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      IZA

      Halloween night, Mikayla skipped up our front walkway with her black tutu blowing in the chilly breeze and her bright orange hair bouncing with it. She had way too much energy for someone who looked tired during the entirety of the frat party. “Wanna summon some demons?”

      “Micky”—I yawned—“it’s late.”

      “Oh, come on!” she exclaimed, looking between Jada and me. “It’s Halloween night, the costume party was shit, and I want to actually be spooked. Plus, it’s not even eleven o’clock yet, and it’s Saturday tomorrow, so no classes.”

      “John’s dick didn’t spook you enough?” Jada giggled.

      Mikayla exaggerated an eye roll. “Maybe it would’ve if I could actually see it.”

      I shoved my key into the front door lock and jiggled it like I usually did to get it to unlock.

      She jumped up and down next to me. “Please! Please! Please! Please!”

      “Only for a bit,” I said, opening the door. “I have to study.”

      “Meet in your room in five!” she shouted, already halfway up the stairs to dig through her closet and find the Ouija board that she bought on discount November 1 last year. She loved Halloween with a passion, obsessed over ghosts and ghouls, and had even memorized a plethora of spells from when we visited Salem, Massachusetts, last year.

      While I didn’t particularly believe in the mystical, I played along with her since she was my bestie of seven years. If she were anyone else, I would’ve laughed in their face for even suggesting that we play with a Ouija board on Halloween.

      And it definitely wasn’t because it kinda scared me.

      Maybe …

      What if something did happen and we summoned a demon who haunted us for the rest of eternity?! I had to finish college and didn’t need to worry about some nasty, creepy creature living in my closet for the rest of the semester.

      “I’mma change out of this lingerie fit first,” Jada called from her bedroom.

      After dumping my purse on my desk, I tore off my devil costume, which I ended up feeling self-conscious in the entire night around all those skinnier sorority girls at the party, and pulled on fuzzy pajama bottoms and a tank top. I was so much more comfortable in my own room.

      “Coming in!” Mikayla shouted from outside the door. “Best be naked.”

      My lips curled into a small smile as the door swung open and she stepped in with a Ouija board resting across her arm. Jada walked in a few minutes later with pimple cream all over her face, her coiled hair tied up in two knots on the top of her head, and a bowl of popcorn.

      Don’t ask me what kind of sorcery she did to get ready for bed so quickly.

      Mikayla shut the door and placed the Ouija board on the fuzzy orange rug in the center of my bedroom, then plopped down onto her stomach in front of it. “What kind of demon do you wanna summon?”

      “The ones that leave quickly so we can get off to sleep,” Jada hummed, smirking at Mikayla because she knew it’d make her angry. “I’m tired as fuck, and I want to decorate for Christmas tomorrow.”

      “Got it.” Mikayla winked. “I’ll summon the most annoying one just for you.”

      I sat beside them and crossed my legs, staring down at the black-painted board with white letters on it. I had only ever seen one of these things in the Halloween discount section at Michaels crafts store, but this one looked … different.

      “Are you sure this is a Ouija board?” I asked.

      “Of course it is!”

      Jada squinted at it, then arched a brow. “It doesn’t look⁠—”

      “Shush! There’s no trying to get out of it now. I’ve already started the summoning.”

      Jada snorted. “All you’ve done is touch it.”

      “And how do you think summoning works?”

      “Do you even know what you’re doing?” Jada asked.

      Mikayla tossed some orange hair over her shoulder. “Of course I do.”

      I leaned back on my hands and arched a brow at my best friend, who stared down at the Ouija board with the widest, most I don’t know what the fuck I’m doing eyes. Then, she poked at it and smiled innocently at us.

      “You know, I’m more of a witch-spell kinda girl. I haven’t had a chance to use this yet.”

      “Well, do your witch shit then,” Jada said, popping a piece of popcorn into her mouth, as if watching Mikayla was her entertainment.

      And I mean, it was kinda silly. But I would never tell Micky that.

      While Mikayla began muttering something in Latin, I glanced at Jada and hoped that whatever Mikayla was saying wasn’t actually going to summon a demon. I didn’t believe in it, but Mikayla did. Hard-core. And with what she was saying … she might just summon something.

      Wind whistled outside, making the back screen door slam against the house repeatedly. I looked through the window across from my bed and chewed on the inside of my cheek as Mikayla’s voice turned into a soft whisper of foreign words.

      “Come out, come out wherever you are, Mr. Demon,” Jada hummed.

      “Jada, you know that’s not how it works,” I said. “He has to⁠—”

      Thunder boomed through the bedroom, and I jerked back, heart pounding.

      Jada smirked and quickly moved the board to the right. “Scared?”

      I cut my gaze to her. “No.”

      Suddenly, Mikayla’s eyes rolled back into her head so we could only see the whites. Jada and I shared a look as lightning flashed across her face.

      Then, I leaned closer to Jada and lowered my voice. “What did she drink at the party?”

      “Apparently, the good shit.”

      “I feel a presence,” Mikayla murmured.

      Jada arched a brow. “Girl, you know there ain’t no presence in here, right⁠—”

      Before she could finish the sentence, another pop of thunder rattled through the house, and the lights turned out. I clutched Jada’s hand, breath hitching. Maybe we really weren’t alone. It was Halloween night after all …

      Anything could happen.
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      ACAROS

      “I’m not doing this shit anymore,” Haroos growled through his jagged teeth, slamming into The Lounge—a bar made for demons in the human world. “I’ve been summoned ten times in the past hour by bratty kids playing with Ouija boards.” He collapsed on a stool at the bar and grabbed a drink from the bartender. “I fucking hate Halloween.”

      “Maybe you should’ve chosen a kingdom other than Wrath to be a demon in,” I said.

      That hotheaded bastard stood up and stomped over to me. “I didn’t choose Wrath, you piece of shit.” He slammed his hands against my shoulders, attempting to send me backward in my booth beside my friends. “You try being summoned for once.”

      “Humans only want to see ugly monsters on Halloween night,” Bazzon said. “Like you.”

      “We have a hard life too, Haroos,” Varoth said.

      “It can be really hard at times.” I chuckled.

      Twirling around on his heel, he hurled his glass at the bar. “Not again.”

      And then a moment later, he disappeared into thin air.

      “Ah, another summoning,” Bazzon said. “Get him off our asses, huh?”

      I gulped back another drink and glanced up at Eros and Dani, the king and queen of Lust, who walked into The Lounge. Eros spotted us and headed over while Dani went to flirt with some succubi at the bar, who she’d undoubtedly bring into a Lust Room tonight while Eros watched.

      Lucky bastard.

      “Acaros, Bazzon, Varoth.” Eros smirked. “You’re in luck.”

      “In luck on Halloween night?” I hummed. “This ought to be good.”

      “You’ve been summoned.”

      “Summoned?” Bazzon repeated. “We’re never summoned tonight.”

      Eros pulled up a portal the size of his hand and held it toward the table, letting us see into a candlelit room with three college-aged girls inside it, sitting around a Ouija board cursed with dark magic—something I hadn’t seen in ages. One redhead was whispering things that I doubted she understood the meaning of. Another was dabbing at the cream on her face.

      And then … there she was.

      Sitting on the floor in fluffy pajama pants, hair thrown up into a messy, curly bun, and nipples taut against her tank top, she stared at her redheaded friend with wide eyes, the candlelight flickering off her face.

      “Who’s the hot chick with those fluffy⁠—”

      “She’s mine,” I growled.

      I didn’t know where it had come from, but the words tumbled out of my mouth, followed by a sheer wall of jealousy, possessiveness. Hell, I didn’t know what to call it. But all I knew was that, if they truly had summoned us—sex demons—on Halloween night, then nobody but me was going to touch her.

      “You good?” Bazzon asked, arching a brow as they all stared at me.

      Usually, I slept around all the time and enjoyed sharing the human women and succubi that I was with. But not tonight.

      Eros cleared his throat. “Anyway, Dani wanted to head out there, but⁠—”

      “We’ll go,” I said, already standing.

      “Not even going to let me finish my beer?” Varoth asked, throwing his arms up in disappointment.

      I snapped my hand around his shoulder and pulled him out of the booth. “No.”

      The portal expanded from Eros’s hand, and I shoved my two buddies through it and followed closely behind. After a moment, we came out on the other end in the shadows of the girls’ home on the second-floor fire escape.

      “I can’t believe our power went out because of this stupid storm,” the cream-faced girl complained from inside the room, popping a piece of popcorn into her mouth. “How am I going to decorate for Christmas tomorrow if⁠—”

      “It didn’t go out because of the storm. It went out because there’s someone here,” the redhead said, closing her eyes and muttering some more Latin. “I can feel their presence. They’re here.”

      “Wanna fuck with them?” Varoth whispered beside me.

      After a few more Latin phrases by the redhead—which definitely weren’t spells by any means, but more like jumbled little words spoken incoherently—Varoth released a gust of magic wind that drifted through the closed window and blew out their candles.

      The pretty one with dark skin screamed. “Stop playin’, Jada! Light the candle back up!”

      “That wasn’t me!” Jada grabbed the lighter and relit the candle. “I swear to God, Iza.”

      Iza … that was her name, was it?

      “If you’re there, all powerful spirits, show yourself,” the redhead said, really getting into it.

      When Bazzon went to step out of the shadows, I yanked him back. “Not yet.”

      They waited for a moment and then another, and then the redhead threw her arms up. “Fuck!”

      “All right”—Jada yawned—“I’m calling it a night.”

      Lightning struck through the sky, thunder cracking overhead.

      “I can’t believe this,” the redhead snarled, following Jada out of the bedroom and flaring her nostrils. “Three hours of Ouija board and witch curses later, and we can’t even communicate with a simple ghost! I know I did everything right. Why won’t they come out?!”

      Jada tugged on one of her curls and frowned as the redhead slumped her shoulders forward and trudged down the hallway. “Happy Halloween!” Jada teased. “I can’t wait to decorate for Christmas tomorrow!”

      “Happy Halloween to us,” the redhead grumbled from down the hall, then slammed her door.

      “She’ll get over it,” Jada said. “You need help cleaning up?”

      “No.” Iza smiled. “I’m good.”

      As Jada disappeared down the hallway, I gestured for Bazzon and Varoth to exit the room. “Follow them.” My gaze drifted to those coiled brown curls swooping around her face, glowing in the moonlight. “This one is mine.”
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      IZA

      Another roll of thunder crashed through the night, I crawled into my bed and underneath my covers, snuggling up with my blankets and shutting my eyes. I waited to hear Mikayla’s shouts through the house that this was a sign, that a spirit was trying to communicate with us.

      But she didn’t say a word.

      When I couldn’t fall asleep immediately, I opened my eyes, sat up in bed, and leaned over to stare out my window. Light blazed out from Mikayla’s bedroom next to mine. The hair stood up on my arms.

      Why had … Why had only my power gone out?

      Deciding that it was nothing, that I was just hallucinating, I relaxed back into bed and closed my eyes. Mikayla was just getting inside my head now. We had been at it for hours tonight. I must’ve started believing it myself.

      My floorboard creaked, and I snapped open my eyes.

      “Mikayla, if you’re trying to scare me, it’s not working.”

      The hell it isn’t. I am about to piss myself.

      Heart pounding, I glanced at the bedroom door, which was shut. I shifted my gaze around the room to see the closet door, which I knew I had closed. It was now ajar. My mouth dried.

      What is going on?

      I scanned the room and found nothing. No one. This was my imagination.

      “Stop letting her get inside your head,” I whispered to myself, grabbing the blankets and pulling them up to my chin. “There are no such things as ghosts. There are no such things as ghosts. There are no such things as⁠—”

      Someone brushed their fingers against my ankle that stuck out from underneath my blankets. I shrieked and sat up in the bed, heart pounding inside my chest. I pressed my back against my wooden headboard and reached for my lamp, hoping to God that it’d turn on.

      Nothing.

      “Wh-what’s going on?” I whispered.

      “Relax,” a man with the deepest voice purred into my ear, followed by the scent of peppermint.

      A shiver ran down my spine. I snapped my head in the direction of the voice. Nobody.

      Fingers suddenly slithered around my shoulders, then down my bare arms, pushing the blankets away. Goose bumps rose on my skin, and I felt paralyzed to the spot. Two hands disappeared underneath my shirt, the large knuckles making indents as they traveled up to my breasts.

      My nipples hardened, the warmth growing between my legs. When he flicked my nipples with his fingers—which felt more like claws—I threw my head back and moaned. I didn’t know why it felt so good—there’s a stranger in my bedroom!—but I couldn’t stop the pleasure from surging through me.

      “W-who are you?” I whimpered, watching the indent of his knuckles against my shirt.

      Waiting for him to flick my nipples again.

      “Innocent little human,” he hummed, hands traveling down my body to the waistband of my pants. “You don’t even realize what you and your friends summoned tonight, do you?” He let out a low chuckle that annihilated me. “Who you and your friends summoned tonight.”

      He dipped his hand between my legs and cupped my wet, throbbing pussy. A set of lips brushed against my collarbone, the man’s warm breath fanning my bare neck. Another breathy moan escaped my lips.

      Moonlight flooded in through the curtains, illuminating the monster in my bed. Sharp teeth, red-tinted skin, large black horns. I didn’t even know if I would scream if I could. My mouth was dry, my pussy wet.

      A demon who must’ve been twice my size lay beside me and slipped his large fingers inside my cunt. I reached between my legs and seized his wrist, the pressure quickly building up inside my pussy.

      “J-Jada! Mikayla!” I shouted, heart pounding.

      “Call for them all you want.” He used his free hand to lift my chin so I stared directly into his pitch-black eyes. Inside their reflection, I could see into Jada’s and Mikayla’s rooms, and I watched as they got fucked and fondled by other large demons too. “They’re busy.”

      “W-what are you going to do with me?” I whispered.

      “Everything you desire.”

      Before I could ask any more questions, he flipped me over so I lay on my stomach.

      With his knees on either side of my legs, he pinned my hips to the mattress, leaned over me, and grabbed a fistful of my hair, tugging up on it. “Tell me what you desire.”

      I opened my mouth to speak, but all I could do was moan when I felt how huge his cock was. He ground it up and down against my ass and between my thin, silky pajama shorts. I curled my toes and whimpered, my ass bucking back against his like I didn’t have control of my body anymore. My pussy was sopping wet and aching to be filled.

      “What do you desire?” he asked again.

      “For you to ruin me.”

      The only words I could summon out of my throat. Ruin me.

      Ruin me hard. Fast. Deep. I didn’t care.

      “Good girl,” he cooed into my ear from behind, then released my hair and smacked my ass cheeks hard. “Get up onto all fours. I can’t promise that I will be gentle with you. My cock is going to stretch out your tight human cunt like no dick ever has before.”

      Heat rushed through me. I followed his orders and pushed my ass back until I sat on all fours in front of him, my breasts falling out of my tiny tank top and my pussy juices soaking through my bottoms.

      He lifted one of my hands off the bed and forced me to wrap it around his large horn. I arched my back and gripped the ridged edges with my palm. Then, he did it with my other hand.

      “Don’t let go,” he said, sprawling one hand across my chest and ripping off my shirt at the seams.

      My tits bounced around, my nipples hardening from the sudden chill. I tightened my grip on his horns and clenched.

      Instead of ripping off my shorts with his brute strength, he pulled out his cock and pressed it against my pussy from outside the shorts. He rubbed it back and forth against the silky material, pressing harder and harder against it each time.

      I curled my toes, waiting for him to shove himself into me. He rested his hands on my ass, pulling the material apart until the seams stretched, then drew a single claw down the center, creating a small hole in my shorts.

      He shoved the head of his cock into the hole. I rocked back further and listened to my shorts tear completely down the center as he slid into me. My walls stretched around him, and a cry of pain escaped my lips. His head wasn’t even inside me yet, and it hurt.

      Badly.

      “Please, go slowly!” I whimpered. “I’m a virgin.”

      A vicious growl escaped his throat. “Even better.”

      Trying to distract myself from the pain, I moved my hands up and down the length of his horns. He grunted and continued to push himself into me, the pain slowly subsiding, the faster I stroked his horn.

      Another grunt, and he slammed himself balls deep into my pussy.

      He peeled one of my hands off his horn and laid it across the enormous bulge inside my stomach that reached to my sternum. After pulling himself out of me and leaving me empty, he slammed himself into me again and filled me up, my stomach bulging so much that it nearly looked like I was pregnant.

      My pussy tightened around his huge cock, the pressure building up and up in my core.

      “I’ve never had a human take my cock so deep inside her,” he growled, thrusting into my tight cunt. He seized my hips in his large hands and used me for his pleasure. “Devils, you take it so well. So fucking well.”

      I grabbed both of his horns again and stroked them faster, arching my spine enough so I could look back at him. He slithered out his forked tongue and slipped it into my mouth, curling it around mine.

      He gripped my waist tighter, his thumb brushing over the head of his cock near my sternum. “Fuck,” he groaned, wrapping his free hand around the base of his cock and balls and shoving himself even deeper into me. “Have to stick my heavy balls into you for good measure.”

      Another moan escaped my lips as I clenched around him.

      “You’re filled up with every inch of me,” he growled. “Now, you’re going to beg.”

      “P-p-please,” I whined, gripping his horns tighter. “I want your cum.”

      “Tight-cunt virgins like you can never take any incubus’s cum,” he said. “It’s nearly impossible to not fill you up past your cervix. Begging for an incubus like me to spray his cum into your hole is comparable to begging to get pregnant.”

      My pussy tightened even harder around him.

      “If that’s what you want”—he slammed himself into me over and over and over—“then beg me to put a child inside you.”

      “P-p-please!” I cried, unable to stop myself from moving my hips with his.

      When he pulled out, I pushed my hips back so he wouldn’t slip fully out of me. I wanted him buried as deep as he could go when his cum spilled into me. I wanted my belly full with all of his cum, with every last drop of it.

      “Please,” I pleaded. “Breed me!”

      Like a vicious animal, he shook my hands off his horns, flattened me out on the bed, and lifted my hips high as possible into the air, ramming himself into me until I screamed out into the mattress. Wave after wave of pleasure rushed through me, my body trembling like it never had.

      Then, he stilled.

      More pressure flooded through my pussy, and then, as if he felt the pressure too, he pulled out of me. His cum poured out of my pussy and onto the bed, creating a pool underneath me.

      “Next time you summon a sex demon, make sure you know what you’re doing,” he growled, resting his huge cock on my back as more of his cum leaked out of it. He swooped his fingers into the pool underneath me and slammed them back into my pussy. “Innocent humans like you don’t know how much you can truly take.”
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