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Part One – First Kiss

Chapter 1

"Baby, I can't believe you brought me here! This is the best birthday, ever!"

Beth smiled as Colin wrapped his arms around her and kissed her hard enough to  crush her lips against her teeth. He pulled back and left her a little shocked as he turned back to the plain looking entrance to Paradise Lost. She'd heard what was inside was unbelievable, but they had to maintain respectable signage for the revitalized downtown Detroit area.

"Come on," he said and grabbed her hand to tug her to the door. A large black man held up a hand to stop them at the door. 

"You look kind of young," the bouncer said.

Colin grinned and pulled out his wallet. "It's my birthday. Best girlfriend, ever, brought me here for it!"

The door man took Colin's ID and studied it. "Twenty one today. Congrats. Most guys get a ticket to a Redwings or a Lions game from their girls."

"I'm not that kind of girl," Beth offered.

The bouncer grinned at her. "Sounds like you're a keeper."

"Besides, I wrestle at U of M, we see all the college games there."

"Go blue!" The bouncer announced as he handed Colin's ID back to him. "Tell ya what, no cover for your birthday. Have fun."

Colin grinned and rushed through the door the bouncer opened into the club. Beth offered the bouncer a bashful smile and followed after Colin before the bouncer checked her ID and realized she wasn't old enough yet. He'd called her his girlfriend, but was she? Was she anyone's girlfriend? She'd thought she might be, once, but that was a year ago when she was finishing high school. Things had been different then. A lot different.

For one thing, the person she thought she was in love with was a girl. Her best friend, Crystal. Then weird shit had happened to her. So weird she still wasn't sure she believed everything she'd seen.

Beth shook her head and followed Colin through the entryway into the main part of the club. It wasn't really a club, although there were a few large screen TVs up for big games. Mostly the TVs were showing the acts on the three stages. Beth turned, her lips parting in shock at the beautiful women with their impossibly long legs dancing on the stages.

"There's a table," Colin said. "Kind of small though. It's that or up at the main stage."

Beth snapped her gaping jaw shut and mumbled. "Table's fine."

"What?"

Beth winced. The throbbing music, a recent grunge rock piece she'd never listen to the same again, drowned her out. "I said, the table's fine," she tried in a louder voice.

He nodded and led the way through the tables filled almost exclusively with men. Beth followed, sucking in her stomach and wishing she hadn't given up on herself last year. The only man that wanted her wasn't even a man anymore. She'd tried to hide by eating. It was for comfort and security. Besides, if she looked gross enough nobody would want her.

Therapy and repeated attempts by her friends finally broke through her shell. Or at least it drove her to apply to a college a long ways away from home. The University of Michigan was the first to accept her application and Michigan seemed far enough away.

She was down thirty pounds and working hard to drop another twenty. Colin said she looked good, but she wouldn't leave the lights on when they fooled around. That and she wouldn't go all the way either. Not yet. Maybe not ever, at least with him.

"Hey guys, welcome to Paradise Lost!" a waitress said as she stopped by their table. She glanced at Colin and then turned to Beth and did a double take. Her eyes lingered, glancing up and down before her smile freshened. "What can I get you?"

"Miller Light," Colin said.

"Just, um, water," Beth stammered. "I'm driving."

"One drink won't hurt you," the waitress said. "I'm sure we can keep you busy long enough."

Beth blushed and looked down. She saw the shine of the overhead lights reflecting off the waitress's shiny legs, and there was a lot of leg. She wore leather boots that rose to mid-calf and ended in stiletto heels. He legs went on forever until they reached the black lingerie that was cut high over her hips.  The teddy was thick enough to hide the parts that mattered, but it hugged her curves and left Beth wondering just what was hidden beneath the black lace.

"Penny," Beth mumbled as she read the waitress's name tag.

"Yes, sweetie?"

"Oh!" Beth gulped. Her eyes jerked up to Penny's and she couldn't help but notice the black horns that rose out of her silky black hair. They curved slightly, looking both feminine and demonic. They looked almost real. It made her shiver. "Just reading your name tag, that's all."

Penny smiled, flashing her white teeth that were made brighter by the black lights in the club. "Remember my name, Beth," she said to her. "If you need anything, you just let me know."

Beth gasped as Penny turned and walked away. She followed the waitress as she weaved between customers, moving with a grace that seemed liquid.

"Hey baby, what are you doing?" Colin asked. "The shows up there."

Beth turned back to Colin. She frowned. "Baby? Don't call me that, you know I don't like it."

"Really?" he asked. He shook his head. "Whatever. Look, you wanted to come here. The waitress is cute, but kind of skinny."

"I didn't—" Beth started to say but stopped herself. She was lying. She did want to. She'd heard about the place and couldn't stop thinking about it. She didn't dare go by herself though. What kind of a sick pervert goes to a gentlemen's club by themselves? Especially a girl!

"Come on, you told me you like to look. Check her out!"

Beth found her eyes drawn to the woman on the stage. She was a young black woman with smooth mocha skin. The dancer was down to her heels, bra, and panties. No, she wasn't wearing panties, she was wearing a strap connected by strings. Even Colin noticed.

"Holy shit, Beth! Did you see her butthole behind that thong when she was twerking?"

Beth forced a smile on her face and nodded. She hadn't, but she hadn't been staring at her ass.

"Ghetto booty going strong," he said with a laugh. "Man, this is too cool! Do you think we can find somebody to take with us?"

Beth sat paralyzed for a moment and then turned to stare at him. "What?"

"Oh come on, I know you're curious. You've told me as much. Don’t you want to try and find out what it's like?"

Beth shuddered and was about to respond when she felt someone beside her. She turned and saw Penny walking towards them with a round tray and two drinks on it. The thing was Penny was like twenty feet away, not right next to her like Beth had thought.

"Sorry about the wait," the waitress said as she placed their drinks on the table.

"I didn't order this," Beth mumbled. A small cocktail glass filled with a red drink was placed in front of her.

"My treat," Penny said. "If you don't like it, don't worry about it."

"What if she does?" Colin asked with a leer.

"Then she can have as many as she wants," Penny answered him while her eyes never left Beth's. "If you can't drive home, I'll take care of you."

"Woah," Colin breathed. He laughed and slapped the table. "Drink up, Beth!"

Hearing her name snapped Beth out of her stupor. Penny had called her Beth earlier but she hadn't shared her name. How had she known?

"Try it," Penny urged.

Beth frowned. What had she been thinking about? She reached out and picked up the drink and pressed her lips tight around the straws. She sucked and felt the spicy drink fill her mouth. It tingled her lips and tongue, but not because of carbonation. It had a metallic taste that was hidden behind some sweetness. She sucked again and then heard the air slurping through the straw.

"Wow! That good?" Colin asked.

Beth blinked and stared at the ice in the empty glass. She felt lightheaded, but not exactly drunk.

"I'm glad you liked it," Penny said.

Beth licked her lips and glanced up at her. Her eyes flicked to Penny's horns. "Horns."

"Are you horny?" Colin joked.

Penny ignored the wrestler and asked, "What about them?"

Beth glanced around and saw the other waitresses wore the same outfits, though some wore red lingerie and fishnet stockings. The cut and style was the same, save all of them had horns that had a red glow from an LED light hidden inside of them. She looked up at Penny again and said, "Your horns are black. Why?"

Penny leaned down doing nothing to hide the cleavage that threatened to spill out of her top. Colin choked on his beer but Beth was caught up in the exotic perfume the waitress wore. Penny put her mouth next to Beth's ear and let her cool breath carry her words, "They're real."

Beth gasped and Penny straightened. She winked at her and then turned to the open mouthed Colin. She flashed him a smile and asked them, "Anything else you two need? Should I bring you another, sweetie?"

Beth's mouth was dry. She wanted another, but she had no idea what it was. Besides that, if Penny hadn't been fucking with her that meant she was something else. Something special. Something amazing and terrifying. Crystal didn't have horns. None of her pack did. Stephanie, their other friend, was learning how to be a witch and she didn't have anything like that either.

She shook her head. "I, um, no thanks. Just water."

"It won't quench your thirst," Penny promised. She smiled and turned away. "I'll fetch you another beer too."

"Uh, thanks," Colin mumbled. He waited a moment until she'd walked away and then hissed. "Holy fucking shit! She was all over you! You've got to ask her if she wants to come back with us!"

Beth bit her lip. "No. I'm not— I can't."

"You're into her, don't deny it. I can see it. I bet your wet."

"Oh my god! Stop it!" Beth snapped. She shook her head. "This was a bad idea, maybe we should go."

"What? No! This is awesome," Colin protested. "Okay, it's cool. I won't push you, okay? I want to stay. A little longer, at least."

Beth bit her lip and nodded. "Okay."

"If you end up half as worked up as I am, maybe tonight's going to end awesome. What do you think?"

Beth blinked. Sex. He was talking about sex. He wanted to fuck her. She was wet enough, but it wasn't him. He didn't do it for her. Colin was her attempt to be normal. To try seeing someone, a guy at that, and seeing how it felt. She shrugged, not wanting to make things go from awkward to bad. "Sure, maybe. We'll see."

"Cool."

Beth saw a new dancer coming up on stage. "Hey, check her out."

Colin spun and grinned. "Cool!"

Beth put on a fake smile to make him feel better. This had been a terrible idea. She'd endured worse though, she only had to deal with it a few more hours and then they'd get out of there and she could start ignoring his calls. She could go to back her normal life. Hiding away and dreaming about better things.


Chapter 2

"It's kind of late, I should go," Beth mumbled after pulling into the driveway of the Omega Phi Sigma frat house.

"Come on ba—Beth. It's my birthday! Can't I at least get a birthday kiss?"

Beth hesitated and the nodded. A kiss was okay, right? As long as she didn't have to go into the frat house. The way those guys stared at her, like she was a piece of meat, freaked her out. "Um, yeah, a kiss is good."

She smelled the beer on his breath before he pressed his lips against hers. Beth opened her lips to tell him to eat a mint or something but he took it as encouragement. Colin pressed against her and shoved his tongue into her mouth.

Beth whimpered, trapped between her seat and him. She couldn't back away and grabbing at his shirt wasn't working. Colin kept kissing, taking her sounds as permission to keep mauling her. His next move was to slide his hand under her jacket and grope her breast through her shirt and bra.

Beth froze, terrified at the contact and what it meant. Was he going to do more? Would he stop if she told him to. As if she could tell him, he wouldn't let her up for air long enough to say anything. His hand continued to fondle her through her shirt, pinching and searching for her nipple. Thank god for padded bras!

Colin groaned into her mouth and finally pulled back. "Come upstairs with me. Please? Tonight was awesome, Beth. Because of you. I'm so worked up!"

Beth's words died on her lips. She saw the hungry look in his eyes and trembled. She couldn't go up. He'd want to touch her. Want her to take her clothes off and bare herself. And then he'd see her and be disgusted. She was still fat. Too fat. She couldn't risk it. He'd be upset. Angry even, probably. He'd hurt her. Hurt her and fuck her, just like before.

"Is that a yes?" he pressed. Colin took her hand and pulled it to his crotch, pressing it against the hardness beneath his jeans. "See what you've done to me? You've got me so turned on!"

Beth gasped. She wanted to jerk her hand back but he held her against him. She bit her lip and managed to shake her head a little. "I— I can't. Not inside."

"You don't want to go inside? That's cool. Those guys don't need to know our business," he agreed. He shifted and used his other hand to unbutton and unzip his pants.

Beth gasped. This was not what she wanted! She started to protest and tell him to put it away when he lifted his hips and pushed his pants down, exposing himself fully. His penis jutted into the air, lit only by the dashboard lights. She stared at it, frozen at the first sight of a live cock since she'd been attacked her senior year of high school.

Colin pressed in and kissed her again, taking her by surprise. He broke her line of sight and gave her something else to focus on. She found herself kissing back and doing anything she could to keep from thinking and seeing his dick.

The avoidance didn’t last long. "Go ahead, touch it," Chad whispered into her lips. He grabbed her hand and pulled it to his lap. He wrapped her hand around his hardness and stroked her up and down a few times until she started doing it herself. He went back to kissing her and moaned into her mouth.

This wasn't so bad. Nothing like she'd feared it would be, at least. If she could just do this until he got off then she could go home. And wash her hands. He wouldn't be like last time. He couldn't be. Chad wouldn't stop. He'd cum and keep going until he did it again and again. That wasn't normal— wasn't human.

"Mmm, that feels good, baby," Colin said. 

Beth ignored his slip up. She hated it when he called her that but if it helped him get off sooner it would be worth it.

"Oh yeah," he groaned. He kissed her harder and then seemed distracted for a moment. His tongue stopped pressing and writhing against hers. He pulled back and lifted his head so he could press his lips against her nose and then her forehead. "Go down, baby," he urged. "Your hand is awesome but it's not enough. You know?"

Beth froze again. He wanted her to go down on him? To put his dick in her mouth? And— and—

"Come on, it won't take long, I promise," he said.

Beth stared at him. "I've never done that," she admitted. He wouldn't want somebody inexperienced doing that, would he? "What if I hurt you?"

"Aw, you won't. No such thing as a bad blow job."

Beth could see he wasn't going to give up. She forced a fake smile on her face. He said it wouldn't take long. Then she could get away and never take his calls again. She nodded. "Okay, I'll try."

He grinned and leaned back in his seat. His penis lay against his stomach, quivering in the blue lights from the instruments. It seemed to swell and pulse before her. "Go ahead."

Beth licked her lips and swallowed. This was not how she saw tonight happening. She'd hoped to figure out why she wanted to go to the strip club, that was all. She could use Colin as an excuse if they asked. He'd be safe and protect her, then she'd drop him off and go home. She could be normal then, get the strange thoughts and urges out of her system.

Now she was about to give her boyfriend a blow job. She closed her eyes and leaned forward, opening her mouth as she lowered herself into his lap. She missed and felt his burning flesh against her cheek. She hissed and tried to cover by pressing her lips together and kissing whatever it was she'd landed on. It was soft and squishy. His pubic hair tickled her lips and nose. He smelled musky, but not too sweaty or nasty, at least. Was she kissing his balls? Gross!

"Aww fuck," he groaned. His arm went around her back and helped guide her onto him.

Beth wasn't sure if she was happy or not. At least she wasn't kissing his sack anymore, but now she felt his spongy head between her lips. He was hot and it tasted a little salty. She fought down a gag, was it piss because he hadn't wiped? Or was it supposed to be like that? Did some girls really like this?

Colin's arm pressed down, urging her to take more of him in her mouth. She obliged, slowly, and lost herself in amazement at how hard and soft he was at the same time. Her amazement ended when he bumped the entrance to her throat. Her head bucked up, gagging a little.

"Sorry baby," he mumbled. "You're doing awesome. Not long!"

She relaxed at the thought of it being over soon. Maybe if she got into blowing him it would go sooner. She wasn't stupid enough to think a blow job was about blowing, it was about sucking. She sealed her lips around his shaft and tried sucking. He stiffened, both his body and his penis, and then he started groaning when she bobbed her head up and down on him.

"Fuck! You really never done this before? God damn!"

Bolstered by his compliments, Beth twisted her head a little while she went up and down on him. She pressed her tongue against him, making him glide between it and the roof of her mouth. He moaned nonstop as she kept it up

"Oh— oh yeah. Keep doing that! Oh shit. Baby— oh yeah, I'm—"

Beth had to fight to keep from smiling and losing her seal as Colin lost control of himself. Was she really that good? He felt harder than ever and his hips were jerking beneath her, trying to force more into her mouth. It was almost fun. He didn't even taste funny anym–

She froze as an explosion of hot fluid hit the roof of her mouth. What was happening? Was he— what should she do? He kept jerking and quivering, launching burst after burst. She felt like her brain short-circuited, she couldn't think or act or do anything. The mental paralysis only lasted a few seconds, until the salty taste and seminal odor broke through her senses.

Beth jerked her head up and off of him. A final blast hit her chin and dripped back down into his lap. She stayed there, gasping for breath and wondering what the hell she was supposed to do now. She'd watched porn, but she wasn't a porn star. What did he want her to do? What did she want to do?

"That was fucking amazing," he sighed. "C'mere."

Beth lifted her head and looked at him. "What?"

"Kiss me," he said.

"Kiss you?" she echoed.

He chuckled. "It's cool, it's called snowballing."

"What?"

He smirked and wrapped his arm around her neck and pulled her to him. She didn't resist when his lips met her spunk covered ones and his tongue pushed into her mouth. She kissed him back, her mind overloaded and confused.

Colin broke the kiss and grinned at her. "See, I'm not one of those dicks that's afraid to kiss you after. I think that's hot as hell. Just, um, don't tell anybody, okay?"

"Why?"

He chuckled and she could see some color fill his cheeks in the dashboard light. "You know, people are stupid and shallow. They might think it's gay or something."

Beth shook her head and fought the urge to say she thought it might be too. She offered him a smile. "It's cool," she said. It wasn't a lie, she wasn’t sure what she thought about it. "I mean, you were right, seeing those girls dancing made me wet. So whatever, you know?"

"Cool," Colin said as he sagged into his seat. "Except, you know, I don't like guys."

Beth nodded. "No, I get it. I guess. It's cool."

"Yeah, cool," he agreed. He glanced around and then looked down at the mess in his lap. He pulled his pants back up and fastened them. "So, uh, awesome birthday, right? Do you want me to, like, finger you or something?"

"I'm good," Beth lied. She wasn't feeling turned on, but she was definitely not good. She didn't know what she was.

"Okay, um, I guess I'll head in and call it a night then?"

She nodded. Colin leaned over for another kiss and then opened his door and got out of her car. He waved and jogged across the icy January driveway. Beth watched him go and then put her car in reverse. She backed out and hoped her car could find the way home. Her brain was fried, she couldn't focus on anything. All she knew was that she needed to get out of there.

Beth wanted nothing more than to get to her dorm room, take a long shower, and then hide in her bed. It was Friday, her suitemates were either out partying or maybe they'd crashed already. She'd put her headphones on and they'd leave her alone. That was what she really needed. Beyond that she was so confused she didn't even know where to begin.


Chapter 3

"Hey, girl!" Carla, Beth's suitemate, said as soon as she walked in. "How was the big date?"

Beth offered Carla and Vanessa a smile and a quick wave. "Uh, good, I guess. I'm tired though," she mumbled before darting into the bedroom she shared with Carla.

Beth was gathering a towel and some sweats to change into when Carla filled the door. "Beth? Turn around."

Beth clutched her clothes to her chest and turned. "I'm really tired, Carla, I'm—"

"What is this?" Carla interrupted. The dark haired Latina reached out and dragged her finger across Beth's chin before she could react. She pulled it back and looked at the suspicious dried crust before sniffing it. "You got lucky!"

"Oh my god!" Beth cried. "I did not!."

Carla put her hands on her hips. "Girl, you've got dried cum on your face. If that's not getting lucky, what is?"

"I didn't! I mean, um, I— uh, I didn't have sex."

Carla nodded. "Blow job?"

Beth groaned.

"You did! You sucked him off. Girl, you've got to clean up better. Or swallow. That works for me. Gets rid of it quicker too."

Beth shook her head. "I'm not having this conversation. Excuse me, I really need a shower."

"Hot, or cold?" Carla teased.

Beth rolled her eyes and pushed passed her roommate. Vanessa was caught up in whatever movie they'd been watching but she glanced up and waved again. Beth turned and went to the door.

"Hey, Beth, wait," Carla said. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to tease you. You deserve a good time, you know? You've been all about studying and grades so far. It's good to see you letting go."

Beth hesitated and nodded. Was that what it was? Was she finally loosening up? Or was she just making another mistake. She was book smart, her grades proved that, but she didn't seem to know a damn thing about life and relationships. Or about herself and what she really wanted.

"Anyhow, I figured somebody as smart as you would have known enough to have some moist wipes in your car or something. Unless... O-M-G! Are you one of those freaky girls that has a wild hidden side? You like to show off? Walk around in public like that. Maybe do some flashing?"

Beth saw Vanessa turn and stare at them with wide eyes. "What did I miss?" she asked.

"Nothing," Beth fumed. She turned to Carla. "I am not a— a— whatever. This was... just forget about it, okay? I think it was a mistake. I— look, just never mind."

Carla held up her hands. "Woah, I'm just trying to help you out. That's all. Good for you for getting some. Or at least trying to. Better than sitting here and watching a shitty sparkly vampire movie!"

"Hey!" Vanessa protested.

Carla waved her off. Beth shook her head. "It's been a long night, can I go?"

"It's your life, Beth, go ahead," she said. "If you want to talk about it I'm here, okay?"

Beth nodded. "Okay. Thanks." She turned and left, padding down the hall in her slippers to the communal showers. They weren't empty, but empty enough she only heard one other girl in a shower stall while she ducked into hers.

She cranked the hot water up and stripped off her clothes. She stared at the discarded clothing on the shelf and wanted to laugh. All the careful time she'd spent picking out clothes that would make her look good and interesting, but not look slutty. It had worked, she thought, but she'd still ended up being just another notch in Colin's headboard.

She groaned and stepped under the water. It blasted her with a thousand needles. They stabbed through her hair and into her scalp before feeling like countless tiny crabs were crawling over her shoulders and back and peeling the skin away from her muscles. Beth gasped and leapt away from the water. Her wet feet slipped on the tile floor and she fell, landing on her butt and elbow with a wet slap.

"Hello?" the other girl in the shower called out. "Is someone there?"

Beth forced herself to breathe through clenched teeth. "Yeah, sorry, I slipped."

"Oh. Oh! Are you okay?"

"Yeah," Beth said after deciding nothing was broken. "Guess that's a good thing about having a fat ass."

The other girl laughed. "Okay. Um, good."

Beth grunted and climbed back to her feet. She worked her arm a few times, wincing at what was going to be a very sore bruise. Her right cheek wasn't as sore as she thought, but it was a little numb when she poked it. She turned back to the shower and stuck her hand out. It felt warm. Very warm, like she expected. When she'd stepped in it had been cold. No, not cold, colder than cold. Like ice crystals trying to blast her skin off.

She shook her head and stepped in again. This time the water felt right. She waited a few seconds and then let out her breath in a tension filled sigh. Her muscles began to relax as the heat slowly soaked into her muscles.

Beth let her mind go and basked in the warmth. After a few minutes of forcing her mind to stay blank thoughts of the night began to trickle back in. She'd overcome her fear of being intimate with a man, sort of. In a sense she'd been used, but maybe she'd used him too? The evening started out that way. She'd been talking to Colin for a few weeks. They met in a chemistry class when he started asking her to help him out. He was a smart guy, but chemistry wasn't his field.

She'd done a few coffee dates with him and they'd hit it off as friends. Or at least she thought they were friends, she hadn't thought about there being more to it. She'd been too caught up in thinking about the club and wondering what the place was like. Everything came together perfect when Colin mentioned his birthday. She could treat him to it and she'd be safe if anybody wondered. Her secret fixation would be just that, her secret.

Beth groaned. He'd called her his girlfriend and she'd even let the thought of him being a boyfriend into her head. She didn't know anything about having a boyfriend though. She was having a hard enough time knowing what it meant to have a normal friend. She thought she had some of them, but the joke was on her when her friend got a boyfriend. Beth had been left on her own then. Abandoned. All those nights spent sharing secrets and fears meant nothing.

Beth hadn't learned though. She still wanted to help. She'd tried and tricked the monster into thinking she could help him. She drew some of his blood before she screwed up and mentioned Crystal. He freaked out on her and attacked her. Raped her. Over and over again.

Beth shivered and turned the heat up on the shower. Thinking of that still made her stomach twist and her chest tighten. He wasn't even a real man at that point, he was changing into some kind of primal beast that only existed to hunt, kill, and breed. He'd picked her for the breeding, but since he hadn't changed all the way she'd been okay. He hadn't bit her either.

Beth shook her head. "Enough!" she chastised herself in a harsh whisper. "It's over. He's gone."

She took a deep breath and let it out, releasing the tightening knots in her neck. She still had the vial of blood that she taken from him. She'd tucked it in her purse before he went crazy on her. Over a year later she still had it. She hadn't looked at it in a while, but it had never dried. Something in it kept it alive.

She'd thought maybe if she injected herself she could end up like Crystal. Crystal had been infected too, but then she'd met her pack and gotten infected by them too. Beth wasn't sure exactly how it worked out for her. By all accounts she'd gotten lucky and needed the help of not only her werewolf friends but a witch too.

None of that mattered anymore. By the time she'd gotten out of the hospital and was allowed to be by herself again she'd realized what really happened. Crystal was a great woman. Or werewolf. Or whatever she was. It wasn't her fault that they drifted apart. She had her own life to live. Beth's life was her own fault. She wanted to matter to someone more than she mattered to herself. The syringe stayed locked away. She didn't know what to do with it though, if she threw it away what if someone else found it and used it?

She shook her head and reached back to turn the water up hotter. That was old news. She always got caught up in her mistakes when she made a new one. But had she made a new one? Was her night a total waste? Colin had been pushy, but he hadn't forced her into anything, had he? She'd gone along with it and hadn't protested. Maybe his pushiness helped her get over her hang ups?

She sighed and tried to crank the temperature up again. The handle was all the way over. Was she running out of hot water? She frowned and reached for the shampoo, if the temperature was going to drop she needed to hurry.

Beth worked the shampoo through her hair and switched to conditioner. Her thoughts strayed to the club again when she grabbed her loofah and worked her bottle of soap into it. She scrubbed her skin and remembered how slippery and hot she'd felt watching the dancers. They were nothing compared to Penny though. The waitress had captivated her whenever she was nearby. Her scent and poise. The confident way she moved and talked. Everything about her. And her horns, they couldn't be real, like she'd teased— could they?

Beth knew about werewolves and witches and other savage creatures that couldn't possibly exist. Maybe Penny was something else she hadn't seen or heard of yet.

Beth finished rinsing off and turned off the water. Her body was clean but her mind was still cluttered and confused. She sighed after toweling off and slipped her sweats on. It had been a long day. Sleep sounded good. If it would come to her, she was feeling more and more awake with each passing minute.


Chapter 4

"Beth? Hey, Beth!"

Beth jerked in her seat and turned to the girl that had spoken to her. She stared at her black leggings right in front of her and realized she was standing. Everyone was standing. And moving. Class was over, but she'd been somewhere else.

Beth shook her head and started to look up. She should stand, she knew it, but her eyes followed the thin material stretched over Maria's legs up. Her sweater dropped over her waist and hips but from Beth's angle she could see the subtle cleft at her crotch. Shouldn't her underwear hide the cameltoe, or maybe she wasn't wearing any underwear?

"Beth, class is over. What's wrong with you?" Maria asked.

Beth jerked her attention up to Maria's face and scrambled to grab her notebook and shove it into her bag. "Sorry, spaced out. Had a rough weekend."

Maria grinned. "Hope it was worth it."

Beth flashed a quick smile back but didn't say anything. She stood up and walked down the aisle of seats in the lecture hall and melted into the crowd of students heading out. She pushed outside and gasped as the sunlight drove a wedge into her skull worthy of splitting logs. She stumbled and turned her back to the late morning sun so she could fumble through her bag for her sunglasses.

"Jesus, Beth, aren't you cold?" Maria asked as she had to step around her.

"Cold?" Beth mumbled. She found her sunglasses and cried out. "Ah ha!" 

"You left your jacket in your seat," Maria said. "You really are out of it! He must have been great in bed!"

Beth laughed. "I wish," she said and then groaned. Had she really said that? She hadn't done anything like that. Well, sort of like that, but not— she shook her head. It was cold out. January in Ann Arbor was a miserable time to be in Michigan. Especially for a southern girl like her. Sunglasses in place, she hugged her arms to her chest and rushed back in to get her jacket.

Beth clenched her teeth and dropped her gaze to the ground when she walked outside the second time. Was the sun always this bright? Especially in the winter hell that Michigan was? She followed the sidewalk and kept her eyes down as much as possible. She was having a hard time adjusting. Probably because she'd tossed and turned the last few nights. Ever since Friday night.

She kept having dreams about what she'd done with Colin. Most of the time they started out normal enough. Most. The first night her dreams had Colin growing fur and turning into a wolf while she went down on him. She'd woken up gasping for breath and sweating so much she had to throw her sheets off. Sleep had been fitful at best after that.

Saturday was worse, in her dream he'd been going down on her and a pinch made her open her eyes and look. There he was, covered in fur and grinning with sharp teeth. Blood dripped from his canines. He'd bit her! She gasped and was about to scream when her car shook. She looked up as the door was ripped off and there was the waitress, Penny. She looked the same, with her sexy lingerie and boots and horns. And a car door skidding across the ground behind her. Penny opened her mouth, teeth extending into fangs before she reached for her.

Carla woke her up, shaking her. Beth had been making noise in that nightmare and it freaked her roommate out. That made for a long and restless night too. Sunday night was better only because she would jerk herself awake every time she was about to fall asleep. She was afraid of what terrors awaited. What Colin or Penny might do to her in her dreams.

Colin wasn't a werewolf though. She knew that. There was something special about them. Something she couldn't put her finger on, but she could tell. They moved different and had a confidence that wasn't normal. Even Crystal started acting that way before Beth knew she had to get away from her.

Beth's feet took her where her mind couldn't. She walked through the automatic doors of the stadium and headed for the women's locker room. Once she was out of the sun she breathed a sigh of relief. The nagging pain in her head melted away. She lifted her head and blinked the blurriness out of her eyes. Now all she needed was to get her jacket off and cool down.

She found a locker and dropped her bag on the bench so she could strip her jacket off. She sighed as the clammy air from the showers mixed with her sweat and cooled her skin. She stripped without bothering to look around, pulling her sweater and jeans off and hanging them from hooks in the locker.

She bit her lip. She needed to change into her running clothes before anybody got a good look at her, but it felt so good to let her skin air out. She hadn't noticed it at the time, but she'd been burning up. Her headache confused her, or maybe it caused the headache? Was she getting sick, or was this just because she hadn't slept worth a damn.

Beth pushed her worries aside. She needed to workout. That helped her focus her thoughts and remind her that she worried about too many things. She dug into her bag and slipped her sweatpants and t-shirt on. The sweatshirt wasn't happening, not as warm as she'd been a few moments ago. She felt fine now, but didn't want to run the risk of overheating again.

Beth shoved her bag into the locker and spun the lock on it. She laced up her shoes and grabbed her water bottle and iPhone. She wasn't thirsty but she knew she would be. Heck, she should be, after sweating so much already. She stopped by a fountain and filled the bottle and took a drink out of habit. The water was lukewarm and not very satisfying. She snorted and walked into the gym, looking for a bike or a treadmill to warm up on.

She ended up on a treadmill facing a TV with muted men and women going through a canned exercise routine. Beth put her headphones in and started up her music before starting out an easy jog. Her eyes fell on the TV and she watched the tight and toned bodies on the screen go through their exercises and stretches.

Beth wanted a body like that. Fat free and tight. Her and every other woman. She'd been too caught up in living for somebody else in high school to live for herself. Now it was time to focus on herself and what she wanted.

The clock on the treadmill read ten minutes. Her warm up was over. She felt good, her body loose and ready for a work out. She cast a last glance at the TV and promised herself that she'd look like that one day. Unlike her friend Crystal, it would take her a lot of hard work. Sure, Crystal had risked dying a few times and turned into a werewolf, but she'd gone from being one of the prettier plus size girls she'd ever seen to looking lean and gorgeous.

But Crystal wouldn't let her risk it. She'd come right out and asked once, just to see. Crystal said no. It was too dangerous. She didn't want to risk losing her. Beth had no idea what gave Crystal the right to decide what risks Beth should and shouldn't take but it was bullshit. That had been the final straw for her. Her confirmation that leaving was the best thing.

Beth walked from the cardio room to the open weight room. She was ahead of the lunch rush, giving her a choice of what to do first. Monday was the worst day of the week. Legs and core. That meant squats and back extensions and deadlifts and crunches. She sucked in a breath and headed for an open squat rack, wondering how many squats she'd have to do before she had an ass like Penny did.

"As many as it takes," she vowed and began her workout.

Between sets she would glance around, looking at the other people exercising without making it obvious. It was mostly men in the weight room, but that was typical. Nobody big and beefy, nor were they any super fit women. No pressure from anybody, but no inspiration either. Beth bit her lip and closed her eyes. An image of Penny popped into her mind and made her curse under her breath. She'd hoped the trip to Paradise Lost would get her fixation out of her system, not make it worse.

Beth shook the thoughts away and tried to focus on the rest of her workout. Monday workouts sucked on a good day. Her lack of focus meant today's was going to set a new record for bad times.


Chapter 5

Beth looked over Vanessa's shoulder and froze. "Oh shit," she mumbled.

Vanessa and Mandy turned to see what made her sit up straight in the booth.

"Hey, that's the guy you went on the date with, right?" Carla asked. "I thought it went good?"

Beth groaned. He was talking to the hostess and hadn't looked her way yet. "I guess it was okay."

"So why are you avoiding him? That three day wait bullshit is so old!" Vanessa said. "Besides, that was four or five days ago, right?"

"That's not it," Beth said. "I've just had a rough week. And yeah, it's been long enough he probably thinks I don't like him."

"Has he tried to call you?" Mandy asked and reached for a french fry on her plate.

"Yeah, a couple of times."

"What?" Carla blurted. "You didn't tell me that?"

Beth shrugged. "I've been busy."

"You've been a zombie," Carla argued. "Between not sleeping and barely making it to class, what's going on?"

Vanessa pushed her glass of water out of the way and leaned forward. In a hushed voice she asked, "Did something bad happen? He didn't force you, did he?"

"What? No," Beth shook her head. "I mean, um, I—"

"You sucked him off," Carla said when Beth stammered too long.

Beth groaned and Mandy laughed. Vanessa's face remained serious. "Beth, did he rape you?"

Beth shuddered. "No."

"Are you sure?" Vanessa pushed. "Because no means no and a lot of these guys don't get it."

"Neither did he," Beth said.

Vanessa's eyes widened.

"No!" Beth snapped, seeing how she'd been misunderstood. "I meant he didn't get it. You know, it— sex?"

"Oh!" Vanessa straightened and laughed. "Okay, good. I mean, that he didn't force you."

Beth shook her head. "No, I know what that's like."

Vanessa's lips parted to let her gasp. "No! You do? Oh shit, I'm sorry!"

"No, it's cool."

"No, it's not!" Vanessa insisted.

Beth winced as her suitemate's voice rose. "I know rape's not cool. I meant you don't need to feel bad. I'm okay. It was... it was a weird time. It kind of helped me though. Helped me get my shit together, at least."

"That's terrible," she said. "I mean, I'm glad you're okay and all, I just wish it hadn't happened to you. I had a friend who—"

"Beth!" Colin called as he followed to an open table. He motioned to his friends and said, "Hey, I'll catch up."

Vanessa frowned but stopped talking as Colin stepped up to their table and grinned down at Beth. He glanced at the others and then looked back at her again. "Hey, I called you. How've you been?"

Beth forced a smile on her face while she studied him. Were his eyebrows longer? Did his teeth always look like that?

"Beth?"

She shook her head. "Oh my god! I'm sorry, I've had a rough week. Lots of homework and I haven't been feeling well."

"You look kind of tired," Colin said. "So, uh, are you doing anything Friday?"

"Friday?" Beth frowned. She wasn't. Heck, she never did anything. Her roommates had to practically dragged her out of the dorm to get her to come to dinner with them. She wasn't hungry and had barely picked at her food. "Um, call me later and we can talk. Maybe? I'm not sure, I need to check and see."

Colin frowned. "Are you going to answer this time?"

"Oh snap!" Mandy hissed.

Even Beth had to smirk when her suitemates laughed at her expense. "Yes, I'll answer. If I'm not asleep. Or in class. Or working out."

"Or doing her hair," Mandy added.

Vanessa joined in on the fun, "Filing her nails?"

"Shaving her bikini line," Carla offered.

"Stop it!" Beth groaned. She looked up at Colin and saw he was either amused or couldn't believe what was happening. "Yes, I'll answer. I promise."

"Cool," he said. "I'll get back to my friends. Thanks, um, everyone."

He hurried away from the table and left the girls laughing and Beth blushing. "You guys suck," she muttered.

"After last Friday, so do you," Carla reminded her and sent the rest of the table into another round of laughter.

Beth groaned and pushed her bowl back. "Anyhow, have we tortured me enough yet? I'm tired and I've got some studying to do."

"Depends, are you going to go out with him again?" Carla asked.

"He's cute," Mandy said.

"Looks big too, is he on the football team?"

"No, wrestler," Beth said.

Mandy squealed. "Ooh, I bet he could put you in some fun positions!"

"Oh my god," Beth moaned. She turned and waved for the waitress while her friends broke down laughing again. 

The teasing stopped when the waitress showed up with their bills. They paid and made their way out, but not before Beth waved to Colin. He grinned and waved back, nearly losing his fork in the process.

"Boys," Mandy muttered. "So easy!"

"Yeah, but so are you," Vanessa teased.

Mandy gasped, "What?"

"I think she called you a slut," Carla tried to help.

Mandy spun on her roommate. "Oh, hell no!"

Vanessa grinned.

"Well, I'm not the one sucking off the wrestler," Mandy said.

Beth shook her head and followed them out. They walked back to the dorm, trudging through the chunky snow and chatting along the way. Beth walked slower than the others, lost in her thoughts about what she'd tell Colin. How could she let him down without making him upset?

It wasn't that he did anything wrong. Not really. She just wasn't into him. Okay, she was kind of freaked out about her dreams, but that couldn't be it. Those were just dreams, not anything real.

She'd dreamed about Penny too. She kept dreaming about her, in fact. Sometimes she was a waitress and sometimes she was a dancer. Other times she just showed up out of nowhere. She'd turned into a wolf in a few dreams and had red eyes in another.

"Beth! What's wrong?" Carla called back to her.

Beth looked up and frowned. She'd fallen back and was walking by herself. It was a little after seven and the streets of Ann Arbor were always busy, but she still felt silly. She jogged ahead to catch up to the others. "Sorry, lost in thought."

"Colin?" Carla asked.

"Yeah."

"Aren't you cold?" Mandy asked.

Beth glanced down and frowned. She was cold, but she hadn't thought much about it. She zipped her jacket up and glanced up. "Oops."

"So what's wrong with Colin?" Carla pressed.

"Nothing," she said. "Nothing at all. But I'm just not into him, you know?"

"Then tell him," Vanessa said. "Don’t lead him on."

Beth gasped. "Lead him— I'm not!"

"Okay, just be careful. That's how bad things happen sometimes. Guys get confused and mixed signals can—"

"Nessa, chill," Beth stopped her. "Step off the feminism soapbox, okay? I'll deal with it."

Vanessa's mouth dropped as though she'd been slapped. "Feminist? I'm not—"

"Woah, don't make me toss you both in a snow bank," Mandy threatened. She turned on Vanessa and said, "You are kind of pushy, but we know you're trying to keep us safe and we love you for it."

"No, you're right," Beth added. "I'm just tired and bitchy. It's good though. I'll take care of things."

Vanessa nodded and turned on Mandy. "Pushy? I'll push you into the snow bank!"

Mandy grinned and had to run to get away from Vanessa as she lunged after her. Carla and Beth both laughed as the two raced back to the dorm. Carla turned to Beth and said, "Hey, I need your help Friday."

"What?"

"That's what you tell him," she said. "Give yourself some more time."

"More time for what?" Beth wondered.

"To figure yourself out."

"What?"

"You know, figure out what you want. If it's him or not. Or if there's somebody else."

"What if there's nobody?" Beth asked. Or worse, she added silently, what if I really do like girls?

"Then there's nobody," Carla said. She grinned. "We'll get you a kitten and hide it from that RA, you can train to be a cat lady when you graduate."

"Oh my god!"

Carla laughed. "After the past few days I think you could stand to rub a pussy a little bit."

"Carlotta!" Beth shouted, using her roommate's full name to drive home her point. Her hand flew to her mouth but she'd already yelled at her roommate. She wondered, did Carla somehow know about Crystal? Did she know about the strip club?

Carla laughed harder. "Oh relax, it's okay. I was just teasing. Besides, anytime you need some privacy to, uh, work things out, you just shut the door. Nessa and Mandy don't need to know."

Beth's face felt hot but she nodded. "I'm good. But, um, thanks."

Carla smiled. "So what should we do? Are you helping me study or is there something else?"

"What?"

"On Friday, dingbat!"

"Oh!" Beth frowned. They had to come up with something believable and something that wouldn't get them busted. "I'm not sure."

"Well, we'll figure it out," Carla said. "Now come on, before they pick another god awful werewolf or vampire movie to watch!"

Beth winced but her roommate didn't see her, she was already moving ahead towards their dorm. She hurried after her but she didn't care what they watched. She was tired and wanted nothing more than to lay down and maybe, for once, get a decent night's sleep.


Chapter 6

Beth shut the door to her room and stripped off her coat. She tossed it on her desk and collapsed on her bed. Her body ached from being tired and run ragged. She lay on the bed, breathing deep and trying to melt into the thin mattress.

Colin was there, in her head, asking her out again. She groaned and rolled over. She grabbed her pillow and crushed it against her face. She groaned again, listening to herself now that she was muffled. She sounded kind of funny. Was that what she'd sounded like when she'd given Colin the blowjob?

"Oh my god," she groaned. Why had she done that? She'd known she didn't want to be with him before that. Was Vanessa right, was she leading him on? Was she just making it worse?

"I'm so stupid," she mumbled and sat up. It was almost eight o clock. It felt later, thanks to how dark it got in Michigan in the winter. By five o clock the sun was down or almost there. Why anyone lived here was beyond her.

"Maybe they're running from something to?" Beth heard herself say.

She shook her head. Talking to herself wasn't going to help. She'd fallen into the habit when she tried to recover from the attack. Counseling had helped her stop and saved her from medication and a diagnosis that would have ended her up in a hospital.

She glanced at the door to make sure it was shut. The others were out watching some horrible reality TV. She wasn't sure if that was better than the cheesy movies Vanessa liked or not. Confident she had time to herself, she pulled her sweatshirt off and slipped her arms out of her bra. She spun it around and unclasped it before reaching for her night shirt. It was early, but she had to try to get some sleep. 

Seeing Colin earlier hopefully wouldn't bring him back into her dreams. He'd faded out of them, leaving only Penny in all her sexy and terrifying forms. Why the waitress wouldn't go away she wasn't sure. She'd seen her for a little over an hour half a week ago. That was it. But she couldn't get her out of her twisted head.

Beth sighed through her nose and stood up long enough to drop her pants to the floor. She scootched her socks off on the floor and scooped her clothes up to toss them into her laundry basket. She pulled her sheets back and crawled into bed.

The bed felt right and the room wasn't too hot or too cold, but she couldn't get comfortable. She twisted on one side and then the other. She tried rolling onto her belly but the way her back arched reminded her that she still weighed too much. For a while her stomach pushed her back and made her bend. She'd lost enough weight that now her boobs were too big, making her back arch. They were going down too, but not fast enough. She was still a beached whale in a bathing suit, as far as she was concerned.

Colin must have been blind. That or he was hoping if he treated her nice she'd be an easy lay. Except she wasn't. She hadn't slept with him. But he still wanted to go out with her. She smirked. "What's that say about him?" she asked herself.

She sure as hell wasn't sexy, but he seemed to think so. At least a little. Maybe it was because of the blowjob. She'd gotten into it at the end, really working and focusing on making it good for him. He'd enjoyed it. Enjoyed it so much she'd made him cum before he was ready. He'd been right, it hadn't taken long at all!

So she could give good head. That's what she learned in college, how to suck cock. Beth sighed and rolled onto her back again. It was going to be another one of those nights where her brain wouldn't stop.

She glanced at the door. Her roommate had said she just had to shut it and Carla would know she needed some private time. Was that what she needed? She hadn't touched herself since the attack. Before the attack she never went more than a few days without it. Things had been different back then. She'd been in love and felt secure. She wasn't in shape or anything, but she hadn't been enormous either. Probably about like she was now, or maybe a little heavier.

Was that what she needed? A good orgasm to let her relax? She bit her lip and let her hand slide across her chest. She felt the bump under her shirt of her nipples. A simple touch and they responded, puckering and tenting her night shirt higher. It seemed that her body remembered when her mind didn't.

Beth sucked her lip between her teeth and slid her shirt up under the covers so she could touch herself. The feel of her skin against her sensitive breasts made her breath hiss through her nose. She sucked harder on her lip to keep from moaning. It really had been a long time!
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