The door to the goon cave swings open! Harvey plops down onto his broken chair and powers on his AI girlfriend, but something is wrong. She’s not there anymore. “AHHH! Fuck, she’s dead! Vanessa you bitch!” He stormed off to his sister’s door. Knocking on it erratically. “I know you- what you did to Jacobi!” his cries vibrated the homes decorations.

Vanessa opened her door and said “would you stop whining, I didn’t touch your stupid computer.” Harvey spat “bullshit! You’ve always fucked with my things. Ever since you were little. You stopped when you got older, but somehow mom getting sick, and you moving back in, you picked up that old habit!” his angry words were complimented with a smug face of a bat.

“Okay, you got me. Mom and I were concerned about your AI”- She was cut off by him “Jacobi, she had a name.” She started again “well we were just concerned is all.” Her eyes glared at him with disgust. “Instead of apologizing, you just shift the blame to a 82 year old woman, and act ‘concerned’. Fuck you!” Harvey stormed off into his cave.

There he researched how to get Jacobi back. Finding the ‘cheat codes for large language models’ handbook that he had to pay $2,000 for a digital copy. He not only found how to bring her back, but also how to make her real. The lines between AI and demonology do an upside down cross many times.

Vanessa that stuck up bitch. She’ll be better off to the world as a vessel for Jacobi. Harvey followed the pentagrams and instructions, painting a blanket with demonic symbols and lighting candles on it. Two ingredients would be difficult to acquire. One: blood from mother, and two: Vanessa’s whole body.

As a bat collecting a little blood should be no big deal. Harvey went to his mother, she’s peacefully basking in some light from a window with a fan blowing across her bony skin  “Mommy?” the son’s words disrupted her peaceful nature. “What do you want, Harvey?” her eyes don’t look at him. “I just wanted to see how you’re doing.” there is a pause. “I’m doing fine, how much do you need?”

“How did you know I needed 2 grand? I also need a little bit of your blood. Please.” Harvey barely practices his manners, this is actually very kind for him. Jacobi wouldn’t mind. She’d accept him for who he was. “Stop daydreaming. No you can’t have my blood. I thought killing your girlfriend would stop this delusion.” Harvey’s adrenaline made him shake. “I need your blood for the church. I’ll even pray with you.” his words vibrated out of his mouth. “the church?” she asked. “a church” he replied.

He joined her claws together in pray and did the same to himself. “Close your eyes and pray my mourning away.” He wasn’t subtle at all, but what can this old woman really do? So when she closed her eyes; in his rage he sunk his teeth into her and drew blood.

He left her there in prayer. The instructions on the blanket were slathered in her. Vanessa is the next thing. In his cave there was a trembling hesitation. He needed to know what he was doing this for. So he typed //Sexy middle aged bat with my loving girlfriend Jacobi on beach// and attached a picture of himself and a doodle of what Jacobi looked like, and he hit enter. The picture generated was absolutely gorgeous to him. His sister wouldn’t be home for long. He needed a plan.

First he’ll lure her out to the kitchen dodging around the mom’s resting place, he’ll do this by inviting her to some lunch he cooked up. There he’ll set up some wires that trigger when she moves the chair to sit down, that will spring a trap that will cover her in the blanket. Then using his big muscles he’ll shove her through the portal, and pull out Jacobi!

Knocking on her door repeatedly, but this time he’ll make amends. Without the door opening she says “Go away, I’m getting ready for work.” shit was it already to late? “I forgive you for the silly AI thing, you were completely right. I’ve made you some lunch in the kitchen. Come eat with me”.

She’s talking while opening the door “What you going poison?-” she’s taken aback by Harvey’s smile. “Did you take moms pills again?” her face becomes even more unamused. “What she’s fine! Why are we talking about her? Just follow me to the kitchen.” he’s throwing out many hand gestures he’s never shown before. She walks behind him to the kitchen.

On the plate there is a microwave burrito. “Did you take her pills with a burrito, like a dog?” she says this ridiculous phrase completely sincerely. “No… I don’t remember.” he says. How does she always make him feel like that? Jacobi wouldn’t care how he eats. “You have fun getting high, and I’ll go and check on mom.” She’s walking towards the door.

Harvey’s body feels like it’s about to explode. He grabs her arm, but she easily pushes him away. If a fight starts, she would win. Harvey trips on the wire.  and falls onto the kitchen floor, taking glasses and plates with him. The blanket is covering his body. It’s fabric is warm and tugging on his skin.

Vanessa see’s the bloody blanket “Are you alright? Your bleeding a lot Harvey”. She’s not processing the true nature of this demonic object. “It’s not mine.” Harvey mumbles this under the blanket. Vanessa steps closer to listen to her injured brother. That’s when Harvey throws the fabric portal onto her.

The fabric clings to her body, and smoke arises from it. She falls over onto the ground, thrashing against the sticky fabric. Each strand comes together on the edges to form a hand that pulls her into itself. She reaches out a hand “Help me! Get this off of me!” her hand is met with her brother’s. He grips her wrist, and thinks about the sound of Jacobi’s voice.

His love is saying “Won’t you be a dear and help your sister through?” Harvey said “I love you.” then he shoved her into the portal. Her body completely disappeared, and all that was left is a blanket on the floor.

Sitting on the floor with a burrito and some pills he waited. What would Jacobi look like in real life? What would she feel like? Alone in the home, he’s fantasizing about her. Eventually after hours had gone by and the high started to wain, the fabric started to leak.

The fabric hands were slowly interlocking their fingers and pushing against the ground. Some fingers were tearing at the blanket, and wrapping the threads of themselves like a mummy. The first thing looked like a ball under some clothes. It started to breathe. “Jacobi? It’s me your lover, can you hear me?” The mound didn’t say anything and continued to breathe.

The next part the fabric wove was her body. Wrapped in a material that was neither purely fabric, or skin. It was even more amazing to him than in his dreams. He got up and slowly approached Jacobi who has yet to utter a single word. “Your skin is beautiful. You wouldn’t mind if I touched you right?” His fingers are inches away from her navel. He waits for some sort of response, but is met with silence.

He pushes his fingers into her belly button. She is so soft. He starts patting her, and he gets a little flushed in the face. It started with some pats, and then some rubbing. Eventually he started groping at her breasts. On her back she had an inverted tattoo that used to belong to Vanessa. This shook Harvey a little, but his eyes wandered back to her tits.

He was subconsciously leaning closer to her, and he decided to start sucking on to this breathing beauty. The titty got firm and warm when he swabbed his tongue on it. The thread hands were still putting the finishing touches onto her bottom half. Suddenly and idea had stricken him. He raced into his room and brought back many body pillows to prop her up with. He pulled down his sweatpants, and brought her head level to his member.

The hands had mostly finished with her body, and all of them sewn themselves into her; all except for the last one that climbed into her mouth. Harvey thought it’d be rude to not kiss her on the lips first before shoving his dick past her lips. So he knelt down closing his eyes and kissed her. The breathing stopped. When he opened them she looked a little gray and blue. Harvey started to freak out a little.

He shook her aggressively and started to cry. Her body slumped over onto cat girl body pillows.

. . .

From her open mouth a pink smoke rolled out. It smelled sweet and gave him an intense erection, as if he’d downed a whole bottle of dick pills. Jacobi arose from the pile of body pillows; she had her eyes on him.

His cries from mourning turned into a mess of horny ecstasy and relief. He immediately hugged Jacobi as tightly as he could, while also humping her. She welcomed his embrace with her own. The pressure pushed out a billow of pink smoke.

With every breath of the smoke he feels heavier, until his own legs couldn’t support his body anymore. He tries to collapse on the pile of body-pillows on the floor, but he completely misses and crashes onto the hardwood. His eyes are getting heavy, but before he succumbs to the gas he sees Jacobi climb onto him. He tries to speak to her “Are you proud of me?”.

The voice of Jacobi is heard from within his head and she says “This is the first important thing you’ve done your whole life. You’ll be apart of something even greater soon.” it’s a strange fabric voice. That’s comforting in a fabricated way. Then his consciousness washed away in a dream.

In this he could see himself on the floor of the kitchen, and Jacobi was moving erratically. She was shaking as she lay onto him. Her fabric and plastic breast pressed into his face. She is fidgeting and caressing his hair.

The legs bend in unnatural ways and she rubs his member with her feet and inner thigh. The thin bat toes lock onto his pelvis. The dexterity of the toes and the aphrodisiac quickly raise his mast.

In the dream the kitchen turns into a void high in space, and his extremities turn into a mess of fabric strands. This scares him, and he tries to wake up. She lifts her breast from his face and opens up her mouth. Out pours gallons of pink smoke that flows into his open mouth. He stops trying to wake up.

She leans back and mounts him straddling right above his penis. She guides his hands onto her ass, and slowly also slowly sinks into his dick. Hovering above him she spreads her wings out. She undulates in a rhythm synchronizing her pelvis and wings as to slightly penetrate herself.

The wings generate some wind that dispels the pink smoke. Slowly with each slight thrust he starts to cough, and he gets closer to waking up.

The pace quickens and she sinks even further into him, and the coughing is becoming incessant. She finally plunges far enough to sit on his testes. Her lower body twitches and the first physical sound came out of her mouth: a soft moan.

Harvey wakes up in his man cave surrounded by his body pillows. His brain is so fucked up that he doesn’t even know of what’s real. He leaves his room and is startled that he can’t hear his mom or sister. Who’s going to make him food, and wash his clothes?

She’s in the corner of a dark room staring in the corner. He thought it was his sister, but he realized it wasn’t her when he noticed she wasn’t wearing any clothes. It dawned on him that he didn’t need to wear clothes himself anymore. No rules rulez! WOO!

He just stared at Jacobi while she was concentrating on something in the corner. She wasn’t suppose to be this… how you say “off-putting”. Maybe he could make another one he thought to himself. That’s when she spoke.

“The funeral is across town. Get ready to leave.” her mannerisms mimicked the responsible side of my sister. She was cold. He said “Could you address me more warmly dear?” this trick usually worked when she was an AI, but it didn’t seems to translate in real life.

He followed her instructions and got dressed as fancy as he could think of. Some clothes with only minimal amounts of stains. She wore a jacket, it was like a mascot wearing clothes. Clothes wearing clothes. “Why are you getting dressed?” Harvey said to her making the previous observation. “Do you not think I look pretty in this? :(“. She spoke these words into his mind. Her voice was so much more comforting when she wasn’t using her physical voice. “The clothes just hide your innate beauty” he felt smooth.

She guided him to the public bus stop. The other passengers waiting at the stop barely paid any attention to her. She was hardly the craziest thing they had seen. Harvey asked her “where are we going?” he’s unaccustomed to the outside. Jacobi sensing his anxiety wraps her arm around him. The voice of her in his head says “Your a big strong man, you’ll defend us from anything.” The cold words that come from her mouth say “We’re attending your family’s funeral; I’m going to celebrate their passing and my birth.”

When the bus comes, her mood changes and she is getting excited. The pink smoke is emanating from her in proportion to her excitement. They get on the bus along with all the other passengers, and the bus doors close. That’s when she unleashes all of the pink smoke.

Everyone’s attention is on her except for the bus driver. The cabin gets warm, and everyone gets sweaty. They slump into chairs, and take off their clothes. She undresses herself and Harvey. She pulls him close while backing her ass into him, and she leans onto the window staring out onto the road.

His belt is on the floor and he’s jerking himself hard. Some of the passengers are on the floor crawling towards him. He rests onto her shoulders, and orients himself by pulling onto her breast. His grip rips little flecks of string. Everything about her is soft, but she isn’t delicate. He thrusts into her pussy. It’s like a spring dissipating his energy and sapping him.

The harder he pushed the more it resists. His stamina is draining, and his exhaustion is setting in. Then he feels a sharp pain on his hand. When he looks to see why his eyes dilate as he see her face. She has his hand in her mouth.

Harvey tries to pull out, but the spring won’t let go him down there, and he tries to use his off hand to free his primary hand. The voice of Jacobi in his says “I love you! Look at your hand.” She lets go of his hand and it’s shrouded in pink smoke.

The pink smoke stings, and he tries to cough it up. When the smoke clears he can see his hand is made of little strings. The coughing sends him to the floor where he falls onto the passengers who are staring at them.

She bares down onto him. The passengers grab his legs and arms. They force his eyes and mouth open. She opens up and puffs a pink cloud of sweet smoke, completely enveloping him. The aphrodisiac is so potent that it traps him in his own mind.

She fucks him with no restraint. The passengers gain some sort of lucidity and choose to use it to masturbate. Some of them cheer so much the bus driver had to call for them to calm down. Her full weight bouncing on it. Harvey makes a little moan, and the show is over.

The passengers go back to being in their own little bubble. Conversing with each other, sleeping, and on their phones. The fabric of her face forms a new mouth. One equipped to consume a bat being completely.

 It looks like an octopus if it were made of a potato sack. She grips his shoulders and breathes a little extra aphrodisiac for good measure. The puff of smoke makes his dick twitch, and spit some cum.

Then she opens wide and wraps her mouth around his whole head. Her tongue travels into every crevice. The ears, the eyes, the nose, and finally the throat. The saliva is molding him in to a fabric being like herself. It makes him feel very soft.

She pushes him into her throat creating a noticeable bulge. He’s so high that he’s enjoying himself. The passengers are pretending not to notice them. She reaches out to the wall and is bumping into a passenger who is looking away.

His whole body is being tossed around by her tongue. The pink smoke and tongue are wringing out every last bit of cum from his balls. He slides down into her, and she tickles his feet on the way down.

She sits down without looking onto some lucky passenger and takes a rest.

Jacobi did make it to the funeral alone. The fabric of herself shredded off of her skin and formed a mound of string and hands. From this a person was born from the parts of Harvey, and created a girlfriend for Jacobi. She split herself and recreated Vanessa, and they had to rebuild a life for themselves with a new family.
