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Chapter 1

"Item 125 is an unadorned chest made of oak
with a cast-iron lock. It's 126 centimeters long, 70 centimeters
wide, and 60 centimeters high." Miriam shut off the recorder before
letting out a sigh. She was cataloging the contents of a library,
part of some disputed estate. All of it was going to be sold, but
first it had to be determined what exactly was being sold.

Which was where Miriam Constable came in.
Well, her and Janice Guerrada who was in the office opposite of her
own. Both would have to go through half of the books in the
library, but they'd had a little contest on who could do the
contents of the chest that was now sitting in her office.
Obviously, Miriam had won it.

The reason they both wanted to do this part
of the job was the story behind the collection. It had a rather
large occult section and the books in the chest were supposed to be
too dangerous to be kept where anybody could get to them.

'A silly superstition,' Miriam reflected.
'And Janice just thinks its a cover for racy material.' Miriam
shook her head. Not only because her friend's one-track mind but
also because the conclusion was so obviously wrong. She had found a
few risqué books already so it wasn't like the collectors were shy.
It did leave the question of what was in those books
unanswered.

'But not for long,' Miriam thought as an
eager smile pulled at her lips. Her gloved hands turned the key.
She needed both because the lock was stiff, only giving way
reluctantly. With a groaning click the chest relented at last and
Miriam lifted the lid carefully to peer inside.

She was met by the familiar smell of musty
old books laced with a hint of ancient timber underneath it. Miriam
was disappointed to find so few books inside, ten in all. She
blinked as it registered just how shallow the chest was and her
smile returned when a hunch came to her.

A careful study of the bottom revealed that
it was made out of several planks. Instead of starting with the
books she had already found, she gently piled the few books that
were lying on the right up on the ones on the left to clear that
half of the chest.

Her hand traced the seam in the middle as
Miriam considered how to open it. When her hand had traversed half
of the width of the chest she felt something and on instinct she
pressed down and to the right. With a click half of the bottom
hinged up and away to reveal a second compartment. Books were piled
up in a haphazard heap, filling the hidden compartment to the
brim.

Miriam's eyes were drawn to one book in
particular. It was large and thick with three metal bands
supporting its cover. There was no indication as to what the book
was about. 'Only one way to find out then,' Miriam concluded as she
took it out.

Excited or not, Miriam didn't forget her
job. She turned the recorder on again after taking a seat behind
her desk. "Item 125a is a book, with no writing or artwork on its
cover. The cover is light green with three iron bands running
horizontally along it." Since there was nothing else she turned her
recorder off and opened the book to the first page.

Inside she was confronted with handwriting
and a surprise. Miriam blinked and tried to make sense of what she
was seeing. She recognized the writing on the top as Latin, but
halfway it turned into what she thought was medieval French and the
bottom lines looked like Arabic. Two languages she couldn't read.
It took another moment for her to realize that she was looking at a
Rosetta stone. The same message in different languages.

At least she thought it was that. But to
make sure she plugged in her handscanner so she could send an image
of the page to a friend of hers. Shawn should be able to tell her
if she was right. Having sent the email she returned to the top of
the page, she didn't need help to translate the Latin.

Handily, the text started with a date. 'The
sixteenth of January of the year of our Lord 1603,' Miriam read.
Things after that got a little weirder. 'To you, who reads this, be
warned. Within this volume is captured,' Miriam reconsidered the
translation of that last word. No, it should be imprisoned. 'Within
this volume is imprisoned a demon most insidious. A creature of
seduction and sin, not burdened by conscience or morality. Read no
further, let it rest here for eternity.'

"Well, that certainly sets the mood," Miriam
muttered to herself. As well as puzzling. She had read about
grimoires of course and had even read a few of them. But those were
about summoning demons or classifying them, not containing them.
When she had seen the date she thought that it was a grimoire, but
either it was a very unique one or it was something else. "And it
looks like Janice might be right after all. They did stash their
smut in the chest. Sin and seduction." Shaking her head, Miriam
turned the recorder back on to log a tentative age and origin for
this particular item.

Only when that was done did she turn the
page. But she wasn't confronted with lewd wood engravings or even
Latin. What she was left staring at was an incomprehensible script
the likes of which she had never seen before. The page before her
blurred and she had to blink a few times for her eyesight to
sharpen again.

Startled, Miriam saw that she did recognize
the language after all, it was modern English. True, the letters
were a little strange, but the style was actually quite engaging. A
pleasure on the eye, in fact. Writing her first impression off to
being tired, Miriam concentrated on what this meant.

“This
book isn't all that old after all,' she concluded. 'The first page
might have been written some time before the rest, but that is the
remote possibility. Hmm, judging from the words I'd say it's 19th
century at best. More likely 20th century, but that raises the
question of who made it? And what's it doing in that
chest?'

She would have to read a few pages then, get
a feel of what the book was about. Miriam snorted after reading the
first few lines. 'As introductions go its jarring, no introductions
or explanations.' It just told her about how something called a
pleasure demon encountered a girl, barely into adulthood. She was
kneeling next to a stream, with the sun up high shining down
unimpeded by clouds or trees.

The girl was softly singing as she washed
some clothes, including her own. This left Rachelle clothed only in
her undergarments. 'Lousy introduction, but the writer really knows
how to describe something. I can see the girl, picture how she
bends over to expose milky white thighs.'

Miriam's breathing deepened as she read
further, imagining the pleasure demon stalking Rachelle. Slinking
up to her until he could mold his immaterial form to the
unsuspecting girl. She could hear how he whispered hot urgings to
her, his ghostly hands reaching deep inside to stir the embers of
her desire.

'Her nubs hardened as thick arousal began to
course through her. Rachelle didn't know where this was coming
from, why it was happening now. She straightened her back as she
pulled the wet article of clothing out of the stream. She stopped
rubbing it so she could begin rubbing her thighs together. Her
pussy was growing wet and Miriam cupped...'

With a start Miriam removed her hand from
her breast, her heart still pounding as she got her bearings back.
She was a little embarrassed to note the story had aroused her. But
there were more important things, like whether or not she had
imagined reading her name there. A quick search, however, only
brought up Rachelle's.

'Alright, that's it. It's just too late,
time to go home for the day.' It was easy to lose track of time in
the office, there were no windows because natural light wasn't so
kind to old books.

Miriam removed her gloves and quickly packed
everything up. In a minute she was outside her office but she
didn't go down the hall right away. Light was still coming from
Janice's office so she knocked, waiting for acknowledgment before
opening the door.

Janice was of Puerto Rican descent with a
perfect body. Not that she showed it off too much, not at work
anyway. Next to her, Miriam always felt a little lacking. Pale
complexion, dirty blond hair, and brown eyes set in a face that was
pretty but had never been called beautiful. The only 'advantage'
she had over her friend, if you could call it that, were her
breasts. Miriam's were noticeably fuller, but so was the rest of
her figure.

"Hey Janice, just wanted to tell you I
started on the chest."

"Anything interesting?"

Miriam gave a rueful smile. "Not really. But
you were right, forbidden did stand for smut." Miriam ignored
Janice's triumphant look. "Anyway, it's late so I am going home.
See you tomorrow." Having alerted Janice to how late it was, Miriam
went home. Humming a wordless tune all the way.

 


***

 


Miriam closed her eyes and tried to ignore
the way her heart beat a little fast, the tickle in the pit of her
stomach, the images flitting through her mind. She wasn't a virgin
or an innocent, but this wasn't the time for this. There was a lot
of work waiting for her tomorrow, there had been over a dozen books
left in that chest that she hadn't even touched yet.

But her body wasn't listening, abetted by
her treacherous mind which kept returning to Rachelle. The young
woman kneeling next to the stream, sun-kissed skin warm to the
touch. Miriam pressed her thighs together as she tried not to think
of what might have come next, tried not to imagine how her
breathing sped up, how her nipples pressed against her bodice.

“No, no,
no, I have work. And I'm not into women.” She tried to hold onto
that, kept her hand from wandering by gathering the fabric of her
PJ's on her stomach; only to gasp when the material teased her
breasts. “I'm not,” Miriam tried again, even as she arched her back
to get a little more pressure.

But nothing would heed her words. Not her
body, her right hand disappearing underneath the jacket, not her
mind, Rachelle's hand mirroring Mirriam's actions, not even
Mirriam. She closed her eyes and shuddered as she let the fantasy
wash over her. The distinction between her and the fantasy
dissolved, she was no longer in her bed, it was no longer
night.

Birds sang, the water burbled, Rachelle
moaned without shame as her hands did things she had never tried
before. Moved by skill she had never acquired, they played her like
an instrument; exposing her wet treasure to the warm breeze,
letting the winds lick her pearl as her fingers spread her
netherlips.

“Oui!
Oui! Miriam!”

 



Chapter 2

'I really shouldn't have done that,' Miriam
complained as she moved past security and went up to her office.
She hadn't caught enough sleep, but it wasn't the loss that really
bothered her. She'd masturbated while thinking about a woman, that
happened and didn't mean anything. She could convince herself of
that, if that was all that had happened. But what she had thought
about next ...

She hadn't turned around and gone to sleep,
hadn't come down, but had kept her arousal going. Miriam hadn't
even known she could do that, but somehow she knew exactly how to
do it while she envisaged herself entering the clearing. Unnoticed
by a still recovering Rachelle she pounced on her, crashing their
lips together in a furious duel of tongues.

With the pleasure demon coaching her, Miriam
had slipped two fingers into Rachelle's wet cunt. Her second climax
had hit her as Rachelle cried out in surprise. That had finally
satiated her. But it had taken her another hour before her pounding
heart had quieted enough to let her sleep.

'It still doesn't mean anything. So what if
this was the most intense fantasy I ever had? I just … I need to go
on a date, it's been too long. That's all this says, nothing
more.'

As she was about to enter her office, she
noticed there was no light coming from underneath Janice's door.
Which was odd because Miriam herself was running late. And Janice
had always been on
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