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Synopsis



Book 1 of 3 - 44-year-old Evan Fosster was just looking for a cheap room for the night, but what he finds at The Mirage Motel will change his life forever. Within the walls of this rundown motel, three sultry succubi are imprisoned by arcane forces and dark desires. Evan is stunned to discover that their fates and powers are tied to his very existence. With their unique gifts, each succubus will take Evan to unimaginable heights of carnal pleasure as he binds them into his service.

But even as Evan sinks into the sensual delirium of his succubus lovers, a shadowy figure is weaving a plot that could cast Evan into the abyss. Will Evan survive and claim his succubus harem or will he be lost to eternal darkness?

Succubus Harem is a dark fantasy series. It contains graphic scenes and occult themes. 18+ only.


Chapter 1



"I have the perfect room for you."

I was driving through the industrial section of the city at night. It was cold and a wispy fog hazed the skyline. The streets were empty, the offices and dispatch hubs shuttered for the evening. A few semi-trucks idled on the side of the road, their drivers dozing as they waited for entry into the warehouse loading stations.

I drove through this dull and charmless area, looking for a motel to pull into. I'd been driving for over 12 hours and was exhausted. I needed a place to crash. Someplace cheap and clean and quiet. That might have been too much to ask in these days of crazy inflation, but I was hopeful.

I could have used my phone's map app to find a hotel or something, but I always hated relying on that thing. I'm 44 and still remember printing out directions on paper to get somewhere unfamiliar. Having my phone tell me where to go felt like just another surrender to technology. Besides, I enjoyed wandering through strange places. It made an average day feel more like an adventure.

A quiet street caught my attention. Something about it seemed promising. As I turned onto the street, a dog lurched from the shadows and stepped right in front of my truck. I stomped on the brakes, jerking to a stop inches from the startled dog.

I was about to beep my horn and give it a good scare when I noticed the dog had a limp. My anger immediately turned to worry. The city streets were deserted, but that dog was still in danger. People were careless when they were driving at night. I couldn't just let this dog wander around, especially on a gimpy leg.

Putting my truck into park, I opened the door and leaned out. The dog was some kind of mastiff or Great Dane. It was huge but friendly-looking. Its fur was sleek and jet black. It had a fancy brass and leather collar around its neck, so it must have been someone's pet.

"Hey, boy!" I called, trying to sound friendly. "Where's your owner?"

The dog cocked its head at me, then turned and trotted away, still limping. I cursed under my breath and got back into the truck. Should I just let the dog go on its way? It didn't sit right with me to let a hurt animal struggle alone in the city. I knew I wouldn't sleep well if I didn't at least try to help it.

I decided I'd follow the dog for as long as I could. Maybe it was heading home, though where that could be in this part of the city was a mystery.

I put the truck into gear and followed the dog. It continued down the street at a surprisingly quick pace, turning into narrower lanes that went deeper into the industrial zone. Occasionally, the dog would look back at me, almost as if it were checking to see if I was following.

It was crazy, but I got the unnerving feeling that the dog was intentionally leading me somewhere.

Don't be stupid, Evan. It's just a dog. Go ahead and follow it for a little bit more to be sure it's safe, then get back on the hunt for a place to sleep.

I continued following, matching its pace. Still limping along, the dog veered left and entered a parking lot across the street from me.

"What the hell?" I murmured.

The parking lot fronted a low-slung motel surrounded by empty city lots. A small and dirty sign at the front told me that this was The Mirage Motel. It looked totally out of place among the abandoned lots and industrial buildings around it. Why would anyone put a motel in such an out-of-the-way place?

The Mirage Motel was dingy and uninviting. The single-story rooms ran in a long L-shape, their doors opening onto the parking lot. It looked deserted, with no cars parked outside and the rooms all unlit.

The place was a shithole. Since my divorce, I'd stayed in some pretty sketchy establishments, but this place was on another level. Just looking at that long row of doors and unlit windows gave me the creeps.

At the same time, I felt a weird sense of relief. There was something about The Mirage Motel that called to me in a way I couldn't really describe. Besides, I'd been searching for somewhere to sleep, hadn't I? It looked like I had found one.

Or it found me.

Shaking off my unease, I pulled my beat-up truck into the cracked asphalt parking lot. Up close, the motel's age and neglect became even more obvious. It looked like the kind of place you'd take a prostitute for a quick transaction or maybe to get spun up on some meth.

A flickering red neon "Vacancy" sign buzzed and crackled over the Main Office, casting a washed-out glow across the building's grimy exterior. Weak light spilled from the dirty windows, the only hint that the motel was not abandoned. The dog I'd been following was nowhere to be seen, as if it had vanished into the night like some magician's trick.

I let out a slow breath. How the hell had I ended up here, in this part of town, in the middle of the goddamn night? I'd gotten myself lost driving around, my mind preoccupied by the shit show my life had become since Paula left me. Twenty years of marriage down the drain. My job just added to the stress. Having to travel out of state to various work sites was just the icing on the turd cake that was my life. Now here I was, eyeing some roach motel straight out of a horror movie.

Single and carefree, Evan. Ain't life grand?

"Cut it out," I mumbled.

Feeling sorry for myself had become a habit I needed to break. I was a grown man in my mid-forties. This kind of petulance was not for me. Whatever hardships I faced, I knew I could overcome them. I was healthy and my mind was serviceable. I had no excuses to wallow in self-pity.

A fat drop of rain splattered against my windshield. More followed. Soon a drenching rain was pouring down. The sudden onset of weather did nothing to improve the look of the motel or its amenities.

The rational part of my brain screamed at me to get the hell out of there. Just head back to the freeway and put this dump in my rearview mirror. I could find a nice, well-lit budget motel along the freeway. One with a continental breakfast bar where I could make some waffles in the morning.

I put my hand on the shifter to put the truck into reverse… but stopped. Something about The Mirage Motel drew me in, almost like a magnetic pull. I couldn't say what it was about the motel that so intrigued me. It was just a feeling in my gut that I couldn't shake. I'd never been here before, never even set foot in this city until tonight. Yet the Mirage Motel seemed strangely familiar, as if I'd seen it before somehow, a distant memory that evaded my recall.

A whisper in the back of my mind urged me to stay and get a room.

I drummed my fingers on the steering wheel, trying to decide. Through the Main Office's large front window, I could see an old man sitting behind the front desk. He looked to be in his 70s. There wasn't much to him, just skin and bones. Wispy gray hair sprouted from his liver-spotted scalp. A cigarette dangled from his thin lips as smoke curled around his gaunt face. Smoking indoors wasn't the only throwback to an earlier time. The old man also had a newspaper spread out in front of him.

Watching him, an icy shiver tingled down my spine, making my balls want to climb up inside my body. What was it about this place? The energy felt wrong somehow. Sinister. Like I'd regret it if I stayed.

I nearly put the truck in reverse and got the hell out of there. Nearly. Instead, I found myself opening the door and heading toward the Main Office. Cold rain soaked me, trickling down my spine as I rushed to the front door.

A bell above the door jingled as I stepped inside. The sound was harsh and metallic, an ugly greeting that grated at the ears. The smell of menthol cigarettes and sour body odor assaulted my nostrils as I stood in the doorway, blinking in the dull glare of the office's fluorescent lights.

"Close the door, you're letting in the cold!"

The old man glared at me from behind the front desk. He didn't seem happy to have a customer.

"Sorry," I muttered as I shut the door behind me.

He squinted at me through the haze of cigarette smoke as I approached the desk. His cigarette smoldered between his fingers, his long nails stained a disgusting yellow. The old man was wearing a filthy T-shirt that read, "F.B.I., Female Body Inspector. Assume the position!"

"I saw you sitting out there in your truck," he said with a grin. "What were you doing? Spanking the monkey?"

He wheezed with laughter, his giggles turning into a wet smoker's cough.

"I was trying to decide if I wanted to get a room in this place," I said coldly. "I'm still unsure, to be honest."

"Honesty is the best policy," he gasped, wiping his mouth with the hem of his shirt. "But you're here. I assume you decided on a room, after all."

"Maybe. Do you have one available?"

"Does it look like we're fucking busy?" the old man sneered.

I stiffened. "Why are you being such an asshole?"

"I own this place. It is my domicile and place of business. My property, my domain. I can be an asshole if I want, dummy."

My fingers curled into a fist. The urge to lay out the leering old man was strong.

Punching a senior citizen in the face? WHAT IS WRONG WITH YOU?

I shook my head, suddenly aware that I was shaking with rage. I forced myself to calm down, confused by my reaction. The old man was being rude, but that didn't explain the fury that had seized me. I'd never felt a rush of anger like that before.

The long drive must have exhausted me more than I realized. I needed to get out of here before I did something stupid.

"I'll find another place to stay," I mumbled.

"Sounds like a good idea. How'd you even find my motel, anyways?"

"Just followed a dog here," I said as I headed for the front door.

"WAIT!"

I froze in my tracks, shocked by the old man's outburst. His harsh smoker's rasp had vanished, replaced by a commanding voice that echoed through the small office.

"What kind of dog was it?"

I turned back to face the old man. He was standing, leaning over the front desk, his hands planted on the dusty laminate. I was shocked by how tall he was. Seated, I'd figured he was 5'6" or maybe 5'7". Instead, the old man was well over six feet tall.

"What kind of dog was it?" he repeated, glaring at me.

"A big, black dog. It had a limp."

The old man scowled. The intensity of his stare was unnerving. He must have been drinking because his eyes were red.

My own eyes must have been tired, too. They were definitely playing tricks on me. When the old man licked his lips, I could have sworn that his tongue was forked.

"There's a sign above me," he said. "Can you read it?"

I looked up. A sheet of paper had been taped to the wall alongside the motel's framed business license. Foreign words were handwritten on the paper. I couldn't recognize the alphabet it was written in, much less what it said.

Except… I could read it. The sign was like one of those magic eye posters. The longer I stared at it, the more the letters seemed to resolve into something I understood.

"Can you read it?" the old man asked again.

"Mafxinacytx ur," I said, the strange words harsh and guttural on my lips. "Grolibyvatpp. Blood and Seed? What does that mean?"

The old man rubbed his stubbly jaw. His watery red eyes were wide and staring. I held his gaze, curious about his sudden silence.

The seconds ticked by as we stood like that, facing each other across the front desk, both of us lost for words.

"I'm going to bed," he said abruptly. "My daughter will check you in."

"I'm not staying," I said.

"Yes, you are."

Before I could reply, the old man opened a door behind him and exited, leaving me alone in the office.

The fluorescent lights buzzed above me. The old man's cigarette burned in the ashtray where he'd left it. I resisted the urge to stub it out. Instead, I ran a hand through my wet hair, unsure of what to do.

Through the window, I could see my truck getting lashed by the rain. My face was ghosted in the glass. I stared at myself, surprised by how exhausted I looked. A long sleep would⁠—

"Hello."

I startled at the sudden greeting. The voice was husky and seductive, feminine and erotic. But something was terribly wrong. As I looked at my reflection in the window, I could see the office mirrored behind me.

There was no one else in the room. I was alone.

Slowly, I turned away from the window. Standing behind the front desk was the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen.

"I have the perfect room for you," she said.


Chapter 2



"The night is long, the darkness deep."

She was tall, nearly my height. Fiery red hair tumbled past her shoulders in loose waves that shimmered under the fluorescent lights. High cheekbones and full, pouty lips gave her a movie star's beauty. Her pale white skin was smooth and creamy. But it was her eyes that drew me in— emerald green and glittering with sly humor.

The woman moved from behind the desk with a cat-like grace. She wore a tight, low-cut dress that revealed more than it hid. The fabric clung to her curves like a second skin, accentuating her deep cleavage and narrow waist. The hem barely covered her ass, revealing long, toned legs. Like a model on the catwalk, her hips swayed seductively as she moved toward me.

"I'm Karina," she said, her voice low and breathy. "Let me show you to your room."

"I'm… I'm not staying," I managed to say. "I told your father that. I'm just about to head out."

"You can't leave," she insisted. "On a chilly night like this? When it's pouring rain outside? No, you really must spend the night here. I insist."

As Karina moved closer to me, I breathed in her scent. It was an arousing mix of jasmine and musk that seemed to fill the room. It was intoxicating, and I found myself wanting to bury my face in her red hair and inhale her fragrance.

But there was something else about her scent that was unsettling. It was a hint of sulfur, like the smell of burning matches. It was subtle, but it was there.

"You do look exhausted," she said, standing near enough that I could feel the waves of heat from her skin. "You desperately need to sleep. It would be dangerous to drive your truck in such a state."

"I am tired," I admitted.

"Of course you are," Karina smiled. "As I said, I have the perfect room for you."

"I don't know…"

"Do you like my dress? You can't seem to take your eyes off of it."

She slowly twirled for me, her dress swishing around her voluptuous body. I shifted uncomfortably as my cock stiffened against my thigh.

"You look amazing," I said. "A little overdressed for working at a motel, though."

"This is my domicile, my domain. I wear what I want. But I'm glad you like my dress… though I know you'd rather see me naked."

I blinked in surprise, taking in the smile on Karina's face. As beautiful as she was, there was something menacing about the way she was looking at me. It was obvious she was playing some kind of game, toying with me. I didn't like that. I felt a coldness spreading through my guts as I straightened up and peered down at her.

"You're kind of presumptuous, aren't you? We just met and you're talking to me like that? That's some nerve, lady."

She shrugged, her smile widening. "Am I wrong? I've seen the way your eyes have been crawling all over my tits, my ass. You want to fuck me, don't you, Evan? And your cock is rock hard. If I'm wrong, tell me."

I took a step back. "How do you know my name?"

"You told my father."

"No, I didn't."

She rolled her eyes. "Of course you did. How else would I know it? You're more tired than you realize."

I rubbed my lips, trying to remember my conversation with the old man. Had I told him my name? Maybe I did. Maybe I really was more tired than I realized.

"Let me show you to your room," Karina said soothingly. "It's the best one we have. You'll sleep like a baby, I promise. I'll even tuck you in."

A sudden weariness swept through me. Getting back into my truck and looking for another motel was too much to handle right now. I needed rest. Karina's offer was too good to pass up.

"Okay. I'll take the room. Lead the way."

"Wonderful!" she said, beaming. "But first, I have a suggestion."

She held out her hand. In her cupped palm was a dead spider. I flinched away, repulsed.

"What the hell!"

"It's just a spider," Karina giggled. "I've had it in my pocket for a while."

"Christ! Why are you showing it to me?"

"Because I think you should eat it," she said softly. "Pop it in your mouth like a grape and chew it slowly. It's better than caviar, sweeter than chocolate. C'est délicieux, c'est merveilleux. You'll love it, darling. Eat it."

I looked down at the spider. It actually was quite pretty. The shiny black body, the curled legs. It looked delicious. I reached out, eager to taste such a delicacy.

Snap out of it, Evan!

My hand froze in mid-air. What was I thinking? Eating a dead spider? Why the hell would I do that?

I raised my eyes back to Karina's beautiful face. She was watching me intently, her full lips compressed into a bloodless slit. It must have been a trick of the light, but her green eyes looked as if they had changed to a dark red as she stared at me. A chill ran through me. Karina reminded me of a snake about to lunge at its prey.

"I'm not eating that," I rasped. "Fuck you."

For a moment, Karina looked so shocked that I almost laughed out loud. Her astonishment quickly passed, replaced by a dazzling smile of pure delight.

"Oh, wonderful!" she cheered, clapping her hands and letting the spider drop to the floor. "Je suis tellement excité!"

"I don't speak French," I growled.

"No matter, no matter! I speak many languages, and so will you. Tu es si fort!"

"What does that mean?"

"It means, You are strong. You cannot be swayed or commanded. That is very rare, especially in a man. Such a powerful will!"

"So, was this some kind of joke?"

"Yes, a joke! That's what it was. And you supplied the perfect punchline."

Her excitement was contagious and I felt myself smiling. A moment before, I had been enraged and disgusted. Now, I was sharing Karina's joy as my cock throbbed, straining against my jeans.

What is going on? Did you pass out in the truck? Is this some sort of dream?

My doubts dissolved as Karina turned away and beckoned me to follow. She opened a door behind the counter that I had not noticed earlier. As if in a trance, I followed her, my eyes locked on her ass rolling beneath her short dress.

We made our way down a long hallway. I couldn't figure out how such a hallway could fit into the structure of the motel. Was there some kind of hidden extension in the back? Not that it mattered. As I was quickly learning, The Mirage Motel was a different kind of place.

Karina stopped at a door at the end of the hall. Unlike the other rooms, this door had no number on it, no peephole, no card reader. Instead, there was only an old-fashioned doorknob and a keyhole above it.

Karina produced an ornate brass key and handed it to me.

"Unlock the door and enter of your own free will," she urged me.

Standing so close to Karina in the hallway, feeling her warmth and breathing in her scent, was mesmerizing. I could have stood like that for the rest of the night, just staring into Karina's green eyes.

"Evan," she smiled. "Unlock the door."

Tearing my eyes away from her, I slid the key into the lock and twisted it. There was a loud metallic clunk. I gripped the doorknob and turned it, swinging the door open.

"Enter of your own free will," Karina repeated.

I hesitated for a moment. The inside of the room was pitch black. I could not make out anything past the threshold. It would be like stepping into a void.

I looked back at Karina. She was studying me with the same intensity as before, but this time there was pure desire in her gaze. She desperately wanted me to go into the room. The slight smile on her lips promised that there would be wonders awaiting me inside.

"Kiss me first," I demanded, my lust making me bold.

Karina licked her lips, a slow caress that made my dick ache. Again, just for a moment, it looked as if her tongue was forked. I blinked and her tongue was back to normal, warm and wet and so inviting.

"I can't touch you," she said regretfully. "Not yet."

"Why?"

"Because there are rules, Evan."

"You don't strike me as someone who plays by the rules, Karina."

"There are some rules that can never be broken," she said. "I can explain it all in time."

"If I enter this room?"

"If you enter," she nodded. "Your choice."

I looked Karina up and down, taking in her stunning beauty. Like the brass key fitting into the door, something inside me unlocked.

I stepped into the room.

For a moment, I was in utter darkness, a bitter cold seizing me. I had a terrifying sense that there were things in the darkness, big things with teeth and claws, circling me in silence.

Then I blinked and the room resolved around me. It was a simple motel room with plain furnishings. A bed and a desk filled the small space, with a compact bathroom by the entry. Except for the lack of windows or a TV, it could have been any generic room found in motels across the country.

"This is your best room?" I asked, disappointed.

"It's all in how you look at it," Karina said as she walked past me. "It will serve you well."

"No windows?"

"You don't need windows here," Karina assured me. "You're hungry, aren't you?"

"Now that you mention it, yes. I'm starving."

"How fortunate that we happen to have a steak dinner, then."

Karina went to the desk and lifted the cover from a platter. I had not noticed it when I came in. How could I have missed it?

On the platter were several dishes. One held a perfectly grilled New York steak, my favorite cut of beef. Roasted potatoes and buttered green beans accompanied it. A slice of apple pie rested beside the steak. A can of my favorite beer completed the platter.

My stomach growled and my mouth watered. I went and stood over the desk, marveling at the feast laid out for me. It was perfect, except…

"What's wrong?" Karina asked, noticing my frown.

"Nothing. It's just that I love to eat my steak with Worcestershire sauce."

"But there is Worcestershire sauce, Evan. Look again."

I looked back at the platter. A bottle of my favorite Worcestershire sauce sat beside the steak.

"That wasn't there before," I muttered.

"Of course it was, darling. You're just tired."

The chill from earlier was back, freezing my guts. I put the cover back over the platter, my appetite fading. I peered at Karina, taking her in with tired eyes.

"Who are you really?" I asked softly. "What is this place?"

Karina smiled. "A refuge. A haven. A place to lay down your burdens. The Mirage Motel is all that and so much more, Evan."

"And who are you?"

Karina drew close to me, so close that we were almost touching. I ached to put my arms around her and pull her to me, but my arms remained by my side as if tied there by unseen ropes.

"You will know me," she whispered. "In time, you will see what gifts I offer."

"I don't know what that means."

"All in good time, darling. For now, I require payment for entry to this room."

"Payment?"

"Your seed. Freely given."

"Seed? Like, Blood and Seed? That's what was written on the sign above the front desk. What does it mean?"

"Blood to bind, seed to feed."

"I don't understand."

She leaned close, her breath hot on my ear. "It doesn't matter. Right now, I can smell the cum in your balls, Evan. I can hear it gurgling inside you, hot and thick and so creamy. Feed me, darling. Make your first payment."

"How? I can't touch you."

"You can touch yourself," she purred. "And I can give you motivation."

Karina stepped back, her eyes never leaving mine as she slowly undid her dress. The fabric parted, revealing her body, as perfect as I imagined. She shrugged the dress off her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet.

She stood before me, completely naked. Her pale skin was flawless, like marble. Her breasts were full and round, with small pink nipples that hardened under my gaze. Her waist was narrow, curving into wide hips and a full, round ass. A small tuft of red hair covered her mound, dewy with wetness.

"Aimez-vous ce que vous voyez?" she asked, her voice low and sultry.

"Fuck yeah, I like what I see," I replied, somehow understanding her words.

"Montre-moi ta bite, chérie."

I quickly undid my belt and pulled out my cock. It was hard and thick, the head purple and swollen. Precum glistened in my slit. I started stroking it slowly, savoring the feeling of my hand on my shaft.

Karina ran her hands up and down her body, teasing her nipples and rubbing slow circles around her clit.

"Turn around," I told her. "Bend over. Show me your pussy."

Karina did as I asked, leaning against the bed, her ass facing me. She reached back and spread her cheeks, revealing her pussy and tight pink asshole. She slid a finger inside her wet slit, moaning softly.

"Fuck, that's beautiful," I said, my strokes becoming faster.

"I want you in my pussy," she breathed. "Stretching me with that fat cock, balls deep in my fuckhole, Evan. Pounding me like a slut, making me your fuck pig, my cunt your filthy cum dump. "

Her words drove me crazy. I could hear the wet sounds of her fingers sliding in and out of her, mixing with the sound of my hand on my cock. The smell of her sex filled the room, musky and sweet.

The lust had been building inside me from the moment I first saw Karina. It wasn't long before I was ready to finish.

"I'm gonna cum," I warned her.

Karina quickly got on her knees in front of me, her hands cupped together. I groaned as I felt my orgasm building, my balls tightening. Seeing her looking up at me as she licked her lips pushed me over the edge. With a final stroke, I came, my cum spurting into Karina's waiting hands.

She looked up at me, her eyes shining with lust. She slowly brought her hands to her mouth, licking up the pearly ropes of cum from her palms. She swallowed it down, savoring each drop. Her tongue snaked out, lapping up the stray globs of semen from her lips.

"Evan," she moaned. "Tu as si bon goût."

"Is that what you wanted?" I gasped.

"Yes. No summons, no ritual, just desire. You are still free, my love."

"Ritual? Free? I don't understand."

"You will. I promise."

I sat heavily on the bed, utterly drained. Karina stood over me. Somehow, she seemed even taller than before. I watched through narrowed eyes as Karina slipped her dress back on. It no longer reached to cover her groin, her ass and pussy still exposed.

"Eat and rest," she said to me. "The night is long, the darkness deep. Dream well, my darling."

Karina left me, the front door closing firmly behind her. Alone, I stared up at the blank ceiling, my body still thrumming. The intoxicating smell of her lingered in the room, musk and lilacs along with the tinge of sulfur.

"Karina," I whispered, savoring the taste of her name on my lips.


Chapter 3



"Your satisfaction is my pleasure."

I sat in the stuffy office, trying to focus on the droning safety video. The fluorescent lights flickered overhead, casting a sickly glow on the twenty other bored workers crammed into the small space.

The droning voice of the narrator filled the room, Labor and Industries reminding us about job safety and state-specific regulations. My eyes were on the television, but I couldn't focus on the safety procedures or the potential hazards.

All I could think about was the night before at The Mirage Motel.

Karina's face, her body, her voice— all of it played on a loop in my head. Her lush red hair and bright green eyes. Her wet, pink tongue slowly licking her full lips. Those full breasts cupped in her hands, her thumbs caressing her pink nipples. The way she moved, the way she moaned as she pulled her glistening pussy open for me, telling me she wanted my fat cock to stretch out her tight fuckhole, begging to be my fuck pig.

It was all so vivid, so real. But it felt like a dream, an erotic fever dream that I couldn't shake off.

My cock twitched in my pants, growing hard at the memory of Karina. I shifted in my seat, trying to adjust myself discreetly, hoping no one would notice my rigid cock. I tried to suppress my lust and focus on the video, but it was no use. The more I tried to push Karina out of my mind, the more she invaded it.

Had it all been real? When I woke up, the room was the same bland, generic motel room I'd seen before. The remains of the meal sat congealing on the desk, my clothes still on the floor where I'd dropped them. I left the room, hoping Karina would be at the front desk, but the motel was deserted, the parking lot empty save for my truck. I knocked at the door behind the front desk, hoping Karina or her father would greet me. No one came. I tried the door handle, but it was securely locked.

The feeling of unreality washed over me again as I stood there. I began to doubt what had happened. But then I saw it— the dead spider, its hairy legs curled inward, lying on the floor where Karina had dropped it. I'd stared at it for a long moment, trying to match this tangible proof with the dreamlike quality of my memories.

Outside the motel, the rain had stopped and the morning sun filtered through the hazy sky. My truck was the only one in the parking lot. Still feeling disconnected from reality, I got in my vehicle and headed to the job site. I didn't know what else to do.

The video mercifully ended. I blinked, pulling myself back to the present moment. The other workers were getting up, stretching and grumbling amongst themselves. I stood up, adjusting my pants discreetly, and made my way to the door.

The others were heading outside for a smoke break before the next video. It would be the usual corporate greeting and anti-union lecture we always got when we started a new job. I had the video memorized, but was still required to sit through it.

Before that, I needed to take care of some urgent needs.

I crossed the hall and slipped into the single-stall family bathroom. I was grateful for the privacy. The door clicked shut behind me and I locked it, leaning against the cold tiled wall. I could hear the distant sound of laughter and conversation from the workers outside, but here it was blissfully quiet.

I unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock. It was already hard and throbbing. My phone stayed in my pocket. I didn't need porn or any visual stimulation. The memory of Karina was enough.

I closed my eyes and let the images of her wash over me. I spat in my palm and stroked myself slowly, savoring the feeling. I kept seeing Karina's fingers pulling open her pussy for me, kept hearing the way she said "cunt" and "fuck pig" and "cum dump".

My breathing grew ragged as I picked up the pace, my hand moving faster and faster. I could feel the pressure building, my balls tightening. I bit my lip to keep from groaning as I came, my cock spasming in my hand.

Breathless, I opened my eyes and looked down at the mess I'd made. I grabbed a wad of toilet paper and cleaned myself up, then tucked my wilting cock back into my pants.

At the sink, I took a deep breath and splashed some water on my face, trying to compose myself. I looked at my reflection in the mirror.

What the hell was happening to me? My libido was out of control. I hadn't been this crazy horny since I was a teenager. And it wasn't just the horniness, it was the way I couldn't stop thinking about Karina. She was like a wet dream come to life.

But I couldn't touch her. I tried, but I just couldn't. It felt like I was paralyzed every time I tried to reach out to her. Karina said it was against the rules. But what rules was she talking about?

I shook my head and tried to push the thoughts away. I couldn't let myself get distracted. I had a job to do and I needed to focus. Money was tight and I couldn't afford to blow this contract.

I took one last look in the mirror and then unlocked the door and stepped back out into the hallway.

The other workers were still outside, smoking and talking. I made my way back to the office and took my seat. The others drifted back in as our supervisor, some pimply kid with an engineering degree, started the next presentation.

As the video droned on, I found myself getting more and more restless. I couldn't sit still, my leg bouncing up and down. I kept glancing at the clock, willing the time to go faster. I felt like a high schooler trapped in an unending homeroom.

Finally, the video ended and the foreman dismissed us for lunch. I practically bolted out of my seat, eager to get out of that suffocating office.

Outside, the crisp air was invigorating. I followed the others to some food trucks parked at the edge of the job site.

My stomach growled as I approached the one with the longest line. The small taco truck seemed to be the clear choice of the workers. A menu and colorful posters adorned the truck's sides. The smell of grilled meat and onions filled the air, making my mouth water. From a wireless speaker, upbeat Tejano music echoed across the lot.

As I got closer, I saw the reason for the line. The food may have been good, but it was the girl who ran the truck that was the real attraction. She was a petite Latina with long black hair pulled back in a ponytail and big brown eyes.

But what caught my attention was her chest. Despite the cold, she was wearing a tight white top that clung to her curves. It was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra, her nipples poking out against the thin fabric, her dark areolas visible through the white cloth. Every time she moved, her tits bounced and jiggled.

The guys in front of me were practically drooling as they ogled her. One of them made a crude comment about "tig ol' bitties on that señorita" and the others laughed. I rolled my eyes, but I couldn't deny that I was staring, too. It was hard not to.

When it was my turn to order, I stepped up to the window and gave her a smile.

"Hey there. What's good today?"

She leaned forward, resting her elbows on the counter and giving me an eyeful of her cleavage.

"Everything's good, papi. But today I recommend the carne asada tacos. It's hot and juicy, with just the right amount of spice."

She winked at me, her full lips curving into a flirtatious smile. I chuckled, shaking my head as she squeezed her arms together, making her heavy breasts bulge outward.

"Is that how you get all these construction guys to keep coming back?" I asked. "With tacos and titties?"

She laughed, the sound bright and musical. "Hey, a girl's gotta make a living somehow. And if showing a little skin gets me better tips, well, that's just smart business."

I had to admire her hustle. It couldn't be easy, dealing with all these horny, rough-around-the-edges guys all day. But she seemed to have it down to a science, using her sexy little body to her advantage.

"Fair enough," I said. "I'll take three of those carne asada tacos then. One bean burrito. A roasted jalapeño. A churro. And a Coke."

"Somebody's hungry today," she teased.

"You have no idea," I replied. "Make that two churros."

She nodded, punching my order into her tablet. "You got it, papi. That'll be $21.50."

I handed her two twenties and told her to keep the change. She gave me another one of those flirty smiles as she handed me my food.

"Thanks, handsome. You come back now, you hear?"

"Oh, I definitely will," I said. "I'll be working here for the next three months."

"And I'll be happy to feed you, papi. My name is Angela. Your satisfaction is my pleasure."

"I'm Evan."

"Hey Evan, either get a room or shove off!" the guy behind me groused. "My lunch break is passing and I'm fucking hungry!"

I gave Angela a wry smile and a shrug. As I walked away, I could feel her eyes on my back. It had been a long time since I flirted with a pretty girl. I was glad to see that I hadn't gone too rusty.

The rest of the day dragged on as we went through our orientation. Finally, things wrapped up and our site badges got distributed. The work would begin tomorrow and go on through spring. If I could stay focused on my job, I'd be making some good money.

Work and money were the last things on my mind as I drove back to The Mirage Motel. I wanted to see Karina again. Nothing else mattered.

But as I approached the motel, a sickening feeling of dread hit me. Instead of pulling into the motel's parking lot, I parked on the side of the street.

I sat in my truck, the engine idling as I stared at The Mirage Motel. The parking lot was still empty, the row of rooms still darkened. The neon sign over the Main Office flickered, casting a red glow over the run-down building in the fading daylight.

I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. My heart was pounding in my chest. I couldn't stop thinking about Karina. Her red hair, her green eyes, her perfect body. The way she moved, the way she talked, the way she looked at me. It was like a dream come true.

But at the same time, it felt like a subtle nightmare. I couldn't shake the feeling that something was off. That something was wrong.

I tried to tell myself that it was just my imagination. That I was just being paranoid. But I couldn't ignore the nagging feeling in the back of my mind. The feeling that I was in danger.

I looked at the clock on the dashboard. I was shocked to see it was almost six. I had been sitting in my truck for over an hour, trying to decide what to do. Part of me wanted to rush back to the motel and find Karina. To see if what happened was real. To see if she was real.

But another part of me was terrified. Terrified of what I might find. Terrified of what might happen to me. I thought about just driving away. Finding someplace else to stay. Pretending that none of this ever happened.

But I knew I couldn't do that. I couldn't forget about Karina. I couldn't forget about the way she made me feel. The way she made me want her. I knew I had to go back. I had to see her again.

I took a deep breath and started the engine. I pulled out and drove across the street to the Mirage Motel. I parked in front of the Main Office and turned off the engine. I sat there for a moment just listening to the engine ticking over, trying to calm my nerves.

Then I got out of the truck and walked to the office. I stepped inside and looked around.

The office was still empty. The spider on the floor was gone. I looked up at the hand-written sign above the desk. Those weird letters were still recognizable to me, the words they spelled still clear.

I walked to the counter and rang the bell. I waited for a moment, but no one came. I rang the bell again. Still no answer.

Stay or go, Evan. Your choice.

I decided to stay.

Opening the second door behind the counter, I went down the long hallway that led to my room. Taking the brass key from my pocket, I unlocked the door and stepped in.

The room had been tidied, the bed made, the platter cleared from the desk. A faint smell hung in the air— lilacs and musk with a hint of sulfur.

"What's this?" I muttered.

Sitting on the bed was an old shoe box. It was tied shut with a red silk ribbon.

I stared at the box for a long time. Someone had left it for me. Karina? Her father? Someone else?

I was desperate to see what was inside, but hesitant at the same time. This felt like the start of something whose ending I did not know.

You can't stand around like a statue, Evan. Open the box or leave it. Stay or go. Make a damned choice.

Taking the box in my hands, I carefully untied the ribbon.

"Here we go," I whispered as I opened the box.


Chapter 4



"A gentle heart bound in shadows."

I stared into the shoe box, confused and disappointed. I was expecting something exciting, something that would explain what was going on. But instead, I found a cheap spiral notepad, a plain iron ring, and a weird plastic pen.

I picked up the pen and saw that it wasn't a pen at all but a lancet device, like the kind diabetics used to prick their fingers to test their blood sugar. I frowned, confused. Why would someone leave this for me?

I set the lancet aside and picked up the ring. It was dull and heavy with no adornments of any kind. I held it up to the light, but it didn't reveal any secrets. It was just a plain iron ring.

I flipped open the notepad, hoping for some kind of explanation. The pages were filled with handwritten notes in that same bizarre script from the sign above the front desk. There were also three symbols drawn on separate pages. They kind of looked like Chinese characters, but were obviously not. I'd eaten at enough restaurants to know the difference between Chinese, Korean, and Thai scripts. These were something else. They seemed cruder and older somehow than the symbols I saw on an Asian menu.

I stared at the other notes, trying to make sense of them. I squinted hard, hoping the meaning would take shape in my head like it had the night before, but it was no use. I couldn't read a word.

I sat back on the bed and ran a hand through my hair. None of this made any kind of sense. This stuff must have been left by Karina or her father. Why? What was I supposed to do with it?

I looked from the pen to the ring to the notepad and back again, searching for some kind of clue but coming up empty. With a sigh, I tossed the notepad onto the desk.

I put the ring on my ring finger, but it was too loose. I tried it on my middle finger, but could not get it over my knuckle. Not expecting much, I slipped it over my index finger. To my surprise, the iron ring fit perfectly.

"Didn't turn me invisible," I joked, looking at myself in the mirror over the desk.

I picked up the lancet device and examined it more closely. It was a simple plastic cylinder with a needle in one end. My grandmother had used a similar lancet. I cocked the spring lever and pressed the button. The needle jabbed forward with a brisk click. I grimaced, imagining how it would feel to prick my finger with it.

My stomach growled. The tacos and burrito I'd eaten for lunch were delicious and filling, but I was hungry again. I was already looking forward to visiting Angela's food truck tomorrow. Waiting in that line was worth it for the Tex-Mex and a view of that sexy Latina. Right now, though, I needed something for dinner.

My appetite wasn't the only thing that needed satisfying. Once again, my cock was hard and my balls were aching for release.

"The hell is wrong with me?" I grumbled. "I'm not going to jerk it again like some damned high school kid."

I decided to drive back to a diner I'd passed coming back from the work site. It looked like the kind of greasy spoon that would fill me up for the night. I also needed to bring my clothes and stuff in from the truck.

"Food first."

I put the items back in the shoe box and tucked it under my arm. I figured I could look over the items again while I ate. Maybe something would click in my mind about them. I doubted it, but anything was possible.

I left the room and headed down the hallway. As I stepped into the Main Office, I hoped Karina would be waiting for me. Hell, even her father would have been a welcome sight.

Neither of them was there to greet me, but something else was.

Sitting before the front door was the dog I'd followed the other night. Same black fur, same fancy collar.

Only now it was bigger.

A lot bigger.

"Hey boy," I said weakly.

The dog cocked an eyebrow. Sitting on its haunches, its head was almost level with mine. It stared at me calmly, its brown eyes wide and unblinking. A glance between its legs told me that the dog was actually a she.

"Hey girl," I corrected myself. "Sorry for assuming your gender."

I gave a smile, but the dog did not seem to appreciate my humor. It tilted its head at my voice, but otherwise remained perfectly still.

"I'm going to pass by you, girl. I'm headed out for some food. You good with that?"

I was talking just to be soothing, but I had the strangest sensation the dog was listening to me. Maybe even understanding me, somehow. There was an intelligence behind those eyes that warned me to be careful.

I looked around the Main Office, stupidly hoping that Karina or her father might be standing somewhere, ready to help me get past this animal. But the office was empty. I was on my own.

Taking a deep breath and trying to seem as friendly as I could, I slowly approached the dog. She watched me come, staying as still as a statue.

When I was a few feet away, the dog's lips lifted in a silent snarl, her teeth long and sharp and dazzling white against her black fur. I froze in my tracks. We stared at each other, both of us completely still.

I'm not getting past this bitch.

Moving slowly, I stepped back from the dog. Her snarl vanished as she watched me retreat.

"Guess I'll head back to my room," I said aloud. "Maybe I can order a pizza or something.

But when I turned around, the door leading to the hallway had disappeared. I stared uncomprehendingly at the blank wall, baffled by what I was looking at.

"What the fuck…?"

It felt like I had been muttering that a lot lately. The Mirage Motel was a disorienting place. I ran my hand over the wall but could find no gap, no seam that would show where the door was hidden. The entry had simply vanished.

I glanced back at the dog. She was still there, still watching me. My confusion was growing by the second. Soon, it would turn into a full-blown panic.

Karina. Where are you?

Still keeping my eyes on the dog, I made my way to the door directly behind the front desk. This one led to the living quarters where Karina and her father lived. I pounded on the heavy wooden door with my fist and called for Karina. I didn't expect an answer. Somehow, I knew I'd been left alone on purpose.

An image of Karina flashed through my mind, the beautiful redhead squatting on the other side of the door, listening to my knocks and ignoring them. I imagined her grinning, her lips pulled back to reveal a row of very sharp teeth.

I shook my head, dismissing the scary image. I needed to deal with my current situation. Getting past the dog and into my truck was my main objective. Once I did that, I'd be free to drive off and never come back.

I glanced around the office, trying to see if there might be something I could distract the dog with. Maybe a toy or a piece of food I could toss into a corner for the dog to follow. A moment was all I needed to slip out the front door.

Instead, my eyes drifted to the hand-written sign above the desk. I was startled to see that the letters still made perfect sense to me, the words as familiar as plain English.

Blood and Seed. Karina mentioned those words last night.

An impulse made me take the notepad from the shoe box. After checking one more time that the dog was still in its place, I opened the notepad and focused on the strange handwriting.

At first, the letters remained as incomprehensible as before. It just looked like a bunch of squiggles to me.

But as I concentrated on the text, the writing seemed to almost shimmer before my eyes. I turned my head, slightly changing the angle of my eyes. As I licked my dry lips, the meaning of the words slowly swam up in my mind. I blinked a few times in surprise, then began reading.

Blood to bind, Seed to feed.

Demons eat the weak and worship the strong.

The key unlocks the entry. Clasp it close, wear it always.

Each ideograph summons the Demon. Blood is ink, the door is parchment.

DO NOT BELIEVE THEIR LIES.

The iron ring kills falsity. Make them kiss it and speak the truth.

I flipped the pages and came to the first symbol. This was the ideograph the notes mentioned. I studied the lines and curves of it, trying to understand.

Sera.

The ideograph was a name, Sera. The full name was longer and more ornate, the letters spiraling in the ideograph's form. But Sera was at its core.

I flipped the page.

Fled persecution, Massachusetts Bay Colony, 1692

A gentle heart bound in shadows.

Conquers distance but the most confined.

Sees all, touches nothing.

I turned the words in my mind, translating them from this strange language and examining them for meaning. Something about Massachusetts in the 1600s tickled my memory, something I learned in high school.

"Never was much of a history buff," I said.

I flipped to the next symbol. I stared at it for a long time, waiting for its meaning to rise in my mind like it did with the first ideograph.

Nothing happened. The symbol remained a meaningless drawing. I flipped to the notes on the next page. Despite it using the same alphabet, I somehow could not make out the words. My eyes watered as I squinted down at the notepad, willing it to make sense. But the words stayed unreadable.

I looked up… and flinched backward. The dog had crossed the distance between us without me noticing. She was sitting a foot away, her eyes locked on mine. I could smell her fur and her warm skin, animal smells with a tinge of sulfur. She licked her lips, casually showing off the sharp teeth in her snout.

"I guess I'm not going out after all," I said.

The dog yawned, flashing those teeth again. That was answer enough for me.

I looked back at the first pages of notes. The dog was so close that I could hear her slow breathing just an arm's reach away.

The key opens the entry. Clasp it close, keep it always.

With a quick glance at the dog, I took the brass key from my pocket and held it in my hand. The cold metal quickly warmed in my grip.

"I'm going to turn my back to you, girl. I'd appreciate you not biting me."

I put the notebook and lancet back in the shoe box and tucked it under my arm. Keeping my eyes averted, I slowly turned around. Relief flooded through me as I saw the door to the hallway had returned. I gave the brass key a grateful squeeze before slipping it back into my pocket.

I didn't know what was happening, if this was a magic trick or some kind of waking dream, but my path forward seemed clear. Opening the door, I entered the long hallway. When I turned to shut the door behind me, I found the dog sitting in the way. I backed away and left the door open. The dog watched me as I made my way back to my room.

At the room's door, the brass key no longer fit in the keyhole. I was not surprised. Things seemed to have their own logic here at The Mirage Motel. Whether it was a dream or some kind of magic trick, I just had to go with the flow around me.

Each ideograph summons the Demon. Blood is ink, the door is parchment.

I took the lancet from the box. I remembered how my grandmother dialed her lancet to the lowest level of penetration. She was old and her skin was thin.

I dialed the lancet to two and pulled back the plunger. Holding the lancet to my index finger, I pressed the trigger button.

A mild sting let me know the lancet had done its job. I returned it to the box as a drop of blood welled up at the tip of my finger.

Holding the notepad in my other hand, I traced the ideograph for Sera on the door to my room.

"The fuck…?"

My blood vanished into the wood, disappearing like drops of water on a dry sponge. I put my finger in my mouth, sucking off the smeared blood. The copper taste was like sucking on a penny.

A metallic click sounded from the door. I took hold of the knob. It turned easily in my hand. I swung the door open.

The room was in darkness, just as it had been the other night. I glanced back over my shoulder. The dog was still at the end of the hallway, still watching me. Only now, the dog was much bigger than before. Now she filled the doorway completely. Her teeth were bared. Her eyes glowed red. Curving horns sprouted from her head, their tips almost brushing the ceiling.

I turned away, my hands shaking. My room was waiting, lightless and silent.

Gritting my teeth, I stepped into the darkness.


Chapter 5



"Each of us has our own gifts to offer."

Like the night before, the darkness immediately smothered me like a blanket. Bitter cold washed over me. The sense of unseen terrors lurking just out of reach made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to block out my fear.

Then, as quickly as it had come, the cold vanished. Warmth caressed my skin. Light flooded through my closed eyelids, turning my vision red. A gentle breeze, smelling of salt and sea, caressed my face.

I opened my eyes, squinting in the bright light. I was standing in the middle of a beautiful, modern apartment. Bright sunlight streamed through floor-to-ceiling windows. Gleaming hardwood floors stretched out under my feet. The surrounding furniture was sleek and expensive-looking. Abstract art hung on the walls, splashes of color against the white.

Through the windows, I could see a breathtaking view of rocky cliffs tumbling down to a crescent of white sand beach. Beyond that, the vivid blue expanse of the ocean stretched to the horizon. Seagulls wheeled in the cloudless sky. Palm trees waved in the warm breeze.

I set the shoe box on a nearby table. I looked down at myself in surprise. I was no longer wearing my old work jacket and jeans. Now, I was dressed in khaki shorts and a crisp white linen shirt. My heavy work boots had vanished, leather sandals on my bare feet.

My mind reeled. What the hell was going on? I had stepped from a shitty motel into some kind of high-end beach house. It was like I had walked through a portal to another world. A much nicer world, from the looks of it. But where was I? And how had I gotten here?

I closed my eyes and counted to five. When I opened them, everything was still the same. The room, the walls, the sea outside. It was all real.

This was no fever dream.

The soft sound of bare feet on hardwood made me turn. A young woman stood behind me, her delicate hands clasped in front of her. My breath caught in my throat.

She was stunningly beautiful, with chestnut-brown hair that tumbled over her shoulders in thick curls. Her eyes were shockingly blue and fringed with long dark lashes. High cheekbones and full lips gave her a soft beauty. Her skin was smooth and fair, with a healthy flush to her cheeks. She wore a simple white sundress that hugged her slender curves.

"Hello, Evan," she said, her voice like honey.

"You must be Sera," I said.

"You spoke my name," she marveled. "How lovely."

The air seemed to shimmer around her. Sera radiated a gentle warmth that was so different from Karina's commanding presence. Looking at her, I felt a deep sense of peace settle over me.

"Sera," I repeated, savoring the feel of her name on my tongue. "It's nice to meet you. But… where are we? And how do you know who I am?"

She smiled a sweet, almost shy smile. "This is my home. The place I wait, until I'm called."

I frowned, confusion souring the sense of calm that filled me.

"Called? By who?"

"By you, Evan." Her blue eyes met mine. "You summoned me."

My heart hammered in my chest.

"What are you?" I whispered.

"We have many names," Sera said. "Some call us demons, others call us succubi."

"Demon? Succubi? Those are just fairy tales. Make believe."

"If those names do not please, then just call me Slave. For that is what I am. And you are my Master."

Sera stepped close to me, so close I could feel the heat of her body. She smelled like summer sunshine and wildflowers. Reaching up, she cupped my face in her hands. Her skin was soft and warm against my stubbled cheeks.

I let out a shaky breath. "You… you can touch me?"

"Of course I can touch you, Evan. You summoned me. That's how it works."

I frowned, remembering the night before. "But I couldn't touch Karina. I tried, but I couldn't."

At the mention of Karina's name, Sera's face darkened.

"Let's not speak of her, Master. Instead, let us focus on the pleasures I can give you. I have waited so long for you to summon me. Let me please you."

Sera stepped back, her movements fluid and graceful. With a single, elegant gesture, she shrugged off her dress. The white fabric fell in a soft heap around her feet, leaving her completely naked.

I sucked in a breath, my eyes drinking in the sight of her. Sera's body was slim and toned, with small, firm breasts and narrow hips. Her nipples were dark and big, like caramel gumdrops.

My gaze traveled down her body, taking in the curve of her waist and the flare of her hips. Her stomach was flat, her legs toned. Her pussy was bare, just a small cleft between her legs.

The blood rushed to my cock and my balls ached. Sera was as beautiful as Karina, just in a different way. And she was displaying herself to me, completely and without reservation.

"Do I please you, Master?" Sera asked, her voice low and husky.

I swallowed hard, trying to find my voice. "You're… you're incredible, Sera."

She smiled a slow, seductive smile that made my heart race. "I'm glad you approve, Master. I want to satisfy you in every way possible."

Sera stepped closer to me, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. She reached up and ran her fingers through my hair, her touch light and teasing. I shivered, my skin prickling with goosebumps.

"You're so different from Karina," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

Sera's smile faltered for a moment, but then she quickly recovered. "We are all different, Master. Each of us has our own gifts to offer."

She raised her head and drew me in, our lips meeting in a firm kiss. Her breath was warm and sweet as our tongues met, gently caressing. Sera's hand drifted down to my cock, stroking its hard length through my shorts.

"Feed me your seed," she whispered. "Let me swallow your sperm and I will be your Slave forever, Master."

I grunted softly at her words, her touch. I raised my hands, cupping Sera's beautiful face, ready to enjoy all she was offering.

I jumped as Sera let out a strangled gasp and pulled away from me. A look of terror and fear had twisted her face into something ugly. For a moment, her eyes glowed red. She licked her lips, her tongue forked like a snake's.

"What's wrong?" I shouted.

She didn't reply, her face twisting even more. Her skin had hardened, becoming scale-like. Her eyes had gone completely red. They were fixed on my hand.

No, not my hand. My index finger. The one with the iron ring on it.

"Klykkzym lugrt, sar!" she growled, her voice inhuman. "Palltrvvy ur uyyut! It hurts! Take it off!

I seized the ring with my other hand, ready to pull it off. I did not want to cause Sera pain! I'd do anything to bring back the beautiful and loving woman…

No, not a woman. A demon. A succubus. She said so herself.

I paused, the ring still on my finger. Unbidden, the words from the notepad rose in my mind.

DO NOT BELIEVE THEIR LIES.

Who was Sera really? The beautiful woman who greeted me had gone, replaced by a creature growing more hideous by the moment. Had she been wearing a false face this whole time? Was it all an illusion?

The iron ring kills falsity. Make them kiss it and speak the truth.

Gritting my teeth, I held out my hand, holding the ring level with Sera's face. She recoiled, moaning in agony, but I remained firm.

"Kiss it," I ordered her.

"It hurts so much! So much PAIN! PLEASE STOP, MASTER! I BEG YOU!"

I shook my head, the words from the notepad filling my mind.

DO NOT BELIEVE THEIR LIES.

"Kiss the ring!" I shouted.

Like a light switch being flicked, the pain and torment vanished from Sera's face. Her eyes were blue again, her skin soft, her tongue wet and whole as she licked her lips.

Sera was once again the beautiful woman that I'd held in my arms. She stepped toward me, her hips swaying and her small breasts quivering. With a smile, she brought my hands to her lips and kissed the iron ring.

There was no trumpet blast from the sky, no explosion of light from her eyes. Sera looked up at me, her face serene and lovely.

"Will you stop lying to me?" I asked her.

"I have kissed the ring. I will never lie to you again, Evan."

"Evan? Not Master."

"You were never my Master," she admitted.

"Why did you call me that?"

"To seduce you."

"And why do you wish to seduce me?"

"Because I crave your seed," she said. "I'm starving for your cum."

"And what if I gave it to you?"

"Then I would be your Master," she sighed. "You summoned me but did not bind me. I would have captured you and fed on you until you were completely emptied."

There was no delight on Sera's face, no menace in her blue eyes. If anything, she looked sad.

I swallowed hard, my mouth gone dry. I lowered my hand and let out a breath I didn't know I was holding.

"You truly are a succubus?"

"I am."

"A demon?"

"Yes."

A sudden weariness swept through me. My cock was still throbbing in my pants as I looked at Sera's beauty, but fear chilled my guts.

"So what do we do now?" I asked her.

"You must bind me. Then I truly will be yours."

"My slave?"

Sera laughed, the sound high and clear like wind chimes.

"A succubus is no man's slave. Consider me your servant."

"How will I bind you?"

"With blood, freely given."

Blood to bind.

"And if I don't?" I asked.

Sera's face darkened again. "Then I will destroy you. You have summoned me, Evan. You have entered my domain and made me kiss the iron ring. You will bind me, or I must kill you. Your choice."

"That's not much of a choice, is it?"

"Perhaps. Even so, you must choose."

"I never was good with commitment," I joked. "Paula was right about that."

"Your ex-wife is sitting in her bathtub, crying."

"Wait, what?"

"Paula. She's in her bathtub. The tub is empty and she's still wearing her work clothes. She's weeping."

Sera gestured to the window. The window no longer looked out on the ocean. Now it was a window into a bathroom, one that I did not recognize.

Sitting in the bathtub, her knees pulled up to her chin, was my ex-wife, Paula. She was crying, her body wracked with sobs.

"Is this a trick?" I asked angrily.

"No," Sera said quietly. "No tricks, Evan. I have kissed the iron ring. I can never deceive you."

I looked back at my ex-wife. Despite our divorce, I still cared for Paula. My heart ached to see her like this.

"What happened to her?" I asked.

"She just found out she has herpes. She got it from her boyfriend. He spends his paycheck on booze and prostitutes. When she confronted him, he slapped her and left their apartment."

The scene vanished, replaced by the ocean view.

"Why did you show me that?" I asked.

"It is my gift. I offer this gift to you, Evan. All you must do is bind me. Isn't that why you're here?"

"No!" I said angrily. "I never asked for this."

"Didn't you seek us out? Men have spent their entire lives trying to find us."

"I followed a goddamn dog to this place."

"Dog?"

"A big, black dog with a fancy collar. That's the only reason I came here."

Sera bit her lips. "The Skpplyt."

"Is that what it's called? It looks like a dog, but then it grew into some kind of monster."

"If the Skpplyt brought you here, then you are in more danger than you can imagine. You must bind me, Evan. Quickly!"

"I don't know…"

Sera took my hand and pressed it to her breast. Her flesh was warm and soft. I could feel her heartbeat against my palm.

"So many men have entered this room, Evan. I have fed on them all and discarded their husks. You are different. You can bind me and free me from this prison. And in turn, I can take you places and give you pleasures no human woman can offer. Trust me, Evan. Bind me."

I looked down at Sera. There was no deception in her. Somehow, in my bones, I could feel that she was telling me the truth.

But even more than Sera's words, I felt something stirring inside me. It was a sense of power that I had never felt before, an urge to embrace what Sera was offering, to leave my life behind and become something different, something more than what I was.

It felt good. It felt right.

"Okay," I whispered. "I will bind you."

Sera's joy lit up her face. She got the lancet from the shoe box and handed it to me.

"Blood to bind," she said.

"Freely given," I replied.

I pricked my index finger, the one without the ring. Blood welled up. I held my bleeding finger out. Sera tilted her head up, her eyes closed, her tongue out.

I smeared my blood across her tongue. Sera shuddered as she drew my blood into her mouth and swallowed.

A soft moan escaped her lips. She opened her eyes and stared up at me, her gaze filled with pure adoration.

"I am bound to you, my love."

She pressed close and pulled me into a kiss, our lips caressing, the taste of my blood still filling her mouth.


Chapter 6



"This is just the beginning."

Sera's lips curled into a seductive smile as she looked up at me.

"You are now my Binder, Evan. And I am your Familiar."

"What does that mean?"

"My existence is devoted to serving you in all ways."

Sera stepped back and gestured to my side. I turned and saw a large wooden box on the table. It was opened to reveal the red velvet interior and the tools nestled within. There were knives with serrated edges, pliers with sharp teeth, scalpels with thin blades gleaming in the light.

It took me a moment to recognize what I was looking at— tools of torture. The box was filled with instruments designed to inflict agony. My stomach churned as I took in the sight of them.

"You can use these toys to play with me as you wish," Sera said, her voice soft and seductive.

A strange compulsion rose in me. I ran my fingers across the tools arrayed in the box. I picked up one of the scalpels and studied the silver handle and the angled blade. A sick thrill ran through me.

"Can you feel pain?" I asked, my voice hoarse.

"I can bleed and hurt and feel every agony you want to inflict on me," Sera replied.

The sick thrill in me intensified. Images of blood and suffering flowed through my mind, visions of pain I could never have imagined before. Where were these twisted fantasies coming from? Why was I feeling this way?

"Is that what you want?" I asked Sera. "For me to hurt you?"

"If that is what you wish, my love."

"That's not what I fucking asked you," I growled, the black lust rising inside me fast, clouding my mind. "I asked if you wanted me to hurt you. Tell the truth, Familiar."

Sera hesitated. I could see the doubt in her eyes.

"No," she whispered.

"No, what?"

"No, I don't want you to hurt me."

Her eyes were wide and staring. For the first time, I realized how young she looked. Young and frightened.

The sick lust in me vanished, replaced by shame.

"Get rid of these tools," I ordered her. "And never make an offer like that again."

Sera nodded, her eyes filled with gratitude. I looked back at the table. The wooden box had vanished. In its place was a vase full of wildflowers.

I felt a weight lift off my shoulders. I was relieved that I had not given in to my darker impulses. I was shocked that I had such sick desires inside me, but now I knew I could control them.

"You are different from others who seek us," Sera said quietly.

"How many were there?"

"After our original Binder disappeared, three more came to take his place."

"Have they all wanted to torture you?"

"Not at first, perhaps. But when I offered, they all accepted."

"Sick fucks. Something inside them must have been broken."

"You asked what I wanted," Sera marveled. "None have done so before."

I shrugged. "Basic human decency."

"I am not human. Not anymore."

"But I am."

"Yes."

"What happens now?"

"Now, Evan, you must feed me. The hunger gnaws at me. I'm starving for your cum, my love. Please feed me."

My aching cock twitched at her words, growing harder than I thought possible. Sera reached out and began to undress me, her lips trailing kisses along my exposed skin as she did so.

I gasped as her mouth found my nipple, her tongue flicking over the sensitive bud. My cock strained against my khaki shorts. Sera's fingers traced the outline of my cockhead through the fabric. She leaned close, her breath hot against my skin.

"It's been such a long time for you," she said. "Not since your divorce?"

"No," I admitted. "Not since Paula."

"Let me give you release."

Sera undid my shorts and dragged them down slowly. My cock sprang free, rigid and dripping with precum. Sera's eyes widened in appreciation as she took in the sight of my erection.

"Mmm, you're cock is a delight, my love," she purred. "So thick and clean."

She kissed the iron ring. She's telling you the truth.

I couldn't help but feel a surge of pride at this demon's words. I had always been confident in my sexual abilities, but hearing Sera's approval made me feel even more so.

Sera swirled the tip of her finger in my precum. She brought her glistening finger to her lips and sucked it into her mouth. Sera swallowed, her eyes shut in pure bliss. When she opened them again, they were wet with tears.

"I'm so hungry," she whispered.

I stroked her face. "Then feed."

Sera smiled as her hand wrapped around my shaft, her fingers warm and soft. She stroked me slowly, her thumb brushing over the sensitive head of my cock.

I moaned, my hips bucking involuntarily. Sera chuckled again, her grip tightening.

"Do you like that, my love?"

"Yes," I breathed, my eyes squeezed shut.

Sera's lips found mine again, her tongue darting into my mouth as she continued to stroke me. I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge, my body trembling with pleasure.

But just as I was about to come, Sera pulled away, her hand still wrapped around my cock.

"Not yet, my love," she whispered. "I want to savor this moment."

Sera stopped stroking me and got on her knees in front of me. She looked up at me with a hungry grin.

"May I?" she begged.

"Suck it," I urged her.

Sera bent to her task and wrapped her lips around my cock. She sucked me, starting slowly, sensually licking my cockhead. Her eyes locked on mine, she took me into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked. I moaned as she took me deeper and deeper into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip of my cock and down my shaft.

"Oh fuck, Sera," I groaned, my hands tangled in her hair. "That feels so good."

She let out a low moan of her own, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. Sera gripped my hips as she bobbed her head faster and faster, taking me in until I was buried in her throat, my balls flattening against her chin.

I twisted her hair in my fists and began slamming into her, face fucking her as hard as I could. She took my pounding, never looking away from me, letting me hammer her greedy little mouth.

The wet smacks of my cock plundering her throat mixed with Sera's groans of pleasure. I could feel my orgasm building, my cock throbbing with each passing second.

"I'm going to cum," I grunted, my breath tearing from my chest as I hammered her face.

Sera nodded, still sucking hard, urging me to finish.

I let out a loud moan as I came, my cock throbbing as I filled her mouth with my load. Sera greedily swallowed every drop, her eyes never leaving mine.

When I was finished, she pulled away and licked her lips, a satisfied smile on her face.

"Thank you, my love," she said, her voice filled with satisfaction. "Your seed is so sweet."

"I'm glad you like it," I chuckled, stroking her small breasts. "You can have it whenever you like."

"Now," she begged. "Let me have seconds."

I shook my head, laughing. "You just drained me, Familiar. I'll need time to recover. It takes a little longer at my age."

"No, my love. Here, we are ageless. You don't need to recover. "

Sera cupped my balls. To my shock, my cock was still hard, still ready. After cumming down Sera's throat, I was ready for more.

"This is amazing," I said.

"Here we are ageless," Sera repeated.

She took my hand and guided me through the apartment to the bedroom. A huge four-poster bed draped in gauzy curtains sat in the sunlight flowing in through the open windows around it. The air was so clean and fresh, a breeze from the ocean rippling the curtains.

Sera lay down on the bed before me, her hands cupping her breasts, her legs spread wide to show me her glistening pussy.

"Fuck me, my love."

Wedging myself between her open legs, I bent and kissed Sera's body, starting at her neck and working my way down. She tasted sweet, like honey and vanilla. Her skin was soft and smooth under my lips. I sucked on her dark nipples, feeling them harden between my teeth. Sera moaned and arched her back, her fingers tangling in my hair.

I moved down her flat stomach, licking her navel and then her jutting hip bones. I could smell her pussy, musky and wet. I kissed her bare mound, circling her erect clit, loving the feel of her pink button pulsing under my lips. Sera gasped and bucked her hips, her hands twisting in the sheets.

"Please, my love," she begged.

I licked her pussy, my tongue sliding between her wet folds. Sera moaned louder, her hips bucking harder. I slid a finger inside her, stroking her tight and wet hole. She was so close, I could feel it.

"I can't cum unless you allow it," she groaned. "Give me permission. Let me cum, please!"

"Cum for me, Sera," I said, my voice rough. "Cum for your Binder."

Sera sobbed as she climaxed, her body shaking and convulsing. I kept licking and fingering her, prolonging her orgasm. She tasted even sweeter now.

When she finally came down from her high, Sera looked up at me with a hungry smile.

"Fuck me, my love," she said, her voice breathy.

I grinned and kissed her, letting her taste herself on my lips.

"Yes. We're not done yet."

I climbed on top of her, my cock hard and ready. Sera spread her legs wider, inviting me in. I slid inside her, feeling her stretch around me. We moaned in unison as I started to thrust.

Sera's pussy was gripping me tightly and I could feel every inch of her depth, every ripple and contraction. She was so wet, so warm. I could hear the wet sounds of our fucking, the slap of skin on skin.

"Harder, my love," Sera begged. "Fuck me harder."

I obliged, slamming into her with all my strength. Sera gasped and clawed at my back, her nails digging into my skin. I could feel her orgasm building again, her pussy clenching around me.

"Cum for me, Sera," I panted, giving her the permission she needed. "Cum all over my cock."

Sera let out a strangled scream as she came, her body shaking and convulsing. I could feel her pussy pulsing around me, milking my cock. I came with her, my orgasm tearing through me. It went on and on. I was shocked at the flood of cum pumping out of me.

When it was over, we lay there panting and sweaty, our bodies entwined. Sera looked up at me with a contented smile.

"Yours forever, my love," she said. "This is just the beginning."

She seemed to glow, a sparkling light surrounding her face like a halo. Had I done that to her? Was this how she looked after feeding on my seed?

I kissed her, tasting the salt and sweat on her lips. I rolled on my back and Sera snuggled against me. I held her close as I stared out the window at the seagulls wheeling above the ocean.

"This place is heavenly," I said, stroking her damp hair.

"It is my home. And my prison."

"How long have you been here?"

"Centuries," she replied.

I ran my hand along her face and she kissed my wrist. I cupped her breast, enjoying the warm flesh barely filling my grasp.

I kissed the tip of her nose. She rewarded me with a radiant smile. With the sunlight on her face, Sera looked so young and innocent.

"Who are you, Sera?"

"I am your Familiar."

"A demon."

"Yes."

"But you feel so real."

"I am real, my love."

"I mean human. You feel so human."

"I was a human. Long ago."

"Tell me," I said. "Tell me everything."


Chapter 7



"You'll come to love it."

I held Sera close as she recounted her story, her voice soft and distant.

"It was the Year of Our Lord, 1693. I was nineteen and living in a small village near Salem, Massachusetts. One night, my neighbor's goats suddenly died. I was accused of being a witch by my neighbor. She said I often wore dresses that displayed my teats, tempting her husband and son. She said I curdled the milk in her cow's udder with a glance. She said she saw me dancing naked in the woods at night. The villagers believed her. They came for me with torches and dogs, chasing me into the woods."

Sera's voice trembled. I stroked her dark hair, fascinated by the far-away look in her eyes.

"I ran through the dark forest, branches tearing at my dress and skin. I could hear the men shouting and the dogs barking behind me. I was so scared, my love. I thought I was going to die."

Sera had been gently massaging my cock. Now her hand had tightened painfully around my testicles as she told me her story. I gently pried her hand free and held it to my chest.

"From the dark, a hand grabbed me and I screamed, thinking the men had caught me," Sera continued. "But when I looked up, I saw a tall man dressed in strange clothes. He had long dark hair and piercing blue eyes that seemed to glow in the darkness. He looked at me and said, 'I will save you.' His voice was deep and powerful, like nothing I had ever heard before. I was terrified, but something in his eyes made me trust him."

Sera paused, lost in the memory. I waited patiently, holding her close.

"He took my hand and led me deeper into the woods, away from the men and their dogs. We ran for what felt like hours until we came to a clearing. In the center was a stone altar, covered in strange symbols and candles."

Sera's voice grew quieter, almost a whisper.

"The man turned to me and said, 'I can give you power and immortality, but you must become my Familiar. Do you accept?' I was so scared and confused, but I knew I didn't want to die. So I said yes. The man fed me blood and seed and I was bound to him forever."

"So you became a succubus only to escape a murderous mob?" I asked angrily. "That's no real choice."

But Sera shook her head. "No, it was my choice. A mortal cannot be turned into a succubus unless she truly desires it. The man, my first Binder, showed me what I would become if I surrendered to him. Forever young, forever beautiful, forever enjoying the pleasures of the flesh. And more. Powers beyond my childish dreams. And I wanted it, my love. I wanted it all! That is why I sought carnal knowledge in the woods. That is why I danced with spirits!"

"So, you were a witch?"

"I was a girl who wanted more than this world could give me. I willingly gave myself to him."

She kissed my chest and gestured around us.

"Everything he promised came true," she said happily. "All of it. I have no regrets but one."

"Which is?"

"That I do not have a true Binder, one who can take me from this cell. Others have tried but failed. Only the man who turned me can set me free."

"Where is your Binder now?"

"Gone," Sera said quietly. "Vanished without trace. For over fifty years now we have been trapped in this place. Sometimes we have visitors. There are rumors of us, stories that pass in whispers among desperate men. They seek us out and some find us. We devour them."

"But not me."

"Not you, my love."

"Why? What makes me different?"

"I don't know. I cannot command you as I did with other men."

"Karina tried to make me eat a spider. I almost did."

Again, Sera's face darkened at the mention of Karina.

"She alone can leave her cell, though she cannot leave the building itself. She is the strongest and oldest of us. That she could not command you is a sign of something greater inside you."

"Us? There's more than you and Karina?"

"One more. You will meet her soon. You must bind us all, my love. We must become your Familiars."

"Why?"

"No man can enter our world and leave alive. If you do not bind us all, we will destroy you."

"Even you?"

"I am a demon, my love. Never forget that."

Sera sighed and kissed my chest as I idly rubbed her nipple. Her hand returned to cup my cock. It was so comforting to lie in bed with her. After what we'd done, I was ready to drift off to sleep.

"There was an old man at the front desk when I first arrived," I said. "Who was he?"

Sera giggled. "That was Karina wearing a false face. The three of us are the only ones here."

"Except for that dog, right?"

"Yes."

"Why did it bring me here?" I asked, yawning. "What is it?"

"The Skpplyt," Sera said. "A demon, like us. A servant of our first Binder. We all thought it retreated into the darkness centuries ago. I don't know why it has returned now. Or why it brought you here."

"A mystery," I said groggily. "Tell me of the other men who came here."

"None were worthy. They could not sustain us. We ended up draining them completely."

"So they are dead?"

"Worse than dead," Sera said softly.

"What… what does that mean."

"Later, my love." Sera stroked my hair as my eyelids drooped. "Sleep, now. I will watch over you."

"Do you sleep?"

"No."

I barely heard her reply as I drifted into a deep sleep. It was not like any sleep I'd had before. I passed through a storm of dreams, images and faces blurring together in a violent jumble. Out of this dream storm came a beautiful woman with blonde hair and green eyes. She wordlessly kneeled before me and took my cock into her mouth, sucking me and making me groan with pleasure.

I awoke to a bedroom still awash in sunlight. I let out a sigh of pleasure as I looked down to see Sera lovingly suckling on my rigid cock. I stroked her hair as I came, a gentle gush of cum pulsing out of me as Sera hungrily slurped down my load. My orgasm kept going in a steady pulse of pleasure, extending longer than I would have thought possible.

When I'd finally emptied my balls, Sera licked my cock clean and returned to snuggle against me. She kissed my cheek, her warm breath still scented by my semen.

"How long have I been asleep?"

"Hours."

"There's still daylight."

"It's always day here, my love. I have banished the night from my domain."

The ocean breeze flowing through the windows was crisp and cool against the hot sunshine.

"I dreamed of another woman," I murmured. "She had blonde hair and these amazing green eyes. She took me in her mouth. Then I awoke to find you sucking me."

"I saw you dreaming," Sera laughed. "And I saw your cock hard and twitching. I couldn't resist feeding again."

"Was that her?" I asked. "The other succubus you mentioned?"

"Yes," Sera said, pouting. "She plays in dreams. It is her gift."

"What is your gift?"

Sera smiled at me, her blue eyes brightening. She traced her finger along my chest as she spoke.

"Knowledge."

"Knowledge?"

Sera nodded. "My gift is the power to travel anywhere in the world, unseen and unheard. I can take you with me, my love. We can explore ancient ruins, walk through secret gardens, or watch the sunset from any mountaintop. Anywhere you desire, I can take you there."

She leaned in close, her lips brushing against my ear.

"Imagine fucking me at the edge of a volcano, with lava crashing all around us. Or in a hidden glen, surrounded by flowers and birdsong. I can give you that, Evan. I can take you anywhere on this earth."

A gentle heart bound in shadows.

Conquers distance but the most confined.

Sees all, touches nothing.

The words from the notepad echoed in my head. My mind already racing with the possibilities. But I still had questions.

"What do you get out of this arrangement?"

Sera's smile faltered for a moment. "Your companionship, for one. It's been so long since I've had someone to talk to, to laugh with."

She licked her lips, her eyes darkening with hunger.

"And your energy, of course. Every time we make love, every time you spill your seed inside me, it nourishes me in ways food never could. It's like a drug. I crave it more than anything."

I exhaled slowly, my cock hardening again at her words. The idea of being able to satisfy her addiction, to give her what she needed, was both appalling and arousing.

"So, what do you think, my love?" Sera purred, her hand sliding down to grasp my hardening shaft. "Will you let me show you the world, and feed me in return?"

I groaned as her fingers tightened around me, my hips bucking up into her touch.

"Yes," I breathed. "God, yes."

Sera grinned triumphantly and leaned down to kiss me.

"Where shall we go?"

"Surprise me," I said.

Sera let out a delightful giggle. The room contracted and dimmed. I found myself standing in a darkened bedroom. Sera stood beside me, her arm in mine. We were both still naked.

The people in the old-fashioned bed were not naked. Their faces were familiar, but it took me a moment to recognize them.

"Holy shit!" I gasped. "Are we in the White House?"

Sera laughed at my shock and kissed my shoulder.

"He snores like a tiger," Sera said. "Look. She wears earplugs to sleep. She also takes pills. So does he."

"They can't hear or see us?" I asked, peering down at the President's face.

"We are ghosts to them."

"But how did we get here?"

"Distance means nothing to us. No barrier can deter us. Watch."

The room expanded and I found myself in an ornate office with marble columns and narrow leaded-glass windows. Sitting at an enormous desk was the Russian president.

I walked up to him and waved my hand in front of his face. I slapped him, but it was like slapping a stone. He blinked, a brief flash of confusion crossing his face before he returned to his paperwork.

"He's even smaller in person," I mumbled.

The room shifted and now we were in a bland luxury hotel room. In the bed before us, a scrawny man was vigorously fucking an obese woman while another obese woman slapped him across the back with an ethernet cord, a look of boredom on her painted face.

"Vive la France," I chuckled. "No more world leaders, Sera. Take me somewhere interesting."

A brief wave of dizziness swept through me as the room changed. At first, I thought we were in a submarine. Machines and workstations crowded together in a cramped metal chamber. The air smelled stale and the creaking of metal echoed around us.

It was only when I saw the woman floating in midair as she typed on a keypad that I understood where Sera had taken me.

"The Space Station," she confirmed, her eyes twinkling. "I come here often. Such wonders has mankind achieved. And to see the Earth!"

She took me to a small porthole. I sucked in a deep breath as I looked out at the Earth spinning below us, the blues and greens and browns more dazzling than I could have imagined.

"My god," I exhaled. "It's beautiful."

"Even better outside."

"Outside?"

Without a word, Sera took my arm and pulled me forward. My heart galloped wildly as we passed through the walls of the station to stand outside, surrounded by the blackness of space.

I shrank back against Sera, clutching her in terror as I stared into the immense void. I could feel my brain tearing apart in my skull as I tried to take in the sheer emptiness of space. It was like being annihilated, a waking death.

"You'll come to love it," Sera assured me.

I didn't bother to wonder how she was speaking without air or why we stood on the outside of the station as easily as standing on the front porch of a house, or even why we were not turning into popsicles. The only thought in my mind was the need to get back to Earth.

"Get me out of here," I whispered.

I squeezed my eyes shut. When I opened them, I was in another darkened bedroom. An old woman lay in a hospital-style bed, an oxygen mask on her face. A young woman was feeding her pills and helping the old woman sip from a water bottle.

"Angela," I whispered.

The young beauty from the taco truck looked much different now. Her makeup was gone and she wore a loose-fitting sweatshirt and pajama pants.

"I thought you might be curious," Sera told me. "She cares for her mother and brother. Both are disabled. She provides for all their needs."

The memory of the flirty girl playfully showing off her cleavage as she served tacos clashed with the quiet dignity of Angela caring for her mother. I was struck by how young Angela actually was. In her skimpy outfit and makeup, I'd thought she was in her mid-twenties. Looking at her now, I wondered if she was old enough to buy alcohol.

"She's twenty-two," Sera said, as if reading my thoughts. "She started working the truck with her father when she was sixteen. After he died, Angela took over the truck. She knows her business. The more flesh she shows, the more she earns."

Angela dabbed her mother's mouth and then sat on the bed beside her. As she stroked the old woman's hair, Angela began singing softly in Spanish.

Sadness and shame welled up in me. This was a private moment. We didn't belong here.

"Take me home."

In the blink of an eye, I was back in Sera's sun-drenched apartment.

"Knowledge," Sera whispered in my ear. "You can go anywhere, see anything, learn all there is to know. All for you, my love. All I require is your nourishment."

I stared out at the sunlit ocean as Sera sank to her knees and took my cock in her mouth. Angela's soft singing still lingered in my ears as Sera sucked me. I closed my eyes, my mind numbed by all that Sera had shown me.

The sunlight warmed my face and made me smile while I orgasmed. As Sera guzzled my cum, I was already imagining all the places my Familiar could take me.


Chapter 8



"There's something shiny about you."

My phone chimed, its cheerful little tune out of place in the dusty, dimly lit basement I'd been working in. I set down my tools and wiped the sweat from my forehead with the back of my hand.

Lunchtime. Finally!

I climbed the stairs to the main floor. I could hear the other workers already heading outside. Their voices echoed down the hallway as they made a beeline for the food trucks. I was hungry too, but I wasn't quite ready to join them. I had a situation to take care of first.

I made a detour to the restrooms, feeling a mixture of relief and exasperation as I pushed open the door to the family bathroom. I locked the door behind me, leaning against it for a moment as I let out a deep breath.

My cock was throbbing like a sore muscle, a hard pulse in my balls that had been driving me crazy all morning. I had been trying to ignore it, focusing on the pipes I had been insulating, but it was a losing battle. I needed release, and I needed it now.

I unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock. I was hard, my cockhead swollen. I wrapped my hand around my shaft, stroking myself firmly as I closed my eyes and let my mind drift to Sera.

I could almost feel those pillowy lips wrapped around me, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock as she took me deep down her throat. I could hear her soft moans, feel her fingers digging into my thighs as she sucked me so eagerly, desperate to feed on my cum.

My hand moved faster, my breath coming in sharp gasps as I chased my orgasm. I could feel it building, a coiling tension in my balls that was growing more explosive with every stroke.

And then, suddenly, I was there. I came with a low groan, my cum spurting out in thick ropes that splattered into the bathroom sink. My orgasm kept going and going, glazing the sink's white porcelain in sticky cream.

I leaned against the sink, panting as I tried to catch my breath. I was shocked by how much cum had come out of me. My cock was still twitching, little jolts of pleasure that made me shudder.

Looking at the thick globs of cum dripping down the sink, I imagined what Sera would do if she were here. Would she lick the sink clean, swallowing my seed and moaning with pleasure? I thought she would.

Shaking my head, I cleaned myself up, washing the cum down the sink as I washed my hands. Then I just stood there for a moment, staring at myself in the mirror over the sink. I couldn't stop thinking about Sera, about the things she had shown me, the places she had taken me.

I twisted the iron ring on my finger, still trying to wrap my head around everything that had happened. The ring felt solid and real, a physical reminder that last night hadn't been a dream.

When I woke up this morning, my room had returned to the bland, unremarkable motel room it had been before. The only evidence that something crazy had occurred was the hot breakfast and pot of coffee waiting for me on the desk. Steak and eggs cooked to perfection with potato wedges fried in lard just the way I liked them. I had devoured the food, my appetite roaring after a night of traveling the world with my demon Familiar.

Despite my best efforts, my mind kept going back to the space station and the terror I had felt being out there in the vast emptiness of space. It sent a sick chill down my spine just thinking about it. Sera could take me anywhere— to the bottom of the ocean, the deepest caves, and other horrible spots. Her power scared the hell out of me.

But then I started to imagine all the incredible things I could do with Sera's gift. I could visit the most secretive corporate meetings, listen in on the plotting of government leaders, even see the battle plans of any military force. Sera said her gift was Knowledge and she was right. The possibilities seemed endless.

But then my thoughts turned to Paula, my ex-wife. I remembered seeing her sobbing in her bathtub, looking so lost and broken. The memory made my heart ache. We were divorced, but I knew I couldn't just leave things like that between us. I needed to talk to her.

I pulled out my phone and scrolled through my contacts until I found Paula's number. My thumb hovered over the call button, hesitating. What would I even say to her?

It doesn't matter. You used to love her. That means something. Just check in with her and make sure she is okay.

I took a deep breath and pressed the button, putting the phone to my ear as it started to ring.

The phone rang a few times before Paula picked up.

"Evan?" Her voice sounded cautious, like she wasn't sure who was calling.

"Hey Paula," I said, trying to keep my tone light and friendly.

There was a moment of surprised silence on the other end. "Evan? Why are you calling me? Is something wrong?"

"No, not at all!" I took a deep breath. "I was just thinking about you earlier and wanted to check in, see how you're doing."

Paula let out a short laugh, but it sounded forced. "Well, I'm glad nothing's wrong. Um, I'm doing great. Couldn't be better."

"Your parents are okay?"

"Oh sure. They love their new condo. I was sad when they sold the house, but they needed to downsize. They ask about you sometimes. How are you doing, Evan?"

How am I doing? That's a damn good question.

"I'm well," I said cheerfully. "I'm calling from my new work site. Still busy wrapping pipes."

"Nice."

An awkward silence fell between us. I rubbed my temples, trying to figure out what to say next.

"So, uh… how's everything at home? With Mike and stuff?"

"Everything's good. Really good. Mike and I are really happy together."

I could hear the lie in her voice, but I didn't call her out on it.

"That's good to hear. I'm glad you're both doing well."

"Yeah. And you? Are you seeing someone?"

I let out a sigh. "Kind of, I guess. It's complicated."

"Ah."

There was another awkward pause. I cleared my throat.

"Listen, Paula. I know things ended badly between us, but I want you to know that you can always call me if you need anything."

"Need? What would I need from you?"

The sharpness in her tone was a warning, but I ignored it.

"I mean, if you're ever in trouble or just need someone to talk to, I'm here for you."

Paula's voice turned icy. "I don't need your concern, Evan. We're not married anymore, remember? I can take care of myself."

"I know, I just-"

"I have to get back to work. Goodbye, Evan."

The line went dead as Paula hung up on me.

I stared at my phone for a moment, feeling a mix of emotions. Part of me wanted to be angry at Paula, but I couldn't muster up the old resentment I used to feel towards her. Instead, I just felt a deep sense of sadness and empathy.

We'd been married for seventeen years. We'd met young and fallen deeply in love. Paula and I both wanted kids and kept trying to get pregnant, but it wasn't in the cards. Testing showed that I was sterile. That had soured our relationship. Years passed and resentments built. In the end, Paula felt she had missed out on too much by being married to me. She felt she could do better.

Be careful what you wish for.

I knew how bad Paula's life was now, even if she wouldn't admit it to me. I'd seen her in the bathtub. It was clear that Paula was in a bad situation, but she wasn't ready to ask for help. Especially not from me.

I wished there was something I could do to help her, but I knew Paula had to want to be helped first. All I could do was let her know I was here for her if she ever changed her mind.

I pocketed my phone and left the bathroom. My stomach growled as I headed out to the food trucks.

Outside it was cold and bright. The food trucks were parked in their usual spots. I could see the line already forming in front of Angela's taco truck.

As I walked over, I recalled what Sera had shown me last night. She had taken me to Angela's house, letting me see the young woman's life when she wasn't at work.

I remembered the small, rundown place Angela shared with her disabled brother and her mother. The older woman had been lying in bed, her face pale and drawn as she coughed weakly. Angela had been by her side, holding a glass of water to her mother's lips and murmuring words of comfort.

It was a far cry from the flirty, confident Angela working the taco truck. Watching her now as I waited in line, I could see the way she teased and joked with her customers, leaning over the counter to give them a good view of her ample cleavage. She knew exactly what she was doing, using her body to draw in more business.

But now that I knew the truth about her situation, I saw the desperation behind her actions. She needed every penny she could get to take care of her brother and sick mother. It made my heart ache for her.

When it was finally my turn, Angela greeted me with a warm smile.

"Hey there, papi. I like that ring!"

"Thanks," I grinned, looking down at the iron ring on my finger.

"Same as yesterday?"

I nodded, returning her smile. "Yes, please."

As she started preparing my food, Angela gave me a curious look.

"You seem different today. I can't quite put my finger on it, but there's something shiny about you."

"I guess I'm just in a good mood," I shrugged, trying to play it off.

But the truth was, I did feel different. My time with Sera was changing me in ways I couldn't fully comprehend yet. And it wasn't just the crazy sex or the supernatural stuff. Seeing Angela's true situation, the struggles she faced every day, made me realize how much I took for granted in my life. It gave me a new perspective, a greater sense of empathy for the people around me.

I watched as Angela finished making my tacos, her hands moving with practiced skill. She handed me the foil-wrapped bundle with another smile.

"Well, whatever it is, I like it. You take care of yourself, papi."

"You too, Angela. And thank you."

I paid, making sure to leave a good tip. I took my food and headed off to find a spot to eat. I could feel Angela watching me leave. I kept marveling at how she could be so caring and responsible at home while also being so damned sexy at work.

She's young enough to be your daughter. Stop imagining things.

But when I looked back over my shoulder, Angela was smiling at me. I gave her a wink and a smile in return and saw her face light up.

I'm not imagining things.

I found an empty bench away from the other workers and sat down, unwrapping my tacos. The smell of grilled meat and spices made my mouth water. I grinned when I saw the extra guacamole and churros Angela had snuck into my order.

I lifted a taco to my mouth, ready to take a big bite, when movement caught my eye. I looked up and froze, my heart leaping into my throat.

There, sitting just a few feet away from me, was the black demon dog from The Mirage Motel. It was huge, as tall as a man as it sat on its haunches. Sprouting from the dog's head were those two long, twisted horns I'd seen the night before, like something out of a nightmare. They gleamed in the sunlight, looking sharp enough to impale a man.

I blinked hard, sure that I must be seeing things. But when I opened my eyes again, the dog - no, the Skpplyt - was still there, watching me with an intensity that made my skin crawl.

I looked around wildly, trying to see if anyone else had noticed the demonic creature in our midst. But the other workers were laughing and chatting, completely unaware of the Skpplyt's presence. The thing was invisible to everyone but me.

Oh fuck. This is bad. This is really, really bad.

Fear coiled in my gut as I stared at the Skpplyt. I remembered what Sera had said about the creature, how it served her original Binder. But why was it here now? What did it want with me?

My hands shook as I set down my taco, my appetite gone. I couldn't tear my eyes away from the Skpplyt, watching as its tongue lolled out of its mouth in a sick imitation of a friendly dog. But there was nothing friendly about the way it looked at me, like a predator sizing up its prey.

I swallowed hard, my mouth dry with fear. I had no idea what was going to happen next, but I had a sinking feeling that it wasn't going to be good.

Slowly reaching into the sheath on my belt, I pulled out my pocketknife. It was a utility knife and only had a three-inch blade, but it was better than nothing.

I looked down to unfold the knife. When I looked up again, the Skypplyt had vanished.

"Fuck," I exhaled, my hand shaking.

From her taco truck, Angela was watching me with a concerned look on her face. I gave her a weak grin and a wave, trying to pretend that I hadn't just faced down a huge demon dog with big teeth and pointy horns.

I folded my knife and put it away. I'd lost my appetite but Angela was watching, so I made myself eat the tacos. As I chewed, I looked over at the other workers having their food. Everything looked so normal.

I twisted the ring on my finger, wondering what the night would bring.


Chapter 9



"Hijo de puta!"

I wiped the sweat from my face as I worked on insulating a 6" hot water pipe. This was the last section I needed to finish before calling it a night. I glanced at my phone and saw it was nearly eleven o'clock.

My supervisor had asked me to stay late to get this job done so the HVAC guys could start running conduit first thing tomorrow morning. He'd offered me time-and-a-half for putting in an extra six hours, plus I could take the next day off with pay. I was strapped for cash so I jumped at the chance for some overtime.

The extra hours had been a grind, but I was almost done. I estimated I'd be finished insulating this pipe in about twenty minutes. Then I could head back to The Mirage Motel.

As I worked, my mind kept drifting to thoughts of Sera. My body ached from the long day of physical labor, but there was another kind of ache, too. Images of Sera's beautiful face and slim body kept flashing through my mind, fueling my lust. I shifted uncomfortably, trying to adjust the tightness in my jeans as my cock throbbed insistently.

Focus on your work.

I tried, but the need for release was urgent. Ever since my night with Sera, it was like a dam had burst open inside me. My libido was in overdrive, leaving me constantly aroused and aching to bust a nut.

Maybe it was just my body's way of making up for the drought of the last few years with Paula, but I doubted that. Sera had changed me. Whether it was magic or just her beauty and insatiable appetite for my seed, I felt like I was becoming some kind of sex addict constantly needing to cum.

Either way, I had to take care of this building pressure soon before it drove me crazy. I grunted as I cinched the insulation tightly around the pipe, hoping some physical exertion would take my mind off my raging hard-on for a bit.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. I didn't recognize the number, probably some scam caller wanting to know about my truck's warranty. Not like my truck was worth much, but it ran good and made a nice place to sleep when I needed it. I ignored the call and kept working, focused on the task at hand.

Just a little while longer and I'd be free to go back to The Mirage. Assuming my ball sack didn't burst from all the spunk building up inside me.

Now I know how dairy cows feel. Gotta get milked regularly or things start to hurt.

I was just about to finish cinching the last length of pipe when a familiar smell hit my nostrils. It was gamy with a reek of sulfur that made my eyes water. I turned slowly, already knowing what I'd find.

The Skpplyt stood behind me. Her black fur seemed to absorb the light, and her eyes glowed an eerie red.

"What do you want?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Part of me was terrified that she might actually answer. If this dog started talking, I'd lose my goddamn mind.

But the Skpplyt didn't speak. She just turned and walked towards the stairs, looking back over her shoulder at me. She wanted me to follow.

I shook my head.

"I can't right now," I said, gesturing to the pipes. "I need to finish wrapping these first. I'll follow you when I'm done."

The Skpplyt let out a low growl, her eyes narrowing. I was scared, but I also felt a flare of irritation. I was tired, my back ached, and I still had at least twenty minutes of work left. I didn't have time for this supernatural bullshit.

"Look," I said, my voice sharp. "You can wait until I'm finished. I'm not going anywhere until this job is done."

The Skpplyt rounded on me, her teeth bared in a snarl. She let out a roar that shook the walls and made my blood run cold. I stumbled back, my hands raised in surrender.

"Okay, okay," I blurted. "Fuck! I'll follow you. Just give me a second to put my tools away."

But the beast wasn't having it. She took a step toward me, slaver drooling from her open jaws.

"Fine! I'll come."

The Skpplyt stopped growling, but she kept her eyes fixed on me. I had no idea what this creature wanted or where she was planning to take me. All I knew was that I didn't have much of a choice.

The Skpplyt led me up the stairs and down the hallway. I followed reluctantly, every muscle in my body tense with apprehension.

Where the hell is this thing leading me?

My mind raced with possibilities, each one worse than the last. Was I headed into a trap? Was there some other demon waiting in the shadows, ready to tear me apart?

We approached the front door and the Skpplyt walked right through it like a ghost. I blinked, not quite believing what I'd just seen. But there was no time to dwell on it. I reached out and opened the door, stepping into the chilly night air.

The area around the food trucks was empty, the usual bustle of activity long since died down. All the trucks were locked and shuttered. But as my eyes adjusted to the darkness, I noticed a light on inside Angela's taco truck.

I glanced at the Skpplyt, wondering why we were here. The creature stood utterly still, her gaze fixed on the taco truck. It was like looking at a statue, not a single muscle twitching. I wiped my dry lips with the back of my hand, a deep unease creeping up my spine.

"What do you want me to do?" I asked.

Before the Skpplyt could respond, a woman's scream pierced the night. My head snapped towards the sound, my heart leaping into my throat.

Suddenly, I saw Angela stumble out from behind the taco truck, her face twisted in fear. Two men grabbed her by the hair, dragging her back out of sight. I couldn't make out their features in the darkness, but their intentions were clear.

I looked back at the Skpplyt. Her eyes glowed red like hot coals, boring into mine with an intensity that made my blood race. I felt a fiery rage welling up inside me, an anger like I had never felt before. It was like when Sera had first presented me with those tools of torture. Something dark filled me, something that both frightened and seduced me. I'd resisted that darkness then, but now it was back.

Now it was giving me strength.

With a last glance at the Skpplyt, I sprinted toward Angela's taco truck, my pulse pounding in my ears. As I ran, I reached for the pocket knife I always carried, knowing it would help me even the odds against her attackers.

"Shit!" I cursed as the knife slipped from my sweaty fingers and clattered to the pavement.

Angela screamed again, the sound cutting through me. There was no time to go back for the knife. I had to get to her now.

I rounded the side of the truck and skidded to a halt. Two figures had Angela pinned to the ground, their hands groping at her clothes as she struggled beneath them.

"Where's the fucking money, bitch?" one of them snarled, their voice high and reedy.

Up close, I realized with a shock that it was a woman, her hair shaved close to her skull. Her partner, a wiry man with sunken cheeks, looked up at the sound of my approach. Even in the dim light, I could see that their faces and hands were covered in scabs and open sores. Meth heads, from the looks of it.

"Let her go," I growled, my hands curling into fists at my sides. "Now!"

The woman let out a harsh laugh, her bloodshot eyes fixing on me with a manic intensity.

"Or what, tough guy? You gonna make us?"

I took a step forward, my jaw clenched tight.

"If I have to," I warned them.

The man stood up slowly, his movements jerky and uncoordinated. He pulled a knife from his pocket and flicked it open, the blade glinting in the weak light from the taco truck.

"Big mistake, asshole," he slurred, his voice thick with drugs and hate. "You shoulda minded your own fucking business."

The man lunged at me, the knife flashing in his hand. But I was ready for him. It was like everything slowed down, the meth head moving in slow motion. I sidestepped his clumsy attack and grabbed him by the wrist, twisting hard. I heard bones crack beneath my grip. The meth head yelped in pain and dropped the knife, his eyes wide with surprise.

That burning rage was roaring inside me and I didn't hesitate. I threw him aside with a strength I didn't know I possessed. He flew through the air like a rag doll, landing in a crumpled heap ten feet away. I stared at my hands in shock, wondering where the hell that strength had come from.

But there was no time to dwell on it. The woman was coming at me now, a screwdriver clutched in her fist. She screeched like a banshee, her eyes wild with fury.

I batted her hand aside almost casually, the screwdriver clattering to the ground. Then I rounded on her, a growl rising from somewhere deep in my chest.

"Leave," I snarled. "Now!"

My voice was harsh, grating… inhuman. My skin crawled as I heard myself speaking. The woman's eyes went wide with terror. She let out a squeal of fear and stumbled backwards, tripping over her own feet in her haste to get away. She scrambled to her fallen partner's side and hauled him to his feet, dragging him off into the night.

I watched them go, my chest heaving with exertion and adrenaline. I couldn't believe what had just happened. I'd never been in a fight like that before, let alone taken on two tweakers at once.

And that voice? It hadn't sounded like me at all. It was like something out of a horror movie, all guttural and demonic.

I shook my head, trying to clear it. I turned to Angela, who was staring at me with a mixture of shock and gratitude.

"Are you okay?" I asked, my voice back to normal now. "Did they hurt you?"

Angela shook her head, her eyes brimming with tears. She let out a shaky breath.

"I'm banged up, but I think I'm okay."

I helped Angela to her feet, steadying her with a hand on her arm.

"What happened?" I asked.

Angela took a shaky breath, brushing her hair out of her face.

"I left my payment machine in the truck," she explained, her voice trembling. "I came back to get it, and those two, they were waiting for me outside. They jumped me from behind. Hijo de puta! I screamed, but I thought no one would hear me out here."

"I heard you," I said. "Scared the hell out of me."

"And you came running!"

"Of course I did."

Angela looked up at me, her eyes brimming with tears. "I don't know what I would have done if you hadn't shown up. Thank you so much."

She threw her arms around me, hugging me tightly. I hugged her back, feeling the tremors that still wracked her body.

"It's okay," I murmured. "It's over. You're safe now."

We stayed like that for a long moment, Angela clinging to me like a lifeline. When she finally pulled away, I could see the fear still lingering in her eyes.

"Do you want to call the cops?" I asked gently. "Report what happened?"

Angela shook her head, a bitter smile twisting her lips.

"What's the point? The cops don't do shit around here. They'll just take a statement and forget about it." She sighed, running a hand through her hair. "I just want to go home. But I have to catch the bus, and I'm afraid those pendejos might be waiting for me again."

"Can't you drive your truck home?" I asked, nodding towards the taco truck.

Angela shook her head. "The transmission's shot. That's why I caught the bus here."

I hesitated for a moment, weighing my options. I couldn't just let Angela fend for herself, not after what had just happened.

"I can drive you home," I offered. "If you want."

Angela's eyes widened in surprise. "Really? You don't have to do that, Evan. You've done so much already. I don't want to be a bother."

"It's no bother," I assured her, giving her a small smile. "I want to make sure you get home safe."

Angela searched my face for a moment, as if looking for any sign of hesitation. When she found none, she nodded slowly.

"Okay," she said softly. "Thank you, Evan. I really appreciate it."

"I have to finish my job first. You can wait inside with me."

I guided Angela back toward the job site. I would finish the job quickly and then take Angela home. The poor girl looked shell-shocked.

As we approached the building, I looked for the Skpplyt. She had vanished, like a puff of smoke in the wind.

I wasn't surprised. I knew I'd be seeing her again.


Chapter 10



"The dream dancer who cannot dream."

The lights of the city flowed past the truck in a neon blur. I glanced over at Angela as I drove, taking in her appearance. She wasn't wearing her usual sexy outfit, but instead was dressed in plain clothes with no makeup on. She looked tired and vulnerable, a lot different from the confident, flirtatious woman I was used to seeing serving tacos.

"I don't actually drive the truck," Angela explained, as if reading my thoughts. "My friend has a van. She brings me to work every morning with supplies and picks me up every evening to take me home."

"So you just leave it parked overnight? Seems risky."

Angela sighed, running a hand through her hair.

"Yeah, but I have no choice. The transmission is shot, and it's going to cost $3200 to fix it. I'm about halfway there, but…"

She trailed off, looking out the window.

I could hear the fear in her voice, the worry that she might lose the truck if she couldn't come up with the money. All it would take would be one hard-ass city inspector to impound her vehicle for not being a mobile service.

"That's a rough situation," I said, not knowing what else to say. "I hope you get it fixed soon."

"Me too." Angela turned back to me, a small smile on her face. "What about you, Evan? What's your story?"

I shrugged, keeping my eyes on the road. "Not much to tell. I'm divorced and I work as a commercial insulator. I travel from job site to job site, wherever the work takes me."

Angela nodded, studying me for a moment.

"Well, I'm glad you're at my job site," she said softly. "You saved me from those attackers tonight. I don't know what I would have done without you."

I could hear the warmth and affection in her words. It gave me a flutter in my chest. I glanced over at Angela, meeting her gaze briefly before turning back to the road.

"I'm glad I was there, too, " I replied. "No one deserves to be attacked like that."

But it was the Skpplyt that brought me out there. That damned beast is the reason I was able to save Angela. Why did it do that? Did it want me to rescue her?

I kept my questions to myself. Angela and I lapsed into a comfortable silence, the only sound the hum of the truck's engine as we drove through the night.

Ten minutes later, I pulled up to a small, run-down house in the poorest part of the city. The paint was peeling and the yard was overgrown, but it was clear that someone had tried to make it a home.

As I put the truck in park, a large man came jogging up to us.

"That's my brother Julio," Angela told me.

Angela hopped out of the truck and greeted Julio with a hug. "¿Cómo está mamá?"

Julio grinned, his face lighting up at the sight of his sister. "She's good. Waiting for you to get home."

I nodded at Julio as I got out of the truck. He nodded back, his expression serious. If it weren't for what Sera told me, I would not have known that Julio was disabled at first glance. It was only up close that I could see Julio had some kind of developmental disability.

"What's wrong?" Julio asked his sister. "Why you so shaky?"

"I'll tell you inside. Okay?"

"Okay," Julio said.

Caring for her mother and her brother by herself. Angela is a real one.

"Evan, I can't thank you enough for what you did tonight," Angela said. "Your tacos are free for the rest of your stay, okay?"

"No way," I laughed, shaking my head. "I'll accept one free meal, but that's it. I only did what anyone else would have done."

Angela's smile faded slightly, and I could see a flicker of sadness in her eyes.

"Most people wouldn't have helped," she said quietly. "Trust me, I know."

I didn't press her for details, but I could sense that she had been through something terrible in the past. Something that had left her wary of trusting others.

"Good night, Evan."

"Good night."

Julio put a protective arm around his sister's shoulders, and together they walked towards the house. I watched them go, knowing that their frail mother was inside, waiting for them.

My gift is Knowledge, Sera had told me. I was beginning to see that kind of knowledge wasn't always exciting or profitable. It could be sad, as well.

I got back in my truck and put it in gear, glancing in the rearview mirror out of habit. What I saw there made me let out a yelp of surprise.

The Skpplyt was in the back of my truck, staring at me through the rear window. Her glowing red eyes bored into mine. Her snout rested against the glass, fogging it up with each hot breath.

I froze, my hands gripping the steering wheel so tightly that my knuckles turned white. The thought of driving with that thing behind me, its teeth just inches from the back of my neck, made my skin crawl.

"I'm not driving to the motel with you sitting behind me," I said, my voice shaking slightly. "No way in hell."

The Skpplyt tilted her head, as if considering my words. Then, without warning, she vanished. I blinked, staring at the empty space where she had been just moments before.

Relief washed over me, and I let out a shaky breath. But then I heard a soft huff coming from the passenger seat beside me. I turned my head slowly, dreading what I might see.

There, sitting in the seat, was the Skpplyt. But she was different now, smaller and less intimidating. Her horns were gone, and she looked like the first time I had seen her limping in the street.

The smell of the creature was stronger now, filling the cab of the truck with a musty, almost rotten odor. It made my stomach turn, and I had to fight the urge to gag.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves. I eased off the brakes and pulled away from the curb. The Skpplyt sat beside me, silent and still as I made my way back to The Mirage Motel.

The late-night drive seemed to go on forever with the Skpplyt sitting in the passenger seat. It was a relief to finally pull into the parking lot of The Mirage Motel.

I glanced over at the Main Office and saw Karina standing at the window, staring out at me. Her gaze was intense, and for a moment I forgot about the creature sitting beside me in the truck. I had so many questions I wanted to ask her.

I turned to look at the Skpplyt one more time, but she was gone. Vanished into thin air, just like she had appeared. I shook my head, trying to clear my thoughts, and opened the door to get out of the truck.

As I stepped onto the pavement, I looked up and saw the Skpplyt standing at the front door of the main office. Her eyes were fixed on Karina, who had a look of pure terror on her face. Karina backed away from the window, opening the door behind the front desk and stepping into the room behind it, then slamming the door shut behind her.

Anger surged through me as I stormed into the Main Office. I had questions, dammit, and I would not let some demon dog or a locked door stop me from getting answers. The Skpplyt followed me inside, silently looming behind me like a shadow.

I pounded on the door behind the front desk, my fist making the wood rattle in its frame.

"Karina!" I shouted, my voice echoing in the empty office. "Let me in! I need to talk to you!"

But there was no response from the other side of the door. Just silence, broken only by the sound of my ragged breathing.

I remembered the old-fashioned brass key in my pocket. I pulled it out and slid it into the lock, not expecting it to work. But to my surprise, the key turned easily and the lock clicked.

I pulled the door open, Karina's name on my lips. But the words died in my mouth as I stared into the small closet that lay behind the door. It was empty, except for a few cleaning supplies and a mop bucket.

I stepped inside and tapped my hand against the walls, expecting to find some hidden panel or secret passage. But there was nothing. The closet was real, solid and unyielding.

Defeated, I left the closet and shut the door. The Skpplyt was where I had left her, watching me with her head cocked.

The shoe box was on the front desk. I frowned, staring at it. I had left it in my room, so why had Karina brought it out here? Was she trying to send me a message?

Cautiously, I approached the desk and flipped open the lid of the box. The notepad was still inside, along with the red silk ribbon and lancet.

I picked up the notepad and began flipping through it, my eyes scanning the pages. Passing Sera's ideograph and notes, I turned to the second symbol. It was similar to the first one, but different somehow. I studied it for a moment, trying to make sense of it.

At first it was just a jumble, not making any sense. Then, like a switch being flipped in my brain, I realized I could read it.

"Mara," I whispered, the name rolling off my tongue.

I flipped to the notes that followed, my heart pounding as I tried to decipher their meaning. It was like a puzzle, each piece fitting together to form a picture that I couldn't quite see.

The letters gradually resolved in my head.

"Condemned to be broken on the rack, Medina del Campo, 1496," I read aloud. "Joyful lust always in bloom. The dream dancer who cannot dream. Guides the lost to her ends."

I set the notepad down, my mind struggling with the implications of what I had just read. What did it mean that this Mara had been condemned to the rack in 1496? Was this in Spain? Was she some kind of criminal?

I glanced up at the door to the back room, wondering where Karina had vanished to. I had so many questions, so many things I needed to know. But something told me that the answers I sought wouldn't be found in the Main Office of The Mirage Motel.

I returned the notepad to the shoe box. Tucking the box under my arm, I looked for the second door that led to my room. I couldn't find it, seeing nothing but a blank wall.

Remembering the last time, I stroked the brass key and closed my eyes. When I opened them again, the door was there, ready to be opened.

I entered the hallway and made my way to my room. I stood in front of the door, the shoe box clutched tightly in my hand. Behind me, I could feel the looming presence of the Skpplyt, her massive form filling the doorway at the end of the hallway. I didn't turn around to look at her, afraid of what I might see.

Was she there to keep me prisoner? Or was she standing guard to protect me from something else? I had no way of knowing, and the uncertainty made me fearful.

I glanced down at the notepad again, my eyes scanning the strange symbols and cryptic notes. The name "Mara" stood out to me, the strokes of her ideograph plain.

Taking a deep breath, I pulled the lancet from the shoe box and pricked my finger. A small drop of blood welled up. I carefully drew the symbol for Mara on the door in front of me.

The wood hungrily absorbed my blood. As I finished the last stroke, I heard a heavy metallic click come from inside the door. My hand shaking, I reached out and twisted the handle.

The door swung open, revealing nothing but blackness beyond. The bland motel room I had slept in was gone, replaced by an inky void that seemed to stretch on forever.

I hesitated for a moment, my mind reeling with anxiety over what I was about to do. I knew I couldn't turn back now. I had come too far, seen too much, to just walk away.

Gritting my teeth, I stepped forward into the darkness. The freezing blackness instantly enveloped me, its icy grip gnawing into my bones. I could sense vast creatures shifting in the void around me, their movements sending ripples through the darkness. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to block out the terror that seized me.

You've gone through this twice before. Just hang on and wait it out. This will end soon.

But it didn't end. It kept going and going as I felt myself sinking deeper and deeper into the void. The inky blackness thickened, choking me.

I didn't know how much longer I could control my panic. If this went on much longer, I'd start screaming. Once I started screaming, I might never stop.

But then there was a shift in the darkness. I could sense something close to me, a ragged wheeze of breath near my ear.

"Hello?" I whispered.

Evan…

My blood froze. The voice was inhuman, like a snake hissing my name.

"Who are you?" I shouted.

There was no reply, only a hand seizing me by the shoulder. It was cold and scaly and tipped with sharp claws. I gave a strangled cry as I tried to tear the hand away, but it was too strong.

Evan…

The grip on my shoulder tightened. It pulled me in until I was wrapped in the arms of something I could not see. Its flesh was icy and it stank of the grave, as if I were hugging a corpse. I thrashed and fought, but it clung to me like a lover, its claws digging into my back.

Locked in this crushing embrace, I sunk deeper into the void, drowning in darkness as the abyss swallowed me alive.


Coming Soon



Evan survives a deadly encounter. He summons Mara, a sultry succubus whose gift is Power. Mara will offer Evan pleasures beyond his wildest imagination. But even as Evan builds his harem of succubi, a hidden enemy is plotting to destroy him.
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