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Was it mystifying? Yes. But there could be no doubt about one thing...

It was the best orgasm of her life.

She wakened in the middle of the night to the ravenous sensations between her legs. What the FUCK? she thought. Somebody’s going down on me, and I’d really like to know who the FUCK it is! but before her ire could rise. She—

Oh, what the hell? Who cares?

The action was just too good, so she decided to lie back and enjoy it. The tongue frolicked between her legs as every muscle in her body went tense. The rising sensation could only be described as luscious, and when her orgasm broke, she thought she would surely erupt in a detonation of otherworldly pleasure. Her entire body clenched in and out in a death seizure with an explosion of endorphins that flooded her brain, leaving her to flop on the mattress like a hauled-in fish. The sensation felt so good that she didn’t even care that she might be dying for real.

Holy holy holy SHIT...

The orgasm’s wake left her momentarily paralyzed on the bed. Grainy darkness pressed down on her. For shit’s sake! I didn’t even know that orgasms could BE that good. The aftermath left her feeling as if she’d been run over by a steam roller. Eventually, though, her sentience sharpened enough to realize that someone else was in the room, and she didn’t know who it was, and for all intents and purposes, she had a right—damn it! A right to know who’d just gone down on her!

There were only two men in the house, and it was time to find out which one of them had just treated her to the most effective cunnilingus she’d ever experienced...

She reached over, switched on the bedside lamp, and looked down between her spread legs.

To her surprise, it wasn’t either of the men.

In fact, it wasn’t any man at all. It was—

“Oink oink! Oink oink oink!”

—a pig.

SEVERAL DAYS PREVIOUS

“I’m Jake Winston,” said a tall dark-haired 30ish man with his arms folded and offering a stern expression.

“I’m Chloe French,” said a luxuriantly curvaceous woman in glittery designer jeans and a diaphanous black blouse. She had long shining black hair and penetrating eyes, mammoth breasts, and she, too, stood with her arms crossed and a stern expression.

“I’m Sarah Dumas,” said a short cute-as-hell blonde with a pert bosom jutting beneath a My Pretty Dead Pony t-shirt. Were her arms crossed under her bosom and did her expression reflect an attitude of stern confidence? Yes.

“And we,” Sarah said.

“Are,” Chloe said.

“The,” Jake said.

“Paranormal Patrol!” they all said in unison, all still with their arms crossed and looking stern.

“Cut,” Jake said.

Theo, the team’s grievously overweight assistant director, lowered his Black Magic camera and Rode microphone. He made the “A-Okay” sign to Jake and winked. “You wanna do the intro voiceover now?”

“No, let’s do that later,” Jake ordered, because, after all, he was the team leader and he made all production decisions. “We should go look inside, then we can plan the shooting schedule.”

Then they all turned toward... the house.

Though none of them would admit it, all four experienced the same thing at the same time: the undeniable sensation of their skin crawling.

Sarah went rigid, and said, “The house... It knows we’re here.”

Everybody looked at her, alarmed. “Are you serious?” Jake asked.

Sarah’s tits jiggled when she laughed. “Of course not! I ripped that line off of Legend of Hell House! It’s on Tubi now!”

Chloe brought a hand to her heart. “You dizzy fuck-stick, Sarah! At least try to act professional!”

“Oh, blow me,” Sarah said.

“I probably could. You probably have a dick, but I’ll bet it’s a little munchkin dick, a teensy weensy one, just like your I.Q.”

Sarah’s face was pinkening. “How about I pop your implants and squirt silicone all over the place?”

Chloe grinned in a manner that could only be called vulpine. “Yeah? Well, how about if I pop your skull and squirt... Wait a minute. Nothing. ‘Cos there’s nothing in your skull, you ridiculous moronic douche bag!”

“Well, you’re a douche nozzle!”

“Well, you’re an enema nozzle!”

“SHUT UP!” Jake yelled at the top of his lungs. The echo reverberated for miles over the grassy hills. “Quit dicking around! We’ve got a show to shoot! Let’s go!”

One by one, then, the four of them entered the house, and it was not just any house.

It was the Vinchetti Snuff House.
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The situation which placed Jake, Chloe, Sarah, and Theo at the property of this small, dilapidated house in the middle of nowhere can be explained in no great expenditure of words. The “Paranormal Patrol” was, of course, just another of the seemingly endless ghost-hunting shows that had been polluting cable television for over twenty years. The four principle constituents of the program would gallivant about the continental United States, investigating various abandoned houses, hospitals, battlefields, etc, that were reputed to be haunted. The first season went surprisingly well, and when the producers wondered why, a number of focus groups determined that Chloe and Sarah being so provocatively attractive to the show’s mainly male demographic proved to be the component of success. But all commercial success is copied and when other shows hired even better looking women (in particular, Bikini Paranormal), the Paranormal Patrol’s ratings nose-dived; hence, toward the end of the second season, the producers decided not to renew for Season Three. But the second season’s final episode still had to be shot, and this was accomplished in Chattanooga, Tennessee, at the Meade House Hotel. In 1927—just a year after the hotel was built—a millionaire decapitated his prostitute lover in the claw-foot bathtub. This unfortunate woman’s name was Elisa Beverly, and her head was never found. Since that time, Ms. Beverly’s ghost had been seen regularly in or around Room 311: sometimes headless, sometimes with her head, and even sometimes just the head itself sitting in various places on the third floor, reportedly either smiling (not that Ms. Beverly would have much to smile about) or mouthing silent words. Well, the Paranormal Patrol deputed themselves to this room, had a seance during which Sarah passed out, Chloe claimed to have felt a bodiless hand rub her crotch, and Theo swore that something bit him on his larger than average ass. This was calamity enough, and it showed on the footage. But later, when Jake did an EVP session, it was not the spirit of Elisa Beverly whose voice was heard on the tape, it was instead a corroded man’s voice who said these words: Nomen esti Abaddus Exterminans, which, in Old Latin, means “My name is Abaddon the Destroyer.” Naturally, like all ghost-hunting shows, the “evidence” was always faked by one manner or another, but in this particular instance it was not. The room was locked, only the four team members were in the room and absolutely no one else, and they all heard the strange Latin words while standing together, looking at each other. In other words, nobody had the opportunity to turn on a hidden tape player somewhere, to provide a fake pre-recorded response. Sarah screamed upon hearing the strange words, Chloe collapsed (because she knew Latin and was the team’s “demonologist,”) Theo dropped a very expensive camera and ran out of the room, and Jake pissed his pants. Upon reviving Chloe, it was related that “Abaddon” was a hierarchical demon from the 9th chapter of the Book of Revelation, an archangel of the abyss, the commander of the west winds and of crop-destroying locusts, and Lucifer’s right hand man. After the shoot—upon the insistence of several other ghost-hunting shows—the tape was forensically examined by three independent audio experts and was found bereft of edit-points and free of tampering. This, what should’ve been the show’s final episode, sky-rocketed the ratings, while the actual scene of the EVP had been put on YouTube, and this only exponentially increased interest in the show, via millions of hits. So...

Presto. Season Three was booked.

And here they were, at an abandoned abode thought to be one of the most haunted houses in America.
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But first, a word or two must be spared on how the team knew each other. Jake, the muscular, the dark-haired, and the handsome, had met Chloe (who had quite a Elvira-type look, accentuated by mammoth implants) at, of all places, a “Cryptid” convention in Huntington, West Virginia. (So not only did they believe in ghosts, they also believed in Bigfoot). From there, it was Love At First Sight and Jake’s very wealthy family in Potomac, Maryland, only further cemented Chloe’s love for Jake, and was paramount in inducing her to say “yes” when Jake proposed to her a few months after they’d begun dating.

As for the inception of the Paranormal Patrol, the summary is simple. Jake and Chloe wrote a pitch script and synopsis for the show, and then Jake’s very wealthy father—whose best friend was a television executive—made a phone call and a personal wire transfer. It was that simple.

The induction of Sarah and Theo into the team was simple also. All of them had been friends since high school, all had been infected with the paranormal fever, and all brought their own contributions to the show. Sarah playacted being psychic, Chloe very effectively claimed to be a witch and a demonologist, and Theo, the only member with any genuine skills, had majored in videography in college.

From there, the Paranormal Patrol had investigated far and wild, from the Villisca Ax Murder House in Iowa, the Sallee House in Kansas, Morrill Hall at Maryland University, the Lizzie Borden House in Massachusetts, and many others. (The popular misconception of the latter should be noted, however, that Lizzie’s mother died from 18 whacks, not 40, and her father from 11.)
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It was a drab one-story house, probably built in the ‘40s or ‘50s. The interior, though, was more than drab—it was a wreck, and what one first noticed upon entrance were a great many hammer-marks tearing up the front wall. The vandal had even left the hammer on the floor, as if to sign his handiwork.

“Why would somebody hammer up the wall like this?” Jake speculated, squinting seriously at the damage.

“Who the fuck knows?” Sarah replied. “But I’m sure we can make something up.”

Jake frowned at the short blond fireplug. “Sarah, we don’t fake stuff anymore, remember? Last year we proved beyond a doubt the existence of the supernatural with the Abaddon EVP. And we all agreed, didn’t we? No more faking evidence.”

Sarah and Theo traded quick glances. “Right,” Sarah said.

“I’m convinced the four of us are phantasmal conduits,” Chloe asserted, eyes wide. “We’ve voluntarily placed ourselves in the midst of multiple paranormal hot beds and by now our psyches have become acclimated. We’re now like lightning rods for supernatural.”

Jake’s jaw dropped. “Wow, Chloe! Phantasmal conduits! Lightning rods for the supernatural! That’s great! Theo, were you recording when she said that?”

Theo—all three hundred pounds of him—had not been recording when she’d said that. He was eating a Three Musketeers and looking at something on the floor by the damaged wall. “Hey, you’re the director. If you don’t say roll ‘em, I don’t roll.”

Jake smirked. “Shit. Chloe, when we’re rolling again, you need to say whatever it was you just said, ‘cos it sounds cool.”

“It doesn’t sound cool, Jake,” Sarah offered. “It sounds like bullshit. You just said no more faking stuff, didn’t you?”

“Jeez, Sarah,” Chloe complained. “Try to get on the same page as the rest of us. If you’re not going to take this seriously, why don’t you just go home?”

“No, why don’t you sit on my face!” Sarah barked back, then paused. “Er, I mean, I’ll sit on your face...”

Chloe just shook her head. “You blond dunce...”

“I’ll dunce your cooter!”

“Stop it!” Jake yelled. “Both of you! Get along!”

“Hey, look at this,” Theo said. He picked up a framed picture that had been on the floor near the hammer-holes. It was a none-too-impressive painting of a pasture rising above plush grasslands. In the distance several poorly rendered cows were grazing.

“Big deal,” Chloe said. “A shitty painting.”

Jake squinted at it. “Aside from being maybe the dullest painting ever produced, I don’t see anything noteworthy about it.”

Theo turned the painting over. “You were saying?”

“Holy shit!” Jake and Sarah both said at the same time. 

On the back was a bloody handprint turned brown from age. And in the same brown blood, someone had finger-painted the words GIMME GIMME GIMME.

Sarah’s eyes bloomed, and she approached the painting. “Lemme try my—you know—my thing—”

“Don’t start with that shit, Sarah,” Chloe said and winced. “Stick to the script.”

Sarah ignored her, and began to give the impression of someone in a trance. Was it all fake? Yes. But it was also part of her “thing” and sometimes—well, sometimes—it worked. Along with being touted as the team’s psychic and clairvoyant, Sarah claimed to be a “psychical tactionist,” which meant that on certain occasions if she touched an object that had some connection to past trauma, she could see that trauma.

Jake grabbed the painting and turned its back side to Sarah. “Film this,” he ordered Theo.

Theo raised his camera and pressed the record button.

“We’ve been in the notorious Vinchetti House for only a minute or two,” Jake narrated, “and Sarah, our famed psychic, seems to have immediately sensed something about the back of this old painting. On the painting’s flip-side there is a bloody handprint and the arcane words, gimme gimme gimme written in blood...”

Sarah trance-walked to the painting. She stood still for a moment, her boiler-onion-sized breasts straining the tight fabric of her My Pretty Dead Pony t-shirt. Then she slowly raised an index finger and touched the bloody handprint on the back of the mediocre painting.

Her jaw dropped, her eyes rolled back in her head, and then her knees went out and she toppled to the floor.
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A few more interstitial words in the interests of clarity, visual clarity in this instance. It has been aforementioned that Jake was tall, slender, well-muscled, and dark-haired; he was also quite “handsome,” with a male model’s jawline and facial bone structure. His fiancé, Chloe, stood tall as well (five-tenish), dark-haired, and carrying a pair of “Rib Melons” in the vicinity of 36DD, and she had a low, spooky voice which worked great at seances. She was less than friendly to most people in her proximity, and even less friendly to Sarah (with whom she had a very turbulent relationship) and Theo, simply because he was best friends with Sarah. Theo himself was average height but a much larger than average weight, (close to “three bills”) and he’d been stricken with baldness at an early age: bald on top, but with a sprawl of wiry black hair below the bald spot, sort of like Larry on the Three Stooges (for those who even remembered the Three Stooges). He—Theo, not Larry—had been best friends with Sarah since kindergarten and since graduating from college, the two were even roommates. But even in their close friendship, nothing romantic or sexual had ever transpired between them, all to the crushing disappointment of Theo because he was secretly in love with her. Most men know how that story goes. Sarah had pet names for Theo going back to their childhoods, like “pooh-bear,” “muffin,” and “Cuddle-bunny.” For most of his life, Theo had relished these endearments, because they seemed to indicate that Sarah held him in a closer regard. But now, the “Cuddle-bunny” was getting sick to fuckin’ death of it, and all the while Sarah banged anything that moved except him.

Additionally, Sarah herself, at four-foot-ten, stood a full foot shorter than Chloe, which proved a raving disadvantage in her many physical altercations with the woman. Indeed, never once had Sarah arisen as the victor in such an altercation. However, she was good-looking enough to turn any male head to cross her path—more heads, mind you, than Chloe, the fact of which only further fueled the animosity between them.

As for the “sexual tenor” of each team member, it must be elucidated that Jake was a typical cockhound (due to his looks, his family wealth, and his fame as a TV star). Chloe was, well, a snarky frigid bitch with a clear case of permanent PMS, and had probably used the Not Tonight I have A Headache Excuse more times than any woman in history. It must’ve been a hormonal imbalance, because she flat-out didn’t like sex but she had no problem using her sex appeal to reel in what she most wanted (in this case, an eventual wedding ring from Jake). Theo, however—and rather unfortunately—was a virgin, and that was a condition he wanted to rectify more than anything with Sarah, but Sarah wasn’t even aware of Theo’s true feelings for her. And that left Sarah herself, who very much was not a virgin and hadn’t been since she was thirteen in the neighbor boy’s tree house. Since that time she’d easily arrived at the status of Sex Maniac. By the age of thirty-two, the number of men she’d had sex with had surpassed one thousand. And now that that was out of the way...

***
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Upon Sarah’s “loss of consciousness,” Jake had carried her to one of the back bedrooms and lay her down on a dust-covered bed. Then he said, “Cut. Okay, Theo. You can turn the camera off.” A moment or two passed, but Sarah had not roused. “Great job, Sarah. But the scene’s over. Fantastic improv, by the way...”

Still no reaction from Sarah. She simply lay there, eyes closed, mouth open.

“Oh, for shit’s sake!” Chloe exclaimed. “Like always, the little sausage jockey is faking it.”

Theo leaned over and shook his friend’s shoulder. “Sarah? Wake up. Are you alright?”

“Oh, she’s all right,” Chloe squawked. “Here, this’ll get her going. Sarah’s B.O. is so bad, it made her Right Guard take a left.”

Sarah remained inert.

Chloe tried again. “Sarah’s so ugly, when she was born the doctor cut the cord and gave it to her father to hang himself.”

Nothing.

“I know the dizzy bitch can hear me,” Chloe said through gritted teeth. “Sarah’s so dumb she thinks Johnny Cash is a pay toilet.”

Jake frowned. “Chloe, I think she really is unconscious. It’s happened before. Remember when we were at the Dahmer House in Akron?”

Theo took Sarah’s arm to take her pulse. “Damn! She’s cold as ice!”

Jake patted her on the cheek. “Sarah? Sarah?”

Suddenly Sarah lurched up, bug-eyed, and began to sob. “Oh my God oh my God oh my God!”

“What is it? What did you see?” Jake pleaded.

Sarah began to hitch in place, like a severe case of hiccups. “Holy fuck! The second I touched that bloody handprint, there was, like, thunder in my head, and screaming. And a sound like, I don’t know, I guess like the sound an old film projector makes. And lights flashed and turned dark red, and there I was standing right there in the middle of the room...”

“What room, Sarah?” Jake asked with concern.

“The living room,” she gasped. “The same room where Theo found the picture, only, only—”

“Only what?” Jake implored.

Sarah’s lower lip quivered. “Only it was another time, like, a long time ago, and there, and there were two girls there—naked girls but, like, real skinny, like they were starving, and one was sitting on the floor with her legs spread, and the other one was standing up, and she was saying ‘Come on, Sissy! You have to do it! If you don’t, Rocco will cut our skin off!’ and then they first girl, Sissy, said, ‘YOU do it! Why is it always me?’ And then, and then the other girl had a can of dogfood, I’m sure it was dog food ‘cos I could see the can and it said Big Chunk Beef Dinner on the label. Not Alpo or Mighty Dog but, like, a store brand...”

Jake stroked his chin as if he had a beard. “Well...what happened then?”

Sarah stared deadpan up at the ceiling. “She, she scooped some of the dog food out with her fingers, then she knelt down and, and started rubbing it around on, on, the other girl’s pussy—”

“You’re sick in the head, Sarah!” Chloe complained. “Only someone really sick in the head could think up something like that!”

Sarah relapsed into her previous loss of consciousness. 

Jake looked to Theo. “Please tell me you filmed that!”

Theo raised his camera. “I got it, but—damn...”

“It sounds like the traumatic energy in the house catalyzed her psychic inclinations and took her back in time—”

Chloe was enraged. “You’re shitting me, right? You’re not believing that crock! Damn it, Jake, she’s not unconscious, she’s faking it because she wants attention! She’s not really psychic!”

Theo looked perturbed. “Sometimes she really is, Chloe.”

Jake put his arm around Chloe and addressed her. “I think it’s like you said, hon. Our vast exposure to paranormal energy has turned us all into phantasmal conduits. It’s amplified our psychical perceptivities—”

“I WAS MAKING THAT UP!” Chloe yelled. “It was ca-ca, it was schtick for the show!”

“Come on, let’s leave her be,” Jake said, leading the other two out of the cramped room. “Let her get some rest. We’ll check out the rest of the house ourselves.”

He led them down the hall, into
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