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*** Bonus Material! ***

About the Author

The woman with the long black hair stood next to Marshall and looked at the python resting in a 110-gallon aquarium. “You should give him his own room,” she said.

Marshall laughed and tried to rest a nonchalant arm across her shoulders. “Yeah, that would be great. Because my apartment isn’t small enough already.”

She shrugged deftly out of his grasp. “I’m serious.” She had streaks of green dyed into neat rows that offset and accentuated her natural color. Her arms were bare in a simple black tank-top, and she had an Ourobouros tattoo wrapped around her left bicep. 

Marshall laughed again, less certain this time. “But you said this would be big enough for him. That I wouldn’t need to buy another one.”

“He’s outgrown it,” she said. “He needs his own space. And you could feed him something bigger too.” A wicked little grin dimpled the olive skin of her face. “You could let him live in your bedroom. Put some old furniture in it so he feels at home and has something to drape on. And maybe you could feed him Mrs. Spangler’s yappy little dog.”

“Now that sounds good,” he said. “I hate that thing.”

“And when he’s hungry again you could go to the shelter, find some abandoned kittens or something.”

“God that sounds cruel.”

The woman laughed, a sound like delicate china tinkling as it shattered on the floor. And Marshall realized she wasn’t joking. The chill that washed through him blended fear, awe and lust.

“If I give him my room and feed him Mrs. Spangler’s dog, will you sleep with me?”

“Don’t be silly.” She swatted his arm. “Let’s go get something to eat.”
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Marshall met her when he was shopping for something cool to celebrate his twenty-first birthday. Originally he wanted to buy a gun. In fact, he was on his way to the local pawn-shop for that very reason when he saw the exotic pet store in the same strip mall. On a whim, he turned from his original path and went in.

The first thing he noticed in the store was the smell. Damp, rotting, kind of like a compost heap. The second was that it was a lot quieter than he expected. He thought he’d be greeted by cackling parrots and screeching... whatever. But there wasn’t much noise above the tinkling of the bell over the door and the strange strands of some ethereal music playing. 

Then he saw her. 

“Her” was a tall, sinewy young woman with long black hair. But he didn’t notice that first. He didn’t notice the cut-off shorts wrapping around her long legs, or the tank-top that would become her signature line of apparel. He didn’t notice the way she curved and flowed like water over river rocks, or the tag over her breast with the strange name printed on it. All that came later. What Marshall noticed first was the large orange and yellow snake draped across her shoulders and down each of her arms. And all he could think was: “Wow.”

“He’s my favorite,” she said by way of greeting. “You wanna hold him?”

He tried not to gape, but failed. His mouth worked for a moment, seeming to be detached from his consciousness and unable to produce words on its own. “Uh, yeah, sure,” it finally said, but he wished something else had come out. He took a hesitant step forward. No backing out now. His manhood was on the line, and the woman was incredibly beautiful, even with the snake gliding across her features.

“I’m Tiara,” she said. Marshall took a good look at the nametag and the breast beneath it before she pivoted to the side. “Hold out your arm. Let him come to you.”

Every nerve in his body screamed for him to run. But Marshall did as he was told and watched in horror as the pale yellow head poured across Tiara’s fingertips. A forked tongue flicked out of the snake’s mouth every other second. 

Marshall shook from head to foot. The serpent seemed to follow the quivering of his fingertips. Its head swayed, back and forth... back and forth. And it inched closer, almost imperceptibly so. But one minute its tongue was tasting the air, and then after an agonizing eternity Marshall felt the faint whisper of it on his fingertips. 

“Just take a deep breath and relax,” Tiara said. “He’s a gentle baby doll. He won’t hurt you while I’m here.”

He wondered what would have happened if she wasn’t there, but then the soft, thick leather tube of the snake’s head and neck was gliding across his hand. He sucked in a breath and closed his eyes. He thought that somehow, it would go better if he didn’t watch.

Raw muscle encased Marshall's forearm. He wondered if this was what a blood-pressure cusp was supposed to feel like, but he didn’t think a cusp would be so fluid. And he couldn’t believe how gently the creature moved. If his senses weren’t so heightened, he wouldn’t have even noticed that the pressure pulsed as the snake moved up his arm. 

Something nudged against his neck, and he decided that now was a good time to check on things. Sure enough, the snake stared at him through patient, dusky brown-orange eyes. Marshall sucked in a breath, but he refused to look away. And behind the gargantuan serpent-head, he saw Tiara smile.
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Marshall worked part-time at a hardware store and therefore had access to scraps of tile and all the tools he’d ever need. He enlisted the help of his best friend Adam. Together, they spent the weekend tearing the carpet out of his bedroom and laying a vinyl floor, as if it were for another kitchen. 

“I can’t believe you’re giving your room to the snake,” Adam said. 

“I know. But Tiara says he’s too big for his aquarium now. Besides, I sleep on the pullout sofa most of the time anyway. Too weird sleeping in the same room as a twelve-foot monster.”

“This chick really has it over you, doesn’t she?”

Marshall shrugged. “I guess.”

“Must be banging in the sack, is all I can say.”

Marshall shrugged again but said nothing.

“You have fucked her, right?”

Marshall remained silent.

“Please say you at least fucked her!”

Marshall looked at him apologetically but still said nothing.

“Jesus Christ, dude! What’s wrong with you?” Adam returned his attention to the linoleum that he was gluing four-feet up the walls. 

“Sorry man. There’s just something about her. I don’t know how to explain it.”

“You know what? It’s none of my business what you do. You wanna give your room to a snake to please a woman you haven’t even nailed yet, that’s up to you. I’m just here to lay tile.”

#
[image: image]


He went alone when he kidnapped Mrs. Spangler's yappy dog. The fewer witnesses the better. An old pillowcase provided the perfect sack to haul the squirming fuzzball up to his apartment. Tiara was waiting there with the snake draped across her body. A mix of fear and desire caused Marshall to shudder at the sight. 

“I got him!” he said, and giggled like a small child.

“How’d you do it?” Tiara asked. The snake on her shoulders stirred, perhaps sensing the warm furry body struggling to escape the pillowcase. 

“Plucked him off of the chain when she went inside to answer the phone. Trusting little fucker, I’ll give him that.” Marshall took an involuntary step back as the snake swung its head in his direction. “Um... maybe we should put them in the room...?”

Tiara smiled. “Toss the dog in there for now. We’ll let the big guy in later.”

Marshall edged by Tiara and the snake. He went to his old bedroom and set the squirming pillowcase down on the floor. The runt could find its own way out. Then he pulled the door closed behind him and went back to his living room. 

Tiara was sitting on the arm of his fold-out sofa. "Come sit with me." She gestured to the cushions with a nod of her head. 

He sat down.

Tiara moved off the arm and straddled his lap. The snake – still draped across her shoulders - shifted with her movement until its tail settled comfortably on the cushions. Then the creature brought its head around and looked at Marshall. Its tongue flickered in and out.

Marshall tried hard not to shiver. The snake’s tongue was as large as an earthworm. But it was dry, not slimy, and that was something that took some getting used to. If it wasn’t connected to such a massive creature, Marshall might actually enjoy the tickling sensation as it brushed across the skin of his cheek.

“Our baby’s getting big,” Tiara cooed. “Aren’t you sweetie?”

The python was deaf, so it didn’t hear her, but it responded to the vibrations of her chest as she spoke and swung its head up under her chin. 

Tiara stroked it gently away from her neck to avoid being wrapped.  She took a firm grasp of the snake, lifted it off of her shoulders and draped it across Marshall’s. 

Marshall stretched his left arm out to support more of the python’s weight. He kept his right hand free to control the snake’s head if necessary. As he shifted and adjusted to the extra weight, he felt Tiara’s body pressing down against his. He squirmed, trying to tamp down the erection before it formed, but with her chest close to his face, covered only in her favorite black tank top, he found the effort impossible.

Tiara smiled down at him. She ground her hips against him, encouraging his growth. She leaned close to his face and flicked her tongue against his cheek. Marshall swallowed. Her kiss felt just like the snake’s had. He tried to focus on the beast draped across his shoulders and arms, but now Tiara was flicking her tongue behind his ear. His head swam as the adrenaline kicked in.

“You do really want to fuck me, don’t you?” she whispered into his ear.

“Oh God,” was all Marshall could muster in reply.

Tiara laughed softy. “You’re allowed to fuck me. But I don’t think you can handle the two of us at the same time.” She slithered off of his body and stretched. “Such a shame. Why don’t you let him go eat his supper?”

Marshall took only a moment to catch his breath before standing. His knees shook, both from the weight of the snake and Tiara’s caresses. He felt like he was stumbling through quicksand as he moved through his kitchen and towards his room.

With Adam's help, Marshall had installed a split door that opened top and bottom. As he approached it, he heard Mrs. Spangler’s dog yapping and clawing. He opened the top half so the dog couldn’t escape.

Sensing the prey, the snake slid off of him and into the room. The little dog yelped at the sight of the creature and scampered away in a desperate search for refuge. Marshall waited for the snake’s tail to clear the frame, and then he shut the door. The dog’s terrified yapping faded into the background as he held onto the wall for support. He stumbled through the morass of his kitchen back into the living room, still feeling the strength of the snake across his shoulders.
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He leaned against the doorframe. Tiara had turned the sofa down into a bed and sat cross-legged on it. She smiled at him and pulled her tank-top over her head. She wore no
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