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      Thank you to everyone who has enjoyed these crazy, over the top stories over the years.  Your love of all things absurd has given me so much joy.
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        “Greed is a bottomless pit which exhausts the person in an endless effort to satisfy the need without ever reaching satisfaction.” – Erich Fromm

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

          1991 B.C. — Near Present Day Syria

        

      

    

    
      I fucking love my life.

      How could I not?  Here I am, at only twenty-six years old, swimming in a sea of naked flesh as a dozen women vie for my attention, and my dick.  I glance down at their writhing bodies, spread out around me on the platform bed, and I can’t contain my smile.

      Nothing like spending a day getting your dick sucked and ridden.

      Being the son of an incredibly powerful nobleman in Gomorrah gives me access to anything and everything I could ever want. Father wields his power ruthlessly, and I follow in his footsteps— taking what I want, when I want, without regard for the ramifications of my actions. As far as I am concerned, there are none.

      I look over to the bed across the room and find Eldrick watching me, two girls fawning over him in much the same manner as the ladies currently exploring my body. I toss him a smile and a nod, and he returns the acknowledgment with a satisfied grin.

      Eldrick and I have become inseparable friends, very quickly. Since meeting at a local brothel a little over a week ago and instantly hitting it off, we’ve been engaging in endless days and nights of debauchery across Gomorrah.

      With my attention returning to the lovely ladies begging for my affection, I push my cock into the nearest wet hole without caring who it belongs to.
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      I blink awake, stabbing pain wracks my body, and I curl into the fetal position, squeezing my eyes shut against the agony and brightness of the room.

      “Ah, you’re awake.” Eldrick’s familiar voice rings in my ears, and I shift slightly, angling my face toward him.

      “El?” My words sound rough and gravelly, and I swallow fire with every breath. “What’s going on? What the fuck happened last night?”

      My head spins as I try to remember what we did, but my mind is a complete blank.  I remember nothing after fucking my brains out at the brothel, but I feel different.  The pain…it is overwhelming, but there is also a hunger, one unlike anything I experienced before. This is soul-gutting, and it threatens to take my very breath from me.

      The sound of El’s chuckle makes me shake my head, an action I instantly regret as daggers of pain shoot through my skull at the movement.

      I must be more fucked up than I thought. Why is he laughing at my agony?

      “El, please…help me…I, I think I’m dying…save me…”

      His chuckle turns into a full-blown laugh, and it gets louder and louder as he approaches me.  Cracking my eyes open through the pain, I find him squatting over me, a gleeful smile on his face.

      “Save you? Oh, dear, it’s far too late for you to be saved. You failed the ultimate test, and your fate has been decided.”

      Trying to make sense of his words is futile.

      Everything is jumbled in my head. “Ultimate test? My fate? What are you talking about?”

      “You, my son, have been turned into a wendigo."

      Wendigo?

      “What the hell are you talking about?  I don’t understand a fucking word you are saying…”

      “No,” he brushes hair off my sweaty forehead, “I don’t suppose you would. Let me explain your new reality.” His gaze narrows as he considers me, and he lets out a long, resigned sigh.

      “I came to Gomorrah seeking the worst of the worst, and, even in a city this overrun with greed, gluttony, and sin, you stood out. Your aura practically called to me.  Even so, I decided to give you a chance to prove yourself, to prove I was wrong.  So, I watched you, and I waited for well over a week, giving you a chance to show an ounce of human decency. But you didn’t. Then, last night, after I managed to drag you away from your harem, I fulfilled my duty and turned you.”

      “Turned me?” I ask, still reeling and clueless. “Turned me into what?”

      “You are now like me, a wendigo.” He declares it matter-of-factly, a sneer on his face.

      “And what the hell is a wendigo?” I spit the question at him and try to sit up, but the pain keeps me prone.

      “You see, as long as man has existed, so has greed. It is an inherent part of human nature, and, therefore, it can never be wholly eradicated. However, to prevent uninhibited greed from plummeting the world into chaos, the wendigo—a creature who is the embodiment of gluttony and excess in the world—was created.  As such, we are in the best position to combat it. A human so consumed by greed they can no longer be saved will be turned into a wendigo, cursed to wander the Earth forever, painfully absorbing mankind’s greed for its own survival as punishment for its own gluttonous ways.”

      As he speaks, flashes of last night return. My laughing reply to his questions angered him, and the next I knew, I was swallowing something…

      “What did you do to me? You…you made me eat something…”

      He smiles again, so wide all I can see are his shiny, white teeth. “A piece of my flesh, the flesh of a wendigo. Anyone who dies with it in his or her system will awake, born again as a wendigo himself.”

      Flesh? He made me eat his flesh?

      I gag and cough as he continues to laugh at my misery.

      “So this, this pain?”

      “It is your body letting you know you must consume greed energy. This is a punishment, and therefore, you will experience more pain the longer you put off fulfilling your duty.”

      “My duty?”

      “Yes, we are charged with seeking out those who are consumed by their greed, freeing them from it, and then testing them to determine if they will return to their greedy ways. If they do not remain pure, they are turned. If they do, they are allowed to return to their lives.  You failed the test."

      “But, how do you know, El? How can you tell who is consumed by their greed?"

      "When I look at humans, I perceive different colored auras surrounding and encompassing them. A green aura is pure, yellow is still in the safe zone, but when they start moving into the pink and red spectrum, then I know they have been consumed. I siphon the greed from their bodies, and you will, too.”

      “What if I refuse?” I inquire, my defiance making my words gruff and accusatory.

      “Refuse?” He laughs, tossing his head back, his entire body shaking violently.  “As if you have a choice?  You don’t understand. We can go a week, maybe ten days at most, before the pain becomes so overwhelming we must feed. What you feel right now is your body screaming for the energy it requires to survive. If you don’t feed, you will suffer this agony indefinitely.”

      “I could kill myself,” I declare defiantly, utterly unwilling to accept what he is telling me is my new reality.

      “A wendigo cannot commit suicide, it would be too easy of a way out, and therefore, it is physically impossible for us. This is a punishment and is meant to be an eternal one.  You can’t starve yourself to death. It only results in unending agony.  You can’t end your life through conventional means, for your heart will continue to beat, and you will heal. A wendigo can’t die, except at the hands of one of its own, and that only happens when a wendigo becomes so greedy they begin to over-feed and become a threat to the human population.”

      The information he throws at me whirls through my head like a sandstorm, and while I don’t want to believe it is true, something deep inside is telling me he is being one hundred percent honest with me.

      “So, when we feed, what does it do?”

      He smiles, and, this time, it is almost kind. “It energizes us, gives us vitality. But, it also hurts us. Shortly after you siphon, you will feel pain as your body absorbs all the negative energy. But it is short-lived and nothing compared to the pain you feel if you refuse to feed. It is a biological imperative you cannot ignore.”

      A biological imperative?

      Pain knifes at my body, and I roll onto my back, taking in all the information El dumped on me.

      What has he done to me? What the hell have I done to myself?
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      I fucking hate my job.

      I know a lot of people say it, but I doubt any of them have done the same thing, day in and day out, for over four thousand years.  Being a wendigo is nothing if not exhausting, and sometimes mind-numbing.

      Over the millennia, I often laughed at the myths humans create to explain our existence. Some believe we are crazy half-man/half-monsters who eat human flesh and live in the woods.  Others believe we haunt people in dreams and possess them, causing them to become cannibals.

      The truth is, we appear and act completely human, aside from the greed siphoning. The only human flesh I partake in is when I go down on a woman, eating her pussy until she screams and comes all over my tongue.

      Constantly dealing with the scum of the Earth can make a hundred years feel like a thousand, and it’s easy to get burned out. Of course there are perks to the job—the unlimited supply of money that comes with living forever being one of them. However, even that comes with a catch.  After all these years, I never forgot El’s warning—no way I’m going to let any kind of greed consume me again.

      This is why, at 4,032 years old, I am one of the oldest wendigos in existence. To keep myself altruistic, I, Waylon Blackman, became one of the most philanthropic men in the world.  I donate to hundreds of charities, hold fundraisers for worthy causes, and smile for the cameras when they want a pretty face to be the center of a campaign, but no one knows the real me. They can’t.  And, eventually, I will have to retire to the shadows and create myself anew, as I have done thousands of times over the years.  It isn’t easy to remain inconspicuous when you don’t age.

      Stretching out on my leather sofa, I stare out the floor-to-ceiling windows allowing me a spectacular view of the Chicago skyline and Lake Michigan. I twirl the tumbler in my hand and watch the amber liquid swirl in a mini tornado before I take a sip.  The Scotch goes down smooth, but then, I only drink the best.

      This shit is so fantastic, and much needed.

      Chicago isn’t new to me, but now that I live here full-time, things feel different, unsettled.  I’ve had this place for several years and used it sporadically when I needed to get away from the mind-fuck that is New York City. A week ago, the “powers that be” removed me from my post in NYC and sent me here with instructions to stay.

      Greed ran rampant on Wall Street, and even wendigos weren’t immune.  After taking care of a former friend, I ultimately reached the end of my rope. I only hope the Windy City will afford me the respite I need so desperately.

      “Come here, boy.” I call my Neapolitan mastiff, Brutus, to my side from his bed in the corner. He lifts his head and gives me a sympathetic look before coming to me and pushing up under my waiting hand.

      Instantly, I relax, and the tension leaves my body. Brutus has been with me for almost eight years now, and he is one of the only constants in my life. It may be a weird name for a dog, but when I got him, I felt an instant connection with him that reminded me so much of my old friend, Brutus, whom I unfortunately had to turn after the whole Caesar thing.  Sometimes my job really, really sucks nuts.

      "I know, big guy. I wish I didn't have to go hunting tonight either, but after a week off, my body is begging for an energy influx and a good fuck." Just thinking about the rush I get when I touch someone overcome with greed and begin the siphoning process has my body shivering and my cock going instantly hard.

      I may be supernaturally strong and basically immortal, but, like any humanoid being, I still need the basics: food, sleep, and sex. The last week has been lacking in the first two and entirely barren in the last.

      My last siphon and last fuck were coincidentally the same woman—a hot Wall Street exec, who had been running a Ponzi scheme for years on unsuspecting victims. Lucky for me, she was a fucking knockout and more than willing to bend over the hood of my Ferrari for a quickie before I took care of my other business with her.

      That was eight days ago—way too long in my book.

      I quickly change into my jeans and a black button-down shirt, casting a glance at myself in the mirror. Running my hand through my thick black hair, I smooth down any wild hairs and try to make myself a little more presentable. I’ve always been attractive, but when I was turned into a wendigo, I became irresistibly alluring by design. People are naturally drawn to me, making my job a hell of a lot easier because they follow me willingly. But, as I study my dark brown eyes in the mirror, I frown.  They are almost black, which means I really need to feed. Allowing myself to get this hungry is a bad idea. It makes me reckless and impulsive—both are bad traits for a wendigo.

      In the elevator heading to the parking garage of my building, I call down to the valet so my car will be waiting for me. The minute the elevator door opens, I spot my 1961 Ferrari GT California waiting for me at the curb, and I can’t stop the grin from spreading across my face.

      Ferraris rock!

      The regular valet, Antonio, climbs out of the driver’s seat and holds the door open for me.

      “Hello, Mr. Blackman, nice to see you again.”

      “You too, Antonio.” I reach into my pocket to pull out the two $100 bills I placed there before leaving my condo. When I shake his hand, I slip the money into his palm and give him a smile.

      He doesn’t even glance down to see what I gave him, and a sense of relief washes over me when I observe his aura remains green—as pure as possible for a human. Antonio doesn’t have a greedy bone in his body. After talking with him over the last couple years, I know the huge tips I give him go to not only support his three kids, but also to assist his sister and her children.

      I wave good-bye and peel out of the garage and onto Michigan Avenue.

      A few minutes later, I pull up to the curb in front of Vibrant, one the hottest clubs in Chicago. I know I can always count on this place to provide a veritable buffet of greedy motherfuckers, male and female, on any given night.

      “Nice to see you again, Mr. Blackman.” The valet holds my door, and I slip out as he offers me a welcoming smile.

      “You too, Nick. Busy tonight?” I shake his hand and slip him a Benjamin. The line of preppy frat boys and young women in barely-there miniskirts and tank tops stretches halfway down the block as they wait to gain admittance.  Most everyone’s auras are greens and yellows, a few pale pinks, but no one with the kind of energy I am going to need to satisfy my eight-day drought.

      “The usual,” Nick replies, sliding into the driver’s seat. “Don’t worry, I’ll take care of her for you.”

      “You always do.” I offer him a parting wave and walk past the bouncer, who opens the red velvet rope to let me inside, much to the dismay of the line dwellers still waiting.

      Ah, the perks.  Sorry, assholes.

      I immediately move toward the bar, offering a wave to the regular bartender, Jerry. He nods his acknowledgement, grabs a bottle of Glen Livet 21Year Scotch and a glass, and heads down the bar toward me.

      “Your usual, Mr. Blackman.”  He pours me a double and sets it on the bar in front of me.

      “Thanks, Jer.” I take my drink and turn around to lean against the bar and check out the crowd.

      There is an array of auras in the club. But, as I expected, the place is absolutely crawling with shades of red. The darker the color, the more completely the person has been consumed by their greed, and as a matter of principle, those are our primary targets.

      Tonight, my eyes quickly find a portly gentleman at the back booth with a dark maroon aura. Even with the two barely-clad women hanging all over him, I am able to recognize him immediately.

      Todd Walthrop, CEO of a Chicago Fortune 500 company, suspected of embezzling billions from his business, though charges have yet to be filed.

      I take a sip of my Scotch and enjoy the burn down my throat. I’m nearly salivating at the thought of a good siphon tonight.  Of course, Walthrop won’t solve my problem below the belt, but when I finish with him, maybe I can make use of one of the skanks practically sucking his dick.  I turn my back on them and drain my glass before I drop another $100 on the wooden bar surface.

      Jerry nods his thanks, and I turn to start the approach on my prey.

      As I make my way across the room toward Walthrop, I’m momentarily distracted when a black shadow crosses my path, entirely blocking my view of Walthrop and everything else it passes in front of.

      I stop in the center of the room and study the shadow. People glare and bump into me, but I don’t care, and I don’t move.

      In all the years of my existence, I have never seen a black aura, or one so thick I couldn’t distinguish the person who is casting it. Even the darkest of the red auras always possess a distinguishable red hue and some opacity.

      I shake off my initial surprise and follow the shadow down the deserted hallway toward the bathrooms.

      Pulling out my phone, I put it to my ear to appear less conspicuous and try to act like I’m going to take a piss.  I glance down at my phone as I trail the shadow through the bathroom door, only looking up when the door slams shut behind me.

      The shadow stands directly in front of me, and my inability to see him makes me uneasy. I shift my stance nonchalantly and glance around the bathroom, anything to avoid staring directly at the shadow. When I register the lack of urinals, I immediately realize I have made a major error in my assumptions.

      Holy shit!  This is the women’s bathroom.

      A surge of energy shoots up my arm and rolls through my body, causing me to flinch. I try my best to remain still as I glance at the small hand on my forearm. Moving my eyes up the arm, I find myself face to face with one of the most beautiful women I have ever seen. She can’t be taller than five-foot-three and is so petite, she could probably ride on Brutus like he’s a horse. Her pale blue eyes search my face in question as she reaches up with her other hand to push her long dark hair back behind her ear.

      Of course, my neglected cock turns to granite, straining against the zipper of my jeans.

      Down boy.

      “You lost, big guy?” she asks with a smirk on her face as she surveys me. I know the exact moment she notices the bulge in the front of my jeans because her smirk turns into a full-blown grin. With her eyes still locked on my cock, she pulls her hand off my arm and drops to her knees in front of me.
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      The second our body contact ends, she begins to fade away into the dark black aura, and I am momentarily taken off guard. I’ve never seen an aura disappear when I touched the person and then reappear like this.  It is obviously connected to our bodies being in contact, but why is a complete mystery, like everything else.

      Before I can even react, she reaches out and cups my dick, rubbing her small hand up and down, and the aura swiftly disappears again. Her hands slide up, and she unbuckles my belt before deftly lowering the zipper.

      Fuck.  Is this actually happening?  I should probably be a little bit more concerned about the strange aura shit, but damn, I need to come more than I need to breathe right now.

      The second my cock springs free, she gasps and her eyes widen. “Holy shit! What the hell are you?” She grins as she reaches out to brush her finger over the broad head of my erection.

      I can’t help but chuckle at her reaction and her inadvertent reference to my not-fully-human status. It is a pretty common reaction.  One of the other perks of being a wendigo is a gigantic cock. I’m not talking slightly more than average here.  I am talking so long and girthy, wendigos earned the nickname “tripods” in certain circles. One more thing to make us absolutely irresistible to our prey.

      She slides her palm along my length, wrapping her hand as far around the base of my dick as she can. I groan and thrust my hips, watching intently as she begins to move up and down on my flesh.

      Fuck.

      It’s fucking incredible. It has been far too long since I felt a woman’s much-needed touch. There is no fucking way I am going to last if she puts me in her mouth.

      The second her tongue flicks out across the head of my cock, I almost lose my shit and clamp down, forcing myself not to blow my load all over her face. Taking several deep breaths, I regain my control as she sucks me into her mouth, swirling her tongue against the sensitive spot under the head.

      I reach out and bury my hands into her hair, pulling her further down my dick. She moans in approval and continues to take me deeper than I ever thought possible from such a tiny woman.  No woman has ever been able to take me all the way.  It is simply physically impossible.  Just when I am sure she can’t possibly take any more, she takes a deep breath through her nose, looks up and locks eyes with me, and proceeds to swallow my entire length down her throat.

      I cry out a curse as the muscles of her throat contract around my cock.

      Holy deep throat, Batman!

      If I wasn’t so worried about embarrassing myself, I would come right now. She continues to eye fuck me as she moans and pulls back, sucking me greedily.

      I don’t think I have ever been more turned on in my entire fucking existence. This woman is something else, and I don’t even know her name. She starts an aggressive assault on my cock, licking, sucking, and slurping me all the way down her throat. The vibration of her groans around my dick sends pleasure coursing through me and tests my resolve.

      Finally, I can’t take it anymore. Tugging on her hair, I try to remove her mouth from my cock. I never assume someone will let me come in their mouth. I can, sometimes, be a gentleman. To my surprise, she resists my efforts, grabbing my ass and holding me against her. Ten seconds later, I blow, shooting stream after stream of cum straight down her throat. Her pleasure-filled moans and gulps send ripples along my sensitive flesh, and I shudder.

      “Fuck, woman!”

      When I’m finished, she slowly removes her mouth from my dick, leaving a sexy-as-fuck red ring from her lipstick. Sitting back on her heels, she smiles up at me, her hand wrapped around my still-hard cock. Her lipstick is smeared all across the side of her cheek, and instead of making her look ridiculous, it only makes me want her more.

      I reach down and wipe her cheek with my hand as she grins at me, then help her to stand, expecting she will release me. Instead, she leans up onto her tiptoes and slides her tongue across my lips, begging for entry. I oblige, opening my mouth and twirling my tongue against hers, the slight flavor of my release still present.

      She pulls away from my mouth and kisses her way up to my ear.

      “You ready to return the favor, big boy?” she questions in her sultry, sex-filled voice. I grin against her cheek and flick my tongue out along her ear. Her shuddering response makes me chuckle, and I pull her lobe into my mouth, relishing in the way her body flexes and grinds against me in time with my sucking rhythm.

      “You got it, sweetheart.” I push her backward toward the sink counter and lift her up, her hand still wrapped around my cock, stroking it slowly the entire time. She shifts until her ass settles at the edge of the counter and reaches down, pulling her skirt up and exposing herself to me.

      Christ!  No fucking panties!

      She is dripping wet with arousal, her lips and thighs glistening.  The fact that sucking me off got her so wet is about the sexiest thing I have ever seen.

      I slide my hands up the inside of her thighs, and she moans, arching into my touch. I immediately drop to my knees, pull her thighs over my shoulders, and move into position.

      Without any preliminaries, I drive my tongue into her pussy, moaning in appreciation as I get the first taste of her core. Her body arches up, and she pushes and grinds against my face as I ravage her, desperate to witness her come undone against my expert mouth.

      It doesn’t take long. Her breathing increases as she buries her hands in my hair and crushes herself against me, a silent plea for me to drive her over the edge.

      I slide my tongue over her clit, flicking it in a relentless rhythm that has her emanating a keening whine. When I sense she is ready to explode, I suck her clit into my mouth and gently bite down. She detonates, crying out and bucking against me, trying desperately to wriggle out of my hold in order to avoid the intensity of her orgasm. Gripping her legs, I keep her in place, ensuring she takes every ounce of pleasure I can give her.

      Her eyes flutter open when her orgasm subsides. She locks her baby-blues on me and grins, tugging at my hair to get me to stand up from between her legs. I comply and grip my throbbing cock in my fist. Her eyes drop to watch me stroke my length, and my stomach flips at her moan of appreciation.

      “I need that massive cock inside me, like, yesterday.” She wraps her calves around my upper thighs and tugs me toward her.

      My cock twitches in my hand at her dirty-as-fuck mouth, and I can’t seem to wipe the grin off my face. I tease the head of my cock through her drenched folds and across her clit, causing her to cry out. With her legs wrapped around my hips, she tries to force me into her, but no way am I letting her take control. I chuckle and position myself against her entrance.

      Leaning down, I capture her mouth as I push into her in one hard thrust. We both groan at the sensation. Her pussy is fucking soaking wet, but it is still the hottest, tightest thing I have ever felt around my cock. I’m momentarily worried I may hurt her—I must be stretching her to the fucking max—but she rolls her hips and pleads with me to move.

      I comply, glancing down to watch my soaked flesh sliding in and out of her tight pussy. I begin a punishing tempo, spurred on by her nails digging into my forearms and her cunt clamping down on my dick.

      Even though I just came, this woman is making me feel like a teenager, ready to blow my load after barely a minute. I rein myself in and continue to fuck her, rolling my hips to find a new angle. She seems to enjoy it, crying out and arching up to meet me, stroke by punishing stroke.

      The bathroom door squeaks open and someone yelps in surprise, but I don’t even bother to look. Nothing and no one would be able to stop me at this point. My strokes become desperate. I lean down again and capture her mouth in a savage kiss, my tongue matching the rhythm of my cock.

      Moments later, as she begins to shake and cry out, the door opens for a second time.

      “Oh, Mr. Blackman, I’m sorry…” I don’t need to look into the mirror to know who it is; I recognize the voice of the club manager, Anderson. The door shuts. We won’t be disturbed again.

      Pistoning between her legs, I grind my pelvis against her clit, frantic to take her over the edge with me. When her keening wail begins again, I know she is close.

      “Jesus fucking Christ! Give it to me. I need all your fucking cum.” Her words push me over the edge, and I drive into her harder, closing my eyes as jets of cum shoot from my cock deep inside her.

      Orgasmic cries echo off the walls as she rides out her release, her hips slamming against mine as I fuck her through my orgasm, only stopping when I am sure I am milked absolutely dry.

      Ho. Ly. Shit.

      I open my eyes and search for any sign she may be hurt. But, all I find is a blissed-out look of contentment on her face and a shimmer of mischief in her blue eyes.

      She smiles at me and groans as I pull out of her. I step back and drop my hands to her hips, helping her slide down off the counter. I move to grab something for her to clean up with, but she quickly grabs my wrist, preventing me from moving. Turning back to her, I expect the inevitable disappointment because I am about to leave, but that isn’t what I find at all.

      Instead, she grins at me and pulls my hand to her hip as she turns her back to me while still in my grasp before leaning down over the counter and exposing her pussy,  now starting to drip with my cum. She glances into the mirror. When I look over, I realize she’s positioned herself so she can watch our reflection as I fuck her from behind.

      My jaw drops as she reaches back and grasps my erection, positioning me against her pussy. Licking her lips, she slides just the head of my cock into her and winks at me in the mirror.

      “You ready to go again?”

      Not one to turn down a beautiful woman in need of a good deep-dicking, I give her my most lecherous smile and shove into her in one swift motion. She cries out, never taking her eyes from mine in the mirror as I pound into her. I glance down to where our bodies connect and groan as I watch my wet dick sliding in and out of her.

      Seriously, who the fuck is this woman? She is like every man’s wet dream come true. Where the fuck has she been the last four millennia?

      Her tight channel fists my cock, and, in this position, it seems even tighter than before. Slamming her perfectly round ass back against my pelvis, meeting me thrust for thrust, I am one hundred percent positive this is the most epic fuck I have ever—or will ever—experience in my life. A litany of perversion spews out of her mouth as we fuck like wild animals.

      “Oh God, yes, fuck me, fuck me hard! Give me all your fucking cum. I need to feel it coating my pussy.”

      Holy hell.

      I fuck her mindlessly, concentrating only on the exquisite sensation of her gripping my cock.

      “Come for me!” she demands, grinding back against me and clamping down on my cock so hard, I think she may be able to break it.

      “Holy shit.” I groan, increasing my pace as I pummel her. I plunge impossibly deep, bottoming out, and she cries out as her orgasm takes her. Five more strokes and I grunt as I empty into her, shocking myself I even have anything left in my aching balls.

      When I finish, we both stand still, panting and trying to regain our composure. She watches my reflection, a smug smile on her face. I grin back and slowly pull my cock from inside her. Again, she reaches back and grabs my hand, pulling it to her hip and holding it there.

      “Where do you think you’re going?” Licking her lips, she winks at me again in the mirror.

      I laugh and lean down to press a kiss to the back of her neck. When I stand again, I almost choke when I see her sliding her fingers into her dripping pussy. Her eyes locked on mine. She removes her fingers, coated in my cum, and proceeds to lick every fucking drop of semen off of them. Watching her consume my seed, and the moans of pleasure tumbling from her, has my cock swelling again.

      Like a fucking idiot, I stand there, utterly speechless, watching as she continually plunges her fingers inside herself and licks off my cum.

      This can’t be real. This woman cannot exist. It is like watching a porno live.

      The mystery of the strange black aura hovers in the recesses of my mind, but I push any questions away as she straightens and pulls her skirt down. Pressing her back against my chest, she reaches up behind her to wrap her arm around my neck and bury her hand in my hair. She tilts her head back, and we meet again for another searing kiss.  I capture her mouth and devour it the way I devoured her pussy earlier. Husky moans slip from her lips, and she pulls away with a smile.

      “Thanks, big guy,” she whispers, stepping away from me. The aura begins to return the second we lose body contact. All too quickly, she walks to the door and leaves without looking back.

      I reach down and tuck my hard dick uncomfortably into my jeans, quickly zipping them before taking off after her.

      I can’t believe she didn’t even say good-bye! God, I am such a fucking pussy.  Why do I even care?

      Yanking the door open, I find a nervous Anderson leaning against the opposite wall. When he sees me, he steps forward, holding his hands up in apology.

      “Mr. Blackman,” he greets me with a quivering voice, “I am so sorry you were interrupted. I…someone complained and…I didn’t know it was you. I am so sorry.”

      The poor man is practically shaking, and I can’t help but be sympathetic for the position I put him in. Placing my hand on his shoulder, I try to calm him down. “Anderson, no reason to apologize. Everything is fine.”

      Relief immediately crosses his face, and he lets out a deep sigh. “In the future, if you ever need…uh…privacy for any reason, you can ask any of the employees to let you into my office. It is at your disposal.”

      “I appreciate that. You didn’t happen to see where the girl I was just with went?”

      “The girl?” He glances around the club. “Oh, I’m sorry, Mr. Blackman, she made a beeline for the door as soon as she left the bathroom. I fear she’s long gone by now.”

      Shit.

      I push my hands through my hair, tugging at the ends until my scalp stings. I didn’t even get her fucking name. “Did you recognize her, Anderson? Is she a regular?”

      Anderson shakes his head and gives me an apologetic smile. “No, I’m sorry, Sir.  I’ve never seen her before tonight.”

      With a deep exhale, I steel my anger and frustration. I don’t want to take it out on Anderson; it isn’t his fault I fucked her without even getting her name. “Thanks, Anderson, have a wonderful evening.”

      “You too, Mr. Blackman.  Please, let me know if there is anything I can do to make your evening more enjoyable.”

      I offer him a friendly smile. “Unfortunately, Anderson, I need something you can’t provide.”
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      Having satiated my urge to fuck, my need to siphon the energy from some greedy bastard punches me in the gut. As Anderson leaves me at the bar to down another Glenlivet, I return my attention to Walthrop. He hasn’t moved from his position draped in pussy in the back booth.

      I knock back my drink, then wave good-bye to Jerry as I set out across the club toward Walthrop. When I reach his table, he doesn’t even acknowledge my presence, but both of the Mensa candidates currently petting his dick look up at me right away, their appreciation for what they see evident in the way they instinctively turn toward me and thrust their breasts in my direction.

      Ignoring their vapid stares, I motion for them to leave as Walthrop finally notices he is no longer alone with them. They glance at him, asking for permission, and he nods to them to get lost. They slide from the booth, pouting and thrusting their tits out toward any man who walks by.  Ignoring them, I extend my hand and lean over the table.

      “Mr. Walthrop, my name’s Waylon Blackman. I’m glad I ran into you tonight.  I’ve been meaning to call to arrange a meeting since I moved to town.”

      Walthrop’s greedy aura pulses from dark red to maroon as he eyes me like a lion eyes a crippled gazelle. He grins and extends his hand, taking mine and gripping it tightly.

      “I am glad, too, Mr. Blackman. I actually intended to have my secretary call you next week in hopes we could set up a meeting.”

      “Do you have time now, Mr. Walthrop?” I give him a fake smile and pull my hand back. “I’m afraid I am leaving town tomorrow and will be traveling for several weeks.  I had hoped we could speak before I left. I know a quiet little pub down the street where we could find some privacy.”

      His aura pulses again, and I can almost see him planning ways to scam millions from me, his grin a dead giveaway. “Of course, and please call me Todd.”

      “Todd, follow me.” I make my way swiftly out the front door of the club.

      He follows me like a shark that smells blood in the water and, after I alert the valet to expect me back shortly, we walk half a block to the south. Walthrop is rambling on about some bullshit I have zero interest in as I glance around us to make sure there aren’t any witnesses to what I am about to do.

      Not a single fucking soul around, not even the usual drunks I see stumbling from the clubs.

      The second we cross the open mouth of the alley, I shove him in, slamming him against the brick wall and wrapping my hands around his throat. His eyes bulge as he thrashes against my grasp, pulling on my wrists and gasping for air.

      “Stop struggling and listen to me,” I demand, staring into his greed-soaked gaze. His resistance ceases, and he relaxes under my grip, the hypnotic effect of my eyes doing its job. I keep them locked with his and open the conduit for the energy transfer.

      His eyes roll back as I begin to siphon the greed from his body. His aura slowly fades from dark maroon to bright red before it eventually moves into the oranges, yellows, and then becomes green. The immediate rush of power coursing through my body hardens my abused cock.

      As the energy wanes, I release him. His eyes drop back down and meet mine. This is the worst part of the job, where it is decided whether Walthrop continues to live as a human or becomes wendigo. I have to test him.

      “What would you say if I told you there is a way we can make a quick five mil, and the only repercussion would be the destruction of a park, one the local children utilize and love?”

      His aura almost instantly changes from green back to red.

      Fuck! I definitely didn’t want to have to do this tonight.

      Reaching into my pocket, I pull out my switchblade and slice into my forearm, tugging off a thin strip of the skin. After returning the blade to my pocket, I reach out and clamp my hand around Walthrop’s jaw. “Open up.”

      He complies instantly, and I shove the sliver of my skin into his mouth. “Eat it.”

      His jaw begins to move, and he swallows, smiling at me.

      He has no fucking clue what has just been done.

      “You will not remember any of this. You will believe we had a successful business meeting and you left thinking I would be a huge investor in your company. On the way home, you will call your attorney. You will tell him you need to revise your will tonight to leave everything to charity and meet with him at your home. He will bring everything needed to finalize the new will tonight and make it a legally binding document. After he leaves and you are assured you are alone, you will write a letter confessing all your wrongdoings, apologizing for your greedy behavior, and explaining why you changed your will. Then, you will choose a weapon from your gun collection, go to a secluded location, and you will shoot yourself in the head.  Tomorrow, you will wake and will know how to find me.”

      Walthrop nods his understanding, and I release him, stepping back. He smiles at me and reaches out his hand. “Thank you for a wonderful meeting, Mr. Blackman.  I can’t wait for us to do business together.”

      I grin and take his offered hand. “Me either, Todd. I think this is the start of a beautiful friendship.” By “friendship,” I, of course, mean he will wake up tomorrow a wendigo, and I will have to inform him of his new lifestyle.

      Great, one more fucker to deal with.

      Hopefully, he will be like me, and once he learns the basics of our lifestyle, he will leave and go about his own devices, exactly as I did after El explained my new reality to me.

      He disappears out the end of the alley, and I give him a minute before I follow him out and walk toward the valet stand.

      I know I need to get somewhere safe before the pain hits me. Absorbing all that negative energy, especially from someone with as dark of an aura as Walthrop, means a barrage of agony will soon hit me.

      I barely have time to get into my car before it envelops me.

      Fuck!

      I clutch at my gut and struggle to take deep breaths.

      The pain that comes with the energy exchange is bad, but, luckily, it is also short-lived. I double over against the steering wheel, sweat pouring off me in rivulets, and wait it out. Within five minutes, it’s over and I head home.
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      From the second I set foot in my condo, and for the next three weeks, I spend every waking hour searching for information on the mystery, spunk-guzzling woman and her strange black aura.

      Without a name, I resort to trolling various clubs every night, leaving word with the bartenders, offering a generous bounty for the first one to call if they see her, and siphoning way more than I should be to ease the tension I feel trying to find her.

      Luckily, Walthrop did exactly what I had hoped.  When he learned of his new reality, he fled, and I haven’t heard from him since.

      Unfortunately, the bounty remains unclaimed, and I’m sitting here like a jilted lover wondering why she’d disappear after what we’d shared.

      When I’m not acting like a complete pussy-whipped sad sack, I’m making calls to every wendigo I can think of who may have information concerning a black aura. I even spoke with all thirteen Head Council members, but no one has ever seen or even heard of a black aura. Quite frankly, I’m pretty sure they thought I was insane to even suggest it.

      As I lay here naked in bed, I contemplate my insanity. Surely, I must be insane; it’s the only explanation for why I have been sitting here for three weeks, obsessed with a woman whose name I don’t even know. Every time I think about her, my cock instantly hardens and I end up jerking off constantly in an attempt to relieve the growing frustration I feel about not being able to find her.

      I glance down at my hand wrapped around my hard dick as images of her licking my cum off her fingers race through my mind. Tightening my grip and sliding my hand up and down my length, I set a fast, steady rhythm, designed to get me there quickly. The longer I spend yanking on my own cock, the more lecherous and dirty I feel over my encounter with the mystery woman. But, my body apparently doesn’t have the same reservations as my mind, because before I even realize it, a massive orgasm slams into me, and I shoot string after string of hot cum all over my abs and chest.

      The orgasm does nothing to ease my frustration, and I close my eyes and let out an annoyed groan. I need to find that fucking woman before I give myself carpal tunnel.
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      I stroll into FLUXX, one of the city’s up-and-coming clubs, and the last place I can think to search. Making a beeline to the bar, I am already dreading another night of failure and frustration.

      I stretch my wrist to work out the soreness. My arm muscles can’t take another night of this bullshit.

      Halfway across the floor, my eye is drawn to a strange, dark shadow in the corner booth.

      No fucking way! After all this time?

      My breath catches, and I almost stumble when I realize it must be her.  There isn’t anything else to cast a shadow in that part of the bar.

      Sure, quick strides carry me to the booth, where I stop at the table and look down at her. Well, not her really…the damn black aura.  Not being able to distinguish her face, or gauge her reactions, is disconcerting to say the least. I have no way of knowing if she is happy to see me or not.

      So here I stand, like a nervous teenage boy, fidgeting from foot to foot, and waiting for her to say something.

      How long do I wait before it gets creepy and awkward?

      Fuck it, I don’t even care. I have been waiting too long for this moment to give a shit how desperate I must look.

      Just as I am about to suck up my pride and make the first move, the shadow shifts, and I think she is pushing her hair back over her shoulder.

      “Fancy meeting you here, big guy,” she says, her voice dripping with sex and innuendo.

      “I’ve been looking for you.” I slide into the booth, quickly pressing my thigh against hers, anxious to be able to see her face and reactions. The aura instantly disappears, and I lose my breath when I take in her beautiful smile and the genuine happiness in her eyes. She is in a bright red, skintight dress with a plunging neckline leaving little to the imagination.

      She brushes her hand along my thigh as she leans in and presses her lips to my ear. A body-length quiver rolls through me as her warm breath fans against my skin. “I’ve been thinking about you a lot, big boy.”

      “Oh yeah? What have you been thinking about?” I ask on a ragged exhale before her hand drops down to my crotch and rubs against my raging hard-on, her nimble and expert fingers gripping me through my black silk pants.

      “About how needy I am for more of your cum,” she whispers, and her hot breath on my ear makes my cock twitch against her palm.

      Wow.  I guess the raunchy sex talk wasn’t a one-time thing to try to hook me.

      Before I can respond, she deftly unzips my pants and whips my cock out into her hand.

      With a groan, I reflexively buck my hips against her grip.

      She responds with a deep-chested moan and swings her leg over my lap, straddling me and settling her wet pussy against the head of my cock.

      My eyes hold hers, my gaze both questioning her and daring her to go further.

      Here, in the heart of the club with hundreds of people milling about, she slams down onto my cock, impaling herself, leaving me utterly speechless and dumbfounded.

      It doesn’t take long for me to catch up with her, and I drop my hands to her hips before capturing her mouth with mine. We grope and touch each other in a way not meant for public consumption, but neither of us seems to care. Eyes are probably trained in our direction, and it changes nothing. She rides me like she hasn’t been fucked in years, her hips slamming wildly against my thighs as I rock up to meet her every thrust.

      Her dripping pussy is even hotter and tighter than I remember it. It feels fucking amazing. The memories and fantasies that have gotten me through all my solo sessions didn’t come close to doing her justice. She slides up and down on my cock, clamping down on my flesh with every stroke, driving me absolutely insane.

      She scrapes her nails down my neck as she moans and kisses me, our tongues lashing wildly.

      So. Fucking. Hot!  I will never get enough of this.

      Tingles at the base of my spine warn me I am not going to last much longer. She must sense the same, because she is back to begging for my cum and grinding her clit against my pelvis with bruising force.

      “Are you ready, baby?” I pump mercilessly.  “I’m going to give you what you need.”

      “Fuck…yes!” She cries out as her orgasm washes over her, her pussy walls rippling and milking my cock. I continue to pump up into her as she jerks wildly on my lap, losing her rhythm. She rides out her release, and the ecstasy written in her features drives me fucking insane, pulling me over the cliff with her.

      I push deep into her as I shoot her full of my load. My orgasm seems never-ending, and I swear I must dump a gallon of cum into her before I finally still and she collapses against my chest, burying her face in my neck.

      To finally have her in my arms, with her pussy still wrapped tightly around my cock, is a feeling I want to savor. I didn’t get to do this after our last encounter, and it has never been something I particularly enjoyed, until now.

      Wham, bam, thank you ma’am has always been my style.

      But this woman—fuck!

      She’s an enigma. One I can’t comprehend living without, as terrifying as that prospect is.

      After a few blissful moments, she stirs and gazes up, contentment written all over her face.

      “You want to come home with me, big guy?” she asks, flashing me a sultry smile and squeezing my still-hard cock buried inside of her.

      My head drops back against the top of the bench, and I groan. Taking a deep breath, I return my stare to hers.  “Under one condition.”

      “What’s that?”

      “You need to tell me your name and call me from your phone right now so I know you aren’t giving me a fake number.”

      She bursts out laughing, pressing her face against my chest. “Why is that funny?” I ask, a bit perturbed by her response.

      After pulling back, she gives me an apologetic look. “Do you really think I would do that to you?”

      I roll my eyes and squeeze my fingers into her hips playfully until she yelps and squirms on my cock.

      “Yes, I do. You were the one who left last time without giving me your name or phone number. You didn’t even say good-bye.”

      “I’m sorry.” She frowns and leans in, pressing a gentle kiss on my lips. “I had somewhere I needed to be.”

      “Right,” I respond, not exactly buying what she is selling.

      Sighing, she reaches over and grabs her purse from the bench, pulling out her cell phone. Quirking a brow, she requests, “What’s your number?”

      “Don’t you want to know my name?”

      She smirks and clamps down on my dick again, causing me to hiss and my hips to buck up into her again. “I know who you are, Waylon. Who doesn’t?  Kind of hard to forget a face
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