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Megan stood in the hall of the old victorian house not sure what to feel. Ten moving boxes that contained all her belongings stood in two neat stacks on the floor next to a few bags with groceries and other things. It was everything she owned, not really much for a woman closer to thirty than to twenty. Well, it wasn't the only thing she owned now. The house was hers, inherited from a distant aunt she had never heard about. She had no job nor any money. Or rather, she did have money. Besides the house, she had inherited a hefty amount of money although more than half of that had gone to pay out the rest of the mortgages on the house, leaving her with no debts at all.






It was her first time in the house and it felt welcoming and way brighter inside than she had expected from the images the lawyer had shown her. The garden in front of the house was well-kept despite the many trees, bushes, and flowers that adorned it. A black metal fence surrounded the property and a massive cast iron gate was sure to keep people out as well as posing as an impressive entrance.






She searched through the bags and found a bottle of water and decided to take a look at her new property. There was a fresh smell of flowers in the house, although no flowers could be seen. As she walked through the house she could see that her initial fear of having brought absolutely no furniture with her was unfounded. All the rooms had furniture in them, old but well-kept and not as overcrowded as she had feared. She quickly lost count of the rooms on the ground floor, there were so many. A huge kitchen, a dining room, a living room, a library packed with shelves full of books, and a lot of smaller rooms with comfortable chairs and small tables.






She went upstairs, admiring the woodwork on the railing on her way up. Again she found plenty of rooms, a few bedrooms and smaller bathrooms, a dressing room, and then a master bedroom. She fell in love with the room immediately. The room was huge and was dominated by a massive victorian four-poster bed. Easily two and a half meters on each side and with bed posts thicker than her thighs. Every inch of the bed had intricate carvings with all kinds of figures.






The wall behind the bed was covered in the largest mirror she had ever seen. It was framed in the same dark wood as the bed and was also adorned with impressive carvings. Opposite the mirror, a huge french door led to a balcony large enough to host a small party. There was a dressing table with a mirror and a huge closet in the same type of wood as everything else in the room. The bed was made and she couldn't help sitting on it, half expecting it to be old and used, but found that the linens were new and had the same flowery smell as the rest of the house.






She laid down for a moment enjoying the feel of it all. It was way better than the bed she was used to and she looked forward to sleeping in it. With a sigh, she got up and walked to the closet opening all four doors. The right side was filled with neatly folded linen but the rest of it was empty, ready for her clothes. She figured she could only fill a quarter of it with her meager belongings.
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She had spent the rest of the day exploring the house, discovering a huge cellar with more storage room and a well-stocked wine cellar. At least she thought so, she didn't know much about wine, but by the looks of it, none of it was cheap. The floor above her bedroom held quite a few small rooms, each with a bed, chair, and small table. They were obviously meant for servants and while they were clean they gave off a feeling of not having been used for quite some time. The attic above was equally large but mostly empty. It was usable with floors covering the entire area and only a few pieces of furniture and a few chests took up space at the far end.






After checking out the house she went out into the garden behind the house. Had the front part of the garden looked huge it was nothing compared to the back. Coming from a small flat the huge lawn with lots of trees, bushes, and flower beds was mind-blowing. She couldn't quite fathom that it was all hers, but she was glad she had a lot of money in the bank. She would have to get someone to take care of the garden, knowing precious little about gardening.






It took her almost an hour to walk along all the small paths and when she got back inside she was hungry. She took her time preparing a nice meal and sat down in the kitchen with a glass of wine while she ate. She thought back on her past year, her short-term employment had ended a few weeks ago, but with the inheritance, it would be a long time before she needed to work again. But she figured she would look for some freelance programming jobs, just to keep herself busy. She probably would have to go out sometime to meet new people. The few friends she had was hours away now and she figured most of the friendships would fade out due to the distance. It had been years since she last had a boyfriend, work and her friends had taken up her time and she couldn't even remember when she last had sex.






Suddenly she felt horny, her thoughts drifting to her new bedroom and the small assortment of vibrators and dildos she had placed in the drawer in her bedside table. It felt like the right way to celebrate her new house, an orgasm or two. Then she thought of the large mirror. She could watch herself in it. It wasn't something she usually did, but somehow it was like the mirror begged for it and the thought made her wet.






Megan let her thoughts drift to what she would do once she got upstairs, slowly finishing her meal and wine, prolonging her anticipation of the orgasms she intended to give herself. She cleared the table and brought her glass and the bottle of wine with her upstairs.






The bedroom was flooded with light from the sun, the white thin curtains moving slowly in the breeze from the open french doors. She put the glass and bottle on the bedside table and began to undress.






Naked she stood before the large mirror next to the dressing table, admiring herself. Her long legs could still turn a lot of heads even though her thighs were a bit on the thick side. She wasn't fat or anything, her body just showed that she spent a lot of her time sitting in front of a computer rather than working out. Her belly showed the same signs as her thighs, but she had no problem wearing slim dresses or tight pants. Megan let her hands cup her breasts, they were large and full, nipples standing erect already. Her skin was white, another sign of her spending way too much time inside, and stood in stark contrast to her long black hair that went halfway down her back.






Then she turned to her bed and followed herself in the mirror behind the bed as she got closer. She pulled the sheets to the end of the bed and was about to move the many pillows to the end as well when she noticed a neatly folded piece of clothing. She picked it up and saw that it was a victorian styled nightgown that appeared to be her size. She hadn't planned on having clothes on while she masturbated, but something made her want to try it out. It fit her like it was made for her body. In the mirror, she could vaguely see her body through the thin material. The front was low cut showing off her breasts and she could see her nipples poking through the gown. She didn't know why, but the nightgown's light touch on her nipples made her more aroused so she decided to keep it on.






Quickly she placed the pillows in a huge pile towards the end of the bed, poured another glass of wine, and gulped down a huge mouthful. She opened the drawer and looked at her modest selection of sex toys. Her favorite was the magic wand with its powerful vibrations. Then she had two dildos, a short and thin one she often used with the wand and then a new one she had bought on impulse but never tried. When it had arrived she had looked with horror at the size of it. It was about a foot long, it had a huge bulging head and thick veins running down its length. It was thicker than her forearm at its widest. The sheer size of it had made her terrified it would hurt her and it had stayed in the box without ever being used.






Almost without thinking she took out the wand and some lube and then reached for the small dildo. But something made her grab the huge black dildo instead. It was the day to try out new things. Climbing up in the bed she arranged herself against the pillows pulling the gown up around her stomach. She spread her legs while she followed her moves in the huge mirror. Leaving the toys she let a hand slide over her pubic hairs gently parting her already wet lips. With the other hand, she pulled the top of the nightgown down, freeing her breasts so she could touch them.






It felt strange watching herself in the mirror. It both felt like her in the mirror and at the same time as if she was watching someone else. Her fingers were already slick with her juices and she moaned as she pushed two fingers inside. The palm of her hand rubbed against her clitoris and she felt the heat spreading from her pussy to her body. She couldn't stop staring at herself in the mirror. Had she known it would turn her so much on she would have put up a mirror years ago.






Suddenly she thought she saw a shadow moving in the mirror but when she looked closer nothing was there. At least nothing else but a woman, fingers deep in her pussy. She shook the odd feeling off and continued sliding her fingers in and out of herself, feeling the wetness increase around them.






Then she looked at the huge black dildo lying next to her. It still looked terrifying, but the same feeling that had caused her to choose it over her usual dildo had her thinking about how much it would fill her up. After she got it she had been online trying to see if it was at all possible to take a dildo this size. It had been like opening Pandora's box. Amazed she had watched hours of women burying way larger dildos in both their holes. It had turned her on to watch them but didn't help much in convincing her that she could fit her own dildo in her pussy, smaller it may be.






Megan shook her head and then took the wand and turned it on. She let out a deep moan as the vibrating head hit her clitoris and waves of pleasure flowed through her. She let her head fall back into the pillows and closed her eyes giving herself completely to the increasing arousal. She felt the orgasm come closer and smiled. The dildo could wait. Some day she might try it. Then the orgasm hit her so hard that she could feel her wetness spraying all over from the vibrations of the wand. Her back arched and she screamed out loudly, body shaking.






Finally, she came down again, breathing heavily. She opened her eyes and looked out into the garden, the sun slowly setting. Smiling she sat up looking at herself in the mirror when a sudden chill came over her. It looked like the mirror had been filled with ... creatures? As soon as she looked at the mirror it seemed like they all withdrew back into the mirror somehow. Suddenly she noticed something odd about the mirror. The only thing she could see in it was herself and the bed. Everything else was darkness. Had it been like that before as well?






She felt vulnerable and covered her sex with the nightgown, still watching herself in the mirror. Slowly the chill disappeared and she felt a calm coming over her. It was like it came from the mirror, reassuring her, and slowly the bliss from her orgasm found its way back into her body turning to new arousal. Once more she pulled the nightgown up and her hand found its way to her pussy again, gently massaging it before she let her fingers slide back inside her wetness. She didn't go for another orgasm, just the gentle pleasing of herself and the mirror. The mirror, why did it feel that way? Like it wanted her to show herself off to it. To the woman reflected in the mirror.






Megan didn't know how long she fingered herself, sometimes drifting off a bit only to wake up again. The light had faded from the room, the sun had finally set below the horizon, leaving the heat from the hot summer in the room.
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Megan had fallen asleep, legs spread and a hand between her legs. Her sleep was deep and she began to dream. The room had disappeared, the only thing she could see was the bed and the mirror. She was naked and felt horny, nipples erect, wetness slowly dripping from her pussy. It was like her brain was shrouded in fog, it was difficult for her to concentrate, the bed and the mirror drifting in and out of focus. Then she saw, no felt, long black tendrils slowly extending from the mirror towards her.






Several tendrils wound their way around her legs, getting closer and closer to her open sex. She moaned, somehow overflowing with arousal, lust, and a wanting she had never felt before. A gasp escaped her as a tendril penetrated her while another caressed her clitoris. More tendrils crawled along her torso, winding themselves around her breasts, squeezing, tugging before extending enough to include her nipples as well. Her breathing was heavy, lust overwhelming her even as tendrils caressed her cheeks before entering her mouth. They expanded in her throat but she didn't feel like she couldn't breathe. It got bigger and shrunk again all at the same time it pulled almost out, only to force itself down her throat again.






She was being fucked in her throat, the realization coming to her at the same time she knew that her pussy was getting the same treatment. And not only was her pussy filled, but her ass was also filled in the same manner as her throat. All her holes were filled with pulsating tendrils sliding in and out of her. She drifted in and out of sleep in her dream and even in her dream she had no idea how long time had passed. Her vision was blurred now and she felt rather than saw small creatures coming out of the mirror.






It should have been frightening but it wasn't. They were small, perhaps only fifty centimeters tall. Muscular built, with pointy ears and long slender fingers that ended in claws. Their eyes were deep pits of fire and when they opened their mouths they were lined with sharp teeth and a red light glowed from their insides. Long thick tongues flicked in and out, anticipating something. Were they going to eat her? She didn't know, but wasn't frightened although she couldn't understand why.






Then she saw them. Cocks! Their muscular abdomens ended in cocks, large cocks, almost as big as her black dildo. They were leaking precum that dripped from them as they crawled forward. Huge balls swinging at their every move. As they reached her their long tongues began licking her. Her toes, her feet, her legs. Their hands took the place of the tendrils, touching her gently, roughly, gently again. Tiny stings added to the overwhelming sensations she felt. They were biting her, not deep, just enough so she could feel it. Their claws drew tiny red traces on her skin and it felt... erotic.






Then wetness from their cocks was on her legs, their precum leaking in large amounts as they crawled forward. Eight of the creatures held her legs spread and bent backward. Four on each leg while another one suddenly appeared between her legs. More precum dripped from the tip of its cock and then it was inside her, claws gripping her thighs as it pushed itself inside her, stretching her more than she had ever been before. The cock felt like burning heat radiated from it, yet not harming her. The stretching hurt her but arousal flooded her at the same time.






The creature leaned forward resting its clawed hands on her stomach, pressing its cock further into her. Then she felt a pair of hands on her thighs and the creature on top of her was pressed further forward. She felt pressure on her sphincter and once more she was stretched. It was almost unbearable and besides the tendrils, she had never been penetrated like this. But the two cocks in unison filled her more than ever before.






And she was wet. So wet that it felt like it was flowing from her. Two more creatures sat next to her and began to grope her breasts, their long tongues licking her nipples while their small teeth sunk into her soft flesh. She looked at them confused, happy, and aroused, all at the same time.






Then she felt her head being bent backward and then another black cock was forced down her throat till her nose was covered in its balls. She should have been choking on it but she wasn't. Her mouth felt like it was on fire as the cock slid in and out of her, but she couldn't grasp all the sensations from the creatures. They were taking her in every hole she had, their tongues, teeth, and claws were all over her body and she lost track of how many of them there were.






Every inch of her body was being touched in one way or another and when all three creatures erupted in her she had no idea how long they had been using her. It felt like a fire went through her, but still it didn't hurt. She could feel every load hitting her insides and every mouthful she had to swallow. The three creatures withdrew from her only to allow three others to take their place. It continued for so long that she lost count of how many creatures had cum inside her. She had started with a few orgasms that had turned into one long intense orgasm that wouldn't stop.






Suddenly they withdrew, crawling back into the mirror, leaving her used and spent on the bed. Slowly she fell back into the same deep sleep that felt like she was drowning. It was like the cum was alive inside her, still giving off its warmth.

––––––––
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When she woke daylight filled the room again. The mirror was no longer dark and she could see the french doors and the rest of the room in its reflection. It took her a long time to become fully awake, the heavy sleep sticking to her like glue. She found it odd that she was lying in more or less the same position, legs spread wide and sitting half upright against the pillows. But she was in her nightgown, not naked like in the dream. And then again, it couldn't be real. Could it? She took a closer look at her breasts and to her surprise, she found that they were covered in tiny bite- and claw marks, so vague that she wouldn't have noticed if she didn't remember the dream.






But if the marks were real, was the other part of the dream real as well? Slowly she reached between her legs, trembling as her hand slid over her clitoris before her fingers found her pussy. It felt sticky and when she lifted her hand it was dripping with thick white goo. Without thinking she lifted her hand and smelled it, immediately bringing back memories of the cum she had swallowed in the dream. She stuck her fingers in her mouth and licked them clean, arousal flowing through her again and within seconds she came. Her body arched and she screamed in pure pleasure as the orgasm rolled through her.






Hours later she felt strong enough to stand and crawled out of the bed only to find that semen still flowed from her. Both her pussy and asshole seemed to be wide open allowing the semen to run freely from her. She turned to look at the mirror, not sure what to think. Everything had been real. Somehow she should be scared, but oddly enough she wasn't. The mirror made her feel warm and welcome. Like it wanted her, no needed her. She smiled to herself and then took her nightgown off. A bath would do her good.






The house felt warm when she came out of the bath. She put on some panties and a t-shirt and made some breakfast. Or rather lunch, it was almost midday now. The food did her good and almost managed to take her thoughts of the heat she was feeling inside her.






Something got her thinking of the attic and the chests she had seen there. She poured another cup of coffee and made her way to the attic. Sunlight came through the dusty windows and the entire room felt warm. Kneeling before one of the chests she took another sip of her coffee and put the cup on the floor. The locks clicked open and she opened the lid and looked inside. Clothes, just clothes it seemed. Nightgowns and blouses in the same victorian style as the nightgown she had found in her bed.






Putting the first layer of clothes on the floor she took a look at the next layer. Unsure what it was she took out one of the pieces. A corset. She turned it around and studied it. She had only seen them in pictures, never in real life. It took her a few turns of the corset to figure out how she should put it on, but then she wondered. Wasn't it supposed to cover the breasts? This one didn't it seemed.






Megan stood and got into the corset and just as she had figured out it didn't cover her breasts at all. Instead, it pushed them together and up making her nipples stand out. She felt like she could rest her chin on them. It felt good and she felt sexy so she began to tighten the strings in the back. Much to her surprise it was easy to tighten even on her back. Testing how much she could tighten it, she found that she could easily make herself breathless.






She decided to leave it tight, but not so tight that she would feel uncomfortable. Another look in the chest revealed a vintage white cotton dress. Megan pulled it over her head and let it slide over her body. As with the nightgown, it felt like the dress was made for her. It snugged nicely to her body around her waist. It showed off the massive cleavage she had from the corset and the lower part just flowed around her. As the fabric rubbed on her nipples she felt her pussy getting wetter.






Damn, I have never been this horny before! She closed the lid, leaving the rest for another time, and took
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