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At midnight, the hallway lies quiet as a held breath. In the last room on the left, the closet door stands slightly ajar, its chipped white paint catching the moonlight like a crooked grin. Mothers warn their daughters never to peer inside—that’s where the Thing waits, a creature of curling tentacles and hollow eyes, hungry for fear. They say it slips out only when summoned by the softest invitation: a whispered “Come closer...” carried on the hush of darkness.

Marisol learned the warning from her grandmother, whose voice trembled as she described the Thing’s arrival. First comes a faint click—like bones tapping behind the door—then a hiss of velvet slime as the gap widens. In that moment, every shadow in the room leans forward, and your heartbeat slides down into your throat so sharply you choke on air. Some say the Thing tastes terror; others claim it feeds on secrets, dragging them into a spiral of endless dreams.

Still, tonight three women gather in candlelight, lips curved in both fear and longing. They pass a trembling phone around, reciting the old chant: “I know you’re there. Come out and play.” Each word trembles on their tongues, sweet as temptation. The door clicks open wider. Pale light spills into the closet’s depths, revealing nothing—until a single tendril slithers out, slick and pale, flicking the hem of Anna’s skirt. She gasps, and the others laugh, exhilarated by the rush of danger.

Then the Thing’s eye appears: a glossy orb set deep within coiling limbs. It blinks twice, slow and deliberate, as though amused by their invitation. The women freeze—caught between their daring and the ancient terror they've unleashed. The moon drips silver across the floorboards. And in the hush that follows, the Thing leans forward, ready to show them how beautifully it can scare.
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Cate always had psychic intuition, but she didn't begin to truly develop it until she was in her early 20s. She could always tell people what they were thinking before they were even thinking it. She was the wise, mysterious friend that all the girls came to for advice.
Cate had sexy brown hair and big breasts and her legs gave her stature. She had an authoritative manner to her even though she was only about 5'3. Cate was cute but didn't consider herself sexual, in fact, she was a virgin. It wasn't about that.
Because Cate was only interested in exploring her psychic powers.
"She doesn't love you," she would say going up to a table of two people having a date.
"Don't go in the car at 8 PM," she said to a random man.
One day, she had a psychic premonition and told her friend, "Do not go in your car today at 11 AM."
Her friend Elise went into the car anyway, and she was about to drive onto a crowded road when she remembered Cate's advice. She hit the brakes on her car and just stopped right there on the side of the road. Suddenly, a wild, evil truck blew past a red light and crashed down the road directly where she was about to be stationed in her vehicle.
Elise's jaw dropped. She called Cate raving to her that she is an actual psychic. "You're amazing. I only wonder," said Elise, "why you don't use your psychic powers to attract a sexy boyfriend to you."
Cate smiled. "Actually I'm a virgin. I dedicate my life to my craft of being psychic. But my fear is that if I started having sex with a guy, I would lose my psychic power because he would be consuming my spiritual essence."
The truth was that Cate was a very sexual person, she just put it all entirely into her abilities as a psychic.
And little did she know that her psychic, sexual abilities was communicating directly with a being from the beyond. A horny girl cannot be unseen by nature. Mother nature feels her every thought, every feeling, every horny breath, and sends out men to test her and fulfill her desire.
But what if men wasn't what she was interested in? What if being psychic was her way of calling out into the wild, at the dangerous, wild, savage creatures that lived within the psychic realm that she was connected to, not at puny humans.
Cate got psychic premonitions like that one which saved Elise, constantly. Having psychic abilities came with a responsibility though. It could only be used for the most important of things. It was not a power to abuse. There was another thing about Cate. She was terrified of men and any time a man asked her out on a date, with those lustful eyes, she knew they were only interested in fucking her.
She would put curses on them, and almost inevitably, any time she looked up their lives, something was going wrong.
Cara was one of those quiet, shy girls who just did not say a word to them. When men were anywhere near her, talking to her, she would gasp and hide. This was in part because she grew up with an abusive father who screamed at her a lot, so she knew she had to be as far away from men as possible.
Cate would hide in the blackness of the closet beside her bed. She would cover herself in a blanket and hide in there in total darkness while feeling completely terrified. The darkness was so frightening for her that it engulfed her. She became one with the darkness.
This was how she developed her psychic powers by hiding in the closet like that without any kind of senses at all, it made her brain develop extrasensory senses. Cara did not realize blackness was not blackness. Blackness was the home to monsters awaiting there within her; psychic living monsters in the mist. Something that her psychic powers were connected to.
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Every girl has to grow up though. Around the time she stopped obsessing over occult books and the various secrets of the universe, Cate was starting to get interested in boys and sex. She was very eager to start getting her life going and have a sexual relationship with a male.
"I just wish I didn't have to talk to them," she told herself. "How can I date the hottest guy possible who is also the least threatening guy possible?"
Cate exercised for half an hour on the bike working up a sweat, and was in tight shorts, barefeet with a very tight shirt around her body.
She went over onto her bed, hugged her pillow with her knees and set her two fingers on her tongue, there on her side moaning as she lowered her fingers down her body and squeezed them inside her leg until she played with her clitoris underneath her body. She could already smell her wet pussy but she tried to hide it by closing her legs over her wrist. She was masturbating on the bed and fucking her clitoris, rocking her hips.
She was genuinely frightened how dirty and wet she was getting and thought maybe she should go to the hospital or something. She decided to think of the dirtiest, hardcore, sex she could.
She closed her eyes imagining a monster pulling her backward into the blackness of the voice and grabbing her by the leg, hurling her around in the air violently and smashing her against stone with how lustful it was of her. It was so horny that it couldn't control its morals or its rage.
She would lose her life, but she would be passed out and unconscious and the monster would be fucking her expressing its terrible lust with seven tentacles. One squeezed in her asshole wiggling in there. One squeezing in her pussy. One in her mouth, one in both hands, and one she stroked with her feet. A true gang bang tentacle monster orgy. She opened her legs finally not afraid of the scent of her extremely wet pussy filling the air.
Right as she released herself and had an orgasm her attention snapped toward the closet where it made a loud creaking sound and she swore she saw a motion in the blackness. She wiped the sweat from her forehead. "What?" she said. "Did I just see what I thought I saw?"
She rolled off the mattress and then crept over by the closet. Her heart was really pounding. She opened the closet suddenly. And there was nothing. Just the closet jammed with boring things. She closed it, sighed, then laughed. "Cate what is it you think was even in there? My god you're stupid."
Cate then tiptoed into bed, got beneath her sheets and went to bed having a deep and restful sleep.
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Nothing could get her to doubt what she saw. She felt a flurry of emotions in her brain, because when whatever was there behind the closet was gone, she felt as if she had lost a friend or something. Whatever it was, she wanted it back, at whatever cost.
So she would try to draw it out, by getting naked and fingering herself in front of the closet, then whenever she thought she heard something she would yank the closet door open expecting it.
It didn't work.
After a long day at work she came back home and the first thing she did was to make everything tidy. She set her shoes together side by side in front of her closet, she got her hair out all messy and free. She unbuttoned her shirt and stepped out of it becoming a girl in her panties and a sweater. She then sat on the edge of her bed, one leg folded, her foot digging in her thigh, the other on the floor, swirling the tip of her toe around the wood.
She looked over the closet. She sensed that she needed to get genuinely wet and aroused, to really have sex with her finger in order to summon whatever was in there, coming from who knew where. She decided she would masturbate all day until it emerged.
Cate bit her lip looking at the closet. She leaned back on the bed and slid her panties off her legs up to her ankle and then tossed the panties at her shoes. She folded her one leg again which opened her pussy enough to send out its very sexual, female scents into the air, because the windows were sealed completely shut so no scent happening in there was going to escape. Her pussy scent was strong and horny and it was there filling the room and getting concentrated, as she started fingering her pussy and getting herself really wet.
Building up to an orgasm was not unlike the very process of having psychic powers.
It was a process of manipulating energy.
She slid her hands down her breasts, squeezing them and dropping her tongue onto her breasts. She felt her body physically tremor. She was having a sexy response as she fingered her pussy she could feel it in her breath, and the temperature inside her. raising it and causing beads of sweat to roll down her forehead, while she fucked her fingers until she got really wet. Her fingers were impotent too because she didn't know how to use her body yet the way a master violinist at the start of their journey playing music might not be the best at touching themselves.
She didn't know how to finger herself, but the wetter she got the more interested she was sliding her finger up and down her pussy coming closer and closer to an orgasm.
She then closed her eyes imagining the dirty, sexy, nasty monster. It only popped in her imagination when she was really turned on and horny. She imagined the monster and its six tentacles seizing her. Attacking her pussy.
It tentacle broke through her hymen as she screamed wrapped her hand into a fist and punched the side of the mattress. The burning was so intense that it tore through her body and went right up her pussy wall, diving in there and sealing itself up her uterus and inside her womb.
It was out of the question with her pulling it out. As far as the monster was concerned, it had just discovered a trillion dollar diamond and it wasn't going to let go of it and relinquish its power to her.
So Cate made an effort through her hard moans of her pussy and body. That she let go wildly and slapped her hand back to the side of the pillow, her hips fucked the air a couple times aimlessly causing the closet to shoot open.
She was back in her room, but suddenly she saw the shadow of something slide backward against the wall returning into the closet and retreating into the blackness.
She gasped. It was so close to her there were even entrails of slime rolling up the side of the bed that the feeler nearly touched her.
The goo was swirling and whooshing with stickiness all over the floors leading all the way to the closet and she rolled off the bed in her socks and crouched down, the entrails left along the ground, dipping her index finger into the entrails lifting up a string of sticky ooze that went from the floor to her finger.
She flicked her wrist and
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