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			My Love Inside Me

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1: THE ACCIDENT

			This is a story about how my life ended. I wouldn’t say it all began on a dark and stormy night. Although, it was dark, and it was raining out…

			My boyfriend had just picked me up from the club, and had started a fight over how much money I didn’t make. 

			“I don’t understand why it matters? Tonight was just a bad night. I’ll go back tomorrow, and try again. We have plenty of money in savings right now, to cover our expenses,” I stated.

			“That’s not the point, Rose. I’m having a hard time trying to justify you taking your clothes off in front of strange men for nothing,” Johnny snapped back.

			“I’ve been working at the club for years. There have always been ups and downs with the amount of money I make. Why is it such a big deal now?”

			“Because I don’t want you to work there anymore. If you’re ever to be my wife.”

			“But…” I tried to stand up for myself, but he cut me off before I could.  

			“No. I’m finished talking to you about this. You’re washed up as a stripper, Rose. You’re getting too old, to compete with the twenty-something’s anymore. I want you to retire from stripping,” Johnny ordered. 

			“No, I won’t. I’m not dropping it either.”

			We had continued to argue for the first few miles in his jeep, then I tried to take control of the situation. I thought perhaps if I gave him head it would calm him down like it usually did, but he waved my hand away. I persisted, reaching into his grey sweatpants for his cock. He usually went commando, which made it easier for me to manipulate an erection from him.

			I unbuckled my seatbelt and leaned over his lap. I grabbed his hard member, and started sucking it gently. This always calmed Johnny down, but I could still sense his tension. I moved my hand up and down his hard shaft skillfully, using my tongue to trace circles around the perfect tip. His body relaxed even more, when I took all of him deep in my throat. We hit a bump and I gagged a little, but I regained my rhythm once again. Up, and down I bobbed my head onto his, using my tongue in unison with the circular motions of my hand. Using this technique always brought him to climax faster. 

			When Johnny’s cock swelled even more in my mouth and his balls grew tight with my touch, I knew he was fixing to blow his nut. I forced my mouth over his cock now faster, gripping my hand tighter as it slid up and down the hard length of him. Johnny sucked in his breath, and then the salty bitterness of his load filled my mouth. It was right after that moment my world flashed before my eyes.

			“Oh, shit!” Johnny yelled out, trying to swerve around a doe that had run out in front of us. 

			I was then thrown to the top of the jeep. It was a good thing the cover was on, or I may have been expelled from the car. I heard screaming, and then all went quiet. 

			When I finally came to, I was lying on the ceiling of the jeep. I wiped the warm trickle of something wet that had dripped onto my nose. I looked down at my fingers, it was blood. I must have hit my head on the dashboard, but I couldn’t remember.

			Johnny was hanging upside down, held tight by the seatbelt. I checked him for a pulse. He was still alive. I shook him gently, and then he opened his eyes.

			“Johnny, are you all right? Can you hear me?” I asked.

			“Yeah, I think so,” he whispered. 

			“What happened? The last thing I recall is the fabulous blowjob you gave me, then I saw a deer.”

			“Don’t try to talk. I’ll try to get your seatbelt unfastened,” I offered, then tried to unbuckle his seatbelt, but it wouldn’t budge. 

			“It’s stuck.”

			“Here, let me try,” Johnny said. He fumbled with the button, but he couldn’t even push it in. “You’re going to have to go and get help.”

			“I’m not leaving you here. We’re miles from the main road, and you know as well as I do, there’s no cell phone reception here. I don’t even know where my phone is?” I pleaded with him.

			“You have to. I can’t get out of this seatbelt, and the blood I think is now draining into my ears. Right now, you’re my only chance, to survive.”

			“I don’t want to leave you alone. I’ll stay here until someone comes along. By dawn, this road will be busy, and someone will see us.”

			“Do you smell that?” he said, taking in another deep breath.

			“Smell what?” I asked.

			Just then smoke came up from the back of the jeep.

			“Get out now. The gas tank must have gotten damaged in the roll, and if it did then the battery could spark. It won’t be long before the jeep catches fire. Please, Rose, I need you to get out now!” Johnny shouted.

			I began to cry. I didn’t want to leave him. If I had to die in this jeep with him, I would.

			“I’m not going. I’m staying here with you, no matter what!” I shouted back.

			“Why do you have to be so stubborn? Stop being a stupid bitch, and get the fuck out now!”

			I jumped, when the flames erupted, from the front of the jeep. I was too scared to move. When Johnny touched my face and looked me in the eyes, I was able to calm down.

			“Please, get out while you still can. I love you,” he whispered.

			“And I love you. But I still won’t leave you,” I cried out, before kissing him passionately in fear it would be our last. Off in the distance, I could hear sirens. I really felt that we were going to be saved. “I’m going to go get help!”

			I looked at Johnny one last time. Sweat trickled down his brow.

			“I’ll be back with help, I promise. Everything’s going to be alright.” Those were my last words to my boyfriend, before I crawled out from the jeep.

			The fire truck had pulled up, several feet away from the fire. I ran as fast as I could towards the fireman, who was climbing out of the truck.

			“Please, you must save him!”

			“Who, miss?”

			“My boyfriend. I couldn’t get his seatbelt unfastened. Please, you must help him. The jeep has caught on fire!” I shouted hysterically.

			“Stay put miss, I’ll do my best to save him,” the fireman said, as he ran to the side of his truck.

			The flames grew higher around the jeep, and I thought my heart was going to burst right out of my chest. 

			“You must hurry!” I shouted at the fireman. 

			My ears rang instantly, almost deafening me from the sound of the explosion. I was too afraid to look up. The firemen were putting out the flames, and all I could do was stand there and watch. I hoped that they were going to be able to save Johnny. I watched as they pried the driver’s side door off. One of the firemen leaned inside the jeep for a few moments. When he came back out, he shook his head to the other fireman.

			I wasn’t paying attention to the fireman that approached me, until his hand gently touched my shoulder.

			“I’m sorry, miss, but your boyfriend didn’t make it.”

			Those words burned hotter than the flames that were put out. I couldn’t even force a reply. I just stood there staring at the charred remains of my boyfriend’s jeep.

			“Is there anyone I can call for you, miss?” asked the fireman. 

			“No. I have no one else now,” I whispered.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2: THE HAUNTING

			The next six months came and went. Johnny’s family showed up, staying only long enough to bury him. They never liked me, and I shared the same affection for them… 

			When I first returned to our two-bedroom house, it felt so big.  I had stayed with a friend after the accident and the funeral. But I was afraid to go back alone. I was so used to having Johnny there. He filled the place up with his personality and charm. Nicknacks of dragons and candles aligned the cherry oak finish wooden mantle over the fireplace. Gargoyles and more candles sat on floating black shelves, on the slate grey walls that he had painted himself. Now the house was only filled with his memory. 

			I had taken time off from work. Living off what little savings I had, and the small amount of money he’d left in his will. I was in no hurry to return to the job that Johnny hated. 

			I set my keys down on the granite counter, then walked into the living room. I stopped to kneel before the altar, on the far wall that was painted black. I lit a black candle and stared into the flame. I scried into the fire to meditate, focusing my mind’s eyes on the solitary waving flame, as I drifted off into a memory...

			“Johnny stop,” I giggled from him tickling me.

			“Stop what? I’m only playing with you,” he teased.

			“But I need to focus all my energies if this spell is going to work.”

			“I don’t understand why you need to rely on magic every time you go to work.”

			“I told you it’s because of this shitty economy. I need a little more of a guarantee I’ll make money tonight,” I clarified.

			“I’m not saying you shouldn’t try to have a better night, but you shouldn’t do this. It will backfire on you one day. You can’t rely on magic for personal gain. It doesn’t work that way without repercussions,” Johnny chided.

			“Are you going to help me, or not?” I asked.

			“Yes. I will help you,” he said with a sigh.

			“Thank you. Now let us focus together please.”

			“Fine.”

			We closed our eyes, and chanted in unison, “Money, come to me. Money that we need, money come to thee. So mote it be.”

			Johnny pricked my finger, and then his. We squeezed our blood into the mortar over a silver dollar that was placed inside. Then we each traced blood over our hearts, with the rune symbol for wealth. Our naked flesh was warmed by the fireplace, as we came together entwined in each other’s arms. Our fingers locked, pulling each other into a passionate kiss. His tongue explored my mouth, as I explored his with mine. Hands fell to wanton flesh, caressing the hardened peaks of my nipples, as I reached down to grab an overflowing handful of cock. I stroked the hard length of him, while he reached between my legs to wet his fingers. I heard him draw a sharp breath, when I leaned down to take him into my mouth. I sucked him for only a few minutes to get it nice and wet for me. He pulled me off of him, as he turned me around pushing me down on all fours. My face hit the hard oak wood floor, as he pushed me down. He pulled my ass high in the air, before he buried his cock deep into my moist pussy. Holding onto my hips, he thrust himself deeper into my willing hole. I moaned as the sensations from his cock plunging in and out of me. His balls smacked back and forth behind me, as he fucked me harder. I could barely keep up with his thrusts, my knees were getting sore, and my hands were slipping on the floor. My head was yanked back, by the handful of hair he’d grabbed, as I was held tight in place. 

			Johnny leaned over and bit into my tender flesh. The warm liquid slowly dripped down my neck. He had a vampire fetish, and loved the taste of my blood. I let out a scream, but soon had a hand covering my mouth. His cock drove into my pussy even harder, my insides were being rubbed raw, and then my body began to shake. My loins ached, and my Kegel muscles contracted as I let go. Johnny followed my lead, and the warm gush of his cum filled me full. He slowed down his breath; it was hot on the back of my neck, as he leaned across my back. Cum dripped to the floor, as he pulled his semi-hard dick from me. We both rolled over on our backs in front of the fire. 

			“If that doesn’t make you all kinds of money tonight, I don’t know what will,” he said breathing heavily.

			I rubbed his sweaty chest with the back of my hand.

			“I always do better going into work looking like I’d just been fucked,” I agreed.

			“You were just fucked. And it must have been good, by the amount of pussy juice I have all over my thighs,” Johnny surmised. 

			“Yes, it was good,” I said smiling. I hadn’t been fucked like that in a few days. I needed that release.

			“Well get up and go get your ass ready for work. It looks like it’s going to rain tonight, so I’ll drop you off. You can call me when you’re ready to leave.”

			A noise from the other room snapped me out of my trance. I looked out the window from my place on the floor, but I didn’t see anything. It was dark and could have been a tree branch falling, or an animal scurrying about outside. My attention returned to the black candle that had already melted halfway down. I had become aroused with the memory of our lovemaking, so I reached down to rub my aching pussy. Johnny was big on having sex following any ritual. He said it made our spells more powerful if we continued with the flow of energies, allowing for them to build stronger until it was released with our climax. 

			I put out the candle with the snuffer and retired to our bedroom. I took off the jeans and t-shirt I was wearing, tossing them into the hamper in the bathroom. I watched myself take off my bra in the mirror, then rubbed my breasts with both hands. My nipples went hard almost instantly, while I thought of Johnny. His touch always sent me into a state of arousal. I missed his hands on me.

			I walked to the empty bed, pulling down the bedcovers. I crawled in between them and the cool sheet. Bumps on my arms erupted, and then I rubbed the chill away. After I rubbed my arms, I slowly let my hands slide onto my breasts again, then down my stomach. My clit swelled under the touch of my fingers. I rubbed my pussy before sliding a finger into the wetness. When I lay down on the bed to masturbate, I heard another noise. I wiped my fingers on the sheet and got up to check the window. It was dark, but I still didn’t hear anything. Then the noise came again, but it was coming from the living room.

			 I walked into the room, and the cold set in almost instantly. I looked to the fireplace and the fire had gone out. It was too late to start the fire again, so I went back to bed. 

			When I returned to the bedroom, the bed was made. The blankets were neatly pressed and tucked under, complete with hospital corners. It was how Johnny always made their bed. I ran out of the room. I didn’t know how to react exactly. I went before the altar and lit the black candle again.

			“Johnny, if you’re here please show me. Give me a sign,” I whispered into the darkness. 

			I waited for a few minutes. It was as if he’d never truly left me, but I just thought it was because I wanted him there so badly. Nothing happened. I snuffed the candle out once more, then went back to the bedroom. I swallowed the bile that came up into my throat when I saw the bed. The covers had been neatly pulled down invitingly. 

			I walked past the bed, going into the bathroom and shut the door behind me. I put the toilet seat down to sit. Rocking back and forth, I managed to compose myself. It had to be Johnny. 

			I left the bathroom to go into the closet. I pulled a box covered in dust from the top shelf. I opened it and pulled the portrait of Johnny from the box. After placing the box back, I took the picture with me to the bed. My fingers shook as I traced along the image of my love. I closed my eyes and embraced the frame, wishing he would return to me. Johnny used to always tell me to be careful when wishing for something… 

			“Rose. What have I told you about wishing?”

			“That I need to be careful,” I replied.

			“Why?” Johnny questioned.

			“Because enough personal power can make the wishes come true,” I stated studiously. 

			“Enough personal powers turn the wish into the will. The will is strong inside you. You can project your desires, and make things happen. You must be careful what it is exactly, that you wish for.”

			He always knew more than I did about myself somehow. I looked at his face in the picture one last time before drawing it to me and kissing it  as I placed it on the nightstand. 

			Chills ran all over me as I crawled into the bed. My eyes fixed on the empty side. I pulled Johnny’s favorite pillow to me, tucking it under my arm and between my knees. The silence was deafening. I lay there motionless, patiently waiting for the sandman to take me under his spell. 

			When sleep didn’t come after hours of tossing and turning, I got up. I went to the kitchen and flicked the switch. The lights didn’t come on. It was the middle of the night sometime, but I
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