake up with a full erection. When you are in the dream, do you feel arousal or fear?”

 “Both,” Mike replied. “I see the girl and I want to be with her more than anything, but that isn’t me, it’s like something else is making me feel this. And as I get close to her a feeling of anxiety grows inside me, like I’m walking to my own doom.”

 Inari was impassive as she wrote down some notes.


 “Have there been any nocturnal emissions?” she asked.


 Nocturnal emissions? What did she…? Oh.


 Mike blushed.


 “No,” he said. “The dream always ends before I…uh…come.”


 Each night the dream seemed to take him a little closer though.


 “After you wake do you ever attempt to finish yourself off manually?”


 Mike blushed again, remembering his furtive night-time trips to the toilet.


 “Yes,” he confessed. “But I never manage it.”


 He would sit on the toilet and rub his hand up and down his swollen cock until it was sore from the fiction, but he couldn’t find relief or even produce so much as a single drop. Eventually he’d give up, go back to bed and lie awake until his alarm went off several hours later.

 “Do you ever find your job stressful?” Inari asked.

 “Sometimes,” Mike replied, “if there’s a tight deadline looming, but most of the time I enjoy it. I’m a software developer. I like creating tools that help other people.”

 Inari scribbled down some more notes. She looked straight up at Mike.

 “When was the last time you had sex?”

 There hadn’t been anyone since Alex, Mike thought. A dream job offer had taken her out of the country back in…wow, had it really been that long. Since then he hadn’t had many opportunities to meet members of the opposite sex.

 “Not for some time,” Mike replied.

 “I thought as much,” Inari said. “The mind is a complicated organ. Outwardly you might think you’re coping fine, but inside you’re squashing down a lot of repressed desires. Mix in a little stress from work and it’s inevitable that some cracks will start to appear. These nightmares are an expression of that strain.”

 She noticed Mike’s look of fear and softened her serious expression to a warm smile.


 “You’re not nuts if that’s what you’re worried about,” she said.


 Mike let out a pent-up breath he hadn’t even realised he’d been holding.


 “You are a little overwound though,” she said. “We need to do something about that before it starts to damage your physical wellbeing. I want you to take tomorrow off. I’m going to send over a specialist to visit you. She’ll show you a few relaxation techniques to help you get some of that tenseness out of your system.”

 Inari smiled brightly.

 “She’s a lovely girl. I’m sure you’ll get on very well with her.”

 * * * *


Come to me.

 The pale girl waited for him on a tombstone. Above her the moon shone in the night sky. A thick layer of white mist carpeted the graveyard.


Come to me.

 The girl opened her arms wide. Her cloak unfurled and surrounded her like a black pall.

 It wasn’t a cloak. It was alive.

 He saw a series of membranes stretched over a web of narrow bones. The black interior was tinged with red and put the uncomfortable image of a gaping maw into his mind. Serrated ridges extended from hollow grooves within the ribs. Greenish fluid oozed from their tips and glistened in the moonlight.


Come to me.

 He couldn’t resist.

 Mike stepped forward into her embrace. Her membranes folded around his body, wrapping tightly against him. Her legs opened to receive him and he shivered in pleasure as his cock plunged into her waiting warmth.

 Her membranes pulled tighter, enfolding him with a warm second skin. He felt the serrated ridges puncture his skin. The pain was immediately numbed as icy venom trickled into his body. The drug saturated his nervous system and a euphoric blast of bliss roared through him.

 He felt a strong suction as her vagina tugged at his cock. The pulses travelled out across her membranes and he shuddered with delight as she rhythmically squeezed him.


Come into me.

 Her voice whispered seductively in his mind. Her membranes throbbed around his body. Her pussy throbbed around his cock. He felt the substance of his body stream down into his balls until they were swollen with his vitality.


Come into me.

 Oh yes, he was going to—

 * * * *

 Mike woke up. His cock twitched and throbbed painfully against the constricting fabric of his nightclothes. His balls ached. He was so close to coming it hurt.

 He rushed to the bathroom, but the feeling was already starting to subside. He masturbated vigorously, but was unable to obtain the release his body craved. He sat on the toilet and tugged up and down until his cock was bright red and painful.

 He sat there for a while in the darkness. Then he went back to bed and stared at the ceiling until dawn’s glow finally seeped in through the curtains.

 * * * *

 The doorbell rang at two in the afternoon. Until then Mike had been at a bit of a loss with what to do with himself. He’d pottered aimlessly around the house.

 He opened the door and found a surprise waiting for him on the other side. There was a girl waiting for him on the doorstep. That wasn’t the surprise; Inari had told him the specialist was a woman. The surprise was what the girl was wearing.

 The girl was wearing a two piece bikini. That was all. She carried a blue plastic bucket in one hand and a long blue lilo with the other arm. The plastic air mattress was bigger than she was. She was dressed like she was about to walk down to the beach.

 Mike lived a long way from the coast.

 “Hello, I’m Arisa Harte,” she said. “Inari sent me.”

 She was very pretty, Mike thought. Her face was clearly Asian, epicanthic folds giving her the classic almond shaped eyes. Those eyes were brown and glittered with the promise of fun. Her body was a little curvier than the typical oriental figure though, her breasts filling out her pink bikini top quite nicely.

 Mike realised more of a response was expected from him than standing around with his mouth hanging open like an idiot.


 “Come in,” he said.


 “Thank you,” Arisa said, breezing past him like a gust of summer wind.


 She walked into his house with the same confidence as if it was her own. She checked the rooms until she came across the bathroom. She looked at the small room and clicked her tongue against her teeth.

 “Too small,” she said. “We’ll have to use the kitchen.”

 She turned briskly around and headed towards the back of the house. Mike, confused, followed in her wake. He found himself staring at the tight little globes of her bum. She was in very good shape.

 And wearing nothing but a bikini…


 And in Mike’s house…


 This was turning into a strange afternoon.


 “Yes, that’s perfect,” she said, looking at the wide expanse of his tiled kitchen floor.


 She laid the air mattress down on the floor in front of the sink. She put the bucket down next to it and took out a selection of small plastic bottles, which she placed on the floor next to the head of the lilo. Humming a tune to herself, she took the bucket to the sink and started to fill it up. She selected one of the plastic bottles and squirted its contents into the bucket. The water started to lather up in foam.

 Mike watched in bemusement. At least she seemed to know what she was doing.


 “So you’re suffering from stress,” Arisa said as water flowed into the bucket.


 “Lack of sleep mainly,” Mike said. “A recurring nightmare keeps waking me up.”


 “You do look a little tired,” Arisa said. “We’ll soon sort that out.”


 She put the half full bucket down next to the bed. She scooped up handfuls of soapy water and splashed it onto the air mattress.


 “Now if you could take off your clothes and lie down here please,” Arisa said.


 “What, all of them?” Mike asked.


 “Well, you could leave something on, but it’s going to end up getting very wet,” Arisa said. She looked up at him and smiled. Her brown eyes twinkled. She splashed more soapy water onto the bright blue lilo.

 Mike did as she asked and undressed. He lay face down on the mattress. It was warm and slippery with the soapy water.


 “Um, what exactly are these relaxation techniques?” Mike asked.


 “Massage,” Arisa replied. “Remove the tension from the body and you remove the tension from the mind.”


 She kneeled next to the raised pillow of the air mattress. She was reaching up behind her back to unhook her bikini top when she paused and looked down at Mike.

 “Oh, you don’t mind if I’m fully naked while giving the massage?” she asked. “I prefer to work that way, but if you feel uncomfortable with that I can perform the massage with my clothes on.”

 “It’s fine,” Mike said. “Do what you feel is best.”

 Arisa smiled and removed her bikini top. Her unfettered breasts jiggled as the pink slip of material fell away. They were very attractive breasts, Mike noted, ripe and full and topped with dusky brown nipples.

 This afternoon had certainly taken a very surreal turn.


 Arisa stood up and walked out of view. Her pink bikini bottom drifted down to lie next to her discarded top.


 Mike felt a weight settle on his lower back as she sat down on him. Her trim calves gripped the outside of his thighs.


 She was sitting on top of him. Naked…


 Arisa reached over, picked up one of her tubes and squirted a slippery cream onto Mike’s back. Her skilled fingers began to knead and rub the muscles of his back.

 “You are tense,” Arisa said. Her hands glided smoothly up his spine and began to work on his shoulders. “We’ll have to work out all these knots.”

 Mike murmured his contentment as he felt her hands rub away the tension in his body.

 “Inari said you work for the NHS,” Arisa said, her wonderful hands sliding across his shoulders.

 “Not quite,” Mike replied. “I work for a software company contracted to the NHS. I’m working on some software to improve ambulance dispatching. Hopefully we’ll shave some minutes off the response times and maybe save a few extra lives in the process.”

 “Sounds important,” Arisa said. She slid her palms up his back, applying gentle pressure to his spine.

 “I think that’s why I’m stressed,” Mike said. “If I make a mistake and it isn’t caught then it could result in someone’s death. I’ve not worked on anything so critical before.”

 “You need to allow yourself to relax,” Arisa murmured.

 It was very relaxing. Mike felt his tension draining away beneath her talented fingers. The mattress was very comfortable beneath him. A warm glow emanated from his back as she rubbed her hands up and down it.

 Arisa shifted position on his back. She slid further down until she was straddling his buttocks. Her thighs gripped him tightly and she bounced cheekily on his bottom, grinding his groin into the soft mattress. Mike was a little embarrassed as he felt his cock stiffen beneath him.

 Arisa squirted more slippery cream onto the centre of his back. She lay down on him until her nipples were brushing against his skin.

 “What kind of massage is this?” Mike asked.

 It seemed a little more…personal…than he expected. Surely a professional like Inari Kitson couldn’t have prescribed him a prostitute, could she?

 “It’s a soap suds massage,” Arisa replied. “The masseuse uses all parts of her body. The additional human contact promotes a higher degree of relaxation. It’s very therapeutic.

 “I can carry on using only my hands if the extra intimacy makes you feel uncomfortable,” she added.

 “It’s fine,” Mike said. “Do what you feel is best.”

 What Arisa felt was best was to fold her body down until her soft breasts were pushing into his lower back, then arch her spine and slide all the way up his back. Mike gave a little involuntary ‘o’ of pleasure as he felt her breasts rub up against his flesh on either side of his spine.

 “Um, this massage,” Mike said. “Is it supposed to be erotic?”

 “Oh yes,” Arisa whispered huskily in his ear.

 Mike tried to shift position to make room for his growing erection. Arisa bounced on his buttocks again, teasingly grinding his cock against the slick surface of the airbed. She kissed him on the back of the neck and then wriggled her body from side to side across his, rubbing her breasts and mons against his back.

 It was too late to worry about what he’d got himself in for, Mike thought. He might as well lie down and enjoy the ride.

 All the lather had made both their bodies very slippery. She slid a leg under his and slid up and down his side, her breasts rubbing against his body. She switched to his other side and repeated the movements. She crossed her thighs around each leg in turn and rubbed her body up and down, squeezing out the tension in his limbs. She turned her attentions to his arms, lying crossways across his back and sliding each of his arms through the groove of her cleavage.

 Mike melted under her erotic onslaught. His whole body felt floppy and boneless. He was completely relaxed and enjoying her attentions a great deal.

 “My breasts are softer than my hands,” she whispered in his ear. “It allows for a finer degree of sensation.”

 Mike agreed perfectly. His skin felt so sensitized and aroused he fancied he could feel each molecule of her exhaled breath caressing his back.

 She lay on top of his body; her arms over his, her legs over his, the soft cushions of her breasts resting on each side of his neck.

 “Really soft…” she breathed into his ear.

 The weight of her breasts settled on his neck and shoulder, but it didn’t stop there. To Mike it felt like they were softening around him. The same was happening with the rest of her body, like she was sinking into him.

 No, it was more like he was sinking into her. Her body was flowing around his, surrounding him with comfortable warmth. He moaned with pleasure.

 “Oh yes,” Arisa sighed. “I think it’s time to turn you over.”

 She sat back up and Mike felt a strange tugging sensation, like her body had become sticky—like a quagmire—and was reluctant to give him up.

 An alarm bell sounded in his mind, but it was distant and muffled, as if trying to ring through many soft layers of cotton wool.

 It was a trick of his relaxed mind. She’d induced in him such a blissful state he was imagining things. Their bodies weren’t really melting together.

 He didn’t resist as she turned him over onto his back. He was so relaxed any kind of conscious movement felt far too much like hard work.

 She was incredibly pretty, Mike thought. She had a breezy smile and her eyes glittered with a playful sense of fun. Her body was truly stunning—petite and managing to be both lean and voluptuous in all the right spots.

 Had her breasts somehow grown? They looked larger.

 She straddled his stomach and began to slide her breasts up and down his chest. She arched her back and formed a perfect bow as she slid up and down. Her erect nipples brushed against his.

 Not all of Mike’s body was perfectly relaxed. Fires raged in his loins and his cock stood up like a pole. Arisa teased it. She slid her body right down until his cock was resting in the groove of her pussy without actually penetrating it. She moved further down and sat up, squashing his erection down against his stomach.

 “You can touch them,” Arisa said.

 She picked up his hands and pressed the palms against her breasts. Mike felt their soft weight between his fingers. All sense of embarrassment melted away. He gave them an experimental squeeze, marvelling at how soft and smooth her flesh felt beneath his touch.

 She rubbed her crotch against him, letting his erection slide through the groove of her labia. With each arc she raised her ass higher off his body, letting his erection pop up a little higher before squashing it back down against his stomach again.

 Mike cupped her breasts in his hands. He felt them rise up and down as she pretended to fuck him.


 Then she was really fucking him.


 Or was she?


 It felt strange. She rose up high enough for his cock to slide inside her and then engulfed it totally as she sat down. It didn’t feel like he’d entered the moist channel of a vagina though, more like he was penetrating her flesh directly, flesh that had suddenly taken on the consistency of extra soft putty.

 Arisa slowly moved up and down, pulling his cock deeper into the luxurious softness of her body.

 “Oh yes,” she moaned. “Feel how soft my body is.”

 Mike’s hands sank into her breasts. His fingers pushed into her softening flesh and vanished beneath the surface. Arisa was melting and he was being drawn into her body. She folded her body over his, absorbing his arms deeper into her body as she lay down on him. Mike’s legs were surrounded by the flesh of hers. She continued her slow pelvic thrusts, engulfing first his cock, then his balls, then his hips. Her soft flesh flowed round and absorbed him.

 Mike felt a brief flash of fear as he watched his body sink into hers, but he didn’t struggle. Her flesh felt so warm and comfortable as it engulfed him. The fear drained away and he felt only supreme relaxation. That relaxation grew as her body enfolded him and gently massaged every square millimetre of his sensitised skin.

 Her flesh squeezed his cock and a series of undulations ran up his length, gently tugging him to the point of release. He responded with a thunderous orgasm that shuddered through his body and shook his mind to jelly. His body tensed as he spurted what felt like a month’s worth of pent-up semen into her body. Her flesh continued to suck at his cock as she absorbed the great gouts of sperm he pumped into her.

 She waited for the tremors to subside before starting to gently squeeze the tension from his spent body. Her flesh held him tenderly as she began the slow and steady process of arousing him to the next erotic explosion.

 Mike lost all conscious thought. He sank into a warm cocoon of sensation as her flesh absorbed him and sent his mind to blissful oblivion.

 * * * *

 Darkness had fallen outside.

 Arisa sat cross-legged on the air mattress. The human’s head protruded from her chest and lay between the pillows of her breasts. The head’s eyes were closed and it hung slackly, its owner locked in a state of insensate euphoric bliss.

 His body was absorbed within her. He was a helpless captive of her flesh. She felt his heart beating within her, a slow steady thud that was hers to control. She heard his blood hurtling through his veins and quietened the flow to a serene stream. His nervous system was an open book to her. A maestro, she played every pleasure receptor in his body and submerged his conscious mind in a soothing ocean of bliss. 

 She felt the steady industriousness of his testicles and softly encouraged them to higher levels. When he was ready she took him to trembling orgasm, absorbing both his seed and the essence that flowed out with it. Then she gave his spent body a brief, sweet moment of respite before beginning the cycle of arousal anew.

 Mike was completely lost to sensation, unresisting and blissfully unaware as she leisurely drained the vitality from his body.

 A dark shape appeared at the base of the wall. It grew, unfolding like a piece of complicated origami as the darkness spread outwards like a stain. A female face, beautiful but as white as a death mask, appeared at the centre of the expanding midnight folds.

 Arisa sat unmoving on the air mattress. The human within her gently twitched as she raised his heartbeat in preparation for the next ecstatic release.

 “You’re too late Orchrhys”, Arisa said.


 “No,” the white face hissed. “He was mine.”


 The darkness unfurled across the whole wall. Black spines rattled at the fringes of the expanding black pall.


 “Not any more,” Arisa replied.


 The darkness rose up, as tall as the room itself. The white face, perfect and cruel, loomed over the diminutive girl sitting cross-legged on a bright blue lilo. Wicked black hooks rattled against the walls and ceilings like fingernails on coffin lids. A charnel perfume of orchids and rotting flesh spilled into the room. Orchrhys hissed her displeasure, a sound like saws scraping against exposed bone.

 Arisa was not intimidated.

 “You know the rules,” she said. “He has spilled his seed within me. He is my prey and my prey alone.”

 The apparition hissed again. Sharp talons rattled threateningly, but the demon made no move towards the naked girl sitting cross-legged in the centre of the room.

 “Find other prey Orchrhys,” Arisa said, “this one is claimed.”

 “Claimed?” The white face contorted in rage, the expression so malevolent the face could no longer be described as beautiful. “Your kind take liberties with the meaning of that word. Be thankful there are plenty more sheep for me to feast upon.”

 The white death mask receded back into the darkness. The membranous flaps of her body folded up on themselves like a complicated puzzle. Each fold made the black shape smaller and smaller until it was gone entirely. Moonlight shone through the windows and illuminated a plain wall.

 Arisa felt the human shudder within her as he reached the point of another orgasm. She wrapped her fleshy folds around his cock and gently milked him as he erupted inside her. She greedily absorbed his seed and relished the rush she felt as his essence flowed into her.

 “Mmm, you’re delicious, but if I take any more I’m going to do you some permanent damage and Inari won’t be pleased at all.”

 She let her flesh massage him with slow pulses, slowly bringing his body back down from the blissful overload she’d induced in him.

 “Somebody has to look out for the nice guys,” she said, kissing him tenderly on the forehead. “Otherwise the world will end up totally fucked and then there’ll be no sheep for anyone.”

 She relaxed her grip and slowly pulled the human out of her body. Her flesh was reluctant to give up its prey, but she’d long since learned to be disciplined. She pulled him all the way out of her body and lay him face down on the mattress. He was already returning to normal sleep.

 “You won’t remember this,” she said. “All you’ll remember is receiving a very relaxing massage from a beautiful girl and how much you enjoyed it.”

 * * * *

 Mike opened his eyes. It was dark. What had…?


 He was lying on a soft, slightly damp, plastic surface.


 The massage!


 Mike scrambled to a sitting position. He looked up at the beaming smile of a pretty Asian girl. She was wearing nothing but a pink bikini.

 “You fell asleep,” she said.

 “I did?” Mike said. “Oh my. I’m really sorry.”

 “There’s no need,” Arisa laughed. “It’s what I was hoping would happen. You’ve been pushing your body too hard. It needed a good rest.”

 Mike saw the clock.

 “Oh my. Is that really the time?”

 Mike was mortified. How terrible of him to fall asleep like that and leave the poor girl sitting around for hours. He started to stammer out apologies.

 “Shh,” Arisa said, putting an arm on Mike’s shoulder. “I can see I’m going to have problems with you. You clearly don’t know how to let yourself relax. We’re going to have to schedule some regular appointments I think.”

 Her eyes twinkled mischievously.

 “How about every month?”

 * * * *

 That night Mike slept soundly for the first time in weeks.

 The nightmare was gone. Instead he dreamed he was lying on a sunny beach while a pretty Asian girl with twinkling brown eyes gently rubbed tanning lotion into his back.





Knight vs. Succubus

 



 “He will come this way,” the shadowy figure said as it stared out of the window. Lightning flickered in the clouds as the storm raged across the land.

 “I’ll be waiting,” a voice, sweet and sickly like deadly poison, replied.


 “He’s fast and strong,” the shadow warned.


 “It won’t matter,” the other voice laughed. “Men can’t fight me.”


 * * * *

 The light was fading and the rain pouring down when Marcel saw the silhouette of the old keep rising out of the twisted trees. Whether it was godsent or devilsent could be ascertained later. Right now Marcel needed shelter. The downpour had soaked through his cloak and seeped under his armour. The track, already in poor repair, had been made treacherous by the torrential rain. Night was closing in and he didn’t want to risk his horse, Abbie, losing her footing on the uneven ground.

 He dismounted and led his horse down the side path that led to the building. The path was almost completely overgrown. Rain pattered heavily on the leaves above his head. It didn’t look like anyone had been this way for a long time.

 Marcel had hoped to be in Bresslaw by now, but the heavy rain had triggered a mudslide that had blocked the main pass. Although a local trapper had pointed him in the direction of an alternate road, it was so rarely used he’d been unable to make good progress in the rain.

 He cursed himself for not taking up the trapper’s offer of shelter for the night. The man had warned him he was unlikely to make it over into Bresslaw, but Marcel had pressed on anyway. He didn’t want to waste any time. News had finally come from King Charleson of Ludlovia and it was not good. Blight had spread across the countryside, rotting the crops in the fields. Now there was talk of a strange-garbed preacher fomenting dissent amongst the peasants.

 It was Japalance. Marcel was sure of it. He’d always suspected the demon had survived their battle in the tower and now he’d returned to spread his corruption in neighbouring Ludlovia.

 Marcel was the King’s Hawk, the highest ranked knight in the kingdom. He was the youngest man ever to hold that title. King Farrell had released him to go to Ludlovia, not because relations between the two kingdoms were good and Farrell wished to aid his counterpart, but because he knew he wouldn’t be able to stop Marcel from going anyway.

 The abandoned fort was a reminder that relations between Salopia and Ludlovia hadn’t always been good. There were many like it studded at key points along the border. Most had fallen into disrepair through neglect and this was no exception. It hadn’t been lived in for a long time. One of the heavy wooden gates had fallen in. The wood was already reclaiming the land as ivy ran up the crumbling brickwork.

 Marcel tied Abbie up at a small stable attached to the side of the building. The wood was warped, but it would keep off most of the rain. Abbie was uncharacteristically skittish and neighed her disapproval.

 “I don’t like it much either, but at least it’s shelter for the night,” Marcel said, patting his horse reassuringly.


 The light grew worse as the sun descended behind the hills and the sky was crowded with thick black rain clouds.


 “Hello,” Marcel said as he made his way to the entrance.


 He climbed over the fallen gate and entered a small courtyard.


 “Anybody here?”


 He ducked as a bird shot overhead in an explosion of black feathers. Other small animals rustled in secret nests. Dusty old cobwebs festooned the walls. Marcel found an old lamp and after some struggling with damp tinder was able to get it alight.

 He climbed a small flight of wooden steps that creaked and groaned beneath his feet. The wooden banister was warped and pitted with holes left by burrowing insects.

 At the top of the stairs was a small room that had once been a living room. Mice nested in faded old chairs. Rotted old books mouldered in a warped old bookcase. Everywhere was covered in the white sticky strands of spider webs.

 This had been built as an outpost, but at some point had become someone’s home. In the old days it was a frequent occurrence. Knights that had distinguished themselves during the war were rewarded with small freeholds. Now it was nothing more than a ruin. Some tragedy had befallen this household in the past. The residue of that evil still lay in this place. Marcel could sense it and wasn’t surprised the building remained empty and abandoned.

 Marcel gripped the Cross of Miura he wore around his neck. Marcel feared no man. Since turning eighteen Marcel had not been bested in combat by another man. He was the King’s Hawk by virtue of being the best. However, he also knew there were occasions when mortal speed and strength were not enough.

 He searched through the rooms. All were in a similar state of disrepair. Whatever human life had lived here had long since departed, leaving only memories to haunt the crumbling walls.

 In one of the upper rooms Marcel found the master bedroom. The former occupants had once enjoyed a degree of luxury. A large, canopied bed stood in the centre of the room. The canopy was moth-eaten and hung with dusty old spider webs, but the bed as a whole was remarkably well preserved.

 Lightning flashed outside and for a split second Marcel saw the room as it once might have been. Warm light filled the room with a soft intimate glow. The luxurious silken canopy was tied back against burnished wooden posts. Plush cushions were piled high on a silken bedspread.

 The flash of lightning faded and the bed was once more moth-eaten and dusty.

 Marcel’s body ached from the hard day’s ride. The bed might be old and worn, but it would do for the night. He removed his armour and peeled off his soaking wet clothes before gratefully collapsing on the aged mattress. Lulled by the drumming rain overhead, he quickly fell asleep.

 * * * *

 “Help me Marcel!”

 Marcel tossed in his sleep. The nightmare was familiar. It never changed.

 Japalance stood before him, a monster dressed in the vestments of a holy man. Catriona, Marcel’s little sister tugged hard, but couldn’t escape the iron grip he had around her wrist.

 Marcel hadn’t wanted his suspicions proved right. This was kindly old Japalance, the man who’d been like a father to most of the children, who put them on his knee and told them tales of far off lands filled with brave heroes and dastardly dragons. He hadn’t wanted to believe, but had followed Catriona when she’d told him the holy man wanted to see her that night. Too many children had vanished from the streets of Shrewston.

 “Unhand her monster!” Marcel cried before charging with his sword drawn.

 Marcel couldn’t have known how accurate his words would prove to be. Japalance was not the elderly man he appeared. That much became apparent when he sent Marcel flying back across the room with one dismissive backhand.

 Marcel crashed against a pillar, his head rapping painfully against the stonework. He collapsed to the floor in a heap, flickering in and out of consciousness.

 “Two treats for me tonight,” Japalance said in a voice filled with rusty daggers.


 Marcel struggled to clear his head as evil chuckles filled the room. His sister screamed piteously and was abruptly cut off.


 Catriona, no!


 Marcel fought back from the verge of unconsciousness only to see two pathetically small feet slide down Japalance’s gullet.


 “Noooooo!” he howled.


 The monster turned and smiled at him with a mouth full of sharp white teeth.


 Marcel screamed with incoherent rage, tears streaming down his cheeks as he lifted his sword unsteadily above his head.


 Japalance was too fast. He was right in front of Marcel before he even had a chance to blink. A claw-tipped hand grabbed him round the throat and slammed him up against the pillar, lifting him up until his feet were kicking empty air.

 “Seconds, yum,” Japalance said.

 Marcel shuddered with revulsion as a moist tongue ran up the side of his face. A burning smell filled the air and it took a while for both Marcel and the demon to realise it was coming from the demon’s hand.

 Japalance cried in pain and withdrew his hand. He ripped open Marcel’s tunic to reveal the holy cross Marcel had worn since he’d been a small boy.

 “A Cross of Miura!” Japalance said, his face twisted in both pain and bewilderment. “It can’t be.”

 Marcel took the opportunity provided by the demon’s confusion to run him through with his sword.

 There was a commotion at the door as men burst in to see the abomination that was Japalance reeling backwards in the centre of the room.

 “Gods Marcel, you were right,” Prince Terr said.

 Marcel ignored them. He pulled out his sword, but there was no blood, only a thin trickle of black ichor. It wasn’t a mortal wound, not for this horror.

 Japalance was in great agony, but he would recover. All he needed was a moment to smash this whelp.

 He never got it.

 Marcel squashed all his fear, hatred and despair down into a tight little ball. He became an automaton as he hacked, slashed and thrust; harrying the demon and driving him back across the room. The floor became slick with black ichor as Japalance was pushed back to the window. There Marcel impaled him right through the heart and watched as the horror tumbled out of the window and into the freezing Eigern river below.

 Then he collapsed and wept uncontrollably over the loss of his sister.

 He was just fifteen years old.

 * * * *

 Marcel jerked awake. Always the same nightmare. Always he was too late to save her and always he would be, as it wasn’t a dream but his own memory. Even back then he’d somehow known Japalance had survived both the fall and his injuries. There was a reckoning still to come between him and the demon.

 Marcel placed his head back on the pillow. He thought he heard a feminine giggle, but it was probably his tired mind playing tricks on him. He closed his eyes.

 * * * *

 This dream was different. He was still in the bedroom, but as it once was. The mattress beneath him was sumptuously soft and smelt of perfume rather than mildew and rot. Silks of many colours hung from the ceiling in a gauzy canopy. The bed around him was piled high with soft cushions. Scented candles illuminated the room with intimate light.

 Marcel felt a little out of place. This was the chamber of a wealthy person. Marcel’s own room was small and sparse with a hard narrow bed.

 “Ah, there’s my brave knight.”

 There was a beautiful girl standing in the doorway. A pink shift, light and airy, was wrapped around her waist. A creamy swathe of silk was twisted around her shapely breasts. Her flat stomach was completely exposed to Marcel. He saw her belly button was studded with a single glittering jewel. Her bright pink hair cascaded over her milky-white shoulders.

 Who was she?

 Marcel sat up, but made no other move as the girl crossed the room with graceful strides. He didn’t resist as she placed a delicate hand on his chest and pushed him back onto the bed.

 “Mmm, you look delicious,” the girl said, her voice husky with lust.

 Marcel was at a loss what to do. He’d never encountered a girl like this before. The girls of the palace were polite and withdrawn, their faces always turned to the floor as he passed. This girl stared straight into his eyes as she climbed on top of him, her long hair tickling his bare chest.

 “You’re going to enjoy this lover,” she whispered, the words dripping from luscious red lips.

 Those lips descended and met his in a kiss.

 Marcel liked this dream. He relished the feel of her soft lips against his as the kiss lingered. He enjoyed the feeling of her warm body lying on top of his.

 The mood was spoilt by a buzzing sound in his ear, like the angry whine of a mosquito. Marcel broke off the kiss and shook his head in an attempt to dislodge the nuisance.

 The girl sat on his taut stomach and slowly, teasingly, unwrapped the silk strips around her chest. Her ripe breasts fell unfettered before him. Marcel longed to reach up and cup them in his hands, to stretch his neck and flick her erect nipples with his tongue.

 The buzzing sound continued in his ears, loud and persistent like an angry wasp. He flicked his hand back in an attempt to shoo the nuisance away, but the sound continued.

 The girl wriggled on his stomach, getting back his attention. Marcel looked up at her. She was beautiful but her eyes seemed as cold and as hard as the glittering stone in her belly.

 There was danger here.

 “No!” Marcel cried. He threw her off and her body dissipated into pink mist.

 * * * *

 Marcel woke with a start.


 The room had changed. Lighted candles revealed it restored to its former glory, exactly as it had been in the dream.


 Was this another dream?


 No, this was something worse. Something unnatural.


 The floor was covered in a billowing layer of thick pink mist. It glowed in the dim light with its own luminescence.


 The girl from the dream stood by the door. She’d changed. She was no longer just a girl. Her eyes were empty, like two pits opening onto a black abyss. Her skin was blood red and long hair the colour of night swept down onto her shoulders. Two leathery wings, like those of a giant bat, were folded up behind her. A thin tail, tipped with a flat arrowhead point, writhed like a serpent between her legs.

 “You didn’t like my dream,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “Never mind. You’ll soon discover I’m so much more in the flesh.”

 Her wings expanded and she raised herself up off the floor. She glided effortlessly to the bed with languid flaps of her wings. The pink mist billowed and swirled beneath her.

 Marcel couldn’t look away from her as he reached blindly to where he’d left his sword propped up against a chair. His eyes drank in the seductive curves of her body. The naked female form was an infrequent sight for Marcel and never one as perfect as the girl he saw before him, even with the infernal skin colour. He was helpless, transfixed as his gaze lingered over the ripe curve of her breasts, slid across the flat expanse of her belly, and was drawn finally to the hidden cleft between her legs.

 As he groped for his sword, unable to look away from the girl gliding towards him, the back of his hand collided with the pommel and knocked it away. He flailed for the grip, but was unable to catch it before the weapon toppled over and fell onto the floor. It didn’t stop there. Instead there was a clatter as it found a large crack in the rotten floorboards and fell down into the room below.

 No. His cross was gone as well. He’d hung it from the hilt of his sword before settling down to sleep. Marcel looked over in time to see both vanish into the mist and then hear the metallic clatter as they fell into the room below.

 He looked back. The demon was upon him. She crouched lightly on the end of the bed, her wings folded behind her. Her empty black eyes burned with desire as she licked full red lips.

 “What a handsome young morsel,” she said.

 She placed a hand on his chest and lightly pushed him down on the bed. Marcel offered no resistance. The bed was soft and her body was comely. He found it hard to think, his wits dulled by the mist shrouding both the room and his mind. He heard his heart thudding in his chest and felt his blood racing through his veins as her warm flesh approached his.

 “So muscular,” she purred.

 Her hands lightly caressed the taut muscles of his abdomen and roamed up to the solid expanse of his chest. She bent down and placed light kisses on his stomach and slowly moved up his body. His skin shivered in anticipation of every gentle touch of her soft lips.

 She crawled up on top of him. Her heat lay on top of him. He felt the points of her nipples brush his chest. Her lips continued their maddening ascent as she planted soft kisses in a trail up the side of his neck.

 “I’m going to enjoy draining your life,” she whispered softly in his ear.

 Her words galvanised Marcel into action. He knew what she was. Succubus. A foul demon that seduced men with lustful thoughts and sucked out their life until only a withered shell remained.

 This was not his fate.

 Marcel twisted his body and threw her off. He rolled off the other side of the bed and hit the floor in a crouch. He was back on his feet and ready to fight in the space between two heartbeats.

 “Stay back demon!” he warned.

 The succubus lounged casually on the bed. Her head was propped up on her elbow while her other hand covered her naked sex. Outwardly she looked about as threatening as a pretty young serving wench.

 “Good,” she smiled. “For a moment I thought it was going to be too easy.”

 Her finger slipped between the folds of her flesh and worked up and down. Her breathing grew heavier. Marcel’s attention was captivated by the motions of her finger. Her hips rocked against it and she gave a sultry moan.

 Marcel didn’t even realise he’d taken a step towards the bed.

 He shook his head, trying to shake off the tendrils of lust strangling his thoughts. There were no claws, no fangs, nothing to outwardly seem dangerous, just a pretty girl lying on a bed and pleasuring herself.

 He couldn’t fight her like this.

 Marcel ran.

 Unlike the bedroom, the rest of the house still looked as abandoned and decrepit as it was when Marcel had first entered. A thick layer of roiling pink mist carpeted the floor and illuminated the staircase with an ethereal glow. As Marcel stumbled down the steps he still found it hard to accept this wasn’t a dream. The mist softened both his vision and concentration.

 “The thrill of the chase gets me so wet.” Marcel heard the husky voice of the succubus behind him.

 He turned and saw her perched on the banister like a night bird. She spread her wings and swooped forward into the stairwell.

 Marcel turned back. It was hard to move fast down the uneven stairs, especially with the mist spilling over them. He managed to stumble down the remaining steps, but before he could make it through the door into the next room, the demon collided with him and pushed him against the wall. Lithe arms encircled his chest. Her thighs parted around his and he felt moisture on his leg as she ground her sex against him. The warmth of her body was all around him.

 “I’ll show you pleasures no mortal has ever experienced,” she whispered in his ear. Her soft lips pressed against his cheek in a kiss.

 It would be so easy to give in, to go limp and surrender to her soft embrace.


 Easy, and fatal.


 Marcel shoved her off him, spinning her away and into the far wall.


 “I like getting all sweaty,” the demon said with a smile. Strands of her wavy black hair fell down in front of her face.


 Marcel planted a kick in her midriff and the succubus yelped in surprise as she toppled over backwards and out through a window. Marcel allowed himself the barest glimmers of a smile as the succubus fell down out of sight. It wouldn’t be enough, but it would give him time.

 He stumbled into the living room, surprised to find he was out of breath. He felt like he’d been running for miles rather than the small flight of steps he’d descended. It was this damnable mist. Every breath he took filled his lungs with a cloying perfume that sapped his strength and filled his mind with unwholesome images.

 At least his wits still possessed some sharpness. He saw movement by the exit and quickly ducked behind an old armchair as the succubus strode into the room. Her eyes blazed with fire.

 “That was very unknightly,” she said.


 She strode haughtily across the room, kicking up the mist around her perfectly sculpted legs.


 “I should give you a spanking for being a very naughty boy,” she said.


 Marcel scooted up closer behind the chair.


 “You might like it,” she whispered lasciviously.


 Marcel tried to recover his breath, but every time he breathed in more of the perfumed mist entered his body. His limbs felt heavy. It had been a long ride. He had a strong urge to lie down in the mist and go to sleep.

 “The saintly types always do,” the succubus continued. “It salves their conscience. Let me be your temptress and we’ll do things together that would shame even the Great Beast himself.”

 Marcel snapped his eyes open. He had to stay alert. This wasn’t a dream. His skin tingled where her lips had brushed against it, eager to feel her kisses again. Marcel tried to put it out of his mind.

 “Or I can be your sweetest love,” the succubus said, “all innocence and light.”


 The voice came from above him.


 “There you are,” the succubus said as she smiled down on him.


 Marcel tried to jump out of the way, but she was already above him. Her legs tangled around his, stopping him from rising. Her arms encircled his waist and he felt the softness of her breasts against his chest as she fell on top of him.

 “I can be your tenderest lover,” she whispered. She kissed him lightly on his chest and his skin shivered in pleasure at the contact. “As soft as angel’s hair,” she continued before dipping her head down again to kiss his nipple. The kiss lingered and his skin tingled for some time afterwards.

 She was so desirable and Marcel felt so tired. The mist beneath him seemed to solidify into the softest down bedding. He jolted in surprise and pleasure as a warm hand encircled his manhood.

 “My silken pussy will feel exquisite even as it sucks out your soul,” the demon whispered in his ear.

 Marcel was reminded again of what she was and the danger she presented. It spurred him into squirming free of her pleasurable embrace. He thrashed upwards and knocked her body off him.

 The succubus was laughing even as she hit the floor. She got back to her feet with cat-like grace.


 “I know your type,” she smiled, fires once again burning in her eyes. “You want a devil not an angel.”


 Marcel turned and ran, embarrassed at the erection that flapped in front of him like an unwieldy pole.


 “I can smell it in your blood,” the succubus called after him. “You want a slut to lead you through all the unspeakable acts you dare not ask for.”

 Lies, Marcel thought, but his manhood, twitching in eagerness, betrayed him.

 He ran out through the door and onto the landing for the staircase that led down to the entrance hall. Glancing back he saw the succubus already swooping down on him. There was no time to be careful. He jumped, praying to benevolent gods to guide his feet to sure footing.

 No benevolent gods frequented this accursed place.

 He landed and heard a splintering sound as rotten stairs gave way beneath his weight. Marcel was thrown forwards into a black maw as the ground yawned open beneath him. He tumbled down into a cold dark cellar and the breath was knocked from his body as he crashed into a hard stone floor. Splinters, dust and chunks of rotten wood showered down on top of him.

 When Marcel got his breath back the first thing he noticed was the air was free of her cloying perfume. His head cleared a little.

 As he got to his feet a glint of light caught his eye. It was moonlight, shining in through a chink in the wall and reflecting off his holy cross as it swung from the crossguard of his sword. Both must have fallen down from the floors above and the sword had embedded itself in an old wooden cask.

 Marcel grasped the hilt and pulled it free. He took the cross and hung it around his neck. He no longer felt completely naked.

 The stairway had fallen in, but there were enough handholds for Marcel to climb out of the cellar. He stood in the hallway. Warm pink mist flowed around his ankles. The air was again filled with the tantalising odour of sex. Marcel put a hand around his cross and felt clarity return to his thoughts. The succubus’s mist had less of a hold on him.

 The exit lay on his right. A shaft of moonlight fell on the fallen gate. Night, and escape, beckoned beyond it.

 “Flee,” the moonlight whispered softly to him. “She is too powerful for you to fight.”

 Marcel looked back to the left, where thick pink mist cascaded down the collapsed stairs. Somewhere in the keep above lurked the demon. He was the King’s Hawk. If he did not challenge this demon who would?

 Marcel turned from the exit. Armed with his sword, charm and a new sense of purpose he clambered up the ruined stairway. Behind him the moonlight sighed sadly and then was silent.

 “Yes, come back to bed,” another voice, darker and infinitely more wicked, whispered in his ear.


 Marcel’s skin tingled wherever her lips had touched him. He tried to ignore it.


 “Come back to me, lover,” the voice whispered through his thoughts.


 Marcel was coming back, but he had a different purpose in mind. He tightened his grip on his sword.


 She waited for him on the plush bed, her legs stretched apart to expose the glistening lips of her sex. Her black wings lay behind her on the bed like a sheet. Glowing mist flowed around Marcel’s ankles, tickling his feet with teasing fingers. Black candles illuminated the room with a sinful glow. Unspeakable symbols were daubed on the wall in dried blood. This truly was a demon’s lair; a shrine to wicked pleasures.

 “Come to me, lover.” The succubus beckoned him to bed.

 Marcel strode forward and then paused. His thoughts were suddenly confused and blurry. Her perfumes swirled around him and filled his mind with fog. Her kisses on his skin tingled with erotic little shivers. His sword felt heavy in his hands. He lifted it hesitantly, uncertain of what he had to do with it.

 “Come,” the succubus ordered. She licked her lips and beckoned again. Between her legs her sex gaped wide, revealing a path to wicked secrets and decadent pleasures.

 Marcel’s manhood twitched. He stumbled forward.


 No, he was here to end this.


 He lifted his sword above his head.


 The succubus rose to meet him. Her hands rubbed up his chest and ran up his arm, grabbing his wrist and keeping the sword aloft. With her other arm she pulled him close, her soft breasts pressing against his chest.

 “You don’t need that,” the succubus said.

 She stared into his soul with her abyssal black eyes and transfixed him. Marcel’s wrist went limp and the sword fell from his hand. He didn’t hear it hit the floor.

 The succubus’s lips twisted up in a triumphant smile. She pursed them and exhaled a cloud of perfumed smoke into his face before pulling him close for a passionate kiss. Marcel shook and quivered in her embrace as lightning crackled through him. His heart thudded and shuddered in his chest like a caged bird.

 The succubus broke off the kiss as if stung. She eyed the cross hanging around Marcel’s neck and tore it off with a snarl.


 “Such a pretty trinket,” she said. She snapped it in half and tossed the pieces over her shoulder.


 She moved backwards onto the bed, pulling Marcel with her.


 “The things I’m going to show you, my little knight,” she chuckled darkly.


 She bobbed her head down and Marcel shuddered in delight as her succulent lips came together around his manhood. Her mouth sizzled with lust and all other sensations flew from Marcel’s mind as he felt her tongue tickle and tease the tip of his manhood. Her lips moved up and down his shaft, coating it with a substance that increased both Marcel’s ardour and length.

 She ceased her ministrations and lay back. She spread her legs and arched her back, presenting her dripping womanhood to him. An even more pungent odour of her sex filled the room, piercing Marcel’s nostrils with gilded fish-hooks as she reeled in her helpless prey.

 “Fuck me, knight,” the succubus exhorted. “Fuck me and seal your own damnation with your seed.”

 Marcel was lost. Her soft lips had smothered every inch of his manhood and now it throbbed with urgent need. Lust bubbled through his veins and boiled away all conscious thought.

 Marcel yelled a cry of loss and remorse as he plunged his manhood deep into her waiting warmth. Her flesh enfolded him, squeezed him, undulated all along his length. Marcel sobbed with shame as he pulled out only to plunge back in, deeper than before. Again and again he thrust into her, as if he was trying to pound out the guilt he felt and succeeding only in feeding it further as he luxuriated in the feeling of her silken flesh gliding around him.

 The succubus crooned in pleasure beneath him. She rocked her hips up and down against him. She pushed her breasts together with her hands and let her fingers toy with her nipples.

 The release came far too soon. Marcel gave a final cry of regret as he dove deeper into her and felt his manhood spurt seed into her waiting darkness. He trembled helplessly, frozen in an ecstatic moment of bliss as the tender undulations of her sex dragged out his orgasm, holding him in place as pulse after pulse of his seed issued from his manhood, until finally, spent and exhausted, he fell forward onto her body.

 Only then did clarity return.


 What had he done? What madness had possessed him and forced him to consort with this…abomination?


 The succubus kissed him lightly on the cheek, savouring the taste of his tears.


 “The first has to be given freely,” she whispered in his ear. Her arms encircled his back. “The rest is mine to take.”


 Her legs crossed behind his back, gripping his sides and holding him down on top of her. Within her he felt the head of his manhood push into the centre of a quivering bulge of flesh covered with a warm, sticky liquid. It gripped him with a muscular suction and rolled down around his shaft until his entire member was sheathed in warm, quivering flesh.

 “Nice and snug,” the succubus said.

 Her inner vagina rhythmically pulsed around his manhood, sending shivering sparks of pleasure crackling up into Marcel’s body. The motions, while pleasant, reminded Marcel too much of the gulping actions of a throat. With every pulse he felt a small portion of his essence pass from his body and into the succubus.

 “You can feel it,” she whispered, staring at him with her empty black eyes. “I’m draining your life.”

 Panic spurred Marcel. He tried to pull out, but her muscular vagina contracted around his manhood, gripping him tight. He pulled to the side and her body turned with him. She laughed at his efforts.

 “There’s no escape now, poor little knight,” she said.

 She crossed her legs together hard behind Marcel’s back. He fell forward onto the soft pillows of her breasts. His hips drove his manhood deep into her wet warmth and he croaked both in fear and pleasure as a second orgasm, more powerful than the first, racked his body. Her vagina sucked and pulsated around his manhood and he felt more than just his seed flow from his body.

 He collapsed on her, spent again. Even after such a powerful emission his manhood remained erect, kept hard by the infernal motions of her flesh.

 “That wasn’t so bad was it,” the succubus whispered seductively in his ear. Her sex continued to suck on his manhood, drawing out more of his energy.

 “Let me go,” Marcel said. He squirmed in her embrace, but was unable to break free.

 “Aw lover, am I not giving you enough pleasure?”

 The succubus rolled him onto his back and sat in his lap. She pinioned his hands against the bed as she bounced up and down on him. The moist walls of her inner vagina slid up and down his manhood with liquid slurping sounds. Marcel writhed beneath her in helpless ecstasy. Her flesh slipped and slithered against his, filling him with indescribable pleasure.

 Satisfied he was in her thrall, the succubus released his arms and sat back upright, letting his cock slip deeper inside her silken snare. Her eyes closed in bliss as she rocked up and down. Her wings expanded outwards behind her like a dark shroud. Marcel’s stare was fixed on the curves of her full breasts as they swayed back and forth.

 Marcel realised he was lost. He was unable to stop his body as it thrust back at her.

 The succubus smiled down at him. Fires blazed in her eyes. The perfume flooding Marcel’s senses was tainted with traces of sulphur. Flames flickered at the edges of his vision.

 The demon moaned in pleasure and her cry was echoed by Marcel. He couldn’t stop his body from responding. Muscles coiled tight and then unwound with a savage thrust as Marcel spurted another great load of seed into her.

 She chuckled and rode him harder. Her vagina gripped his manhood and sucked, drawing out great draughts of his essence along with his seed.

 He was done. The gods had abandoned him.

 Marcel no longer had the energy left to lift his arms. He convulsed again as another orgasm racked his body. His muscles were withering before him and he watched in horror as his skin began to wrinkle with accelerated age.

 The succubus slowed her movements, letting her sex milk him with long, slow strokes. She lay on top of him, letting the heat of her body ease the chills growing in Marcel’s bones. Tenderly she lifted him up and wrapped her wings around him, enfolding him in a dark cocoon.

 “You’ve given me so much, lover,” she whispered sweetly in his ear. “Now there’s only one thing left to give.”

 Marcel trembled helplessly in her embrace, lost to the pleasures shivering through his body. Withered muscles bunched together in a last attempt to please his love.

 “Let it go,” she whispered lightly.

 Marcel gave a final gasp and released his soul into the demon’s black womb.

 * * * *

 The succubus stood next to the corpse on the bed and tossed back her black hair. She smiled, basking in the blissful aftermath of pleasure.

 “Enjoy yourself?”


 The voice came from the doorway. A pale, dapper looking man wearing the vestments of a holy order walked into the room.


 “Mmm, he was delicious,” the succubus said.


 The man, who was more than he appeared, walked up to the bed and examined the shrivelled remains.


 “Pup was a damn nuisance,” the man said. “He was fated to destroy me and nearly did. I didn’t dare approach him directly. I knew your talents would be more than up to the task though.”

 The succubus smiled. “The noble hero types never really know how to handle me,” she said.


 “And the payment is acceptable?”


 The succubus smiled slyly.


 “There’s been a change,” she said.


 Puzzlement creased the man’s brow.


 “I’ve already taken my payment,” the succubus said.


 She flexed her hips and the lips of her vagina parted briefly to reveal a small ball of white light about the size of a marble. The man was given only a brief glance before her labia came back together and the light was drawn back into her darkness.

 “A puresoul,” the man murmured, frowning.

 “I claim it as mine,” the succubus said, fires glimmering in the depths of her black eyes. “A soul such as this turned to darkness is too great a prize to be wasted on selfish pursuits. I can feel his hate for you even now. It burns within me. That is the flaw upon which my corruption will take hold. I will stew his soul in the darkest sins of my black womb for a century, until the light empties out and all that remains is shadow. Then I will give birth to an evil that will tear this fragile world asunder.”

 “Now Esqeta...” the other demon started.

 “You look concerned, friend Japalance,” the succubus said, a sly glint in her eyes. “Are you thinking of this young man’s hate and how it will have grown in the century it takes me to strip away all the goodness from his soul.”

 “You played me,” Japalance said, his face wrinkling in disgust.

 “The fates deal a strange hand sometimes, wouldn’t you agree friend Japalance,” the succubus said.

 She folded her black wings around her and vanished in a puff of sulphur-tinged perfume. Her mocking laughter rang in Japalance’s ears for some time afterwards.





Interrocution

 



 “So which Bond girl would you most like to fuck?” Aaron Dwyer asked.

 “Now that, my friend, is one of the great imponderables,” Brian Wolfe replied.

 Dwyer was the taller of the two men, but he still possessed some of the puppy fat of youth. In contrast Wolfe looked like he had been hewn from teak and draped in toughened leather.

 “I can’t really say I’d turn any of them down given the choice,” Wolfe said. “Okay, maybe not the midget with the knives in her shoes.”

 “That was Austin Powers not James Bond,” Dwyer laughed.

 “No no no,” Wolfe said. “Rosa Klebb in ‘From Russia with Love’. One of the really old ones.”

 The two men dragged an unconscious man along a plain corridor and into a small room, empty apart from a single wooden chair bolted to the dusty concrete floor. They propped the man up in the chair.

 “The crazy one in Goldeneye,” Dwyer said. “The one that crushed people to death with her thighs.”


 “Ah, Famke Janssen. Yeah, she was hot. A bit flighty for me though.”


 “I like a woman that can take care of herself if you know what I mean,” Dwyer said.


 Using rope they bound the man’s hands together behind the chair. Above them a naked light bulb, flecked with dirt and the crisp remains of incinerated flies, illuminated their work. They tied the man’s ankles to the chair legs and then stepped back.

 “So who’s this joker?” Dwyer asked.

 Approximately fifteen minutes ago, over on Burlingame and Rochester Avenue, they’d coshed him on the back of his head and bundled his unconscious form into the back of their Chrysler.

 “Best not to ask,” Wolfe said.

 “Yeah of course,” Dwyer said. “That’s Mr Koontz’s business.”

 The two men waited in the small room. The unconscious man remained unconscious, his head slumped forward as he sat bound to the chair.

 “What do you think of Mr Koontz?” Wolfe asked.


 Dwyer thought carefully about how he should reply.


 “On the level?” he asked.


 “On the level,” Wolfe replied.


 “I know he controls all of the west side...”


 “But he ain’t what you expected,” Wolfe finished for him. “You see a fat guy in silk pj’s that looks like the bastard offspring of Hugh Hefner and Ozzy Osbourne and you wonder, how the fuck did he get where he is? We’ve all been there.”

 “You hear some of the talk,” Dwyer said. “They say he’s soft, or mad. They say he lives in a mansion surrounded by his ho’s and doesn’t give a shit anymore. It’s hard to know what to think sometimes. I mean take this. I’m the new guy and you got me in on the wetwork already. Either I should be honoured at Mr Koontz’s trust in me or freaking scared shitless at the lack of professionalism.”

 Wolfe laughed. It was a mirthless sound.

 “Mr Koontz gives all the new guys an assignment like this. You’ll understand.”

 * * * *

 Ow, what the fuck, James Jackson thought. His head felt like it had been used as the ball in a volleyball match. He opened his eyes and stared blurrily at a plain concrete floor.

 Someone needs the services of an interior decorator, he thought. Urgently.

 He was sitting in a chair. He tried to stand up and realised he couldn’t. His hands were bound behind the chair and his feet were bound to the legs. He supposed he shouldn’t be too surprised.

 At least it saved him the embarrassment of vomiting the very expensive sushi he’d had for lunch over his very expensive Hamilton shirt. His stomach churned like a washing machine full of crack whores’ panties. Any sudden movement and he’d be adding his own bit of colour to the dusty grey floor.

 He raised his head.


 Slowly.


 Uh. His skull felt like it had been blown up to beach ball size and pumped full of raw sewage. It hurt like a bastard.


 There were two men standing on either side of the door. Jackson recognized Ben Grimm’s younger brother, but the younger man he hadn’t seen before.

 “Hey Wolfe, wassup?” Jackson said.


 Wolfe stared into empty air with stony silence.


 The door opened and a fat man walked in wearing a red silk dressing gown.


 “Hey Mr Koontz, how’s it hanging?” Jackson asked.


 “Like a long, fat pendulum,” Koontz answered.


 Same old Koontz, Jackson thought, a fat greasy shit with absolutely no idea of how ridiculous he looked. This was the same guy that ran the whole of the west side. A guy that crazy mad dog killers like Estevez and Winter spoke of in hushed tones.

 He was wearing white bunny rabbit slippers, Jackson noted.

 Jackson was less interested in Koontz than the tall, strikingly beautiful girl that followed him into the room. She was dressed from head to foot in tight black latex.

 Fuck, now that was a seriously royal piece of ass, Jackson thought.

 The girl was very tall, six-two or maybe six-three, even after taking into account the thigh length boots with high stiletto heels. Her long long legs were covered in rubber leggings so tight they might have been sprayed on. A tight bodice pushed up her full breasts and gave her a haughty posture.

 Haughty seemed an appropriate description, Jackson thought. She looked every bit the icy bondage queen. Her jet-black hair was tied back in an austere ponytail. Her full red lips were pursed together in a pout, like a precious bloom pushing up through a field of snow.

 Jackson wasn’t surprised her skin put him in mind of snow. For all her sensual appearance her posture radiated about the same amount of warmth as an open grave in Siberia.

 “So what can I do for you, Mr Koontz?” Jackson asked.

 “I hear you’ve been a naughty boy, James,” Koontz smiled, his two lips looking like a pair of mating slugs. A small pair of rose-tinted spectacles floated adrift in the fat sea of his face.

 “I’m always a naughty boy Mr Koontz. What specific naughtiness did you have in mind?” Jackson wasn’t about to be intimidated by a man wearing white fluffy bunny slippers.

 “I was hoping you’d tell me,” Koontz said, stepping forward until his face filled Jackson’s field of view like a lunar eclipse.

 Jackson smiled back at him.

 Koontz was fishing. He was giving Jackson’s tree a little shake, just to see what fell out. And the answer to that question was nothing. Jackson’s shit was too together for that.

 “What can I say Mr Koontz? I’d love to help you, what with you being the boss and all, and what a wonderful boss might I add, but I think there’s been a misunderstanding somewhere. You know me. I’ve always been loyal and hard-working.”

 “Indeed you have James,” Koontz said. “Crain Hill has certainly become far more productive since you took over the reins.”


 “The girls need a little extra encouragement now and again,” Jackson smiled.


 “So I’ve heard,” Koontz said. “I hear many things.”


 “So how about untying these ropes so I can get back to my girls? You never know what they might get up to without careful supervision.”

 “That’s up to Physalia not me,” Koontz smiled. He turned, revealing a wide expanse of red silk that covered his back like a tent. He walked to the door, motioning for the two guards to follow him. At the exit he turned and smiled back at Jackson. “Have fun.”

 Physalia stepped forwards, her stiletto heels making little clicking sounds on the hard concrete floor. Her shiny latex catsuit glistened like oil beneath the light bulb.

 “So it’s you and me babe, all alone,” Jackson said.

 Physalia stared down at him, her cold face totally unreadable. Her body was totally hot though, Jackson thought. A narrow wasp waist bloomed into wide sexy hips and flowed on into long slim legs that would have graced any catwalk.

 “There’s all kinds of fun we could get up to,” Jackson continued.


 Physalia’s sumptuous bee-stung lips turned up in a little half smile.


 “See, is that a little smile,” Jackson said. “It’s my natural charm you see. I just can’t help it.”


 Physalia loosened the laces of her bodice, showing Jackson a little more of her voluptuous cleavage.


 “You have a very nice pair of breasts there, if you don’t mind me saying. I know some girls get a little prickly about it so I’d just like to add that my appreciation of your breasts doesn’t mean I see you as nothing more than an object. I’m sure you have a fine brain and a fascinating personality and I’m just itching to get to know them better. But right now I’d just like to say you have a really nice pair of breasts.”

 Jackson looked down her body to where the trim lines of her thigh and calves were sheathed in a second skin of tight black latex. Put on a pair of hooves and they’d shame a champion racehorse.

 “Can I also point out that you also have a fabulous pair of legs? I know some girls feel a little threatened when men compliment them, but there’s no need to feel that with me. I just felt the need to tell you that your legs, and your breasts, and that sexy little tush you got there, are all extremely beautiful.”

 Physalia walked up to him and leaned over. Looking down he got more of a look at the slopes of her pale breasts. He also caught the scent of her perfume. It was delicate and fragrant, but for some reason reminded him of funeral parlours.

 “May I again complement you on your exceptionally nice breasts,” Jackson said. “I know these things. I consider myself to be a connoisseur of the female form. We should go into business together. I’ve got contacts. I could even set you up with a little dungeon all of your own. With gilded manacles. How about it?”

 Physalia was wearing false nails. They were black like the wing cases of beetles. She gripped the front of Jackson’s shirt and ripped it open. Buttons pinged across the room and skittered across the floor.

 “Hey! That was a Hamilton! That was over three hundred dollars.”


 Physalia shot him an angry glance with her deep brown eyes.


 “Ah but it’s only a shirt. I’ve got plenty more of them at home.”


 Physalia ran her hands slowly over Jackson’s muscular chest, her fake nails tickling his skin. She reached his nipple and gave it a hard little tweak.

 “Ow!” Jackson said. “May I just take this opportunity to mention pain isn’t really a massive turn on for me. I’m not a wimp or anything like that. I’m just the kind of guy that prefers a kiss to a slap if you know what I mean. I know. Why don’t you pretend to hit me really hard and I’ll pretend to shout out really loud? What do you say? That way we can both be happy.”

 Physalia put her hands on Jackson’s knees and forced them apart. She moved into the space and went down on her knees until her head was just above his lap. Her fingers dextrously undid his fly and Jackson finally let out a sigh of relief.

 “He’s a right joker isn’t he, old Koontzie? He gets some goons to bash me on the back of my head, ties me to a chair and gets me all shit-scared and why? I mean I have no fucking clue.”

 Physalia pulled down his trousers and the boxers underneath until Jackson felt cold air against his cock.

 “So here I am, all freaking out and confused as to why my boss would bash me on the head, abduct my ass and tie me to a chair, especially given the shit-ton of money I’ve made him by whipping his Crain Hill ho’s into shape, and it turns out this is his warped way of showing his appreciation. I mean what a guy. He’s a complete nutjob, but what a guy.”

 Physalia lifted his drooping cock with her thumb and forefinger and pursed her luscious red lips. Jackson waited for the blowjob, but it never came. Instead she lightly blew on his cock. The warm air flowed around his member and incredibly it twitched into life, swiftly rising to a full erection. She continued blowing until his cock swelled up to its maximum length.

 “That’s some party trick, babe,” Jackson said. “You must be one of Koontz’s special girls. I heard a lot about them. It’s an honour to finally meet one of you. I’m at the lower end of the scale at the moment, but not for long. I’m moving up. I’m a man with drive and ambition. Stick close to me and I’ll get you business with the stars. Affleck, Gyllenhaal, Hartnett…I can make it happen I’m telling you.”

 Jackson was surprised she’d got him aroused so quickly, especially after he’d spent the whole morning fucking one of his ho’s. They were always so obliging when he brought round their weekly bag of white powder.

 Physalia stepped back. She was wearing the kind of rubber catsuit that had a zipper at the crotch. She unzipped it and exposed the fleshy folds of her vagina to the open air. Jackson saw she was already highly aroused. Her juices dribbled over the zipper and onto the shiny black rubber.

 Jackson looked at her unzipped crotch and for a brief moment he saw the superimposed image of a mouth full of razor-sharp teeth. He blinked and it was just a regular zipper again.

 “Fuck babe, now that’s what I call keen,” Jackson said. “I guess the sight of little old me tied to this chair is quite the turn on for you.”

 Physalia stepped forward and elegantly straddled his lap.

 “And there was me thinking you dominatrix types weren’t all that interested in sex. There’s a couple of girls I know that go all wet at the thought of beating the crap out of some dumb banker and watching him come all over the floor, but they’d actually physically vomit if that same little limp cock came anywhere near their pussies. That might also be because they’re more into each other if you know what I mean.”

 Physalia lifted herself up until the moist lips of her vagina rested against the head of Jackson’s cock. She put her hands on his shoulders.

 “Don’t get me wrong. I’m not saying I don’t want sex. I love sex. I’m just a little surprised this is what you want as well. You see I’m a little confused over this little relationship we appear to have here. I mean who exactly is getting their Christmas bonus here. Mr Koontz wasn’t clear on—”

 Physalia slid down, slowly drawing Jackson’s cock all the way up into her tight vagina and performing the impossible by temporarily rendering him speechless.

 “Oh fuck baby. So that’s what high class pussy feels like.”

 She was hot, juicy and very tight. Physalia began to thrust her hips back and forth with a slow, steady rhythm. The full curves of her pale breasts rose up and down in front of him.

 No wonder Koontz was able to get all those big shot senators and judges to eat out of his hand if he supplied them with girls like this, Jackson thought. He felt the silken walls of her vagina stroking against every millimetre of his flesh as she moved up and down. He needed to have some words with his bitches when he got back. They had a lot to learn. Remembering to squeeze their cunt muscles so it didn’t feel like he was fucking empty air would be a good start.

 Physalia stared into his eyes and continued to thrust against him with slow and steady movements of her hips. He felt the smooth rubber surface of her catsuit as she moved against his thighs. Jackson wanted to thrust back into her, but being tied to a chair restricted his movements. It didn’t matter too much. She’d found a nice rhythm and Jackson was content to sit back and feel his cock slip back and forth into the slick warmth of her pussy.

 “You’re really fucking good, baby, you know that,” Jackson said. “How about you untie these ropes and we’ll really get down to it?”

 Physalia ignored him. Her hips kept moving up and down with the same steady rhythm as her sumptuous flesh sucked the full length of Jackson’s cock.

 “Oh baby,” Jackson sighed. He closed his eyes. He wasn’t going to last much longer, not with that luscious pussy giving his cock a thorough working over.

 “Oh...” Jackson’s balls tightened and he grunted as he felt them empty their contents into her warm pussy.

 “I hope you’re on some kind of birth control,” Jackson said. “Daddy Jackson’s little boys are quite the swimmers.”

 Physalia’s face was completely impassive. He could have sworn he’d felt her pussy vibrate around his cock in simultaneous orgasm, but her face didn’t betray a single flicker of emotion. Her brown eyes were indifferent as she stared into his; her lips were still pursed in that same bee-stung pout.

 “You really like playing the ice maiden don’t you,” Jackson said. “What’s wrong with a little smile now and again? Especially when we’re having such sweet sex together.”

 “You revolt me,” Physalia said. Her voice was elegant, cultured and about as warm as an artic wind.

 So she did speak.

 “Baby, that’s harsh,” Jackson said. “You haven’t really gotten to know me yet. I’m sure with time you’ll find I’m merely repulsive.”

 Physalia was still rocking back and forth in his lap with the same steady rhythm. Jackson was surprised to find his erection showed no signs of receding either. Even after just coming it was rock hard and eager to be engulfed in the dark warmth of her pussy.

 “Damn girl, you’re like human Viagra. I gotta get you to come and teach my girls some tricks. No wonder Mr Koontz has all those city bigwigs doing whatever he tells them.”

 “I’m not a hooker,” Physalia said. She continued to rise up and down on his cock with steady thrusts of her hips.

 He closed his eyes and grunted as her pussy effortlessly stroked his cock to a second orgasm.

 Wow, so soon. That one caught Jackson unawares. He lay back and savoured the feeling as his cock spurted another thick stream of sperm into her moist pussy. He didn’t feel like he was finished either. Neither was Physalia. She paused long enough to let her pussy suck up his seed before resuming her steady pelvic thrusts.

 And he was still fucking hard.


 Where had Koontz found her? She was fucking incredible.


 “No? Then what’s this?” Jackson smiled.


 “Torture,” Physalia replied.


 “Torture?” Jackson had to laugh. “If this is torture give me an orange jumpsuit and put me on the next flight to Gitmo. Oh please stop with the fucking my brains out. My body can’t stand the stress of all these multiple orgasms.”

 Physalia’s full bee-stung lips twisted up in a smile. 

 “You know, I think I preferred it when you were all icy and impassive,” Jackson said. He tried to sound flippant but there was something about her smile that injected ice water directly into his spine.

 “It feels pleasurable now. The first few ejaculations always are, before the testicles run dry. After the fifth you will start to feel pain. After the tenth you will be in agony. By the twentieth you will be begging me to kill you.”

 Was she serious? Her eyes certainly looked serious.


 “You should lay off the crack you crazy ho,” Jackson laughed. “It ain’t humanly possible to get a man to come that many times.”


 Physalia cupped a black-nailed hand beneath Jackson’s chin and tilted his head up until his gaze was level with hers.


 “Whoever said I was human?” she said.


 Jackson grunted and his hips jerked forwards as his cock spurted another load of semen into her pussy.


 Again? So soon.


 “I’m a succubus,” Physalia said.


 “That’s nice babe. I’ll be sure to let you know if I come across any public transportation in need of oral stimulation.”


 Fuck Koontz. Was everyone in your household completely fucking nuts?


 Physalia smiled and continued to rock up and down on Jackson’s cock with slow, steady thrusts. She hadn’t changed rhythm since she’d started to fuck him and his cock still remained hard, even after coming three times. The soft muscular walls of her pussy stroked and squeezed his cock, stimulating his body to yet another orgasm.

 Fuck, he was about to come again.

 Jackson closed his eyes and thrust his hips up as another bolt of semen exploded from his balls. The afterglow wasn’t quite so pleasant this time as he felt a scratchy ache start up in his sac.

 “Would it be easier to understand if I told you a succubus is a sex demon?” Physalia said. “We feed off male sexual fluids like a vampire drinks blood.”

 “Whatever you say, babe. You might want to cut down on the drugs.”

 Five more slow, sucking strokes and Jackson was coming again. This time the pleasure was completely eclipsed by a burning ache that started in his balls and began to spread outwards.

 There was nothing left in his sac, but still his cock wasn’t going down. How was that possible? She must have coated the inside of her vagina with some kind of freaky Viagra cream or something.

 She continued to move her hips up and down his cock with the same regular rhythm. After the fourth stroke Jackson could feel the next orgasm stirring. There was no pleasurable anticipation of release this time. Instead Jackson gritted his teeth in preparation for the pain to come.

 It was worse than he feared. It felt like ejaculating razor blades. It felt like Physalia had shot fish hooks into his testicles and was trying to reel them up through his cock. He thrashed and squirmed in the chair as what started as a minor niggle began to build into a towering wave of pain.

 Jackson was no longer enjoying this.

 “My sisters are more tender with their prey,” Physalia said. “They get caught up in the sensuality and pleasure of human sex. They pretend to love their victims. They enfold them in feelings of euphoric bliss because they believe it’s easier to suck out their prey’s life fluids if it enjoys it.”

 Jackson gave a little cry as a seventh orgasm was ripped from his body. Fish hooks on tiny filaments had spread from his balls and into his lower abdomen. He felt them tear and pull his flesh as her cunt remorselessly sucked on his cock.

 “I don’t care if you enjoy this or not. You are food. I’ll swallow your life as easily as you’d drink a glass of milk,” Physalia said, her eyes cold.

 Jackson’s eyes were watering with pain as the eighth orgasm hit. White-hot hooks were embedded in all of his soft vital organs. Their lines trailed back out through the centre of his cock and into her insatiable cunt. She sucked and his balls exploded in a blazing supernova of agony.

 “No more!” Jackson screamed as his body twitched and bucked for a ninth time. A nest of ants had settled in his guts and were slowly eating him away from the inside. “We did it,” he added breathlessly.

 “I found out about the two mules coming across from Colombia from one of the new girls. We picked them up at the airport, cut them open, took the drugs and disposed of the bodies out by the old mines. The drugs are still at Montague’s place. This isn’t all. There are plans against the fat man. I can give you names. Stop. Please. I’ll tell you everything.”

 Physalia threw back her head and laughed. Her body juddered and shook. Jackson watched in horror as two great bat wings unfurled from her back and expanded in twitching shudders. They spread wide behind her, catching the light from the dirty electric bulb and throwing abyssal shadows across the room.

 Physalia tipped her head forward and looked at Jackson. Her eyes were gone, replaced with two empty windows into a vast abyss that trapped Jackson’s gaze and pulled him into a darkness that stretched on for eternity. Her bee-stung lips were black like the buboes of a plague victim. She opened her mouth to reveal long fangs.

 “Whatever gave you the impression this was an interrogation,” she said in a voice that echoed with the cadence of twisted pieces of metal rubbing together.

 Jackson tried to pull away, but he was tied to a chair that was bolted to the floor. The demon continued to thrust her hips against him in the same steady rhythm. Her tight pussy refused to release his cock or let it go down. He was still hard and helpless as his body continued to respond to the hot embrace of her pussy. He felt her hooks proliferate throughout his body until every soft tissue felt the remorseless tug of her cunt.

 No, not again.

 Jackson screamed as a tenth orgasm erupted from his body. It felt like a stream of boiling lava was flowing up his cock, burning it from the inside. He was still screaming when the succubus wrapped her leathery wings around him, enfolding him in a darkness from which there was no escape. Jackson kept on screaming and didn’t stop until the succubus had finally drained every last drop of fluid from his body.

 * * * *

 “Fuck, that’s some high class talent,” Dwyer said after Koontz left them outside to guard the door.

 Wolfe didn’t say anything.

 “Did you see the legs on her? And the ass? And those breasts? Fuck man. I know she looks mean enough to tear you in half in bed, but that’s a risk worth taking.

 Wolfe didn’t say anything.

 “And that tight rubber catsuit. I know some people think that’s too freaky, but me, man I love that shit. How tall do you think she was? Taller than me?”

 Wolfe didn’t say anything.


 Dwyer was still gushing about the girl in shiny black rubber when the screams started.


 “Heh heh. Sounds like she’s really going to town on him. I wish I could see this. Do you think she’d mind if I took a peek?”


 Dwyer stopped chuckling once the screams passed the hour mark.


 Once they reached the three hour mark Dwyer quietly apologized before turning around and vomiting on the wall. Wolfe looked on sympathetically. The screams no longer sounded human. They had become a pure distillate of agony that cut through the ear drums and bypassed the brain entirely before sinking talons right into a man’s naked soul.

 The screams stopped shortly after, bringing a blissful silence to the plain corridor.

 The silence was broken as the door opened and the girl walked out. She didn’t even deign to look at the two men before walking off down the corridor, her high stiletto heels clicking on the concrete floor.

 Slowly, Dwyer and Wolfe entered the room.

 “Fuck!” Dwyer said. He brought up a hand but it wasn’t fast enough to catch the stream of vomit that gushed from his mouth.

 There was nothing left of the figure tied to the chair apart from skin and sinew wrapped over twisted bones. Empty eyes stared at the ceiling and the mouth was frozen open in a soundless scream of agony.

 “Christ. Jesus fucking Christ,” Dwyer said. “What did he do to get Koontz this pissed?”

 “This was for your benefit not his,” Wolfe said, moving over to pick up the desiccated corpse. The wrists and ankles had shrivelled up so much the binding ropes had fallen away. “All the new guys get an assignment like this. It’s a lesson.”

 He picked up the corpse.

 “Don’t cross Mr Koontz and don’t ever go near his girls.”





Crushed Between Her Breasts

 



 Was this really the place? Nancy McCammon was looking at a small New Age shop on the corner of two narrow streets. ‘Crystal Soul’ was written on the door in bright pink letters. Whoever owned it had to be a complete flake.

 Still, Paula said it was the place to go so Nancy put aside her reservations and walked through the door. A little bell tinkled overhead.

 A strange woman in a heavy black dress that looked like it belonged to the last century looked up at Nancy and smiled.

 “Ah, you must be Nancy,” she said in perfect Queen’s English. “Paula said you’d be coming. So what would you like me to do for you?”

 * * * *

 “He’s a pig, a filthy evil pig,” Nancy said as she met up with her friends at Pandora’s Bar after work. The memories of what had happened at work still surrounded her in a bilious fog.

 “Hon, he’s a man. They’re all filthy evil pigs,” Paula said.


 “No they’re not,” Barbara retorted. “The real creeps just give the rest a bad name.”


 Brian Holder was more than a creep, he was a…oh god…had he really come that close to raping her.


 Nancy had never liked Brian. He was the odious little toad that had been given the job she deserved. She’d been running the small IT section of Songswan ever since Clive Little had run off to god knows where. When Rob Hambly had finally got round to filling the gap he’d put one of his old university cronies in the role instead of promoting Nancy to the job she’d effectively been doing for the past three months anyway. No, apparently girlies couldn’t be allowed to work with computers in case their tiny minds exploded from the technical overload.

 The casual sexism Nancy could have tolerated—she still liked her job and the pay was good—but Brian had turned out to be a groping lech from Neolithic times. They’d already lost two talented interns thanks to his grubby fingers. Fortunately he left her alone most of the time. Unfortunately, he wasn’t shy of telling her why.

 ‘Sorry Luv. I like my girls to have tits.’


 “So what did he do?” Barbara asked. “Last I heard you actually found an advantage to having small breasts. What changed?”


 “I made him look stupid in a board meeting,” Nancy said, savouring the memory.


 Not only was Brian a groping lech, he was crap at his job as well. Most of his knowledge was five years out of date and he couldn’t be bothered to upgrade it. There was no way Hambly would ever get rid of him, Brian being an old drinking buddy and all, but Nancy was more than happy to make him look like an idiot when the latest release fell flat on its face.

 “And being a man he obviously had to look for some form of payback to salve his tiny Cro-Magnon brain,” Paula said.

 “Yeah, he pinned me against the wall in the supply room and groped my breasts,” Nancy said matter-of-factly.

 It didn’t do justice to what had happened. The memory of standing in the dark supply room and suddenly being aware of his presence—reeking of cheap cologne—behind her festered in her mind like a poisonous mushroom.

 ‘You didn’t have to say all those things in there,’ he’d whined. ‘You could have told me about the problems before the release.’

 ‘I tried,’ she’d said, ‘but you kept reassigning me to basic maintenance tasks.’

 Then he’d pushed her forward, ramming her against the shelving. He was close enough for her to feel the stiffness of his erection pushing against the back of her thigh.

 ‘You made me look stupid,’ he hissed in her ear. ‘No cunt does that to me.’

 Grasping hands came around from behind and painfully gripped her breasts with iron fingers. His erection felt more prominent as he pushed it against her leg.

 ‘It’d be like doing it with a man,’ he said in disgust, releasing her shaking body and stalking off towards the exit.


 ‘Cross me again and I’ll really fuck you up,’ he said softly, before opening the door and walking back into the well-lit office.


 “You can’t let him get away with that, girl!” Barbara said. “Sue his sorry ass for sexual harassment.”


 “What’s the point,” Nancy said. “Even if I won I’d just be tagged as a troublemaker. I wouldn’t be able to work again and Hambly’s wily enough to send Songswan into bankruptcy rather than pay whatever damages they’d award me.”

 “There are other ways of getting even,” Paula said conspiratorially. “There’s a girl I know who has certain contacts...”

 * * * *

 “Leave it with me,” the woman in the black dress said. “I will see to it he is adequately punished.”

 Nancy looked around the shop. There were shelves full of crystals and tacky statuettes of unicorns. It didn’t really fit the mood.

 “What exactly do you mean by punished?” Nancy asked.

 The woman in black smiled and her brown eyes twinkled.

 “Wait and see,” she replied. “My friends take great pleasure in teaching lessons to the more unpleasant members of the male sex. I think you’ll find their methods most satisfying.”

 * * * *

 Nancy didn’t have long to wait to find out who the woman in black’s mysterious friends were. A few days later a new girl arrived at Songswan.

 “Hi Nancy,” Margaret from HR said. “This is Erica. She’s one of our new interns. She’s going to be working on some of the reports over the summer.”

 Nancy looked up at Erica, and looked up and up.

 Nancy was tall for a woman and Erica easily dwarfed her. The new intern was over six foot tall and the word amazon fit her perfectly. She was wearing a tight red T-shirt and Nancy was shocked at the size of the girl’s chest.

 Were those real?

 Looking around the office, Nancy saw most of her junior developers had stopped what they were doing to stare in the direction of the new intern. She wasn’t exactly surprised.

 How big were they? Did they even have a cup size that big? Nancy barely made an A and couldn’t help but feel a little envious on seeing Erica’s chest.

 Stop staring. The poor girl probably gets enough of that from every lech she runs across.

 “Hi,” Nancy said. “I’m Nancy. I’m one of the senior developers here and I’ll probably be the one setting you your projects over the summer.”

 She took the new intern off Margaret’s hands and showed her round the office. Wherever they went heads swivelled around to follow them. At first Nancy was worried Brian had somehow insinuated himself in the HR department and got them to hire a piece of brainless office eye-candy, but after talking a little she was relieved to find the girl also had a brain to go along with her body. She knew her ASP from her C# and could probably be trusted to get some of the grunt work reports done.

 However, Nancy was a little concerned about the effect her new intern might have on the rest of her staff. Especially after seeing Chris, one of her junior programmers, trip over himself while trying to simultaneously look backwards and walk forwards at the same time.

 “Sorry,” he stammered, pushing his spectacles up his nose and rushing off.

 Maybe big breasts weren’t all they were cracked up to be, Nancy thought, watching as Chris looked back at them and fell over the photocopier.

 “You get used to it,” Erica said. “Most of the time it’s flattering and a little sweet.”

 “The guys here are fine,” Nancy said. “They’re a little introverted and sometimes maddeningly awkward, but for the most part they’re okay.”

 She spotted Brian as he trundled around the office on his ‘rounds.’


 “With some exceptions,” she added. “I don’t want to put you off working here, but I would advise staying away from him.”


 “Oh. Why?”


 “His hands have a habit of touching bits they shouldn’t.”


 Erica looked at Brian and smiled. Her face suddenly took on a very different expression from the excited student she’d seemed to be up until this moment.

 “I know,” she said.


 Another girl entered the kitchen from the other side. She was also tall and very busty. A brunette to Erica’s blonde.


 “He’s the real reason why we’re here,” Erica smiled.


 * * * *

 Some men are leg men. Other men are bottom men. Brian Holder was most definitely a breast man. So when he saw the new intern for his department his eyes nearly popped out of his head.

 They were enormous. Her red T-shirt barely contained her overflowing mammary goodness. An honest-to-god Viking valkyrie with long blonde hair had walked into Brian’s office. What had he done to deserve such good fortune?

 His right hand twitched in excitement. He longed to get a feel—just a little cup—of those breasts. What would it be like to dig his fingers into that soft, ample flesh?

 But first it was time for introductions. This was his department, he was boss and it was his duty as a good manager to make his new staff feel at home. Smiling happily Brian bounced over to where the new girl was waiting while the techs set up her workstation.

 Ah, this could be awkward, Brian thought, noticing Nancy was standing right behind her.

 He hadn’t spoken to her since that supply room thing.

 He knew Nancy resented him for getting the job she thought she deserved. She didn’t understand there was more to modern IT than hacking code. You needed drive, vision and the business acumen to implement tomorrow’s solutions today. That was far more important than knowing off by heart all the latest Microsoft specs. He had other people to do that anyway.

 Or thought he had until she’d deliberately made him look like an idiot in front of the board. This was a cushy job and there was no way he was going to let that flat-chested cunt take it away from him. Rob might be a mate, but he was also a ruthless fucker as well. He’d have no qualms about pulling the trigger if Brian fucked up one time too many.

 He’d been so mad when he’d confronted her in the supply room.

 He hadn’t meant to grab and threaten her though. That was a heat of the moment thing.

 He had thought about apologising, maybe buying her a drink or something, but he hadn’t got round to it in the end. It didn’t seem to matter anyway as she’d been a good sport and not made a fuss. She was a professional; she knew these things sometimes happened in the high-pressure environment of the modern office.

 Brian wasn’t interested in the moody cow at this particular moment anyway. Here was a gorgeous new intern and his hands were positively itching to make her acquaintance.

 “Hi, I’m Brian,” he said, flashing her his most winning smile. “I’m the guy in charge around here.”

 “Erica,” the girl replied, smiling with fresh-faced innocence. “I’m the new intern. I’ll be working here over the summer.”

 “I’m sure you’ll enjoy your time here,” Brian smiled. “If you ever have any problems or just want a chat, my door is always open. We keep a nice friendly office here.”

 “That’s nice to hear,” Erica said. “I much prefer working at a place that maintains friendly relationships between the staff.”

 Was it him or did Erica emphasise ‘relationships’? Intriguing. This might bear further exploration, he thought.

 Brian went for his first grope a few hours later, when he and Erica were alone in the kitchen. He didn’t see anything wrong with a little pinch. It was a way of showing his appreciation. It was only the feminazi’s that spoiled everything. If they had their way everyone would have to walk around in sealed plastic bags.

 He stumbled—an accident really—and just happened to fall against Erica. It was purely accidental that while putting out a hand to steady himself he happened to cup her breast.

 Excitement surged up his wrist as his hand felt the soft globe of her breast beneath her T-shirt.


 She wasn’t wearing a bra!


 His finger brushed against her nipple and he was surprised to find it was erect.


 He apologised for his clumsiness and gave her a wink as he moved away. Erica smiled back with less than complete innocence.


 Intriguing.


 Later, he was making a cup of coffee in the kitchen when he felt a little jolt travel up from his ass. Someone had actually pinched his bottom.

 Startled, Brian looked around. Erica smiled back at him and winked before leaving the kitchen.

 Intriguing. Very Intriguing.

 He got his second grope in the tight confines of the filing room. He’d put out hands to hold her sides as he squeezed by, but one had missed and come up against a ripe breast instead.

 Normally Brian would pull his hand away, apologize with a rakish grin and then move on. This time he didn’t get a chance as Erica’s hand came up and trapped his hand against her breast, forcing his cheeky touch into a full blown grope.

 Erica sighed and shuddered with pleasure.


 Now wasn’t this a turn up for the books.


 “Men in positions of authority make me so wet,” Erica said. “Is there some place private we can go after everyone’s left?”


 Brian was so stunned he didn’t really know what to say.


 Still holding his hand against her breast, Erica turned around. She grabbed his other hand and brought it up to rest against the soft globe of her other breast. She flashed him a dirty grin.

 “I always like to be on good relations with my boss,” Erica smiled. “It makes life so much easier.”


 She squeezed his hands against her soft breasts.


 “The supply room, five-thirty,” Brian said.


 * * * *

 Nancy was hiding at the back of the supply room where Erica had told her to wait.


 “The show starts at five-thirty,” she’d told her.


 “So what exactly is this show?” Nancy had asked.


 “I don’t want to spoil the surprise,” Erica had smiled. “Let’s just say we find the most entrenched of chauvinists respond very well to humiliation.”

 * * * *

 Brian buzzed with excitement for the rest of the afternoon. There was no way he could concentrate on work. Instead he watched the minute-hand crawl round the clock, shuffled papers and read websites in the illusion of doing work.

 As soon as the clock hit the thirty minute mark he left his office and hummed as he walked to the supply room. Erica was waiting for him by the door. She saw him coming and deliberately struck an alluring pose.

 Those breasts were something else, Brian thought.

 Sensible girl as well, he thought. She knew how the world operated. Keep your boss sweet and all kinds of doors opened up for you.

 Erica smiled as she opened the door. They were barely through the door before she gripped the bottom of her tight red shirt and pulled it up over her head.

 She wasn’t wearing a bra underneath. Brian stood there and stared at her breasts in stunned appreciation. They were enormous. They were perfect.

 They were real as well. He couldn’t see any scars and they didn’t have that hard plastic look of fake breasts.

 Brian was a breast connoisseur. He had all the ‘specialist’ porn. Erica surpassed all but the mutants that fell across the boundary from hot to freakshow. Her breasts stood at that line, firm and proud as they challenged all comers.

 “You can touch them,” Erica smiled. “I like them being touched.”

 Brian held out his hand, hesitant at first, caught between the desire to feel that soft flesh and held back by a fear of desecrating something priceless.

 His hands cupped around her nipples, eliciting a gentle sigh from his valkyrie. He caressed and fondled around the circumference, feeling their warm weight against his hands. He tweaked her nipples, feeling them stiffen between his fingers.

 “Come closer,” Erica said softly, taking his arms and guiding them around her narrow waist.

 Brian stumbled forward. He was a short man and Erica was very tall. He didn’t have to stoop far for his face to be level with her cleavage. He was already bowing when Erica crossed her arms behind his head and forced his nose to dive into the deep fleshy valley between her breasts.

 This was fucking heaven, Brian thought, his face buried deep in the soft flesh of her chest. Her breasts were like two pillows pressing on either side of his head. He nuzzled his nose against both of them, smiling like a man who’d just won the lottery.

 A soft knock at the door jolted Brian from his pleasures. He jerked backwards with a start.


 Who the fuck was that?


 Erica smiled. “I invited my friend round. I hope you don’t mind.”


 She opened the door and another tall girl with massive breasts, this time a brunette, walked into the room.


 “Hi, I’m Eunice,” the brunette said. Brian goggled as she pulled a purple top up over her head.


 “We like to play together,” Erica said.


 “So when is he going to get naked with us?” Eunice asked. She pulled down her jeans to reveal a set of nicely toned legs.


 Brian didn’t need any more encouragement. He unbuttoned his shirt and dropped his trousers around his ankles as the two hotties stripped in front of him. His cock was already straining against the elastic of his underpants. He finally got rid of the constraining nuisance and stared at the two naked girls in front of them. Their enormous breasts swayed before him like exquisite fruit, ripe for the picking.

 Pinch me, I’m dreaming, he thought.

 Nah, this was better than any dream. Erica slipped behind him while he stared into Eunice’s ample cleavage. The two girls embraced with Brian sandwiched in the middle of them. He chortled with delight as his head was surrounded and buffeted by the four pillows of their breasts.

 Just when Brian was starting to worry he might actually get suffocated—what a sweet way to go though—they broke off the embrace with giggles.

 “You doing okay down there?” Eunice smiled.

 “You look a little flushed,” Erica said. “Maybe you should lie down for a while.”

 The next moment Brian was lying on the floor and watching the girls lie on either side of him with their heavy breasts jiggling around his erect cock. His dick felt like it was being boffed back and forth by multiple warm airbags.

 “And you do this at every company you work for?” he asked, incredulous.


 “Oh yes,” Erica said.


 “We always like to get on the good side of our bosses,” Eunice said.


 He didn’t know which department she’d been assigned to, but he guessed the head was in for a very pleasant surprise at some point in the future. Brian was getting it first though. It was only right.

 “Now come here,” Erica commanded.

 She lay back with the mounds of her breasts pointing up to the ceiling like miniature hills. Was it Brian or had her skin grown a little redder? The excitement must be making her skin flush.

 He could have sworn those breasts had grown larger as well.

 Must be his imagination.

 Brian climbed her peaks, licking and sucking at her nipples while he giggled like a giddy schoolboy. He plunged his face into her cleavage, rooting his nose back and forth like a pig hunting for precious truffles. At the same time Erica’s hand slid down to his erection, encircling it and slowly moving up and down.

 A finger tapped him on the back.

 “I think Eunice is feeling a little left out,” Erica whispered in his ear, following it up with a lascivious little lick.

 We couldn’t allow that, Brian thought with a smile. He turned around. Erica sat up behind him and he sat back against her. Her breasts made fucking wonderful cushions, Brian thought. Her hands came round and played with his nipples, sending little jolts of pleasure across his chest. At the same time Eunice smothered his lap in her breasts. Brian closed his eyes and sighed as he felt them move around his cock.

 Eunice warmed him up, but didn’t take him over the edge. Instead she stood up and began to run her fingers between the folds of her pussy. Wet juices ran down her hand and the musky aroma of her sex filled the air.

 Her skin also looked a little redder, Brian thought.

 Erica’s arms came down and wrapped around his waist. She pulled him back until he was sitting right in her lap. Her legs came around and then over his. She hooked her feet against his calves and pulled his legs wider apart.

 She really was a big girl, Brian thought. He was tucked in her lap like a child or a doll with his head nestled between her heavy breasts.

 While Eunice fingered herself in front of him, Erica reached down and grabbed his cock. The two girls were having a real fucking effect on him. He’d never seen his erection get as large as this before. Smiling with contentment he sank back deeper into her cleavage, feeling the soft cushions of her breasts on either side of his body.

 Either side of his body?

 They were big, but they couldn’t possibly be that big. Brian felt the swelling of her breasts all the way from his upper neck and shoulders right down to his lowest rib.

 How could that be?

 “Do you have him Eryx?” Eunice asked. Her voice had changed. It had picked up a discordant edge, like the echo of two pieces of metal rubbing together.

 “He’s nice and snug Eunectis,” Erica replied.

 What the fuck was going on. Brian tried to stand up, but Eryx had him firmly locked in her lap. Both her legs were hooked over his, pinning him to the floor. Her breasts were like two heavy duty balloons on either side of his body, their weight pinning his arms to his sides.

 “What are you doing?” Brian demanded.

 “She’s about to serve me a cuntful of freshly squeezed man juice,” Eunectis said. She could no longer be mistaken for human. Her skin was blood-red in colour and her eyes were empty black pools. Two little horns poked out of her jet-black hair. Her breasts were massive beyond even the most insane plastic surgeon’s nightmares.

 Eryx brought up her hands and pushed them into the soft balloons of her breasts. Brian felt soft pressure all around his upper body. He couldn’t struggle. He couldn’t even move as her breasts squashed against him.

 He felt weird. The pressure pushing against him flowed right through his body and settled in his cock and balls. His erection visibly grew another inch before his startled eyes.

 Eryx grunted and pushed harder, squeezing Brian in the fleshy vice of her cleavage. He felt his body give way against the insistent pressure of her warm flesh. Despite this there was still something highly erotic about the way her breasts wrapped around and pressed against him.

 He came.

 It was a surprise to him. She squeezed and the orgasm squirted from him. He watched in amazement as his cock spurted a thin strand of semen into the air.

 That felt fucking good he thought. The pressure lessoned on his upper body as Eryx relaxed her breasts.


 “He’s ready,” she said.


 “Mmm, you’re about to have one hell of an orgasm,” Eunectis said, staring into his eyes with empty black pools.


 She sat down and straddled him. The squeezing had grown Brian’s cock to porn star proportions, yet Eunectis’s pussy gulped it down as if it was no more than a pencil. Her slick flesh slid down his cock and pulled him into her body. It was like sliding into a deep, limitless abyss. The emptiness pulled at his cock with a cold hunger that could never be assuaged.

 Eryx brought up her hands and began to push her breasts together again. Brian tried to scream and managed only a pathetic squeak. The pressure mounted all around him as he vanished deeper inside her cleavage. This time he knew it wouldn’t end.

 Eryx gave an exultant cry and squeezed harder. The world was narrowing into a thin slit in between the edges of her breasts.


 “Yes, yes, give me your juice,” Eunectis exhorted, bouncing on his swollen cock.


 Brian felt all his blood run down into his groin. His balls felt like two cannon balls.


 Still the pressure increased.


 Oh fuck it was too much.


 Brian felt his cock twitch and then he groaned as he fountained sperm up inside Eunectis’s body. The relief was indescribable, like he’d relieved all the pressure with one pop.

 The pressure didn’t end though. Eryx growled and then squeezed harder still.

 The fountain became a jet. Eunectis’s vagina gulped it all down in strong, muscular waves.

 Brian felt dizzy and very weak. Still he couldn’t stop. The pressure was relentless. Eryx was squeezing him like a piece of fruit.

 The other demon added her breasts to the vice as they embraced each other. Caught in the smothering warmth of their breasts Brian felt his body collapse in on itself as he fountained all his juice into the emptiness at Eunectis’s core.

 The two succubi tightened their embrace, squeezing out the last few drops from Brian’s helpless body.

 * * * *

 Nancy watched in horror. She couldn’t run or look away. Brian was hidden between the breasts of the two monsters. All she could see of him were his legs.

 She watched as they twitched, drummed against the floor and then fell still.


 The room fell into silence and stillness.


 Still Nancy couldn’t run or look away.


 The two demons smiled with the satisfaction of sexual fulfilment. They stood up and a pathetically small and twisted grey shape fell onto the floor.

 “What have you done?” Nancy asked with a little mouse’s voice. “I thought you were only going to humiliate him.”


 The two demons looked at Nancy with their empty black eyes and smiled.


 “We did want you wanted us to,” Eryx said.


 “I didn’t want this,” Nancy said. She stared at Brian’s emaciated corpse.


 “Yes you did,” Eunectis said.


 “We saw it written on your heart,” Eryx added, lightly touching Nancy’s nipple with a long black claw. She was disgusted to realise her nipples were erect with arousal.

 Nancy recoiled from them, backing up against the wall. The room darkened and fathomless shadows slipped across the walls, floor and ceiling. A pool of darkness formed around Brian’s corpse and the body slowly began to sink into it as if it had been claimed by a tar pit.

 “You owe us a favour,” Eryx said. She licked Nancy’s cheek with a long black tongue.


 “You don’t have to pay right now,” Eunectis said. A clawed finger lightly ran up the crotch of Nancy’s jeans.


 “We’ll collect later,” Eryx said.


 The two succubi stepped into the dark shadows and were gone. Nancy was alone in the room with Brian’s corpse. That too sank into the floor and disappeared, taking the darkness with it.

 Nancy slid down the wall and put her head in her hands. The darkness had left, but a cold chill still remained. It would be with her forever.





Venus of the Red Lights

 



 “Amshterdam ish the washte dishposal capital of Europe,” the Irishman said, before drawing on a monster spliff.


 “Seems like paradise to us,” Rich Hutson said. He took a draw on the same spliff.


 Shit, this shit was potent.


 He coughed out some smoke before passing it on to his friend Shaun Laymon. They’d come over for a weekend trip to see the sights and more importantly sample the nightlife. Or rather sample the booze, drugs and hookers.

 “Ah but you shee,” the Irishman gave them a cunning glance. “All thish shit. The drugsh, the boozshe, the hookersh. It’s jusht the whashemacallit…honey…to draw in the shuckersh.”

 Laymon and Hutson had spent the first two nights getting completely wasted. Tonight they were trying to pluck up enough courage to cross number three off the list.

 “Look at thish plaish,” the Irishman said with an expansive sweep of his arm. Laymon caught the empty pint glass before it hit the floor. “Yoo got all theshe coffee—feckin’ let’sh be honesht about it—dope shopsh and where are they?”

 The Irishman fixed them with a mad eye. Hutson sincerely hoped he wasn’t about to throw up.

 “Right nexsht to the canalsh that’sh where. Now who thought that wash a good idea? One too many drinksh and…shploosh...” The Irishman mimed a diving motion with his hand and nearly fell off his chair. “…down in the drink wi’ yer. More than a few poor pisshed shoulsh gone out tha’ way I tell yer.”

 Laymon and Hutson watched the man’s antics in good humour. There were some right characters in these little bars.

 “And the shtairs in these buildings. You need fecking mountain’ing gear to ger up ‘em. I tell yer, one too many drinksh, few too many puffsh and urk.”

 The Irishman twisted his head to mime his neck snapping.

 Hutson could sympathise with that view. The stairs at the cheap dive they were staying at were fucking lethal.

 “And don’ ge’ me shtarted on the feckin’ tramsh! Or the feckin’ bikesh. A poor idjit off hish head on boozshe and dope ain’t got a feckin’ prayer in thish city.”

 Hutson stepped off his chair. The toilets were calling and he needed to offload some pints.

 “It’sh th’ plan,” The Irishman called drunkenly after him. “They draw in all th’ idjits from acrossh Europe, get ‘em so washted they can’ stand up an’ then get rid o’ them.”

 When Hutson came back the Irishman was face down on the table and snoring loudly. He looked at Laymon.

 “Right, let’s do it.”

 * * * *

 Laymon’s first exposure to Amsterdam’s fabled red light district had been on the Friday afternoon when they’d arrived in the city. It had been a real eye opener. They’d turned down a street and suddenly found themselves staring at a girl standing behind a glass door wearing nothing but her underwear and a smile.

 At that time of day the red light district was heaving. What surprised Laymon were the people he saw walking along the canals and down the narrow streets. He expected the sadsacks with the librarian glasses and furtive gaits; he expected the seedy looking businessmen; he expected the groups of beered up lads. What he didn’t expect were the number of seemingly respectable looking tourists. There were plenty of people walking round who wouldn’t have looked out of place at a museum or art gallery. There were even guided tours.

 The other surprise had been the number of girls that were jaw-droppingly beautiful. Even Hutson, who’d come to Amsterdam primarily for the drugs, had been impressed.

 “Wow, fuck me, I might be tempted by that,” he’d said on seeing a particularly hot blonde.

 Obviously there had been exceptions.

 “What do you think?” Laymon asked. He had a slight thing for oriental girls, but often wished they weren’t quite so flat-chested. This particular girl had no problems at all in the breast department.

 “Uh dude, you…uh…know she’s a he right?”


 “What, no way.” Laymon looked at her more carefully. She looked perfectly fuckable to him. “How can you tell?”


 Hutson pointed to his own throat where his Adam’s apple bobbed up and down.


 Laymon looked back…and then quickly turned away, his face glowing as Hutson cracked up behind him.


 There were all sorts of girls of all nationalities. Laymon and Hutson stopped in a street full of big-titted African girls. One of them, a regular big momma, tried to get their attention by tapping on the glass with a ring.

 “Go on, ask her how much,” Hutson nudged him.

 The girl had big tits, but that was pretty much the par for the rest of her body. Her thighs looked like they could crack nuts. Grim, Laymon thought, how did they ever get any business? Then he saw a stag party throw an unwilling groom-to-be through the entrance two doors down.

 “Go on,” Hutson nudged again.

 “You must be fucking joking,” Laymon replied. He was scared if he opened the door she’d yank him inside and he’d never get out again.

 A camera flash went off next to them and was immediately followed by a scream of abuse. A glass door slammed open. They watched as a sheet-white Japanese tourist hared off down the street with a big black woman in hot pursuit. She was yelling insults and waving a long steel dildo like a club.

 “Love this city,” Hutson said as they both cracked up.

 * * * *

 The red light district after midnight on a Sunday night was a different place to the red light district of a Friday afternoon. The tourists, and the crowds, had gone. The only people Hutson saw either tried to sell him drugs, were so wasted they could barely walk or wore the furtive looks of punters in a frantic inner battle with either their morality or cowardice.

 Hutson wondered if they’d left it too late.

 It was closing time, even for the red light district. Most of the doorways were curtained up, the lights switched off. The few girls remaining had a ‘last chicken in the shop’ look to them.

 There were still some good ones left though.


 “She’s not bad,” Hutson said as they looked down some steps to where an elegant brunette lounged in a chair.


 “Yeah,” Laymon replied.


 They stood at the top of the steps for a few moments, an awkward silence between them, both waiting for the other to do something. Finally they moved on.

 They found a blonde with the pumped up lips and breasts of a porn star. She sat on a chair and looked thoroughly bored.


 “Imagine those lips wrapped around your cock,” Hutson said.


 “Or those breasts in your face,” Laymon said.


 There was another awkward pause.


 “You gonna?” Laymon asked.


 “Dunno.”


 Neither made a move.


 “Let’s check out the others,” Hutson said, “we can always come back.”


 They moved on.


 They found a girl they hadn’t seen before in a small courtyard away from the main thoroughfares. She was in the corner, her glass door at the top of a small flight of steps. The lamp above her door shone with a green light rather than the UV blue of the other doors. It gave her long, silky blonde hair a greenish tinge. She was the only girl still working in the courtyard and her body looked good enough from a distance for them to climb the stairs for a closer look.

 She looked even better close up. Coils of green metal, exotic jewellery, looped around the toned limbs of a dancer. She wore a gauzy white blouse over her plain white underwear but it hid nothing, only added soft focus to the flesh beneath. Her breasts weren’t as large as the porn star blonde’s they’d seen earlier, but her features seemed softer and more natural. Her face had high cheekbones and combined with the aloof way she held herself gave her an almost aristocratic bearing.

 There was something about this girl the others didn’t seem to have. The brunette had flashed them a forced come-hither smile while the blonde hadn’t even acknowledged they were there. This girl neither ignored them nor tried to beckon them on. She watched them with a haughty indifference as if daring them to find the courage to approach her.

 There was another awkward pause, each waiting to see if the other would do anything first.


 They moved on.


 They found their way back to the porn star blonde, stood outside the door for a few awkward moments and then moved on.


 Hutson stopped Laymon after they walked around the corner. It was approaching three in the morning. The number of open windows was vastly outnumbered by the number of curtained off ones. If they didn’t do anything soon they’d miss their chance.

 “We split up,” he said. “That way neither of us will know for sure if the other did or didn’t do it.”


 “Meet back at the bar in an hour?” Laymon suggested.


 “Yeah, see you then.”


 * * * *

 Now should he or shouldn’t he, Laymon thought?

 He had the euros. All he needed to do was knock on the door.

 The prospect terrified him, but it was the pleasurable terror of a roller-coaster or horror movie. Mixed in was the excitement of what would happen once he crossed the threshold into the room.

 Laymon leant against the railings by the canal feeling raging hormones mix with the drugs and alcohol surging through him. Beneath him the canal was pitch-black and silent. His mind wandered as he remembered the Irishman and he pictured old decomposed skeletons hiding down there in the dark depths.

 There was still the stigma. Paying for it was like admitting you couldn’t pick up girls normally.

 He suspected Hutson had suggested they split up for his benefit. His friend was better looking than him and had more success with the girls. Hutson was just here for the drugs. Laymon reckoned he was already heading back to the bar to wait while his friend ‘sorted himself out’.

 So was he going to do it or chicken out?


 Fuck it.


 He had the euros and Rich wouldn’t know either way.


 He already knew which girl he wanted.


 * * * *

 Hutson walked up the steps. The girl with the shimmering blouse and green jewellery was still there. Her aloof expression softened to a smile as she saw him approach alone. He noticed her eyes were deep glittering emeralds. He didn’t knock right away. He stood at the top of the stairs, fiddled with the wooden shark pendant around his neck and puffed out his chest. Then he reached out to knock.

 She opened the door before his knuckles landed.


 “How much?” he asked, trying to sound confident.


 “Fifty euros, for everything,” she replied. Hutson couldn’t place her accent. It sounded exotic, and sexy.


 “I’m Venus,” she said as he walked through the door.


 “Rich,” he mumbled in reply.


 The room was small and basic. All it contained was a raised mattress on a wooden shelf and a small sink.


 She hooked a finger around Hutson’s trousers and sat back on the bed. He allowed her to pull him forward by his jeans.


 It was hot in here, Hutson noticed, although he couldn’t work out whether that was from the heating or his own lust steaming through his veins.

 * * * *

 Fuck, Laymon thought. He arrived at the small courtyard just in time to see his friend walk through the door into the girl’s room.

 Fuck.

 Fuck.

 He’d left it too late. They’d both had the same idea he realised, only Rich had come straight here while he’d dithered and faffed.

 Fuck.


 There was always the porn star blonde or the brunette.


 But he didn’t want them, he realised. It had been the girl with the green jewellery or no one and his friend had got here first.


 Jammy bastard, Laymon thought. He’d wait for him back at the bar and make up some story about banging the porn star blonde.


 Then he noticed that although the girl had swished the red curtain across, she hadn’t pulled it the whole way. There was a gap.


 Knowing he really shouldn’t, but powerless to stop himself anyway, Laymon crept up the steps and put his eye to the crack. Inside the girl was sitting on the bed and Hutson was standing in front of her. His shirt was unbuttoned and his trousers and boxers were down around his ankles. Laymon watched as the girl tore open a silver packet, put the condom in her mouth and then expertly applied it to Hutson’s erect cock with her lips.

 Wow, some show, Laymon thought, feeling his own cock stiffen in his trousers.

 * * * *

 “Yeah bitch! Suck it!” Hutson said as her head bobbed up and down on his cock. He grabbed the back of her head and began to thrust into her.

 “Suck it all down!” Man, she was good. She slurped noisily as her tongue flicked and teased his cock to full hardness.


 Then she stopped.


 What? She was his ho. She didn’t stop until he told her to stop. He looked down at her angrily.


 She put a finger on Hutson’s cock. “You get a fuck as well as a suck.”


 Hutson’s anger vanished as he watched her unhook her bra to reveal two luscious ripe breasts. She slid her white panties down her legs and then lay back on the bed. She used her legs to corral Hutson forwards towards her inviting shaved pussy. He noticed the bed was at a perfect height for him to enter her.

 “Are you going to stand there staring or fuck me,” the girl challenged, that haughty expression on her face again.

 It reminded Hutson of that stuck-up bitch Amy. She had long blonde hair as well. She’d completely blown him out when he’d asked her for a date. Been a right bitch about it too.

 This girl was his though. His ho. He’d paid for her so she was his and he was going to fucking bang the shit out of her.


 Hutson rammed his cock into her with a satisfied grunt.


 “Take it bitch!”


 Wow she was tight, Hutson thought. He expected all prozzies to be like buckets what with all the fucking. He grabbed her thighs and held her in place as he thrust back and forth into her.

 “Fucking take it ho!” Hutson snarled, slamming his cock into her again and again. He’d never dare to be this rough with a real girl, but she was his ho. He could do whatever the fuck he liked.

 “Take it!”

 * * * *

 Fuck.


 Fuck.


 Laymon watched her gorgeous breasts quiver as Richie banged her.


 It could have been him. Stupid dumbass chickenshit waste-time moralising moron.


 Motion on the bed caught his eye. Laymon wondered if the drugs were starting to make him trip out because he was seeing her jewellery come alive and creep across the rumpled white sheets like a vine.

 Fucking drugs. What was he going to see next, fucking mouldy old skeletons climbing out of the canal?


 No, her pussy lips swelling out into two great Venus Flytrap leaves.


 What the fuck?


 Dumbass chickenshit waste-time moralising tripping off your fucking head moron.


 He watched her pussy lips open out like a flower and then start to stretch and widen. Like a clam-shell, he first thought. No, leaves, he amended. Spiky prongs appeared at the edges and curved inwards like teeth.

 You’re tripping off your head.


 He was watching two great Venus Flytrap leaves grow out of her cunt.


 Tripping off your fucking head.


 Hutson hadn’t even noticed. His eyes were shut and his wooden shark pendant bounced against his chest as he thrust into her. The leaves were bigger than him now and he was standing right between them.

 * * * *

 Where had they come from, Hutson thought?

 There were two pink fleshy walls on either side of him and they seemed to be getting closer. Each surface was lined with pulsing veins.

 Were the drugs fucking with his mind, making him see things?

 The girl’s pussy was sopping wet with her juices. The air was full of a sickly sweet scent, like freshly mown grass, only much stronger. Hutson felt a little light-headed. It was hard to think. He tried to take a step backwards but something long and sinuous coiled around his legs, holding him in place.

 Hutson put out his hands. The walls were soft and pleasant to touch. The fleshy surface rippled beneath his fingers.

 His field of vision was now a slowly shrinking bar. Through it he saw the naked girl lying back on the bed. She propped herself up on her elbows and stared at him with clear green eyes.

 “You’ve had your suck and your fuck, now enjoy the ultimate pleasure as you bathe in my juices, my little fly,” she said.

 The walls closed around him.

 * * * *

 You’re tripping out of your skull, Laymon thought.

 Two great fleshy leaves had grown out of the girl’s cunt and snapped shut around Richie Hutson. Laymon could just about make out the shape of a human figure as it struggled between the two leaves.

 Tripping out of your fucking skull. 

 * * * *

 It was dark and Hutson was trapped between two fleshy walls. They were soft, warm and felt very comfortable against his naked flesh. It felt like being wedged between two gigantic cushions.

 There wasn’t much air in here, he thought, panicking.

 He tried to push out but his hands, and body, kept slipping on the slick, rippling surface. His limbs were allowed some degree of movement, but he couldn’t get enough purchase against the soft, yielding surface to move his body.

 The walls pulsed and a warm sticky liquid splashed into Hutson’s lap.

 Ohhhhhhhh. The touch of the liquid against his skin was heavenly. It sank into his flesh and sent pleasurable sparks shooting through his nerves. Somewhere Hutson’s cock had lost the condom and as the liquid dripped onto its naked skin he felt it jerk back to attention in a full erection.

 Hutson was trapped and slowly suffocating, but at that moment all of his fears were replaced by the urge to grip his cock and rub the wonderful liquid into his erection.

 Another pulse passed through the walls and a giant spurt of liquid gushed in. The sensation of his cock being deluged by the thick, sticky fluid was mind-blowing. Hutson’s body erupted with a monstrous orgasm as he spurted his own fluids into the juices surrounding him.

 The walls convulsed again and more of her juices flooded in.

 Aaaahhhhhh. Hutson was lost to the sensation as the fluids drowned his balls in warm, sticky pleasure and sent trails of ecstasy running down his legs. Hutson came again, even more powerfully than before, his whole body shuddering with bliss.

 The walls pulsed again and again as Venus spurted more of her euphoric juices into her pleasurable trap.

 * * * *

 Laymon watched the girl thrash on the bed. She was in the throes of orgasm, he realised. He’d seen it in porn movies but never before in real life.

 She wasn’t just cumming, she was gushing. She rocked back and forth and with each flex of her hips she gasped and pumped another load of liquid between her meaty leaves. The narrow join where the leaves grew out of her cunt bulged as each jet of liquid flowed into the trap.

 She kept gasping and pumping and the leaves started to puff up as more and more liquid gushed into them. They were fully swollen now. A small dribble of sticky yellow liquid oozed out from between the edges and dripped onto the floor.

 Laymon could no longer make out the shape of a human figure within them.

 * * * *

 Hutson was in heaven. He floated weightlessly in a warm fluid. A pleasurable buzz sparkled through his flesh. Around him the fleshy walls slowly rippled and contracted, gently massaging the wonderful sensation deeper into his body. 

 Completely relaxed he closed his eyes and let himself drift away on the luxuriating waves into a deep, unending sleep.

 * * * *

 The girl lay back, not sleeping but basking in the glow of deep contentment as her great fleshy leaves languorously pulsed and rippled.

 Laymon wasn’t sure how long she stayed like that. It might have been an hour, maybe longer. His feet were rooted to the floor. He couldn’t move or look away.

 Finally she opened her mouth in a blissful sigh. The leaves slowly deflated in on themselves. They began to shrink, getting smaller and smaller as they retracted into her body until they were once again the naked labia of her pussy.

 Of Richie Hutson there was no sign.


 He was gone. She’d closed her mantrap leaves around him and digested him away to nothingness.


 Suddenly the girl turned and looked straight at Laymon. She smiled and gave him a lascivious wink.


 Finally he ran.


 * * * *

 She’d known he was watching the whole time and didn’t care.

 Tell who you like, that last look had said to him. This is Amsterdam. You’re just another idiot who’s taken more illicit substances than his body can handle. They won’t believe you. They’ll say it’s the drugs talking.

 And if you push it they’ll lock you away for good in a nuthouse, Laymon thought.

 Rich Hutson was gone. There was nothing Laymon could do to bring him back. If he tried to tell the truth he’d only be throwing his life away to a lifetime of institutions, treatments, psychiatrists and padded cells.

 He told no one.

 There was a search. No one was entirely surprised when they failed to find Richard Hutson. Plenty of young people, drawn by the reputation, tried to take on Amsterdam and ultimately found it too much for them.

 Laymon told no one.

 He knew the real reason. She lurked in that tangled warren of narrow streets and stinking canals, deadly beautiful as she drew unsuspecting men into her sticky jaws, the Venus of the red lights.





The Soul Worm

 



 “What the fuck happened here?” Mike Thompson asked.

 They looked at the naked body of Karl Steer. They’d found him in the middle of the cavern, illuminated by one of the shafts of blue light shining down from the strange crystal formations in the ceiling. He was on his knees and staring up at the lights with an expression of rapture.

 He was quite dead.


 Thompson prodded him with the butt of his rifle to make sure.


 “Is that a smile?” Thompson asked.


 Damn creepy, Bill Willets thought. Steer looked like he’d been frozen in an act of prayer. His eyes were turned upwards and a wide grin was carved on his lips. He looked completely at peace, like some kind of Buddhist Zen master.

 Steer was a vicious bastard who used to get his jollies from pissing on Iraqi prisoners and wiring them up to the mains.


 “I’ve found Amott,” Bench called out.


 “Walker is over here.”


 Six men, scattered throughout a large cavern, all dead, all without a mark on their body and all looking like they’d just glimpsed heaven. Fucked up, Willets thought. The squad was spooked. They stood in pensive silence, lit up by the soft blue glow that bathed the cavern. An underground breeze gusted through the crystal formations and caused them to tinkle with an eerie melody.

 “We have found the remains of Squad Alpha, over,” Squad Leader Dan Ward spoke into his radio.

 “What killed him?” Thompson asked Ken Whale. The other man was on his knees and examining Steer’s corpse.

 “Not a fucking clue,” Whale replied. “There’s nothing on his body I can see. I wouldn’t be surprised if he suddenly started breathing again.” He jabbed a hypodermic into the corpse’s arm and withdrew a blood sample. “Maybe the lab boys can make something of it.”

 Willets stared around the cavern. The glowing crystalline rock formations provided a kind of natural light. Stronger shafts shone down from larger structures in the ceiling like spotlights. Willets scanned the stalagmites and rock formations with a practised eye, making a mental note of the possible hiding places and ambush spots.

 Ward finished talking on the radio.

 “Control are going to send down a science team to examine the area and retrieve the bodies,” he said. “Our orders are to secure the area and await their arrival.”

 “Fuck!” Thompson said, punching the air in frustration.

 It had taken them four hours of travelling through the tunnels to reach this cavern. It would take the other team at least as long to reach here, maybe longer depending on the general fitness of the scientists.

 “With all due respect sir, I’m not sure that’s a good idea,” Whale said. “We don’t know what killed these men. There could be a toxin or radiation in the air we’re exposing ourselves to right now.”

 “Those are our orders,” Ward said.

 Willets wasn’t too impressed with their squad leader. He was another in the production line of brash kids straight out of academy, smart but too sure of themselves. He knew the theory, sure, but Willets didn’t think Ward had the experience to make the correct decisions if the situation went totally fubar.

 In hell-space the situations always ended up going fubar. This new dimension the scientists had discovered was the very definition of fucked up.

 “Thompson, Willets, secure the entrance,” Ward ordered. “Bench, Ingram, take the left. Whale, you take the right with me. Maintain sight contact at all times. Secure a perimeter around the cavern floor encompassing the bodies of Squad Alpha.”

 Willets didn’t think that was possible. Their team was too small and the terrain too broken. Even the best vantage points would still have too many blind spots, especially in the poor light. He and Thompson took up positions on either side of the entrance into the cavern.

 “We should get the fuck out of here,” Thompson said.

 Willets scanned the floor of the cavern, peering into the shadows for any sign of movement. Right in the centre, where the light was strongest, Steer continued to kneel, frozen in a perpetual pose of worship.

 To what, was Willets’s thought.

 “And I mean right the fuck out of this dimension,” Thompson continued. “We don’t belong here. We’re only here because some old fucks think they can add a couple of extra zeros to their bank balance. It’s just like Iraq, only a million times worse.”

 Movement caught Willets’s eye. He tightened his grip on his M16 and then relaxed when he saw it was Ingram.

 “At least in Iraq we had an edge,” Thompson said. “Here we’ve got fucking nothing. The things we’re fighting aren’t even human.”

 Willets scanned across to the right, watching Whale as he scaled a small rise.

 “Command calls it hostile fauna, like it’s some kind of dumb animal that’s in the way. Fucking bullshit.”

 Willets switched his attentions to the tunnel entrance. Veins of crystal running through the rock lit up the walls with a dim phosphorescence. He could see down the tunnel maybe forty metres before it turned to the left. A cable ran along the floor. Alpha had rolled it out to both find their way back and relay signals back up to the surface.

 “I heard a story from a friend out in G-Division,” Thompson started. “His squad ran into some kind of monster. Had the bottom half of a giant spider and the top half of a beautiful girl. She had them all wrapped up in silk before they could do anything and then proceeded to eat them one by one.

 “She didn’t just eat them, she fucked them first. He hung there and watched as she made each of his squad mates fuck her over and over until they couldn’t anymore. Then she bit their head off and moved onto the next. She was about to start on him when backup arrived with flamethrowers to drive her off.

 “The worst thing, he said, was that the top half, the female half, was the hottest girl he’d ever seen in his life. He said he even jacks off to the memory of her. Can’t help himself. How fucked up is that?”

 Willets looked back into the cavern, seeing again the frozen form of Steer kneeling in the blue light.


 “Fucking fauna. Bullshit. This place is some kind of living nightmare.”


 Willets looked to the left and right. None of the rest of the squad was in view. He didn’t like that at all.


 “I got two daughters back home,” Thompson said. “I can face dying, even out here, but the thought of something getting back into our world keeps me up at night.”

 Willets thought he saw movement in the corner of his eye, a flash of something pale rather than the dull tan of their uniforms. When he turned there was nothing there.

 Willets gripped his rifle tighter.

 “If you ask me we should get the fuck out of here, close the gate and throw away the key,” Thompson continued. “There’s nothing for us here but madness and death.”

 Willets was getting steadily more concerned, but then he picked out Whale on the other side of the cavern. The medic flashed him the okay sign and Willets signalled back.

 “What do you think?” Thompson asked.


 “You talk too much,” Willets replied.


 “Well…yeah…and you smile too much,” Thompson retorted.


 The corner of Willets’s lip twisted upwards. That was about as much of a smile as he permitted himself nowadays.


 A cry rang out from the left hand side of the cave. Both soldiers immediately turned to the noise.


 Strange, didn’t sound like a cry of pain, Willets thought. More like—


 “Did that just sound like someone spunking the biggest load ever?” Thompson asked. There was no humour in his voice.


 “Watch my back,” Willets said.


 Thompson nodded, serious now. He raised his rifle and sidestepped into cover behind a rock cluster next to the entrance. He motioned Willets on.

 Willets dropped to a crouch and cautiously moved out across the cavern floor. He hoped Ward and Whale were doing the same from the right. He picked his way through the forest of stalagmites, surrounded by the weird blue glow of the crystals littering the cavern. The breeze played a haunting melody above his head.

 The cry had stopped. Instead Willets heard low liquid sounds, like water quietly sloshing through a pipe.

 A rattle from back near the entrance caused him to spin around sharply. Thompson was no longer covering him. Willets couldn’t even see him.

 Willets heard a noise behind him. He turned back and found himself looking at a young woman. She hung upside down in front of him.

 No, not a girl, something alien. She was naked and her exposed breasts seemed too large in relation to her slender body, like the impossibly perfect images peddled by disreputable plastic surgeons. They held their shape in defiance of gravity as she hung upside down. Her skin betrayed her as truly not human. It was translucent grey in colour and flecked with streaks of white and pink. A long mane of silky white hair cascaded down beneath her.

 Her eyes opened, revealing two multi-faceted blue orbs. Her bloodless lips curled up in a hungry smile.

 Light splintered and reflected off the glittering facets of her eyes. Willets’s gaze was drawn in and trapped within a maze of sapphire mirrors. His gun fell from nerveless fingers. He didn’t even hear it clatter against the floor. He stood transfixed like a statue as soft grey coils descended from above and looped around his body.

 Willets blinked uncertainly.

 What had happened?

 He’d been holding his gun and staring at an alien creature that had the face and breasts of a centrefold model. Then her eyes had flashed blue and…

 Thick coils of soft flesh were wrapped tightly around his body. They pulsed and undulated as strange liquid processes throbbed beneath the grey, slightly translucent skin. His first thought was he was trapped within the coils of a gigantic serpent, but the creature’s skin didn’t look like a snake’s. There were no scales. Instead the surface was soft and moist, like an amphibian or worm. He wasn’t really being constricted either. There was a gentle pressure all around his body, but it was easy enough to draw breath. For now the creature seemed content enough to hold him in place.

 Willets was naked. He had no idea where his clothes or equipment were. He looked for his gun and instead saw Steer’s kneeling body.

 He had to escape this thing.

 Willets gritted his teeth, flexed his arms and began to push out against the serpentine body wrapped around him. Willets was a powerful man, his body hard from many years of physical exercise. He grunted and pushed and felt the coils give a little.

 Perspiration beaded Willets’s forehead and the muscles of his neck stood out like cords as he continued to exert himself. It was hard work. The coils were soft and elastic, but they were also extremely thick and heavy. It was like being buried under a giant, water-filled tube.

 Willets’s face reddened as he continued to push outwards. If he could only get his arms free.

 No! He could feel his arms trembling as the exertion took its toll. Come on. A little more…

 Willets growled his frustration as he reached the limits of his strength. He stopped to catch his breath and the coils immediately squeezed back up against him, forcing his arms back to his sides and holding him immobile.

 “You won’t escape my coils like that.”

 The voice sounded feminine, seductive even, but there were strange melodies and cadencies woven into the sound. Willets found it disconcerting to hear English spoken in such a voice, doubly so given the voice’s sultry tone.

 Light hands rested against Willets’s temples. He shook them off and resumed his struggles. His first attempt had taken too much out of him though. He could barely move his arms from his sides and no amount of twisting or wriggling would get him free. Exhaustion finally won as he stopped to rest.

 “If you’re quite finished why don’t you relax and enjoy my embrace,” the musical voice soothed. “My body is soft and comfortable.”

 She was correct on that. Willets relaxed and the coils supported his weight. His head rested between two soft pillows. They were the breasts he’d seen earlier he realised. He lay there and tried to get his breath back. The creature caressed his head with light hands.

 “Doesn’t that feel comfortable?” the girl whispered in his ear. A flickering tongue tickled around his earlobe.

 Willets sank deeper into her coils. Her flesh slithered and undulated around him, gently massaging his body. Her skin exuded a subtle, perfumed oil that tickled Willets’s nostrils and made him feel strangely aroused. Her body rubbed up against him, pushing his growing erection against his stomach.

 “It’s okay to feel aroused,” the voice whispered lasciviously. “I can fulfil your desires.” She gave his body a gentle squeeze.

 This was wrong, Willets thought. The girl was an abomination, a demon. She wasn’t even human. How could he feel turned on by this?

 “I can fuck you.”

 Willets watched as she raised a blunt tail before him. The end opened out like a worm’s mouth to reveal the fleshy slit of a moist orifice. It looked perversely like a woman’s pussy, naked and hairless. Fluids dribbled out from between fleshy lips and the cloying aroma of sex assailed Willets’s nostrils.

 “It will be the most pleasurable fucking you’ll ever experience,” the alien voice breathed huskily into his ear.


 “What did you do to the others?” Willets asked. He could still see Steer’s still form kneeling in a blue shaft of light.


 “My sisters and I fucked them and then we sucked out their souls. They died in perfect bliss, just as you will.”


 The coils around his waist parted and the tail burrowed between them. Willets tried to struggle, but her body held him firmly in place. He felt moist lips pushing against the tip of his cock. They parted around his glans and he felt a thrill of pleasure as his cock slid into a warm, well-lubricated channel. It felt like a pussy, but it was the tightest, most tactile pussy he’d ever entered.

 “Get the fuck off me!” Willets yelled, trying to shake her off him.


 The girl sighed and engulfed his whole length. A fleshy membrane folded around his groin and balls like a suction cup.


 “Too late now, my delicious hunk,” the voice teased. “You’re in my coils. You’re in my pussy. Feel it suck you.”


 Her tail pulsed and throbbed with muscular motion. The soft fleshy walls of her orifice squeezed around and gripped his cock with a pleasant suction. Willets writhed in her coils as muscular undulations swept back and forth up his erection. He squirmed helplessly, his thoughts swamped by sensation as she played his cock like a virtuoso.

 “Mmm yes, you don’t really want to escape from this do you,” the girl breathed in his ear.

 Her body throbbed and undulated ominously around him. He heard strange liquid sounds as organic processes within her body gurgled into life. Bulges formed in her serpentine body. He felt them winding around his body as they travelled down to the tail orifice clamped tightly around his cock.

 Willets started to struggle.

 “What are you doing?” he asked.

 “The pain of existence binds the soul to the flesh,” the demon girl whispered. “I’m going to pump you full of something that will loosen the bonds.”

 Her coils squeezed tightly around him, holding his struggling form in place. Willets watched the flesh of her tail swell outward as something passed down it. The first bulge passed between the coils around his waist. It reached his cock.

 Willets ceased his struggles and his mouth dropped open. A warm glow started in the tip of his cock and then rolled down until his whole organ was enfolded. Her vaginal muscles lightly sloshed the warmth back and forth, letting the pleasant feeling soak into his cock. Her muscles squeezed and it felt like a soft white ball of peace and tranquillity had been pumped into his body.

 “Lie back and relax,” the girl said.

 Her tail pulsed again and more bliss flowed into Willets’s body. His back arched and twisted as the pleasure overwhelmed him. He sank into her soft coils as relaxing white light suffused his body. He rested his head on her breasts while she lightly massaged his temples with delicate fingers.

 “Yours has been a hard life,” the demon whispered as she played with his short hair. “I’m going to need to pump a lot into you.”

 The tail orifice squeezed again and Willets groaned as pleasure racked his body. His eyes rolled in their sockets as he writhed from the stimulation.

 Oh God, Willets thought. He couldn’t resist this for much longer. He tried to fight again, but his struggles were weak and half-hearted. The demon giggled at his pathetic efforts and pumped more bliss into his body.

 “Let it soak in and wash away all your pain,” she said.

 Willets was filling up. Whatever she was pumping into his body had no real physical substance, but it was filling him nonetheless, flooding his body and submerging his mind. Where before he had felt hard and lean, now he felt soft and bloated. She was filling him with poison, but her venom dissolved the spirit instead of the body.

 Her tail gurgled and pulsated as the bulges flowed into Willets with greater frequency.

 His memories were fading. All the hardships he’d fought and triumphed over were losing their edges and softening. The arid dryness of hostile deserts and sweltering heat of far-flung jungles no longer seemed sharp. The din of confused fire fights was becoming muffled. It was as if they’d become images glimpsed on a movie screen rather than his own experiences. Still she continued to pump more of her spiritual toxin into his helpless form.

 All the tenseness deserted his muscles. He lay unresisting in her coils as she squeezed and massaged his body. Within his mind he floated in a pool of warm milk. All his memories were drifting away from him and slowly sinking beneath the surface. At the same time soft silken walls gently stroked up and down his cock.

 No, they were his. They were him.

 “Now it’s time to feed,” the demon hissed.

 She faced him now. Her upper torso with its unnaturally large breasts rose above him. She stared hungrily down at him, her eyes shining like multi-facetted sapphires. Her tail orifice stopped pumping and instead began to suck with remorseless force. Muscular contractions rolled back and forth up his shaft.

 Willets’s memories spilled from him and were lost in the milky pool.

 There was Andy Owen, his first and only friend on the forces, smiling as they took pictures against a tank outside of Baghdad.

 There was the roadside bomb that tore Andy out of this world and taught Willets the wisdom of never getting too close to the men he served with.

 Willets floated in the pool and watched as the memories drifted away from him.


 “Let your pain go,” a feminine voice soothed. “Give it to me.”


 No, not that. She couldn’t have that.


 It was his worst memory—the car crash that had claimed the life of his wife, Jo. He remembered weeping as he held her bloodied hand in the wreckage and watched as the light went out in her eyes.

 No, she wasn’t taking that.

 He gripped the memory of Jo’s hand as tight as he’d held her back then in that mist-shrouded forest, still weeping as the paramedics tried to get him to let go.

 “Let go,” the paramedic had said. “There’s nothing that can be done.”


 No!


 “Let go.” The paramedic’s eyes flared like sapphire beacons.


 An alien girl with naked breasts that seemed too large for her slender body and the lower body of a snake or worm stared at him.


 “Let go,” she whispered. “Let me take away your pain.”


 Willets wept as he gripped his wife’s cooling hand. The shadowy trees were fading away, melting into a soft white light. Only he, his dead wife and the worm-girl remained.

 “Let it go,” the demon said.


 Willets shook his head and gripped Jo’s hand tighter.


 The demon rose up above him and put hands on either side of his head.


 “You think you can resist me with your pathetic memories of lost love,” she sneered.


 Willets was thrown back into the present as her coils constricted his body. He felt loose and swollen, as if too much liquid was sloshing inside his body. Her body squeezed him and sent the fluid rushing to his groin in a warm wave. The soft walls of her vagina sucked and slurped on his cock with steadily stronger contractions. A tickling sensation started in his balls and began to grow.

 No. Jo’s hand was slipping from him, sliding out between his fingers.

 “You think you can resist this,” the demon said, her expression imperious.

 Her tail pulsed harder and faster as she brought Willets to the brink of orgasm. Liquids gurgled and sloshed inside her soft body as peristaltic motions undulated down the length of Willets’s shaft. The tickling sensation in his balls grew first to an itch and then increased into a raging fire.

 Willets lost his grip on his wife’s hand and watched helplessly as she faded into the distance.


 No.


 “Yes!” the demon hissed in triumph. “Come into me.”


 Willets gave a loud cry. His muscles stiffened as he jerked forward and orgasmed into the demon’s sucking vagina. She sucked and sucked, gulping down first his seed and then the spirit that followed. Willets shivered in the grip of ecstasy as he emptied himself into her sucking flesh. He didn’t see the steady stream of bulges passing up into her body.

 The girl tilted his head until he was staring into the glittering blue lights of her eyes. “Let me take your pain. I will give you peace,” she said.

 Willets’s hips thrust back and forth as he gushed his essence into her body. He no longer cared. He was at peace. He smiled as he stared up into her beatific face. She was his angel come to usher him to heaven. The sapphire lamps of her eyes filled his world.

 Willets’s was the last cry. As the echoes faded the cavern was once again quiet apart from the liquid sloshing sounds of the soul worms as they sucked out and swallowed the souls of their prey.

 * * * *

 “We’ve found the remains of Alpha and Beta teams.”


 What had happened here? Alex Cederlund thought. The naked bodies of several soldiers lay scattered across the cavern floor.


 “What now sir?” one of his soldiers asked.


 There wasn’t a mark on their bodies, Cederlund observed. He recognised the big man as Bill Willets, a highly competent and experienced soldier. The big shit-eating grin on his face was completely out of character. Behind him was the body of Karl Steer, as nasty a bastard you could ever have the misfortune of running across.

 “Shall we form a perimeter sir?”

 Cederlund looked around the cavern. The scientists were already examining Willets’s body while his men were pushing on across the cavern floor. It was what Squad Beta would have done when they arrived here and found the remains of Squad Alpha.

 “Stop!” Cederlund ordered. “Everyone out. Now!”

 The men looked at him with stunned expressions.

 “These men were highly trained soldiers and something killed them without any sign of a struggle. I have no desire to repeat history,” Cederlund said. Or endanger the lives of the men they’d send to find out why, like Beta, his party hadn’t returned, he thought. “Pull out and mark the area as toxic.”

 Cederlund was last to leave. He looked back into the cavern with a heavy heart. There was nothing he could do here. Beneath the blue spotlights the dead men were as still as statues, frozen in their final acts of adoration for all eternity.





Foam Shower

 



 Patrick Pemberton’s late night swims were one of his secret pleasures. The final session, from ten ‘til eleven, was nearly always completely empty. Pat frequently had the whole pool to himself. Even the lifeguards were absent most of the time, either bunking off early or—if the rumours were true—fooling around with each other in one of the back rooms.

 He liked the peace and tranquillity. Outside, the air reverberated to the sounds and activity of the city. Inside, none of that reached him. The only sound was the gentle susurration of waves against the edge of the pool as he glided back and forth through the cool water.

 For Pat it was the perfect antidote to a hectic day in the office. During his lengths he let the chaotic bustle of work slip his mind just as easily as the water slipped over his back. It allowed him to ditch the everyday minutiae and focus on the big picture. There were some big deals coming up for his little software house and he wanted to make sure he was navigating it along the right course.

 Tonight Pat was not alone. Another person had invaded his private session, their presence sending ripples through his peace like a stone cast into a still pool. Normally Pat would have resented the intrusion, but this visitor was exceptional.

 Pat had just finished his first batch of ten lengths when she walked out onto the tiled floor. Treading water in the deep end, Pat watched as she padded barefoot down the length of the pool like a stealthy big cat.

 It was an easy analogy to make. There was something of a cat in the way she moved—graceful, but with a kind of coiled tension beneath her skin, as if she could switch from easy languid poise to swift springing motion in a heartbeat. She was tall, with long toned legs and the svelte figure of a swimwear model. Her long blonde hair was swept back in a tight ponytail. Despite her trim and athletic build, she still possessed enough womanly curves at her hips and chest to attract and hold a man’s gaze. In her skin-tight, one-piece bathing suit, she cut an incredibly sexy figure.

 Truly exceptional, Pat thought.

 Maybe a little too exceptional, Pat thought. He’d certainly been staring at her for a little longer than was strictly necessary. Poor girl, she probably came to the late night sessions exactly to avoid this kind of attention. He should look away before he started to make her feel uncomfortable, if he hadn’t already done so.

 She reached the deep end and looked at him with bright blue eyes.

 How foolish to think he could make such a creature feel uncomfortable. Her blue eyes blazed with fiery independence as she met and held his gaze. He saw no fear or self conscious doubt there. His stare didn’t bother her in the slightest. On the contrary, the smile that curled the corners of her supple lips indicated she quite liked his attention.

 Their eyes locked only for a brief moment, hers twinkling like bright sparks, before she turned away and dived into the pool. There was barely a splash as her lithe body entered the water. Pat watched with admiration as her sleek form glided under the surface, propelled with languid kicks from those lovely long legs.

 She looked at home beneath the water, as graceful as an aquatic creature as her body effortlessly ate up the distance to the far end. Pat felt both envy and admiration as he watched her make a smooth turn. In comparison his motions felt like the clumsy thrashings of a novice.

 Beautiful women glide through life while smart men flounder in their wake. Wasn’t that always the way, Pat thought as he kicked off from the side and resumed his session. She had a really nice smile, all the better as it had been directed at him. On this occasion he didn’t mind his peace being disturbed. Not at all.

 The pool was silent but for the gentle lapping sounds of waves against the side as Pat and the mystery woman swam back and forth. Light reflecting from the surface threw flickering patterns across the empty public gallery.

 Pat wasn’t the only one peeking. He finished his set of twenty lengths and surfaced to find the girl regarding him with an interested gaze. She rested, one slender arm over the edge of the pool as she kept afloat with graceful swishes of her long legs.

 Their eyes met. She smiled. Then, with a smooth kick off the wall, she turned and slipped back through the water. Pat watched the taut curve of her rump as she undulated through the water away from him.

 Another ten lengths and it was his turn to watch as she caught up to him at the edge of the wall. She surfaced—closer to the middle this time, as was Pat—water sliding off her smooth skin.

 Their eyes met, lingered longer this time. It was with some reluctance Pat broke contact and kicked off for his final twenty lengths.

 The girl was still in the middle of a length when Pat finished up in the shallow end. He gave her a last admiring glance as he put his hand on the helper rail and climbed up out of the water. He felt that sudden increased sensation of heaviness as his body left the buoyancy of the water. His body glowed in the aftermath of the workout.

 Maybe not quite a last glance, Pat thought as he reached the opening that led to the men’s showers. One more, just for the road, he thought, turning to look back at the pool.

 The blonde girl wasn’t swimming. She was treading water at the pool’s edge. She was staring at him and had been from the moment he’d left the pool judging by the sudden red flush that appeared on her cheeks. Caught red-handed, she dodged his gaze with a charming shyness.

 So he wasn’t the only one who’d been peeking a little more than they should, Pat thought. He was smiling as he walked into the showers, his evening made.

 It shouldn’t be so much of a surprise a member of the opposite sex wanted to check him out. Okay, so he wasn’t movie-star good looking, but he kept himself in good shape. It was nice to know he still warranted a second glance, especially from such a beautiful woman.

 He turned on the taps and stood under the invigorating spray.

 There wasn’t anyone at the moment and hadn’t been since Deborah. Work devoured too much of his time and attention. The same had been true for Deborah. Their split had been amicable. They’d both realised their true passions lay with their respective companies and there wasn’t enough left over to hold together a long-term relationship.

 As engrossing as running his company was, it couldn’t satisfy all his needs, Pat thought. And maybe he’d neglected some for a little too long. He dropped his swimming trunks and juggled his balls as he washed the traces of the pool’s chlorine from his pubic hair.

 He should ask her if she wanted to go for a drink afterwards. He could wait for her in the lobby while she got changed. It couldn’t hurt, Pat thought, feeling a little thrill of both fear and excitement.

 At the very least he should get her name.


 Pat turned.


 The girl was standing in the poolside entrance.


 Pat remembered he was completely naked. Out of instinct his hands rushed down to shield his crotch.


 He needn’t have worried. The girl was not bothered by his nakedness at all. Her blue eyes were fearless as they met his.


 “I’m sorry,” she said. “The other showers aren’t working and I thought you’d left.”


 Her lips said one thing, but her eyes said another. She was lying and didn’t seem to care he knew she was lying. Her eyes burned like blue flames as she stared at him.

 She was beautiful, truly beautiful. She had the high cheekbones and heart-shaped face of a fashion model. That her cheeks were currently flushed from her recent exercise only aroused Pat further.

 He moved his hands from his groin. There was nothing for him to hide.


 She gripped the edges of her swimsuit, preparing to take it off.


 “You don’t mind?” she asked. She hooked the right side of her plush lower lip under her pristine white teeth.


 Nerves...or something else?


 Pat shook his head. He didn’t mind at all.


 The girl pulled off her costume. Normally Pat would have respectfully looked away and allowed her to shower in a kind of pseudo-privacy, but they were far beyond such civilized niceties. The air in the shower crackled with the intensity between them. Primal forces were at work here.

 The girl’s eyes locked with his as her costume fell to the floor. The swimsuit had only hinted at what lay beneath, what was revealed to Pat took his breath away. She had the figure of a svelte savage beauty—lithe, athletic and with a perfectly flat stomach. Pat was entranced as she padded across the floor to him like a jungle cat through exotic waterfalls. He knew he was her intended prey and didn’t mind. It was refreshing for the roles to be reversed.

 Pat put up his arms to welcome her into his embrace, but she casually batted them away, sliding her body behind his instead. The erect points of her nipples rubbed against his back. Her hands came around and roamed over the firm contours of his chest and the taut muscles of his stomach. She liked what she found, leaning forward to blow warm air in his ear before planting a light kiss on the lobe.

 She broke off her hug and continued moving round behind Pat. She plucked his shower gel from an alcove in the tiled wall and squeezed out nearly all the contents down the front of her body. Pat watched, his long dormant cock twitching to life, as the thick amber gel oozed down the valley between her breasts. She rubbed the gel into her flesh, bringing it up to a creamy white lather.

 She turned to smile at Pat, a mischievous twinkle in her blue eyes. She upended the plastic bottle and emptied the last of the shower gel in a thick dollop on top of her outstretched palm. She discarded the empty bottle and padded stealthily behind him.

 She pressed her breasts against his back again and Pat felt the slickness of the lather between their bodies. She moved her body against him, sliding up and down, side to side and in circular movements, using her breasts like a sponge to wash his back.

 Different, and...pleasant.

 Pat gave a shocked tremble as she reached around and closed her gel-slathered hand around his erect cock with an audible squelch. The coolness of the gel caused Pat to suck in an involuntary ‘ooh’ of surprise. It was a pleasurable shock though, and became more pleasurable as she slid her hand up and down his shaft with liquid pumps.

 She giggled in his ear, the sound light and fresh like a bubbling mountain stream. Pat turned his head back, meeting hers for a wet kiss beneath the warm shower spray. She continued to pump his cock while spreading creamy lather across his chest with her other hand.

 She released his manhood and slid her body down his, rubbing her nipples against his buttocks as her hands roamed over the firm muscles of his thighs and calves. Pat enjoyed the attentions, but now he was feeling impatient. It was his turn to attend to her.

 He rolled the girl around until his arms were around her. Her buttocks pressed against his groin. She rubbed her body against him, letting his upright cock slide along the groove between her taut ass cheeks. He let his hands slide all over the lean contours of her athletic body. He cupped the globes of her breasts in his hands and rubbed the points of her nipples against his palms. He planted kisses along the line of her shoulder and up her neck as she shivered in pleasure. He smelt her hair. It had a fresh fragrance, like mint, but with another scent, like sweet sinful incense, hidden beneath.

 Pat squeezed her breasts again and was surprised to feel creamy lather between his fingers. The shower should have washed the soap away by now.

 He didn’t dwell on it for long, other sensations were capturing his attention. Her hand had come round behind her and encircled his cock again. She rose up on her toes and twisted her hips into him, rubbing her buttocks against him and sliding his cock deeper along the groove between her luscious cheeks. There was no question about what she wanted.

 By and large, Pat didn’t fuck strange women in the showers of public swimming baths, but he was too far along now. Pure distilled lust had replaced his blood and was fizzing through his veins like surging magma. The spotty delinquent staff of the leisure centre could be filming him right now on their cheap mobile camera-phones and he wouldn’t have cared one iota.

 She guided his cock to the moist heat of her pussy and rolled her hips back down, taking him all the way inside her luscious warmth. Pat sighed with pleasure as she slid down his pole. She was tight and deliciously wet.

 She wriggled her hips, seeking the best fit, and then began to roll her hips up and down, smoothly sliding up and down his shaft. Pat braced his knees and grunted as he started to thrust against her. She bent her body forwards, bracing her arms against the white tiled walls as she pushed her hips back to meet him with the same force.

 Water sprayed down on them, hitting their bodies and becoming steam from the heat of their coupling, creating a torrid mist within the narrow confines of the showers. Pat increased his efforts, sliding into her harder and faster. He grunted with each thrust and she responded with cries of her own. He put his hands on the peach of her ass and squeezed her luscious flesh as he pounded his hips against her.

 Her skin was smooth and slippery beneath his fingers and he was surprised to feel the crackling pops of lather. Had she found more soap? There were more streaks of foamy white bubbles running down her back. She must have squeezed more shower gel onto her body; she could hardly be exuding it from her pores.

 There was a heady aroma in the shower, like mint and fresh mountain valleys, but with the dark undertones of delicious black sin. Pat was intoxicated by the fragrance and the air was filled with noisy slaps as his body slammed against hers.

 He felt more lather, this time in a much more private place as his cock plunged into her dripping pussy. Hardly a surprise given how much she’d splattered over his erection. A novel way of getting your bits clean, he thought with a wry smile.

 Then a familiar tightening in his balls pushed all other thoughts aside. He was coming.

 So was she. She rolled her hips down to meet his last mighty thrust. Pat’s cock sank all the way into her cunt until he felt her labia quivering against his groin. He grunted loudly, letting loose with what felt like several months worth of pent-up sperm. She moaned with him, her vagina shuddering and quivering around him as he spurted his seed deep into her moist embrace. As the orgasm rolled on, Pat put his arms around her body, pulling her even closer to him as he tried to thrust his jetting cock even deeper into her slick pussy.

 Fuck, he needed that, he thought as the jangling tremors subsided. A real good animal fuck.

 He became conscious again of the patter of shower water on his skin. The white-tiled alcove was completely fogged up with the steam of their passion. Pat wasn’t surprised; he could feel the heat spilling off both of their bodies.

 He hugged her close, reluctant to let such a perfect creature escape him. His hands cupped the firm swell of her breasts. He nuzzled her neck, whispering soft words into her smooth skin.

 “Mmm, that was good,” the girl said, echoing Pat’s thoughts.


 Then she said something strange.


 “More than enough for what I need.”


 Her vagina moved in an odd way against his cock. He felt the soft muscles bunch up around the base of his shaft and then squeeze up the length, almost like a mouth sucking on a popsicle. Pat felt a shiver of both pleasure and fear. Pleasure, because it felt so damn good, and fear, because a woman’s sex wasn’t supposed to move like this.

 The girl sighed her contentment, a sound like the whisper of morning mist across a lake, and then started to roll her hips up and down against him.

 A brief moment of clarity emerged through the steamy mists. Pat wondered what he was doing here, fucking a complete stranger in the showers of the public baths.

 Then the girl’s hips moved back down with a slow, liquid pump. Even though he’d already spent his load, Pat’s cock still felt rock hard. As she pushed against him he sank back into the depths of her luscious warmth. This time there was something waiting for him at the bottom. The fleshy head of his cock plunged into a thick, frothy cream right at her heart.

 Fuck, what was that?

 Pat closed his eyes and sighed as the undulating walls of her pussy massaged the luxurious cream down his shaft. His cock was surrounded by a warm, tingly feeling that felt incredible.

 This wasn’t some soap that had got caught in an embarrassing place.

 Pat groaned as another monstrous orgasm took him by surprise. His body shuddered with the force of the ejaculation as his throbbing cock erupted inside the tingling froth. In contrast, the girl was preternaturally composed. Her body gave a barely perceptible series of shivers as her vagina filled up with more of that exquisite foam.

 “The pleasure will grow as I become more accustomed to your body,” the girl turned to whisper to him.

 Her eyes were no longer blue, Pat noticed with a spike of icy terror. The iris and pupil were gone from both eyes. Her eyes had become blank, milky-white orbs. Eddies and currents swirled within them.

 His cock, and hips, didn’t care. They were in thrall to a different master. Another deep thrust and his cock was spurting eagerly into her foamy centre. Her pussy responded immediately, exuding a thicker and creamier lather that rolled down his shaft in waves of blissful pleasure.

 It was not all good. Pat’s heart was beating in his chest like a snare drum. Too fast, as if he’d pushed himself too hard and over-exerted during a workout. There was an empty feeling tugging at his bones, like he was hollowing out.

 There was danger here. Real, credible danger.

 Pat tried to pull away from the girl—if that’s what she was. She placed her hands over his, pinning them against the soft flesh of her breasts. They quivered beneath his palms and Pat was moaning incoherently with pleasure as all those thousands of touch receptors in his fingers were swamped with a creamy swell of tingling foam.

 She no longer needed to hold his hands there. Like his cock and hips, they were now under the yoke of a different master. His fingers slid through a froth of creamy silk. His hands squeezed the breasts beneath and he felt her nipples squirt more soapy foam against his palms.

 “Once a succubus has you in her vagina there’s no escape,” the girl whispered back at him, her voice like dark rivers flowing through deep stygian depths.

 Her vagina pulsed, enveloping his eager cock in a thick pillow of crackling foam. It felt like every millimetre of his exposed skin was being plastered with millions of miniature kisses. He came again, feeling something tear inside him but not caring as the pleasure of the foam against his fingers, around his cock, drowned out all other sensations.

 “That’s it, fill me,” the girl sighed. “Fill me and I’ll bring you heaven right here on Earth.”

 Her pussy convulsed around him, engulfing his member in thick waves of smooth foam. It welled up out of her vulva in fluffy waves and cascaded over his crotch and balls, spreading a creeping bliss in its wake that made Pat feel like he was suspended in a cocoon of purest pleasure.

 He came again, blasting her pussy with what he had no idea, as his balls had emptied long ago. Her vagina responded immediately, squeezing out another thick cushion of creamy foam.

 “I have the pattern now,” the girl said. “The circle is closed.”

 Pat moaned as another orgasm racked his body. He was caught in an unbreakable cycle. Every time he came the succubus flooded her vagina with bubbly drifts of aphrodisiac foam, and every time his cock plunged back into that tingling cream he responded with another jarring eruption. This would continue until there was nothing left of him to come. A tiny part of his mind acknowledged this, but it was drowning in the rising tide of pleasure inundating his body.

 He didn’t care. He wanted to feel that luxurious foam all over his body. He wanted to bathe in it, rub it into his pores and feel the tingling warmth sink into his flesh. The succubus granted his wish, pumping more and more foam out over his body until he was enveloped in a glistening cocoon. He continued to ejaculate his life away into her. The strength had gone from his legs, but still he stood upright, his cock embedded within the girl’s sumptuous pussy.

 It was no longer possible to tell where the succubus’s body ended and the foam began. She was in front of him—his hands cupped over her boobs, his dick buried in her cunt. She was behind him—her breasts rubbing against his back, her soft lips at his neck. And her hands, her hands were everywhere—caressing him, fondling him, spreading more of that heavenly lather across his skin.

 Pat came and came, again and again, spurting every drop of his being into the succubus’s enveloping foam cocoon until he was finally empty...of everything.

 * * * *

 The pool attendant for the last shift was Vic Troughton. Had Vic left his usual designated post and walked past the showers at his usual designated time he would have witnessed an extremely unusual scene. Being your average perpetually horny eighteen year old, Vic would have been most disappointed to find out he’d missed out on seeing a man and woman fucking in the showers.

 At least to start with. What happened next was infinitely more bizarre. Foam welled up out of the woman’s orifices until both she and the man were obscured by thick white drifts of bubbles. Within those clouds it would have got harder and harder to tell if it was a man and a woman, or just a man, or maybe even anyone at all.

 Then the foam-wrapped figures, still throbbing and pulsing with lascivious motion, slowly subsided to the floor to form a shapeless mass. There, the white bubbles churned and seethed with grotesque motion. Within the writhing mass the occasional traces of a human form could be glimpsed—strands of hair, an ear, part of a hand, patches of skin—but these parts could not be part of a whole, the shape of the mass was too flat to hide the form of a man.

 The random seething motion subsided and then the mass began to move as one with a common purpose. Slowly it began to coalesce and rise up in the shape of a human being, almost as if the tape of its first collapse was being played in reverse. At first it was a mass of foam that resembled a man, then a man covered in thick curds of white lather, and then finally just a man as the figure turned on the showers and sluiced the soap from his body.

 Not a man...

 Had Vic been there to witness it, he’d have seen the man turn to look at him through eyes that were white all the way through. They looked like transparent spheres filled with milk or semen and strange eddies swirled and rippled in their depths. Only for a brief moment, before the creature blinked and the empty white orbs were replaced with the hazel eyes of a normal human being.

 Fortunately, for both Vic’s life and sanity, he wasn’t there to witness any of this. Being a perpetually horny eighteen year old, he was currently fooling around on the mats in the storage room with his latest girlfriend.

 The thing wearing Pat’s skin walked into the changing rooms and got dressed. This was no random act but a cog in some grand malevolent scheme. Unobserved, the succubus walked out into the night. It still had work to do.





A Summer Dance with a Succubus

 



 Terry Gaiman adjusted his black bow tie in the mirror, trying to get it straight. He twisted it first one way, decided he’d gone too far, twisted it back, realised he’d overcompensated, twisted it again.

 Why did evening wear have to be so complicated?

 He fussed with his cufflinks. The shirt cuffs felt like a pair of oversized floppy manacles. He looked back in the mirror and tried, again, to straighten his bow tie.

 He checked the clock and felt his heart flutter in nervous panic.

 She was going to be here soon.

 He flittered round his bedroom like an over-caffeinated moth. Did he have everything? Were his clothes right? He was convinced he was going to make a fool of himself.

 He knew there was no real need to panic. She wouldn’t care either way. He still wanted to make an effort though. It wouldn’t feel right if he took it for granted.

 The doorbell rang as he was tying up his shoelaces. He’d been expecting the sound but the shock of it still kicked his heart up until it felt like he was on the verge of spitting it out onto the floor.

 He rushed back to the mirror. Damn tie still wasn’t straight.

 Fuck it.

 He was almost out of his bedroom when he remembered something. He turned back and plucked an old trilby hat from a stand in the corner.

 “Mustn’t forget this,” he said.

 The hat had been stylish once and despite being a little age worn it still possessed a bit of class. At least Terry thought so. He put it on his head and rushed down the corridor to answer the door.

 The girl on the other side took Terry’s breath away.

 He’d expected sexy. He’d expected fit. He’d expected raunchy.

 What he hadn’t expected was a beauty that looked as if she’d stepped straight out of the pages of a fairytale to pluck at his heartstrings as if they were an exquisite harp. How to even describe her?

 Her skin was pale like fresh snow.


 No, that was the wrong metaphor. Snow is cold, undesired.


 There was a coldness to her features though. Like marble.


 Yes, that was a better fit. Stone had an aloofness and distance about it, as if it was far removed from such paltry concerns as rot and decay. She had the cold perfection of stone worked by a master sculptor, a beauty that sat outside the flow of years as if they could never touch her.

 Terry didn’t know what to do. His plans now seemed like the despoilment of a lush paradise.

 “Hello, I’m Nicole,” the girl said. “Are you Terry?”

 Terry nodded. Her voice had the same trace of an accent he’d heard on the phone. He couldn’t tell if it was French or Eastern European. During the phone conversation her voice had made him picture an exotic model or actress from an old chic movie. He knew his mental image wouldn’t match up; he hadn’t expected it to be surpassed.

 She wore a white fur coat and fashionable sunglasses and looked every bit the stylish and refined model. Her hair was cut in a short black bob. She looked stunning.

 What would she make of him? Terry thought. Inwardly he must disgust her.

 “You can speak you know,” Nicole said with a smile.

 Her lips were a contrast to the paleness of her skin, a vivid splash of red like a precious bloom. When she smiled her entire face was transformed. The cold perfection softened into a truly heart-melting beauty.

 “I’m sorry,” Terry said. “I’m not used to speaking to beautiful women. Come in,” he added, backing into the hallway to allow her to enter.

 “So what are we doing this evening?” Nicole asked. “From the way you’re all dressed up I’m guessing we have plans to go out.”


 Terry picked up a flier from the telephone table. It advertised a summer dance at the local cricket club.


 “Would you like to come with me to the dance?” he asked.


 “Why I would love to accompany such a charming young man to the dance,” Nicole replied. “But first...”


 She examined him with a critical eye. Then she stepped forward and went down on her knees until her head was level with his crotch.

 Was she going to? Already? He felt his cock stiffen in his pants and all of a sudden he felt a little giddy and light-headed.

 Nicole reached behind him and untied his cummerbund. She dropped the red silk slash on the phone table with an expression of mild distaste.

 “A little too formal for a summer dance I think,” she said.


 Terry let out a breath, unsure whether it was relief or disappointment.


 Nicole ran a finger up the outline of his erection, causing Terry to shiver with pleasure.


 “Later,” she smiled, getting back to her feet. “We have the whole night ahead of us.”


 “Do I look okay?” Terry asked, opening his arms. “The suit was my father’s. It’s all I have.”


 And the hat had originally belonged to his grandfather, but he wasn’t about to mention that. Leaving the house without his hat was not an option.

 “I look horribly out of fashion don’t I?” Terry said.

 “Nonsense,” Nicole said, stepping close enough for the subtle fragrance of her perfume to toy with his nostrils. “You look like a perfectly stylish young man.”

 She reached up with her pale hands to adjust his bow tie, finally getting it straight. Seeing those luscious red lips pursed in concentration, Terry felt the sudden urge to kiss her. His head angled down to meet her, a trajectory he halted long before they met.

 They didn’t like to kiss, he’d heard, and he didn’t want to offend her.

 Nicole was not the type to be offended. Her hands finished with his tie and then slid onwards over his shoulders and met behind his neck. She pulled his head down until her lips, soft and supple, crushed against his. His initial wild excitement was doused in a calm sea of bliss. Standing there, with Nicole in his arms, her warm lips working against his, he felt like he’d become part of the same perfect sculpture. In her arms it felt like time could no longer touch him, as if the passing of night and day ran together into one single blur.

 She pulled away with a smile.

 “We’d better stop, otherwise we won’t make the dance,” she said.

 Was that such a bad thing? Terry thought, but he followed her out to her car, a little Renault Clio. Outside, the air was muggy and Terry was glad Nicole had got him to remove some of his excess clothing.

 As they drove to the cricket ground on the edge of town Terry noticed Nicole still hadn’t removed her sunglasses. They were already deep enough into twilight for the street lights to bathe the road in a wan orange glow.

 “Can you see okay with those?” Terry asked.

 “I have a rare condition,” Nicole answered. “My eyes are extremely sensitive to light. Without my glasses even those street lights are bright enough to cause me pain.”

 The field next to the ground was being used as an overspill car park. Even that was full, but Nicole’s car was small enough for her to sneak it into a space beneath a gnarled old oak.

 “I suppose you see enough rare conditions every day,” Nicole said. “Dr Pratchett says you’re wonderful with the children at the hospital.”

 “He does?” Terry said. “I just try and make things fun for them. It’s heart-wrenching some of the illnesses they suffer. Both Holly McKean and Madeleine Kieth have leukaemia. Dr Pratchett reckons they only have a few months left. Holly is eleven, Maddy is twelve. It’s Mary Dringenberg I really feel for. She has Progeria, that premature ageing condition. Eight years old and she already looks like a wrinkled old lady.”

 “It’s a tragedy to have to become acquainted with death at such a tender age,” Nicole said.

 “They’re still children though,” Terry said. “At heart they want the same things as any other child. They want to laugh, to play, to have fun. People forget that sometimes. They’re so busy pitying them or trying to hide their own revulsion, they forget the poor kid just wants someone to play with them.”

 Terry paused and looked at Nicole.


 “This probably isn’t a good topic of conversation before going out on a date is it?” he said.


 Nicole smiled enigmatically.


 “I don’t want you to think I’m morbid or obsessed by death or anything,” Terry added.


 “Some say the only two topics worthy of conversation are sex and death,” Nicole said.


 “Sex seems more appropriate for this evening,” Terry said. “More fun.”


 “I agree. I think we should discuss it later,” Nicole said. She reached across and put a hand in Terry’s lap. “At great length,” she added with another enigmatic smile.

 They walked to the bright lights of the clubhouse. A number of stalls had been set up outside and were gaily lit with bright lamps. Some offered games with the chance to win novelty stuffed animals. There was a tombola. Others offered a variety of different foods and drinks. The clubhouse itself rocked to the bass thumps of loud dance music. It was heaving in there.

 Terry felt a momentary flash of reluctance. Most of the town’s youth would be here and there was him in his Granddad’s hat and his father’s dinner suit. Nicole’s presence on his arm emboldened him though. It felt like they were the most glamorous couple there. Everyone turned to look at them, or rather Nicole.

 Of course it was only fantasy, but Terry didn’t care. He’d enjoy the night while it lasted.


 “How do you know Dr Pratchett?” Terry asked.


 “I comforted him after his wife passed on,” Nicole answered.


 “Oh,” Terry said.


 “That’s a very judgemental ‘Oh’ I’m hearing there,” Nicole said, cocking her head up to look at him.


 “It’s a surprise, that’s all,” Terry said. “Dr Pratchett always seemed so stern and serious to me. I never would have thought...then I suppose we’re only here tonight because he gave me your number and ordered me to call you.”

 “He’s a doctor. He understands what the body needs,” Nicole said. “As do I.” She gave Terry’s buttock a cheeky squeeze.

 The music from the clubhouse changed tempo, switching from blaring dance numbers to slower numbers designed to put lovers in each other’s arms.

 “Let’s dance,” Nicole said, grabbing Terry’s hand and pulling him into the main bar before he could protest.

 Inside it wasn’t quite as crowded as the noise made it out to be. They found a quiet spot on the edge of the wooden floor. Nicole took his hands and moved before him with sinuous grace. In contrast Terry felt like Frankenstein’s monster with added cement shoes.

 “I haven’t had much practise at this,” he said.


 “It doesn’t need practise,” Nicole whispered in his ear. “Loosen up and let your body follow the rhythm of the music.”


 “I’m frightened I’m going to trample all over your feet,” Terry said.


 “Do that and I’ll trample you back,” Nicole giggled in his ear. “And I have spiked heels.” She prodded the top of his foot with a wickedly sharp point to remind him to stay focused.

 Staying focused was not going to be easy. Her arms were around him and he felt the warmth of her soft body pressed against him. Her perfume, sultry and exciting, filled his senses. They twirled slowly under the flickering lights, just like any of the other couples dancing around them. Terry even managed to avoid treading on her toes.

 Terry didn’t want this to end, but it wasn’t long before he felt a familiar weakness start to creep up his legs. His breath was coming out a little ragged too. He knew the excitement wasn’t helping matters.

 “I have to take a break,” he whispered in her ear, feeling wretched that he needed to cut the dance short.


 Nicole understood. She didn’t say anything as they walked over to the bar.


 Phew, it really was hot in here, Terry thought, feeling a bead of perspiration trickle down the side of his neck.


 “Are you enjoying yourself?” Nicole asked with a smile.


 “Yes,” Terry smiled back. “Just need to get my breath back. Then we can go up again.”


 Even as he said it the music tempo switched again, going back to fast dance beats and Terry knew he’d never be able to keep up with that pace.

 “Are you enjoying yourself?” Terry asked back.


 Stupid question, he thought, cursing himself for being silly enough to ask it.


 “Yes,” Nicole replied. “Because you’re enjoying yourself.”


 Her face was as cryptic as ever. He wished he could see her eyes, but they were still hidden, as they had been all evening, behind those stylish sunglasses. What was she really thinking? he wondered.

 Terry suddenly became aware of a looming presence standing next to them. He turned and saw a big bull of a man, easily over six foot and with a close-shaven bullet head. The man was dressed in an expensive looking dinner suit and had the overly friendly smile of someone hovering around the point of inebriation. There was a lecherous smirk on his lips as he looked Nicole up and down.

 “You could do so much better,” the man said to Nicole.


 Behind him the man’s friends smirked like a pack of hyenas.


 Nicole looked him up and down right back, weighing up what she saw.


 “You’re right, I am,” she replied, putting her arms around Terry and kissing him on the cheek.


 “Don’t be too harsh dear,” Terry said, finding confidence in her presence he wouldn’t normally have. “It’s hard to find good style in gorilla size.”

 .he man’s friends laughed again, this time at him rather than with him.

 It was all very funny until the man slugged Terry right on the jaw. Terry fell against the bar and slid down into a wobbly squat as his legs tried to decide whether they were propped up with bone or jelly. His hat went flying off.


My hat!

 The gasps went up immediately. He saw them all staring at him with a mixture of shock, revulsion and then pity. He knew what they saw—a mostly bald head covered in a few strands of long greasy hair. He knew what they were thinking?


What’s he got? Is it contagious? Oh the poor man.

 The big man backed away in shock. Terry didn’t care. He got back to his feet and raised his fists on his skinny little arms.

 “Come on!” he cried, voice rasping with defiance.

 The big man almost did. He was drunk enough for the primal instinct to fight to nearly overwhelm the common sense dictated by Terry’s appearance. If his friends hadn’t been there he’d have probably hit Terry again.

 “Don’t be a tool, Neil!” one of his friends yelled in his ear as they tried to hold him back. “Can’t you see he’s on chemo?”

 Neil blinked and took a proper look at the man standing in front of him. He backed down with an expression of sheepish embarrassment on his face. He couldn’t look Terry in the eye, instead staring all around him, anywhere but at Terry directly.

 “No. Fight me!” Terry said, still waving his fists with his stick-thin arms.


 The man and his friends melted back into the crowd of onlookers, the man still refusing to meet Terry’s eyes.


 “Fight me!” Terry yelled after them. “Fight me,” he said, slumping forward as hot tears welled up in his eyes.


 They came then, as they always did, clucking and cooing like concerned mother hens, crowding him, mithering him, always with that stifling pity that sucked all the oxygen from his lungs and left him weak-kneed and helpless. He pushed them off, loathing himself for shoving them away even though they meant well, and loathing them for making him loath himself.

 Why couldn’t they treat him like everyone else?

 Blood was streaming from his split lip as he sat at a table by the wall. His mouth ached, like biting down on a razor. One of the barmaids had given him a tissue. He pressed it into his mouth to try and stem the bleeding. One of his teeth ached with a dull throb. It felt loose.

 Nicole joined him.

 “I found your hat,” she said.

 Terry took it and put it back on his head, hiding his ravaged skull from staring eyes. Too late, they knew now and those eyes would follow him everywhere, eyes filled with pity. At least he didn’t get to see that with Nicole, but with those sunglasses he didn’t see anything at all.

 Terry’s tooth was more than loose. He nudged it with his tongue and it fell out of the socket. He spat it out into a tissue and stared at the blood-smudged white enamel as if it was a trophy.

 “Still having fun?” Terry asked, looking up at Nicole and smiling. He dreaded to think what that smile looked like now. Gap-toothed and bloody, he must make for an even worse sight than usual.

 Nicole didn’t seem to mind. She smiled right back at him.


 “Yes, you?” she replied.


 “Loving it,” Terry laughed, specks of dried blood still staining his chin. He felt exhilarated, alive.


 “What about your tooth?” Nicole asked.


 “Don’t worry about it,” Terry said. He stared at the trophy in his hands with a mixture of both pride and revulsion. “The rest will all be falling out soon anyway.”

 Nicole put her arms around him and leant against him, her head resting on his shoulder.


 “I suppose that’s the end of any kissing this evening,” Terry said.


 Nicole surprised him by lapping a spot of blood off his chin with a dainty little lick of her tongue.


 “Don’t tell anyone, but I’m really quite a kinky little bitch,” she whispered in his ear, her voice husky and dripping with so much lust Terry felt his cock stir in his pants.

 They leant against each other in comfortable silence and watched the party swing and flow around them. It had turned into a perfect summer night, warm without being sweaty. Being here, with an absolutely gorgeous woman, Terry felt truly alive for the first time in his life.

 Unfortunately it didn’t take long for the fly in the ointment to return. The big guy, Neil, came back and stood on the other side of the table. His eyes were apologetic and his whole stance radiated contrition, albeit with a hefty amount of alcohol induced instability.

 “I want to apologise,” Neil said. “I was out of order back there. That was the booze talking. I didn’t mean to belt you like that, especially on account of you being...you know...”

 Ill. Sick. Weak. Pathetic. Which word would you prefer? Terry thought. Why did people have to be so awkward about it? It wasn’t as if it was their fault, or they could do anything about it.

 “Let me buy you a drink. Make it up to you,” Neil said. He held out a hand.

 “Sure,” Terry said.

 The apology was appreciated, but after fetching them new drinks Neil didn’t leave. Instead he squeezed onto the seat next to Terry and didn’t show any inclination of leaving any time soon. His presence brought an awkward silence to the table. He stared at Nicole as if he couldn’t take his eyes off her. There was something dangerous there, a spark bordering on obsession.

 Terry wasn’t sure what to do about him. He’d dearly like to tell him to fuck off, but he suspected that would only make the big man violent again. They could move away, but there was no guarantee he wouldn’t just follow them. Instead they tried to ignore him. It was difficult for Terry as he found the other man’s presence stifling. Nicole had no such problems though and was adept enough to divert Terry’s thoughts away from their unwelcome visitor. In the company of a girl as beguiling as Nicole it really wasn’t that hard to tune out the rest of the world.

 “How much?” Neil said, suddenly slapping a couple of crisp notes onto the table.

 They were hundred pound notes, Terry realised. Neil held his hand over them, showing off a solid gold watch that must have cost several grand. He stared at Nicole, eyes flecked with steely determination.

 Terry looked at her with a nauseous feeling in the pit of his stomach. He couldn’t hope to match that kind of money. Nicole was as still as the flawless sculpture she resembled. She dabbed her vivid red lips with her tongue.

 “I’ve been watching you all night,” Neil said to Nicole. “There’s no way you’d be here with him unless he’d paid you.”

 Neil turned to Terry. “Not that I blame you for doing it. Makes perfect sense given your...condition. You’re playing in the big leagues now though.”

 He turned back to Nicole.

 “So how much to forget this guy and leave with me right now?”

 There was a pause. Terry glanced from Nicole to Neil and then back again. Neil’s face was determined, Nicole’s impassive. She was going to leave with him, Terry thought, a sickening feeling growing in his stomach.

 Nicole leaned over to whisper in his ear. “I’m sorry, but I’m going to have to take care of this. I won’t take too long, I promise. Then we can get back to our enjoyable little evening.”

 She reached into Terry’s lap and gave him a cheeky little squeeze. Then she got up, took Neil’s hand and walked away. As they walked away Neil turned back and flashed Terry a nasty little wink.

 Asshole, Terry thought.

 She wasn’t going to come back, he thought, toying with a beermat.

 As he watched her walk away his eyes played strange tricks on him. For a moment her form seemed to shimmer and Terry thought he saw black wings, leathery like a bat’s, coming out of her back and a long black tail, tipped with an arrow point like a demon’s, swishing behind her. He blinked and the image was gone.

 He tried not to think about what that might mean. Instead he stared down into his beer, no longer in the mood to carry on drinking.

 “Here are some more tissues.”


 Terry looked up and saw one of the barmaids—a pretty girl with curly blonde hair—with a handful of white tissues.


 “Thanks,” Terry said, taking a handful and replacing the sodden wad pressed against his mouth.


 “He’s a giant prick,” the barmaid said, looking over to where Neil had disappeared. “He always was an arrogant bastard, but now he’s got that high flying job in the city he’s far worse.”

 She leant closer and put her hand next to her mouth.


 “There’s nothing between his legs worth bragging about,” she whispered.


 “Not so much a giant prick in that department then.” Terry said.


 “Very much a little prick,” the barmaid whispered.


 They both chuckled.


 “Of course, it’d be funnier if I hadn’t found out first hand,” she said, her face twisting in disgust. “Are you Terry Gaiman?” she asked.

 “Yeah,” he replied, wondering how she knew him.


 “My little sister, Sheila, spoke very highly of you. She said you used to read her stories at night.”


 “Sheila? I remember her. It was such a shame, I’m sorry.”


 “Your...” she said. “It’s not...”


 Terry was used to that look, when people felt the need to say something but they weren’t really sure what.


 “Oh no,” Terry said. “The chemotherapy’s a bitch but the doctors reckon I’ve got a good chance of pulling through.”


 “That’s good,” the barmaid said, her face brightening. She noticed a man waving at her from the bar and turned to go back to work. “I’m Amanda,” she said. “Maybe I’ll see you around some time.”

 Terry watched her go, alone in his own dark shroud. It was better this way. Life was too short and too precious to be tainted with reminders of how fleeting it really was.

 He was still glumly contemplating the surface of his pint when he was enfolded in a familiar perfume. An arm went around his back and a soft body leaned against him.

 “It’s too beautiful a night to wear an expression like that,” Nicole whispered in his ear.


 “I thought you’d left with him for sure,” Terry said, surprised.


 Nicole put on an expression of exaggerated hurt. “Don’t be silly,” she said.


 “But his money.”


 “Darling, I’m not a good to be auctioned to the highest bidder,” Nicole said. “My appointment tonight is with you, just you, for the whole night. For my business it’s important to have a good reputation. Can you imagine what would happen to that if I made a habit of running out every time another man flashed his wallet at me?”

 She put a pale hand over Terry’s hand.

 “I’m really sorry for allowing the cruder aspects of my business to intrude on your perfect evening. He would have pestered us all night if I hadn’t. I made him understand the situation and he was much more amenable once I mentioned I had an opening later in the week.”

 “So you made an appointment with him?”


 “It’s what I do,” Nicole said, her face enigmatic.


 “Does it ever bother you?” Terry asked.


 “The men are all different,” Nicole said. “Sometimes they’re wonderful, charming, fun men like you, and I feel terribly guilty for taking their money. Other times they’re rude, obnoxious and unpleasant.”

 “Not so much guilt over taking their money,” Terry said.

 Nicole flashed him a smile that verged on the predatory. “Oh, I enjoy taking them for everything they’ve got.”

 They stayed at the dance a little while longer. The air cooled as night deepened outside and the revellers started to make their ways back home. Terry summoned up the energy for one last dance and would have kept going in Nicole’s arms until his heart popped from his chest and his legs fell out under him, but there were no more songs, it was time for the DJ to pack up. The last remaining couples abandoned the dance floor until all that remained were slowly deflating balloons, soggy coloured streamers and the occasional empty bottle.

 “Time to go home,” Nicole whispered in his ear, her voice dripping with lascivious suggestion.

 Terry paused once they got back to his front door. He knew what they were about to go inside and do. Nicole’s real business. What he’d paid for.

 He wasn’t sure if it was what he wanted.


 Nicole noticed his hesitancy. “Aren’t you going to invite me in?” she asked, her luscious red lips turned up in an amused smile.


 Terry fumbled with the key and led her into the corridor. He paused again at the door to his bedroom.


 He wanted to, he really wanted to. She was fun and really really sexy, but he knew this was her job and this part of it was probably something she didn’t enjoy too much. She wouldn’t tell him that, she was too professional. No doubt she’d act as if she was enjoying it just as much as he was. He looked at her, tried to gauge what she might be thinking, but she was as unreadable as the perfect marble sculpture she resembled.

 “I’ve had a lovely evening,” Terry said.


 “It’s not finished yet,” Nicole said, adding a seductive pout.


 “What I’m trying to say is you don’t have to, not if you don’t want to. The whole date has been perfect enough already.”


 Nicole looked at him and laughed.


 “Tsk. Why is it the men I really look forward to having sex with always have these crises of conscience. All this silly guilt and morality over a perfectly natural act. Terry, you’re a lovely sweet young man and your concern for my feelings is very touching, but right now we’re going to fuck and keep on fucking until the sun comes up.”

 She took off her sunglasses and Terry realised they weren’t there to protect her eyes because she didn’t have any to protect. In their place were two deep, black pools. Terry stared at her face in shock and then his fear mounted as he realised he couldn’t stare away. Her eyes, those empty black portals, snared his gaze and reeled him into Stygian depths.

 Nicole gave a little shrug and her clothes fell off her body and formed a neat pile at her feet. The body beneath was voluptuous and perfectly formed. Her skin was pale like milk, but covered all over in a complicated series of black whorls, lines and incomprehensible symbols, as if a mad sorcerer had made her body his parchment.

 She was not human. A small pair of black horns sprouted from her forehead. A black tail, pointed like a demon’s, swished behind her legs. A pair of wings, black and leathery like a bat’s, were partially folded behind her.

 She was not human and yet she still surpassed even the most erotic of his night-time imaginings. She stood there, the full glory of her nakedness revealed to him. He couldn’t move. He was paralysed by her beauty. His eyes were transfixed on the lovely curves of her firm breasts. They sank down to the hairless cleft between her legs, a cleft already moist with the little dewdrops of her arousal.

 His intellect took in her horns, wings, tail and those eyes, those empty black eyes, and screamed at him to run. But his intellect was no longer in command. A more primal force had taken control of his body.

 Nicole, the demon, smiled at him and stepped towards him with lithe grace. Her hips swayed seductively and her slender black tail bobbed behind her as she approached him. With each step her hold on him grew stronger. His blood pounded through his temples with the same exotic beat as jungle drums. Her scent preceded her, enfolding him like a burial shroud.

 She stopped in front of him and her hands roamed freely over his paralysed form, each caress sending warm blooms of pleasure through his body.

 “I’m sorry to have to hold you with such a crude glamour,” she said, placing her hands on his buttocks and rubbing her groin against his. “My true form is always too much for my first time clients and I know your constitution is not strong.”

 She embraced him. Her head rested against his breast, her ear next to his stuttering heart. Beneath her sweet perfume he detected another odour, a faint but acrid tang, like flesh long burnt tinged with traces of sulphur. His heart, never strong, kicked and stuttered as the battle between his fear and arousal threatened to tear it apart.

 “Shh,” Nicole whispered. “Be quiet. You are under my control now and I wish you to feel only pleasure.”

 Terry’s galloping heart slowed first to a canter and then to a sedate trot. The tension in his limbs drained away to be replaced with a blissful languor. Her warmth enfolded him like a tight fitting mitten.

 “Good, that’s better,” Nicole said, smiling up at him. “Now we can have some real fun.”

 She took him by the hand and he meekly followed as she led him into the bedroom and sat him down on the side of the bed. She took off his jacket and began to unbutton his shirt. Terry couldn’t resist, or even move, but he could still speak.

 “What are you?” he asked.

 “I’m a demon, a succubus,” Nicole replied. She kissed him lightly on each nipple, her lips moist and warm. “I feed off men’s life force when I fuck them. Suck it all out until there’s nothing left.”

 “You picked a poor meal in me,” Terry said. “There’s barely any left in this body.”

 She lifted up his legs and swung him round until he lay in the centre of the bed. She unbuttoned his trousers and pulled down his underwear. Terry’s cock, already erect, sprang to attention in the night air.

 She climbed on top of him and straddled his naked body. Terry was transfixed by her boobs as they hung above him. The white globes were criss-crossed with crisp black lines and elaborate symbols. A swirling whorl decorated her left breast, the spiral line terminating at her delicate pink nipple.

 “Are you going to kill me?” he asked.


 “Maybe,” Nicole replied.


 “I’m not afraid,” Terry said. “Death has been part of my life ever since the day I was born.”


 “You should be,” Nicole said. “I can take more than your life.”


 She reached back and gripped his penis with a black-clawed hand. She lightly pumped her hand up and down and his cock responded by becoming harder and even more engorged with blood. She lowered her hips and guided his cock to the plush opening to her vulva. He felt the steamy heat of her sex spill over him.

 “Is this your first time?” Nicole asked. The tip of her prehensile tail tickled his inner thigh.

 “Yes,” Terry said.

 His tongue felt swollen and puffy, too big for his mouth. His throat felt dry, choked with both eager anticipation and lurking apprehension. Was this a dream or a nightmare?

 “I’ll try to prolong it for as long as I can, but don’t feel bad if you come too soon,” she said, her face tender.

 She lowered her body down on him. The head of his cock pushed up against the soft folds of her labia, then the lips parted and his cock was sliding slowly into her moist orifice. Her heat enveloped him and spilled through his body, igniting fires in his blood. He slid deeper inside her, the cushioned walls of her vulva pushing snugly against his shaft.

 Terry released a deep breath.

 “Mmm,” Nicole sighed. “That feels good doesn’t it.”

 She slowly wiggled her body, letting the silken folds of her sex slide around, all around, his cock as she manoeuvred him into an even snugger fit. Her flesh—warm, wet and very soft—pressed all around his manhood, as if she was slowly stewing his cock in the juices of her lust.

 Terry exhaled again, somewhere between a groan and a sigh.

 “Let’s take this nice and slow,” Nicole murmured.

 She braced her hands on either side of his chest as she lowered herself down on all fours. She began to pump her hips slowly up and down. Her pink nipples brushed against his chest as her breasts swayed back and forth. Electric shudders ran through Terry’s body as his cock slid in and out of her tight, exquisitely lubricated sheath. He looked up at her face and it was perfectly composed, a total contrast to the chaos of emotions raging through his body.

 His breath came out in stuttering gasps. Too much. Too much.

 Above him her face was perfectly calm. Perfect beauty. Aloof, outside of time.

 She slowed down, her body rising and falling above him in long slow strokes, each down stroke sucking his cock deep into the tight fit of her pussy. The pleasure from the friction trickled down his shaft in warm waves, pulsing through his body and settling in his balls, causing them to boil and bubble up like the contents of a cauldron.

 Too much. He couldn’t hold on.

 He could feel his semen rising inside him, rising like mercury in a thermometer on the way to exploding out of the top.

 Nicole stopped. She sat up, rocking gently on top of him, letting Terry recover slightly, letting the level in his internal thermometer drop slightly.

 She didn’t let it fall back entirely. A flex of her flat stomach and Terry shuddered as he felt the warm walls of her pussy tighten around the head of his cock and squeeze. His arousal surged back upwards, again not reaching the top before starting to fall back. Before it fell back to the original level Nicole’s pussy squeezed again, taking him higher than the last peak, but again not high enough to reach that final release.

 She continued that game for what seemed like a teasing eternity, each muscular pulse of her sex pushing him higher, but maddeningly short of the eruption he craved. He writhed beneath her, his arms pushing and gripping the sheets of the bed. She sat astride him, poised and in control as her pussy continued to tease him with rhythmic little squeezes.

 Nicole put cool hands on either side of Terry’s head and stared intently into his eyes.

 “I think I’ve teased you enough,” she said. Her hips rose and thrust back down in one smooth motion.

 Terry erupted inside her. His body contorted as his cock pulsed hot cum into her hotter pussy. Her vagina went wild around him. The soft walls wrapped around his cock and began to suck like a mouth. He groaned as he ejaculated a full load of his seed into her fleshy grip and felt more already surging up his shaft.

 Oh fuck. He knew now what she meant by sucking it all out of a man. Immediately after releasing a second pulse of semen he felt a third, larger, load erupting from his balls. Nicole’s vagina squeezed tightly around his cock. Bands of muscle worked up and down his shaft, coaxing yet more cum from his throbbing manhood.

 He obliged. He couldn’t do anything else.

 Elation flooded through him as her moist orifice suckled on his cock and sucked down every drop of seed he pumped into her. Still the flow didn’t end. The contractions in his balls grew stronger and wilder as she encouraged them to empty every morsel of his being into the warm embrace of her sex.

 Terry’s breath wheezed in his throat. Black spots danced across his vision. His heart laboured and stuttered in his chest. She was killing him.

 “That’s enough,” Nicole said softly.

 Her vagina dilated and that irresistible suction was removed from his cock. It gave a few final spurts before sliding out and lying slackly against his stomach. Nicole ran a cool hand over his boiling hot brow.

 “You don’t want it, not yet,” she said.

 She got off him and lay next to him on the bed. Her full breasts rested on his side and her hot breath played around his throat as she nuzzled his neck. She lightly circled one of his nipples with her fingers.

 Terry lay back while his shattered body determined it wasn’t quite broken into pieces just yet. His stuttering heart returned to an even rhythm. The wheezing bellows of his lungs quietened down to the point where he could speak again.

 He was still alive.


 “If you’re a demon, why would you care what I want?” Terry asked.


 “What I am is not what I have to be,” Nicole replied.


 Her hand continued to tickle Terry’s exposed nipple.


 “What do you want?” Terry asked.


 Nicole’s hand went lower, tickling his balls before lightly stroking his cock. She flashed him a coquettish glance.


 “Morning is still a way off,” she whispered in his ear.


 Right then Terry decided he didn’t care what she really was. She was still the same girl that had taken him on such a wonderful date. The eyes, wings, horns and tail took nothing from her appearance. She was still heart-achingly sexy.

 Who was he to judge anyway, what with a head that made him look like a mutant extra from a post-apocalyptic film?

 And if she killed him, well he was going to be crossing that boundary soon enough anyway. He might as well go wrapped in Nicole’s warm embrace.

 He was leaning over to put his arms around her, when all the strength suddenly drained from his body and he fell back on the bed.

 No, not here, he thought, cursing the sudden weakness that had returned to torment his body. The dance, sex with Nicole; he’d overexerted himself.

 This was worse than just weakness. The room swam and he felt light-headed. A nauseous feeling churned in his guts. A sickly cough sidled out of his throat and was followed by others. The force of their expulsion weakened him further until he didn’t even have the strength to maintain a full-throated coughing fit. It died out in a series of painful splutters.

 “What a state, eh,” Terry said. “I don’t think I’ll be able to carry on all the way ‘til morning.”

 Nicole sat back astride him, her black wings falling behind her like a cloak of shadows.

 “That would appear to leave us with a problem, wouldn’t it,” she said. “As a thorough professional who takes a pride in her work, I couldn’t possibly leave without my client first being fully satisfied. But how to do so without killing you in the process.”

 She placed a black-clawed finger on her plush lips and pretended to look thoughtful. She looked back down at Terry, her lips curled up in a smile.

 “Fortunately I have a solution,” she said.

 “Solution?”

 “Succubi are often summoned to attend to the...needs of warlocks. These are men that are often, to put it kindly, considerably past their prime. We wouldn’t be able to satisfy their desires without a few...tricks.”

 Nicole tilted her head back and opened her mouth. Her body tensed in concentration and her chest gave a little spasm. It looked to Terry like she was gargling or maybe on the verge of regurgitating something. As he watched, little tendrils of ethereal smoke spilled up over her luscious red lips.

 She leaned back down and clasped the side of Terry’s head in a sudden movement. She lifted him up off the bed and her black wings snapped round behind him like a harness. Her lips came down to meet him and crushed against his in a passionate kiss.

 Something passed from her mouth into his.

 Terry jolted as if galvanised. Sparks of pure energy crackled into his body. He convulsed in her embrace, his arms and legs twitching as if he’d been wired up to the mains. Nicole embraced him tightly, keeping her lips pressed against his as she exhaled more of her breath into his body. Terry’s brain sparked like a computer dropped in a bucket of water. He felt like arcs of electricity were crackling from his ears. Still she continued the kiss, holding him in place as the energy flowed through and settled into every pore of his body.

 “What was that?” Terry asked when she finally released him. He felt like he could light up electric bulbs just by holding them.

 “Stolen life essence,” Nicole said. “We can lend it out to humans if we want. Very handy for keeping them going for longer.”

 She lifted up her ass and positioned herself back over his erect and throbbing penis. Again he felt the warmth inside her spilling out and down his shaft. His cock twitched in anticipation, wanting again to be enfolded within her soft flesh.

 She didn’t keep him waiting. The plush lips of her vagina parted and he watched as his cock slid back into her exquisite sex.

 Her thrusts were faster this time. She bounced on his cock, her lovely round tits swaying as she rocked back and forth. Ripples travelled along the lovely smooth flesh of her ass as she smacked down on his cock again and again.

 The weakness and nausea from before had gone. Terry started to move his body back against her, tentative at first, but growing bolder until his legs were locked straight and he started to thrust upwards, bouncing her weight on top of him, starting to catch up to her pace. The force of their motions sent tremors rippling through the bed until the mattress began to squeak.

 Terry laughed at the sound and thrust even harder. Nicole rocked up and down on him, riding him as if he was an untamed stallion. He was bursting with energy. The tiredness, the weakness, was gone. His cock plunged back and forth into her moist pussy, their two bodies coming together with slapping squelches.

 It wasn’t long before Terry was feeling his balls start to boil over, but this time they felt full, not like a bubbling saucepan, but much more, powerful like a volcanic geyser about to erupt and send boiling water high enough to shower the angels in heaven. He groaned and thrust up with a mighty heave, almost catapulting her off his body entirely before she came back down, taking his cock all the way inside her, her pussy tightening around it as he spurted cream into her warmth.

 Her pussy gripped him, forming a soft fleshy seal that engulfed his cock entirely. Muscular pulses rolled up his shaft as her sex sucked on him with the same hunger as a mouth. He groaned as more and more spurts of his juice jetted out of his cock to be sucked up by her warm body.

 This time the aftermath didn’t leave him feeling drained and empty. He felt vital, as strong as a bull. It took him only a moment to recover his breath before he sat up and flipped her onto her back, her black wings flowing out beneath her like sable satin sheets.

 Now he was on top and jackhammering his cock into her wet sex. He gripped her luscious ass and slid her closer to him so he could thrust deeper and deeper into a warmth that throbbed and pulsed around his cock like the beatings of a molten heart.

 Throughout it all Nicole remained impassive, her face as self contained as polished marble and equally enigmatic even as her delicious pussy gushed warm juices over his groin. She smiled up at him and pouted her bright red lips like a porn actress, but she still seemed totally composed. In control. Always in control.

 Terry felt wild. His balls throbbed again and he drove his cock as deep into her pussy as it would go. Her vagina clamped tightly around him and muscular pulses tickled up his shaft as she milked more seed out of his balls.

 Still Terry wasn’t done. He felt like he had the vitality of a marathon runner. Maybe more. There was strength in his arms he’d never possessed before. His muscles were coiled springs, bursting to the brim with energy. Even after two powerful orgasms he wasn’t about to end their frenzied fucking.

 The bed had become too small for them so they abandoned it. He bent her over the dresser and thrust into her silken sex, revelling in power he’d never before felt in his legs. This was life; true heaving, sweating, grunting, pounding, joyful life and it thrilled him to feel it after spending so long barely keeping out of death’s clutches.

 Nicole’s tail slithered across his chest before descending in a lascivious loop around his buttocks. Hands flat on the wall she pushed back at him with equal force as he thrust deep into her dripping sex. He reached around her body and clasped both of her breasts, feeling her erect nipples dig into his palms.

 Again. He was coming again.

 Nicole’s pussy contracted around him with a suction almost hard enough to yank him off his feet. The walls of her pussy clamped tightly around his cock and pulled at it with strong muscular contractions. Terry grunted as he let go another powerful geyser of semen into her convulsing insides. She held him there, gripped tightly by her vagina, as she milked pulse after pulse of sperm from his body until his knees started to wobble and his ankles felt like they were made out of spaghetti.

 She pulled herself off his juice-slimed cock and span in his arms until she was facing him.

 “My turn,” she said with a throaty growl before throwing him back onto the bed.

 She was pouncing even as he lifted his head up off the sheets. He took in the lithe curves of her body as she arced through the air, full breasts bobbing beneath her. She landed on him like a bird of prey, black wings folded behind her. Her hands pinned his wrists to the bed as she straddled him.

 Terry’s extra vitality didn’t matter. She was in control now.

 She slammed her hips down on him, engulfing his still erect cock down to the base with one smooth gulp. She was warmer inside, much warmer and growing warmer still, a total contrast to the pale skin of her body.

 The calmness had gone. Instead Terry stared up at a face filled with wild passions, dark and unfathomed. Her lips were stretched taut, baring long fangs, as she growled and snarled with animal desire. She rode him faster and harder than any human woman could ever be capable of. Terry gave up trying to keep up and instead lay back as the force of her unquenchable passion roared through his body like wildfire.

 He was looking at the true her, the part she’d only now released from the cage locked inside her. It was like staring onto her naked soul, or whatever passed for one. She was no less beautiful, but it was a dark and terrible beauty.

 He hoped she wouldn’t kill him.

 She arched her spine, threw back her head and gave a wild cry. Her wings stretched wide behind her, wide enough for the tips to brush the walls on either side. She slammed him down into the mattress, forcing his cock deep into the furnace heat of her vagina. Her muscular walls closed tight around his cock, like a fleshy vice. No escape, her grip said, ever.

 Terry exploded within her, the orgasm more powerful than any other he’d experienced this night. Her warm sex clenched around his shaft and sucked and stroked him with consummate skill. He wasn’t stopping this time. Terry groaned in ecstatic bliss as a series of steady pulses bubbled up his shaft, each growing in intensity as she pumped more juice out of his balls than he ever believed he could produce.

 “Feel my pussy really suck you,” Nicole said.

 She sat above him, her full breasts thrust upwards and outwards. She stared at him over the twin peaks of her luscious chest. Terry writhed beneath her in orgiastic torment, tremor after blissful tremor tearing through his body.

 She leaned over him and clasped the side of his head with her black-clawed hands. She held him still and stared down at him with her abyssal black eyes. Those black pools sucked him in like a tar pit, dragging him down into a darkness that had no bottom or end. Her wings rose up and blotted out the light entirely. Her pussy formed a cushioned vice around his cock and he felt her whole body tense and flex as she sucked him. She was gulping down his life, swallowing him one orgasm at a time, and Terry didn’t want it to end, even though it must and it would end with his death.

 She blinked and the savage passion in her face flickered and was blown out like a candle.

 “Enough!” she said.

 Her pussy released him and that irresistible, terrible, rapturous suction passed. The violence of his ejaculations faded and the flow of semen into her body slowed to a dribble. Her face was once again as calm and perfect as a flawless sculpture. She got off him and lay next to him on the bed, head resting against his. One of her wings folded across their perspiring bodies like a soft sheet.

 “The best part about loaning out stolen life essence is fucking it back out of the person you lent it to,” Nicole said.

 “Couldn’t you have left some?” Terry said. The familiar weakness had returned to his body and the memory of the strength and vitality he’d felt was fading to the quality of a dream.

 Nicole shook her head sadly. “Living off the essence of others is the blackest, foulest magic. It would extend your existence, but it would be a corrupted shadow of your life.”

 As much as he longed to feel that raw vibrant life rushing through his veins again, he understood. A shadow of a shadow was no existence at all.

 “So is my client fully satisfied?” Nicole said, putting her arms around and cuddling him.

 “Completely,” Terry replied. A dazzling array of emotions were spinning through his mind. It would take him a long time to fully process what had happened this night. “What are you?” he asked.

 Nicole smiled enigmatically.


 “Your perfect date for a warm summer’s night,” she replied.


 “Intense,” Terry said.


 “It’s good to let the wild side out once in a while,” Nicole murmured.


 “I get the feeling you don’t get to do that very often,” Terry said.


 “I can’t afford to,” Nicole replied. “My kind are powerful, but they are few and the humans are many. If I gave my instincts full rein eventually your kind would hunt me down and kill me.”

 Terry traced a finger over the elaborate black whorls and symbols covering her skin. “This isn’t here for decoration, is it?”

 “It’s a reminder,” Nicole said, her face cryptic again. “I think of it as an instruction manual to help me become the being I wish to be.”

 “I suppose I’m a good test,” Terry smiled. “It’s not a great loss if you accidentally suck me dry.”


 “I’m usually more tender,” Nicole said. “I hope I didn’t scare you.”


 “No, it felt more real,” he said, “if that makes any sense.”


 He lay on the bed, enfolded in her warm arms and covered by her soft wing. There was a question he had to ask.


 “If you carried on,” he asked, leaving unspoken what that would mean for him, “would it hurt?”


 “No,” Nicole said. She lightly breathed in his ear. “I would give you the sweetest, tenderest end.”


 “I think I understand why Dr Pratchett told me to ring you,” Terry said.


 “Dr Pratchett told me about this young patient of his,” Nicole said. “A brave young man who’d lived his whole life with a rare, incurable condition. A young man who’d endured many painful and debilitating treatments and yet still found energy to cheer up the other children on the same ward. A young man who’d grown into an adult despite many medical experts predicting he wouldn’t survive beyond his twelfth birthday. Dr Pratchett told me about this young man and said it would be a pity if such a decent young man never got to experience the simple pleasures so many take for granted.”

 Nicole lightly kissed him on the cheek.

 “Is it what you want?” she asked.

 Terry lay back and stared at the ceiling. It was black. The walls were black. His furnishings were antique and gothic. It was hard to avoid becoming obsessed with death when you were forced to contemplate it every day, Terry thought.

 “They told me I was unlikely to live past my twelfth birthday. Most children grow up and find out Father Christmas and the Easter Bunny are only make believe; for me it was my future,” Terry said sardonically. “My parents loved me a great deal, but in their eyes I always saw that fear, the knowledge that one day they’d have to bury me.

 “They didn’t,” he said with traces of black humour. “In the end I buried them. Plane crash,” he added. “It doesn’t matter. I’ll be joining them soon. I got past my twelfth birthday, then my thirteenth, then my fourteenth...but the nineteenth is a year too far. There are no treatments left.”

 He paused in thought.


 “No, it’s not what I want,” he answered. “Not yet.”


 Nicole listened, her head resting on her elbow.


 “It’s like summer,” he said. “We know it won’t last forever. We know one day the leaves will fall from the trees and winter will come. I could spend my life worrying about the coming winter or I could enjoy every precious day of sunshine. I can walk. I can talk. I can think. It’s still summer and I want to savour every last day.”

 Nicole leaned over and kissed him tenderly on the lips.


 “It’s what I thought,” she said.


 She got up and slid off the bed, a beautiful girl that was so much more.


 “You’ll know the right time,” she said. “Then I’ll come for you.”


 “Thank you,” Terry said. “It’s a comfort to know the end will be nothing to fear.”


 Nicole walked to the door, her black wings folded behind her back. At the door she turned and blew him a kiss. Even though she was on the other side of the room, Terry still fancied he could feel traces of her perfumed breath brushing against his lips.

 “That stolen life essence,” Terry asked. “I probably shouldn’t ask where it came from.”

 * * * *

 Amanda opened the door to the store cupboard and gave a loud shriek as a large naked body toppled out. She stepped aside as the body—


it was Neil

 —fell bonelessly forward to land on its face with a thud. An eye, glazed over, stared into space with cow-like stupidity.

 * * * *

 Nicole smiled, the twin points of two long fangs resting against her plush red lips.

 “I’m still not quite the being I wish to be,” she said. “Occasionally I have moments of weakness.”


 


 


The End
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 Ennis grabbed a beer from the fridge, walked into his bedroom and switched on the light.


 He was shocked to find a girl sitting on his bed.


 No, not quite a girl. Something else.


 She looked like a petite young woman, but her eyes gave her away as something not human. They were pure black. No whites, iris or pupil, just an abyssal black all the way through. Her face was delicately elegant, almost elfin, apart from a pair of full, sensual lips. Incongruously, a Santa hat was sitting on top of her head between two pointed ears. Wavy red hair spilled out from beneath the hat to cascade like flames onto her pale shoulders.

 When she saw Ennis her face split in a broad smile.

 “Master, I waited for you,” she said in a voice that chimed like silver bells.

 Her slender, pale body was naked apart from a couple of strategically placed pink ribbons. Smiling and jiggling she reached behind her back and the ribbon around her chest fell away to reveal a pair of full, milky-white breasts. They were much larger than would be expected for such a slender body. The girl coquettishly folded her arms around them, more to bring them to Ennis's notice than hide them. Not that she needed to; Ennis couldn't take his eyes off her. She had the most beautiful body he'd ever seen.

 “Does master like his present?” the girl asked.

 “You're a succubus,” Ennis said, still stunned that such a thing could be real. He cast his mind back through all the wild parties he'd ever been to in an attempt to remember if he'd ever taken enough LSD to put this down to a flashback.

 The girl demurely looked over her shoulder. Two small folded black bat wings rose into view. She extended them a little to prove they were real before folding them back again. A long slender red tail with an arrow-tip point curved round from behind her back. The point playfully brushed the second ribbon at the point where it lay over her sex.

 “I'm yours, to give you pleasure in any way you desire,” she said.
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