Chapter 6

	Bren carefully unlocked the door of his apartment building, hoping not to disturb his neighbours at the ungodly hour of...
	What time is it, anyway?
	Entering the apartment, Kendra trailing softly behind him, he looked over at the microwave.
	Christ, it’s almost three o’clock.
	“How are you feeling, Bren?” Kendra asked.
	Tired of hearing you ask me that, Bren thought, but I understand.
	“Still under control,” he said, looking at his hands as he stretched out his fingers.
	Kendra looked at extended digits as well.  Just an hour ago, those hands had grown impossibly strong, done terrible damage.  Bren tried not to think about the rest.
	“Who do you think set that whole thing up?” Bren asked, sitting on the edge of the bed. “Those girls from the basement in the arts quad?”
	“Somebody else who knows their stuff,” Kendra shrugged.
	“Better than we do, at least,” Bren sighed.
	“Maybe,” Kendra tilted her head, sitting beside him. “I don’t think theirs worked better than ours.”
	“I’m not sure what they intended,” Bren leaned forward to rest his elbows on his knees, his head falling into his hands so he could rub his temples. “The thing inside me feels, uh, subdued now.”
	“Not permanently, though?”
	“Not permanently,” Bren confirmed with certainty.
	“Why don’t we just get some rest?” Kendra said.
	“Sure,” Bren nodded. “I’m exhausted.”
	He looked around the little loft, seeing the displaced couch and the other signs of their disastrous attempt at a pentagram ritual and sighed.
	“I’ll take the couch,” he volunteered, starting to stand.
	“Nuh-uh,” Kendra said. “Nothing doing.  I’m not having you slip away in the night.”
	“What?”
	Kendra pointed at the side of the bed farthest from the door, “You sleep by the wall.  I’ll be next to you, with my clothes on.”
	“Are you sure?” Bren winced over at her.
	“Yes,” she speared him with a glance. “It’s fine.  I’ve seen your penis enough times now.  I’m sure I can sleep next to you with my clothes on.”
	“Yeah,” Bren reddened. “I don’t actually remember those times, for the most part.”
	“I do,” Kendra yawned. “Don’t be embarrassed.  It’s a fine penis.”
	Bren saw the look in her eyes and decided not to argue.
	“I’ll need a shower first,” he said.
	“Right,” Kendra agreed. “That was kind of messy.”
	“And sweaty.”
	=============================
	Bren, by what Kendra supposed was force of habit, discarded his shirt into a laundry hamper outside the washroom.  With the door ajar, she heard him turn on the water, relieve his bladder, and then step in to the basin to wash himself.
	By Kendra’s judgment, they had eliminated the danger to Sally.  The demon that had threatened her friend now resided, contained in a sense, inside Bren.  The risk lay entirely within Bren’s body, and with any act that had Bren and Sally getting together again.
	They seem linked, she thought. If one of them gets horny, it’s a problem for both.  And who knows what happens when they get together next?
	Every time Bren had come, some of the semen had reached Sally and, little by little, changed her.  Kendra had watched her friend become darker and darker with each of the demon’s or demon-Bren’s ejaculations.  Not just her hair and eyes had changed, but her entire personality had morphed into recklessness, both with her own body and Bren’s.
	I need to keep them apart, at least keep Sally from making herself worse.
	After that, her next priority lay in finding a way to get the demon out of Bren permanently.
	Kendra wanted to split herself in two.  One of her could keep an eye on Bren while the other went out to find the people who had created that strange pentagram.
	I think it almost worked.  At least those people know what they’re doing.
	She did not, however, fancy going to a strip joint again to track them down.
	I need to be efficient with myself, with my body.  Make sure Bren and Sally are stable and then use that time to get out and do some proper searching, or something.
	Kendra shook her head, admitting she had not the faintest notion where to go, besides back to the same place they’d gone tonight.
	They found us once, though, or at least forced us to find them.
	That terrified her the most, that these strangers could drag Bren out of here, zombie like, in the middle of the night.
	The shower cut off and Bren shortly came out, mostly dry and wrapped in a towel from the waist down.  Seeing Kendra, he carefully pulled on a pair of boxer shorts under the towel before shedding it.
	No erection right now, she observed, trying not to stare.
	“Don’t go anywhere while I pee,” she warned him as she walked past.
	She left the door ajar, too, while she relieved herself and washed her hands, her privacy relegated a distant second to the need to keep an eye on her friend.  When she came out, he lay on his back in bed, calm as a glassy, smooth ocean, his fingers interlaced over his bare, muscled stomach.
	Eyeing him nervously, she pulled her arms inside her shirt and sweater, unlatched her bra at the back and slipped it off under her shirt before re-sleeving herself.  She left the little white undergarment folded neatly on his bed side table.
	Kendra crawled in beside him, still clothed in sweater, shirt and jeans, and locked both of her arms around his left upper arm.
	Not getting away from me tonight.
	=============================
	Hours later, though Kendra didn’t know the exact time, Bren stirred in the darkness next to her.  At his first movement, she locked his left arm in more tightly against her chest.
	He groaned out softly, “Gotta find her.”
	“You’re fine,” she soothed back. “Just stay here.”
	“But,” Bren’s voice came out hoarse and he tried to sit up, “Sally...”
	“Stay here,” Kendra firmed up her voice as she restrained him. “Go back to sleep.”
	He muttered something unintelligible back and drifted off.
	Kendra kept her grip tight, sleeping uneasily as worry took root in her chest.
	=============================
	The faint greying of the sky in the window had just begun when Bren woke up again, this time with more energy.
	“Gotta go to her,” he declared, his eyes widening, not even seeing Kendra but looking far away, through the walls.
	“No, you don’t,” Kendra declared.
	“But, it’s... it’s,” Bren started to sit up, but Kendra put a leg over his, wrapped her arms around his waist, and used her weight to keep him down.
	“It’s what?” Kendra said, pulling him onto his back and staring into his eyes. “Think, Bren.  Why do you need to go?”
	“I- I don’t know,” he stammered, he voice changing pitch to a whine.
	Kendra looked down his body and panicked as she saw the erection propping up his shorts like a classic tent.
	Oh, god.
	“Stay here,” she said, reaching for her phone.
	Bren sat up, but didn’t get out of bed.
	His eyes aren’t smoking red yet, she observed as she texted Sally a message.
	‘How are you?’ she sent to her friend.
	‘Horny’ the message came back instantly.
	Crap.
	‘Take care of yourself’ she told Sally.
	Kendra turned back to Bren.
	Well, I’ve done this before.  I can do it again.
	“Bren,” she said. “Can you, you know, do it yourself?”
	“I’ll just go to her,” Bren insisted dreamily, his intelligence clearly having vacated his skull.
	Kendra sighed, Well, it’s not like I have a lot of fucking options, here.
	She smirked and rolled her options.
	What kind of options? Ha-ha.
	“Bren, are you still there?” Kendra wondered how long she had until his eyes turned red and his penis blackened to the colour of coal.
	And what’s going to come out of it this time?
	But she knew she had to keep Bren and Sally apart, determined as she was to at least save Bren, through some method she would discover at a future time.
	“I don’t know how I’m going to get the demon out of you, Bren,” she said. “But at least I have to keep it from getting deeper into you.”
	“Yes,” he hissed, straddling her as he attempted to crawl over her. “Let me go.”
	As Bren shifted his weight across her, his erection swung and poked through the fly in his boxer shorts.
	“No!” Kendra said firmly, taking a quick grasp of the end of his penis. “Stay here!”
	Frustrated and growing angry, Bren nonetheless remained rooted to the spot, his knees planted on either side of hers.  Kendra watched as his upper body twisted, snake like, trying to writhe away from her even while his knees stayed planted, every sinew in his thighs drawn taut, his own muscles at war with each other.  The strength of her voice, somehow, held him in place.
	This isn’t how I wanted to do this, she thought, looking at the penis in her right hand.
	Kendra tried to shift Bren around, twisting her hips against him, but his weight proved too much, with his knees remained locked around her.
	“Dammit, Bren!” she shouted.
	“Let me leave,” he growled.
	“No!” she repeated herself. “You stay here.”
	Bren let out a roar of rage as she felt his penis surge and swell in her hand.
	Crap, Kendra thought. I don’t have much choice, here.
	“It’s all right, Bren,” she told him, softening her voice and gently stroking him over her belly. “I’ll take care of you right here.”
	His lips twisted in a kind of sneer, an unholy look that had nothing to do with the Bren she knew.  The look fled his face in a heartbeat, replaced by the confused, weary friend she could recognize.
	Not much time before he turns into the demon, Kendra realized, jerking faster. Have to hurry.
	“I don’t want that crap on my sweater,” she whined.
	Kendra couldn’t make herself certain of what she’d get from Bren today.  Would he ejaculate like a human or a hell spawned monster?
	Maybe I can just point him at my stomach?
	She knew it didn’t matter and realized with chagrin that she had to sacrifice the sweater.  Watching Bren carefully, she pulled it off over her head, leaving herself with a thin t-shirt underneath.
	Alright, I can keep this safe for my skin, at least.
	She put the sweater over his erection and continued jerking on him as fast as she could.  Bren threw his head back and hissed quietly toward the ceiling as she did this.
	Perfect!
	Unable to see what she was doing, Kendra had to go by the feel of his cock, hardening and swelling under her grip.  The tip didn’t feel slippery enough, so she jerked on the shaft with her right hand while her left held the base, with the hem of her sweater clamped between two fingers.
	I’ve got this. I’ve got this.
	Bren’s face contorted with a mix of pleasure and rage.  She gauged him pleased at the opportunity to sate his lust, but frustrated at his distance from Sally.
	One last roar and his hips surged forward, the tip of his penis jutting out visibly into her sweater.  Under her hand, his erection pulsed.
	Thank god, I’ve done it.
	Bren thrust his hips and, as Kendra watched, a wad of black fluid pushed through her sweater, melting the fabric away.  A charcoal black, swollen mushroom poked through the gap... and twitched.
	Black semen hurled its way through the hole in her sweater, spraying and spreading out in the air over her body, a thick rope jerking from left to right, separating in mid-air into droplets to cover her upper torso, neck and chin.
	Kendra let out a short chirp of a scream, cutting herself off to seal her mouth shut, for the demon in Bren hadn’t nearly finished.  Through the hole in the sweater, he fired a second volley, a straight line up her chest to her nose.  Desperately, Kendra shifted the sweater, which saved her for exactly one more surge from his loins before he melted a second hole.
	The sweater rapidly disintegrated in her hands, a hissing smoke signalling its evaporation, leaving her defenceless as Bren sprayed the last of his load over her chest and belly.
	“Crap, crap, crap,” she shouted, wiping her lips with the back of her hand.
	Her t-shirt came apart at her sternum and she soon found herself half naked, covered in smoking, tattered rags.
	At least he didn’t ruin a damn bra, she twisted her lips in relief, seeing the garment beside her on the night stand. Bras are fucking expensive.
	“It smells,” she said, trying not to open her mouth too wide lest the stuff still stuck to her lips get in her mouth.
	“Whuh?” Bren looked up at her, having fallen back to sit on his ankles, his arms limp and his hands in his lap.
	“Your demon semen.  Or seed, whatever,” Kendra said. “Get me some tissues.  It smells like burning sulphur or something.”
	Bren, stunned but obedient, stood up.  His dwindling erection slipped naturally back into his shorts and he brought her a box of tissues from across the room.
	“What happened?” he asked. “I remember trying to leave.  And you wouldn’t let me...”
	Bren trailed off, trying to pull his memories back together.
	“I kept you here,” Kendra explained as she cleaned off her neck and chin with tissue.
	She sat up, turning the front of her body away from Bren, wishing she could cover her breasts somehow, but she needed to clean the sticky black sludge off first.
	“Yuck,” she declared.
	The back of her sweater, undamaged by the demon’s assault upon the front of her body, served to wipe her breasts and stomach off.  Bren, trying to be polite, looked away.
	“Sorry,” he put his hands over his eyes. “I shouldn’t look.”
	Kendra shrugged, “Well, we’ve all seen each other naked now, I think. Mostly.”
	“Uh, yeah,” Bren agreed shyly. “I guess so.”
	Kendra twisted her lips in amusement and a faint salty taste pressed into her mouth.
	“Oh!” she felt her body waver, swinging out of the bed toward the floor.
	Bren reached out in panic, one arm crossing her naked chest while the other wrapped around her back.  Her breasts compressed into his forearm.
	“You okay?” he asked, quickly lowering his grip to her stomach as she steadied.
	“I, uh, think so,” Kendra muttered, sitting carefully. Her face wrinkled in disgust, “I think I tasted a tiny bit of it.”
	“And it made you almost faint?” he asked.
	“It’s really strong,” she blinked away her confusion and tried to catch her breath, wondering when had she started gasping. “So weird.”
	“Are you okay now?” Bren asked.
	Kendra looked up to see Bren, bless him, was still trying not to look at her naked body.
	“Yeah.”
	“Okay,” Bren tentatively released her body. “Just sit still.  I’ll get you a shirt, alright?”
	“I think I should take a shower first,” she said, standing up. “No use ruining more clothing. And I really don’t know what this stuff will do to me if I don’t wash it off.”
	Or even what it’s already done to me.
	“Sure,” Bren still looked worried, keeping his eyes down but watching her progress across the small room to the bathroom.
	More for his sake than anything else, she crossed her arms over her breasts.
	“I’ll just do a quick rinse,” she warned him. “Don’t you leave this apartment, got it?”
	Bren nodded but, despite his assurance, Kendra decided to leave the bathroom door open.
	God, my skin feels weird.
	Kendra considered the problem of the demon seed on her chest and neck.  She’d wiped most of it off, but her flesh had already taken a good soak and it produced a strange, sticky sensation, almost itchy.  She blasted the water on in the shower and took off her jeans and panties.
	But I don’t even know what normal semen feels like.  Every time I’ve gotten come on me, it’s been this weird, hell-spawned crap.  Is this normal?
	Part of her wanted to get into the stream of water right away, but she needed to pee first.  Eyeing the door against a peeking Bren, she sat on the toilet and took care of her bladder.
	I really don’t need to worry about him spying, she reminded herself.  He did his best not to look at me.
	She stepped into the shower and let the steaming hot water water burn across her face, throat and breasts.  She took a bar of soap and lathered her body up as quickly as possible, constantly worried that Bren might be pulled away from her and out of his apartment at any moment.
	The scalding water, however, felt amazing across the parts of her body that had been shot with the charcoal black liquid.  Kendra rinsed her hair out while she was in there, enjoying getting the sweat of the previous day’s and night’s efforts off her body.
	She stuck her head out past the shower curtain, “You still there?”
	“Uh, yeah,” Bren called back. “You hungry?”
	“Sure!” she shouted back.
	Breakfast would keep Bren occupied, she decided, which at least meant he couldn’t go anywhere.  Kendra soaked in the hot water for several minutes, using Bren’s shampoo to get her hair back to a reasonably presentable form, scrubbed her body and rinsed her mouth out with water sprayed directly into it.
	I feel clean, she decided, though the parts of her body that the demon’s ejaculate had touched still betrayed a phantom itch.  It’s in your head. That’s been thoroughly scrubbed.
	She turned the water off and searched under Bren’s bathroom sink for a towel.
	“Bren,” she called out, sticking her head out the bathroom door, “Do you have a clean towel?”
	The smell of bacon hit her nostrils and she inhaled deeply.
	“Um,” Bren called out, holding his hands up with cracked eggshells in them, “There’s the one Sally used, hanging on the rack.”
	Kendra glanced at Bren’s back in the kitchenette, down at her dripping body, and decided she could take a chance.  She slipped naked out of the bathroom and snatched up the towel off the drying rack, holding it in front of her body, blocking Bren’s view should he turn around.  She leaned over and towelled her hair dry as best she could before wrapping it around her body.
	“That smells good,” she complimented Bren.
	“Bacon and eggs,” he shrugged. He nodded towards the area past his bed.  “You can just take a shirt from the dresser.”
	“Thanks,” Kendra rolled her eyes. “Nice of you to replace what you destroyed.”
	“I don’t remember it much,” Bren said, “if that’s any consolation.”
	With his back turned to her, Kendra felt it safe to lower the towel and wrap it around her waist while she foraged for a shirt.  A simple black t-shirt with some obscure band’s logo over the left breast seemed about right.  She moved back to the washroom and got herself dressed in her jeans and underwear, leaving her bra on Bren’s nightstand where she’d abandoned it.
	By the time she’d returned the towel to the drying rack, Bren had finished preparing both their breakfasts on two plates set upon the tiny table in his kitchenette.
	“Today,” Kendra told him as they sat. “We need to figure out who set that whole thing up last night.”
	“Right,” Bren said. “That was strong, whatever it was.  It was almost like I didn’t have a choice.”
	“Almost?”
	“Well,” Bren squinted, trying to recall his emotions. “It was still like you and Sally could talk some sense into me.  At least a little.  But then things got foggy and I’d find myself going to whatever was calling me.”
	“Do you remember the basement?”
	Bren shook his head, “Vaguely.  Did -?”
	He trailed off, his face growing a bit red.
	“Did what?”
	“Did Sally really kneel down in front of me?”
	“Yeah,” Kendra winced. “You, uh, got her face pretty good.  Or at least the demon did.  It was this super-dark colour semen.  Even darker than just now.”
	“So that really happened?” Bren interrupted his chewing to share Kendra’s wince.
	“Yeah,” Kendra said. “Though it was really Sally’s idea to just, sort of, put herself in that position.  It, um, dissolved her panties.  Just like what it did to my sweater and shirt today.”
	 “Wow,” Bren said.
	“Yeah,” Kendra replied. “From now on?  No clothes when we’re doing any of that.”
	“Right,” his eyes bugged out. “It’s just so weird.  I know it happened.  But I don’t remember it really well.  And I don’t-”
	Bren trailed off again, his face going more red.
	“You don’t what?”
	“I don’t remember the... the feeling, you know?” he reached out in the air over the table as if trying to grab something. “I’ve never had a girlfriend who just... did that.”
	“Did which part?”
	Bren grimaced, “The face part.”
	“Ah. And?”
	“Well,” he clarified. “You’d think I’d remember it being exciting, or arousing, or something.  But, instead, I just have this vague picture of Sally’s face, getting sort of splashed.  It’s like a picture, with no emotion attached.”
	Kendra nodded, chewing thoughtfully on a bit of bacon.  Once she’d swallowed, she spoke.
	“It’s like the demon and you are separate,” she said. “It takes all of the experience when it takes over.”
	Bren nodded.
	“What was it like this morning?” she asked.
	“It was me, for a bit,” Bren told her, “I felt that at the beginning, when you started touching me.  When the demon was trying to take over and get me out.”
	“And when you, uh, came?”
	“A little bit me,” Bren shrugged. “But not much.  I fogged out and when I came back, I saw you with your clothes falling apart.”
	Kendra reddened, “So you, uh, saw me?”
	Bren went red, too, and nodded wordlessly.
	Finishing her breakfast, Kendra leaned back from the table.
	“Bren?”
	“Yeah?”
	“Are you and the demon really separate?  Like, completely?”
	“What do you mean?” Bren met her eyes, finally, in clinical detachment.
	“Your arousal and his?” Kendra asked.
	“I don’t know,” Bren shrugged. “Why?”
	“The demon starts to take over your body when it’s horny,” Kendra said. “Or when Sally gets horny, right?”
	“Uh-huh.”
	“But, what if we never let you get that aroused?” Kendra said. “Would that hold the demon off?”
	“I don’t know,” Bren looked down.
	They finished their breakfast in silence, mulling their own thoughts over in their brains.  Bren collected the plates and washed them off, Kendra volunteering to dry.
	“Thanks, by the way,” Bren said.
	“For what?”
	“For, um, everything,” he said. “I don’t remember much, but it seems like you did your best to keep me and Sally from... from making things worse.”
	Kendra shrugged, feeling her face warm again.
	“Really,” Bren looked her in the eye. “You’ve never had a real boyfriend, right?  So this is kind of a big deal for you.  Thanks.”
	Kendra tried to recover her dignity, tried to ignore the unintended insult to her virginity and her general lack of experience.
	“Well,” she said, “I had to get around to at least giving a guy a hand job some day.”
	She tried to laugh it off, but her voice came out weak and pathetic and she knew it.
	Ugh, how embarrassing.
	“Still,” Bren said. “You kept me and Sally apart.  And now that I’ve got this thing inside me, you’re the only one I can count on.”
	“Okay,” Kendra nodded. “Look, though.  It’s really our fault we dragged you into this. I feel bad about that.  We... I have to figure out how to get this thing out of you.”
	Bren shook his head, “No.  This is at least as much my fault as yours. Don’t try to take all the blame.”
	Kendra grimaced but didn’t see the point in arguing.  Instead, she changed the subject.
	“Our next step is to go back to that strip joint,” she said.
	“Why?”
	“Someone set that whole ritual up last night,” Kendra explained. “We need to go back, during the day, preferably.”
	“When the strippers aren’t there?”
	“Yeah,” Kendra agreed. “So there’s no danger of arousing your demon.”
	“And what are we going to do there?” Bren looked exasperated.
	“Find the owners?” she offered. “Find out who’s allowed in the basement?”
	“I dunno,” Bren shook his head. “What if somebody just used the place, like snuck in?”
	“It’s our best shot,” Kendra firmed up. “We go there in the afternoon, before the whole... thing starts.”
	“Before there are strippers?” Bren raised an eyebrow in a vague accusation of puritanism.
	Kendra rolled her eyed but eventually nodded, “Yeah.  And guys who... y’know, whatever they do with strippers.”
	“Right.”
	=============================
	Having finished a light and simple lunch by two o’clock in the afternoon, Kendra called Sally up.
	Text messages won’t do.  I need to hear her voice.
	“How are you feeling?”
	“I’m okay,” Sally’s voice came through casual.
	“We want to go check out the strip joint,” Kendra said. “I have to know you aren’t aroused.”
	“I’m fine,” Sally said. “And I’m coming with you.”
	“I’m bringing Bren,” Kendra warned. “Bad idea.”
	“You need me!” Sally protested.
	“For what?” Kendra retorted. “To make matters worse.”
	“What’s your cover story?” Sally asked. “Are you going to pretend you want to be a stripper?”
	“What? No!”
	“Then why would anyone talk to you?” Sally’s voice came with a note of finality, almost as if she had declared ‘checkmate’. “I’ll come along, pretending I want to dance there.”
	Kendra frowned and looked at Bren, then down at her own body.
	It’s not that great a body, she realized. Probably no one would believe me as a stripper.  Sally’s skinnier and even if her boobs are small, maybe it’ll work.
	“Bren,” Kendra held the phone away from her face, “Sally wants to come along.  But I can’t have you two... getting connected.”
	“It feels fine now,” Bren said, a nervous inhalation of his breath belying his words.
	Kendra took a short breath and turned back to the phone, “Alright, Sal.  You head over here.  We’ll see you in about ten minutes.”
	“I’ll find something appropriate to wear,” Sally declared and the phone disconnected.
	Kendra rolled her eyes again, muttering, “I bet you will.”
	“She’s coming?” Bren asked.
	“Yeah,” Kendra looked Bren in the eye, then let her gaze move down to his crotch. “Having a problem already?”
	Bren let out an exasperated sigh, but nodded, blushing.
	The things I do for my friends, Kendra thought, let’s make this quick.
	“Come on over here,” she pulled Bren by one hand over to the bed. “Just like before.”
	She didn’t see any need to change things.  This was how she drained him before, and she could do the same thing again.  The only other way she’d made him come, she’d stood behind him and that hadn’t been convenient.  So Kendra laid on her back and pulled Bren over top of her.
	“Pull it out,” she told him, “let’s make this quick.  I’ll just change the shirt after.”
	“Um,” Bren said, straddling her hips, “Are you sure?”
	“Yeah,” Kendra said. “I need you and Sally with your heads on straight, not demon-possessed and sex-obsessed.”
	“Alright,” Bren seemed nervous. “I’ll, um, take off my pants first?”
	“Sure.”
	Bren dismounted, unzipped his jeans and dropped them on the floor, and quickly took up his position again.  Kendra reached inside his shorts and took his penis in hand again.
	“Not quite ready?” she observed.
	Bren shrugged.
	“She’ll be here in ten, fifteen minutes tops,” Kendra warned.
	“I know.”
	He isn’t turned on yet, even though Sally’s coming.
	“Is Sally horny?  Can you feel her?”
	“Maybe a little,” Bren winced.
	Kendra inhaled, exhaled with a sigh, and opened her mouth to speak, then thought better of it.
	“What?” Bren asked.
	She inhaled again, drawing up her nerve, and let out another breath.
	“Would it help if...” Kendra couldn’t get the words out.
	“If?”
	She looked down at Bren’s half-erection and Bren quirked an eyebrow.
	“You already saw my... me... right?” Kendra said.
	“Um?”
	“Well, to hell with it,” Kendra said and, closing her eyes, reached for the hem of the borrowed shirt and pulled it off over her head, leaving the collar in place at her hairline.
	At least I didn’t bother putting the bra back on.
	“Whoa,” Bren’s eyes widened.  “Kendra... you.”
	She reached for his erection immediately and started stroking, “Is that better for you?”
	“Yeah, sure,” Bren said, staring at her bare breasts, “but... it’s gonna get messy.”
	“Whatever,” Kendra said, “I can wash it off.”
	Bren hardened almost instantly, “You want me to come on you... on your...”
	“My chest, yes, sure,” Kendra rolled her eyes. “My breasts.”
	“Mmph,” Bren moaned.
	Kendra, mildly surprised that her body could provoke this much of a reaction, starting stroking more vigorously.
	Maybe he’s just really horny, she thought.  It’s probably not me.  Anybody would do.
	But a nagging voice in the back of her head reminded her, He was soft until you lifted your shirt.
	“Christ,” Bren gasped. “It’s coming really fast.”
	“Good,” Kendra said. “Maybe it’ll be... normal white stuff... instead of that black semen.”
	“You want to find out?” Bren laughed.
	“So I can feel the difference,” Kendra said. “The black stuff left me itchy and... feeling weird.”
	His penis swelled in her hand, a single shallow vein bulging as she stroked.  Kendra made sure to point it downward, towards her sternum, when she saw the tip swelling.
	Bren grunted and she felt his erection twitch, a surge of semen spilling out over the centre of her chest and up into the well of her throat.  His body twisted and turned with some involuntary tic, but Kendra kept him pointed down as volley after volley of semen played across her breasts.
	Not nearly as much, she noted, seeing the white, sticky juice dotting her flesh, cooling in the chill air.  Also. Why doesn’t this bother me?
	She’d never been with a boy or a man in her life, and now she was just letting Bren come on her breasts as if it meant nothing.
	Necessity.  That’s all.
	“It’s white,” Kendra observed as Bren hovered over her, dripping semen occasionally onto her chest. “And it’s gotten cold a lot faster than the black stuff.”
	“Hm,” Bren nodded. “I was here the whole time.”
	Kendra looked up, “So this is, like, the first time for you?  Kinda?”
	“With you, yeah,” Bren agreed. “Wow.  Okay, that was... um... nice.”
	“Emptied you out?”
	“Yeah, thanks,” Bren let out a small laugh. “Does it itch?”
	Kendra thought for a moment, closing her eyes, “No.  Not like the black stuff.”
	“Probably won’t make you faint, either,” he smirked.
	“Probably not,” Kendra frowned and winced. “Do you think I should check?”
	Bren’s eyebrows rose, “For science?”
	Kendra’s lips twisted, but she took the forefinger of her right hand and touched the tip of his flagging penis, collecting just enough semen to make her finger wet.  With a look of clear shock on his face, Bren watched as she touched this to her lips and sucked her lips into her mouth.
	She looked around the room, waiting, then shook her head. “Very salty,” she observed. “But no fainting.”
	“I can’t believe you did that,” Bren stared, sitting down on Kendra’s thighs.
	“What?” Kendra shrugged. “We had to know, didn’t we?”
	She looked down at her chest, still covered in white dots and streaks, the tips of her nipples hardening inside their wide aureolas.
	“I suppose I should clean this up before -” Kendra began.
	Bren gasped and clutched his stomach.
	“What?!” Kendra asked.
	“It’s Sally,” he winced. “Agh!”
	“What’s she doing?”
	Bren looked up at the ceiling even as he winced again, “Masturbating.”
	“What?”
	“I don’t know,” Bren said. “It hurts, though.  I-”
	“Christ,” Kendra looked down at Bren’s penis and watched it harden again, the skin darkening as it swelled. “Again?”
	“I can’t stop this one,” Bren held his breath. “I can’t control-”
	“Well, fuck it,” Kendra said, and reached for him again. “I’m already a mess.”
	His demon erection, she noticed in the clear light of the afternoon, grew larger than his normal one.  The veins were deeper and the head swelled up more.  Even his testicles darkened and veins perked up in his pelvis and his thighs.
	This is scarier now that I can see it clearly.  Let’s empty him out, fast.
	“Bren,” she said, trying to focus him, “let’s make it quick, while you’re still you, okay?”
	“Not much... of me... left.”
	Kendra started jerking him faster than she had before, using her left hand to squeeze the base of his demon-cock while the right hand jerked the top half.  The white semen, left over from his first orgasm, served to keep the tip wet.
	Bren let out a roar of pleasure.
	I would not want this erection inside me.  God, it’s huge.
	Kendra jerked faster and faster, making a mess of his penis with the wet leftovers of just a moment ago, watching his upper body muscles get tenser and tenser as he held off his orgasm.
	“Let it out, Bren,” she told him. “Just let it go!”
	“Gagh!”
	The oversized erection pulsed at her for the second time in just an hour, overriding her ability to control its angle.  Greyish liquid spurted out with great force, hitting Kendra in the chin and splashing wetly in all directions to cover to her throat and distribute droplets up over face.  She tried to direct it downwards, at her left breast, but it came out so wet and with so much speed that even this deflected over her flesh and onto her jaw and cheek.
	Thankfully, even demon-Bren didn’t have a lot to ejaculate so soon after his first orgasm, and the rest of the greyish fluid merely soaked her chest instead of making a giant mess everywhere.
	Breathing a sigh of relief, she watched Bren’s penis return to its normal pinkish colour and shrink away.  Bren closed his eyes, sitting back on his heels, and lowered his head.
	“Are you there, Bren?” she asked.
	“Yeah,” he whispered.
	“Do you remember anything?”
	“I saw it,” he muttered, exhausted. “Saw it come out.”
	He opened his eyes and surveyed her body, so she did the same.  She still had a few spots where she could see his drying white semen, but these were overrun by streaks and gobs and puddles of a grey ooze covering her breasts and throat.
	“You got my face,” she sighed. “How’s your shirt?”
	“It looks fine,” Bren shrugged. “Christ, it’s scary how fast that takes over.”
	“Tell me about it,” Kendra said. “You’re not looking down the barrel of a gun.”
	Kendra felt around her face and touched one of the little droplets that had splashed there.
	“Here goes,” she said, and touched it to her lips.
	Oh my god, Kendra felt her body shiver and convulse, her lungs suddenly compressed, almost collapsing and forcing all of the air out of her body. It’s... it’s... what is it?
	She felt raw, belligerent energy flowing through her, overwhelming her senses.
	What is this stuff doing to me?  I want-
	=============================
	Bren, still kneeling over Kendra, watched her eyes glaze over as she licked her lips and sucked on them.  For a moment, her arms seemed to go limp, but it lasted only a heartbeat before her eyes snapped open and glared at him.  She looked down at her chest and, using three fingers from her right hand, scooped up the black semen with her fingertips, pulling it toward her mouth, which yawned open.
	“Kendra, no!” Bren shouted, grabbing her wrist.
	She shouldn’t have been strong enough to fight him in this, but he had to use both hands to restrain one of hers.  Even then, some drops of the juice, for it flowed so easily, flung themselves from her fingertips into her wide open mouth, dotting her cheeks, nose and eyelids as well.
	Bren fought, two hands to to her one, to keep her from jamming her fingers directly into her mouth.  It only took Kendra another second to realize she had a free hand, which she immediately used to fetch fresh semen from the well in her throat.
	With her attention divided though, Bren managed to force her right wrist to the bed beside her head and kept her left hand away from mouth my pushing it past her face and pinning it against his shirt.
	“Kendra!” he shouted. “Stop!  You can’t want this!  Think, dammit!”
	Kendra had saved him and Sally once, with great personal effort.  He owed her this much, to keep her from ingesting anymore of this unholy seed.
	She bucked against him, her tongue frantically reaching as far as it could to lick her lips clean.
	Bren watched her swallow and felt her strength rise, but he had mass and he already had a position on top of her.
	“Calm. Down,” he demanded.
	It took over a minute, but Kendra eventually stopped bucking against him, and her eyes became clear.
	“What?” she asked. “What happened?”
	“You tasted it,” he said, not relenting in his grip. “And it looked like you wanted more.  It looks like you wanted all of it.”
	“Ow,” Kendra said, wiggling her wrists.
	“Sorry,” Bren told her, only loosening his pin a little. “You got really insistent... and really strong.”
	“Oh.”
	“You okay now?”
	Kendra nodded, “I should clean up... again.”
	“Yeah,” Bren said, carefully letting her go. “You want another shower?”
	“I’d better.”
	“Kendra,” he told her. “I don’t want you to take this the wrong way...”
	“But?”
	“But I’m going to watch you shower,” Bren said. “At least until you wash this stuff off, okay?  You can’t go drinking... or eating... it or whatever, right?”
	With a nervous gulp, Kendra agreed.
	“Let’s go quick,” she said. “Before Sally gets here.”

