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There was something
about his gaze that troubled me. His eyes were too rich, too
knowing. He never quite blinked save for the deliberate, slow
closings of his eyes and then the same, deliberate reopening of
them. Like some horned beast in the woods caught in the lights of a
passing car.

“You are unemployed?” Mr. Nomed asked. The
eyes never leaving me, his lips parted just slightly.

“Yes, sir.” I was nervous. My interview had
been scheduled for 10:00 a.m. this morning, but I ended up having
to wait close to three hours for Mr. Nomed to arrive. He was
dressed head to toe in a fitted black suit, his tie red as gushing
blood.

“I see. And your…wife?” His lips curled back
over white teeth, so clean looking they were almost pointed. He was
strikingly handsome; high cheek bones and a classic strong jaw
line. Something faintly feminine about his lips, the way they
curved and protruded over his intimidating teeth. Altogether, there
was just something off about Mr. Nomed.

“What about her, sir?” I said.

“Is your wife employed?” His teeth clicked at
the end of it.

“No, sir. We’ve only just moved here…to be
frank with you Mr. Nomed, there is a lot riding on this interview.
On this job.”

“Oh?” He said it careless, and for the first
time his domineering eyes (were the green? Were they blue? Could
that even be some yellow in there?) left my gaze and wondered
around the room for a moment. He sat across from me, behind a
magnificent oaken desk in the middle of a dark, spacious room.

“Yes, Sir.” I continued. “We’ve quite a bit
depending on this job, me and my wife. And I just wanted you to
know, whatever it takes, whatever I need to do to get and keep this
job, I’ll do. I love my wife, and I want to provide for her. At all
costs.”

That was when Mr. Nomed began to laugh.

It was a deep, bass filled rattle that came
from his broad chest. His bright white teeth touched and clicked as
his jaw moved up and down, laughing laughing laughing. As I
stared at him, I could see his lush red tongue, almost the color of
his tie, bouncing around in his mouth.

Finally he regained his composure.

“I see, Thomas. Well, you are familiar with
the kind of work I am asking of you?”

“Yes, Sir. From the description it sounds
like mostly assistant type work. Running errands, traveling for
you, possibly even management?”

“Hmmm.” It was a long, guttural growl
followed by a pause. “You will be doing as I say, Thomas. What I
ask of you, you do. Is that understood?”

“Yes, of course. Does that mean I have the
job?” My desperation for work was overcoming my intimidation of
this man.

All of a sudden Mr. Nomed stood, and for the
first time I realized how large the man was. He towered over me,
his frame blotting out the dim sunlight shining through the window
behind him. His long shadow stretched past me and went the length
of the room.

He brought his hand to his chin and I noticed
his nails; longer than they should have been, impeccably clean.

“If you want this opportunity, Thomas, you
must travel tomorrow. There’s some very important business I need
tended to.”

“Tomorrow?”

“Is that a problem, Thomas?” He asked. I was
starting to feel sleepy. My head loose and light.

“Um. No. No, Sir. But, where am I going?” I
tried to stare into his eyes but somehow I couldn’t quite center on
them.

“You will travel to Louisiana, first thing in
the morning. You will go to New Orleans first, and after that a
small hovel of a town just outside of it. Deep in what the
Southerners of that land like to call ‘The Bayou.’”

I closed my eyes and rubbed my temples,
trying to focus.

“I’ll need to tell my wife I’ll be gone for a
few days.” I said.

“No, Thomas.” He was in front of me now. I
hadn’t noticed him walking or moving at all. There was no desk in
front of us, just this giant man casting me in his shadow. “You
will bring Felice with you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good. Very good.”

After a few minutes my head settled down and
cleared. Mr. Nomed was sitting across from me again, his fingers
interlocked, his dark furtive eyes peering at me.

“Feeling OK, Thomas?” Mr. Nomed asked me.

“Yes, Mr. Nomed.”

“Good. Now run along. You have much to
prepare. You will be gone a week.”

I stood to leave, turning my back on him and
walking across the large room to the exit.

“Thomas.” He called in a whisper.

I turned back to him.

“Keep your wife close to you in the south.
They say Louisiana can be a frightful place.”

I nodded, turned, and left the room.


Felice was overjoyed
to hear that we would be leaving for New Orleans in the
morning.

“How exciting!” She nearly screamed, wrapping
her arms around my neck and squeezing. Her perky breasts pushed
into my chest through her blouse, I think her nipples were hard.
She kissed my neck and nibbled my ear.

“Wanna get in bed?” She asked with deviance
in her voice.

“Sure.” I whispered back.

I felt her up the whole way to the bedroom,
kissing her deep with my tongue. Her hands were frantic, grabbing
my cock through the pants and jerking madly.

The bedroom door slammed behind us and we
undressed each other. I had her naked first; taught little tits,
her black hair down and flowing over her shoulders. Her pussy was
completely shaven, her sexy stomach curved into her shapely hips,
my eyes traced over her muscled, juicy thighs.

Felice pulled my pants down hard, and then
the boxers. I stepped out of my clothes and we were naked together.
Her pussy was already glistening, she was ready.

I looked down.

And there it was. Small and flaccid and
unmoving.

Felice pretended not to notice and grabbed it
as she kissed me, jerking it hard and fast. In my gut and in my
mind I was ready and willing. Everything was firing on all
cylinders.

Except for my cock. Nothing. Not a fucking
inch.

Felice dropped to her knees and looked up at
me. Her big green eyes flashed sex as she took my limp pecker into
her hungry mouth. She swallowed the entire thing with easy and
started working on it. I stared down at her and wanted to cum it
was so hot.

She never took her eyes off of me as she
sucked my limp cock.

I had to settle for eating her out until she
came. I knew she was disappointed, and the worst part was that I
had no explanation for her. This just wasn’t like me and I didn’t
understand it. Stress over the new job? Maybe.

Felice came hard when I ate her out, harder
than usual. Her back arched and she screamed, gripping my head and
nearly suffocating me against her cunt. I knew I was no maestro
when it came to cunnilingus and I wondered if she was faking it to
make me feel better.

But no, that just wasn’t possible. She laid
there panting and sweating long after she came, and her cunt was
still soaked. Her eyes searched around the room, almost
hypnotized.

Something had gotten into her. And it wasn’t
me.

“It’s ok, honey.” Felice told me later when
we were dressed again. “It happens. I don’t want you to worry about
it. We will try again later.”

But there was something in her voice.
Something like desperation. Something like, she didn’t just want to
try again later, she wanted to try again right now. This very
instant. And maybe again after that.

She was so wet I could practically smell it.
She was even walking different. Almost with a sway of the hips. And
her eyes were constantly darting around.

She looked at me, pupils dilated and lips
wet. “We could always go back into the bedroom, honey. Wake Mr.
Penis up.” And she slid a hand into my lap and searched for my
flaccid cock once more.

Later that night I only gave her more
disappointment as my cock seemed to be in hibernation. I rolled
over and pretended to be asleep while she masturbated quietly next
to me.

Three times. She came three times, right
there.

Something was up, but I was too stupid to see
it.


That night I dreamt
Mr. Nomed was leading my wife by the hand into the thick woods of
the Louisiana bayou. I followed them, keeping my distance.
Eventually we came to a small cabin, and once inside we were all
naked.

Mr. Nomed had my wife on the bed in chains,
and he stood over her.

Right before he pushed his monstrous cock
into her, he changed.

I woke up covered in sweat, three hours
before our plane flight.


Felice had a hard
time keeping it together in New Orleans. From the moment I accepted
the job her libido had gone into overdrive. She was constantly
horny, constantly trying to get my dick out and fuck me.

And my dick was constantly and humiliatingly
soft.

And I had no idea why.

“Honneeyyy,” Felice moaned, pushing against
me in the hotel room. “What’s wrong? I wanna fuck. I wanna fuck you
so bad.”

And now she had her hands in her pants,
ignoring me and getting herself off like she had no choice. Like
she was possessed. I could hear how wet she was as she started
finger-fucking herself next to me.

I grabbed my useless cock and started
jerking, hoping and praying that this time would be different. But
nothing was different.

Felice screamed as she came.

We had been in New Orleans for two days and
had accomplished nothing. I was still waiting to hear from Mr.
Nomed for further instructions. All I knew was that we had our
hotel reservations, and I was to wait in the city until it was time
to head to the Bayou.

What awaited in the Bayou I had no idea. I
just knew I was being paid a lot of money to be where I was, so I
didn’t question it.

That night Felice and I went out for drinks
and things got out of hand.

We ended up in a dive bar somewhere outside
of the city. The clientele had started to get questionable so I
made my move to get Felice out of there and home.

“Time to crash at the hotel, baby?” I asked.
She was sweating, only it wasn’t warm. Could she really be that
horny?

“Oh come on, babe. Let’s meet some of the
locals.” Her eyes were scanning the room, stopping on every single
man in there. I tried to ignore it but it was hard to miss.

Finally her eyes rested on three
African-American men shooting pool. They were all tall and young,
muscular and intimidating.

Felice got out of her chair and walked
straight for them.

“What the hell?” I mumbled to myself, getting
up and following her.

Felice walked right up and their eyes fell
all over her. She had a tiny black skirt on that just covered her
ass, and her tits though small, were pushed up and out the top of
her shirt. She never dressed like this but the past few days hadn’t
been normal by any stretch of the imagination.

“Hey guys!” Felice said.

“Hey girl.” One of them said, his voice was
slightly high, like a rapper’s you would hear on the radio. The
other two just smiled.

I came up behind her and put my arm around
her shoulder.

“Hey fellas,” I started to say.

Felice shrugged my shoulder off and walked
right into the tallest one of them, wrapping her arms around his
waist and staring up at him.

“What’s your name?” Felice was biting her
lips and her legs were squirming. I looked around the bar to see if
anyone else had noticed. They had. People were staring.

“Brandon.” The tall black man smiled. He
wrapped an arm around her, resting his hand dangerously close to
her ass cheek. “What’s your name?”

“I’m Felice.” She whispered, and the two
other black men moved in closer so that she was surrounded. The
four of them completely ignored me.

And that’s when I saw it for the first time.
Her eyes. They had changed.

Felice’s eyes had always been a bright, dark
green. Now, on the outside of her dilated pupils, there was no
green. It was an eerie yellow glow. Like something was inside
them.

Like she was being controlled.

Felice stood up on her tip toes and met
Brandon halfway; they locked mouths and tongues touched as they
made out in front of me. Brandon’s hands found her perky tits,
squeezing them and making her moan into his mouth.

I heard people at the bar snickering,
laughing at me. I did a quick look around and it must have been
close to thirty people either pointing or chuckling.

“Now wait a minute!” I tried to yell















































































































































THE END
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