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Chapter 1: Do You Wanna Touch Me

 


Beep. Beep. Beep.

“Ugh…” Stylist and fashion designer Leila
Darkchylde groaned as her alarm clock went off. Leila reached her
hand out and batted her alarm clock off her nightstand - sending it
flying across the room where it made an ominous cracking sound as
it hit the wall. Damn. She’d have to buy a new alarm clock
again. Leila was so not a morning person.

Her alarm had read: 7:00 A.M.

But the ungodly hour wasn’t why Leila was so
pissed off and reluctant to get up. It was February 14th -
Valentine’s Day or as Leila liked to think of it - Singles
Awareness Day.

“Dammit…Singles Awareness Day…” Leila groaned
and put her pillow over her head deciding to keep on sleeping even
though she had a lot to do that day. Her clothing line ALiVE was
having a runway show later that day and she needed to head on over
to Boulevard3 to make sure the models had their hair and makeup
just right, and to also make sure the outfits she’d designed fit
them perfectly.

This was a really big deal for Leila. It had
taken her almost a year to get back on her feet after resigning
from being the stylist of the famous, heavy metal band The
Necromancers. The band’s lead singer, Sadie Skellington, had
turned out to be a crazy, jealous, bi-polar bitch, who would crush
her cigarettes out on Leila’s arms if she talked too much to
Sadie’s male band mates. Talk about possessive. Leila still had the
scars!

Sadie Skellington was a petite young woman
who had short, blonde and pink highlighted hair, wide blue eyes,
and an angelic face that hid her she-devil nature. She usually wore
black and pink, punky outfits consisting of tank tops with skulls,
princess crowns, and rhinestones on them, foofy short skirts,
fishnet stockings, and platform shoes and boots. Sadie was known
for having a husky voice reminiscent of Amy Winehouse.

The lead guitarist of The Necromancers
was Damion Hellsing. He was also Leila’s crush. Damion was a tall,
muscular young man who had spiky, orange hair, and dark, fierce,
slightly crazed eyes. The guitarist usually wore all-black leather
outfits consisting of long leather jackets, and combat boots. He
was a Satanist and wore a Baphomet pendant around his neck. Damion
was a total ‘bad boy’ but Leila had seen his ‘soft side’ before,
which was why she liked him.

One rainy day, Damion had been walking down
the sidewalk when he caught sight of a white kitten in a cardboard
box with a sign on it that read: ‘please take me home’. The kitten
was completely soaked and looked pretty pathetic as it mewed
helplessly for someone to take pity on it and take it home. Damion
had set his open black umbrella over the kitten’s box and kept on
walking, allowing himself to get soaked in the rain instead.

However, Damion had never had eyes for anyone
other than Sadie Skellington. He drove a black 454 Italia GT2
Ferrari, which Leila thought was hot. He also owned a Harley
Davidson. Damion was a true heavy metal rockstar. But Leila had
been unable to get Damion to notice her. No matter what she did or
what cute outfit she wore - Damion only saw her as a friend.
Gah! He’d totally put her in the ‘friend zone’.

Gol Gotha was the drummer of The
Necromancers. He had shoulder length, shaggy black hair. Gol
had a nice body from what Leila could tell. She’d designed outfits
for him to wear and had dressed him of course. So she’d seen his
half-naked body before - it was pure muscle - lean and hard. She’d
dressed Gol in chain mail shirts, silver faux leather pants, combat
boots, chains, and leather straps like a modern-day knight or
gladiator. But she’d never gotten to see Gol’s face since he was
always wearing this creepy skull mask. And Gol was a mute - he
couldn’t speak. This had taken him off of Leila’s list of
‘potential lovers’.

And then there was the bass guitarist of
The Necromancers - Morg Di Morte. He was a young man who was
only seventeen-years-old. Although Leila figured he’d probably
turned eighteen by now. Morg had spiky, short, neon-green hair,
wide light brown eyes with long girlie lashes, and a nice body that
was lithe, muscular, and pale. Leila had also designed clothes for
Morg - S and M inspired clothes because of Morg’s strange fetish:
masochism.

Yep, Morg was a total masochist. He was the
only one that didn’t seem to mind if Sadie crushed one of her
cigarettes out on his arm. He’d hiss in pain before letting out a
pleasured groan. Leila had designed him a lot of revealing clothing
consisting of half-shirts that showed off his abs, shorts, and
outfits that were really just strips of black leather.

At first, Leila had been a little
uncomfortable with dressing the seventeen-year-old boy in such
suggestive clothing, but Sadie had ordered her to do it. And so,
Leila had no choice. Leila didn’t want to anger Sadie. The female
singer was scary when she was angry.

Leila had dressed Morg and had seen his
half-naked body - scratch that - she’d seen his entire naked body
before, and so had everyone else. Morg also had this bizarre habit
of taking his clothes off. When asked why - he’d replied he just
didn’t like the feeling of clothes and that they felt too
‘restrictive’.

As Leila had dressed Morg she’d noticed that
his body was covered in thin, white scars that were barely
noticeable against his pale skin. The scars had probably been left
behind by S and M activities. Leila shuddered at the thought.

Leila was currently twenty-six-years-old.
She’d been twenty-five when Morg was seventeen. When she’d seen
those scars she knew that someone had been having sex with Morg,
who at the time had been underage. Not only that, someone had been
hurting Morg for their pleasure. Leila remembered the sick,
twisting feeling she’d had in her gut about that realization, but
it had really been none of her business. But not saying or doing
anything about it had left a bad taste in her mouth. It was her one
regret from when she’d been the stylist of The
Necromancers.

Leila liked ‘bad boys’ and mature men who
could protect her. To her Morg Di Morte was just a ‘boy’ that
needed to be protected, and so was definitely not on her
list of ‘potential lovers’. Leila never went out with guys
that were younger than her. They were always too immature or
too poor.

Though she supposed Morg was a millionaire
because he was so famous…but that was beside the point. He was
definitely too young. There was an eight year age difference
between them! She didn’t even know why she was thinking about Morg
like this. The one she was crushing on was Damion Hellsing
not Morg Di Morte. Leila liked real men not
boys.

The Necromancers were currently going
through some dramatic changes. Sadie Skellington their ex-lead
singer was in an insane asylum because of an attempted murder.
The Necromancers had recently gotten a new, mysterious male
singer: Seth Steele. Leila was curious about the new singer and
really wanted to meet him.

Presently, everything seemed to be going her
way. Except for her love life. The only potential lovers she’d
encountered were those men she interacted with in her line of work
as a stylist so…

Besides The Necromancers she’d also
gotten to know the guys that belonged to the punk rock band
Erotic Corpses. Before her time as the stylist of The
Necromancers Leila used to be Erotic Corpses’ stylist
until their lead singer, the arrogant Blake White had decided to
fire her - just because he claimed he had allergies to synthetic
fabrics and fur, and that Leila failed to take that into
consideration and almost killed him by making him wear this scarf
this one time, which Leila thought was a total overreaction. Blake
was such a drama queen.

But the young men of Erotic Corpses –
lead singer Blake White, bass guitarist Joey Bones, lead guitarist
Devon Decayn, and Vincent Sangre (at the time their drummer had
still been alive) - were a bunch of goody two shoes. And Leila
liked bad boys, so they had been out of the question.

Because of this, Damion Hellsing was the only
guy on her list of ‘potential lovers’. She’d viciously crossed
everyone else out. Damion would have been the perfect lover, but he
didn’t see her as more than a friend. She’d tried flirting with him
but when Sadie had noticed she’d gotten super pissed and put her
cigarette out on Leila’s arm. The cigarette had burned her and even
left a scar! This is why Leila quit being the stylist of The
Necromancers. After that she’d fallen on hard times
until…Vincent Sangre, the drummer of Erotic Corpses
died.

After that his beloved ‘brides’ and fan
girls, who had been in charge of his fan club: Scarlett, Candra and
Annabel had decided to form an electric string quartet in Vincent’s
honor called The Zombie Brides. They managed to find an
incredible singer to work with who could also play the electric
viola, named Raggedy Jazz.

Soon after the forming of the band, the girls
had approached Leila to be their stylist and to help them create an
awesome image. Leila had enthusiastically agreed and created unique
bride dresses for each girl to perform in. The Zombie Brides
were offered a record label with White Records and they took
it.

Things were looking up for Leila. She had a
high paying job, her own successful clothing line, but…her love
life sucked. She had no man in her life.

However, all that was about to change.

Ding dong.

At that moment, Leila’s doorbell rang.

Leila groaned and pressed her pillow to her
ears in an effort to block out the sound.

Ding dong. Damn. They were
persistent. It was probably FedEx…

Leila reluctantly got out of bed. She was
dressed in a sexy, red, silk negligee and so she put on a long,
black and red kimono robe overtop before exiting her bedroom,
making her way down the hallway through the living room and to the
front door.

“I’m coming!” Leila called out. She unlocked
and opened the door. There standing in front of her doorway was a
UPS guy in a tan uniform with a gigantic cardboard box sitting on
the floor next to him.

“I have a package here for Leila Darkchylde.”
The USP man informed her in a bored tone.

Leila nodded. “That’s me.”

The UPS guy handed Leila the clipboard and a
pen. “Sign here, please.”

Leila quickly signed for the package and
handed the clipboard back. “Thanks…” Leila said as she started to
try and drag the box inside. But it wouldn’t budge an inch! It was
incredibly heavy. What the hell was inside the thing?

“Er, wait!” Leila called out to the UPS guy
who was starting to walk away. “Can you please help me get this
package inside?”

The UPS guy smiled crookedly at Leila as he
looked her over - taking in her bob of black hair with chunky red
highlights, pale skin, nice figure and sexy kimono robe. “Sure
thing, babe.”

A small frown formed on Leila’s face as she
unconsciously clenched the front of her kimono robe tighter. She
realized it probably wasn’t the best idea to let some guy she
didn’t know into her apartment since she lived alone, but she
didn’t really have a choice. Together Leila and the UPS guy pushed
the gigantic box inside of her apartment.

“Phew. Thanks.” Leila said wiping some sweat
from her brow with the back of her hand. It was too early for this
kind of physical exertion.

“No prob.” The UPS guy tipped his hat at
Leila before leaving her apartment.

Leila quickly shut and locked the door. She
turned around to face the box with a quizzical look on her face
wondering what the hell it could possibly be. The box was 4’ x 3’ x
3’. “I don’t remember ordering anything.” Leila frowned and
shrugged before making her way into the kitchen to get her box
cutter. She opened a drawer, found the box cutter, and returned to
the box. Leila used the box cutter to open the lid of the box. She
set the box cutter aside and opened the top of the box to peer
inside.

Two familiar light brown eyes blinked up at
her.

“Ahhh!” Leila cried out in surprise and fell
back onto her butt. What the hell? No way…

She had to be dreaming. Leila pinched her
cheek. “Ow.” The stylist pushed herself back up off the floor and
risked peering inside of the box again. Leila slowly blinked her
eyes. Apparently, she wasn’t hallucinating because inside of the
box was none other than Morg Di Morte.

Morg was completely naked and sitting on his
knees inside of the box. His entire body had been wrapped up in a
red ribbon that crisscrossed over his torso in a bondage design.
The red ribbon had Morg’s arms tied behind his back. The ribbon
also had his shins tied to his thighs in a provocative manner.

Leila’s eyes traveled the paths the red
ribbon took over Morg’s muscular torso and couldn’t help but notice
the red bow tied around the base of Morg’s weeping erection like a
present.

Morg was hard and aroused. He was looking up
at Leila with hooded, glazed eyes, and his pupils were blown with
desire, lust, or perhaps drugs. His face and body were flushed, he
had a ball gag in his mouth, and he was panting around the gag.

“Morg…?” Leila started, “What the hell?”
That’s when Leila spotted a folded piece of paper inside of the box
and reached out to pick it up. She unfolded the piece of paper to
read:

Happy Valentine’s Day, Leila. Have fun.

Sadie

The note fell from Leila’s limp fingers -
Sadie Skellington! So her crazy former boss was behind this. Sadie
had not been pleased when Leila had resigned and had even
vowed to get back at her for it. But then Sadie had tried to kill
Ro Ripper the current drummer of Erotic Corpses and ended up
in an insane asylum.

So how…? Leila peered down into the
box at Morg. “Sadie did this to you didn’t she?”

Morg nodded.

At that moment Leila’s phone rang.

Ring. Ring. Ring.

Leila bit her lower lip and hesitated upon
answering. She had a sinking feeling in her stomach since she had a
pretty good idea who might be calling. Leila made her way over to
the phone and picked it up. “Hello?”

“Hello Leila.” Came Sadie
Skellington’s husky voice.

Leila almost dropped the phone in her
surprise but clutched the phone to her ear. Her heart was hammering
inside of her chest a mile a minute. “Sadie?! How the hell…? You
shouldn’t have access to a phone. Aren’t you in an insane
asylum?”

“I escaped. It was pretty easy. After all
I’m not crazy - I just pretended to be so that they’d put me in
there instead of in prison…”

Leila’s hand shook as the reality of what was
going on began to sink in. Sadie Skellington had somehow escaped
from the insane asylum and was out on the loose. Oh my
God.

“So Leila did you receive my Valentine’s
Day present?” Sadie purred.

Leila swallowed, hand trembling. “If you mean
Morg inside of the box…then I did. You’re sick.”

Sadie chuckled. “Leila Leila Leila.
There’s no need to pretend. It’s me. And I know you
haven’t been with a guy for several years now. I’m doing you a
favor. I even drugged Morg with a powerful aphrodisiac, so he
should be putty in your hands. I ordered Morg to be your obedient
love slave for the entire day, Leila. He will obey
all your orders and do whatever you want…absolutely
anything. You should be honored I’m sharing my pet with
you, Leila.”

“Aphrodisiac…ordered…you’re crazy, Sadie.”
Leila shook her head.

Sadie just laughed. “No, I’m smart. I know
that as soon as you get off the phone with me that you’ll have sex
with Morg because what girl wouldn’t? You have a drugged, tied up,
famous, heavy metal rockstar all to yourself in your apartment and
no one is watching. No one will judge you and no one will ever know
because I ordered Morg not to tell anyone. It’s human nature to
take advantage of those weaker than oneself and to exert his or her
control upon others. You will take him. Have fun, Leila.” Sadie
cackled and ended the call.

“Hey, wait, Sadie-” Leila started to say but
the call had already been ended. “Shit!” She slammed the phone
receiver down with a clatter.

Leila walked back over to peer down at Morg.
He looked up at her and gave her this horny, pleading look. Leila’s
gaze traveled down his body, over his six-pack abs, and to his
straining erection.

Sadie was right. It was tempting. Morg
was drugged, tied up, and completely at her mercy. He’d have to
obey her and do whatever she wanted. And Morg was attractive – her
eyes lingered on his impressive cock. She was sure it would hit her
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