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''What the hell have I got?

That makes you want to love me? Is it my body?

Or someone I might be? Or somethin' inside me?

You better tell me - tell me,

it's really up to you.

Have you got the time to find out - who I really am?'' - Alice Cooper
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Three weeks ago, a dishevelled young man rushed into a police station, with tears in his eyes, claiming that he had been held against his will by a young, but terrible witch, and her lover. This self-same witch, and her very violent lover, apparently did vile, witchy experiments on him and a slew of other men. He continued in an erratic state, as he explained how they had pushed his father into suicide, after he slipped that his grandfather, and his father before him, had fallen into a state of disarray. He, of course, could not identify where he had been held, or how his terrible in-keepers had looked; but was sure that this witch and her lover had to be behind the church burnings that so famously happened only three years ago. This didn't stop the media from running with the story of course. And now, three weeks after the fact, the exception, as is the case with most things these days, has become the rule. And Susan Younger (a young Pagan witch herself), as Frank Spencer would relay so many times before; has had her share of harassments because of it. You'd think that they'd give her a break given the state of society. Degeneracy, like Grease, seems to be the 'word' these days. And in a historically Christian society, there's nothing more degenerate than witchcraft, right? Well, maybe homosexuality and its many popular variants - much like comic book covers; redundant only to those against a consumerist driven society. But as Christ is suddenly hell bent for leather (and everything taking it up the ass seems to entail), he'd be cool with some girl using The Secret to get her parents to buy her a pony for her sixteenth - only to receive a copy of the first season of My Little Pony on VHS. She wanted analogue, right? Ask and you shall receive. So, Susan has had some trouble regarding her esoteric inclinations and, in turn, this has kept her derelict sex life, well, pretty derelict. Nobody wants to fuck a potential tragedy in waiting. A girl so close to becoming a full-blown news week, CNN has already got a file on her. That being said, it doesn't change the fact that she's a woman, and as a woman, she has needs. 

Especially being a 24-year-old college student surrounded by a deluge of rock-hard dick ready to fuck a plethora of pussy - almost 24/7, sixty-nine days a week. A plethora of pussy save for hers, of course. You might even go so far as to say that it precludes her pussy from partaking. You might even say thar her labia is a liability. Fucking that pussy could 'life' you - so to speak. It's like finding out you've fucked a Nazi...terrible news if you're thinking of going into politics.

Up until now she's coped, but damn it, she's being discriminated against for something that they think she might do. It's quite unfair, really. You can't really blame them though. She does look the part. It's like Hot Topic purged itself all over her tall, lanky self. I'm not saying there's a 'look' that dissidents, who may or may not end up on Liveleak.com, wielding an A.K. 47, while wearing a trench coat, have; but she has it. With the way she presents herself, she likely has a future in agriculture, scaring the crows away from the crops. It's more prospect than most girls have these days. For the most part it's either porn star or protester; and guess which one pays the best. If only she was more of a slut. Being a slut trumps everything else.

Especially at that age. Being a Pagan (as evidenced by the Mjölnir pendant dangling between her midsized breasts) prohibits her from being loose though. According to her father, no man wants to marry a 'Rama-girl' (as it spreads easy); but she's open to some 'dry-humping' for sure! Any sort of physical contact will do. Their looks of derision notwithstanding, the little human interaction she does receive does nothing really for her lonely disposition, nor does it alleviate the strain her heavy eye-makeup puts on her social status. Goths are, as goths do - supposedly. And like I said, up until this point she's been able to cope. Unfortunately, it's been a very taxing week. Let's just say the announcement of the Bewitched remake didn't help any. Truth be told, it may have exasperated things. So, there she sits, taping that left foot as the Lullenbosch (A highly acclaimed Cape Town tertiary for cunts, apparently) lecturer drones on about the values of Socialism (or some shit), and she's just had it. Completely fed up; and it's right at this very moment that the teapot started to sing. Up Susan goes. Her chair clearing the otherwise stale air with an angry squeak. She captures their attention like you'd capture a Zapdos with a Masterball. Totally, and utterly, arrested. "I bet you'd want me if I was an 'Insta-whore!'"

Her voice echoes through the massive, packed auditorium. Gasps reverberate not long after. She can sense that there's a terrible fear that's overcome the room of pale, wide-eyed faces. She continues. "What's wrong with you? Look at me! I'm a babe! I'm a catch, right? What do you call it? I'm a 'bad bitch'! Look at me! So, maybe my ass isn't quite as bulbous as some of these other girls, and my tits haven't given me a hernia - but I've got personality! I've got 'smarts'! I'm funny! I'm tall, and my hair is 'game'!?" You can hear a pin drop. There's a long beat before she goes for her bag. The lecturer rushes for the panic button. Not a second passes and the class follow suit. "Jesus! She's going for her fucking gun!"

"No! School shootings are a Christian trope! I'm a Pagan! We don't shoot people! We create YouTube channels that preach about the dangers of pornography!" They evacuate the classroom in terror, leaving her, and one other student to their own devices. Susan sighs. "It's because I'm white, isn't it?" She turns her attention to the lone figure asleep on his arms. "He slept through all of this? He may be a keeper." She grabs her bag and heads down to where he is seated, halting in front of his desk. She inspects him; a short, stocky male, with a brown buzz cut, and he’s wearing a Limp Bizkit t- shirt of all things. Sure, he's wearing trousers and sneaks, but who gives a damn about that? He's got headphones on. It's blaring a Keychain song into his ears. Still waving the freak flag apparently. He's pretty average looking, but it's not detracting. She removes the headphones. "Joey..." She tries again, this time with a bit more oomph. "Joey!" This startles him awake. "What? What? I'm up, I'm up!" He finds her painted face. "Oh, it's you."

"What do you mean you?"

"Siouxsie Sioux?" She disregards him with a click of her tongue. "You couldn't have gone with a contemporary?" Joey thinks for a second. Maybe a little too hard. "Can't think of anyone?" She concedes "Fair enough."

He looks around the room. "Where is everybody?"

"I scared them off."

"Oh my God. Of course you did." He puts his head back down onto his arms as he continues. "The cops aren't coming, right?"

"Probably."

"So...am I a hostage then?"

"Only if you want to be." He looks back up at her. She continues. "You wanna come over to my house tonight, so we can do the wild thing?" He furrows his brow as her sickly grin appears. "What?"

"You're the only guy who's not headed for the hills?"

"Yeah, well. I've not had the opportunity as of yet." There's a beat. "So, you wanna come over then?" She asks awkwardly. He grins. "It's because I'm white, isn't it?" She responds in kind; "You had me at Nookie."

PART 1: Love it to Death!
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It's darker than the lighting on a modern Superman movie in this motherfucker. The only light is that emanating from the hallway Joey just left behind. Dust particles and Spirit Orbs greet him before Morrissey can. He pulls a face; this isn't his kind of jam - that much is for sure. "So fuckin' dark in here. Am I supposed to play Marco Polo with her pussy or what? Hello...it's Joey, I'm here for the sex?" An irate voice commands him from out of the darkness. "Close the door! You're letting too much light in!" He responds in kind. "Shit, I heard you were a witch, didn't know you were a black one!" The moment he turns around he finds her face right in front of him. A candle dancing - clutched in her hands underneath her ethereal face - softly on her wild, brown eyes, and manic grin. It fills his entire frame. She's much taller than him, so he shrinks underneath her somewhat intimidating gaze. She looks pale. But that's just the make-up. "Not to state the obvious, 'Jelly Belly'." Joey loses his shit "Jesus-Mother-Of-Joseph! It's a motherfucking apparition!"

She leans in closer, the heat of the flame searing the skin on his nose. "You ain't scared, are you?"

"Wha-me? Nuh...no, 'course not...it's just...like, what's with this weird music?" Alsatian Cousin. A good scapegoat if anything. "You want me to fuck you or not?" Susan isn't impressed. "Shouldn't I be the one doing the fu-"

"-ain't that for me to decide?"

"Fuck that shit! I'm not ready for that yet!"

"For what?" She becomes all predatory. "You know what!"

"What do they call it?"

"What?"

"'Rimming', right?" Her grin widens even further. "What!? How should I know? I don't watch porn?"

"Why not!? Isn't that the only action you've been getting?" He gets defensive. "Frankly. That ain't none of your fucking business. And get that fucking flame away from my face, before I go up like a cheap, Chinese, Christmas tree!" She moves away without a struggle. "Tell me."

"What?"

"What gets you hard, lover?" Susan is keeping the best for last. Warm him up first. Foreplay and shit. "Like...sex wise?"

"Yes, pumpkin...'sex wise'..."

"Don't call me 'pumpkin', my mother calls me that."

"What if it slips out?"

"During intercourse?" You can tell he's a virgin. The way he said that sounds way too technical for an experienced player. "Yeah...during 'coitus'"

"You'll fuck me up. That's what. I want this to go as smooth as fucking possible, you hear? I don't need to remember this as some Greek fucking Tragedy or some shit. You dig? My life is sad enough as it is, what with me being a Super Sentai super fan and all."

"You're right. That is sad. So, when do you get time to indulge then?" He looks away.

"I make time for it."

"It's not worn out, is it?" She gives him a troubling look. "No! It's not! And if you must know...according to Google I measure in at an above average size!" She smiles at him knowingly. "I'm sure you'll manage." He scoffs it off.

"So. We gonna fuck or what?”

"Joey."

"Yes?"

Her smile fades into something dead serious. "Don't talk shit about Morrissey."

"Who?" She sighs. Admitting deep down that if she had gone after a man with culture, he'd still be droning on about why Ultra happens to be the best album Depeche Mode's made sans Alan Wilder, and that The Sisters of Mercy is probably the best band of their generation. Which wouldn't be too far off the mark to be quite honest. But Joey's here for sex - amongst other things that we'll get to later - and not education. She knows very well where to draw the line. If only for the interim. He should know better to be quite honest. This is Morrissey after all.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


3.

[image: ]




"Look. Before we begin. Have you any questions?" He's sitting in a magic circle with her, looking around the now brightly candle-lit hotel room. The candles all sprung alight with the flick of her fingers - scaring the shit out of Joey, whom in turn ended up needing his inhaler again. Luckily for him she was in an obligatory mood.

He finds his eyes examining the luxury that surrounds him. "How the fuck does a twenty-two-year-old girl afford all this shit? I hope you don't expect me to pay for this? I've already spent the last of my money on a graphics card - trying to get into the mining business before it's too late." She gives him another knowing smile and then answers. "Magic, of course."

"So, your dad's not some kind of 'Me-Too-Mogul' then?"

"What are you implying? That my father is rich, or that he uses his power as a tool to barter for infidelity?"

"Both. Magic you say? How's that work then? You wave a wand and money comes out of your ass?" His eyes have returned to her. She wonders if she should educate him on the subject but fears it might affect her prospects of getting him in the right position a little later on. She risks it. "You do know that I'm a witch, right?"

"What? You mean after the candles going on by themselves? Could've fooled me."

"Those are Japanese. I'm no good at fire manipulation or telekinesis for that matter."

"So, I fainted for nothing?"

"A student and not much else at this point in time, I'm afraid."

"You're saying it's possible?"

"Anything is possible if you put your mind to it, Joey."

She's being facetious, but he doesn't seem to know that. "So, you can move shit with your mind then? Like Jean Grey or Professor X? How long does it take to learn something like that?"

"Not yet - but yes and it can take lifetimes. Anyway, you asked me about my money?" He's taken aback. If he wasn't sober, he could've sworn he was high. "Yuh-yeah." She consoles him. "Don't worry. That fact that you're with me says more about you than it does about me."

"I just want some of that pussy, I don't really give two fucking Dumbledores about this Harry Potter shit to be quite honest. You gave me an opportunity and I'm going to take it." She stares at him for a beat and then she responds. "Suits me just fine." She gets up from her knees, - seeing as she's only wearing a long, black t-shirt - with the words 'I had to return some video tapes.' printed on it - and some Alice Cooper panties, it's better not to force the issue. - and leans over to the bookcase not far from her. On it there's a lot of books, various crystals, stones, some records, and a bottle or two. A very cosy setup. She reaches up for a bottle, the t- shirt pulling tight around her bosom, sending Joey's eyebrows in the direction of her hand. She brings the bottle down. It's whiskey. She places it down in-between them and then she reaches up for some shot glasses. This time he is captured by the idea of what's to come. He wants to refuse immediately since alcohol apparently impedes performance, and he's not quite sure what kind does, but she interrupts his train of thought before he can. "Ask me for some whiskey." She's very demanding.

"I-"

"No. Ask me for some whiskey." Now she doesn't care to hide 'snake eyes' from Joey. First his subconscious finds Alice's face and then his eyes do. "Jesus."

"Ask me." Her tone has changed. His eyes find hers, and she's caught him looking. He swallows. "Okay. Can I have some whiskey, please?"

"No. Like this." She knocks on the wooden floor underneath her. Chalk giving way and caking her fingers as she does. "Whiskey!" He looks at her like a child. "Like that."

She assures. He follows suit "Yes!" She pours them a drink, some of the whiskey spilling over onto the floor, mixing with the white chalk forming the circle. She pounds it. He follows. Susan wipes her mouth with vigour and then slams the glass back down onto the floor.

"Again!" He puts the glass down.

"Say: I'll have another, my good man!" He does and they repeat the ritual. She instructs him again after his sixth shot. "Say: More libations before my lamentations!" He does so but he's already slurring his words. "More libations before my lamentations!"

"No. My lamentations...not yours." He tries again. "Oh. More vibrations before her salutations!" She jumps forward, nudging the bottle over, landing on top of him. They fall back as they laugh. Susan's wild black hair hangs playfully over and around his face, encamping his already obscured view. Her eyes are wild with passion. He becomes quiet as the nerves try to fight the inebriation. She whispers as the Goth Rock picks up in the background again. "I want you to fuck me, Joey. I want you to fuck me hard." His mind takes him to dangerous places. She notices that there is something different about him.

"You feel them too, don't you?" "Who?"

"The Gods."
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There Joey lies, underneath the weight of the Batcave and hairspray aficionado, Susan - who's gotten him drunk on firewater and has asked him to fuck her brains out. What a time to be alive for 'Jelly Belly' Spinnerelli. What a fucking time to be alive. "I feel funny, Susan."

"Well. You are drunk, you know?"

"No. I feel really fucking weird. Like my head is spinning - but in a weird way." She ignores his remarks. "Before you can fuck me, I need you to do something for me." His moans are heard on Mount Olympus. "Why!?"

Why are you making this so hard for me!?" She continues.

"Joey." He doesn't want to pay attention to her. "No. I want to fuck...I want to fuck right now!" She goads him towards her.

"No. Look at me. Joey. Look at me." He complies eventually.

"What? What!?" He stares into her eyes. "I'm looking! I'm looking!"

"Good. I need you to do something very fucking important for me, Joey." He humours her by nodding. He's too inebriated to say no at this point. Or so he thinks. "I need you to cum into my jam jar."

The laughter starts at his belly and works its way up. "But that's what I want to do...your 'jam jar'...that's funny!" Her hand reaches into her bookcase as she shakes her head in disapproval.

"No, Joey. My jam jar." She produces the jar and pushes it into his face. He stops laughing. "What the fuck?" It's half-full with leftovers. "Why does it say 'Teddy' on it?" He reads the letters written in permanent marker out to her. "Because Teddy was the first." He immediately showers her in disapproval. "No fucking way. You're sicker than I thought."

He turns his head away from her, she pulls him back. "You better do it." Her eyes tell him that she ain't joking around.

"Or what?"

"Or you can kiss this Satanic pussy goodbye, sucker." Moral of the story? You're getting fucked either way. Plus. Women can be terrifying. Am I right? Of course I am - I'm writing this shit.
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Susan has gotten him into position. Well, actually, she's just made him drop trou and positioned his dick in the jar’s general direction between his legs. She then got back on top of him and proceeded to start jerking him off. What a lucky fucking guy. I haven't had any since January (I'm on a self- imposed sexual sabbatical. You call that a work in progress.) "I promise you. If you get any of that fucking cum on me, I'll smack you."

"I'm bigger and much stronger than you. Try it and I'll break your fucking arm."

"Damn my inferior fucking genes! So, what? You expect me to lie here while you jerk me off, and just stare at your fucking hand?" She picks up her right arm into view. "My wrist."

There's a sigil tattooed onto it. "What's that mean?"

"I thought you didn't care for the Harry Potter shit?"

"I don't, but since I'm trying to keep this as fucking consensual as possible, I think I deserve an explanation at least?"

"It's not rape if there's no penetration. Don't worry."

"Oh, really. And you're an expert on this shit all of a sudden?"

"I see the buzz is wearing off."

"It's not actually, I'm just afraid that my first time will be at the hands of some crazy fucking rape apologist."
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