Chapter 5

	“You can still feel it?” Kendra asked.
	Bren nodded and blew out a slow, whistling breath as if trying to wish away some physical agony.
	“It’s quiet,” he said of the thing inside him. “But I don’t know when it’ll come back.”
	Sally, her hand still on Bren’s shoulder, closed her thighs tightly in a surprising burst of modesty and leaned closer to him, “I- I didn’t think, Bren.”
	Kendra watched Bren’s expression, waiting to see if he realized what had just happened.
	There’s a demon inside him, she knew.  If he understands what Sally just did...
	“Sal?” Bren asked.
	“Yeah, Bren.”
	“Did you know this would happen?”
	Kendra watched her naked friend slowly shake her head, “Not until the end.  Please, believe me, Bren.”
	“The end?” Bren said.
	“I just wanted to pull it through,” Sally said, a tear coming down her cheek as she leaned forward to touch her forehead to Bren’s. “It needed to come through.  I didn’t know until the end it meant to come through you.”
	I don’t know if I believe you, Sal, Kendra thought.  I don’t know you at all anymore.
	“You put it inside me,” Bren’s voice stayed flat, his eyes staring, devoid of desire, at the triangle where her thighs met her belly.
	Bren lowered his head beneath Sally’s chin and Sally clasped the back of his head with both of her hands.
	“I’m so sorry, Bren,” she whispered. “I’m so sorry.”
	Kendra couldn’t tell anything from the outside.  She had to wonder about Bren’s state of mind and his control of his body, while also trying to figure out how much evil had seeped into Sally from all of the demon seed sprayed all over her.
	Who can I possibly trust?
	Bren had a demon in his head.
	Sally had literally soaked herself in darkness.
	It’s just me, then.
	Kendra stood up, resolute, and determined to accomplish something.  Step one clearly involved cutting off any further access to the gates of hell, and that meant blowing out all of the literally damned candles in the room.  She took care of that instantly.
	Next, she needed to get everyone dressed.
	“Get some clothes on,” she instructed, rooting around in Bren’s drawers for something suitable for Sally to wear.
	Kendra nearly threw the first thing she found at Sally, but realized she might still have demon seed on her body and it might just eat through the clothing anyway.
	“You,” she pointed an accusing finger at her friend. “Shower.  Now.”
	The city sewers could handle it, she hoped.
	Shocked into action by Kendra’s brusqueness, Sally stood up.  Suddenly embarrassed and humble, she turned her shoulder to Bren, covered her breast with one arm and reached for the shirt Kendra held.
	“Na-na,” Kendra chided. “Wash up before you touch anything else.”
	With a gulp, Sally hopped on her tiptoes out of the single room of Bren’s bachelor apartment and entered the bathroom.  In a moment, Kendra heard the water running.  She used the time to lay out Sally’s underwear, jeans and one of Bren’s freshly laundered shirts.
	“That takes care of Sal,” Kendra declared, leaving unspoken, and we won’t have her naked body out here and the possibility of demon-Bren getting excited and dangerous again.
	Kendra knew the connection between Sally and the demon held all of their future trouble, but she didn’t know what capacity either of her friends had to resist their dark link.  On that basis alone, she decided both of them needed to avoid all possible temptations.
	But how will that work for Sal?  For Christ’s sake, she masturbates at people’s houses just because she gets too fired up all on her own.  And if she and Bren are joined now by this demon...
	Putting that aside, Kendra sat on the bed facing Bren and put her hand under his chin, lifting his face until they made eye contact.
	“Bren,” she said, focusing his attention. “Get dressed, please.”
	She couldn’t help herself from looking down at his penis, much less threatening either because of its flaccid state or the lack of glowing red eyes and brimstone breath from the man to whom it belonged.
	I touched that thing, a moment ago.  What would it feel like now?
	Kendra reminded herself that she’d only touched him because of the urgency of the situation and that she no reason to touch him again, certainly not just to see how different his penis felt from when he’d had an erection.
	“Put that away, at least,” Kendra pleaded, noting the translucent whiteness of the fluid that dripped from its tip.
	“Sure,” Bren groaned as he stood up, pulling his pants and underwear on in one go. “Right.”
	“Thanks,” she said. “Can you talk to me?”
	Bren took a deep breath and sat on the bed next to her, “About what?”
	“You worked this out,” she said, waving at the candles. “Did you work out anything else?”
	“It was a guess,” Bren told her. “I thought maybe the haphazard arrangement of candles in Connor’s basement had done the ritual badly.  So if we could do it properly, we could pull the demon through.”
	“You were kinda right.”
	“But just as dumb as Sal, it turns out,” Bren sighed, then shivered. “Ugh.  It’s still here.”
	“How long can you hold it in?”
	Bren shrugged, “A while?  I don’t know.”
	“Then we need to figure out how to get rid of it,” Kendra told him. “Show me what you did.”
	Groggy and unwilling, fighting his own exhaustion, Bren stood up and retrieved his notebook, flipping through a series of pentagrams to reach the latest page.
	“I figured that Sal needed to be at one of the points of the pentagram,” he explained, pointing. “I saw that the last time we were at her place, but I couldn’t get all four candles lit in time.”
	“And she can feel it,” Kendra nodded. “She could tell when she had to move and where to move herself.”
	“Yeah,” Bren said distantly, then paused. “Kendra?”
	“Yeah?”
	“What happened... after?”
	“You don’t remember?” Kendra asked.
	Bren shook his head.
	“Your eyes went red,” she explained, “and your breath... changed.  I think you, or the demon, or whatever, wanted to, you know, have sex with her.”
	“But we didn’t?” Bren’s question came filled with hope.
	“No,” Kendra said. “I convinced her to tell you, er, the demon, to stop.  And you did.”
	“But I still came?”
	Kendra nodded. “Sal couldn’t move.  She was really pinned to that spot on the bed.  Well, her vagina was, right? So, I, uh, took care of things.”
	“You did?” Bren’s face turned red.
	“Sal couldn’t reach,” Kendra shrugged, then let out a sigh. “My first hand job and it’s a creepy looking demon cock.”
	She shivered as Bren let out a faint sigh.
	“Thanks, I guess,” Bren said. “The next thing I remember is standing over Sal, watching her clothes dissolve.”
	“Well, you’re basically up to date, then,” Kendra confirmed. “What do we do now?”
	“I’m kinda out of tricks,” Bren admitted.
	“What if we did it again?” Kendra offered. “Couldn’t that send the demon back?”
	“Or summon another one,” Bren shook his head. “We don’t know enough.  I don’t mind telling it already feels crowded in here.”
	“Can you live with it inside you?”
	Bren thought long and hard about this, closing his eyes as if searching his soul.  When he opened them, Kendra saw a grim determination behind his darkened pupils.
	“I don’t think I have a choice,” he said. “Unless we want to take more random guesses at pentagrams.”
	“What fresh hell...” she trailed off, sighing as if to concede the point.
	The bathroom door opened and out popped a chagrined Sally, wrapped in a short towel that covered her from the tops of her breasts to just barely below her crotch.
	“Don’t look at her,” Kendra advised. “I don’t even know if you two should see each other at all.  Distance might be best.”
	“Sure,” Bren nodded, looking away.
	“Sal,” Kendra’s voice took an extra level of cold firmness, “Your clothes are there.”
	Sally pulled on her panties under her towel, followed by her jeans.  She even turned her back to the room while she put Bren’s shirt on.
	“What,” Sally stammered. “What do we do now?”
	“You’re safe,” Kendra told her. “The demon can’t follow you around, can it?”
	“Not while it’s, um,” Sally paused and looked at Bren, who looked back at her, a pair of cold voids in the sockets where his eyes belonged.  If she wanted to say something else, the words didn’t make it out of her mouth.
	“No, you’re safe,” Bren told her.  “It... it doesn’t want to leave me.”
	“But what’s it doing to you?” Sal asked.
	Bren shook his head, a gesture possibly meant to clear the cobwebs out of his brain, or maybe just to tell Sally he didn’t know the answer to her question.
	“I need some air,” he declared.
	Without meeting the eyes of either Kendra or Sally, Bren pulled his shirt off over his head and shouldered past Sally to get to his closet.
	Did he always look that buff, or is that the demon inside him? Kendra tried to remember if she’d ever watched Bren doing thousands of sit-ups, or bragging about working out.  Don’t guys always talk about how much they’re lifting?
	No matter.  Bren had covered his upper body with a matte black, button down shirt, something she imagined he used as club-wear.
	Is he planning on going to a bar? Kendra continued watching as he pulled a black denim jacket out of the deep recesses of his closet.  A bar in the 1980s?
	The jacket had to have come from a Halloween costume from some past year, probably with oversized sunglasses and a pair of overdone running shoes.  Bren wore the jacket with no intent toward irony, nor any hint that he’d spent even a second thinking about it.
	He just chose the blackest shirt and the blackest jacket he owned, Kendra realized.  Alright, then.
	“Where are we going?” Kendra asked, keeping her voice light.
	“Little walk,” he deadpanned.
	“I’ve got my bus pass,” Kendra assured him. “Sal, too.”
	Bren didn’t even shrug her off, merely moved to the entrance to get his boots on and start lacing them up.
	Sally, finally, started to look worried and spoke to Kendra, “We’re going with him, right?”
	Kendra nodded back, getting her winter jacket and boots on quickly as it didn’t look as if Bren intended to wait for either of them.  As an afterthought, she grabbed Bren’s notebook and jammed it in her inside pocket.  Sally, stuck with Bren’s shirt, also got dressed in a hurry.
	Kendra grabbed Bren by the shoulder, “Wait a second, Bren.”
	He turned to look at her, his eyes hooded and his face a mask of darkness. “What?”
	“Where are we going?” she demanded.
	“Downtown,” he told her, pushing past her before the sound of his voice had even faded from her ears.
	With a glance at each other, Sally and Kendra followed Bren out of his apartment and into the hallway, neither of them knowing where Bren and the night would take them.
	=============================
	Bren felt his head clear up as November’s night air hit his lungs.  The clarity increased when he saw the bus coming, smelled the strange mix of exhaust and possibly a chemical compound coming off the brakes.  When the doors opened, he got a whiff of the cleaning chemicals they used to sanitize the interior and the plastic-like smell of the seating.
	This is where I should be, he thought, certainty at last, in the dark and the cold, late at night, going places where people are doing things they normally wouldn’t.  After the twelve bells of midnight is always a good time to do the things the broad light of day inhibits.
	Bren wanted to meet those people, find out what they were doing with their tiny allotment of darkness.
	There’s a monster inside me, he acknowledged with a deep breath.  Monsters are supposed to be in your closet, or under your bed.  But I have it inside me.
	Knowing that it had, with very little effort, taken over his body also worried him.  For the moment it seemed subdued and he knew he had control of himself.  But, despite what he’d told Kendra, he had no idea how long his control would last.  Did he have an hour? A day? A year?
	It doesn’t feel like a year.
	And could Bren do anything to keep it under control? Should he rest or stay awake? Caffeine to stay alert or a nice, greasy pizza to put him under?
	For now, he wanted people and darkness, loud music and dancing, alcohol and other anti-inhibitors.
	Am I looking for trouble, or is trouble looking for me?
	Something inside him pushed on his willpower, wanting him to give in, and his mind grew muddy.
	=============================
	Kendra and Sally sat side by side on the bus, facing across the aisle of the otherwise empty vehicle while keeping an eye on the stolid, uncommunicative Bren.  Neither of them spoke for the length of the journey, each perhaps waiting for the other – or Bren – to say something.
	I’m starting to worry now, Kendra thought, I’m not really a hang-around-downtown-after-midnight sort of person.
	Sally, she noted, did not look the least bit worried about her personal safety.  She just watched Bren, with a sort of childlike eagerness.
	If I didn’t know any better, I’d say she looks like a twelve year old girl with a crush.
	“Sal?” Kendra whispered out of the side of her mouth. “Aren’t you worried about being out this late?”
	Sally didn’t turn her head, her eyes on Bren, but replied, “Naw. We’re fine if we’ve got him.”
	That confidence seemed unwarranted in Kendra’s mind, all things considered, but Sally’s eyes stayed lit with excitement.
	It’s November.  I’m downtown. After midnight.  Ugh.
	Bren stood up without giving them any warning that his intended stop approached.
	“Here,” he declared, his voice betraying just the tiniest bit of a smirk as his eyes narrowed.
	Sally rose instantly, preparing to follow.
	“What’s here, Bren?” Kendra got out of her seat more hesitantly.
	“This is where we’re going,” Bren peered out the window as the bus slowed.
	He’s looking out there like he doesn’t know what to expect, Kendra thought. Oh, Christ.  He doesn’t know where we’re going either.
	Kendra felt her body grow cold before the door even opened.  She’d thought Bren, or possibly his demon, had taken control of the situation, but the expression on her friend’s face told her that something, or someone, else had control of him.
	The bus stopped and rear door opened.  Bren stepped out and Sally followed.
	Now, what?  Follow and hope I don’t end up dead?  Sally just sacrificed Bren to give her demon a body.  What’s in store for me?
	For a moment, as she inhaled her last breath of warm air before stepping off the bus after the friends, Kendra considered staying on the bus, just letting the evening play out for the two of them while she went back home and curled up in her bed.
	As she exhaled and her breath fogged up in the incoming, cool November air, she saw Bren.  Behind his eyes dwelt not the demon who rode Bren’s mind, not whatever had called on his demon and perforce drawn all of them into the downtown nightclub district, but her friend Bren.
	Whatever Sally’s done, whatever she’s become, Bren is my friend and I can’t leave him to this.
	Kendra stepped off the bus and took another deep breath, rushing to keep up with Bren’s determined pace and Sally’s skipping accompaniment.
	“Are we going drinking?” Kendra wondered aloud, hoping one of them might answer.
	The bars hadn’t closed yet.  By Kendra’s figuring, they had about an hour of drinking left before last call, but Bren marched right past the nearest club and paused at the alley next to it.
	What now?
	“Here,” he declared, and turned down the dark, narrow passage between two buildings.
	Plain red bricks on either wall, a number of metal pipes and black conduits decorating the sides as the effect of the streetlights faded into the depths.  If the alley held any people, waiting to prey on stupid, unsuspecting victims, Kendra couldn’t see them.
	“Bren!” she shouted, the sharpness in her voice finally getting his attention.
	He turned to looked at her while Sally paused and rolled her eyes.
	“I do not want to end up dead in a back alley somewhere!” she declared.
	Bren shook his head, blinking his eyes several times, then took a step toward Kendra.
	“No one will hurt you,” he told her, his voice firm with promise, his eyes wide.
	Was that Bren?  Just for a moment?  How do I tell the difference?
	Kendra tried to remember how Bren had looked and acted, before the demon had taken him.  She recalled the gentleness, the thoughtfulness, the way he had leapt in to help Sally.
	It’s in the eyes, you have to look at his eyes.  Even when the demon possessing him doesn’t make his eyes glow, you can still tell when it’s Bren and when it’s not.
	Stepping into the alley, Kendra believed the promise had come from Bren, although she didn’t completely understand how he could maintain that certainty about her safety.  The moment she took her first step, Bren’s eyes shifted, darkened, and both he and Sally faced ahead and started moving again.
	Kendra gulped, following, and felt her eyes adjusting as she moved into the alley.  The alley would open up soon, both brick walls giving way to a clearing of sorts, with fire escapes and trash cans on either side.  On the right side, she spotted the vague outline of a large, industrial looking dumpster amidst the detritus of civilization, the whole thing lit by a weak, neon lamp far up the side of one of the buildings.
	At least there’s light, and... Oh!
	Movement startled her, a shape slid along the wall behind the dumpster.  Another flicker from behind a garbage can gave her pause.  In a moment, the whole space crawled with human beings.  Kendra gasped and shrunk back into the alley, reaching for but failing to grab the sleeve of Sally’s jacket.
	I hope they haven’t seen me, she thought, watching Bren march right out into the middle of the empty, trash strewn space.
	“We’ll be needing your wallet,” a slippery voice demanded, its owner gliding forward ahead of the rest of his pack.
	“Will you?” Bren growled, stepping toward the aggressor.
	That’s not even the least bit Bren, Kendra realized.
	Slippery Voice didn’t hesitate.  A glint of metal in the winter’s night shone for a moment in his right hand and he swung for Bren, a movement so quick that it forced a gasp from Kendra’s throat.  Her gasp didn’t have time to finish because, before she’d filled her lungs, Bren had grabbed the man’s wrist with his left hand and delivered a blow to the side of the thief’s face.
	A dull crunch, possibly a jaw breaking, cracked through the otherwise silent space, echoing off its walls.  Slippery Voice dropped to the ground and the others in the shadows dropped away, slinking back to their hiding places.
	Is this why we came here?  Kendra looked at Bren in worry.  How did Bren know to find these guys?  Or did he just walk down the shadiest crap hole he could find, expecting trouble?
	Sally, she noted, hadn’t flinched, merely stood directly behind Bren the whole time, looking eagerly over his shoulder.  Once again, as Bren pushed his way out of the enclosure, Sally skipped along after him.  Kendra, not trusting the denizens to behave without the threat of demon-possessed Bren, quickly followed, staying as close to her friends as she could.
	Assuming Bren intended to leave the back alleys in general, Kendra bumped into Sally when she followed Bren almost directly into a wall.  With his weird demon-strength, Bren tossed a few broken, snow covered skids out of the way and stood before a plain, brown metal door, its hinges gone slightly to rust, its face scarred, pitted and sprayed with graffiti.
	“Here,” he repeated.
	“What’s here?” Sally asked, smiling.
	“Something,” Bren put his hands on his hips, staring. “Something important.”
	“I feel it, too,” Sally confirmed, giddy with anticipation.
	The last time she looked like this, she was ready to fuck demon-Bren, Kendra winced.  This is going to go well...
	Bren reached for the heavy metal lever on the door with his right hand.  It resisted a little as he cranked it, but gave way with a little extra force.  He pulled the door open.
	Kendra reached out and slammed the door closed.
	“Kendra!” Sally protested.
	“What’s behind this door!?” Kendra demanded. “Tell me!”
	Bren’s face, angry at first, gained a confused expression.
	“It’s,” he started, his face softening. “It’s safe, Kendra. It’ll be fine.”
	“You can’t possibly know that,” Kendra pointed out.
	“I won’t let anyone hurt either of you,” Bren told her. “It’s impossible for me to let anything like that happen.”
	While Kendra believed his intentions in that regard, she also wondered if he could simply make a mistake about his own strength.
	“I’m sure you’ll do your best,” she told him. “But you don’t really know, do you?”
	“You don’t have to be here,” Sally reminded her.
	Kendra turned on her, “Yes, I do!  I’m the only who cares about either of you right now!”
	Sally jerked back at this, her expression nearly unreadable in the weak lighting once she moved a step away.
	“You’ll see, Kendra,” Bren promised. “It’s fine.”
	Realizing she couldn’t stop her friends from going forward, she took her hand off the door and let Bren open it.
	If I run back out the alley, I might be able to reach the street before these... people get me.  Not promising.
	At that point, she relented and followed Bren and Sally through the door.  Bren found a light switch, lighting up the little landing inside the door.  Kendra stepped in, closing the heavy door behind her, crowding all three of them into the landing.  Before them, a stairway descended into a dirty, open basement.  On their right, three steps ascended to another door.
	Let me guess which way we’re going, Kendra kept her sigh internal.
	“Down,” Bren pointed.
	Yeah, of course.
	Initially, Kendra had hoped they could find a second light switch because, from the top of the stairs, it had appeared that the basement lay otherwise in darkness.  But the farther down they went, the more she began to see a faint bluish glow coming from some corner.
	Sally moaned, the familiar noise that carried, from Kendra’s perspective, the flavour of an ill omen, disturbing mostly for what it portended.
	It’s not a bluish glow, Kendra realized, it’s that same shade of purple that her vagina glows.  What fresh hell are we in for now?
	Bren made a path across the dark floor, pushing his way past crates both old and new.  Kendra thought, by the alcohol labels, that they’d gone underneath a bar of some kind, the sort of place run by a particularly messy owner.
	This is no way to run a business, Kendra felt her lips twist in derision.
	They made their way toward the violet glow, around a last wall of boxes too heavy for Bren to walk through, and found themselves staring at a fantastic scene.  In mid-air, in an emptied space perhaps ten metres across, a glowing violet mass hovered and twinkled, occasionally flaring red sparks in random directions like a malfunctioning engine or an out of control campfire.
	Bren walked around the perimeter of the space, marked as it was by a series of dim, short candles placed on the ground.
	Tea lights, Kendra noted, we never thought to use tea lights.  There must be thirty or forty of them in this circle.
	Faintly, weaker than the candles which burned dimmer than the hovering violet sphere, five violet lines shone on the concrete floor, forming a five pointed star.  At the points of the star, five of the tea lights had burned away to nothing.  Regardless, the violet lines and the circle of candles made a clear pentagram.
	“Excellent,” Sally said, shucking off her jacket and discarding it on a crate.
	“What?” Kendra started. “What are we doing?”
	“Oh,” Sally moaned. “I can feel it.  Can’t you?”
	“No, I-” Kendra started, but realized Sally hadn’t directed the question at her.
	“Yes,” Bren hissed back at her, pulling his shirt off over his head.
	When did he get rid of his jacket?  I didn’t even notice.
	“Oh, fuck!” Kendra cursed. “Is this what this is about?”
	Bren stepped into the circle.
	“This is a terrible idea!” Kendra yelled at them.
	“No, Kendra,” Sally’s eyes grew wide. “This is what we need.”
	Bren, now obviously under the control of the demon, unbuckled his pants and dropped them on the floor.  Wearing nothing but a pair of dark boxer shorts, he stepped into the circle, causing the candles to flare up.  The hovering violet mass let out a loud, thrumming pulse.
	Kendra stepped forward, wanting to pull Bren back out, but the candles nearest her flared angrily at her, a blast of heat pushing her back.
	“It’s me he needs this time,” Sally insisted, stepping over the barrier without incident, “not you.”
	“Dammit,” Kendra whispered, backing up into a crate.
	To her surprise though, Sally didn’t undress.  She merely walked around behind Bren, looking slightly upwards at the back of his head and putting her hands on his shoulders.  Kendra couldn’t decide how to categorize the way Sally stroked his bare flesh.  Did she see the caress of a lover or the condescending stroke of a master to her dog?  Did Sally offer Bren a treat or did she intend to lie with him in the end?
	“Oh, Bren,” Sally cooed. “My dear, dear, Bren.”
	Helplessly barred from the proceedings, Kendra sat on the nearest crate, still feeling the heat in her face from the blast she’d received.
	What can I do? Kendra wondered.  So fucking useless. Confined like a spectator at a sporting match.  They throw you out of the arena if you try to interfere with the action.
	She decided that if she could do nothing else, she could at least observe.  Reaching into her jacket, she pulled out Bren’s notebook, his pen still wrapped in the spiral, and flipped to a new page.  Hastily, she sketched out the pattern of the candles, the lines of the star on the ground and the shining, twinkling mass hovering in the air.  Kendra marked down approximate distances, promising herself she’d carry a measuring tape from now on.
	Sally knelt beside Bren, pulling down his shorts as she did so, letting his erection spring forth.
	“There we are,” Sally filled her voice with admiration, eyeing both Bren’s genitals and the violet blaze thrumming at the two of them.
	With a wince, Kendra sketched a stick figure diagram of Bren, his penis pointed slightly upward, roughly in the direction of the shimmering purple light that hovered at the height of his chest.  When Sally reached out and touched Bren, Bren’s hips jerked and a white light blazed from the tip of his manhood to reach out to the violet light in front of him.
	With every stroke of her hand, the strengthening of Bren’s erection elicited a syncopated thrum from the blazing sphere of light in front of him.
	Soon, it became too awkward for Sally to stroke him from the side and she slid in underneath the light to kneel at Bren’s feet.
	“That’s a boy,” she soothed.
	“Sal!” Kendra warned, still frantically scratching out her sketches and trying to note the pattern of unstable red sparks. “We don’t have any spare clothes here!  It’s winter.”
	Sally’s eyes widened for just one moment of panic, taking her hand off Bren’s swollen penis.  In a moment, she pulled her shirt off over her head and sat back on the ground so she could remove her jeans.
	Bren, listless and possessed, stood waiting patiently, his manhood still attached to the gently thrumming purple light by a long, white rod of blazing light.
	Apparently unconcerned over her panties, Sally knelt once more and returned to stroking Bren.  At her first touch, Bren’s body jerked.
	This won’t take him very long, then.
	With the tableau fully drawn out, Kendra waited for the denouement.  Sally stroked, Bren thrust and the lights flared with each pulse the two of them made.
	We don’t even know who did this, only that Sally thinks it’s the right thing to do.  How was this pentagram even set up?  What is its purpose?
	Kendra knew only that it had drawn Bren here, and with him came Sally, connected as the two of them were.
	A violet aura began to appear around Bren’s body, making him into a sort of ghostly apparition.
	Is this pulling the demon out of him?  Kendra felt hope rise in her chest.  Did someone set this up as an exorcism?
	The aura began to resolve into a harder shape, trying to cling to Bren’s body.  Bren’s eyes grew red and he roared in protest.  The aura began to siphon out of his body, sucked into the glowing sphere of light in front of him.
	“No!” the demon inside Bren grated in protest.
	“Ah!” Sally shouted in surprise, Bren’s erection pulsing out the first volley of his orgasm into the centre of her forehead, splashing down wetly to her chest.
	Sally did not, Kendra noted, stop pumping on the penis in question.  Charcoal black semen sprayed out of Bren in wave after wave, arcing downwards over Sally as pulses of violet surged out his body and burned away into the glowing sphere.
	“Goddammit,” Sally complained, turning her face away from the last spurts of semen, dribbling down over her thighs.
	Over the space of a single heartbeat, the white rod connecting Bren to the purple sphere faded out and Bren immediately collapsed to the ground, falling to his knees and siting on his ankles, his body hunching over in exhaustion.
	The purple sphere, its purpose perhaps complete, faded away to nothingness in short order, and the violet lines on the floor that had marked out a pentagram disappeared as well.
	Reaching out with care, Kendra tested the line of candles with her left hand, finding no impediment to her intrusion.  She stepped over the line, still very cautious, and knelt down next to her friends.
	“What happened, Sal?” Kendra asked.
	“I think,” Sally paused to use her dry left hand to wipe a bit of black semen from her eye, “this was supposed to pull the demon out of Bren.”
	“Doesn’t look like it worked,” Kendra said.
	“No,” Sally’s lip twisted. “No, it doesn’t.”
	Kendra put an arm around Bren, trying to comfort him in whatever depressive funk he’d suddenly landed in.  As she did so, she glanced down at Sally’s body.
	“Sal,” she said, “your underwear is dissolving.  Not sure why you kept it on.”
	“Aw, fuck,” Sally cursed, standing up and removing what was left of her panties.
	She used the dry part of it to clean her face off, and it looked like the drops on her chest had already disappeared, forcing Kendra to wonder if the demon seed had evaporated or soaked into her friend’s skin.
	“Bren,” she whispered, “how do you feel?”
	He took several deep breaths without saying anything, but his eyes opened and he peered up at her in the dim light of the dozen or remaining candles.
	“Tired,” he told her.
	That’s Bren, at least, Kendra decided, seeing his eyes.
	“Can you walk?” she said. “We can still catch a bus, I think, and get home.”
	Bren inhaled again and, summoning a great deal of energy, rose from the floor.  Kendra swiftly pulled his shorts up, then hoped she hadn’t snapped them past his penis too quickly.  Bren didn’t seem upset, so she fetched the rest of his clothing and helped him with the shirt and jacket, leaving his footwear and his pants to himself.
	Sally, sans panties, dressed herself at the same time, looking around nervously at the remainder of the strange ritual.
	“Who did this, though?” she wondered aloud.
	“Whoever it was knew their craft,” Kendra said. “They somehow made Bren come here and they almost pulled the demon back out of him.”
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