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This one is for those who embrace the naughty 
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IN THIS SEVENTH COLLECTION in the Nocturnal Screams series I have gathered together a number of stories that are a bit more adult in nature and that include a combination of erotica and extreme horror.

If you are fan of Richard Laymon then you might enjoy some of these tales.

But I should warn you that the stories are not for the faint of heart.

Two of these stories have appeared as stand-alone erotic horror stories that were published in eBook format. And two of them are originals that have not appeared elsewhere in print or eBook format. 

I hope you enjoy them. 

My writing has often been described as being along the lines of a Twilight Zone or Outer Limits or Amazing Stories episode. Of course, these particular ones contain content that would not have appeared on network television. At least not when those programs were on TV. 

In a short section at the end of this book, I go into a bit more detail, and provide a story-behind-the-story for each of the tales. That’s where I’ll reveal to you some insights behind the inspiration of the writing of the story or some other insights that I think you might enjoy. That is, only if you’re one who enjoys those behind-the-scene tales.

If you’re not into that, then you’re likely better off just skipping that part and enjoying the stories on their own.

Here is hoping that you enjoy the dark and erotic tales on the following pages. We are about to embark together on a journey that involves a combination of darkness mixed with sexual anticipation. It can be as uncomfortable as it is enticing. It can be both intriguing as well as disturbing.

That’s okay.

These stories, which have been brewed in the dark hot and humid night, are meant to involving the mingling of forbidden pleasures.

Take my hand and let me lead you through the dark beaded curtains to the next room where we shall discover, together, some of the hot and cold sensations that await.
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DR. CONNIE WATSON STARED at the naked body in front of her, admiring the way the breasts slightly pouted to the sides yet pushed forward and up. She gazed down the slender stomach, the gentle curve of the hips, then in to the blonde bush of pubic hair. 

This was the first time she was ever able to examine her own body without the usual restrictions of a mirror. 

It was incredible. The ritual of mutual projection had actually worked. 

Her eyes traced the shapely tanned legs and then wandered back up, past the pelvis, past the breasts and to the face. She stared at the round face framed in short blonde curls, at the tiny nose and the full red lips. 

But looking at the eyes, she knew it wasn’t her inside. She could tell that it was Bob’s spirit projected into and controlling her body, for the eyes—though the same beautiful green—were wide with confusion and perhaps fear. They were also filled with something she recognized in the eyes of men who looked upon her. Lust. His eyes were fixed down on the crotch area of the body Connie was now inside of—Bob’s body. 

As he leered at her, she became aware of a strange stirring below, and as she glanced down she realized she was beginning to have an erection. What an interesting mixture of pleasure with the strain of eager, somewhat painful anticipation. And all from looking at her own naked body. It was amazing that men could become aroused so easily upon visual stimulation. 

“Incredible,” she said, staring down at the growing shaft. 

She curled her right hand around it and gasped. She had fondled this same erect penis just hours before, but hadn’t fully realized the pleasure it brought to Bob. She slid the hand back and forth, feeling the penis grow thicker and longer in her hand. 

Convincing her patient such a switch could take place hadn’t been an easy task, but that was par for the course with him. In the short time that she knew him, she found him to be the most stubborn, resistant person she’d ever known. Not only that, he had so little respect for women it made Connie sick to think about the things he had done in his life and justified as normal and moral. She could tell that the thing which drove him was his desire for her—even before therapy with him began—by the simple way he had looked at her from the first day she met him. To him, women were nothing more than objects of desire, and, when that desire was not reciprocated, the focal point of hatred. Even in the Doctor/Patient setting, he looked at her not as a Doctor, but as an object of lust. Everything he did, everything he said was about getting into her pants. Well, he’d gotten what he’d wanted that way, and in exchange Connie had gotten the talented and willing partner she’d needed for her experimentation with mutual projection. 

She had never been interested in his personality nor his looks. The only thing that made him a desirable partner was his ability to consciously produce an out of body experience. Hours of therapeutic discussion had revealed his ability to her along with deeply disturbing secrets about lifelong feelings of lust and hatred towards his sister, mother and even father. Of course, he’d used his ability to spy on people, to get off watching people in their most intimate and private moments. His obsession with the sexuality of others was part of the reason he’d been sent to her for treatment. 

But now his talents could be put to good use. Mutual projection could happen if both parties were willing, each possessed the ability of astral projection, and each party was intimately familiar with the other person’s body and mind. Their performance of the ritual would allow them to switch bodies for as long as they were both conscious. Once they both slept, the concentration required to maintain the switch would dissolve and they would return to their respective bodies. 

So the effects of the ritual they’d just performed were short-lived. But, oh, the experiences they could have in that time. 

In time, the emotional and intellectual benefits of sharing this knowledge would be useful as a mediation tool around the world. Complete empathy between individuals, between races and between the sexes could finally be established in concrete terms, once this ability could become developed for common use. Connie’s dream was to explore mutual projection to the limits and then develop the ritual in a way that could be shared with the world. She would begin applying mutual projection therapy in her own practice and from there teach others, help them use it, and the world would never be the same. 

But for now, the experiment was between her and Bob. And she knew that while her own quest was for emotional bonding, and the links to progressive therapy, Bob was in this for the physical encounter. Not only could they feel what it was like for the other person during sex, but they could, in effect, make love to their own bodies. 

Connie had to admit that the idea intrigued her, and while she was participating in the act because Bob wouldn’t have gone along any other way, she was certainly interested in what it would feel like from his body’s perspective. 

“Fuckin’ freaky!” Bob said, his eyes firmly fixed on Connie’s manipulation of the erection. “I’m watching myself jerk off.” 

She laughed, stroking the erection and reached down with her other hand to cup the testicles. 

Bob made a strange moaning noise and Connie looked back up to see that he was slowly exploring Connie’s body. His hands wandered across the breasts, fingered the nipples, and swirled down over the
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