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Prologue: Setting the Scene...

Welcome! Sitting comfortably? Good. Then let’s begin...

The tale that follows starts in a woody part of Washington. Our horny hero’s name was Randy, Randy Bucker - and we promise you, dear reader, it was a name he would live up to.

This is the story of what happened to him during his first year of college, together with his two closest friends. It gets weird, it gets hot, it gets both weird and hot at the same time, so we hope you enjoy the ride.

Randall Michael Bucker, Randy to his friends, walked through the cobblestone paths of St. Jessops. Young, attractive and charismatic, he had prospects at the private Christian college, in the town called Westwick in the sprawling forests on the outskirts of Washington, D.C. 

St Jessops was in a big forest on the outskirts of Washington DC. It wasn’t the biggest place to study in the US, but it was a pretty darn select one, so Randy was really honored and privileged to be accepted there.

With his family's considerable pull, Randy's acceptance into the hallowed halls of St. Jessop's was inevitable. But he wasn't complacent. Randy felt determination to carve his path and elevate the family name even higher.

He came from a big family of devoted church folk with serious money in trust funds. Buckers were old money, they went way back and were well known in parts of Washington state, and they’d pulled some strings to have Randy attend there at that prestigious place. But he didn’t get lazy, he was really proud and determined to do well here, and he wanted to make everybody proud.

Randy forged close bonds with his two best friends, James and Kent. Their shared aspiration in religious journalism bonded them even more, but they'd known each other since forever, having been through ups and downs together, and they knew they could all count on each other when the chips were down. They were glad when they found out they were all accepted at St Jessops. They were all studying the same thing, Theology and Media Studies, since they all wanted the same kind of career in media. Or should we say, they did want it. Plans had changed a little for them since they met this incredible, unearthly woman and... Well, we shouldn’t get ahead of ourselves, spoil the surprise. Soon, you’ll see just what we mean.

So, he and James and Kent were at St Jessops and they all studied together. It was a challenge to be away from their family homes for the first time, but hey, it was fun.

That is until they all failed their first exam, anyway. They'd decided to make a project about the weird history of the college, specifically about the witch who used to live on the grounds. They said her name was Mona, Mona the witch of Washington state...

Legends spoke of her being an Amish girl shunned by her community for crimes against their moral code. Some stories portrayed her as a lover of lewd speech and bawdy humor, others just portrayed her as a lover, while others accused her of dabbling in witchcraft and casting spells. The most striking detail about Mona was her supposedly green skin, a feature surrounded by conflicting stories. Some claimed it was a hereditary trait linked to an otherworldly figure named Jenny Greenteeth, while others suggested it was the result of irregular baptisms with holy water. Regardless of the varying accounts, Mona's appearance was associated with the fantastical, much like the figures of folklore who bore similarly peculiar attributes. Despite the skepticism of some, a group of university students embarked on a project to explore the reality of witches, magic, and the supernatural, with Mona as the centerpiece of their investigation. Their presentation aimed to persuade their audience of the existence of such phenomena through inventive use of visual aids and some compelling argumentation.

One contentious thing was that Mona was said to have green skin, and Randy, James and Kent had to explain why and how that idea was very old and nothing really original. 

The stories said she had apple green skin because she was related to Jenny Greenteeth. Jenny Greenteeth was this kind of evil fairy (or something) from England that became known in Pennsylvania and woody places in the US, and her stories said she was green. Mona the witch was always said to be the daughter of Jenny Greenteeth, and therefore her skin turned green when she had her first period. That’s what some stories said, but others said she needed to be regularly baptized in holy water in order to have ordinary skin. When she didn’t get baptized often enough, her skin would turn back to its normal color, which was apple green.

Many characters from folklore had green skin as a mark of weird, otherworldly nature, like the Devil in old books and the Green Knight in the King Arthur stories and stuff. So, Mona was no different to any of them, right? This bit was a tough sell, especially to the university judges who grew up watching that certain movie that starts in Kansas, and the three boys were no lawyers, but they figured they could present the facts, and they would have that little bit of folkloric trivia in the bag.

The three of them sat in the old study room, surrounded by history and whispered tales of Mona the witch drawn from their research. "This place really is amazing though, guys, don't you think?" James said wistfully as he thought about the stories. 

"Mona, the witch of Washington state," he mused, "Imagine if it was true, even a little bit. Huh?"

Ever a sensible skeptic, Kent replied, "Come on, James, you don't really believe those old stories, do you? A girl with green skin and ties to some English fairy? I mean, sure, I know there's a fuck ton we don't know about the world, but really, that's all just ol’ superstition." 

Randy said, "But what if there's some truth to it? What if there's more to this story than we realize?" His tone expressed a little belief in something beyond the ordinary. Maybe.

James took a deep breath. "I know it sounds far-fetched, but look, hear me out a second... what if there's a part of Mona's story that's real? Suppose there’s just a bit of truth in all of this? I mean, all these stories had to come from somewhere, right?"

They were good Christians and honest boys, but something about the dark mystery of all of this was very alluring...

Some of her stories said she lived in the 18th century, and some said she lived in the 19th, some said she was evil and some not so evil, and some said she was hideous and clawed and some said she looked normal, etc etc. Well, you get the idea. There was a fuck-ton of potential stuff there for the three of them to make a project on.

So, they planned to make a presentation about deciding if witches and magic and those sorts of things are real, and they focused on Mona the witch as the main part of the project. They had to argue the case that they were real, with a slide show of visual aids and everything. They really gave it everything they had. They poured their hearts and souls into crafting a compelling case, and then came the day to present it... 
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Chapter 1: A Stiff Presentation
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IN THE CLASSROOM, the students awaited the presentation. 

Professor Storkley stood at the front. With a calm gesture, he silenced the chatter. "Today, we undertake a journey into the unknown, exploring a mystery of this very institution: St. Jessops."

Behind him stood three friends, young men united by their passion for knowledge and their athletic prowess. Randy Bucker, with his chiseled features and brown hair. James Hornier, his dark hair and mischievous smile catching the eyes of several students. And Kent Bingley, the intellectual of the group with his blonde hair neatly styled.

Randy began, "Okay, hi. We now present our study, looking at the legend of Mona the Witch of Washington state." 

The projector flickered and cast an image onto the screen: a depiction of Mona, with her soft green skin, dark and mysterious eyes, flowing black hair. 

Randy subtly adjusted his standing position. A strange tingling had started in his groin. What was happening down there? 

James carried on, "Let us tell you, this is not your average bedtime story. It's a bit more mature than that." 

As Kent began to speak, he also felt the tingling spreading through his cock and balls. Why was he suddenly feeling so aroused?

"We'll examine the cultural impact of Mona's legend..." He shifted slightly to hide the inexplicable growing stiffness in his pants. He suddenly felt horny as Hell. What could be causing that? 

James also shifted awkwardly at a a peculiar warmth in his groin, and his cock stiffened unexpectedly. He tried to focus on the presentation, and with his hand he discreetly adjusted his rubbery hard-on.

For James, Randy and Kent, things had gotten more than just visual. Arousal coursed through their lower bodies so sudden and intense that it left them bewildered and more than a little bit freaked out. 

"B-behold, the, uh, legendary Mona," James quickly cleared his throat and continued. "A famous witch capable of bending any man or woman to her will." 

The three guys shifted uncomfortably, and they had by now realized they were all experiencing the same unexpected horniness. They exchanged glances.

Randy continued, "Uh, Mona's story has survived the test of time, passed down through generations..." He gestured to the ancient manuscripts on the screen, his hand trembling slightly as he fought the urge to adjust his woodening cock.

Kent added, "These tales are not mere folklore, they're intimate... uh, I mean, intricate parts of culture. We must take a dive into them to understand the true nature of Mona's legs. I-I mean, uh, her legend." 

The three guys were by now all standing strategically to conceal their growing erections.

Randy said, "Some scholars believe her green skin color is an idea passed down from the mythical Jenny Greenteeth of English folklore." He paused, taking a moment to steady himself. "Uh, others suggest a connection to strange religious rituals." 

James added, "And some thing she's a kind of genetic anomaly. A mutant like, you know, in the Sex Men movies. I-I mean the, uh, you know what I mean." 

The three friends adjusted their positions, trying to work around their stubborn erections. Every time they mentioned Mona’s name or even glanced at her image on the screen, they felt a surge of libido. It was like they'd all fallen under her spell.

"The fu-, uh, I mean, the folk tales paint a complex picture," James went on, his voice gaining strength. "M-Mona was a kind of outcast, a woman rejected by her own people. Some say she was a trickster, and that her tongue was sharp as a whip, making lewd jokes and leaving a trail of laughter and scandal behind her..."

Eventually, the presentation was finished. Doctor Storkley looked unmoved. He said he acknowledged their efforts but couldn't accept the closing argument. He explained that it lacked an answer to the fundamental question: was Mona truly a witch, or a victim of societal prejudice? Then he added, "But I'll tell you what: I challenge you to revisit your research and have another try."

"Uh, sure thing," Randy declared. 

"Yeah," said James. 

Kent added, "Yes, thank you. We won't let you down, Professor."

As the students filed out, Randy, James, and Kent clustered behind the podium. They looked at each other, each seeing the same question reflected. What dafuq? 

"Uh, yeah, so...,” said Randy. "Let's review, what happened just now?"

Kent added, "I know, right? Maybe it's a delayed reaction to the stress of presenting."

The presentation had been going fine until Mona's name rolled off their tongues. Then it was like something weird had taken hold and made their cocks harden hugely. It was like a damn spell had been cast on their groins. They didn't know why, but one thing was certain: the guys had never felt so turned on in their lives...
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Chapter 2: Good Times to Come
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WHATEVER REALLY HAPPENED in their pants in that lecture room, the guys now had a challenge on their hands. They spent hours poring over research and rehearsing in the old chapel, a fitting place for their work.

They threw themselves into preparing a new case for the existence of Mona, the witch of Washington. The other students had all gone home, so they were the only ones there. 

They had three weeks, sitting in their rooms and doing research and working out the argument and everything, and then going to a private place to rehearse the presentation itself. In the old side chapel of the main building they rehearsed it over and over.

The campus was a big place, really old and traditional looking. It was on the top of a big hill behind the main campus, about two-hundred yards away, hidden mostly behind trees, had big old stone gargoyles sitting on the corners of the main building, ancient-looking masonry and stuff.

It also had an even older part of the college that didn’t get used anymore, except for storage and things like that, and even that was very rare. The building had been declared a US historical site of special status, so nobody was allowed in there at all. 

Everybody called it the Old Tower, because it was pretty tall, and it had a pointed roof on a tower that was like something out of a spooky old horror movie or a fairytale or a Halloween greetings card or something. That building had the biggest gargoyles on it.

One night, Randy and James and Kent had been working on the presentation and finally decided to chill out for a little while, to drink some beers and just relax. They weren’t allowed beers on the campus, but James had managed to sneak some in, a few weeks before. They were Christians, but they weren’t always angels.

They strolled back to their residence hall to relax and chill. But after a few drinks, James told them he had something he wanted to tell them.

"What's up, man?" Randy asked.

James took a deep breath and told them that a week before, he got an email from his fiancée, Jessica. It seemed she'd figured out she was gay. She couldn't marry him...

Randy and Kent offered kind words of support, and a hint of a smile tugged at the corners of James's lips. "Thanks, guys. I appreciate it."

After a moment of silence, Kent said he also had a tale of regret. He told them that he and his girlfriend Sam broke up earlier that month. 

James and Randy exchanged looks of surprise. "Shit, Kent! I had no idea," James said.

Randy agreed, placing a hand on Kent's back in a show of support. "Breakups are never easy."

Kent managed a small smile. "Thanks, guys. It means a lot to have your support."

With a sigh, Randy decided that since they were baring their souls, he ought to open up to his friends as well. "You know... I left Melissa in January. She was cheating on me."

"Damn," James said, shaking his head in disbelief. 

"Yeah, man, that's awful," Kent added. 

Randy nodded. "Thanks, guys. It's been tough, but thanks." 

Melissa had been cheating on him with a stuffy son of a businessman, a guy with more money than Randy had. But he'd resolved to put it all behind him, and even prayed on it. "But, I've moved on. We all have, right? We can do this."

"We'll pass the test, and then we'll find new girls," Kent declared.

"We'll conquer the witches in our test, and then maybe find some real witches," James added. They laughed and promised each other they would. They joked about the witches in their test research, and that maybe they could find and pick up some really hot witch chicks, the new age types who run around “skyclad” (that’s witch-talk for naked) and pray to the Moon and stuff like that. They had a good laugh at the idea.

JUST AFTER MIDNIGHT: in his dark bedroom, Randy put on briefs, socks and a bathrobe, then running shoes. He brushed his teeth (mainly just to calm his nerves a bit after what he'd just seen). He felt shaken to the core...

Alone in his bathrobe and his underwear, he stepped into the night, his naked skin hidden beneath the loose garments. 

As he walked quickly, he thought over what had just happened...

Randy had been asleep in bed when something disturbed him. A sound maybe? Lying there, he'd listened but heard nothing. Was there a sound? He was sure there had been.

He'd walked to the window and looked out. At first, he'd seen nothing but shadows.

But then, there is was: a tall gargoyle, perched on top of the Old Tower building. Wait a minute... How long had that been there? 

To his horror and amazement, the gargoyle had moved. He saw that it was no statue. It was a real living thing, and it was female. A lithe, athletic female figure with leathery wings unfolding against the night sky.

"Jesus!" he'd exclaimed in fear.

The gargoyle dived and soared in the night air, slowly flapping the leathery wings. Those wings didn't really look large enough to support the weight, Randy thought, so they must have been incredibly strong and aerodynamic. The creature was tall, lean, and proportionally curvy with muscles and yes, Randy thought, it was definitely a gargoyle woman. A good-looking naked gargoyle woman with short, unruly hair. Good-looking despite the wings and horns and the claws on her fingers and toes, anyway.

The creature circled and flew straight over to a window in the Old Tower of the college. She (or it, maybe?) then flew inside. 

"Jesus..." was all Randy could say. 

He was terrified. But one thing he couldn't ignore: the monstrous creature was, well, attractive. The stone-gray body and face had an inhuman beauty that was... curious to him. Although her

wings, tail, and horns were frightening, they didn't detract from it. That was the really weird part. Randy couldn't explain it, and it sure as Hell made him feel a deep-seated guilt and shame. But guilt or no guilt, Randy had to find out what it was that he'd seen.

He walked through the grounds, over the grass, up the hill through the trees and approached the building in the dark. He carefully opened an old door in the side of the Old Tower building and stepped into the pitch blackness inside. Nothing there but dust and darkness. He used his cellphone as a flashlight to see with, and gradually climbed a spiral stairwell, up and up and up. He passed several narrow doorway on the ascent but eventually came to one of the highest rooms. 

It was dark, but moonlight came through a window. And that window was open, so he must be at the right place. He could see the old furnishings, untouched for years. But as he looked, he began to wonder about that. The moonlight reflected brightly off brass fittings and stuff, so someone must have been there recently to polish and keep the place clean. He wondered why, and who could have done that.

He listened out for any sound like wings or clicking like claws on the wooden floor but heard nothing.

Then, he heard a kind of huge fluttering sound. Randy slowly turned around and looked into a corner of the room, and there he saw an incredible sight...

There, crouched in the corner, was a woman, but unlike any he’d ever seen... 
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Chapter 3: A Sexy Encounter
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SHE WAS GRAY all over and adorned with gray and leathery wings folded back behind her that seemed small compared to her humanoid height. They were like dragon wings and didn’t look large enough to carry her in the air so must be very strong, he guessed. 

She was totally stark naked... except for a thin leather collar around her neck, every inch of her lean, strong and athletic body, her every granite-colored curve was shamelessly exposed. She made no effort to hide or cover herself from Randy's eyes, and her casual nudity made him feel things that weren't pure. Her fingernails and toenails were short but a bit hooked like talons.

Randy looked all over her muscled body and saw every inch of her bare skin was also gray, but not the same leathery texture as the wings, it looked as soft and smooth and fresh as his own skin was. He couldn’t help but stare at her breasts for a second, and they were heavy and round like big, smooth pebbles, with black nipples and areolas. He felt guilty looking at them so he quickly looked away... 

Her hair was black and in a wild bob cut, short and a bit spiky, and drawn up into two, sort of, wild peaks, one on either side of her head. She had two little curved horns like thorns on her head just above her hairline.

She looked to him to be in her thirties, if he had to guess, and she had slightly pointed ears.

Another scary and weird part was her face: her features were human except that instead of a normal nose with a bridge, she had a kind of broad and flat-looking area of flesh. It went from her brow between her eyes down to her philtrum above her lips and was a little bit like prosthetic rubber makeup from that TV show about aliens on spaceships called Star, um, Track or something like that. It should have made her look terribly ugly. But... 

Her eyes locked onto his, and he saw they were purely black with no whites, while her lips were black like charcoal as well. This should also have been repellant, but Randy was feeling very strange things at that moment. His eyes lingered on her ample, dark-nippled breasts, their smooth curves and weightiness. He reluctantly wondered how they'd feel if he could touch... 

"Y-you're a gargoyle!" he stammered. Exactly, she was like a gray stone gargoyle come to life, but different to what he’d ever expect one to look like: female, and anatomically correct, and weirdly fascinating to look at.

As she began to slowly crawl towards him, fear and inexplicable excitement filled him. He was really afraid, terrified in fact, but Randy was also confused by the intimate stirring he was starting to feel inside. 
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