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Chapter One


“Fucking bitch!” Pastor Bob
screamed at me.

It was an incorrect insult. I wasn’t fucking
anyone at the moment and I was a witch, not a bitch. But I wasn’t
there to argue semantics with him.

“You’re interrupting a private
ceremony!” I screamed back at him.

I was never trained as a combat witch. What’s
the fun and purpose of that? Killing people? No thank you, goddess.
I prefer the subtle arts.

Either Pastor Bob was too confused by slamming
his way through the barn door or was stunned by my reply. Either
way, I took the opportunity to blast him with some eldritch
energy. 

It didn’t hurt him. 

“Ha! Doesn’t hurt, little cunt!”
If anything the eldritch blast might have energized
him. 

While I hadn’t intended the blast to hurt him,
I certainly hadn’t expected it to invigorate him. It did have one
other affect that I did intend. It shredded his clothes from his
body.

Pastor Bob took a step forward, probably to
attack me, and managed to stumble over his own feet, tangled in the
remains of his pants. I tried not to giggle because I needed one
more blast. Summoning it up was easy. I had lots of energy left to
spare, but I didn’t want to waste it either. My second blast was
more focused with a slightly different purpose. It wasn’t just an
eldritch blast designed to shred flesh and clothing; it was
combined with a reveal self component. My initial blast had that
component as well, but I wasn’t sure if it would work
correctly.

It worked perfectly.

I didn’t hurt Pastor Bob, but with his clothes
and anything else he was carrying burned away in the energy gifted
to me by Mother Earth, through Aisling and Harry’s sacrifices it
was easy to peel away his false face and flesh.

It might have hurt him. I don’t know. He
certainly screamed in agony, but that could have been because I
revealed him for who he truly was. 

A demon.

He was both terrifying and beautiful to look
at. His flesh was mottled red and gray. His fingers curled into
claws. He didn’t have a tail or horns, but did sport small
vestigial leather wings and a mouthful of sharp
teeth. 

But all of that was barely noticed by me
because my eyes went right to his cock. Without any clothes it was
easy to see his huge organ and I was genuinely frightened of
it. 

Even flaccid it was enormously large. It
dangled between his legs, large and pendulous and red up to the tip
that darkened not to purple, but to a deep, dark
black. 

He screamed some unintelligible noise at me.
Or maybe it was my little coven: pretty red-haired Aisling,
recently deflowered by Harry, the younger brother of my weed
dealer, and Joy, recently Pastor Bob’s wife, but I was pretty sure
she had made the decision to divorce him the moment he appeared as
an actual demon.

It was sort of sad because Pastor Bob was an
excellent lover, at least in human form. Both Joy and I knew that
because she had been fucked by him too many times to remember, and
I had joined him and her in bed for a rather fun three-way romp.
The fact that he mind-controlled the two of us, to varying degrees
of success, was an argument against staying married to him. He had
been fucking her, using her body, while they were married, and
making her forget. Why exactly? I didn’t know, but I was determined
to find out.

Which meant that I couldn’t just outright kill
him.

Stepping around the stone altar where Aisling
was still bound, I moved into a position to protect my coven.
“Leave!” I ordered him. “You’ve not been invited here.”

“I’ll burn this place to the
ground,” he growled at me. “I’ll take all of your land and
everything on it.” He chuckled to himself. “I’ll even reap the pity
of the community when they discover my...wife...was going to leave
me for a lesbian cult...but they all died in a barn fire during a
candlelit orgy.”

He had a point. Joy had lit every candle in
the joint. Maybe too many. I had to lure him in,
however.

“Stealing?” I asked him.
“How...expected.” I formed another eldritch blast in my hand. The
green energy glowed around my fingers. “But you won’t be walking
out of here.”

Recovering from his initial shock, Harry
screamed, “What the fuck is that!” He pointed at Pastor Bob’s demon
form with one hand while covering his manhood—such as it was—with
the other. I couldn’t really blame him; he had recently be
devirginized by a bound witch while her two coven sisters looked
on, and now he was naked in front of a demon who appeared ready to
kill him.

I sort of felt sorry for Harry.

But I had other things to worry about at the
moment. Since I had already used him as a pawn, I didn’t feel bad
about anything that was about to happen.

“That’s my husband,” Joy said
gently to him. “Or was my husband. He’s a demon. I don’t think our
marriage is valid any longer.”

“That’s divorce, demonic style,” I
commented, unable to resist. 

Aisling and Joy smirked in amusement at
me. 

Pastor Bob, of course, ignored our little
jokes. “I'm going to kill you all and eat your souls,” he
announced, continuing his advance on us.

“Do demons still do that? I
thought you bought human souls to torture them for eternity in
hell.”

“That’s fucking devils and you
know it you cunty witch!” he spat at me.

He was so close now. I reached out with my
hand and lightly touched Harry’s shoulder. If I had to use him,
then so be it. That’s how life worked. I let my influence flow into
his body. It was wrong, but he was but a man and a pawn and a
human. All things easily replaced if he didn’t
survive. 

“He’s...he’s so perfect. And
beautiful. And sexy. He’s my new god, my desire, my
everything.”

I hadn’t realized how easily manipulated Harry
was. I felt a tiny bit bad about it, but then I realized that he
probably had more than a touch of latent homosexual attraction in
him. Of course his private thoughts and desires and urges were his
own, but I used them to fight a demon. 

I didn’t regret it.

Harry went down on his knees and his cock rose
up from his crotch. “Please,” he begged Pastor Bob.

The demon invading my barn, the sanctum
sanctorum of my coven, paused. He was weak-willed when it came to
sex. All demons were. They had a special desire for humans, which
explained his marriage to Joy.

All I needed was for him to step inside the
protective circle I had hidden under the barn boards that supported
the altar. 

Easy enough.

I had already charmed Harry to remain where he
was. Aisling wasn’t going anywhere, she was still bound, nude and
helpless, on the altar. I had enough courage to stay the
course. 

It was Joy who was the unanticipated wild card
in the proceedings. To my dismay she stepped in front of Harry,
blocking Pastor Bob’s approach to the young man.

“Don’t do this, Bob. You don’t
have to hurt him.”

Bob grinned evilly at her. Can a demon grin
any other way than evilly? “I’m not going to hurt him, Joy.” He
spat out her name like it was a curse. “I’m going to fuck his
face.”

“He’s a boy. He doesn’t even…” she
trailed off. She didn’t know enough about Harry to know what he
liked.

For all I knew, it was Harry’s dream to be on
his knees sucking demon cock. If that was the case I was perfectly
screwed.

“He doesn’t like sucking cock?”
Pastor Bob asked Joy, his tongue lasciviously exploring his sharp
teeth. “How would you know? You like sucking cock. Or...you did.” He grinned at her
and grabbed his overly large and still flaccid cock. “I can’t tell
you how many young boys...young and pretty boys who have sucked
this cock.” His grin broadened into something even more disgusting.
A human mouth wouldn’t be able to open up that wide, but somehow he
managed to split his cheeks so he could show all of his teeth.
“This cock has been sucked by so many young, pretty boys while you
were at home alone in bed, taking care of my needs.” He paused.
“Well, almost all of my needs.”

“You fucking bastard













































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg
Sweet

Love

Sex

5: Provocation





