
    
      
        

    

  

    
        
          Ravaged 2: A Monster Box Set of 8 Erotic Tales

        

        
        
          by Simone Beatrix

        

        
          Published by Simone Beatrix, 2013.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      RAVAGED 2: A MONSTER BOX SET OF 8 EROTIC TALES

    

    
      First edition. December 12, 2013.

      Copyright © 2013 Simone Beatrix.

    

    
    
      Written by Simone Beatrix.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

The Beast’s Dungeon by Simone Beatrix

Dragon’s Claw by Simone Beatrix

Satyr’s Lair by Simone Beatrix

An Alien Touch by Simone Beatrix

Caged by the Creature by Simone Beatrix

Tempted by the Trolls by Simone Beatrix

Taken into the Mothership by Simone Beatrix

Demon’s Kiss by Simone Beatrix

The Beast’s Dungeon by Simone Beatrix

“Are you almost ready to go?”

Mary pulled a coat over herself and stepped out of her bedroom, closing the door behind her. She looked up at her friend, April, and nodded.

“Yep, I should be good to go.”

They both headed out the front door of their apartment and drove downtown. It was April’s twenty-second birthday, and she had been prodding Mary about going out and drinking all week.

They popped into the nearest bar, deftly squeezing past the super-sized bouncer ‘guarding’ the entrance.

The club wasn’t especially packed, since it was a Wednesday night. Lights flashed across the foggy dance floor, while bass and music pounded against every wall. The smell of dry sweat and alcohol was pervasive.

They found a table and sat down.

Mary sighed in relief as she shrugged her coat off and hung her purse on the back of her stool. She gave April an expectant look.

“Well, birthday girl, what would you like?”

April seemed distracted. Mary followed her gaze and saw a overdressed man leaning back against the bar, giving the women an interested look. 

After a moment, “Oh, a piece of that ass, that’s for sure.”

Mary groaned. “Not this again. You know I can’t stand those creeps.”

“They’re not creeps, they’re hot,” April said through a smile. “I’m going to mooch a drink off him, you want anything?”

“Nah, I don’t want to give him any ideas, inflate his already massive ego,” Mary said. She cracked a smile and waved April on. No reason to not indulge her.

April hopped off her stool and wandered over to the stranger. Mary watched the two flirt excessively, and felt her stomach turn a little. She couldn’t see what April thought was so hot about the kind of arrogant guy who had more confidence than self-awareness.

Mary liked a little subtlety. A little deviousness, maybe more of a game? She mused on the thought for a moment, the background bass and lights vanishing.

April and her new boy pulled her out of her daydream. She blinked hard and looked to them.

“Someone looks a little lost,” April said. “Anyway, this is Jacob.” April touched his chest as she said his name. “He said he wanted to meet both of us.”

He flashed a smile and extended a hand. Mary managed a brief smile and gave him a cordial wag, before letting go. He didn’t seem phased.

“Mind if I get you two a drink?”

“I’m okay,” Mary said quickly. She bit her lip. After looking at April, she nodded with a sigh. “I don’t take drinks from strangers.”

Jake held up his hands defensively. “Whoa, I’m not a stranger anymore, we met.”

April glared at Mary. “Fine fine,” Mary relented. A slight smile crossed her lips.

“I’d love one,” April said, slinging her arm under Jake’s. He held up his index finger and moved to the bar.

April took her seat again and planted her elbows on the sticky table, cradling her chin.

“Already in love, huh?”

April scrunched her face in disgust.

“No, just thinking about gettin’ some tonight.”

“Good for you.”

April frowned and exhaled. “Hey, you didn’t have to come if you didn’t want to. You don’t have to be a stick in the mud, ya know.”

Before Mary could defend herself, Jake returned with three drinks, a shot for each of them. He pushed one toward each of the girls and took the third in his hand.

“Drink up, ladies. On me.”

Mary took it and held it in her fingers as if it would bite her. “I don’t know if I wanna drink too much tonight,” she whined.

April glared at Mary, forcing her to shrug at the thought. The three clinked their glasses together and downed them.

***

After downing the shots, Mary loosened up and let April get her some drinks. After getting lubricated up, they hit the dance floor and the night turned to a blur of thundering music and flashing lights. Jake grasped Mary by the chin and planted a wet kiss on her, before sliding his tongue up to her forehead. She shuddered as April watched with intent eyes, afire with alcohol and lust.

Soon the three returned to the apartment and Jacob and April disappeared into April’s room. Mary slinked onto her bed and the world spun lazily around her. She shut her eyes as sleep drowned out the sound of April and Jacob fucking in the other room.

***

The sensation of water on her face woke Mary up. She blinked hard and tried to pull her sheet up, but found it had fallen on the floor.

She reached down and another drop of water splashed on her lips, rousing her enough to open her eyes.

She wasn’t in her room at all.

A dimly lit stone floor and four walls surrounded her. The water had soaked the top of her thin shirt down to her stomach, and the hard stone floor left a coarse impression on her face. She touched her skin carefully, brushing sand and dirt off her cheek. She shook her head and blinked hard again.

She moved to stand up and found her neck and back sore with pain. The floor hadn’t been kind to her throughout the night. Was it still night, anyway? What happened?

She stood up and braced herself against the wall. It was cold to the touch, frosting her fingers as they pressed against it.

“I’m dreaming, right?”

Thick scraping echoed through the room, bouncing off the stone walls, followed by indistinct howls and grunts that seemed to come from every direction. Mary’s eyes grew wide as her heart started racing, the sound itself setting her teeth on edge.

She crawled back against the wall and leaned against it, letting the cold stone seep deeper through her damp shirt. A thundering sound reverberated against her back, and she leaped off it, fear filling her body.

She squeezed her hand to try and stave off her tremors, but it was no use.

A single torch hung on the wall, encased in a small metal cage. It was unreachable.

She reached into her pocket to find her phone. It was dead.

A caged door with rotting iron bars blocked the only way in and out of her cell. The sounds emanated from that direction. Mary steeled her nerves and swallowed hard, taking careful steps closer to the cell door.

When she reached it, she instinctively grasped the bars, the rough metal threatening to slice into her palms. The hallway was just as dimly lit as the cell, and seemed to extend forever. Torches barely lit the hallway. Each wall was lined with similar caged doors. Whatever was making the horrifying sounds lurked inside those cells.

The scraping and howling grew more numerous the longer she stood there. Then the smell came, a rancid, unknowable smell filled her nostrils. A mixture of dried bodily flood and rotting meat.

She clenched her mouth shut, forcing back her stomach from spilling its contents.

She gulped hard. “Hello!?” she called out into the distance. Her voice echoed back to her, and the howling intensified in reply, the cries and groans deafening and drowning out her pleads for help.

She released the bars and moved to the back of her cell again. Despite the insanity of everything around her, she didn’t feel defeated yet. It had to be a dream right?

***

A few hours later, she heard footsteps in the hall. The sound kickstarted her heart; while she hadn’t been sleeping, she hadn’t been focusing on anything but the wailing either.

A cloaked figure parted the darkness outside her cell and stood, saying nothing.

She slowly moved closer to the front of the cell, blood rushing in her ears.

There was something... off about the figure outside her cage. He stood in a strange manner, and his cloak seemed bulgy and misshapen around him. His face was obscured from the hood, and he breathed silently.

Mary opened her mouth to speak, but found her mouth parched. She gulped hard and tried again.

“Who are you?” she asked.

The man turned his head toward her and let out a low chuckle. Mary’s skin crawled, the hair on the back of her neck standing on end. She clenched a fist.

“What the fuck is this, some kind of sick trick?” Her words came pouring out of her mouth, her flushed face only betraying her feigned confidence. “Where the fuck am I? Would you just fucking answer me?”

In a surge, she moved to the bars and grabbed them, thrusting her face between the metal. The rotted iron scratched her face, but her eyes barreled into the blackness under the cloak, trying to make out any kind of detail.

“Here. Stop all of this,” the man said. His voice was strange, warbled, indistinct. It had a hard edge to it, almost unnatural. He produced a key out of his cloak and pushed it into her chest, his fingers grazing her shirt. “I’m sorry.”

Without a thought, she reached up and held the key against her chest, his fingers only slipping past hers as she pushed against it. She cradled it, looking at it for only a moment.

“‘Sorry’?” She looked up in confusion, and saw the man was gone.

The fading echo of his footsteps were the only clue to which direction he went.

Mary took the key and slid her arm through the bars. After slipping the key into the lock, a satisfying clunk sounded. She exhaled hard as she wrenched the door open, the screech of the worn metal pounding off the stone walls.

The roar and howl of the other prisoners gained new energy and fervor. Mary covered her ears and shut her eyes, trying to focus on the sound of her shallow breathing.

After the sounds died down to a dull roar, she poked her head out of her cell and looked down each hallway.

Dimly lit torches lined the halls, and regrettably, they both seemed to extend even further than she originally thought.

She bit her lip and stepped out of her cell, carefully placing each foot to try and be as silent as possible.

The stench of rotting meat rose to meet her again, forcing her to choke back her gag reflex. She held her breath for a moment, before pulling her shirt up and holding it against her mouth. Each breath helped thaw her chilled fingers.

She remembered that the footsteps had moved down the right side of the hall, so she moved in that direction.

Mary hesitated in front of a neighboring cell and tried to sneak a quick peek inside. Fog dispersed from the middle of the room, rising up with the sound of heavy breathing. Something large was outlined in the darkness, but Mary forced herself to avert her gaze before she could make it out. She didn’t want to see whatever was inside these cells.

What was she doing here with the rest of them?

As she passed cell after cell, she forced her eyes forward. Labored, heavy breathing felt like it was wrapping around the back of her neck each time, a weight of anxiety pressing down on her shoulders. Every time she moved past a set of iron bars, a small wave of relief washed over her.

She tried not to think about how long this corridor might go on. To keep track, she started counting the cells that she passed on her right. She gulped at the thought of having to go back to her cell, but what if it was her only choice? She clutched the key in her hand, crippling fear of dropping it etched in her mind.

***

She passed cell seventy-six. The hallway seemed to be growing a bit brighter from the cluster of torches on the wall, so she picked up her pace to try and reach the end.

After passing cell eighty-five, she finally found the end of the hall.

Thick steel bars blocked her path. She frowned, her legs cramped and feet sore from the cold stones and rough mortar.

She leaned closer to the bars, peering in. If this didn’t lead to the exit, she’d have to turn around and explore the other side. 

She felt the presence of something large lurking behind them, watching her, smelling her.

“You came.”

She jumped back, her mind reeling. The voice, it felt familiar somehow. The presence in the cell moved closer to her, and she braced herself for it.

It was large. At least eight feet tall with scales and rough skin covering its body. It was vaguely human shaped, with large horns curling around its head. The voice was gravely, thick, and thundering. The beast had large eyes, jet-black and piercing. She clutched the key to her chest, as if she were protecting it. She wanted to turn away and run — anything to not look at it. She steeled herself and kept eye contact, unsure what she was doing. Somehow compelled.

“Came? You...can talk?” She looked at the key in her hand. “You were expecting me?”

The beast licked its lips, revealing sharp fangs and a forked tongue. She shuddered, trying not to let it get to her.

“Yes,” it answered.

“Were you...” She couldn’t believe she was going along with all this. “A man told me to stop this... stop what?”

“Silxan?” The beast growled. “Yes, that’s probably who it was...”

“Silxan, then.”

“Yes. I can only assume his greed got the best of him. He won’t last long now.”

Mary’s mind was spinning. She felt hungry and exhausted. Silxan won’t last long? What about her? “Where the fuck are we? Why am I here?”

The monster shook its head, a heavy sigh escaping its nostrils. “Release me and I’ll tell you.”

“Why would I do something as stupid as that?”

“Because I know the way out. And why not let out a fellow prisoner?”

Her eyes widened, a surge of hope climbing through her. A breath of air. Still, she clutched the key.

“You can’t manage to escape without me. You can’t understand how big this maze is.”

Mary frowned. “Where’s Silxan? Why didn’t he let you go? I don’t like this... I don’t even know what the fuck I’m doing here. Talking to ...”

“A monster.”

She nodded in agreement, as if they had just decided. She needed more information. She felt like if she kept him talking, he might slip up if he was lying. At the very least, she might learn more about what was going on.

“Why are you here? What did you do?”

“Nothing.” The beast paused, as if contemplating if he should continue. “I was captured, to fight and fuck and breed.”

The idea set Mary’s teeth on edge, her skin rippled with disgust. She stared on, her gaze passing through the monster. She didn’t want him to see her affected. The beast paused again, as if he were trying to gauge her. His black eyes flicked up and down her body, her exposed nipples prodding through her damp shirt.

Her face burned, a mixture of confusion and anxiety overcoming her. She swallowed hard and asked the question hanging in the air.

“Sex? With people?”

“Yes. And I have, repeatedly.” He licked his lips again, stirring something inside her. Revulsion? Interest? “The warden wanted to see what would happen.”

She blinked hard. 

Mary didn’t ask anymore questions. She felt a sense of obligation, a pulling desire to let the beast out. Wordlessly, she slipped the key into the lock and turned it.

As she released the beast, a sense of calm washed over her. A sense of detachment, as if she weren’t actually doing something so foolish, so dumb. She ignored the flash in the beast’s eyes when the lock clunked open, and the door screeched to let him free.

The beast moved closer to her, his enormous body warm and rancid next to hers. His body wasn’t as humanoid as she expected, longer and more slender. His movements were almost snake-like, curling back and forth as he moved around her. Like a predator stalking its prey. He relented from touching her, but she felt his desire, his eagerness.

She turned to look up at him, his gaze traveling across her body. “Y- you aren’t going to ravage me?”

The beast shook his head knowingly. “I’m restraining myself.”

Mary expected relief to wash over her, but instead, she felt a vague sense of anxiousness. Restrain himself? What would happen if he didn’t? What if she didn’t want him to restrain himself?

He motioned in the direction she came. “This way.” He brushed past her briefly, his scales rough against her skin. She hide her face as it turned red.

***

She couldn’t understand it, there must be something wrong with her. The stench in the air had lessened and she was barely noticing the howls of the creatures. She watched his broad shoulders, ripped with muscle, lumber back and forth as they moved down the hall. She noticed the monsters in the cells had quieted.

A thought occurred to her.

“It’s you,” she said under her breath.

The beast raised his head, acknowledging her.

“You’re the reason they’re so quiet.”

“They recognize their father.”

As they passed another cage that had gone silent, she peered in and saw a form crawled back into the corner. This was the desired effect?

“Why don’t we release them too?”

“They don’t understand. They’re wild, untamed.”

She grunted. “You aren’t?”

He stopped and turned to face her. His tongue slithered out and grazed her cheek and ear, cradling it for a moment. “No.”

She stood, paralyzed, until he relented. He gave a low chuckle and turned back around. A chuckle that seemed familiar. Mary shook her dehydrated mind, his focus shifting to her open cell as they passed it. Cell zero she had decided.

She started counting the cells on the left wall this time.

Cell one, two, three... four...

***

“Wait.” Mary said, stopping and putting her hand on a wall to steady herself. When the beast stopped and turned to face her, she leaned over and grabbed her knees, breathing heavily.

“Should we rest?” the monster growled, looking over his shoulder for a moment.

Mary shook her head and tried to stand back up. “No, I- I want to get out of here. I don’t want to rest.” She shot him a look.

His face was just as inscrutable as when she first met him. She didn’t understand why every fiber in her being wasn’t screaming in the opposite direction of him. Maybe it was his voice. It seemed so calm and collected, which didn’t match his vulgar appearance.

She huffed and stood up weakly, giving the beast a half-hearted smile.

“We won’t be able to get out of here for a couple more hours,” he said. “If you need to rest —,”

She cut him off, “‘Rest.’ You said it again. How could I possibly rest in this hellhole? The constant scratching and growlings.” Her tired eyes were bloodshot and heavy, despite how much she wanted to make a point, she didn’t have the energy. She slumped against the wall and slid down it, the rough stone leaving harsh marks on her shoulder and arm.

Mary gnawed on her lip and tried to keep her composure. The beast moved closer, and she flinched, feeling his overbearing presence towering over her. His shadow was thrown on top of her, blackening his face and body, revealing only his outline.

She looked up at him and saw his jet-black eyes flash for a moment, and she felt something flutter inside her. Her repulsion had only grown stronger while they were walking together, but she couldn’t deny a certain primal feeling growing inside her. Maybe she was losing her mind, and she just felt defeated by everything.

He leaned down and scooped her up in his rough-scaly arms. His breathing pushed his chest against her body every moment, she felt herself giving way to her desire.

She slung her arms halfway around his neck, clinging to the downcast horns that cradled his head. He turned back down the hallway they were heading and started moving, picking up speed. He didn’t have to match her pace any longer.

***

She woke in a cell, her mind fogged and her stomach hungry. The beast was nearby, watching her sleep; she wasn’t sure why.

In her fog, she crawled closer to the beast, and touched his leg, marveling at the way the torch light shimmered off the flecks of hard skin. The beast murmured, and she rolled closer to him.

He exhaled hot air through his nose, steaming the room a bit.

“You’re so warm...” she said, a slur to her voice. She felt calm, collected. Why was she in a cell again? What was he doing here?

She couldn’t remember what was real anymore. She touched the beast’s face in a moment of inspiration, and kissed his cheek. He turned toward her and moved upon her, his clawed hand grasped her breast and making her moan. Her heart began to race, pounding in her ears. He stood up from the floor and pushed her against a wall.

His scales were rough and hewn, she grasped at his arms to try and stop him, but he was too powerful. He swatted her hands away and held her wrists together, pulling them above her head and holding her tight against the wall. The rough mortar dug into her ass and thighs, making her itch and wanting relief. The beast’s eyes bore into hers, and she felt as if he was feeding on her anxiety, on her fear and confusion. Was this really happening?

He tore her pants off to reveal her silky white legs. Their pale skin contrasting against his dark scales. His cock was engorged, free from its slumber, and ready to tame her as he had tamed so many others.

“What, what are you doing?” Mary asked hesitantly. She knew it was a stupid question.

He moved closer to her, grasping her tit through her shirt with his mouth. She let a moan slip from her lips, to her own horror. Was she actually enjoying this?

The beast let out a low growl while he massaged her breast, pulling her nipple and making it taut and scream with fire. Mary’s legs grew slick with warm anticipation and worry, and he took his chance. He moved closer, cradling her with his free hand. She stared down at his cock as he teased the hard tip of it against her pussy, a line of precum breaking free like spider’s silk.

Mary’s breathing was growing faster, her heart racing, as he pushed his cock into her. She grew wide eyed as it disappeared into her, the girth making her cringe and yelp in pain.

Tears welled up on her eyes and she bit her lip, fighting back the urge to scream louder. The beast was slow, but forceful as he took her. Finally he was seated completely inside her, and a burning wave coursed through her.

Mary threw her arms around the beast’s neck and he started pounding into her. His meaty cock throbbed and groaned in her pussy juices, the sound of her skin smacking his scales echoing through the corridor. The beasts in the other jail cells were screaming and howling in response, but Mary didn’t care. She could barely pay attention.

The beast grunted as she rode his cock. Her moans grew louder and more frequent, she knew she wouldn’t be able to take him for very long.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Mary said, her voice growing hoarse as her throat tightened. She bucked wildly, and begged the beast to finish inside her, she wanted that demon seed, that unholy union to be complete.

The monster squeezed her ass and held her close as he came to his climax. The heat rising off of him steamed the air and wetted Mary’s face, her eyes filled with lust and terror. He let out a loud roar as his cock throbbed inside her, pushing his seed into her. She climaxed as she felt it slam into her, wrapping her legs around him in whirlwind of confusion. Sweat beaded on her skin, glistening off her chest and stomach. They slowed, and the beast held her there on his rod as they caught their breath. After a long moment, he lifted her off his cock and set her on the floor.

She tried to stay standing, but her numbed legs betrayed her. Before she could stumble to the floor, the beast caught her and helped her stand up.

As she held his enormous hand in hers, she looked at him in the eye and saw something different. Something human.

Exhaustion was too far along now, and her eyes grew heavy.

“I— I don’t think I can stay...” she began.

He reached out to touch her face, stroking her skin with his wretched claw. Mary flinched at first, but let herself melt against his touch.

As she let the after glow of the ravaging sex wash over her, her mind started to race. She looked at the cell door, and saw it was damaged and knocked off one of its hinges.

She took a step back from the beast.

“You broke in here? You could get out...?” Bewilderment filled her eyes as she spoke, fear rippling through her skin. “You... tricked me.”

The beast sighed heavily and stood to his hooves. He pointed at the door.

“What choice did I have?”

She glared at him.

He continued, “you... have an affect on me.”

“How — you expect me to believe that? I can’t believe I’m even here! That this is real at all!” She threw her arms up, and began to walk into the hallway. The torchlight made the sweat on her skin glisten.

“You... remind me of something. A moment before this hell.”

She stopped at the door, touching the hard stone. She didn’t turn to face him, but she listened.

“I needed to know. I had to know what it would be like to be with another human again. Not a beast sequestered in this keep. Not another chemical creation from a madman.”

“And...?”

“It was... inviting. It was renewing.”

She opened her mouth to speak, but closed it again.

“I was sent here as punishment. This form I hold is my curse, my nature manifested into this horror. I created most of these beasts that howl. A student of mine turned against me. He enslaved me and made me into this.”

She turned to face him again. Mary jumped a little when she saw him standing right behind her.

“You — you said someone else ran this dungeon.”

He gave her a look.

Horror sunk through Mary’s skin like a disease.

“This is all a trick... a game to you, isn’t it?” She steeled herself, balling her hands into fists. She didn’t know what else to do. Should she run and try to escape? The beast would be too powerful for her.

The beast looked away from her. “It was,” it began. Somehow, his liquid black eyes seemed sad, regretful. “At first.”

Mary blinked and touched her chest for a moment.

“There was something about you, it reached out to me and shook something loose. A reminder of who I was...” The beast turned to face her, and for a flash of a second she saw he was telling the truth. “Who I am.”

He continued: “By the time you showed up, I was destitute. I deemed myself unworthy of freedom, that I deserved to be trapped in the labyrinth I had created. Hearing the tortured howls and roars of my creations was enough to drive me mad.”

“Then what about the man who gave me the key?”

“Ah, Silxan,” The beast chuckled a bit, low and sinister. “I tempted him with forbidden knowledge. I knew he would eventually succumb to the same disease I did: absolute greed. In the search for more control and power. If he gave you a key to your freedom, he must already be changing into another one of the beasts that are imprisoned here. That’s what happened to me.”

Mary reached up and touched the Beast’s face, somewhat instinctively. She couldn’t understand it, but she felt something for him, more than a confusing kind of primal lust, but something more.

He nudged his large head into her hand as she caressed him, and he sighed heavily. After a moment, she broke the silence.

“So is there a way out?”

He looked into her eyes with renewed vigor and nodded. “Yes. I know there is. I designed the place. I should be able to navigate us out of there.”

Mary bit her lip, thinking furiously. “What about the others? The... other monsters.”

“I’ll take care of them.”

She nodded, not quite understanding why she did. They left the cell and headed down the corridor. Mary was all turned around after waking up, so she trusted the beast to be honest. After all, she didn’t have much of a choice.

If he was still lying to her, there wasn’t anything else she could do.

***

At every intersection they encountered, the beast guided them by instinct.

The torches grew closer together, and more light spilled into the cells, where grotesque and revolting beasts hid in the corners. As they passed each torch, Mary started to urge the beast to move faster and faster. A second wind had rushed through her at the thought of finally being free.

She watched the beast lurch forward with each step and she tried to figure out who he might have been before, how he might have looked.

He certainly wasn’t inexperienced, but if she believed what he said before about fathering all the beasts, did he mean only in the lab, or with his seed as well?

The torches burned brighter as they followed the hall to the end. The walls became less rotted and overgrown, more clean and maintained. At the end of the hall, a single steel door waited for them. It wasn’t like the cells, which had barred doors, but more formal. More final.

“Is this it?” Mary said, ducking under the beast’s arms and examining the door. Her mind raced. The beast guided her back with his hand and gripped the door handle, yanking it open with a satisfying hiss of air. Mary’s ears popped as the pressure equalized and she inhaled the scent of something fresh, the stagnant air of the dungeon all too familiar. As the door opened, the beasts in the cells all the way down the hall howled and moaned with astonishing ferocity.

Mary looked to the monster, finding his eyes which looked lost.

“Are you coming with me?”

“I’m afraid I can’t,” the beast said.

Mary frowned, she couldn’t tell him he wouldn’t be gutted and killed the instant someone saw him.

“I have to find a way to reverse this. Reverse the way I am,” he said.

“Reverse it?”

“Beyond this door is the laboratory. I’ll be able to work there, hopefully... these claws won’t fail me.”

Mary looked at her hands and his. A thought fluttered through her. “I could stay and help you.”

The beast snorted. “Impossible.”

“Why?” Mary fumed, offended. “I could help you!”

“You can’t. You can’t stay here much longer.”

“I don’t understand what you’re saying. I still need to get home too, how am I supposed to do that without help?”

The beast lowered his gaze and met hers. He grasped her shoulders with his clawed hands.

“This isn’t where you belong. This dungeon isn’t in a city, a building, or anything. It’s separate from your world.”

Mary’s mouth opened as if to interrupt, but the beast continued: “When you step through there, you’ll fade back to where you came from.”

“How did I get here in the first place then? I don’t understand...”

“I don’t know. I had agents on the outside with drugs that would induce the transportation, but they shouldn’t still be around anymore.”

“I don’t like it. I don’t want to leave if you can’t come with me.”

“I already said, I have to work on a cure first.”

Mary struggled against his grasp, freeing herself from his claws. “I don’t buy that. What if you find it and I never see you again?”

“We will find each other. I promise.”

She shook her head, a smile crossing her face. “I can’t believe any of this. I don’t even know your name.”

“Reizan.”

“Your human name.”

The beast frowned. “I don’t remember.”

“Reizan, it is then. I’m Mary.”

She took his claw and shook it, trying to not think too much about everything. 

Reizan didn’t answer. He looked at her mournfully, long-fully. Before she could say another word, he grabbed her and shoved her through the open door.

***

Her skin was moist and dewy when she came to again. Too dizzy and disoriented to speak, she tried to look around and gauge where she was.

Darkness surrounded her from all directions, she reached out with weak arms and brushed at it, and saw it flutter. The light broke through the darkness the brightness making her shield her eyes. As she recovered, she realized where she was.

She was under her bed, the skirt and sheets bunched against the sides and blackening the room. She rolled out from underneath and gasped for fresh air, clutching the sheets in her hands as tight as possible.

Her pants were torn, her shirt still moist, her makeup smeared, and her mind foggy.

She heard stirring outside her room, and she scrambled to her feet to shut her door all the way. April certainly couldn’t see her like this.

She thought about what Reizan said about having agents on the outside.

Jake.

Mary slipped some new pants on and stormed out of her room, slamming the door open against her wall. She found Jake and April talking in the kitchen, stunned by the loud noise.

“What the —?” April said.

Mary cut her off. “I want to know what the fuck Jake did to my drink last night. Show me the shit.”

“Mary, what the fuck?”

“Bullshit he didn’t. Trust me, I don’t even need to get into how I know. He better fess up or I’m calling the police.”

Mary came up to Jake’s shoulder and pushed him against the counter. “Right. Now.”

Jake held up his hands. “Okay, okay!” He gave April an apologetic look.

He fished out a small bag out of his jeans and handed it to Mary.

“I knew it,” Mary said, snatching it from him. “Where did you get this?”

“I— I don’t know, some dude gave it to me last week. He said it was ecstasy.”

“Then how come I was the only one to have any?” Mary asked.

Jake pointed to April. “She said you were really tightly wound and needed a break.”

Mary shook her head, pocketing the stash. “I can’t believe either of you, ridiculous.” She stormed back into her bedroom, leaving Jake and April awestruck.

In her room, she took the sandwich bag out and examined it. Three small pills were left. She folded up the plastic and hid it inside her sock drawer.

Her rush from confronting Jake and April was wearing thin, and she had a lot of catching up on sleep to do. She stripped off and climbed back into her bed, grazing her hand against the large red mark on her thigh one last time. Just as she fell asleep, she thought of Reizan. Of his escape from that hellish nightmare.

Dragon’s Claw by Simone Beatrix

“The feast is tonight,” was what everyone kept telling me as I walked through the village stalls. I was looking for some food to bring home to my family on the outskirts of town, but no one was selling anything but their hardy leftovers. Whenever I asked why, they only responded with one thing.

I didn’t know what the feast meant. I had been too young to remember the last one, but despite that, no one would tell me what it was about exactly. I heard only one person mumble something about sacrifices and Gods, but I didn’t believe them. I thought we paid our penance every week? Sacrifice? It all seemed too unbelievable.

Regardless, when the moon fell that night, I joined the others at the well in the center of town. There, great torches blazed and illuminated the square. Hundreds of people had gathered around the town’s leader, Devon. He spoke over the crowd, a feverish excitement in his voice. I pushed my way through the throng as he thanked everyone who had shown up.

“... The time has come again, for us to choose a desirable woman to be sacrificed. Our town has gone through many hardships over the last couple years, a sure sign it is time to renew our vows to the God that lives on earth.” A hushed thrill ran through the crowd and the village leader held his hand up to regain their attention. “I know we aren’t supposed to talk about the sacrifice — that is one of the decrees — but once every fifteen years we must. Now if anyone would be willing to step up. It is for the town’s greater good.”

I gulped and looked around, staring at the faces in the crowd. No one volunteered. I still had barely any idea what Devon was talking about, but I wasn’t about to ask. A voice whispered in my ear, “How about you, Elizabeth?”

I turned to face it and found my friend, Caitlyn, always a joker. I shook my head. “What are you talking about?”

She giggled and prodded my ribs. “You should do it.”

“I don’t think so.”

Devon spoke up again. “If we do not have any volunteers, then I’m afraid I’ll have to choose myself.” He waved to the guards on watch.

He surveyed the crowd. “We only need one untouched woman. That’s all the sacrifice requires.”

“What does the sacrifice have to do?” I spoke up, raising my hand to steal Devon’s attention.

Devon shifted uncomfortably and wiped his brow. “Well,... we don’t really know.”

“What do you mean?”

“I assure you no one dies during the sacrifice.”

“Then what happens to them?”

“They vanish.”

I averted my gaze and looked back at Caitlyn, who’s face had gone pale. I nodded at her knowingly, wanting to scold her for daring to try and get me involved in this.

Devon scanned over the silent audience before snapping his attention back to me. “Elizabeth McShell.”

I shuddered as the words left his mouth, feeling the blood drain from my face. I felt ill. “Come up here, please,” Devon said.

The crowd murmured and parted around me, so I couldn’t hide. I hung my head and walked up to the podium that Devon was standing on. He clamped his hand on my shoulder and shook me. I sigh of relief seemed to fall over the crowd, and I felt sick to my stomach the instant it did.

“You should be honored,” Devon said carefully. “You’ll be hailed as a heroine for the town.”

“Then how come I don’t... feel like one?”

The guards approached behind me and gripped my arms. They dragged me down the stairs and the crowd followed me with their eyes. I didn’t try to fight, I only tried to decide if I wasn’t being absolutely stupid. I was needed, wasn’t I?

I looked at Caitlyn as I was carried out of the town square. She frowned and shook her head, as if it would be the last time she’d ever see me.

My stomach knotted.

***

I was hauled miles outside of town. The location that was picked for the sacrifice was an old one, a large field with a single large wooden stake in the center. I had seen it before when I would go exploring, but could never get a clear answer from anyone what it was for. I swear I saw stained blood on it, and now I knew why.

The guards hoisted me up to my toes and pushed me against the pole. I stood there as they lashed ropes around my body, tightening them and forcing the air from my lungs. They bound my hands and feet to the pole, giving me no mobility.

The guard looked at me with sad eyes and nodded. He looked to Devon who had overseen the entire process. He huffed and blew air from his nose.

“It is done.” He turned out toward the empty field, ignoring the large gathering of villagers that had followed us out there. He spread out his arms and called out into the empty plains. “Azmu! We leave a sacrifice for you! Do with it as you please. For we are worthy.” I stared into the back of his head and tried to contemplate if this was really happening.

It was the first time I had ever heard that name, Azmu, and I was angry. The crowd began to leave, following Devon back up a small hill to the trail that led to town.

“If this god is so powerful how come I’ve never heard of him!” I struggled against my ropes as reality set in.

Devon stopped and shook his head. “We are forbidden from speaking of him except for times of great need... and sacrifice.”

I quivered. I looked to my parents who hadn’t said a word the entire time. “What about you two! You’re going to let them leave me for dead?”

My mother shook her head and my father cradled her in his arms. My father answered, “No. It isn’t for dead. It’s for the greater good.” He gulped back his tears and turned away to join the rest of the crowd. I screamed in confusion and rage as they disappeared up the hill. I was helpless and alone.

What could I do?

***

A storm raged on the moors that night. It had been hours since the village had left me as a sacrifice, but there was no sign of Azmu coming to collect me. The rain ran down my forehead and I tried to lap as much of it up as possible. Who knew when I would get my next sip of water? I realized it felt absurd to try and stay alive, but I had nothing else to look forward to.

The night passed long and rough. I managed to get some sleep in, but mostly strange noises in the night woke me. A raccoon startled me awake at one point and I tried to kick it away, struggling against my ropes. The harsh fibers burned my skin when I moved. The raccoon eventually left me alone, deciding a woman soaked with rain water wasn’t that interesting. Some sacrifice I was.

I cursed the Gods and I cursed the village for leaving me like this. I knew they’d never come back. Why would they? Their precious Azmu was supposed to sweep me away, make me ‘vanish,’ for all they knew, I didn’t exist anymore. What was the point?

I sighed and hung my head, trying to rest my chin against my neck. It made my muscles ache.

***

I woke in the morning to a loud swooshing sound. I craned my neck to try and locate it, spotting something dark against the mountain tops. I strained to make out what it could be, then the realization struck me. The stories my parents had always told, this was it. They were trying to warn me. Prepare me for this day.

It was a dragon. I stared at it as it hovered against the peaks, before it careened down into the valley that I was imprisoned in. The large beast grew nearer, its scales glinting in the morning sunlight.

My stomach ached, but for a brief moment I pushed the pain aside. No one I knew had ever witnessed a dragon in person before, but Gods know that they were real. The signs of their existence was everywhere. A full body shiver shook me against the pole as the dragon landed in front of me.

It lumbered up to me, its large claw like talons crushing the earth underneath it. The ground seemed to tremble under its might, and I tried to get a grip on its enormous size. The golden and brown scales of the beast were that color of damp earth, its green eyes as vivacious as emeralds. It leaned in close to me, its giant eye examining me, reading me.

It opened its mouth to reveal large fangs, rows and rows of them. Each tooth was as long as my forearm, but as thick as my torso. I trembled as it neared me, pushing its nose against me and inhaling deeply.

It sighed and relaxed. The great beast reached around the wooden pole and delicately slashed the robes binding me, freeing me from my hell. I collapsed down to my knees and embraced the earth, just grateful to get off my feet. I grew self conscious and gazed up at the dragon from my kneeling position.

It appeared to be amused. I spoke first, feeling odd and shy about talking to a dragon.

“Thank you so much,” I said. “I thought I’d rot out here.”

The enormous dragon cocked its head at me and spoke quickly. “Yes. You might have. Were you even trying to get free?”

I gawked at him, in disbelief. “You can talk?”

“Of course. Just like you can.”

The dragon moved closer to me, leaning its head near me. It inhaled again. “You smell... divine.”

I blushed. I felt like chastising myself for blushing to the compliments of a dragon, but what else could I do? After a long while, I managed to tear my eyes away from the beast and look over the horizon, toward my village.

“I should go home...”

The dragon followed my gaze and looked over the horizon. He snorted loudly, the force blowing against my back. I looked at him. “What?”

“That village. They left you here. Didn’t they?”

I nodded slowly. “Yes, why?”

He raised up, growing taller and more menacing. I stumbled back a couple of feet to try and get out of his way. He looked down at me. “Come with me, I’ll feed you. I’m sure you’re hungry.”

I shook my head, but could tell that he wasn’t really asking. He gestured to his claw, open like some kind of cage. I climbed inside, his scales as hard as rocks under my feet. In an instant, he leaped into the air and took flight, the sudden jolt making me almost faint. The ground shrank beneath me with incredible speed, and I realized I had an intense fear of heights.

He swept over the mountain peaks. I watched the village in the distance wink away in a flash.

***

He took us to a large cave carved into the side of a mountain. I couldn’t tell how far away we were from the village, but it was nearly nightfall when we arrived. He landed inside the cave and closed his wings, opening his claw to let me free.

I slipped out and stumbled to my feet, feeling dizzy and nauseous from the flight. He quickly slid a chair from one end of the cave to meet my buttocks, letting me rest.

After I regained my bearings, I looked around his lair. It was a huge cave system, but the chamber that we were in was by far the largest. The ceiling was at least a hundred feet high, with a large opening that revealed the night sky.

In the corner of the room though, was the most impressive sight I’d ever seen. A gigantic pile of gold, the peak of it nearly reaching half way up in the room. Not only gold and silver pieces, but heirlooms and treasures of all kinds littered the pile. I stared at it with amazement as the dragon nestled in the center of the room.

He glanced at the pile of gold then back to me. “Impressive, isn’t it?”

I nodded slowly. He disappeared into a side passage that managed to fit his huge body, then returned after a moment with food. He dragged a seared and dead boar into the room with his claws, dropping it in front of me. “Please, eat up.”

I was ravenous. I dove to my hands and knees and dug into the meal, tearing the meat from the bone. The charred skin was like heaven, and I felt a sense of animalistic greed overwhelm me as I devoured my fill. I looked up at him after I finished, my hands covered in meat and my mouth parched.

The dragon gestured with his large eyes to a pool of water in the corner of the room near the gold pile, and I dunked my head in for a drink. I took long and deep gulps until I couldn’t drink anymore.

When I pulled my head back out of the pool, I collapsed onto my back. The dragon stirred, and I turned my head to see him. I was still getting used to his presence, so large it almost felt like he wasn’t there at all — but a fixture in the room.

“Why did you bring me back here?”

“To try and take care of you. That village ...” He snorted loudly, his breath swirling dust around the inside of the cave. He turned to a pile of partially burnt tree logs and lit them ablaze with a single breath of fire, filling the room with flickering light. He continued, “I don’t know how many times I have to tell them. I don’t want sacrifices.”

My heart sank. I shouldn’t have been surprised, but I was. I must’ve seen all the signs, but my survival instinct made me ignore them. “You’re... Azmu.”

He nodded. “Yes. I am Azmu.”

“If you don’t want... sacrifices... what do you want?”

“The touch of a woman.”

I stared at him. “The touch of a woman?”

“Yes.” He moved to meet me by the pond, his large legs as big as trees. I stared into his emerald eyes and gulped. I didn’t want to admit it, but there was something primal about him. Ancient almost. A kind of feeling that dared me to touch him.

I moved closer and rested my hand on his scaled neck. They were rough like stone, but warm to the touch. I felt his heart beating beneath his dragon-scales, and when I met his eyes, something stirred inside me.

I rubbed my body against his scales and let the warming heat of the dragon penetrate my skin. It rose inside me like a turbulent storm, and I felt myself grow hot with anticipation. He grunted in response to my touch, his scales growing even hotter. His nostrils flared and his eyes grew wide.

“Yes. Keep going,” the dragon mumbled.

He pushed me over with his claw and tore at my clothes, shocking me with his ferocious strength. Madness was in his eyes, and I dared not challenge it that moment.

His breath tickled my skin, giving me goosebumps. My exposed chest lay before him, and he slid his long, snake-like tongue against me, swirling each of my breasts in turn. I shivered under his touch, feeling a thrill rise in me. “Azmu...”

His eyes flooded with lust. I nodded my head slowly as I tried to relax. His breath was hot on my skin.

“I’m untainted...” I whispered. He murmured in response.

“I knew the moment I saw you — I could sense it.”

“Will it hurt?” I craned my head down, watching him study my body with intense focus. He shook his head with a subtle movement. A sinister smile spread across his wide mouth, exposing his fangs. A thrill of warmth ran through me, and I leaned my head back down, closing my eyes to let him come to me.

His tongue pushed against my knees and separated them. His hot breath cascaded over my body, moistening my thighs and lower lips. Goosebumps crawled across my skin as he dragged his tongue from my breasts to my legs, cradling my thigh and teasing me. He chuckled lightly, his breath coming out in hot bursts against my tender spot.

He ran his tongue against me, forcing a gasp to rise from my throat. I clamped my mouth shut with my hand and rode out the sensation, unfamiliar and terrifying as it was. Azmu pushed his tongue against me again, eliciting another moan.

“Azmu... you’re... teasing me...”

He brought his tongue back down and rested it against my lower lips, pushing it with a gentle force that throbbed with rhythmic power. I dragged my bare heels against the floor, a desperate attempt to dig in and push myself against his tongue, against his pleasure. He chuckled and brought his large claws to my feet, giving me something to push against.

His tongue’s warmth flowed into me, and he danced on my lips, making me swoon and scream with every pulse of his mouth. Hot breath dried my moist skin like a desert, only to be cooled again by his slippery tongue. I looked at him and watched smoke rise from his nostrils, eagerness in his eyes as they pierced me.

His scales shimmered and danced in the fire light. He grunted and breathed harder as he lashed me with his tongue, making me squirm and desire him even more.

“Azmu, could you...?”

He slurped his tongue back into his mouth and eyed me, as if he knew what I was going to say. I felt my cheeks flush, a ridiculous feeling to have after being played by his tongue for so long. My neck burned with sweat. “I am... a virgin after all.”

“If I could mate with you?”

I nodded slowly. If my village wouldn’t take me back, I might as well make do with what I could.

He looked away. “It is possible but — ”

“You’ve done it before?”

“Once,” he admitted. I could detect shame in his voice. “I regret it.”

The stone on my back wasn’t cold any longer, but it was slightly dewy from my sweat. The fire blazing in the corner illuminated the gold stash, making the walls and ceiling of the cave sparkle and twirl with color and hues. 

“What happened to her?”

He didn’t answer. I climbed to my feet and moved to meet his head. I clasped my hands around him, embracing him as best I could. He nudged me with a gentle force to show his acknowledgment. “I want to help.”

“How?”

I traced my fingers on his cobble-sized scales. “The way you’ve helped me.”

He grunted and I looked under his mass of a body to find his member. It wasn’t as gigantic as I expected, but it was quite large. The closest thing I could compare it to was the size of one of the horses from the village.

I looked away from his watching eye and fell to my hands and knees. I crawled across the stone floor and huddled against his back leg, near the hardening cock. I reached out, slowly, tempestuously, and stroked it. He grunted and shifted his weight, but I could tell it was what he wanted. What he desired.

He couldn’t see me from below him, so I took a secret delight in thinking about what I could do. What I could do to please him as he had pleased me. I felt my thighs grow slick in anticipation, my breathing growing shallow. I stroked him again, managing to grip its girth with both of my hands. He bucked and scraped his hard claws against the stone floor, leaving thick white gashes on the dark rock.

I stroked him again, feeling his body tremble. He groaned as I began to pump my hands over the head. I did my best to touch the entire length of him. I caught myself moaning involuntarily as I stroked him off, gaining speed to match the racing pace of my heart beat.

He cringed and threw his upper body against the floor, gripping it with his claws to stop from moving away from me. I was elated at how great it felt to pleasure him, to make him yearn for me.

“Elizabeth...” he said haltingly. I looked over at his head, following the scaled underbelly of his stomach. His head was cocked down on the ground, turned slightly, so one eye could watch me. I relished the voyeurism. I squeezed his cock harder and brought my face near it, the smell of smoke and brimstone wafting from his tempting scales. I thought of what he had done to me, with his tongue, and decided to emulate him.

I dragged my tongue against his scaly prick and the heat of it was nearly unbearable. The taste of ash lingered in my mouth, but wasn’t unenjoyable. If anything, that flavor only excited me for more.

He grunted in excitement, thrusting his cock forward and sliding it against my open mouth. I gripped it to try and stop him, but it only tossed me forward onto the stone floor. I looked up at his throbbing muscle and felt my chest grow hot. I wanted it.

“Fuck me, Azmu,” I said. He braced his legs and lowered himself down to the ground so he could reach between my legs. I breathed hard, the anticipation terrifying and exciting at the same time. I spread my legs and gripped the head of his shaft as he came close to me. I slowed him with a gentle jerk of my hand and guided him down between my legs, teasing my folds with his hard scales.

I brought him in, scooting forward on my buttocks and letting his girth slowly fill me. His head was the first to slip inside, and I exhaled slowly as I pulled more of him in. I squeezed my eyes shut halfway, then let out a long sigh as I managed to hit his stomach with my knees, his enormous member filling me to the brim. I couldn’t speak, terrified of moving wrong and breaking something, hurting myself.

He moved slowly, bringing his shadowy underside up and letting his girth slide out of me, before bringing it back in. Gently and slowly he rocked, until I was able to regain my composure. The fluttering feeling in my chest and stomach curdling and making me dizzy. I felt like fainting for a long while.

“Oh... my Lord,” I whispered as I hooked my feet around each of his rear legs and dragged him in and out of me. The rush of blood was intoxicating. “Azmu, fuck me.” I had longed to say those words, for them to come together so perfectly. It felt so natural.

He brimmed with new energy. He thrust his hips down toward the ground, entering me fully and slamming against my insides. I felt like I was drowning, each aggressive pump sending me reeling. I clutched onto his underside and held on, letting the storm of his passion flow through me, the heat of his fiery belly fill me with desire. I moaned aloud into the cave, no one to hear the sounds of our love. Nothing to witness our lust and love except for the twinkling of the stars above his body. I couldn’t see them, but I could feel them. They felt as if they were throbbing, echoing and chanting. I screamed as what must’ve been an orgasm sparked inside my body, consuming me like wildfire, the throbbing heat and lust waxing and waning from my finger tips to my ears. 

The incredible surge of intensity began to ebb as he grunted, long streaks of fire blowing from his mouth without control. I felt the burst of heat from above my head with every push, then his seed exploded inside me. It was like coals were being deposited in my insides, like burning kindling of our love still glowing. He grunted aloud and smacked his lips, before withdrawing from me. I collapsed on the sticky stone.

He moved back to catch a glimpse of my eyes. As his head hovered over me, I stroked his scales and, with some difficulty, reached up to plant a kiss on him. He snorted and dabbled me with his tongue, mimicking my kiss. His eyes were full of adoration, the emerald almost looking gold in the fire-light.

My body felt weak and trembled with every movement. I struggled to turn over to my side, before exhaustion gripped me and I passed out.

***

Azmu woke me. I squinted in the daylight as his voice rang in my ears, calling my name. 

“Elizabeth. Wake up.” He gently nudged me with his claw, turning me over from my side.

I held my elbow against my forehead, trying to block the sun that was beaming through the open skylight. I groaned and looked at him. I groaned softly as my body reminded me of the night before. Every muscle was as sore as if I had spent all day tilling. “Wh-what is it?”

“I wanted to tell you — I... I’m glad I brought you here.”

I smiled and craned my neck to meet one of his enormous eyes. “I am too.” I sighed contentedly and added, “Was it good?”

“It was invigorating. I haven’t felt so charged with energy for hundreds of years.”

I stared at him. “Hundreds of years?” My mind boggled at the concept. I thought for a moment, glancing at the unlit trees in the corner of the room, still smoldering slightly from the fire the night before. “Wait — when was the last time...?”

He nodded a bit sheepishly. “It was two hundred and fifty years ago, almost exactly. I took one of your kind into my home.”

I stared at the floor, now turned around on my stomach and resting on my elbows. I didn’t want to know who, but I was surprised that he had gone so long. “Why so long?”

He answered slowly, as if he were choosing his words with great care. “I never found anyone suitable. All the others weren’t right, they didn’t smell right.”

I leaned in and smelled my arm. “I smell right, don’t I?”

He nodded. “More right than even the last.”

“Aren’t there other dragons?” I felt silly to ask, but he was the only one I had seen. When we were flying to his cave, I thought about it and decided that he matched the descriptions of all the dragon stories I ever heard; gold scales, large claws and teeth, emerald eyes. None had different features. 

“None.” He held his breath, then sighed. “I am the last, I’m afraid. I’ve flown across the land and sea countless times, and never found another like me.”

“I’m so sorry.” I reached out to stroke his claw, admiring the crimson edges to his scales and claws.

He shook his large head back and forth, the air whooshing around it. “Don’t be. I am not alone or terrified. At least, not anymore.”

I stared at him, unsure of where he was going. I thought hard about it, and felt my heart quicken. “Your seed...” I held my hand to my mouth, but not in horror, but confusion. “Am I going to be pregnant?”

“No, you’ll change. You’ll become a dragon. Like me.”

I stared at him, trying to comprehend. Trying to believe. “Like you?” I gazed at his body, long and almost serpentine.

“Not entirely,” he chuckled. “More human, but a dragon. With the immortality of a dragon, and the power of one.” He blinked hard and brought his head near me, his large eye encompassing my vision. “Does that... upset you?”

I shook my head, tears brimming on my eyes. “No, no!” I protested. “It doesn’t. I’m just... surprised. I mean... I don’t have anything else anyway. My village literally left me for dead. Without you — I’d have nothing.”

“Now you can have everything. Even revenge. And don’t worry. I’ll take care of you during the process. It can be arduous.”

“Have you seen it happen before?”

“Only once,” he said. He turned away and looked through one of the many tunnels in his cave. “I’ll get us some food. Wait here for me.”

I nodded, and he spread his wings as wide as the chamber. With a powerful beat, he leaped into the art and took off through the open ceiling, leaving me in his lair alone. I drank some water from the pond and sat near the gold pile, staring at its majesty.

Perhaps being a dragon’s sacrifice wasn’t the worst thing to ever happen. I picked up one of the golden goblets and held it close, looking at my reflection. There was a small mark of dirt on my face, and I tried to wipe it away. It didn’t come off, but it didn’t feel like dirt either. More like dried mud. I looked closer as I felt the mark on my cheek with my fingers. Rough like stone. Scales.

I should have felt a bit of fear, but I didn’t. I only felt more powerful.

Satyr’s Lair by Simone Beatrix

It had been a couple of years since I had been home to Edinburgh. I hadn’t called ahead to let my parents know I was coming, so I was expecting them to be pleasantly surprised when I finally got there.

I parked my car in their driveway and shrugged. Their lights were on, but their car wasn’t there. The front door was locked, which was unusual for them if they were home. I sighed as I slipped my key into the lock and pushed the door open.

They weren’t home after all. I groaned loudly and finished unloading my overnight bags from my car, locking it after I was all done. While I shouldn’t have been very surprised, I was bit a upset because it was almost christmas. Shouldn’t they expect their own daughter to come home?

I sprawled out on the couch and turned the television on, looking for something to watch. Nothing. I glanced out the back window across the yard and into the forested lot behind our house. I was happy to see it was still there, that no one had bought it out and built a ghastly house.

I smiled to myself and thought about all the memories I had attached to that little wooded area. Almost my entire childhood. Granted, I was in my twenties now, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t too young to remember what it was like to be a kid. I decided it wouldn’t hurt to do a little exploring again, like when I was younger.

It was only two in the afternoon, and unusually bright and clear for a winter day. I turned the television off and gathered a thick coat to wear over my long sleeve shirt and jeans. I didn’t know how long I would get caught up exploring out there, and I didn’t want to get in over my head. The days were cold, but the nights were even worse.

I figured I had at least a good three hours to explore, kick around some stones, and walk on some logs before nightfall. I locked the front door and made my way out into the yard. Walking across the empty yard was invigorating, the chilled air frosting my breath already and tickling my cheeks.

I folded my arms and squeezed myself to stay warm as I stepped from my parents’ yard into the forested lot.

I ignored the no trespassing sign as I always did.

***

The woods were a lot thicker than I remembered. Despite autumn knocking most of the leaves down, a lot of the shrubs and plant life were overgrown. I navigated through some familiar trails and over a couple of downed trees before I reached a small clearing.

Looking backward down the trail, I couldn’t see the house anymore. I grinned and rubbed my hands together to keep them from numbing. I went further into the forest and found a small treehouse hanging from one of the trees, limp and mostly torn down. I hoisted myself into it and sat on one of the remaining planks of wood, closing my eyes and just letting the wind and the cool air wash over me. The trees were covered in a kind of thin frost, which made them shimmer in the light. I ran my hand along the plank of wood I was sitting on and smiled. The old treehouse hadn’t been built for me, but I thought of it as mine. I still remember the day I found it, amazed at how anyone could leave it untouched for so long. Names were carved in the tree and planks of wood, and I marveled at them.

I stole my first kiss from a boy in the treehouse. I shuddered at the thought as I remembered his name, Blake Colville. He had a strong chin even when he was young, and I almost felt like cursing myself for letting him slip through my fingers. There had been other boys after him, but then college came and changed everything. I was innocent back then, with Blake. Not anymore.

I huffed and leapt down from the treehouse, planting my feet on the ground. I looked around and decided to go a bit deeper, never having gone very far into the woods when I was younger. I was always a little scared.

Of what? I don’t even know anymore. Monsters? Standing there, it didn’t look very menacing at all. The woods were barren and frost-covered, but not terrifying.

I walked along the beaten trail a bit more and found the ground rising in elevation. It was odd. I never noticed the forest sat on a hill before, which seemed like something obvious. I figured the trees must have hidden the elevation change from me.

I came across the face of a hill. Strange, I wondered. Sunken in the side of it was a dark, cavernous cave. I shrugged and folded my arms, squeezing my hands tight underneath my elbows. I should’ve brought gloves.

I walked to the edge of the entrance and leaned inside, as if it was too dangerous to actually step foot across the threshold. A chilled air seemed to pouring out of its mouth, or was it warm air moving inside? I took a precarious step into the cave and braced myself, as if it I expected the entrance to cave in on me.

I took another step and breathed a sigh of relief. Nothing to be afraid of after all. It was strange though, shouldn’t I have noticed the hill before?

I pulled my phone out to turn it into a flashlight. After my friend had shown me how, I never went anywhere without my little phone for that reason. People never seemed to realize how useful a flashlight was until they didn’t have one. The light beam didn’t go very far into the cave, hitting a wall that turned sharply about fifteen meters in. I chuckled and moved to meet the wall.

I brushed my hand against the stone and followed it into a twisty corridor. The air was chilly, but smelt of something wrong. Foul, even. I found myself walking slower, each foot needing more and more motivation to go in front of the other.

The wall twisted around and spit me out into a large opening. A small pool of water was frozen in the center of the room, but not much else. As I shined the light around, I found scattered beer cans littering the floor. I sighed. It was always beer.

Another curving corridor led me further into the cave, and I began to wonder how long it went. How far did it go? Would I still find beer cans in the back of it?

My phone beeped at me and I glanced at it. The battery was low. Of course, that was going to happen. I groaned and turned back to make use of the last remaining battery life, but a gust of wind howled through the curving walls and blew me against a wall. I scraped my wrist and dropped my phone in the confusion, switching the light off. I dropped to my knees to feel around for the phone. It was pitch-black and disorienting, with wind lightly gusting from seemingly every direction.

My blind hands found the phone and its jagged edges. It was broken. I felt like crying.

I regained my composure and stuffed the phone’s remains into my coat pocket. I tried to discern which direction I came from, eventually deciding that no matter what, the cave couldn’t be that deep. I braced my hand against the wall to my left and hugged it, grazing against its rough surface as it turned and twisted through hallways and switchbacks. 

My feet slipped against ice. I was getting close. I reached out with my other hand and held both chilled palms against the wall, letting it guide me out. The light struck me and I burst out into the open woods again, gasping for air. The claustrophobic darkness finally gone.

Something was wrong though. The sky was off. It was orange and ruddy.

Sunset?

***

I glared up through the tree tops and tried hard to imagine how I might have been in the cave for three hours. I squeezed my eyes shut and shook my head, my hair catching on the zippers of my coat. The ground was covered in a thicker layer of powder too, not the thin frost that I remembered. I tread through it lightly, looking for any of my old foot steps. At least I knew where to go now, as vague as that was.

My stomach growled. I groaned.

I retraced my steps through the woods along the trail. But it was wrong. There were turns and twists that shouldn’t exist. When I came across the old treehouse, it was completely gone, save for a single piece of wood nailed to the trunk of the tree. A sign. I leaned in close and tried to read its worn letters, but a layer of frost was sunken too deep in the wood to read. I reached up to wipe away the ice.

A sound made me jump, and I turned to face it. Something was leaping from the trees, jumping from limb to limb. A squirrel? Most likely. I wasn’t in the mood to be spooked though, it already felt like I was the victim of some kind of practical joke. I squinted into the tree tops and found what was making the noise. It didn’t look like a squirrel. It was too... black. Too large. Too wrong.

It leaped down to another branch and hovered there. The only word I could attach to it was bat, but that was wrong too. It dug its claws into the branch and swung down underneath, before opening a wing and preening its feathers. I felt nauseous and confused.

After it cleaned itself for a good few minutes, it looked at me. Its eyes weren’t that of a dumb animal like a dog or a cat, but knowing. They pierced into me and felt haunting. Then it opened its mouth and spoke.

“What are you doing here?”

I shuffled my feet and looked around. I glanced back at the sign but still couldn’t quite make it out. The orange sky grew darker as the night fought the daylight.

“I’m... what?”

It turned its head around and repeated itself. “What are you doing here?”

“I’m trying ... to go home...” I didn’t know what to think, what to say. Was it really talking?

It let out a shrill bark and flew to another tree branch, the sound of its claws digging into the bark was sickening. I avoided making eye contact with it.

“You’re not from around here are you?”

I shook my head. “I don’t think so. Not anymore anyway. How can I get home?”

It blinked. “I’m sure you’ll find it.” It preened itself a bit more. “It’s getting dark though... I’d suggest you hide. Unless you want the satyr to find you.”

I gulped at the word, letting it sink in for a minute. “A satyr? Like, from fairy tales?”

It didn’t seem to understand what I meant. I shook my head. “What’ll happen?”

It didn’t answer me, but flew to another branch, a light bark on its voice. I shuddered as I watched it vanish in the tree tops, out in the distance.

My stomach growled again and I relented. Maybe I could make it back home, but after seeing that thing, maybe I couldn’t. I ignored the sign and started hiking down the trail again, crossing the small frozen stream and trying to make it to the edge of the woods.

After several minutes of walking, I began to panic. I should at least have been able to see where the tree line ended, but it seemed like it was just getting deeper and thicker with every step. The sky was darkening quickly, and I looked up to try and tell how much time I’d have before it was pitch black.

I stepped off the trail and found a small row of bushes with a worn tunnel underneath them. I ducked down and crawled into the woody alcove, glad I found something that might shield me from some wind. A small berry bush protruded into my little lair, but the berries looked wrong. They weren’t red or blue, but white with purple stripes swirling around them. They looked more like taffy or candy than anything. I pulled a couple off the branch with ease and popped them into my mouth. They tasted like a mint.

I felt woozy and warmth after I swallowed them. Not drunk, but like I had just taken a gulp of pure oxygen. It was an odd sensation, but not unwelcome in the state I was in. I grabbed a couple more and feasted on them, before I pulled my arms inside my jacket and laid my head down to try and get some shut eye.

A movement scared me awake. I was groggy and unsure of how much time had passed. I slowly creeped out of the underbrush to see if it was the bat-creature again. The sounds were noisier, more aggressive, and huge. A large shape loomed over the bushes, snatching giant handfuls of the whitish berries and stuffing them away. Huge hooked horns jutted from its head, and I realized immediately what it was.

The Satyr. It was too dark to make out any definite shape, but it was definitely large. As I stared through the tightly knitted vines and branches, it cocked its head and turned to face me.

I shrank back as quietly and quickly as I could, trying to hide. It moved closer to my hiding place, its hard hooves crunched on the fresh snow. It stopped near me, and I could see its ankles and fur-covered legs outside the entrance to the thicket. It turned around and grunted, its voice hard and loud.

I held my breath and waited for it to leave.

It sniffed around the bush, dipping its head into the thick branches. After a long pause, it started picking berries again, tugging on the branches each time it grabbed a handful. I exhaled slowly to keep myself quiet.

I still couldn’t believe I was even hiding from a satyr, let alone taking the advice of some bat monster that talked to me. I shuddered at the thought. This wasn’t Edinburgh any more, that was for sure.

The satyr stirred and walked away, its stride odd and strangely enchanting. I let out a breath of relief and tried to relax. I finished the rest of the berries I had gathered and reached my hand up to pull some more from the branches, threading my wrist carefully through the thorns.

A powerful hand squeezed my wrist and pulled on it, scraping my arm against the thorns and shocking me. I screamed and tried to wrench my arm back out of the bush but the force was much stronger than me. A voice called out through the underbrush.

“I thought I smelled someone in here.”

I squirmed against its grip and shivered. “Let go of me!”

“Come out here.” The tight fingers released me and the satyr’s legs reappeared at the entrance of the thicket. Not thinking, I crawled out to meet the satyr, still rubbing my wrist to try and ease its pain. I rose to my feet and stared at the beast.

It was at least two feet taller than me, with long fur-matted legs that terminated at the waist. His upper half was that of a strong man, bulging pectorals and biceps included. His face was a combination of a goat and a man, a strange and unnerving appearance. His nose was protruding like that of a goat, but he had the fierce-blue eyes of a man. Stubble marked his cheeks, but his chin wore a long and hooked goatee. He grunted as I stared at him, and I looked away.

“What are you doing in here?”

“I don’t know,” I sighed. “I —.”

“These are my plumberries. You haven’t been eating them have you?”

I shook my head quickly, but my cheeks burned and betrayed me.

“You liar, I hate liars.”

I squeezed my eyes shut. 

“Look at me.”

“Sir,” I began, opening my eyes and glancing at his strong torso, flicking up to only meet his eyes for a brief moment. Something burned in my chest when I met his eyes, a thrill rose in my body. “I just want to go home.”

“Sir,” the beast repeated. “Funny.” He reached out and touched my hair, dragging his hands through it. He leaned in and inhaled deeply, savoring my scent. “I’m Isac.”

I tried to look away but couldn’t. Something was enchanting me. “I’m... Sadie.”

“You want to go home?”  His tone had a mischievous tone to it.

I nodded slowly. “Very much.”

“Come to my lair. We’ll get you fed first.”

I shook my head and tried to break the gut wrenching knot that was tightening in my stomach. “No, I just need to find a way back. I was in the — .”

“I insist,” The beast said. Isac grabbed my wrist and pulled me, making me stumble and almost lose my balance. He began to move quicker, and I had to run to keep up. His grip was too strong to fight off, and I felt anxiety and relief. Was he going to help me? Did I want him to? I thought about what I had gotten myself into as we crossed through the forest, across several bridges and frozen streams. The snow began to fall again, twinkling through the tree tops. His somewhat majestic form leaped from foot to foot in front of me, and I felt a strange sensation I hadn’t felt in a long time.

***

It was more like a house than a lair, but it was dug into the side of a mountain. The face of it had two small windows and a hard wooden door with iron bars strapped against it. The location was hidden under trees and rocks in a hill.

He wrenched the door open and pulled me inside, finally releasing my hand after he closed the door. I rubbed the red skin to try and cool it, but was grateful to find a fire in the room. The furniture was strange and the decorations were even stranger. Odd trinkets and doo-dads littered the tabletops, which had a slight curve to them. The chairs were all oddly shaped, looking more like step ladders than actual seating. A large fire roared, smoke pouring up the chimney. He locked the front door and turned to face me.

“I’ll get you something to eat. Sit down.”

I followed his instructions and found a seat in the middle of the room. A table that I could only compare to a coffee table sat in front of me, a bowl filled with plumberries sat out. When he left the room, I reached forward for a handful. Anything to try and keep me sane in this place.

After I swallowed a good dozen, he came back into the room, his hooftsteps making strange noises on the wooden floor. He sat down on a stool opposite of me and stared at me intently.

I blushed and looked back down at the plumberries, before growing self conscious and looking at the belongs he had on the walls and tables.

“I...” I started. I paused and gathered my thoughts. “Where am I?”

He seemed amused by the question, “Where are you... Oh.”

“What?”

“You’re from Earth aren’t you?”

I shook my head, most in disbelief and not wanting to absorb what he just said. He nodded knowingly and shifted in his chair. “I knew it. You don’t smell like you’re from here... its different — wrong almost.”

I clenched my jaw and tried to fight back the rising tide of emotion. If I wasn’t on earth, how as I going to get home? “I might know a way... for you to get out.”

I exhaled sharply and looked at him in the eye. I couldn’t tell if he was being truthful or not, but the woozy berries made me hardly care anyway. He grinned and stood up, moving closer to me.

Without thinking, I touched his skin, planting my hand on his stomach. It was hard and rough, but not unsettling. He grunted in response, and I brought my fingers down to the tuft of fur where his human half met his goat half. The fur was soft in my fingers, cleaner than I thought it would be.

He sighed. “I’m surprised you held out for so long. Most can’t contain themselves for more than a few minutes. I’m impressed.”

I could barely hear his voice, I felt entranced, zoned out. Tunnel vision. He knelt down next to the couch and brought his face close to me, his lips inches from mine. I could feel the dry static reaching between the gap, tempting me to bridge it. He breathed softly, and I caught a whiff of his scent. A dreamy, inviting smell. Like honeysuckle and oak. I kissed him, not knowing what I was doing, but feeling like I had no choice.

He lavished the kiss, dragging my lip from my mouth and sucking on it. I squirmed under his touch, reaching my hands around him and clasping his head, bringing him tighter against me. His hands fumbled for my clothes, pulling my top off and exposing my chest to the warm air in the lair. He grunted as he moved from my lips to my neck, sliding his tongue against my nape and making me sigh with delight. I felt lost in it, letting his hands explore my body, rough and tenuous.

He fondled my breast, taking it in his mouth and sucking on it gently. I raked my fingers through his hair and pushed him against me, urging him. It wasn’t anything I had ever been into before, but but it felt right, like I had to let him. He pulled my ass off the couch and let it hang in the air, my feet planted right below them. He spread my knees and then continued to kiss my chest. His warm and soft lips teased me, making me hot and sweaty.

“Isac,” I moaned. He cast a glance up at me and moved to my stomach, kissing it feverishly and without care. I struggled to keep my mind from clouding over, to keep it sharp. What was I doing? This... this monster was having his way with me and I was letting him?

He pulled at my pants, undoing the buckle and fly with incredible dexterity. I stared down at him as he shifted the pants from my hips down to my ass, then pulled them off. My panties were exposed to him now, and I only realized then how wet I was. How?

He teased me, tracing a finger up my knee and next to my thigh, avoiding my pussy. I groaned and threw my legs around his chest, hugging him against me and feeling his heart race against my clit, an incredibly lifting feeling. He gave me a wicked smile and pushed me back, separating my heat from his body.

He stood to his hooves and I stared up at him from my back, my head cocked up against the back of the couch. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. His cock had emerged from his fur, hard and shiny. His horns seemed to nearly scrap the ceiling from where I laid, and he was rippling with energy, his muscles tense and veins popping. I wanted him. I couldn’t explain it, but I just did.

He ran his hand from my hip to my breast, groping me as he readied himself. Bringing his hips against mine, he thrust his cock inside me, only pausing to let me moan out in surprising ecstasy. For a long moment, I thought he was going to let me sit there and sweat, my back already sticking to the couch whenever we moved an inch. He grunted as he withdrew from me, before he brought himself back with urgency. I yelped and bounced up, but his hands caught me and cradled me by my hips and waist. I was all his.

He wasn’t as gentle as I expected. His foreplay was only a ploy, for now he showed his true nature. His rough hands groped me with a passion I’d never experienced, his hips thrusting into me with a rhythm I could only have dreamed of with a vibrator. He held his thumb tight against my clit, shaking me at my very core with every stroke of his finger. I sighed and grunted, letting my voice carry through the lair with abandon. Who cared if I never found my way home if this is what I had to expect? A hot and pulsating feeling glowed inside me, rising to my chest and hardening my nipples before escaping out my mouth in a scream. The orgasm flooded my cheeks, and made my eyes roll slightly.

He grunted once more and I knew his moment was soon too. While part of me was screaming for him to stop and not finish inside me, another part relished it, desired to feel him loose his load. I gave myself up to my feral instincts and wrapped my legs around him, hooking my feet against his fur covered ass. He shook me against the couch as he raged, his hips gyrating. He bellowed loudly, sweat trickling down his cheek and dropping from his chin as he did. As he finished, I thrust myself against his cock again, pushing his skin against my clit and feeling the throbbing force of his orgasm rise and dissipate through my body. I squeezed my eyes shut and held onto that moment as long as I could, only barely noticing his rhythm slowing, before he stopped. I unlatched my feet and let him go, feeling rubbery and indistinct.

He grunted and collapsed down next to me on the couch, his horns nearly knocking against my forehead. I readjusted myself, my back and legs sticky with sweat. He wrapped his arm around me and sighed with relief.

I inhaled, smelling his scent again. It was stronger now, which made me want him again. I burned but knew I had limits. I still felt shocked and dizzy, and I finally passed out.

***

When I awoke he was standing over me, about to put a blanket on my naked body. I shook when I saw him and my mind burned to place me somewhere I knew. I remembered and shook my head.

“Thanks,” I said, grabbing the sheet and pulling it up to my neck. I looked around and saw the fire had died down a good amount. The bowl on the table was refilled with berries, but everything else looked the same. He was looking at me expectantly.

I remembered what I was trying to do in the first place.

“Look...”

“You still want to go home?” Isac said. I nodded plaintively and looked him in the eye.

“I think I know how to do that. I found something out in the woods the other day, maybe it’ll help you.”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes.”

“Why are you helping me now?”

He shrugged and looked away from me. He dropped his shoulders. “I know what its like, let’s just leave it at that.” He paused. “Get dressed and we’ll go.”

I leaped up from the couch and tossed pulled my pants back on. After I finished dressing, I pulled my jacket on and he escorted me outside, where the snow was falling again. Giant snowflakes piled up on my shoulders.

He led me back through the forest, taking me to the cave again. I shook my head. “Not here. I don’t wan to go back in there.”

“Not in there.” He moved to the side of the cave and knelt down on his hooves. He reached down into the thinning and frost-bitten grass, before grasping something. He yanked up and a door opened, revealing a soft light. “In here.”

I walked to the edge of the trapdoor and stared in. Inside was indistinct. I looked at him.

“Just promise me you’ll come back.”

“How would I come back?”

He didn’t answer. After a moment, I climbed down and slipped into the hole, and he closed the trap behind me.

I felt a sharp pain rip through my entire body, making me wheeze. When I opened my eyes again, I was lying on the ground outside the cave again.

It was almost sunset, the sky ruddy and orange. The layer of snow that I had began to grow comfortable with in the other world was gone. I climbed to my feet and dusted my jeans off, feeling strange and odd.

I crossed back into the forest and found the tree house, as intact as I expected. I passed it without a second glance, moving across the bridge on the small creek. After a few minutes, I found the edge of my family’s property again.

I sighed heavily and stepped into the yard. I felt different. Like something had changed inside me for good.

An Alien Touch by Simone Beatrix

A huge explosion threw light through my drawn curtains. I sat up with a jolt, nearly tumbling out of the bed with surprise. I stared out the window, trying to grip what just woke me up. A fire? A car exploding?

I jumped out of my bed and walked to the window, squinting through the darkness that filled the back yard. Everything looked normal, but I knew the sound had come from there. Without thinking, I threw a jacket and shoes on and slipped out the back door into the empty countryside.

My neighbors were so spread apart it was weird to ever hear them do anything. I hoped it was something collapsing in the barn. It had been falling apart over the last year and I had continually put off repairing it, at least if it finally destroyed itself I’d be guilt free. I shined my flash light through the large barn doors and found nothing different inside; nothing broken or nearing collapse. I turned back to face the house and thought for a moment, resting my hands on my hips and shining the light down at the ground.

I must’ve missed it when I first stepped out of the house, but it was obvious now. A thick smoke plume spiraled up into the sky, seeming to hold the moon in its tendrils. I traced its source to an empty field I hadn’t farmed on in the last year. A lightning strike? But the sky was clear. Vandals trying to scorch my field? Maybe.

I dashed out into the field with a large bucket of water, ready to fight the fire I was expecting to find. When I reached the source there wasn’t a fire, but a huge crater, nearly fifty feet wide. I stared at the smoking earth and peered into the dark cavity in the middle. Something glinted in the blackness, something large and foreboding.

I leaned forward and tried to get a better look. Fumbling with my flash light, I shined it down and revealed a saucer shaped object lodged into the soil, pointing up at an extreme angle. I gasped and dropped the bucket of water as I covered my mouth to try and silence myself. A UFO?

I lowered myself into the crater, slowly sliding down the smoking slope until I reached the epicenter. The UFO was as black as obsidian, and my flash light seemed to disappear against the metal skin of the object. It was like the light was being absorbed. I reached out to touch the craft, but hesitated when I felt the heat emanating off it. I walked around the front and found the top of the UFO cracked open, like a freshly hatched egg. Steam oozed from the broken glass, but what caught my attention was a body. An alien body. It was sprawled out on the ground in front of the craft, possibly thrown from the wreckage.

I stared at it, keeping my flashlight directed, trying to let the image sink in. The long and thin body lay sprawled in the dirt, small mounds piled around its arms from the impact. It was at least seven feet tall. The muscles looked powerful, but sinewy. Large eyelids were closed over the eyes and there weren’t any external ears. I shivered. It stirred and I noticed it was still breathing, and I quickly moved my light away from it — terrified it would wake up and catch me watching.

My mind raced. Should I call the police? The government? I hadn’t a clue. I looked at the injured alien and saw a large gash across one of its legs. It was slowly bleeding a purplish-green liquid the consistency of molasses. I couldn’t explain it, but I something told me to try and save the alien’s life. I knelt down and threw one of its arms around my neck, slowly raising myself up. It was surprisingly light for its size. I carried the creature back to the house.

***

At home, I threw the door open and laid the alien down on the couch. He was so tall, his legs hooked over the arm rest, but it was good enough. I certainly couldn’t have it in my bed, could I?

I tried to think of what would help. Water? I grabbed a glass and filled it in the kitchen before setting it down on the coffee table. His gashed leg looked bad. I pulled down a first aid kit from the bathroom and some towels, and moved back into the living room.

He was still asleep. I was partially relieved and partially worried. What if he woke up in my house and panicked? I didn’t know how I could prove I wasn’t a threat, but I did want to keep an eye on him. There was just something so... insane about the whole thing. I lifted his cut leg and spread a towel underneath it, before turning and clicking open the first aid box. Some of the bandages had been raided for small cuts, but the large patch was still sealed in its wrapper. I pulled out the antiseptic and thought long and hard about applying it. Would it be bad? I dabbed a bit on the towel and wiped the cut, soaking up some purple-colored blood. The alien winced and shifted when I applied the antiseptic, but didn’t move again.

I stared at it for a long while, trying to see if he was going to wake up. After a long pause, I unwrapped the bandage and applied it to his leg, putting firm pressure on the wound. I wrapped the tape on the bandage to seal it onto the skin. He looked better already.

I lifted his leg off my lap and placed it back on the couch. He stirred again and I froze, holding my breath without a thought.

His eyes blinked and slowly opened, traveling sideways and disappearing inside his head. They held no irises, but were deep black in color. The same shade as the UFO, they seemed to not reflect any light, but absorb it. I stared at him long and hard as he sat up, rubbing his large head and groaning. He looked at his leg then to me, landing on my eyes. I stared back, still holding my breath tightly in my chest.

He opened his mouth and words poured forth, but not in any language I recognized. Every couple of seconds the words would abruptly change to another accent and dialect, until they were passing through recognizable speech. After cascading through Mandarin, German, Spanish, French, he landed on English: “Hello.”

I blinked hard and exhaled slowly, trying to control my nerves. “Hi.”

He reached out to touch me, but I recoiled and kept him away. “What are you doing?”

He looked at me quizzically and shook his head, as if he were brushing away my question. He looked around the living room his eyes flicked between observing each object, as if he were cataloging them like a machine. The wall clock, the empty fireplace, the coffee table, me, and the glass of water. He stopped on the last object and picked it up with his long fingers, knobby and prehensile. He brought the glass to his mouth and drank it in a single gulp.

I felt something twinge inside me, watching him move. The sight was so surreal, the large body and gray skin. Something almost alluring about it. I pushed the stray thought from my mind. “Are you... hungry?”

He shook his head. “No.”

“Who are you?”

It answered quickly, “Weirxaln, but you can call me Wei.”

“Okay, Wei,” I gulped carefully, trying to not make any sudden movements. “I’m Sasha.”

“You found the wreck,” he said. His voice was smooth but had a halting sense to it. As if he had to process each word, translating maybe. His words had the practiced authority of a professor. “And brought me here.”

I nodded quickly and looked at his leg. “You were injured.”

“I see.” His eyes met mine, I couldn’t tell what direction they were looking if he didn’t turn his head, but I could feel them make eye contact. I felt my heart race. 

After what seemed like forever, I broke my gaze and stood up. Without a word I went into the kitchen and gathered some food to eat. I had no appetite, but I wanted some excuse to leave the room, feeling unnerved and way too guilty about what I was feeling. Something abnormal. I couldn’t let my thoughts overwhelm me.

Maybe I was still sleeping. There was no crash or explosion. I just thought there was. I rubbed my eyes and closed the refrigerator. I tried to make myself wake up, using any technique I knew. I pinched and twisted my skin, I splashed a bit of cold water on my face. I ran my hands over my body and slid my fingers up my crotch, usually the pulse of electricity jolted me awake.

Nothing. But I thought that maybe the last thing was a mistake. I tried to ignore my increasingly intrusive thoughts. Who thinks like this? I tried to shake them away. An Alien, Sasha. An Alien. But why was he here? Didn’t they always perform weird sexual experiments on people? On women? I chuckled to myself and went back into the living room, almost surprised to see him there. He had risen and was sitting up, leaning over and looking at the coffee table with a peculiar intensity.

I sat down next to him and tried not to think about the small gap between our thighs. His legs were thinner than mine, just due to the fact his entire body was longer, as if he had been stretched like taffy. His nudity was baffling.

He gazed at me again and I felt my cheeks flush. I felt the intense friction in the gap between our legs, and I so desperately wanted to bridge it, make that connection. I squirmed in my seat a little and was relieved when he spoke first.

“You’re...” he seemed to think for a second. “Aroused.”

I shook my head and looked away, my cheeks burning even more now. “No, no. I’m not.”

He smiled and reached out to touch me, his hand finding my leg. His hand is warm, almost too warm. I met his eyes and felt the shock rising in me, the sensation of it feeling so right filling me.

“No, I’m not,” I repeated. He shook his head, his hand still resting on my thigh. I didn’t make a move to remove it.

“Sasha,” he said. “You want to touch me. I can feel it —,” he paused. “No, I can hear it, in your mind.”

I stared at him in horror, almost embarrassed. “No — no. You can read my thoughts? Everything I’ve been thinking?”

“Not everything...” he said, a grin crossing his face. “But I am right, aren’t I?”

I pushed my thigh against his hand and he pushed against me more firmly. I felt my chest redden with embarrassment.

“Touch me, Sasha,” the alien said. I nodded as I reached out and stroked his face, his skin somehow cool and warm at the same time. I tingled, a deep and missing yearning in me. I felt like I was starving for his touch.

His hand on my thigh moved. He placed it on my shoulder and started to unbutton my jacket, a fleece I had grabbed from my room before going to investigate the noise. He slowly undid the top two buttons, before taking the zipper in his hand and agonizingly bringing it down, the mouth of the coat slowly unfurling.

My breath quickened with every second he dragged it out, my chest rising and falling noticeably by the time the jacket was completely undone. He traced his hands against my sides, teasing my breasts, and sliding them inside the holes of the jacket. He slowly pushed the sleeves off my shoulders, letting the jacket bunch up at my elbows. I dared not utter a word, lest I break the spell that had fallen over me.

I felt a chill rise through my skin, tempting me to touch him, to kiss him. I couldn’t shake the feeling. I didn’t really want to either.

He gazed into my eyes and I felt something tingle inside me. 

The alien groped me, his hand on my breast and eager. I swooned at his touch, feeling my whole body vibrate and warmth flood me.

My face turned away from the monster that sat in my living room. He seemed to look into me, even with my head turned from him. I felt his eyes move up and down, touching me with a probing stare. I couldn’t shake the sensation. 

What was the point anyway? I gasped. He reached around my waist and pulled me closer still, my hips touching his. I grimaced as he planted another kiss on my cheek, then another on my lips. Then the tide shrank down and I felt myself go numb, a sensation that was welcome and somehow comforting. His kisses spread through me, and I kissed back. Planted one back on him. He swooned, a kind of chuckle leaving his lips between gasps of air.

A burning sensation, like ginger spice, spread from my lips and entered my mouth, making my tongue itch.

He pushed my chest down to the couch, his long and thin fingers looking strange and symmetrical on me. I didn’t fight him or my desires anymore, letting him guide me down to the cushions. He slipped away from my lips and kissed my neck. He inhaled deeply, like he was taking a walk through a nostalgic dreamscape. I shuddered and let the air leave my lungs in jerking gasps, his strange lips nibbling on my collarbone, sending shivers up my spine.

He drew down between my breasts. He hovered there for a moment, before my bra became unhooked. I gasped in surprise, as both of his hands were planted on my shoulders. I tried to stare into the black pits of his eyes, but couldn’t even see my reflection, even though I was so close to him. A thin smile crossed his lips, but it vanished almost instantly. I felt mesmerized, unable to comprehend or wrap my mind around what was happening.

He pulled open my shirt and the buttons tore off their weak threads. I didn’t think anything of it as he tossed the bundled plaid and bra to the floor. I was exposed to him now, and I could tell it excited him. Not so much by how he looked, but how he felt. There was this... energy that seemed to throb between us.

He sucked on my nipples, giving them each long draws before biting them gently and moving to the next. I moaned and ran my hand over his head, the marble smooth skin warm to the touch, and without a hint of hair. Not even a light coat of peach fuzz coated his body.

I murmured softly as he shifted his weight down, his tongue coating my stomach. I shivered again under his touch, acutely aware of the cushions digging into my back.

He gave me a look, one that I connected with instantly. I knew what it meant. He wanted me. I nodded slowly, and in reply he took my panties between his fingers and slipped them off my body. Naked, exposed, and vulnerable, I was his to take.

He repositioned himself between my knees, pushing them aside with gentle but forceful hands. I quivered, feeling my cheeks flush with anticipation. His breath carried down from above me and tickled my skin, making me ache in ways I thought couldn’t happen to me anymore.

It had been so long since I had been with a man. My mind was spinning.

He slowly, agonizingly, lowered himself down, planting a strange kiss on my belly button. He moved down and kissed the crease of my hip, tickling me with his quick breath. I squirmed, to which he grabbed my wrist to hold me still. “Just relax.”

Still holding my wrist, he drew down and kissed my clit. A warmth washed through my chest, and I shuddered, my breath cooling my body. He waited for me to relax, before kissing me again. I moaned a little, staring down at him with expectant and hungry eyes.

He slipped his mouth over my pussy. He was fast, and I barely had time to settle before he started flicking his tongue against my moist lips, his breath harried and cooling against my moist skin. I squirmed instinctively and threw my legs around his shoulders, locking my ankles together and pulling him in close. He stumbled and lost his balance, pushing his weight against me for a brief moment. I moaned and seized on the couch, my cheeks and chest burning with desire. His tongue wasn’t only powerful and eager, but experienced in ways I never dreamed of. I cradled him between my legs, and his frenzy only grew more intense.

I felt like a coiled snake, my lust bubbling forth. I moaned louder and louder into the empty house, grateful no one was around to witness us together. The alien gripped my hips and pulled me further onto the couch, his tongue dancing across my clit and slipping into my pussy occasionally. I couldn’t think, I couldn’t breathe, everything was madness in my mind.

The alien lifted off me for a moment, letting me catch my breath. I wheezed.

“Sasha, there is something I should warn you about,” he began.

I shook my head and smiled. “Yes?”

“My species... our reproduction facilities are... different than yours.”

“How different?”

“Let me show you.” He groaned and I heard a distinct pop, as if someone had clicked their tongue against their teeth. A slit of skin at his pubic region glowed for a moment, then a large double-headed cock slid out of his body. He seemed to relish the feeling, groaning until it was fully released. It was rock hard and glowed a tinge of blue in the dark living room. I stared at it in disbelief.

“Two?” I said, the words barely escaping my lips. He nodded with a bit of shame.

My shock was quickly replaced with curiosity. I reached out and looked at him before I touched it. He nodded curtly, and I stroked the higher shaft. The skin was as smooth as the rest of his body, but incredibly warm to the touch. He grimaced in pleasure with each squeeze of my fingers, and I moved to grasp the second shaft with my free hand.

“Yes, Yes, Sasha,” the alien moaned. It was strange trying to jerk him off with my non-dominant hand, but it seemed that stroking them simultaneously was the most pleasurable for him. Watching his body writhe and grasp wildly made me hotter than ever, I could almost feel my thighs growing slick. I scooted back on the couch and lowered my head to his twin dicks, choosing to carefully suck one sideways so the extra shaft wouldn’t poke me in the throat or eyes.

He tasted like spice. A tangy and paralyzing liquid. The sensation of slight numbness made me crave him even more, and I pulled and sucked on him with a kind of ferocity I’d never shown any man in my bedroom.

He shivered from my touch as I drenched his cock with my spit. He craned over me and kissed my back, his flexibility astounding. His hand moved between my legs, reaching me from behind, and slipped into my pussy. I yelped as he pulsed his fingers in and out of me, making sucking his cock impossible for longer than a couple of seconds. How was he doing that?

I slipped his cock out of my mouth and laid back down, the couch fabric sticky on my skin. I smirked at him and invited him closer by gripping his hip and urging his lower cock to meet my lips. We both moaned as they touched, a terrifying spark erupting between our bodies. I was only driven for one thing after that, for him to fuck me as hard as possible.

It was so strange, letting those thoughts and doubts disappear like that. I just felt like I had no choice, that I wanted it, but knew somewhere deep down I should have reviled the temptation. His cocks glistened with a kind of precum I’d never seen before, making them even more slippery. He hovered over me and stared into my very soul with his jet-black eyes, his hand only slightly moving between our legs to position his cocks to enter me. One for my ass, one for my pussy. I shook involuntarily, as if a sharp breeze had just blew through the room.

“Will it hurt?”

He answered with a powerful and forceful thrust. Both heads of his cocks entered me at the same time and my vision went white for a moment. I screamed, not in pain, but in sublime bliss. He bellowed a bizarre cry as he slammed into the back of my body, every nerve and feeling frayed and explosive. He jerked against me and threw himself into me again and again. I couldn’t even think for more than a few seconds, except for grabbing onto his elbows and holding on. The pounding energy coursing in me was too much to bear, but I didn’t want it to stop either.

“Fuck! Harder! Wei! Please!” I yelled. I felt tears slide down my cheeks and was surprised. I wasn’t upset or sad, but maybe too overwhelmed to feel anything at all. His cocks seemed to throb and ebb deeply inside my ass and pussy, and despite being slippery, they caught every couple of strokes. The catching was pulling me off the touch and the force was rocking the cushions to the floor. I clattered my hand against the coffee table trying to get a grip on something that wasn’t flying around the room.

I squeezed my eyes shut and let him have me, his body perfectly attuned to mine. I swooned as he groped my breasts, squeezing them and pinching my nipples. I couldn’t breathe, I couldn’t think.

“Sasha, I’m going to come,” he groaned, his voice weak. A dark kind of sweat beaded on his forehead, but it didn’t look like water. I urged him to come, come deep inside me. I wanted it more than anything. I groped his ass and pulled him against me, holding his cocks inside me as deeply as they could possibly go. 

I threw my head back as he came, the surge of warmth resonating in me and making me come harder than I could have thought possible. My pussy clenched against his cock like a vice, and I dug my nails into his shoulder and ass, blinded by my climax. It was like I had an enormous head rush. I held my breath as it washed over me and finally ebbed away. I released my grip and collapsed backward, my vision slowly returning to normal.

He withdrew from me and I stared at his cocks. They twitched in unison as he caught his breath. Their glow diminished and they disappeared back into his body, as if they were never exposed in the first place. I couldn’t even try to be surprised anymore. With some difficulty, I retrieved a fallen cushion and put it behind my head, too weary to move another muscle.

I felt his gaze on me as I drifted off to sleep, wondering if all of this was a dream anyway. 

“Sasha,” the alien said, trying to coax me out of my sleep. I mumbled and turned away from him. “Sasha.”

“What is it?”

“I have a confession.”

He had my attention now. I sat up and faced him, feeling embarrassed. “Go on...”

“I was on my way to Earth on a mission. To bed a human and impregnate her.”

I stared at him, letting the idea sink in. I grew sour at the thought. Like I was a booty call. But wasn’t I really the one who used him?

“While I was sent here for such an empty mission... I didn’t think I’d feel these... feelings about it.” He groped for the words. “My species doesn’t share emotional connections during reproduction. It is an empty gesture.”

“What are you trying to say, Wei?”

“That I felt something. Something I’ve never felt before.”

I touched my chest and felt myself blush. He held my gaze for a long while, before standing up and moving out of sight. 

“Will you come back with me? To the mothership?”

I shook my head. “I — I couldn’t. What would I do?”

“Teach us. Teach our kind about a different kind of reproduction. Raise the child you have growing inside you.”

I was too tired to follow the conversation, but it dawned on me the implication. “A human envoy?”

“Precisely.”

“I don’t know. That sounds...”

“Think about it — then. Rest now. I won’t be here in the morning.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“I was sent on a mission, regardless, a distress beacon was sent out when my ship went down. They’ll find me soon enough.”

I nodded quietly and laid my head down on the cushion. Everything was too mind-boggling to comprehend with that amount of exhaustion filling me. I fell asleep.

***

When I awoke later that morning, the sun was shining through the windows and he was no where to be found. The couch was still in disarray and I swore I could still smell his spicy scent in the house, but he was gone.

I threw on some clothes and went out into the yard to see if his spaceship was still smoking. The smoke plume was absent, so I hiked out to the crash site again.

The spaceship was gone. Even the hole it had left was visibly smaller, as if it had been buried. The ground was still indented and dirt and mud had been sprayed all over the nearby land, but it only vaguely looked like a crash-site at all anymore.

I looked up at the sky and felt a twinge of sadness. How would I contact him if I wanted to go? All I had was his name: Weirxaln. But what good did that really do me?

I went back into the house and wrote the name down on a piece of paper. I brushed my hand against the letters, thinking of the kind of ecstasy Wei had given me. I hoped I could find him again. Somehow, someway.

Maybe I’d even take him up on his offer. Join him on the mothership and be a connection between our species. That idea did sound awfully romantic. Either way, what would I do if the baby was born and it looked too much like him?

I had a lot of thinking to do for the next couple of months.

Caged by the Creature by Simone Beatrix

Nothing could stop me from going to the hot-springs, not even Brad’s incessant begging. I was done with him though, he wasn’t the man I needed or wanted in my life. Too easy going, too simple minded and... safe.

I thought about my decision as I finished packing up my car with the last things I would need for my little detour that night. A couple hours in the mountains would do me some good, especially if the hot-springs were unoccupied and I could enjoy some real relaxation.

The real breaking point with Brad was he wouldn’t choke me. Not when we were just hanging around the house of course, but when we were fucking. He refused to fulfill my desires. While every time he wanted a blowjob he would get one, he wouldn’t clench his fist around my neck and bang the life out of me. I wanted that thrill, but he claimed it was too scary and that things could go wrong. “Tiffany, I just don’t know... what if you died? It’s just weird and a turn off to me.”

“Only if you’re really stupid about it, Brad,” I tried to tell him. He wouldn’t listen, and that’s when I told him it wasn’t going to work. He was the one not fulfilling my needs. My wants and desires. I kicked him to the curb.

I should have known better when I first met him. He was too meek, too scared to take chances or risks. My friends were right.

I pulled out of my apartment complex and bombed down the highway, making it down to the turn off for the hot-springs. A little soothing hot water and solitude would fix me right up. Then I’d call up my friends and we’d go out on the town, gathering up any men who’d look twice at us. Of course, I was a bit pickier than they were — if I learned anything with Brad — it was that I had to be. 

The sun was setting as I made mile after mile on the dirt road. I had to go slow when it was daylight, but even slower when it was dusk. The dust that got kicked up by my tires was just too overwhelming.  It was so much cooler in the mountains than back in the city. I cranked the heater to stave off some of the cold.

The leaves had been turning over to their usual orange and red colors too. It was pretty enough back at home, but breathtaking out in the wilderness. Despite the dust, I cranked my window down a hair to get a whiff of the breeze. It was intoxicating.

That was another thing about Brad. He hated camping. He refused to do anything the last three months, and that was nearly enough for me to call it off anyway. But I stuck it out, thinking another couple months with this dolt would be okay, but I was wrong.

The trailhead was only a couple more miles along the dirt path. I could feel the warm water on my skin already. I was alone because the last time I made the mistake of inviting people it wasn’t the things fond memories were made of. More junk. I had brought all my friends and Brad, and he was constantly whining about me being too revealing in my swim suit. I hope he didn’t actually expect me to indulge his insecurity.

I turned off the road as I came to the trailhead. A couple mile hike up hill would be a breeze, especially without a backpack to weigh me down. I smiled as I lurched the car to a stop — no one else was here.

At least, that’s what I thought.

***

I climbed out of the car and locked it, slipping the keys in my pocket. I was already wearing my bathing suit, but decided to wear a long sleeve and pants over it just incase it was a bit too chilly on the hike up. I felt a bit silly wearing my hiking boots, but did I really have any other option?

I flicked my flash light on and started up the trailhead. It was only about a mile and half, so not too long to get lost, but not too short to get swamped with teenagers during every season of the year. I remembered when I was in high school I couldn’t possibly bear the idea of braving the drive and hike all in one night. Not to mention coming back.

Thankfully, college had changed me for the better. I was a lot more willing to take risks or just put myself out there to get what I wanted.

I thought about the last time with Brad, and the look in his eyes when I asked him to choke me. It was like he thought I was insane. I pushed the thought away and surmounted a boulder, touching it slightly to maintain my balance.

Within a half hour, I made it. The sun had fully set now, and the entire forest was bathed in an eerie darkness. The trees overhanging the steamy water seemed to be all there was. The rest of the woods so shrouded it was if they didn’t exist. It was almost a relief that the hot-springs were empty, but it was also kind of scary too.

I tossed my boots aside and slipped my shirt and pants off. I looked around incase there was anyone else that might have been hiding, then decided to take my bikini top and bottom off. What was the harm? If no one was around to see me, then I might as well not be encumbered. With the cool air teasing my skin, I decided it was now or never to get in.

I dipped into the water, blindly finding the small step and lowering myself into it. The water rippled in small tides as I submerged my body. It was remarkably clear for being what was more or less a hole in the ground. No fancy cement floors or walkways here.

The water was like heaven on my skin, the warmth thawing my frozen fingers and thighs. Something so dreamy about being encased in hot water and hot steam. I leaned back against the damp rock, spreading my arms across both sides and resting my head. I stared up through the tree tops at the twinkling stars, amazed that there seemed to be so many more out here. Hundreds of thousands.

I counted them while I let the hot water work its magic on my mind and body. It was exactly what the doctor ordered. I closed my eyes and let a little nap carry me away, the steam turning to smoke in my mind and the water turning into a warm embrace.

It was definitely the right choice to not invite anyone else. They would’ve ruined the night. And since I was alone, I could dream of other things. Like another man in my life — one who wouldn’t be scared of taking control of me. Who would eagerly dominate me in bed, tie me up, lash me with small whips. I felt a surge of warmth as I imagined it. A powerfully built stranger swatting my ass, making me beg for more (in a roundabout way), and just owning me. I could feel his hands on my skin, groping my breasts. His fingers teasing my clit. I slid my hand over my skin and between my legs and brought my body to life. I let out soft moans as I explored my fantasy, the water shifting slightly and rippling against the edge with each jerk of my fingers.

The stranger would then bend me over and pound me raw, making me cry out in pain and pleasure. Nothing sounded more fantastic.

As I climaxed, I heard a noise in the woods.

***

My heart raced and I looked around, splashing a bit too much water as I swirled back and forth. Was it another guest? I was naked, so was someone trying to catch a peek? Was someone watching me fantasize? I had really let my guard down, and cursed myself for it.

“Who’s there?” I called out, feeling a bit dumb. What if it was just a raccoon? They were pretty harmless. Maybe he thought I was food or something. I stared hard into the dark trees and tried to listen, but nothing happened. I mumbled to myself that it must’ve been nothing. Maybe part of my dream playing tricks on me.

I settled back into my resting position and thought about getting out. It must’ve been getting late at that point, so I had no reason to stay any longer. On the other hand, I didn’t have a reason to leave either — what was waiting for me at home? A job in the morning? Ugh.

Another rustling startled me. I gasped and turned around to try and face the source, throwing water out of the pool again. A large creature was standing at the edge of the spring — at least — I thought it was a creature. It stood nearly as tall as one of the huge pines nearby, but maybe that was my mind playing tricks on me. I shivered and ducked down into the water, submerging my entire body except for my eyes. Its twinkling eyes stared back into me with a calculating kind of intelligence. It had seen me already.

It moved forward and I screamed, before it sloshed into the water. It splashed a huge wave out of it, and I thought that might be my chance to escape. I turned to grip the edge of the pool and pull myself up, but the monster’s hands were already around my waist, pulling me toward him. I squirmed and tried to fight him, but he handled me like a toy doll — it was useless. He held my naked body to his thick fur, which felt almost dry despite being deep in the water. I shivered and tried to close my eyes, telling myself this wasn’t happening.

The monster hoisted me up out of the water and threw me over its shoulder. I stared down across its body as the water rippled off it in sheets. I couldn’t believe this was happening and my stomach knotted as he stood, his height staggering. He finally spoke.

“I’m taking you with me.”

I shook my head in a dizzied frenzy. “Where! What is going on?” I thrashed in his grip and tried pounding on his back, but it was like punching rocks.

My mind whirled. I had to have dozed off in the pool. That was the only explanation. With me thrown over his shoulder, he bounded away from the hot-springs into the cool darkness of the autumn night. I watched my clothes, boots and flashlight disappear in the encroaching darkness.

What was I going to do?

***

My heart calmed down a little as the monster carried me further into the woods. I couldn’t explain it, but there was something intense and, dare I let the voice out of my head, arousing, about the whole thing. This giant creature just commanded respect, and who would I be do deny him that?

‘Him,’ is what I figured at least. His voice was deep and gravely and his frame was built like a powerful lumberjack, even the fur seemed to accentuate him in a way that looked like patches of hair. I bobbed up and down as he moved with impressive agility through the woods, my naked ass growing numb in the chilled wind of our movement. Eventually we stopped, and the beast lowered me to my feet.

My legs were like jelly and I struggled to stay standing. He had brought us to the entrance of a cave. There was a gentle light flickering deep within the cavern. He pushed me forward, giving me a look that told me to not dare try and escape. I obeyed.

Being ordered, even implicitly, was an amazing turn on. I was still coming to grips with what kind of monster I had ran into, but I was getting the feeling he wasn’t going to hurt me. Much.

Inside the cave was a blazing fire. A kind of musty and woody scent filled the cavern. It almost made me light-headed.

Dried meat hung off hooks that had been somehow dug into the stone faces of the walls, and a large set of fur blankets littered a dark corner. I shivered as my eyes crossed a wooden cage, looking battered and worn, yet sturdy. The bars were made of roughly cut wooden branches, unshaved and sharp looking bark. The beast swatted my bare ass and made me jump, taking advantage of my surprise to open the cage and shove me into it.

I stumbled over myself as I slammed my head into the opposite end of the wooden bars. They stung, but didn’t cut me. I rolled around onto my back and stared up at the monster through the bars, trying to let it all sink in. I had a hard time concentrating with the bruise and the stench. Could I call it a stench? It wasn’t... offensive.

“What are going to do to me?” I tried to remain calm. I didn’t want to anger the beast. God only knew what he was capable of. The furs lining what I could only assume was a bed were made from grizzlies. They certainly had a home-made look to them.

“Whatever I desire,” he said. His accent was strong, northwestern. I couldn’t pin it, but it was odd. He spoke a bit haltingly, as if he was still getting used to using his mouth and tongue for words. What else might he have used them for? Was I the first? The cage certainly couldn’t have been made for me. “You were in my hot-spring. I don’t like people using it without me.”

I shivered. “Without you?”

“Yes.”

He lowered his gaze at me. He moved to the cage and grasped the top of it with his hands. The ceiling of my prison only reached his hips, so he truly stared down at me. “So I’m going to punish you.”

I gulped at the word. At the idea. I thought of Brad refusing to choke me, I thought about the excitement and anxiety I had felt getting carried up here.

“Prove it.”

The beast growled, and slammed his fist on the cage, making the timbers creak and crack with his force. I jumped back and huddled as far from him as possible. I wanted to hide my arousal from him anyway. His eyes looked over my body. I covered my breasts, denying him the pleasure of looking.

He raged again and moved away from the cage. He retrieved something from the pile of furs, a piece of wood. “This’ll teach you to be so disobeying.”

“Disobedient, you mean.”

He growled again and pulled my arm through the criss-crossed wooden bars. I winced as he squeezed my wrist. He held me up, keeping me off balance and awkward. At his mercy. He lashed my arm with the switch, making me cry out in pain. I bit my lip and let him do it again and again, only barely trying to escape his grasp to keep up appearances. He dropped the switch and dragged his tongue up my elbow. His spit was salty and sticky, but it reeked with an intensity I’d never smelled before. Not disgusting, but alluring.

“Don’t correct me, human.”

“Oh... you don’t like it when I do that? Maybe you shouldn’t have kidnapped me. When I get out of here you’re in for a world of hurt... I’m sure the police would love to know about the monster living in the woods.”

He slipped open the cage door and pulled me out with a powerful grasp. He lifted me up and slammed me against the top of it, my head hanging off the side and my legs dangling. The bark-covered bars dug into my skin, making me itch. He spread my knees apart and inhaled deeply. His monstrous hands ran across my skin, grazing my nipples and making me gasp.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” the beast murmured. I shook my head and bit my lip.

“No.”

He swatted my exposed ass and I yelped. “How about now?”

I shook my head. He swatted me again and again, until I was nearly falling off the top of the cage. He craned his head down and smelled my hair, before licking my neck and breasts. His long tongue swirled around my belly button, before cradling my pussy. I swooned for him.

“Now?”

I shook my head again. The beast wrapped his fingers around my throat and squeezed, making me light headed. My vision blistered white. “Now?” he repeated.

I croaked a small “No,” encouraging him to punish me more. Make me his bitch.

He slapped my tits and choked me, and that’s when I noticed it for the first time, his engorged cock rubbing the inside of my thighs. Its eager and hard head red with desire. It was bald, thankfully, and enormous. He released his grasp from my throat and I coughed to catch my breath, bracing against the wooden bars.

“What are you going to do to me now?” I said, eyeing his cock. He grimaced and pushed me back down against the cage. He swatted my ass again and I yelped, not in mock-pain, but in real pleasure. He eyed me suspiciously, before spreading my legs again. I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him closer to me.

He pushed them off of his body and shook his head. “I’m on control. Not you.”

I nodded meekly. “Whatever you say.”

He teased my pussy again with his cock, grazing the lips and covering his head with my juice. I wheezed as he continued the charade, playing with me by slightly dipping the tip into me and pulling it out again. My chest burned with shame and desire.

“Don’t you want to fuck me?”

“I’ll fuck you when you’re good and ready,” he said. He pulled away from me and let my legs fall against the cage. I leaped up and tried to follow him, but he pushed me away. “Stop.”

I pouted but didn’t move. He moved toward me again and stared down at me, his huge body towering over me. The monster’s fur was barely touching me, and the smell of it was overwhelming.

He scooped me up with his arms and kissed me hard. I squirmed from his touch, before relenting and collapsing into his arms. After I loosened, he carried me and threw me on top of the cage, before brandishing his cock and stroking it against my lips again. I moaned with ecstasy as he teased me, wanting him to punish me even more.

“I hate when humans use my hot-springs,” he muttered. He slapped my pussy with his dick, making me wince. I moved to wrap my legs around him, but he nudged them away. He moved closer to me, his fur tickling my thighs. I stared up at him, defiantly, wanting him to see my face when he finally decided to make me his. To know who I was.

“I’ll make you remember your place.” He pushed his cock into me, without giving me a chance to protest or try and ease it in. I yelped as his hips slammed into my legs, rubbing my back raw against the bark covered bars. I felt my cheeks flush with red as he pounded me, his hands holding me down against the cage so I could barely move. I could barely breathe. It was exhilarating.

He wrapped his fingers around my throat again and squeezed as I lost myself in the moment. My vision blurred and grew dim, air barely escaping my lungs. He grunted loudly and released his grip on my neck. As the air rushed back into me, I felt the rising tension of passion explode inside me, radiating warmth and numb through me. I couldn’t handle it, my climax rocking me in a way I could have never dreamed of.

I groped and squeezed his elbows as he rocked me back and forth, his large dick quivering inside me. Our moans of pleasure drowned out the sound of the crackling fire, leaving only us in that space. Just our bodies intermingled. His monstrous one and mine.

It should have been something out of a horror movie, but it was so much better than that. Something about his strong arms and figure was just astounding. I grew weak willed just staring at him, that beastly frame. His mouth parted with each grunt, revealing sharp fangs as he thrust into me, rattling the cage and my heart. I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled myself against his body, and he didn’t fight it. I felt another climax rising to the surface, and I wanted him to join me.

“Fuck me... fuck me and come inside me,” I moaned. I stroked his furry arm and he nodded in approval, unable to speak between gasps for air. Sweat beaded his forehead, and his balls slapped my ass red. He grunted and squeezed me again, his hands holding my hips against his body, the warmth almost suffocating, and I knew it was happening.

I screamed as he pounded and finished inside me, his monstrous cock throbbing deep inside my pussy. I squeezed my legs tight around him and tried to draw out each of his moans. His eyes fluttered shut and open, and he seemed to fight off the wave of pleasure. I closed mine and hung my head off the back of the cage, letting the numbing warmth overwhelm me, take me to new heights I never thought possible.

He held me there for a while longer. I could feel his eyes probing me, admiring me. He withdrew from me and I let out a gasp, feeling a profound emptiness I’d never experienced before.

The beast moved away from me to the corner of the room. He laid down on the fur blankets, panting to catch his breath. I sat up and was amazing at how wobbly my arms were. I could barely keep myself upright.

He looked at me. “Don’t move. I’ll know if you leave.”

I shook my head. “I wasn’t going to...” I honestly hadn’t even thought of escaping. What was wrong with me? Then again, if I tried to run, there wasn’t anyway I could lose him in his forest. “I’m sorry I used your hot-spring.”

He snorted. “I hope you learned your lesson, human.”

I nodded. “Who... what are you?”

“I’m Streecher. What do they call you?”

I smirked a little. “Tiffany.”

Before I could say another word, exhaustion gripped me. I fought to keep my eyes open, to see what he had planned for me next, but it was no use. I collapsed, dozing off.

***

The sunlight woke me. I groaned and rubbed my eyes, feeling sore in all the wrong places, but oddly comfortable in others. I opened my eyes and expected to find the cage surrounding me, its wooden bars almost familiar.

But I wasn’t in the cage. Or even the cave for that matter. I was back in my car at the base of the trailhead. My heart sank. How did I get back here? I was still naked, but had some of my clothes draped over me to hide my nudity. I looked around in the car and didn’t find the beast. He was no where to be found.

I winced as I moved about in my seat. My ass was bruised and red. I touched it tenderly, thinking of it as a kind of promise or reminder that I didn’t dream the whole thing up. I couldn’t have.

My hiking boots had been tossed in the passenger seat, the mud caking the upholstery. I felt touched that the monster had bothered to take me back at all. I thought for sure he was going to keep me in his lair for good.

I reached in the back and pulled my extra set of clothes out. I managed to get dressed and pull my hair up. It was only mid-afternoon, which meant I missed work. No great loss there.

I started the car and thought about the monster and his hot-spring. Perhaps he would always be there, and if I wanted to come back, I could. I started to pull out of the trailhead parking, but stopped and cast a long look to the trail, thinking of the hot water and the hotter monster that laid claim to it. Oh, I’d be back alright. I’d just have to let my bruises heal up.

Maybe next time I could teach him a thing or two about dominating someone.

Tempted by the Trolls by Simone Beatrix

I used to go up every weekend to hike around the dusty trails in the nearby foothills. I’d grab my gear and just get away from it all. Truthfully, I only did it for the very personal alone time.

This time was going to be different though. I could feel it as soon as I set out from the trailhead. The trails that carved around the foothills went on for miles and miles, and some people said that they went all the way into the next state over. I was pretty skeptical about that, but they weren’t exaggerating when they said they went on for miles.

For the last five years, I’d never found the end of a trail. Some of them looped back on themselves and brought me back to my car, but a good dozen just seemed to go forever. Looking at maps of the area didn’t reveal anything remarkable, but the rumors were that there used to be gold mines tucked way in the back. The trails were originally carved to confuse anyone who was trying to steal from the miners, but I couldn’t find any evidence of that either.

What I really needed was some release. That heady and exhilarating rush. It had been a couple of weeks since I had hooked up with anyone, and with the constant in-and-out of the house by my roommates, I never had a chance to run a nice long bath and get some good climaxes in before the end of the day. I gave up on that and decided it was time to pick up hiking again. It had been a long enough time since I had last gone.

Autumn was setting in, so I didn’t expect to run into any other hikers on my trip. Which was good. I couldn’t be bothered being intruded on in the wilderness as well as at home. I might just stab someone with my shovel.

***

After hiking for a couple of miles, I was starting to feel pretty knackered. I decided to jump off the trail and pull out some snacks. It was late in the afternoon and the sun was starting to blaze the sky in an orange light. I bit into my apple and watched the clouds fly by, the wind occasionally kicking my hair up into my face. It was invigorating.

I looked over the sunken valleys and hills and took in the sights. The dry air was calming too, not dirty with smog and smoke like the air back at home. Some people would argue with me that the woods and forests were the real treasures of the outdoors, but I was never convinced. To me, the sagebrush hills were my true calling.

A movement caught my eye in the distance. Another hiker? I stood up and shielded my eyes from the glare of the sun, squinting to try and make out who might be there. It could be a trail ranger or someone just goofing off.

It couldn’t be though. Even from hundreds of yards away, I could tell there was something off about the figure. It was too tall and lanky. Something strange about its proportions. While I stared, a sense of dread filled my chest and my throat tightened. It turned to look toward my direction and I dove to the ground, kicking up a small cloud of dust as my elbows scraped against the dirt. I breathed silently, trying to catch my breath.

Whatever it was, I didn’t want it to see me. It made me uncomfortable. Not only that, but frustrated. What was going on? I stared up through the sage brush and could barely see the outline of it against the sun. It moved away and disappeared over the curving horizon. I sighed heavily and pushed myself back up to my feet.

Should I go back home? Give up this whole idea? It couldn’t have been anything stranger than a really tall hiker, but a small voice told me otherwise. I gulped and looked at my apple. Covered in dirt and tiny pebbles from my panic attack. I groaned and threw the rest away.

While I had an inkling to turn back, I also wanted to know more. If it was just a hiker doing some rounds, I didn’t have anything to worry about, did I? Someone who I could hook up with and part ways, like a dream. That would be awfully nice too.

With that in mind to lift my spirits, I hiked onward. I cut across several trails and started following the figure. It had to have just gone over one of the hills, and it couldn’t have gone very far.

As I crested a small slope, I was just able to see him from afar. The small speck in the distance moved quickly, but I traced its direction and made a mental note of where to go. The sun was low now, but I figured I could make it over the next couple hills before it got too dark to go on without being noticed.

My heart raced and I knew it wasn’t from the climb, but excitement.

***

I crested another hill and spotted the tall hiker moving into a valley just out of sight. Despite not being able to see where it went, I noticed a gentle glow against the darkening horizon where it had moved. A camp?

My heart sank. That meant he probably wasn’t alone. I thought hard about what to do next. I shrugged my backpack off and took a breather.

Maybe it was one of the abandoned mines people always kept talking about? I scratched my shoulder and rolled my neck. It had to be a mine.

I hoisted my pack onto my shoulders and continued on. It would only take a couple more minutes before I could see right into the encampment, if that’s what it was.

***

As I came to the summit of the hill over looking the valley the hiker had vanished into, I dropped to my hands and knees to crawl and peer over the top. I left my backpack forlorn and lifted my head up to get a good look.

Torches blazed all around the small camp. Several huts were angled toward a small mine shaft entrance, complete with a pair of small and thin looking rail that disappeared into the mouth of the cave. The hiker wasn’t alone, but he also wasn’t... human. From my vantage point and with the light, I finally got a better look at what I had been following the whole time. The sight both excited me and disturbed me.

Strange nine foot tall creatures moved between the buildings. Their arms were ghastly pale and long, dragging past their knees. They were hairless from what I could tell, and mostly naked. The only word that immediately came to mind was “trolls,” but that seemed disingenuous somehow. Too easy to categorize them like that. They talked with one another in english, but with an accent and speed that I could hardly follow. Not that I could really hear them very distinctly, but their voices did echo through the valley up to me.

I couldn’t tell which one I had been following, but there must have been at least five of the creatures just loitering outside. I didn’t know if there were more. I pulled out my notebook and took some notes down. I stared up at the sky and tried to discern how far I’d come. Why had I left my phone back in the car?

Oh yeah, I was out here to try and get some release. Things certainly had changed since I left the trail to follow a stranger.

I should have been scared, maybe even upset, but I was just impressed more than anything. I watched the monsters walk around and tend to some chores, oblivious to me. It was getting late, so I pulled my sleeping bag out of my pack. There was no way I was going anywhere else though. I had to keep notes. I wished I could take pictures, just for proof.

I laid out my sleeping bag and rested it against the brush. I figured I could at least stay the night, maybe pleasure myself anyway, then hike home. The excitement of being so close, coupled with the idea of getting caught, kind of made it more exciting.

Maybe the problem at home wasn’t my roommates catching me, but that I wanted someone else to.

***

The hours went on, but between taking notes and marveling at the creatures, it felt like no time at all. I wiggled inside my sleeping bag, and turned over to lay on my stomach. I started drawing little doodles of the trolls moving around the village. I was a passable artist, but no one was getting taxonomy information from the drawings though.

I shivered as a cold wind cruised across the hills and dove over me into the valley. The trolls angled their heads to look up at the wind, paying it a special kind of attention. I swore one made eye contact with me and my heart froze. I didn’t dare move, lest I prove I was something to investigate. After a moment, it looked away and I breathed normally again.

As more of the creatures started to turn into their huts and snuff out the torches, I decided it was time for me to have a little bit of fun with myself. I’d be damned if I came all this way just to sleep in a bag and go home with nothing but crazy stories. No, I needed the release, and I was going to get it.

I slipped my arms into the sleeping bag and cradled them between my thighs. The chilled air had really gotten to them, and I needed a bit of warming up before the getting started. After thawing my fingers, I dragged them lazily under my panties and teased myself a little. I stared up into the night sky and imagined a man fucking me.

No, not a man, but a monster. I didn’t stop my mind from wandering where ever it wanted when I was in the thick of it, what good was it? Fighting it would only make it worse.

In the fantasy, the monster was towering over me, his bare skin hot against mine. I imagined him probing me with his fingers before taking my breasts up and sucking on them, instinctually. I moaned softly to myself, as I touched my clit and brought the hungry beast alive again. I made short work of my cravings, only imagining the strong monster shoving my panties aside and pushing his cock into me. I yelped a little as I climaxed, clasping my hand over my mouth and trying to shut myself up. I couldn’t get caught now, not with my pants down like this.

A rustle in the brush nearby caught my attention and I turned to see one of the creatures standing nearby. He held a large spear and gestured for me to get up.

“I thought I saw something up here.” I strained to decipher what he said, his tone so fast it ran his words into each other. He stepped forward and poked me through the bag with his spear, scaring me more than anything. “Get up.”

I shook my head. “Get away from me!” The troll poked me again.

I slipped my panties back on as discreetly as possible and unzipped the bag. I didn’t know what else to do. My heart was racing and I could barely see in the darkness, but I knew he wasn’t kidding around. I climbed out of the bag and was exposed to him, just my hiking shirt and panties.

His eyebrows raised. “A female? I thought so as well. You were following me.”

I squinted as if that would make it easier to see. “You were the hiker.”

“Hiker?” He shrugged at the word. “Come with me.”

“What if I don’t?”

“I’m not asking.”

***

I obeyed his orders. I felt a sense of shame almost, getting caught like that, but he didn’t seem to care. We descended down the hill into the valley. In the village, all the torches had been snuffed out hours ago, but a couple of them were still smoking.

He followed closely behind me, jabbing my back whenever I dawdled longer than he wanted me to. I couldn’t shake the sensation I was dreaming, that I must’ve dozed off after my little session. But the jabs from his spear were all too real. If I was dreaming, I surely would have woken up by now.

I couldn’t believe I wasn’t more scared. I should have been quaking in my hiking boots, but I was as calm as ever. Maybe it was because I got the sense from him he wasn’t going to really hurt me, but... how could I be sure? Maybe it was because of my fantasy, and how closely he had shown up afterwards. I almost wanted to... fulfill it.

He brought me to the largest hut in the village. None of them were particularly impressive looking, appearing to be made from some kind of adobe. While the smaller ones had open doorways, the large one had a wooden door. Huge and circular, but not actually tall enough for the trolls to climb through without ducking down. He stepped past me and rapped on the door with his spear, a quick three-beat knock.

The large door sprang open, pulling back into the house and sliding aside like a giant lock. I gulped as he pushed me inside.

The hut was decorated much nicer than I had expected. Golden artifacts littered the small tables and walls of the home, and a large foyer extended into a living room. It almost looked... human.

The troll jabbed me and led me into an adjoining room, where two other large trolls were waiting for me. They seemed bigger than the ones I had watched wandering around during the evening. Were they inside the whole time?

The largest one was dressed. While the one with the spear wasn’t. The dress was a combination of wood and golden casings, not quite human, but a passable attempt.

“Rikul, what is the meaning of this?” The largest one said.

“Sire, I bring the watcher.”

The largest one rolled his tongue in his mouth. “I see. Another voyeur come to steal our gold?”

I shook my head, interjecting. “No! I’m not here for any gold.”

“Silence!” Rikul said, swatting me with his spear. “When Xierzes is speaking you will obey.” I cowered and tried to hide my head.

Xierzes shook his head and clicked his tongue. “Now, now, that is no way to treat our guest.” He held out his hand. Rikul squeezed his spear a bit tighter.

“She’s here for the gold!”

“I don’t think so,” Xierzes said. He turned to the other large troll. “What do you think, Trienal?”

“I think she’s the one we’ve been waiting for.”

Xierzes nodded. “I agree.” He turned back to Rikul. “Hand it over.” Rikul begrudgingly handed his spear over, and Xierzes tossed it aside. He opened his arms as if he wanted to welcome me. I only made brief eye contact. I was too distracted by his codpiece. A large piece of gold adorned his hips, and a large protrusion jutted out.

He beamed, his teeth crooked but clean. “Welcome to our village, stranger. But we have one custom that I should probably tell you first.”

I stared at him. “Custom?”

“Yes. We have to initiate all visitors. If they don’t survive the initiation, well...”

He cast a glance over his shoulder to Trienal, who chuckled. “Then they aren’t worthy of the secrets.”

“Secrets? Initiation? What’s going on?”

Xierzes let out a slow chuckle. “You’ll see stranger, you’ll see. Come with me.”

He laid his hand on my back and walked me into the next room. Trienal followed, but Rikul was ordered to leave the house at once. I looked over my shoulder at him and swore I saw a flash of jealousy. What were they going to do to me?

***

In the next room, a large table was set out. It looked most similar to a dining room, but there weren’t any chairs. The table was too high to sit at from the floor. It didn’t matter, as the trolls would soon teach me their strange ways.

Xierzes walked me in front of him then pushed me back onto the table. I lifted myself up and sat on it, staring up at him expectantly. He gave a devilish grin to his partner then swung back to me.

“Our village needs to replenish our most valuable asset: people.”

I stared in horror and tried to grip what he meant. I was still having a hard time translating how fast they talked to understandable english. “You’re not going to eat me are you?”

“How slow she talks... and thinks,” the second troll said. He shook his head. “No, we’re going to fuck you.”

“Fuck?” the word jumped out of his mouth like a spear into my back. “Fuck me?” My eyes widened, but my cheeks flushed. They couldn’t be serious. They were going to fuck me?

“Hold you down and fuck you.”

I gulped and looked around to see if there was any way out.

Xierzes moved closer to me and squeezed my breasts. My thin shirt didn’t do much to stop his fingers, and I tried to brush him away. Trienal was behind me, and he gripped my arms to keep me from struggling.

My face flushed despite myself, and as Xierzes teased my nipples through my shirt, I focused on his heavy breathing. I thought about my fantasy as I laid in my sleeping bag earlier that night, and my mind turned to strange and bizarre thoughts. I shouldn’t have been getting so turned on from these two monsters man-handling me, but I was.

I stopping fidgeting against Trienal’s grasp and they both chuckled.

“All the humans fight it at first, but they soon come around.”

I blinked. “Other humans?”

“Yes, we always manage to lure one or two in when the time is right. You’re one of the latest... but I can tell already, you’re special.”

I paused as I deciphered his sentence, and blushed again, but not because his hands were squeezing my breasts. “Why?”

“A scent... you’re different. Special.”

I let out a gasp as Trienal undid my bra and it suddenly went limp inside my shirt. Without another word, Xierzes reached down and grabbed the hem, pulling it over my arms. Topless, I could feel both of their bodies’ heat radiating on me, their skin tantalizingly close to mine. Xierzes' breath traveled down my neck and pricked my nipples, and I felt my chest grow warm in anticipation.

I started breathing harder, and this seemed to delight the two creatures. Their hands were all over me, exploring every inch of my skin as if it was their first time with a woman. I relished the feeling. Xierzes rubbed his golden codpiece on my thigh, and I almost felt his cock twitch inside the casing. Trienal had no such modesty, his hardening member rubbing against my ass without a care.

I grinded into him for encouragement. He reached from behind me and cupped my breasts, before leaning down and kissing my neck. Both of their kisses were fast and urgent, like their speech, but carried a sense of hesitation about them. I don’t know how I picked up on it, but I felt like they were going much slower just for me.

Xierzes grabbed me by the waist and brought me closer to the table. He pushed me down on it and spread me out, so I was free for both of them to handle as they pleased. The only thing keeping me from their excitement were my panties.

With careful motion, Xierzes looped his fingers under the waistband and pulled them off of me, making sure to not catch my knees. I let out a sweet moan as he tossed them to the floor, the excitement almost making me dizzy. They were on me again, their hands and mouths exploring inches of my body I had never felt touched or kissed by a man. By a human.

Xierzes brought his head down by my thighs and licked my skin. I shivered, and he took it as a sign of encouragement. He brought his lips to mine and sucked, coaxing a drawn out moan from me. My fingers rushed to his head and clasped on it, holding him against my clit. Trienal held me steady and kept me from growing too urgent. I didn’t even need to look to get a sense of how large his cock was, quivering near me. As the wave of euphoria washed over me from Xierzes' tongue, I reached over and grasped Trienal’s cock, its strange skin smooth like marble.

He grimaced as I stroked it, pulling the foreskin over the head with each motion. He grunted and bucked without a care as I stared up at him, and his eyes met mine. Xierzes dragged my attention back to him with his finger, pushing it up into my body. I moaned loudly, which made both of the creatures groan in agreement.

Their bodies glistened with sweat, and my neck burned with uninhibited arousal. Xierzes pulled his fingers from me and loosened the belt holding his codpiece up, until it fell to the floor with a loud clatter. His cock was even larger than Trienal’s, and I knew exactly what he was planning on using it for. I stared at him with hungry eyes, and he motioned for me to scoot closer.

I let go of Trienal’s dick and brought myself closer to the edge of the table. Xierzes' eyes burned with an intensity I’d never seen before. As I came close to him, he grabbed my hips and dragged me across the wood grain, scratching my ass and shoulder blades. I winced as he released me, but he only moved his hands to get a better grip. He spread my knees apart and rested the tip of his cock against my pussy. The warmth was intoxicating.

“What are you waiting for?” I moaned. “Do it already. You said you wanted to fuck me. Now’s your chance.” I stared into his eyes with the rebelliousness of a teenager, and he took my challenge up. He lowered his cock and thrusted into me, one powerful stroke filling me to the brim. My eyes watered as I gasped for air, throwing my head back against the table. Trienal watched greedily, stroking his cock as Xierzes started to pump in and out of me.

I shook against the platform but could only barely watch both of them get off. I was lost in my own pleasure, the burning desire of it too much to handle. Xierzes' hand touched my clit and stroked it as he pounded me, his rhythm more perfect than I could have possibly taught him.

I groaned and lashed out, grabbing the edge of the table to steady myself. I regained some of my composure and lifted myself up to balance on my elbows, staring into Xierzes' eyes, into his soul. It was bare to me, and I wasn’t disappointed.

His strokes grew faster and more frenzied, and I found myself growing blind with euphoria. I shut my eyes and focused on the intense lump growing in me, a sure sign of my impending climax. I matched my breathing to his, and his hands clasped my waist, pulling me closer to him. His balls slapped my ass as he groaned louder and louder. I let out a long bellow as I felt a rush of another orgasm overwhelm me, spilling out of my body like waves of numbing fire. He groaned and finished inside me, my pussy clenching him and begging for more.

At last, he released me and let me slouch to the table. I breathed heavily, trying to catch myself. I looked over to Trienal who had just finished as well, and smiled. Xierzes grinned and withdrew from me. “It is done.”

My eyes rolled into the back of my head, and I was out immediately.

***

I woke up in a hammock. As I blinked against my grogginess, I forgot for a second where I was. Large, sinewy ropes dug into my naked body, but it was better than sleeping on the hard sex table. I looked around the room and didn’t recognize it from my previous walk through of the house.

The troll standing at the entrance to the room reminded me of what happened. Xierzes came forward after I woke up and offered me some bread and food.

I took it and ate greedily, not realizing how hungry I was from the hike and explosive sex. After I finished, I crossed my arms to try and warm my naked body. I looked at Xierzes.

“You may leave if you like. Some of the others want to keep you to make sure the pregnancy took, but I’m sure it did,” Xierzes said in his fast-tongue.

I nodded. “To make sure?”

“They would continue to fuck you, until you became pregnant.”

My eyes grew wide at the prospect. Nonstop fucking? “I don’t know if I could handle that after last night...”

“You’d adapt.”

I shook my head and climbed out of the hammock. “Where are my clothes?”

Xierzes pointed to a heap of laundry in the corner of the room. I retrieved my bra, shirt and panties and dressed myself. He looked at me with disappointment. “Sad. I thought you might stay.”

“I don’t think I could.” A smile crept up on me. “I could visit though.”

His eyes lit up. “To try again?”

“Sure,” I said. “If that’s what you want.”

Xierzes clapped his hands together. “I’ll tell the rest of the village. They’ll look forward to your return.”

I smiled and thanked him for the wild ride. He touched my stomach and nodded.

I left the house and wasn’t stopped by anyone on the way out. I spotted the hiker I had followed into the village. He had a disappointed look on his face, but I waved to him and he returned the gesture. After a small hike up the hill, I retrieved my sleeping bag and backpack and started to head back home.

I wrote down the approximate location in my journal. I’d have to come back for seconds — after all, I’d never been fucked like that in my entire life.

Taken into the Mothership by Simone Beatrix

A car breaking down is a terrible thing, but it’s even worse when it happens in the middle of the night and you can’t get reception on your cell.

After driving for the last three and half hours to try and reach my friend’s house for a much-needed vacation from work, my old pickup truck started stalling and pitching a fit. I pulled to the side of the snow-covered road and turned it off, hoping it was just acting up. She wasn’t known for being perfect, but she never stranded me anywhere before.

I cranked the ignition and the engine struggled to catch. The wheezing engine and dimming lights only made me more sure of my fate: I was trapped out here. Great. I probably deserved it as punishment for trying to make the drive in the middle of January. I was liable to freeze to death before anyone could drive by and help me.

Regretfully, I wished Mark was with me. He would have been with me if I hadn’t ditched him when I realized how terrible of a lover he was. But I had to hand it to him, he was good at one thing: cars. Thinking about it then, I could have convinced myself it was his fault my car broke down. That he sabotaged it in some way. Yeah, he must’ve.

I climbed out of driver’s seat and planted my feet on the hard ground. I shoved the seat forward and fished around behind it for any supplies. A loose flash light rolled into sight and I grabbed it. I’d seen Becky use her cellphone as a flash light, but mine was too old to be that useful. I remembered I was paying the big bucks for road side assistance, and for once I was glad. I flipped my cell open to try and call a tow truck.

“No service,” shined back at me from the phone’s screen. I groaned and tried to make a call anyway. The line refused to connect and beeped at me indignantly, like I just touched a hot plate at a restaurant. “Didn’t I just tell you?”

I sighed and flipped my phone closed. I grabbed a blanket that I kept just for such emergencies and threw it over my shoulders. I was sure if I hiked a little bit up the hill I could get some reception and get some help. It would be hours until sunrise, and I couldn’t wait that long and hope someone would find me. I had to call a truck.

I slammed the truck door shut and started the hike. Shining the light ahead of me, I made a slow walk up the winding mountain pass road. I didn’t expect to see any car lights, as I hadn’t passed one for the last three hours of the trip. Useless. It had snowed recently, the evidence was the large piles of blackened snow hogging the shoulders and edges of the road. I was glad I was wearing my snow boots, having almost put on some slippers before leaving my house. If only a car would drive by, I thought. I could escape this nightmare.

After making it around a turn I checked my phone again. Still no reception. I pushed onward, until I came across a small trailhead that slipped up into the mountains, threading through the craggy trees and snow-covered pines. Maybe if I’m higher up I’ll have a better chance. I stepped off the road onto the trail, the ground hard and frozen under my feet.

***

The trial winded up the mountain for a couple hundred yards, and every time I checked my phone it gave me the same message. I was started to grow restless and anxious, like something was watching me. I stared over my shoulder down the trail for a while, as if that would assure me.

A couple switchbacks later, my phone lit up in response to regaining service. I laughed and flipped it open. That’s when I was interrupted. Not by a man or an animal, but something much more bizarre and alien.

A huge flash of light exploded overhead, and a deafening roar of wind started whipping at my jacket and blanket, like I had just entered a wind tunnel. A man answered the line just as my phone flew from my hand and landed on the ground. I only looked at it for a second before turning my gaze upward. The blinding light pierced the tree tops and a howling hum emanated from it. I shielded my eyes and tried to comprehend what was happening. The only thing I could think of was a forest fire was breaking out. Or lightning or something.

The beam of light felt like it was pushing down on me. I struggled to move, frozen in a mixture of fear and curiosity. The humming grew louder and closer, and the sound started to reverberate off the trees. Snow melted into streams and puddles wherever the light touched. I clutched my ears and squeezed my eyes shut and collapsed to my knees in the mud. Whatever it was, I wanted it to stop.

The pressure from the light started to lift me, like a cool breeze passing under my arms. I shook my head and kept my ears covered, the howl only seemed to grow stronger. I felt myself lighten, before being lifted into the air. The sensation was horrifying, like jumping a little bit too high from a trampoline. My stomach sank as I felt my knees lift off the ground. My jacket buffeted like a weak flag in the wind.

A sense of dread filled me and I had the distinct feeling I was going to die. If I hadn’t ditched Mark, maybe I would have been spared. Maybe my car wouldn’t have broken down. Maybe he could have saved me. I gulped and kept my stomach from turning inside out.

Nothing and no one could save me now, not even the stupid roadside assistance I was paying for.

***

I woke up, expecting to be in my bed at home. Expecting everything to have been a terrible dream.

But I wasn’t at home. The chilling cold of steel throbbed against my ass and shoulders. I was completely naked and strapped down to a metal bed. I tried to lift my head to look around, but a large strap help my forehead in place. A pair of straps spanned my chest and hips. My hands were bound to my sides, but my feet were free to move around. It was strange, why would my legs be free? I didn’t try to think about it too hard.

I groaned and tried to regain my bearings. A large light shined in my eyes, but it was different from before. Smaller. Not humming. It was like a dentist’s light shining into my eyes. The room outside the light was dark, too dimly lit to make out any shapes or structures. Had I fallen asleep in my car? Was this all a dream after all?

No, it was too real. It could only be one thing: alien abduction. I had always heard the stories, especially the bad reality tv shows at night, but never believed them. They always seemed to talk about the same thing: sexual experimentation. Mark thought they were real accounts, but I always was quick to ask why they’d need to perform sexual experiments on people? With that and all the other freaky stuff going on? It just all seemed too convenient. I thought it was a riot. Now, laying on the steel table, completely naked and defenseless, I was changing my tune. Turns out, I was the one who was wrong.

Just out of sight, a murmur and harsh scrape caught my attention. I struggled to try and see what had made the noise. Two large creatures stepped into the light, their faces indistinct and masked in shadow. I could tell immediately they weren’t... human. That was intriguing — almost attractive — about them. I didn’t want to admit it, but I part of the reason I was getting out of town was to get some action, but I didn’t expect anything like this.

The first alien was tall, and as my eyes adjusted to the light, I could make out some of his features. They were grotesque. No nose, but snake-like slits were in the middle of his face. Three large eyes seemed to be placed randomly, and a slit for a mouth. No eyebrows separated the eyes from the forehead. It’s lanky arm stroked my skin, the fingers thin and smooth, but too few. The second alien was shorter, and only had two eyes, but just as strange a face otherwise. They looked at each other, sharing a long gaze before turning back to me.

They hovered like curious scientists awing at a new discovery. The taller one spoke first, his voice strangely garbled, but completely understandable. When he spoke, a second voice appeared in my mind, slightly out of sync with his physical voice.

“Hello, Scarlet. We’ve been expecting you.”

The second alien seemed to admonish him, but his face showed no sign of it. “Lex, don’t tease her. We haven’t been waiting for her specifically, but she’ll do quite nicely.”

I stared back at them, trying to come to up with an idea. Something I could say. I didn’t have anything to offer them... did I? My heart raced and I could hear my blood pounding in my ear drums. “What do you want? What are you going to do to me? Am I going to die?”

Lex grinned, but it seemed false, as if he had done it for my benefit. “You won’t die. Experiments, you could say.”

My mind whirled. “Experiments. What kind of experiments?” My anxiety quelled a little at the idea of not dying. I thought of the tv specials. “Sexual experiments?”

“Rex, should we tell her?” Lex said, turning away from me.

They started speaking in a language I couldn’t understand. The inner voice vanished from my mind as they talked to each other. I tested the limits of my bonds, tugging on the straps while they were distracted and fighting. At least, they seemed to be bickering, but their eyes would flick back to me every once in a while — as if they grew distracted or lost in thought. I stared at their bodies now that I had grown used to the light. Strange and hairless, slightly humanlike, but also monstrous. Naked too.

As they argued, I saw something change in both of them. Their bodies shimmered and wrinkled like unwrapped candy, before large organs I could only call dicks emerged from their waists. I stared at them, watching them grow harder and twitch. Their distracted stares at me grew longer and hungrier, and the idea of what their experiments would involve started to dawn on me.

“You’re going to fuck me,” I said, breaking their conversation.

They stopped talking and turned to me. “Fuck you?” Lex said.

“Yeah. Fuck me raw, like on the tv shows.”

Lex seemed confused, but he thought about it. He stroked his cock in a familiar motion, and that twinge of humanity struck a chord deep in me, one I didn’t even know I had. I felt something spark in my chest, making me grow hot and flustered in the face. I averted my eyes from Lex and he seemed to understand what I meant. “Fuck,” he repeated. “Yes.”

I shivered as the word left his mouth. He leaned over me and stared into my eyes, his black-pitted eyes refusing to reveal any emotion. Lex climbed on top of me. His knees pushed up against my sides, and he fondled my breasts through the binding straps. I writhed with my legs, trying to touch him as I felt my intense desire rising even more than I thought it would. He leaned closer to me and touched his face to mine, a kind of strange alien kiss ensued. I let my lips linger on his face as he pulled away, and started undoing the straps holding my chest down.

While Lex was having his way with me and pinning me down with his body, Rex had moved up between my legs. The table ended right after my ass, and he had easy access to my pussy. I only noticed how hot and wet I was when his breath curled around my thighs, my desire so incensed I could barely think straight.

“Lex,” I whispered. He finished unbuckling my strap and I curled my hand around the back of his head and brought him close again. His hard cock probed my belly, its throbbing head teasing me with his warmth. Rex lowered himself between my legs and I felt a familiar cold sensation jolt me. I tried to stare past Lex and see what the other alien was doing, but my view was blocked.

A gentle vibrating started buzzing in the room. Then, waves of euphoria enveloped me as Rex glided the vibrator against my pussy, with a kind of logic I couldn’t wrap my head around. He would drag it up and down with a precise speed, then slowly tease it into my pussy. I groaned and lashed out, but Lex held me down. He took the opportunity to suck on my tits, taking each breast in hand and kneading the nipple with his tongue. I exhaled and tried to catch my breath, but it was all too much. My head was spinning and my vision felt like it was going.

Rex started another motor up and dragged the cold metal against my flesh again. I moaned and bit my lip as he slipped one of the devices into my pussy. I felt my body clench it and hold on, without any control of my own. I screamed out into the room and Lex sucked on my nipples harder, eliciting even more excitement from me. Rex pushed the second device against my clit and held it there, I don’t know for how long — I lost track of time. Waves and waves of warmth and pleasure washed over me, until I felt like I was going to drown, suffocate or lose myself in them. How could my body contain so much pleasure?

“Another experiment on a human proves their receptiveness to these devices,” Rex said suddenly. I don’t know why he said it so I could understand him. For my benefit? Lex nodded and turned to face me again. He squeezed my cheeks with his surprisingly powerful fingers and looked at me with a hard expression. I clenched my jaw and fought off his grip, but Rex’s toys made me lose my will.

When I regained my composure, Lex had shifted to my chest and his cock was placed against my mouth. I shook my head to regain my bearings and a bit of dew fell from the tip of his cock into my mouth. It tasted like alcohol — an intoxicating rush. I slipped my lips over his cock and sucked on it as hard as I could from my locked position, and he groaned and writhed in a way that was all too familiar. I bucked against Rex’s fingers and toys as I sucked on Lex’s cock, too enamored with the taste and experience to let shame get in the way.

Lex thrust his hips toward me and I fought hard to not choke on his cock. It slammed into the back of my throat and I coughed, forcing him out. I sucked down the remains of his liquid pleasure and stifled my tears, then I allowed him back. He slipped between my lips more slowly this time, having learned his lesson.

Rex turned the toys off and dropped them on a small metal platter. Rex stood up and then I felt the hard prick of his cock rest against my inviting pussy. I squeezed my legs together, locking my ankles behind his waist. He let out a strange noise which I took as a laugh and then readjusted himself. His cock threaded me like a perfect needle. I bucked against the table and briefly forgot about my duty to suck on Lex’s cock, releasing him from my mouth and letting out a hearty and long moan.

Rex’s speed was slow, but picked up as he attuned to my body. His hands grasped my knees and he started to pound me faster. I desperately wanted to throw Lex off so I could stare into the eyes of the beast that was screwing me, but he didn’t budge. Part of me was glad, I liked the feeling of being dominated. Lex fondled and cupped my breasts again, matching the pace of Rex so he didn’t misalign us. I couldn’t believe the kind of boiling energy that was bubbling inside of me. Just from the idea of the two aliens getting their rocks off, it made me blush redder than if I had been caught naked in public. I screamed and howled as the intense knot in my stomach tightened, like something was going to snap inside me. I knew what that feeling was, and I focused on it with all my willpower.

Rex started moaning, human-like, and it only pushed me closer to the edge I needed to reach. I screamed again as I felt Rex’s strange cock pump and throb inside me, quivering and twitching to the beat of our hearts. I sighed as the wave of pleasure passed over me, but Lex didn’t seem as amused.

“What are you doing?” he yelled. He climbed off of me and gave Rex an angry scowl. They began arguing in their native language again, but I could tell it had to do with Rex’s climax. He had done something that wasn’t planned, something forbidden. Something very, very wrong.

My euphoric afterglow was replaced with an intense rush as I thought about how illicit it might have been for him to finish inside me. I thought about how much I wanted Lex to do it too. Our time wasn’t over yet, was it?

They stopped bickering and turned to me. Rex hung his head.

Lex explained, “Rex shouldn’t have completed the copulation. We still need to run some more tests... it wasn’t part of the experiment.”

I felt my face burn and shook my head. “I liked it.”

Lex seemed confused. “Liked it? You enjoyed it?”

“Didn’t Rex?”

Lex turned and looked at his companion, and shrugged. “It wasn’t part of the experiment.”

“Fuck the experiment,” I breathed. “Just get over here and fuck me again, you freaks.”

“The experiment is to test your ability to tolerate pleasure.”

“Well, lay it on me then. Nothing is hotter than you two caving in to your desires.”

I didn’t think it would actually work, but as I finished my sentence, Lex obeyed. He moved between my legs and gripped his hard cock, giving Rex a look. I was hot and ready for the monster, raring up from the wrongness of it. ‘Experiment,’ like I cared about that.

Lex bobbed his cock against my clit and I felt a fire inside my stomach again. I lifted my arms despite my restraints and screamed as Lex buried his cock deep inside me. Vertigo gripped me as he started to groan, before he began to pound me. I rocked against the metal table uselessly, too overwhelmed to even concentrate on what was happening.

Lex pounded me like it was his only goal in life. I never experienced such a heady giddiness from someone fucking me until that day. The strange creature gripped my hips aggressively, his teeth baring as he made me raw. I screamed and yelped as his cock withdrew and grazed my clit, then screamed again when he thrust all the way into me. I was so wet I was sure I’d left a puddle on the table.

Finally, I recognized his strains of joy. I wrapped my legs around him and held him deep inside me, begging him to cum. I begged for his alien seed to fill me all the way up to the brim, and I prayed his partner’s same seed would mix and mingle together, forming something wholly different inside me. Something unique and special.

I climaxed as Lex let loose inside me, his strained pounding slowing to a standstill. A bead of sweat dripped from my forehead and landed on the table, and I sighed in heavy contentment.

As Lex withdrew from me, Rex grabbed my arm and jabbed a needle into it. I shrieked, and yelled at him. “What are you doing?”

“The experiment is over, it was a success,” Rex explained. He pushed the plunger down and emptied the syringe into me. As the mysterious liquid emptied into my veins, I grew groggy and I passed out.

***

I woke up fully dressed. I was sitting in my pickup truck, as if I had never left the driver’s seat.

Daylight streamed through the windows, and I could hear a couple of birds chirping outside in the trees. I groaned and held my head. Had I dreamed it all up?

I looked down and found my phone in my lap. The blanket I was wearing out on the trail was draped around my shoulders.

A throbbing pain flared up as my grogginess cleared. My insides felt raw. That was sign enough that I hadn’t dreamed it all — I had been abducted and fucked by aliens.

But did that mean they had actually finished in me too? Would I grow pregnant with their extraterrestrial spawn? I couldn’t know.

I groaned when I realized that I was stuck in my car again. All that hiking for nothing. I’d have to go back out and try to make the phone call again.

My keys dangled in the ignition, which wasn’t where I left them. On a whim, I turned the key and the truck flared into life, more eager than ever before. I couldn’t help but laugh — the aliens must’ve fixed my car.

It was the least they could do after everything though.

I smiled and put the car into drive. I was going to be a bit late getting to Becky’s place, but I’m sure she’d never heard an excuse like mine before.

Demon’s Kiss by Simone Beatrix

It started with a voice. 

After my friend Christina came over and we fiddled with a ouija board, I started hearing the voice. At first I thought it was several voices, but as the days went by, I began to recognize it as only one. A male voice with slight edge to it.

After I figured out it was a single voice, I started to recognize it more and more. It was indistinct at first, almost inaudible, like wind cascading off the roof. I started catching myself staring hard down unlit hallways and trying to figure out what was making the noise. Then, one night, it was louder. The breathy whisper following me throughout my house, unmistakably male, was starting to get to me.

And it was growing more insistent, like it was annoyed. Frustrated that I was ignoring it.

As it grew louder and more unnerving, I started to recognize the single word it kept repeating, “Stephanie. Stephanie. Stephanie.” I saw a doctor and they determined nothing was wrong with me, and I tried to leave it at that. I didn’t want to get any one else involved, so I kept it to myself. That voice echoing in my mind and throughout my house kept growing louder though, and as it grew louder, I grew more uneasy.

I started to try ignoring it more blatantly. For every time I stopped to listen, it seemed to grow worse. With each passing attempt at getting my attention, I stopped listening, and the voice stopped growing feverish. That seemed to help for a while. Until one night everything changed for good.

***

As I walked home from work, I noticed that my neighbor’s house lights were off, which was unusual. They were kind of shut-ins, so it was really strange to not see any one home. It was also unseasonably warm for an autumn night, which is why I figured the air felt different, off in some tiny way. I should have known something was wrong —  very wrong.

I stopped to listen for any movement in my house. The neighborhood had a string of break-ins recently, and with my neighbors gone, no one would have been around to watch my house. I hated coming home with the lights off, but I could never shake the habit of making sure everything was turned off or unplugged when I left the house.

I unlocked my front door and went inside. I was sweaty and gross, and wanted to get out of my clothes as soon as possible, get a shower in, eat and maybe read for a little bit. That was on my agenda. Nothing unusual for a Thursday night.

I hopped up my small staircase and went into the bathroom. I stripped down, throwing my filthy clothes into the laundry hamper. The voice called my name again, “Stephanie.”

My ears twitched in response, but I ignored it. I felt weird though, like the voice had more gravity to it than it normally did. Maybe I was just getting used to it, I figured. I shrugged it off and closed the bathroom door.

I turned the shower on and let the water get hot. After waiting for a couple of minutes, I tested the water and climbed in. I stood there for a while, just letting the warmth flow through me.

I sighed. I let it soak my skin for a couple of minutes, thinking about my most recent date blunder. The date had gone horribly, and the dude didn’t seem to get it. He had tried to kiss me at my door, but I managed to brush him off and race inside. Just thinking about it made my cheeks burn with embarrassment.  

“Stephanie,” the voice called again. I jumped, nearly knocking my head against the shower faucet. It sounded like it was just outside the bathroom door — and it was loud. I had grown kind of accustomed to the voice over the last couple weeks, but it had never been so loud before.

If it was trying to scare me, it was succeeding. I shut the water off. Shampoo was still lathered up in my hair when I wrapped the towel around me, water dripping all over the tile. I snuck up to the door and grabbed the handle. A pressure seemed to fight against my hand, as if someone was holding the other side. I froze up, staring into the wooden door and trying to listen hard for any sounds of movement. It had never been... so active before.

After a couple of minutes, I gave up and let go of the handle. My heart had stopped beating so quickly, and I was started to just be annoyed. The shampoo in my hair was starting to thin and drip down onto my shoulders, so I needed to get back into the shower.

***

After finishing up in the shower, I stepped back out and started to towel off. I kept my gaze fixated on the door, as if I were trying to catch it doing anything wrong. I wrapped a towel around my head and flung the door open to go to my room.

A tall figure, shrouded in the darkness, was standing there.

My heart sank like a rock through water. My skin tensed. I gulped, backing slowly into the bathroom. I was naked and defenseless, and the last thing I needed was this.

I stepped into a puddle of water and slipped, slamming my ass down on the tile floor. I yelped, more surprised than hurt and instinctively grabbed my mouth in horror, staring hard at the figure in the doorway.

All of a sudden, a rush of wind blew past me, and I looked up from the ground. The creature moved closer to me, his footsteps steaming the wet floor, and his menacing red eyes were looking straight into me.

“Oh God!” I screamed. I scrambled to my feet and pushed away from him as fast as I could. My back slammed into the edge of tub and I shivered. My skin crawled at the thought of him. He must have been at least two or three feet taller than me.

He leaned far down to meet me, his face nearly touching mine. It appeared to be a man’s face, but there was something off about it, like it wasn’t quite real. His eyes met mine, and a sinister smile crept across his face. I almost could see through him, a weird smoky illusion of a face. Horns jutted up from his forehead, like a bull’s. I stared at him, wide-eyed.

“Hello,” he said, his voice making my neck hair stand on end. It was the same voice that had been calling my name, that had been following me for weeks. I shuddered and tried to talk, but it was no good. Goosebumps covered my arms and legs. I felt a hot sensation when I was near him, almost as if his aura was drying my wet skin.

“What — what do you want with me?” I asked.

“I’ve been dying to meet you, it took every ounce of my strength to make this form,” he said slowly.

“Who... what are you?”

He took a step back from me, and crossed his arms. “I’m what you could call... a demon.”

“A demon?”

“Yes,” he said. His voice was cool and collected. I envied that, since my heart was beating at a million miles per hour. I looked around the bathroom for some kind of weapon, anything to protect me. I stared up at the towel bar as he continued.

“Yes, for quite some time I’ve been trying to make this form — so I could meet you at last.” He followed my gaze to the towel bar and I gulped. He eyed me suspiciously but continued, “I need your help. I want to become full — human. But I can’t do it without you.”

“Why would I want to help you?” I gathered my knees under my arms and rocked a little against the tub. Water pooled around my naked body.

He raised an eyebrow. “Aren’t you allured? Amazed? Intrigued by this body?” he touched himself and I followed his hands. He was strongly built, like an athlete, and his voice was something I had started to fantasize about. Dreamy and velvety. Just the right mount of snark and confidence. I bit my lip. But that didn’t mean I had to cave to his demands.

“I thought so,” he said. He crossed his arms and closed his eyes in contentment, and I took that chance. I leapt up from the floor and wrenched the towel rod off the wall, tearing a hole in the plaster.

My towel crumpled to the floor, I didn’t really have any way of keeping it on me. It would only hold me back.

I held up the bar like a baseball bat and braced myself. The demon took a step closer to me, and I yelled out, bringing a hard swing down on him.

It went right through him, like he wasn’t even there. Transparent tendrils of smoke curled around the bar as it passed through him. My momentum carried my arms downward and I smashed the bar into the mirror, sending a huge crack down its surface. I looked on in horror as the smoke reformed itself to his original shape.

He grinned. “You didn’t think that’d actually work, did you?”

“I don’t know! What am I supposed to do?” I backed up, catching the tub with my foot. I stepped into it, and fell against the wall.

“Help me... you won’t regret it,” he said.

He came closer, and an idea sparked in me. If the bar passed through him effortlessly, maybe I could? I steeled my determination, and dashed over the wall of the tub, reaching him instantly.

I slammed into his body, and he curled his arms around me, embracing me.

“Let me go!” I shouted, struggling against his strength, but his arms only wrapped tighter and tighter around me.

I looked up into his eyes, and saw something change in them.

I still can’t quite explain it, but they seemed to transform before me, going from looking menacing to irresistible.

Something was pulling me to want him, and I latched onto it, focusing and letting it take me over. A warming sensation crept through me, overtaking the damp chill of my skin.

I wrapped my arms around him, and he swept me up, carrying me out of the bathroom. He didn’t seem to walk so much as float above the floor.

He took me to the bedroom and gently set me on the soft sheets. There, I would become his.

***

I couldn’t stop him, and I didn’t really want to. His lips were like silk on my skin, and they felt surprisingly alive, perhaps with a bit of a lightness that a real man wouldn’t have had. There was no weight to his body, as if he had to hold everything together to keep himself physically there.

A tingling sensation followed each kiss, trailing it and leaving me glowing. The tenderness from each press of his lips reached through me, coaxing a hot flame to explode into life within me.

I shook my head and looked at him. “I still don’t understand, why do you need me?”

“I’ve been watching you — you’re the perfect person to make me whole again,” he said. His lips moved down my body, each kiss evaporating the damp water from my skin, melting it in an instant.

I curled my fingers through his hair. He had some kind of control over me, and I couldn’t pull myself out of this daze. His horns were hard like rocks, but ribbed with deep ridges.

His lips caressed my breast, teasing my nipple. I pushed his head against me, urging him to take it. His tongue slipped out, and he cradled my nipple with it, its wetness tantalizing.

The demon climbed atop me, his knees straddling me on either side. He attacked my nipple, his tongue and teeth working together to coax a long moan out of me.

It was like he knew exactly how to do it, just the way I liked it.

His hand ran down my stomach, making my skin shiver. I swooned, his hot touch curdling me. I already felt my thighs growing slick with my anticipation.

“You’re enjoying this. I can tell,” he said as he ran his finger down the side of my body and around my leg. He touched my wet lips, and my body melted. I raised my hips against his hand, trying to force him to reach deeper into me.

He obliged, letting me graze myself across the tip of his finger. His finger slightly entered me. I shook, arching my back up into the air. He grinned, and moved down deeper into me. He pushed his finger into my folds, letting me slowly take him in, centimeter by centimeter. Despite the smoky trick he showed me earlier, his finger was as real as the thick wood of my bed posts.

I held my breath as I watched the demon kiss my stomach, his tongue dipping out of his mouth to taste my skin.

As his tongue slipped down onto my thighs, I exhaled, feeling the intensity of his eyes on me. He dipped down for another taste without letting his eyes break contact.

I groaned and felt his hot breath on my wet pussy. The air curled around it, tickling the underside of my thighs. His tongue dabbed my clit, slightly dragging it down and up again. I cried out, trying to resolve not only my pleasure, but also my utter confusion at what was actually eating me out.

His tongue dipped into me again, sliding its thick muscle into my sex. I moaned.

His finger sat inside me, giving me a sense of fullness that I usually didn’t have. He breathed on my wet cunt, and I gasped. His hot breath was surprising exactly what I wanted.

“Don’t stop...” I moaned. He dragged his tongue along my wet lips, teasing my clit with every subtle motion. I shook against him, digging my hips down against his face.

He drank me up, and it was like he didn’t need to ever catch his breath. His ability to just keep lapping his tongue against me was unnerving, but at the same time, incredible. I shook and shivered against him, holding my hand hard against the back of his head. 

I felt the crest of an orgasm rising up inside me. He sped up, expertly reading my body, and matching the exact rhythm I needed to climax. The hot lava flow crested, and then erupted inside me, cascading through my arms and legs, making me spasm and thrust into the air. I couldn’t stop it, and he held on the entire time, driving me wild with his perfection.

He squirmed and finally lifted off of me, placing his hand on my belly and holding me down as he raised himself up. It was as if he didn’t weight anything. His ghostly visage climbed over me, his lips nibbling my skin, until he found my nipples and began sucking on them. 

I felt safe again with his mouth working my nipples. I felt them pucker and tighten, and his hand moved to squeeze my breast. It was wrong, and I shouldn’t have liked it, but I did. There was something too bizarre about the demon that I couldn’t deny. Something primal, feral, vicious that I had to have. I caressed his head, digging him deeper against my chest.

“Fuck me...” I whispered, my eyes fixed on the ceiling. I was too shy to look him in the eye as I said I.

He stopped and looked up at me with his demonic eyes. “Are you sure?”

I looked down to him and caught his gaze. “Yes. If that’s what you need to become a part of this world, I’ll do it.”

He grinned mischievously and repositioned himself to cradle my legs. The demon squeezed my thighs and brought them up into the air, somehow levitating them. His cock sprang into action, rock hard and glistening, and he teased my clit with it, dragging its hard surface up and down my lips.

“Do it!” I moaned, and he thrust into me before I could finish the word. His cock slid into me, then expanded and grew larger, filling me up to my full potential. I stared at him, still not understanding what he was, but starting to understand what he could do to me.

I cried out as he cradled my ass, rocking me back and forth. His cock slipped in and out of me, seemingly by magic, and he moved his hand to finger my clit. I groaned deeply as he pounded me, his pace picking up as soon as he touched my clit.

Ironically, I blushed and felt like I was in heaven, the clouds were opening up and I was there. Somehow, my legs were held up in the air, his cock was plunged into me, and he had a finger on my clit. I blinked and felt his mouth on both of my nipples, sucking hard and fast. I moaned, the pleasure too all-encompassing, I couldn’t pick any one thing to focus on. So I just ate it up, letting it glide over me in hot waves of energy.

The thumb he had planted on my clit turned wet, and it felt like a second tongue on me, sliding up and down together with the motion of his cock pounding me. I couldn’t handle it, and I felt another climax surge forth through me, exploding out and making me shiver. Sweat poured down my neck and chest, dripping onto my bed. The adrenaline was flowing so powerfully, my fingers were growing numb. But he wasn’t done, he had another trick up his sleeve. I felt something prod my ass, and I widened my eyes, not ready for what was next.

The demon’s slippery finger entered my asshole, pinching the inside of my ass and rubbing the wall between my pussy. I groaned, shocked by the intensity of the pleasure. Like the rest of his limbs, his fingers felt like they were hardly there — solid yet breathable — and I could almost feel wind climbing inside my body.

The demon was encompassing my entire body, and I felt him rocking me with his cock, his mouths on my nipples, tongue on my clit, and a finger up my ass. When another orgasm rocked through my body, the demon shifted his weight and redoubled. He groaned loudly into my ear, his breath warm and wet. With every stroke he came closer to finishing, and he gained more weight, heaviness. Like he was phasing into existence. I wrapped my arms around him and held him against my chest, focusing on keeping him there with me for as long as possible. 

I just kept coming and coming, and I felt like I was losing my mind. The rippling heat surged through me, a hot fire smoldered in my belly. He grunted defiantly and lifted himself off my chest, cupping my breasts in each hand as he pounded me. I shut my eyes and held on, his bellows of pleasure growing louder and more demonic with every stroke.

His eyes flashed a fiery red and his body surged with heat.

For a brief second I thought I was going to catch fire, but it was only a brief encounter with the demon’s true power. 

“Stephanie!” he moaned, losing control of his demonic power. The room glowed a desperate orange from the heat pouring out of his body. I savored it, wrapping my legs around his hips to keep him tightly inside my body.

The fire in his eyes dissipated as he climaxed, and he held my gaze in his for a good long while. The knot that had grown in my belly split, and I rode out my climax with a loud moan.

He collapsed on top of me and I for the first time I felt the stickiness of his sweat. I felt the weight of his body on me. I stroked his hair and smelled ash. He panted for the first time, laboring to catch his breath. I kissed his cheek and cooed.

He groaned heavily and lifted himself off, landing on the bedspread next to me. I looked over at him and watched his body solidify, gain a hardiness to it it didn’t have before. His long and curved horns shrank down until they were hidden underneath his hair, and the fire in his eyes melted away to reveal frosty-blues. I smiled and planted another kiss on his cheek. He gave me a satisfied grin.

“It worked,” he said. “I didn’t — I wasn’t sure if it would.”

I stared at him, feeling a twinge of what I thought should have been disgust, but was undoubtedly affection.

“What now?” I asked.

The demon grunted and began to cackle. At first, I stared at him in horror thinking I had made a grave mistake, but his laughter soon softened and he buckled over, trying to get a hold of himself. I sighed and shoved him as he wiped a tear from his cheek.

“How about some food? I’m starving,” he said.

“Good, I was going to order pizza anyway — until you showed up.” I thought for a moment. “What should I call you?”

“Call me Ezekial.”

“Ezekial, it is then. You already know me... you’ve been repeating it for weeks.”

“Stephanie,” he said, sounding kind and tender. He turned onto his side and stroked my face. “I’m here now.”

I patted his chest and leapt from the bed. I was more hungry than I thought I would be, but I couldn’t really be blamed for it. I fished my phone out of my purse and dialed the local pizza company. I stepped out of my bedroom to make the call.

After putting the order in, I moved back into my room and found Ezekial sitting at my bed, his face turned away from me. I heard the voice again, “Stephanie,” but it wasn’t coming from him.

I stared at him and he laughed. “I invited some of my friends, you don’t mind do you?”
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