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Part 1. Libidinous Parasite




Chapter 1.
Joel’s tires crunched on gravel as he pulled into the rough excuse of a driveway. He’d been taking backroads for the last two hours, his GPS unable to find the unmarked road that led to the cabin. Yet by some miracle he finally found “Promise land road” and turned down the rough cut gravel road. What he saw before his eyes was an old log cabin whose last renovation looked like it took place during the Truman administration. Moss grew up one side of the cabin, the windows nearly opaque with dust build up.
“Fucking Christ, they weren’t kidding about this being rustic.” He said as he got out of the car, shivering against the cold. He took the old fashioned key out from his jacket pocket, and approached the wooden door. Was this really where he wanted to spend the next two weeks? The only first world amenities he would have would be plumbing and basic electrical, and that was only if he could keep the generator running during the duration of his stay. But this was what he signed up for. A writer’s retreat with no distractions. No internet, no goddamn social media, no 2 AM booty calls from his few doting female fans who knew his real identity, those whom were on his advanced readers team and got free copies of his books for a chance to fuck the mysterious New York Times bestselling thriller author, Joel Gheorghe.
He entered the cabin, and eased up a bit when he saw that the rental agency had at least taken the liberty of vacuuming and giving the interior a perfunctory once over. There was a minifridge in one corner, an honest to god gas range from the seventies in the other, a wooden desk against the eastern wall where he could setup his laptop to work and set out his note books to write in. The bed was a basic twin sized cheapo that you’d find in any sixty-a-night motel with ratty sheets. He went into the bathroom, which was only slightly bigger than a porta-potty with the addition of the stand up shower, and almost dropped the key as he flinched back. A wolf spider the size of his hand skittered across the floor, towards the bed.
“Oh no you don’t.” He said, taking two bounding steps after it and wincing as he felt it squish under his shoe. “Jesus, these Appalachian spiders must be eating good.” He said in awe at the gooey mess on his shoe. He sidestepped outside to wipe his shoe on the doormat, and proceeded to carry in the groceries and rest of the supplies. The nearest semblance of civilization, a Texaco gas station, was thirty miles away. He made sure to stock up though. Three bottles of old number 7, eight pounds of potatoes, six bags of beef jerky, two tins of coffee, and assorted snacks and things to keep him held over until his time was up. He was prepared to lock himself inside and defeat this goddamn writers block. He told himself he wasn’t leaving this place without at least a first draft of a novel.




Chapter 2.
It had been three days into his stay when he decided to go on a hike. He’d settled in nicely, had gotten the basic outline for a new story sketched out, and even got a couple thousand words down on his laptop. But this had taken the better part of eight hours a day sitting in front of the computer screen, the words coming to him a burst at a time. He knew it’d be slow going knocking the rust off that old creative engine, but not that slow. Usually he could knock out 3k a day when he was really riding the writing wave.
He’d gotten up early Wednesday morning and decided to go on a nice hike to clear his mind before sitting in front of the computer screen for another ten hours, sipping tumblers of whiskey and hoping the Hemingway method would do him some good. Before leaving, he took a good, long hard look at himself in the mirror. He was in his forties, but the prematurely white beard and long hair made him look in his fifties. He had a sharp angular jaw and hazel eyes that looked worn. He looked like a hungover wizard who’d spent too much time hunched over in a computer chair, living in his own head. He must have something about him though, because he had his share of doting women who kept his bed warm back in Memphis.
That was another reason to take the hike. He would never label himself as a sex addict, but going four or more days without some kind of tail action made him anxious and restless, something that not even masturbation could fix. Along with fighting his writer’s block, he’d be fighting his other inner demons as well. Except for booze. The booze would stay so long as it helped him get words to paper. No, the crisp smokey mountain air would be good for him.
The ad in the paper didn’t mention anything about trails, although Joel noticed the two trail heads right away when he went to collect firewood from the side of the cabin. The cabin itself was surrounded by a thick wall of fir and spruce trees, but a definite path had been carved out over by the wood pile. Joel assumed that the path would eventually lead him to some sort of fallen trees where the owners got the firewood. He took the left most one, thinking this would go in a big loop and bring him back to the right path over on the other side of the cabin.
He’d been walking for about forty five minutes, sipping from this whiskey spiked thermos of coffee and enjoying the sights, when he realized the trail did not lead back to the cabin, but instead led deeper into the mountain range the cabin was tucked away in. Feeling energized and adventurous, he decided to keep going, and when he came to the fork in the trail, he didn’t hesitate in going right, telling himself he’d still be able to find his way back.
He’d walked for another thirty minutes, passing stone cairns of intricate design, he assumed their architects were pot smoking hippies who’d come by some time ago. Then he saw the strange designs carved into the trees, which gave him pause, because these did not seem like the hippie thing to do. The designs were intricate, esoteric looking symbols that made his eyes sore after looking at it for too long. The logical part of him said he should head back, that this was pinging something deep and primal in his fight or flight response. But the other part of him, the one that dreaded sitting in front of that computer again and making his mind work, sought any excuse to delay the creation process.
He plundered on, until he came to the gate that read NO TRESPASSING. The gate was flanked by rusted barbed wire on all sides that stretched deep into the woods. He tried to fathom what the hell could possibly be out here that someone would actually go through the trouble of sealing off. Then that mischievous part of him, the part that loved the writer lifestyle, where any and all life events could be borrowed and bastardized for a good story, told him to jump over the gate. Curiosity and the nagging voice telling him that any adventure could be used as a potential plot point sent him on his way.
He’d gone some hundred yards into a clearing when he saw the derelict structure ahead. It wasn’t just some old log cabin like his though. This had the sloped steeples and granite stone blocks of nineteenth century gothic architecture .
“Holy shit.” Joel said, taking the structure in. It looked like a church straight out of some Poe story. He walked up to the huge double doors, each one emblazoned with insignias similar to pentagrams, but with inverted crosses trailing out from the bottom. Etched into the stone awning above the doors was “HOUSE OF THE CAMBION BORNE” with “EST. 1957” carved underneath it. The same occult looking sigils he saw etched into the trees was now seen in scorched evidence on the wooden doors. The doors didn’t appear to be locked in any way, and going against his better judgement, Joel pulled on the huge wrought iron handles, having to grunt with effort to move the heavy doors. “Ow, fuck!” He cried out as he pulled his left hand back, flinching. He stared stupidly at the cut on his left finger. Then he observed the handle closer, and saw the jagged rusty edge where a chunk of metal had eroded away. Good thing I’m up to date on my tetanus shots, he thought as he entered the mysterious building.




Chapter 3.
He was expecting something like a church, with rows of wooden pews, some kind of huge religious monolith type structure in the middle, those sort of fixtures. Instead he was greeted with a large empty room, the walls painted in black, the stained glass window at the center filtering in a strange colored light. He took out the lighter he kept tucked in his flannel next to his pack of cigarettes, and flicked it on. There was no furniture in the room, but in the center was a large painted white circle. Going around the inner border of the circle was a ring of text in a language that looked faintly familiar to Joel. In the center of the circle was the same symbol he’d seen outside, it’s many lines and vertices and termination points painted in pain staking detail. For a few minutes he simply stood in awe of the arcane work of art, unaware that he was dripping blood onto the wooden planks within the circle.
He looked up, and saw more text painted on the walls. He read one passage out loud.
“Fiica Păcatului” he said, and realized as he sounded the vowels out that the language was Romani, or a very close creole version of Romani. He felt the blood freeze in his veins as the realization hit him. His grandparents were both from Romania, had immigrated to the States through the historic Ellis Island. While his parents embraced the melting pot culture of Manhattan and sought to raise an All American son, their strictly traditionalist grandmother, Elena, had made sure to teach him as much of what the Brooklanders called “That gypsy talk” as she could before she died. It had been many years since he’d read or spoken his native tongue, and seeing it in here in the blue ridge mountains, in this fucked up place… It felt like a waking nightmare to him.
“Nascut din samanta furata.” He read in a hushed whisper. Born of the stolen seed... “Fiica Păcatului” he repeated. Daughter of sin…
He looked down, and to his amazement saw that the painted white lines of the massive intricate diagram he was in now pulsed with a deep red, as if it beat with some subterranean heart. More blood dropped onto the floorboards, and this time the droplets sizzled when they hit the floor.
“What the fuck…” Joel said, and took a step towards the edge of the circle, meaning to exit it. But he saw that a semi-translucent red wall had formed in around him, and when he tried to get close to it, he could feel an intense radiating heat, like he’d just opened the panel door to a huge oven. He tried to reach through it with his cut hand, and drew it back sharply, hissing as the skin burned and blistered in the spot. Then he turned, and dropped his thermos as he saw the figure that materialized from the center of the diagram, where all the lines converged.
A human like figure began to slowly rise from the center, comprised of the same red semi-clear light as the walls that trapped him in. An acutely female frame was revealed to him, with wide busty breasts, an exaggerated hourglass figure, thick thighs that tapered down to slim calves. She reached out to touch Joel, and he recoiled, his back inching closer to the fire wall. She put out one glowing hand, grabbing his injured left hand, the blood still dripping from the cut on his finger. As his skin came into contact with her essence, he felt a surging wave of excitement and horniness flow through him. It was like he’d just railed an eight ball of Bolivian booger sugar cut with Viagra.
With a hand that he could barely feel, she raised it to her mouth, where she began to suck the bleeding finger. As soon as the blood was in her mouth, she transformed with a great red flash that blinded Joel for a few seconds. When he was able to see again, he bore witness to a woman whose beauty drove him to tears. She had flawless alabaster skin, her body a perfectly proportioned hourglass shape with an exaggerated flair of hips and breasts, eyes of purest obsidian, a corona of red shimmering hair that hung down to her knees. Plump lips that glistened with her saliva as a long serpentine tongue traced them, splitting open to reveal perfectly white fangs as she grinned at him.
The site of her stirred a deep primal longing within him, especially as he looked down between her legs, were a hairless cleft revealed plump pink lips that glistened with wetness. She saw him staring, and took the hand, which she’d brought out as she came fully into this universe, and stuck it between her legs. The hot lubricant that coated his fingers stung the open cut like some medicinal solvent, before it went numb. He gasped as he felt the hot velvety folds with his finger tips, the firm bulbous organ of her clit, which throbbed noticeably under his fingers. She let out a long, lustful hiss as his hands explored.
With a sudden flash of movement, she’d ripped his flannel shirt off, feeling his skinny frame with fingertips that felt like ice. She eyed his flesh ravenously, the long tongue extending out and slithering through his hairy chest, tasting each puckered nipple. He brought his hands up and sunk them into her hair, pulling her face towards his. Soft plump lips pressed against his own, the long, thin tongue probing his mouth. Her breath tasted like old ashes and decay, but he didn’t care. He realized he could feel the heat between her legs through his denim, and was acutely aware of how hard his cock strained against his jeans, wanting so badly to be in that heat, to fuck that dripping gash with such primal ferocity that he trembled with need and anticipation.
She took her hands and grabbed the waste band of his jeans. She literally tore them off his body, ripping with enough force to split the denim in two at the crotch, his boxers tearing with them. His cock sprung out in front of him, finally free of it’s fabric constraints. She tossed his clothing through the red wall that surrounded them, where they blazed with fire as they passed through.
“You have summoned me from my rest. You will not leave here until you pay the toll. You will not leave here until every last drop has been harvested.” She said in a voice that was the chorus of a thousand wasp wings oscillating in a hellish tritone. She took one large hand and placed it atop his head, running cold fingers through his hair. He felt a tingling in his scalp. “Hmmm… A scribe? How useful.” She said. In his shock he didn’t register the meaning of that sentence. But before he could ask what she meant, she jumped up and mounted him, wrapping those firm silken thighs around his waist, lowering herself slightly so that his cock pressed against her hot cleft, and then shoved downward, pushing him in.
For a moment he almost collapsed as the overwhelming sensation flooded over him. He’d been with many women before, was well aware of what the standard vagina felt like. This… this was something all together different. She gripped him with pulsating walls that conformed to his cock perfectly, and when she slid all the way down, he felt the swollen head of his cock become gripped my a smaller, narrower orifice inside of her that stayed attached the entire time he thrusted. It almost felt like the tight band of a condom, except with smooth little nubs that rubbed deliciously against his head as they thrusted. She rode him vigorously for awhile, shoving one of her large breasts in his mouth. He bit down hard on the nipple, and was rewarded with a hot, sweet nectar that burned the inside of his mouth. But it tasted so good, he suckled like a starving infant.
Just when he thought she’s suffocate him with her bosom, he dropped down to his knees and threw her onto the floor, in the middle of the circle, and proceeded to fuck her on her back, missionary style. It was then that he was aware of the tail that had snaked up from behind her back, going between her legs and wrapping itself around his swollen testicles. The organ applied a steadily mounting pressure while he fucked her hard, her legs tightening around him, beckoning him deeper as she thrusted in tandem. She hissed with pleasure, and Joel could feel the round nub of her clitoris swelling to the size of a gumball as his crotch rubbed against hers.
He sweated profusely while he was inside the hot ring, thrusting with all his might. She licked the sweat that dripped off him, her tongue leaving a tingling trail across his chest. He felt himself nearing a colossal orgasm, the intensity of which frightened him. The build up was epic, his balls ached as they prepared for the epic release, the tight little sub-orifice within her sliding down, until it was around the base of his cock instead as her walls clenched and tightened in sequence to her throbbing globe. He forced himself to thrust even as the sensation grew so intense as to almost be painful, and then his first contraction seized him.
He screamed, a sound that was indiscernible from pleasure or pain, perhaps both, as his balls throbbed, and his first massive burst filled her. Her walls loosened slightly to allow the semen to erupt out of him, and then squeezed him tight for the next thrust, squeezing the seed out of him in between each burst. The feeling was so intense he collapsed against her, the strength from his scrawny arms gone as the orgasm caused his muscles to spasm uncontrollably. She held him tight, rocking her hips for him and continuing the thrusting movement so the tight rim of her could milk him from base to shaft, enveloping his cock in a silken fist that knew just when to squeeze, making good on her promise to milk him for every drop he was worth. But by then, he’d already lost consciousness.




Chapter 4.
When he came too, it was twilight, and pitch black within the building. He shivered violently as the chill, damp air of the smokies wafted in from the open doorway. For a moment he had no idea where he was, and then he looked up, could see the faint outline of the stained glass window reflecting some of the ambient starlight, and then he remembered. He fumbled around for his clothes, moving with awkward slowness as his abused balls throbbed at the slightest movement.
“What the fuck?” He said as he fumbled around in the darkness, unable to find his clothes. He managed to find his lighter however, and after a quick inspection he saw the singed remains of his jeans and shirt lying on the floor. “Shit!” he hissed, and realized he would need to make it back to the cabin ASAP before he got pneumonia or something. He knew with it being the middle of spring, there were still nights that it could get down into the fifties up here, and the dampness that came from the thick fog of the night didn’t help matters. He shivered violently as he walked naked through the path, thankful that he was spared the muddy hiking boots which had stayed on his feet during the intercourse. He was somewhere in the middle of the trail however when a sudden need to vomit overtook him. What erupted from his mouth and splattered the old fall foliage smelled like burnt pennies and looked like pus from an abscessed wound. The sight of it made him vomit even more, until finally he forced himself to go on.
He didn’t allow himself to think about what just happened. He focused on staying alive, of getting back to the cabin. The trail was hard to see at night, several times he had to stop and flick his Bic to make sure he was still on the path. Somehow, in his delirium, he managed to stay on the trail, remembering to go right at the fork and back towards the cabin. As soon as he was inside, he chugged the remainder of the first bottle of Jack, relishing the clean burn of the whiskey and praying the alcohol destroyed whatever fetid substance he’d ingested from that demoness’s breast. As the booze slowly thawed him from the inside out, he threw a couple of logs into the old wood fire furnace, taking four tries to strike the matches that were left on the kitchen counter and get the kindling going.
As blessed heat slowly filled the cabin, he popped open the second bottle of whiskey and took two slugs. He was now tipsy, rapidly approaching drunk as the whiskey sloshed around in his empty stomach. He took his aching flaccid cock in his hand, looked at it stupidly in the glow of the battery powered lantern that was the cabin’s sole source of nighttime illumination. He could see the purple bruised ring around the head. He was trying to tell himself he’d hallucinated the whole thing. Why in the hell would there be some kind of cult church out here in the middle of the Appalachians? And on top of that what were the chances that the prayer’s or invocations or whatever they were had been written in Romani?
He got on his laptop to look up occult activity in eastern Tennessee, then remembered he didn’t have internet. “Fuck.” He said, taking another slug of the whiskey. His goal was to simply drink and forget about it. In the morning, he’d wake up hung over, but refreshed and ready to continue with his book, chalking up whatever had just happened as an especially vivid nightmare. But instead of going to bed, he stayed at his laptop, and opened up a new document. He had no idea what he meant to write, but his hands started flying away at the keys, as if they were possessed, dancing over the keyboard with their own volition. He simply sat there, watching drunkenly as words filled the screen, words that did not come from his mind or imagination. At some point however, sheer exhaustion overtook him, and he passed out at the desk.




Chapter 5.
They had come from across the sea, to seek refuge from an oppressive regime, their poor mountainous country being overtaken by geopolitical warfare from the east. Fleeing with them was their culture, and their beliefs, specifically their worshipping of an idle known as Adrianna, queen of the night. Their beliefs were considered heresy even in their new homeland, where a man named Jesus Christ was present in the homes of those who had bastardized the carpenter’s teaching into their own wicked religious system. Feeling just as persecuted here as in their homeland, they fled into the deepest, most remote part of the country they could find. It was here, in these hazy green peaks that reminded them so much of their old motherland, that they found refuge, and once again proceeded their systematic worship to Adrianna, which entailed sacrifice of both blood and semen. It was she who took the seeds of their men, all of whom in their tribe were born cambions themselves, and delivered it to those known as incubi. The incubi gave the seed new life, and would deposit it into the ripe, fertile caverns of the desperate women. There was only fifty of them, and so inbreeding was inevitable. The children that were born of these infernal couplings were called cambions, and they would become feared by the mountain natives who roamed the land long before the worshippers of Adrianna staked claims here…
Joel stared in awe at the words on the screen. He rubbed his temple with one hand while he nursed a cup of coffee with the other. He had no recollection of writing this, had no idea where the hell this information even came from. It had nothing to do with the manuscript he’d started on when he first got here, a tale about a Russian spy trying to infiltrate the top echelons of US government to stop a nuclear attack. Yet as he read on, he grew more captivated with the story, which he had five pages of so far. It told the story of a group of Romanian immigrants who’d made their way to the Appalachians, seeking refuge from religious persecution as they developed a small commune deep within the heart of the Blue Ridge mountains, where he was currently staying.
He got up to shower, and while he was washing himself in the cramped porcelain stall, a sudden jarring memory rocked him. His grandmother, kneeling beside his bed at night, singing a strange prayer that he’d never quite understood. “Dragă Adrani, vă rugăm să acceptați acest copil în rândurile voastre.” She would mutter five times in a row, before kissing his forehead and tucking him to sleep. Dear Adrani, please accept this child into your ranks. He’d told his mom the next day about it, which resulted in a huge fight between his grandma and mother. His mother scolded Elena for bringing that abominabl old world belief into their home. That Adrani could stay deep in the cold mountains of the carpathians, where it belonged. That her son would not be corrupted with those heinous superstitious beliefs. Adrani...Adrianna.
He tried to put it all out of his mind and work on the first manuscript. None of his publishers would accept some weird folk-horror tale about a romanian cult in the smokey mountains. Yet when he stared at the words comprising what he’d titled “Blood Rising” he felt deeply uninspired, the words fake, this false narrative of US and Russian political intrigue feeling like the most contrived, stale piece of story he’d ever worked on.
For awhile, he simply sat at his desk, head in his hands, trying to decompress all this. What did it mean? Was it mere coincidence that he’d stumbled upon the depraved house of worship, who’s devoted tongue was the same as his ancestors? Was his grandmother, his beloved Nana, a part of that group? And what the hell was a cambion? Then he thought of the woman, or demoness, or whatever she was, and the intensity of the orgasm he’d experienced. His cock gave a wanting throb in remembrance of the event, and suddenly that was all he could think about, was going back to her, being inside of her, donating his essence to her. To Adrianna, for that was surely her name. It was better than any sex he’d ever had.
He found himself on numb feet, putting on his hiking boots and nothing else. The mercury thermometer nailed to the wall said it was sixty five outside, but even if it was in the thirties he would’ve gone naked. Part of him screamed at him to get a grip, to plant his ass back in that chair and continue doing what he came out here to do. But no, the other part of his mind told him that there was a new story to be told, one much more important than the drivel he was going to hand to his editors.
He walked dazedly out of the cabin, looking absurd as his swollen cock jutted out in front of him, swinging about like a pendulum as he walked. He blazed the trail without paying attention to his surroundings, and didn’t realize he’d taken a left instead of a right at the trail fork until he came upon the rusted gates of the small graveyard. This path was more rugged and overgrown, the branches and leaves tickling his bare flesh as he walked up to it. There was an arched gateway that served as an entrance to the graveyard, but the lettering above it was so eroded he couldn’t read it. But he could read the engraved tombstones that were placed there. Half of the tombstones were labelled Adrianna, but with different sur names. Adrianna Breckon, 1959-1964. Adrianna Goldman, 1959-1963. Adrianna Mol, 1959-1967.
Then he saw the other half were labelled Nikolai. Nikolai Balaz, Nikolai Florea, Nikolai Popescu, all born in 1959 and died before the age of seven. These were all children buried here. All named after their idol, Adrianna. But who was Nikolai? Then he saw the one at the very end, Nikolai Gheorghe. He stared at the worn granite for a long time, seeing his surname on the grave rocked him deeply. Just a coincidence, Gheorghe wasn’t exactly an uncommon name for Romanians… But what if it wasn’t? What if that was one of his relatives, buried in this plot with all the other dead children, born of the same year, all dying before even reaching puberty? What did it all mean?
Eventually he left the graveyard, and proceeded down the trail. A half mile later, he reemerged from behind the House of the Cambion Borne, it’s sight filling him with tingling excitement.




Chapter 6.
Inside, he stood within the circle, and eagerly chanted the invocations painted on the walls, and waited. Nothing happened. He chanted them again, this time paying special attention to the pronunciation, but still, nothing happened.
“God damnit!” He screamed in frustration. For a moment he didn’t understand, and then remembered, looking down at the scar on his finger. Then he looked down at the white lines on the floor, expecting to see droplets of his dried blood on the wood, but they were gone. It all made sense then. She required blood, as well as spoken word. He would give her both if that was what she needed.
He looked around, trying to find something to mutilate himself with. The room was empty, but he saw the sharp corners of the window sill beneath the stained glass portrait, which he realized now that he looked at it, was a portrait of Adrianna, made mosaic by the stained glass. He felt the rough stone edge corner of the sill. He sighed, knowing this next part was going to suck. He gritted his teeth, and brought his left fist down hard on the corner. He howled with pain as the skin on his hand was torn open rather than cut open. Dust floated in the air as his hit shook the frame.
Holding his throbbing hand and catching the blood that now flowed in a small stream in his other hand, Joel quickly walked back over to the circle, and began to repeat the invocation with frantic urgency while letting the blood spill, falling onto the white lines. He grinned as the lines began to glow a deep red, that comforting warmth radiating from the infernal energy that now possessed the symbol. He sat on the floor, sitting spread eagle and facing the center in supplication of her arrival, where his new muse began to materialize in that enchanting way of hers.
“You again… Have you begun to tell the tale of my people yet?” She asked in that white noise voice of hers, that was both terrible and beautiful to Joel’s ears.
“Ye…Yes.” Was all he could bring himself to say. She nodded approvingly, showcasing that sinister grin and fangs. She floated down to him, letting her red hair envelope him like a cocoon. There was no preamble this time, she immediately straddled him, squeezing his sides with those silken thighs, and took his throbbing hard cock in one hand that now sported claws. She began to gyrate her dripping, swollen clitoris against the head of his dick, the velvet pearl tickling his most sensitive area, coating his shaft in her lubricant as she pleasured herself. She gripped him hard, began to shake his cock violently to increase the speed with which the two organs made contact. He looked down as he felt her tail flailing around, positioning itself, and at first he thought it meant to enter his ass. But then he saw between her legs that it was inside of her. She was fucking herself with her own tail.
He thought he would soon be able to orgasm this way, felt himself building up to it, when Adrianna let out a bestial roar of pleasure, her red hair suddenly unfurling from his body and radiating about her head like a living thing. Joel felt a hot fluid splash his thighs as she ejaculated violently, her nipples growing long and hard as she came, the dripping tail flying out and twitching against his thigh with the force of her climax. He seized her breasts tightly in both hands, and bucked his hips, nearly insane with lust as he shoved himself inside her still squirting pussy.
“Adrianna…”He breathed with ecstasy as he felt her pulsating walls clamp him erratically, hot nectar drenching his crotch as she let out the last of her expulsions.
“Say my name. Say it!” She hissed.
“Ah…Adriana!” he screamed.

And then that tight ring was there, fastening itself around the tip of his cock. That was when she pinned him to the ground, strong hands on his shoulders as she began to ride him violently, entwining her legs under his, pushing him up slightly as she did so. He felt the slick eel like extremity, pushing against his balls, and then sliding down and pressing against his anus. It slipped inside of him, where it quickly went deep, pressing against his prostate.
He could feel the ring begin to pulsate and milk him as a few spurts of pre-ejaculate were forced from him as a steady pulsing force now slammed against his prostate. It was a jarring, bone deep sensation that made the tactile sensations of her silken walls sliding over him even more intense. He squeezed her breasts harder as he rocketed towards climax, and twin jets of the foul milk coatdc his face. He licked his lips, tasting the milk even though he knew it would make him sick. He didn’t care.
Adriana could sense Joel’s impending eruption, and lowered herself to him, once again enfolding him in her long lustrous hair. She hugged him tightly and slammed her buttocks against his thighs, shoving the tail even deeper while keeping him balls deep inside of her. He let out a whimpering cry as the first massive explosion filled her canal, the fleshy ring relaxing it’s grip slightly to allow the thick jet of seed to flow freely as it coated her inner walls, where a cervix would normally be in a human vagina. Instead there was an opening, which expanded to allow the flow of the semen to drain into it. Joel didn’t know this however, he just enjoyed the sensation of a small mouth within the succubus’s pussy that sucked him off while she fucked him.
He could feel his prostate swell and throb in time with his bone deep contractions, could feel as the very last of his sperm was forced from him, making him feel like a spent tube of toothpaste as frustrated hands squeezed all the little pockets and remnants up from the bottom, hoping for just one more dollop to be milked from the nozzle.
“You must finish it, Joel. Do not come back until the story is complete. My legacy must survive, even if my people don’t.” She whispered into his ear. She decoupled from him, his tenderized cock flopping against his leg, red and shriveled, and began to float away. With her body went her warmth, that warm secure feeling of being wrapped in her hair while he came, like a baby swaddled in a blanket. He grasped for her, but his hands only passed through red vapor.
“No…” he said, wanting her to come back. But he heard her last message. He knew what he had to do. With the sun setting, he headed back to the cabin in a mild delirium, a light breeze blowing against his genitals as the temperature began to drop. His cock yearned for the warm cavern of Adrianna.




Chapter 7.
One by one the children of the village began to be born, all within the same three months. Many came out horribly deformed, their eyes nothing but red blood filled orbs, mouths fused shut, the lips needing to be ripped open lest they starve to death, heads grotesquely large, many of which killed their mothers upon delivery. All of them would be servants to Adriana’s king, the dark prince, the true ruler of the mortal world. Those with more debilitating deformities were sacrificed during the first harvest moon, their blood collected and fed to Adriana. The stronger ones however, He ordered to be possessed by his favorite demons. These would grow up to be seemingly normal human beings, sent off into the world to start families, and to begin breeding for the next generation for Adriana’s harvest. Her male counterpart, Nikolai, patiently awaited as new men were found by Adriana to collect seed from, their demonic organs growing hard in anticipation of inseminating human cervixes with their corrupted seed…
He worked like a madman for the next week, writing nine hours a day, keeping a steady alcohol buzz going by drinking cup after cup of spiked coffee. He didn’t shower, he didn’t even bother dressing himself. He worked naked, his cock growing hard at random moments of the day in anticipation of seeing Adrianna again. He tried to go down to her place of worship, but both times the double doors were firmly locked, and he understood they would stay that way until he finished telling the tale of her people, which in reality was his people just as much as hers. As he wrote, it was revealed to him that his grandmother was one of those children born in that critical year of 1959, a cambion, a child born of demon spawn.
It was on the following Monday, eight days since his arrival, that he finished the 65,000 word novel, which was titled A HISTORY OF THE CAMBION BORNE. Despite it being a first draft, he knew it to be flawless, for the energy that used his body like a vessel to translate the words was precise, had been waiting eons to formulate the perfect tale, one that, when read by mortal eyes would entrance them to seek out Adrianna, the prose written in such a way to trigger an innate urge born within all people. A fatal flaw of the godhead that created in his image, was the lustful desires that he unintentionally distilled within them. The rib of god comes wrought with abominable desires, and the force that used Joel’s innate knack for language made sure to exploit these urges.
A force then compelled him to take his laptop, get in his car, and drive to the nearest gas station, where he would use whatever wifi or internet connection he could find to send out the manuscript to all his editors and publishers, and to his friends and family, and to everyone on his social media groups.
Putting clothes on for the first time in a week, he sped like a madman down to the closest town, Gideon’s bluff, where he sat for two hours in a burger king parking lot, hunched over his laptop and hitting send excessively. People stared at him, watching with concern as the crazy eyed man who looked like one of the inbred locals from the mountains cackled and grinned. As soon as that was finished, he sped out of the parking lot, eager to get back to the cabin, to the House of the Cambion Borne to tell Adrianna, to be rewarded for his work.




Chapter 8.
He ran through the forest, completely naked, not even bothering with the boots. He slipped and fell a couple times on his way to the House of the Cambion Borne, resulting in his backside and feet becoming covered in dirt. He’d come prepared though, his wrist now bled freely as he’d sliced open the veins with a kitchen knife as soon as he got back to the cabin. When he pulled on the doors, he found they swung open with ease. The circle waited for him.
He ran to it, planting his muddy feet within the white borders, a steady stream of blood dripping from his finger tips. He dropped to his knees, repeated the invocation twice, his voice quaking with anticipation. His cock, now fully healed and ready for a milking, was jutting straight out in front of him as Adrianna took shape. When she formed with that brilliant red flash, she looked down at him with something like pity.
“Oh, fair scribe, how you’ve done well.” She said, kneeling down and grabbing his cock with one hand, inspecting the organ and the swollen scrotum beneath it. “I suppose I could always use more seed. Really though, you shouldn’t of come back.” She said. Joel wanted to ask what she meant, but she planted those firm, plump lips on his, the serpent’s tongue slipping into his mouth, dancing with his own. Then she withdrew from him, and proceeded to get on her back, raising her legs up so that the tail sprouted up from between her buttocks.
Joel was on her in a flash, keeping her legs up to where her calves rested on his shoulders, he shoved his cock in deep, and began thrusting hard. The tail once again wrapped itself around his bouncing testes, forming a noose around the swollen sack. Her walls gripped him tightly, the small sucking mouth planted firmly on his tip. God how he’d missed that. He thrusted as hard as he could, and she flexed her legs in sync with him, finding a powerful rhythm that shook the floorboards of the whole structure.
He screamed with primal pleasure as the first shuddering thrusts of his orgasm seized him. He slammed inside of her, keeping his cock buried in her as the tip throbbed and shot forth a violent eruption of seed, the inner orifice relaxing and tightening in time with his contractions. The tail squeezed firmly, making sure each contraction emptied him completely, until nothing was left. He collapsed against her, her legs holding him up as he breathed hard. She took one hand and brushed his cheek, a surprisingly affectionate gesture.
“I’m sorry Joel, but your time as come. You have served your purpose, and now it is time for your final act. For you see, I am bound here by this building. With it’s destruction, I can now be free to meet with my male counter part, Nikolai, and we can begin to build a much larger family, thanks to those made susceptible by reading your book. Thank you, little lamb. You have done good.” She said.
“Wha—” Joel began, before she bent her legs, getting her feet up into his chest, and kicked hard. Joel soared through the air, his body passing through the circular red wall of light. He came out the other side a human comet, his whole body engulfed in flames as he hit the wooden floorboards. As he screamed and writhed in agony, the dusty dry floorboards went up like kindling, the flames climbing up the stone walls, where the wooden supports caught fire, eventually spreading to the wooden roof. Within ten minutes, the structure was a conflagration.
To any animal eyes that may have gazed upon the blaze, they would of seen the bright red aura come streaking out of the blaze, and ethereal ball of sinister light that shot into the night sky, flying with purpose, with insidious plans.




Part 2. Insatiable




Chapter 1.
Some might be appalled by the lengths I went to achieve sexual gratification. My psychologist surely thought I had an obsessive disorder, placing sex so high up on a pedestal that it became this unachievable thing, a mythic echelon of pleasure that I will never reach. She said this is why I have been unable to get laid, to score, whatever you want to call it. It had been six years since I’d known the silken folds of a vagina, the soft supple flesh of a willing woman. I had only ever dated one girl, Susan Hall, back in high school. We had sex four times, and I remember each time vividly, clinging on to the only human intimacy I was allowed to experience. Oh yes, I guess I should elaborate that I came from a broken home, with a distant mother and an abusive father. Cue the Fruedian Analysis, Dr. Montane.
When I had first heard about this whole business of summoning a sexual demon, I laughed heartily. I may be a sex deprived, basement dwelling loner, with a seething hatred for the women who’ve rejected me all these years, but I was no tarot-card reading idiot. Hours of scouring the dark web, trying to find the most fucked up porn imaginable to satiate my ever evolving lizard brain’s taste had brought me to her site. Scrolling past the legit snuff films, the torture porn and mutilation, I came upon her simple, humble link.
I will make your deepest, most depraved desires come true. It was a simple but effective statement, with nothing but a hyperlink as advertisement. I clicked on it, and was brought to a site that looked like it was made in the early 90’s, with shoddy HTML formatting and cheesy satanic imagery in the background, with blocks of text in Courier Font. I almost laughed at first, but there was something disturbing about the oldness of this website. I felt like I had stumbled upon an ancient tomb deep in the heart of the pyramids that was the world wide web.
She called herself Elenaria, but did not offer a picture of herself. Instead there was a brief introduction to who she was. A female escort unlike any you can buy off the street. I come to you, at any hour of any day, a reality bending mistress who can and will draw forth your most abhorrent sexual desires. That was it. There was only one widget on the website, a CONTACT button in the upper right corner. For shits and giggles, I clicked on it. Instantly, my whole screen went dark, and I thought for a second my computer was toast, the contact link awakening some ancient trojan virus ready to wreak havoc on my CPU.
“Hello there, Charles.” It came up right in the middle of the screen, in gray blocky courier font. What the fuck? Was all I could think. But it had been a long day, I was half drunk, and at that point I was all out of fucks to give, and decided to just play along, even if this was the work of some extremely clever hackers who were at that very minute draining my bank account of the measly fifty dollars and sixty cents I had left.
“Who are you? What is this?” I asked.
“Didn’t you read the website? I am Elenaria, and I know exactly what you are looking for.” The reply came almost instantaneously, like one of those cheesy AI bots you can chat with.
“Oh yeah? And what is that? Want my credit card information and social security number so you can drive all the way out here and give me the time of my life?”
“No. I do not accept the useless fiat currency that you all spend your whole lives obsessing over, but I do require a price for my services. Nothing is free in this world, right, Charles?”
“How do you know my name? What the fuck?”
“I knew everything about you as soon as you entered my site. I know the last time you had sex was in 2013. I know you still masturbate to images of Susan when all this shallow vapid pornography doesn’t do the trick. I know sometimes, when you’re very intoxicated, you think about your mother, the way she used to punish you when she caught you masturbating with her panties.” At this, I immediately hit the power button on my laptop. But nothing happened. The conversation stayed open, my heart beating hard as I watched two of my most deeply guarded secrets, things I haven’t even told Dr. Montane, displayed on the screen.
“That won’t work, my poor Charles. There is no reason to be afraid, soon you will be living out  what you could only glimpse in a computer screen. Isn’t that what you’ve always wanted? Isn’t that what your therapist said is the main source of your anxiety? An unfulfilled sexual development?”
For awhile I only stared at my computer, dumbfounded by what was happening. I wanted to discount all of this as a hoax, as some elaborate prank. But she seemed to know everything about me. Paranoia gave way to intrigue, and I found myself asking.
“Okay. So what do I have to do to experience all my sexual desires?”
“First, you must write my name in your blood.” I laughed as I read this aloud, shaking my head.
“No, I don’t think I want to do that.”
“Oh, but you do.” Came the reply. To my amazement, in my buzzed state, I found myself getting up, walking into the small dirty kitchen of my apartment, and searching the drawers for a steak knife. It was as if the words had some sort of hypnotizing effect on me. There were no clean ones in the drawer, only a few food crusted blades sitting in dirty dish water. I hastily grabbed the nearest one, not bothering to clean it off or sterilize it in any way. Adrenaline coursed through my veins as the thought that this woman might be telling the truth, that I may finally get to know flesh once again, to not have to go through the endless goddamn rat race of dating and rejection and insecurity.
I raced to the bathroom, where I stood in front of the stained mirror. A pudgy man with long greasy hair, turd colored eyes and dressed in nothing but cum stained boxers looked back at me. I brought the filthy knife up, placed the blade tip in the palm of my left hand, and hissed as I dug it in. Crimson welled up to form a small puddle in my palm, and this I used as ink, daubing my first two fingers of my right hand into it. In long, dripping letters I scrawled ELENARIA on my bathroom mirror. When I was done, I grabbed a wad of toilet paper, pressing it into my injured hand as I raced back to the computer, eager to await further instruction.
I saw to my horror the screen was black, our conversation gone. The computer had finally turned itself off. In a panic, I rebooted it, trying to bring back the message window. I couldn’t find it anywhere, however. I tried to retrace my steps on the internet, going back through the “dark logs” website that served as a database for all the fetish porn sites on the deep web. I scrolled through pages and pages, trying to find it, but Elenaria’s link was no longer there. In a fit of rage, I grabbed my laptop, and threw it against the wall. Then I reached for the half empty bottle of Jim Beam, and took a large gulp.
As fire bloomed in my stomach, the world began to tilt on an unseen axis, I stumbled into the dirty sheets of my bed, ready and willing to die at that point, not caring that I was smearing blood all over the sheets.




Chapter 2.
When I awoke, the room was dark, night had come. As my eyes adjusted, I realized someone was standing in the corner of my room. A silhouette of someone with long spindly arms and legs, a billowing plume of black dress made up the core. Despite the absence of any definitive curves, I knew almost at once this presence was female.
“Who…Who is there?” I asked, my voice trembling, my head throbbing from a hangover. At first there came no response, except the opening of her eyes. They glowed white, like two miniature stars in the universe of my room. Looking into them immediately paralyzed me, and for a minute I tried to convince myself this was just a case of sleep paralysis. Then she took a step forward, and spoke.
“It is me, Charles. The one you summoned.” She said. The voice that came to me was like sand blowing against concrete, like the buzzing of a million locusts in a plague devastated village. Then, in a blur of movement, she was standing right over me. She smelled of burned wood and fresh blood, an odor that both repulsed me and turned me on, my primal lizard brain screaming with conflicted impulses. She stood up on the bed, towering above me, and with the shrug of her shoulders, the gown was off.
Despite the dim light, I could see her pale body starkly outlined in the dark. Her flesh was pale alabaster, almost egg shell white, and with those definite lines I could see the swell of breasts and hips. An almost comically exaggerated hour glass figure. Despite her almost grotesque proportions, her arms that seem to hang like stalks down her knees, her bow legged figure, I was at once entranced, my cock stiffening in anticipation of whatever ministrations she might inflict upon it. She bent down, whipping off the blanket, pulling off my boxers.
Her long black coils of hair tickled my flesh as she lowered herself down. Her flesh was cold, but smooth, her breasts heavy and very real against my chest, her nipples felt like frozen diamonds against my own. A hand reached down and seized my cock with fingers that felt like they had too many knuckles.
“I own this now.” She said, stroking hard enough to almost hurt, as if she meant to tenderize my organ rather than stimulate it, but getting my cock rock hard almost instantaneously all the same. She maneuvered her own black void over mine, and I gasped as she used my cock like her own personal massager ,sliding my engorged tip over her hairless mounds, parting her scalding hot lips and sliding up until I hit a small round nub, and when I made contact with it she shuddered, gripping my cock hard enough to cut off circulation. She maneuvered my cock frantically like a joystick, rubbing my tip raw as the small globe of her clitoris began to change texture, swelling and quivering.
I could feel fluids dripping onto my crotch and balls that tingled and nearly burned with heat, her infernal lubricant signaling she was ready. My gaze and very mind was lost in her eyes, which seemed to consume my soul as she performed. I tried to gasp as she finally let me enter, forcing my cock into a searing hot caldera that at first scathed, and then soothed with the most soft, silken walls I had ever known. As I entered deeper, I could feel my cock being grasped by ridged muscles and slick membranous folds that seemed to grab and pull at my cock with every thrust. I may have only been in one woman before, but I knew what the female anatomy was supposed to feel like. Hers was certainly…Augmented.
She locked her long, spindly but strong thighs around my own as she straddled me. She opened her mouth, revealing rows of needle teeth that glinted yellow and black, a fetid odor of spoiled meat emanating from the gaping maw. I tried to turn my head, to resist what she meant to do next, but I found her eyes had the ultimate power over me, and soon that odor of spoiled meat, of decaying flesh, became a savory smell that entranced me, making me want to taste her.
A long, black tongue uncoiled from her mouth, sliding into my own. I found my own tongue wrapped around hers, tasting of charred meat and burned blood, at first making me want to gag, but soon I found the flavor delicious. She sped up her strokes, and my cock was on fire with sensation both agonizing and orgasmic, and I whimpered helplessly as she propelled me towards a maddening climax. This whimper soon became a choked gurgle as her tongue continued to unspool like a snake, going down my throat, into my esophagus. I could not breathe, and I felt a profound violation as I felt her impossibly long tongue snake deeper into me, probing organs and filling my lungs with her sulfurous saliva.
I found myself wrapping my arms around her thin body, hugging her skeletal frame close despite the fact I yearned to be free from this demon. I could feel her tightening her grip on my cock as I edged ever closer, her canal quivering with inhuman muscles and anatomy, as if eager to consume whatever spilled forth from me. It was akin to hurtling towards the sun, everything growing brighter and hotter, until surely I would be consumed completely by her.
The first burst was intense enough to nearly make me lose consciousness. I could feel myself contract and pump my fluids into her, and as if in response to that she bore down against my pelvis hard enough to cause one of my vertebrae to snap, my cock straining to release it’s long pent up fluids as I felt another, smaller opening form around my tip. There was a powerful sensation of suction, and as she reared up again to slam back down with powerful force, I could feel my cock come with it, almost pulling it from my body. I tried to scream as she came back down again, and felt my balls being forcefully drained of any and all sperm they might have contained.
She continued to drool her acidic fluids over me as I came, but the burning raw sensation soon joined the blissful orgasmic pleasure she was tricking my brain into experiencing. I struggled for breath, but was denied any.  Dark shadows began to form around my vision as I prayed I would soon succumb to a black out, but not before delivering three or four more quivering contractions, feeling some small eager mouth like a mutated cervix clasp onto my tip, eagerly sucking my expulsions into some unknown cavity in her body.
Just as I thought I would mercifully pass out, and be done with this abhorrent yet rapturous experience, she kept going, minimizing her movements to keep my softening cock from slipping out of her. I was extremely sensitive now, every centimeter of movement my flesh raked across hers was an exercise in searing agony, yet I loved it. Her walls rippled and massaged my bruised cock, forcing it to grow erect once again, my balls ached in anticipation of more bone deep, quaking contractions. I could feel every bruised vein and muscle engorge yet again with blood, straining against her vice like grip as I grew against my will.
The marriage of pleasure and agony was so great now, her hot fluids now flowing freely from her and coating my thighs and genitalia in something that almost felt like battery acid, that I thought I would soon go insane. It burned with delicious delight, like your favorite hot sauce scalding your mouth, but your lizard brain demands you consume more of it, wanting that flavor, craving the pain. I felt her claw like hands sink into my rib cage, penetrating the flesh there, sliding between the ribs. She breathed harder, making harsh, animal like grunting noises. I realized in my haze of pain that she was approaching her own depraved climax, her contractions grabbing and releasing, grabbing and releasing my cock with an iron grip.
I shuddered as I felt her tongue retract, all three feet of it as it receded from my throat and I drew in a quaking breath through a raw esophagus.
“Give it all to me. Feed me your weak, pathetic seed. That’s right, you poor swine.” She hissed, her eyes nearly blinding me with their brightness, as if staring into two small suns. I felt her body turn to iron, and this time I did scream, a harsh grating croak as I felt her vaginal cavity enclose around my cock like a boa constrictor squeezing the life from it’s pray. She let out a yell that sounded modulated, inhuman, her voice creating a discordant harmony that made my bones tremble in my skin. I could feel the load stuck in my shaft, waiting to be released by the pressure on my cock too tight to allow it to exit. I thought surely my balls would soon burst, until she slowly rose up, and quite literally forced the rest out the way someone might coax the last bits of toothpaste from a near empty tube.
With a trembling gasp, I felt the semen exit my bruised urethra in three or four painful pumps as the pressure abated just enough for her secondary organ to resume it’s suction, feeling as if though it might suck my balls through my shaft if it continued any longer. Finally, mercifully, she relaxed, unclenching her death grip from me, and she pushed my flaccid meat out, bringing forth with it a torrent of her own ejaculate, which smelled strongly of vinegar. She withdrew her talon like hands from me, a thousand needles pin pricking my sides, and I thought surely I would die soon.
“This is only the beginning.” She hissed, before opening her mouth wide, impossibly wide. For a brief moment I was reminded of Amazonian anacondas, and the way they could distend their jaw’s to accommodate animals as large as panthers and the occasional child. The teeth gleamed in the dim light, and for a moment I felt as if though I was staring into the mouth of a great white shark, an abyssal void rimmed with teeth. She brought her mouth forward, and my head went in, teeth sinking around my neck.




Chapter 3.
I awoke to the sound of my own hoarse voice penetrating the air. I called out into the darkness, where the only reply I got was a muffled “Shut the fuck up! Some of us are tryin’ to sleep!” from my neighbors to the left, the Smiths. I was so profoundly relieved that it had only been a nightmare that I almost wept. Yet as I got up, the breath was robbed from my lungs as I felt my bruised genitalia shift around, causing a bolt of agony to lurch up into my stomach. Then I collapsed back down into the bed, wheezing, massaging my sore throat, feeling as if though I had just deep throated a pine cone.
I rolled over onto my side, feeling tiny stabs of pain around my ribs as I turned to click on the cheap little bedside lamp. I was naked, and saw the small little pink circles going up my love handles, which upon further inspection looked like freshly healed scar tissue. I stared down at my genitals, saw that my cock was shriveled up, the tip scabbed over with dried fluids, looking the way it usually looked after a marathon masturbation session. I gingerly felt around my thighs and balls, the skin of which felt like it had been sun burned. A mysterious stain coated my sheets around my crotch, and at first I thought I pissed myself, but the odor that wafted up to it gave me chills as I recalled from my dream (but was it a dream?) that foul demoness’s ejaculate as she got off on my pain and pleasure. The salty, sharp tang of vinegar.
“Jesus fucking Christ.” I croaked, and got up, groaning as I walked carefully to the bathroom, nearly slipping on the almost empty bottle of whiskey. On top of all the other pain that racked my body, I could feel an invisible rail road spike driving itself further into my head with each thudding heart beat. Somewhere in the midst of all this suffering, I had the mind to think of how disappointed Dr. Montane would be with me if she found out about the binge drinking, which I was supposed to have stopped a few months ago, as well as reducing my masturbatory episodes to only once a week at most.
Today is a new day, and yesterday was the past. Starting over is better than not starting at all. I recalled her cheesy little motto I was supposed to tell myself during times of relapse as I entered the bathroom, where I stood frozen, looking at the blackened crust of dried blood that coated the bathroom mirror. ELENARIA. Looking at that name sent conflicting feelings of sheer animal terror and lustful longing through my bones, with a touch of lover’s infatuation gnawing it’s way up my back bone. None of this made any goddamn sense. If it wasn’t for the brutal hangover, I could of convinced myself I was coming down from an acid trip, I felt so askew and wondrous as I processed my encounter. The time on my phone told me I had an hour before I had to drag myself into work, and so I sat in the shower, recalling the vivid details of my experience, for I could not call it a dream. Despite all the aches and pains that assailed me, I realized I felt lighter, fulfilled, accomplished, exactly like that warm after glow I experienced immediately after intercourse, a sensation I remember very well. This was not the normal shame filled self loathing that accompanied the after math of a binge-spanking session or compulsive nocturnal emission.
I stared at the caked over scar on my palm, wincing as the hot water ran over it, beholding the unnerving evidence that anchored Elenaria’s visit to reality, and not cognitive hallucination. Elenaria. I found myself mentally repeating that name, the syllables having a hypnotic quality to them. I recalled her spider like figure, the exaggerated swell of her breast and hips, and I hissed as my cock gave a small limping lurch towards becoming erect, a low rumbling wave of lust spurring it to rise. I desperately tried to fill my mind with other stimuli so as to halt the physiological response to my arousal, but I could not get the image of her monstrous but beautiful figure out of my mind. The way her skin felt like frozen silk, her tongue and it’s inhuman length, probing inside of me like an insectoid proboscis, and her eyes.
The memory of those eyes made the gravity of the room shift, and I had to put out a hand against the shower stall to steady myself. I leaned forward, thinking I was going to throw up, and the steaming hot jet from the nozzle came into contact with my crotch. The cleansing pain was enough to make my vision momentarily go white and blot out all coherent thought of Elenaria. After concluding the agonizing process of washing myself the best I could, rinsing my privates of the foul smelling scabrous film that coated them, I stepped out of the shower, feeling slightly more human.
I brushed my teeth, trying to get rid of the foul taste in my mouth, a miasma of burnt toast and rotten eggs, yet the halitosis lingered in spite of the two thorough scrubbings and deluge of mouth wash. Once that was done, I made a vain attempt at removing the blood scribed name from the mirror using one of the dirty towels. I gave up soon after however, and decided I liked it there. Something about seeing her name scrawled on the mirror comforted me when it should of sent my blood running cold. I looked into the mirror, staring through her name and into my own haunted face, the red eyes regarding me, it, I, with confused desperation. God, Wallace is gonna think I look like shit, probably say something to Sheryl in HR about it, which would lead to her giving me another audit of my AA attendance history. Ol’ Charles is fallin off the wagon again, who would’ve guessed?
I scowled at my own reflection and forced myself to cease the avalanche of cynical thoughts, putting myself into what Dr. Montane called a “Negative feedback loop”. Just get through the day. Answer your calls, don’t be a fucking pussy, just deal with it. You can sort all this shit out when you get back. Positive, reaffirming (albeit a little self deprecating) thoughts. Simple, achievable goals. That’s what Dr. Montane told me to focus on.
“God, you look like shit. Worse than shit, actually, like a cat turd covered in cracker crumbs. Tie one on last night, Mr. Laduex?” Came Wallace’s reedy voice. I hadn’t even made it halfway across the hall, my cubicle and it’s blessed privacy walls some fifty feet away.
“No, think I’m just getting sick boss. You know, there’s that bug going around.” I said, and let out a phlegmy cough that burned my throat. He recoiled in disgust and took a few steps back.
“Jesus, cover your mouth. I better not hear any complaints from your line today.” He said before walking briskly away, searching for another unsuspecting worker drone to strike down. I did as I was told, putting on my headset and spending the next four hours directing calls to disgruntled customers for thirty different businesses. While I read different prompts and heard a hundred different pissy impatient voices in my ear, my mind kept coming back to her. Those eyes. Those fucking eyes.
During my lunch break I sat in my car, eating a whopper and using the work place wifi to browse the internet, searching for things like female demons and sex slaves and other things. This eventually brought me to the term succubus, which then led me to a very frightening yet informative reading about their history. But I had to return to my cubicle before getting any real answers as to what I had gotten myself into.
When I arrived home, I continued my research about the succubus, which apparently there were many types of. I stayed up until the wee hours of the morning hunched over the cracked screen of my laptop, pouring over deamonologies and tomes until my eyes felt like they had sand embedded within their lids. I knew I was subconsciously putting off sleep, knowing that was when I was vulnerable. This is only just the beginning. Her voice, omniscient and grating, in my ears. I was both terrified and elated to be paid another visit by her. I decided to take some of the sleep meds Dr. Montane prescribed to me in order to facilitate slumber, yet I lay awake for the next three hours anyway, twisting and turning in anticipation of my sweet monster.
When sleep did come, I was not “awakened” by her presence, yet I do remember at one point half waking sometime around four in the morning, profoundly aware of a presence somewhere in the corner of the room. A tall, stick like figure that blended into the shadows next to the bathroom. I knew it was her, watching, appraising, the way a vulture circles around a dying animal, waiting for life to turn to death, for carrion to be on the menu.
For the next three days this same routine occurred, until I was beginning to think perhaps it all was some intense dream, the stigmata from my experience born from some unknown physiological phenomena. And then the fourth night came, and with it her return.




Chapter 4.
I awoke to the sound of bones creaking and popping, a cold aura flowed over me as I opened my eyes. I tried to recoil from her face, as it was only inches from mine, but her eyes paralyzed me, her body pressing down on me, a fly caught in the black widow’s web. Before I could fully register her presence, she was climbing atop me. Her garment was nowhere in sight, and soon her cold thighs were pressing on either side of my head. I was assailed with an acidic odor strong enough to make my eyes water, but it soon turned into a sweet miasma that made my mouth water instead.
“Did you miss me?” She asked. Even if my vocal chords worked, I wouldn’t of been able to formulate a response. She grinned, her enamel scythes glinted off the reflection of the alarm clock. “I know you did. You can’t stop thinking about me. It’s flattering.” She said. “I’ve been thinking about you too. About all the things I’m going to do to you. You should applaud me for my patience. I didn’t want to break you so soon. The last one… He didn’t last very long.” She said, and proceeded to shove her glistening vulva down into my face. “Lick it. Lick it all up. Think you were gonna make me do all the work?” She said, and soon I was gasping for breath, trying to maneuver my face away from the pale crotch and it’s strong acidic discharge. But she was stronger than I, her talons hooked into the sides of my skull, and soon I found myself opening my mouth, thrusting my tongue out and tasting the bitter nectar from her loins. She forcefully angled my head back, and rammed her crotch down, grinding against my outstretched tongue.
I felt the hot rough nub of her clitoris against my tongue, like a volcanic stone freshly regurgitated from the belly of a volcano that soon turned my tongue raw. Her grip on my skull increased, as did the speed of her strokes until it felt like I had my head in a vice. She grunted with terrible animal sounds, like a boar mounting a sow, there was nothing feminine about it. The fluid expenditure increased, and soon I found myself gulping down the foul ejaculate or risk drowning, which burned my tongue and throat as it went down. Just when I thought this torture would never end, I could feel that callous organ swell, her thighs trembled, her talons sinking into the flesh of my skull and drawing blood as she came. There was one final molten burst from her, which she signaled with a monstrous cry.
She released me from her grip, leaving me coughing and spluttering her slime from my nostrils and throat. Then she moved down to my chest, where she looked at me the way a child might observe a strange insect they’d never seen before. Then, without saying a word, she opened her mouth wide, her long tongue unspooling from that black maw, wrapping around my throat before moving down, tracing a burning foul trail down my chest, to my navel. I gasped as I felt her mouth open, those sharp teeth nick the skin around my pelvis as she bit into the waist band of my underwear. With a vicious whip of her head that sent her black serpentine coils of hair flying, my boxers were torn off me with a great ripping of cloth.
Exposed and vulnerable to her wicked teeth, I could feel my cock shrink, trying to recede into my body, despite the small blossoming of arousal that was spreading from within.
“Oh, look at that small pathetic cock. Like a stump, really. No wonder the mortal women of this earth will have nothing to do with you.” She said mockingly. Bony fingers wrapped themselves around the shrunken organ, and began to stroke what little there was to stroke. I began to rise to the occasion against my will, sheer terror laced with excitement overtaking me as her lips found my growing tip. I expected agonizing pain at any moment, for those teeth to bite off my jewels as easily as a wolf bites the head off a rabbit. Instead my cock found her tongue, which wrapped itself around my base and began to twist and turn, writhe and twirl until I was rock hard, ecstasy over taking the terror as she worked.
Her mission accomplished, she rose up to her full height, grabbing my hands and pulling me up. I found I could stand, and stared up at her as she loomed over me. She proceeded to step off the bed, and kneel down on the floor, her legs and arms bending at perfect ninety degree angles, and for the first time I was afforded a view of her backside. That’s when I saw the long tail that trailed out into the air just above the pear shaped swell of her ass, the way it sauntered in the air like a cobra about to strike. It was around three feet long, and at the end was an obscene phallic tip that resembled my own, except it was much more narrow, and pointed. She spread her legs and beckoned me toward her infernal loins. My cock now hard enough to feel like it might split from it’s skin, I followed the purple head, which was pointed towards her cleft.
The tail arose, uncovering her anus, the rim of which was black and stood out in sharp contrast to her pale cheeks and glistening vulva. Without ceremony I mounted her, feeling myself driven by my own ravenous urge, plunging my cock deep into that strange, incredible silken cavern. I felt her grip me tight, greedily, wanting every ounce I could offer, demanding it. This prospect thrilled me, that she actually wanted my seed, even if it was for god only knows what abominable purposes. No woman has ever wanted anything from me, except perhaps a restraining order or a hasty retreat.
I watched as the tail snaked around, could feel it writhing up the back of my thigh, towards my ass. It moved independently from her own actions, like a sentient creature. I felt the hair rise on the back of my neck as the hellish extremity brushed against my testes, going up underneath my cock, and rubbing itself against her clitoris and vulva, until it was covered in her own lubricant, slick against my leg. I stopped momentarily as I felt it trying to part my cheeks, seeking an entrance, cold understanding turning gears in my head as I understood what she meant to do. She sensed me trying to escape, trying to pull out, and in reaction clamped the muscles of her walls hard enough to prevent me from exit, the silken walls I was buried in turning into a merciless slick fist around my shaft.
“You will not deny me entry. There are more efficient ways of milking you.” She said, and reached one long arm around, a long fingered hand gripping my ass cheek tightly, pulling it to the side and further exposing my anus, while the other one propped her up. I had heard about prostate stimulation years ago, and I must confess experimented a time or two using a butt plug I ordered online. Despite the increased pleasure I did feel, the shame of pegging myself overrode the extra intensity of the orgasm. I tried to brace myself, but really, how does one prepare to be sodomized by an interdimensional demon’s tail?
I was momentarily robbed of breath as the thing quickly shot in like a viper, a momentary flare up of pain spreading up through my bowels. Her secretions must have had some kind of analgesic effect, because soon that blazing pressure turned into a numb, welcoming fullness, and I felt my erection grow stronger, stiffer, even though it was already so hard I felt the skin stretched tight as a drum head. She relaxed her grip on my throbbing organ, and bucked her hips to spur me forward. Every thrust now had much more sensation and intensity to it, and I knew I was only a few thrusts away from mind blowing ecstasy.
I was right, as I felt something small and sharp grow from within my bowels, a stinger that pierced my colon wall, going into my prostate. Yet the numbing lubricant made this pain distant, unimportant, the way novocaine shots in the mouth feel after the first injection. Suddenly I felt my cock give a hard spasm, white hot bolts of pleasure raising through my nether regions, my scrotum shrank and expanded violently as I began to explode within her. Soon the bolts grew into one continuous current of intense sensation, and I could feel the copious amounts of cum that were forced from me. This went on for perhaps two or three minutes before a hot stabbing pain began to accompany each quaking contraction. I could feel my urethra growing raw with each forced pump and muscle spasm, until it felt like I was passing a kidney stone with every convulsion.
I screamed, and with all my strength pulled myself from her, which in turn caused her tale and it’s appended spike to plunge deeper within, and I felt something deep in the base of my crotch tear. I looked down in horror and saw that I was no longer ejaculating semen, but that a pinkish mixture of prostate fluid and blood spurted from my purple and swollen tip. With each agonizing pump the fluid grew a deeper red. Elenaria casually brought her hand around and took two of her fingers to wipe some of the expulsion off. She then sucked her fingers clean, and in an instant the tale whipped out of me. I collapsed onto the floor, trembling and spasming, feeling as if though my bowels had just been lobotomized.
“Oh my, tapped dry so early? That’s a shame.” She said with genuine disappointment in her ghastly, rough voice, and got up. I saw her tale and the protruding stinger were dripping blood, a chunk of my colon wall stuck in the barb. With a flick of her tail she casually expelled the chunk, where it stuck to my wall with a wet smack. She stood over me, shaking her head as she regarded my twitching, writhing body. She stooped down, and wrapped her long fingers around my throat. She lowered her face to mine, the eyes boring into my soul, making my eyes burn with their brightness, but I could not blink, could not look away. She spoke softly, an ethereal whisper from the plains of hell.
“I expect more of you the next time I visit. Take better care of yourself, or our little arrangement wont last long. And trust me, you want to hold off dying as long as possible. Because I will find your soul while it wanders aimlessly. And in my realm, there is no escaping, there is no stopping. There is no mercy.” She said, with each word she brought her face closer to mine, until our eyes were only centimeters away. I stared into her soulless black pupils, felt them drawing me in like a black hole swallowing a star. I felt myself leave my body, hurtling through space, time, falling, falling, falling.




Chapter 5.
I awoke with a gasp, and then a shudder as my nerves from my real, physical body screamed at me. I was covered in a cold sweat, there was a dull thudding ache deep in my bowels, and my whole body felt like it had been run over by a truck. It was identical to the occasional bouts of flu I used to get in high school. Then I felt an acidic balloon swelling in my stomach, and rolled over the side of my bed and vomited, which hurt my whole body to do. I don’t recall what I ate yesterday, but I don’t think it resembled anything like the yellowish gallon of bile which was streaked with swirls of red. The smell that wafted up from it was enough to make me dry heave again, causing a sharp stabbing sensation to flare up deep in my guts with every heave. It was the smell of vinegar and rot. It was the smell of Elenaria’s pussy.
I stumbled into the bathroom, where I was overtaken with a bout of shivering so bad I could barely operate the shower handle. Cold chills coursed through my body, which felt hollow and made of brittle sticks. Finally, the water heated up enough for me to jump in. I don’t know how long I stayed in there, thawing out and trying to scrub myself clean of her essence. I wanted to stay in there forever, but eventually the cheap water heaters that all the tenants relied upon in this shitty apartment for their water gave up the ghost, and the water grew steadily colder after awhile.
I stood huddled on the shower matt, quickly drying myself off and trying to fight through the shivering so I could throw on some clothes. I looked at myself in the mirror, which was strangely absent of the usual fog that accompanied long showers, and I put a hand out, tracing the blood caked letters. I recoiled, as the mirror felt ice cold, despite the warm dampness of the bathroom. I shuffled out into my bedroom, ignoring the pile of vomit next to my bed and forcing myself to put on some clothes. I saw it was ten minutes past eight, I was officially late for work.
I drove across town in a near delirious state, almost rear ending someone twice as I struggled to stay cognizant of my surroundings. The reaction from work was even more glaring, with the stares from my co-workers getting so bad that Wallace eventually pulled me aside.
“Look, I don’t know what your fuckin’ problem is, Charles, but you really do look like shit, and I don’t just mean hungover. Christ, take the rest of the day off and go to a doctor before you give us all the bubonic plague or whatever it is you have.” Wallace said, roughly shoving me out the door and towards my car.
I heeded his advice, driving to a local walk in clinic across the city, where mothers and their sick children huddled in corners of the waiting room, looking at me like I was a leper, not knowing a red stain had bloomed in the back of my pants. The doctor who saw me whistled to indicate how sorry my condition was, and asked if I had been to any foreign countries lately, most notably the amazon.
“Well, your nausea, low white blood cell count and flu-like symptoms indicate something like malaria, but all the bacterium tests came back negative. Eaten anything questionable in the last few days?” He asked. I laughed, and shook my head, wondering if he would instead put me in a straight jacket and send me off to the loony bin if I told him I’d performed cunnilingus a demon last night and that was probably what made it feel like my stomach lining was slowly dissolving. With all the other tests coming back inconclusive, not knowing what else to do, the doc prescribed me a strong dose of antibiotics and some pain killers for the anal fissure, which was another one of those things I couldn’t rightly explain without sounding insane.
After picking up the medicine from a pharmacy across the street, I stopped at one of the many gas stations along the interstate on my way back home. I bought a handle of Jim Beam, a liter of coke and two greasy gas station burritos. I swallowed two of the Percocets with a splash of the cheap whiskey and forced one of the burrito’s into my stomach. Although it roiled and bubbled in my guts for the next hour, I kept it down, and the opiate’s worked their magic, removing some of the pain and dread, giving me a false sense of hope with it’s warm addictive high.
Temporarily reinforced by the medicine and booze, I once again spent the day sequestered in my apartment, trying to find answers as to how to banish this goddamn entity from my life. I knew the likelihood of surviving another encounter or two was slim, and that I had a window of about two days before she attacked again, waiting for me to improve the slightest amount so she could once again extract my precious, pathetic seed from me. Although I couldn’t find anything on “how to banish a succubus”, I did gain a better understanding of what her motives were. That she wanted to extract as much semen from me as possible before my inevitable death, which would then be given to their male counterparts, incubus, to sire children. That she, and others like her, operate in the nether realm, while us vulnerable men are asleep.
I was once again scouring the dark web, thinking I might find answers in the same place I found damnation. I perused over several occult blogs, many of which were just cover ups for Satanists to recruit followers and I’m pretty sure some were fronts for human trafficking rings. I did find one site, a blog claiming to be written by a priest who’d accidentally cursed himself with a succubus after performing an exorcism on a man in Romania. He had successfully drawn out the demoness, but instead of banishing it back to hell, it had managed to infect him. It was a two week personal account of his time with the succubus, disturbingly similar to my own. As the entries went on and he grew more desperate, he came to the conclusion that the only way to rid yourself of the spirit was by exorcism. He claimed to have performed a series of experiments in which he tried sleep deprivation, amphetamine included psychosis and even signing himself into a hospital for a sleep study to see if anyone could see what was happening to him. The results indicated that these beings came to us while our brain waves oscillated in the Delta wave zone, that is, deep sleep, and that his sleep study indicated no one else could see when he was being assaulted.
His last entry was three years ago, with a desperate plea to his former clergy to help him find salvation and rid his soul of this leech, but according to him, everyone in his congregation was too scared to perform the ritual, afraid that they might be the next victim. I looked up his name, Father Emanuel Pascal, to see if this was perhaps some elaborate prank, one of those ‘creepypastas’ as the kids put it. This was wishful thinking, however, as a quick internet search took me to the memorial website they had in his honor, including his death date and pictures of the funeral service.
Even through the numbing haze of the pills and the booze, I understood then how screwed I was. If not even an esteemed priest could defeat these fucking things, how could I?




Chapter 6.
I proceeded to spend the next two days in a bender that saw me go through two bottles of whiskey and half my prescription of pain killers. I received several calls from work, including two from Dr. Montane, with texts asking me to get ahold of her asap, that she was concerned for me. I ignored these, resigned to spend the rest of my days as fucked up as possible, knowing every night I fell asleep could be my last. I honestly lost track of time, wasn’t sure how many days had gone past, as I went in and out of a black out state, thinking perhaps if I kept myself inebriated enough, this would block whatever brain waves or mental state I had to be in in order for her to cross over. I pissed urine that was a dark tea color, and passed bowel movements that were bloody and discolored. I ignored all this though, instead researching and researching, looking in all corners of the internet for answers.
It was during one of these black out moments that she came to me, her form more monstrous than ever. When I “awoke”, she was on my ceiling, long raven hair draping down like a tapestry, arms and legs splayed out, gripping the ceiling with unnatural tethers. She looked down at me with utter disgust, her face elongated to a grotesque mask like proportion, her eyes were bigger, the brilliant white orbs cut through with black veins. She dropped down, flipping over as gracefully as a cat in the process.
“Look at you, pathetic weakling. We’ve barely gotten started and already you’re run down, near your expiration date. Pathetic.” She hissed, and with one swipe of her clawed hand she slashed my windpipe open. I was keenly aware of being unable to breathe, could even hear the whistling of air coming out of my exposed trachea. Then in a fit of rage, she burrowed her hands into my chest cavity, ripping open the skin, revealing my rib cage. With wet snapping sounds like thick branches breaking, she broke each of my ribs, each one breaking with a hot fist of pain.
With one of her talon like hands, she reached up under the hood of my breast bone, I could feel her nails scraping organs and bones until she found the object of her desire. I felt a cold skeletal hand close around my heart, and she squeezed, hard. I suddenly felt like my eyeballs would burst from my skull, my whole body giving a hard kick that sent the covers flying off the bed. In an instant she had jump started my erection, my cock pushing against it’s skin with enough force to feel like it would split like an overcooked bratwurst. She brought out her bloody hand, and proceeded to break off one of the ribs that splayed out from my chest like abhorrent tree branches. While she rode me, she proceeded to stimulate her clitoris with the jagged end of my rib bone, and I could once again feel her juices oozing from her, much thicker and hotter than before.
I tried to scream as I felt some of those juices somehow make their way into my urethra, what felt like glass filled magma travelled it’s way down into the base of my cock, spreading like wildfire throughout my balls. I gave a high whistling gasp that sounded like a phlegm filled teapot boiling over as this sensation, the most intense yet, spread. I felt myself cumming, the scathing fluid that now filled my balls causing my nerves to short circuit, being expelled from my cock in agonizing stabbing bursts, until all of it was expelled, and my actual seed began to flow from me. I could feel her tail once again snaking around down there, pressing and writhing against my cheeks, which were clenched tight in spasms as a result of the torturous orgasm I was going through.
Just as I felt the tip of that damned tail puncture my tight sphincter, and thought surely tonight was it, tonight was when I would die, there came a knock at my door. Elenaria froze, her head shot towards the door with a hateful glare.
“Charles? Are you in there? It’s me, doctor Montane? Please, I see your car in the parking lot. You know why I’m here Charles. You’ve missed work and haven’t been returning my calls. I’m giving you ten seconds to get decent before I come in there.” She said, the sound of a key entering the lock. I forgot that I was labelled a suicide risk at the start of therapy all those months ago, and as such signed a waiver that if in the event I exhibit any sort of dangerous or aberrant behavior, my landlord would grant the doctor access to my apartment in case I had barricaded myself in with the intent to commit suicide. I try to call out for help, but my throat only produced a ragged gurgle that sounded like the death moans of a sick animal.
Elenaria did not stop, not caring about this intrusion for the time being. She instead rode faster, a sense of urgency as she wanted to extract every last bit of cum before we were interrupted. My balls felt like they were on fire, my cock felt like it was ejaculating crushed glass, and all the same I was experiencing the most intense pleasure of my life. This conflicting synergy of rapturous agony made my mind reel. The only way I can accurately describe it is if one has ever used Icy Hot. The way the cream first turns hot, and then burns with a freezing cold that is different yet almost identical to the searing heat just previously felt.
Just when I thought the pain was going to make me pass out, the door clicked open, revealing bright sunlight outside. Elenaria stopped thrusting and whipped her head towards Dr. Montane, who stood in mute horror. At first I thought she was going to attack the therapist, but instead hissed like a cobra, and jumped up, disappearing through the ceiling.
“Oh my god.” Montane said, and ran over to my bed. Despite my profound relief at this interruption, I was cognizant enough to be ashamed of the pathetic condition she had found me in. She ran over to the bed, and immediately propped my head up, opening my mouth. As she touched me, shook me awake, I felt that overwhelming sense of vertigo, like I was falling back into my body even though I hadn’t moved. I felt something lodged in the back of my throat, could hear myself gasping and croaking, my chest tight with lack of air. Then I saw as she jammed two fingers into my mouth, and started pulling. I was wondering what the hell she was doing when I felt the meaty root of my tongue shift in my mouth, and suddenly I was breathing again, every lung full sending hot bolts of agony throughout my ribs.
I looked around, stunned, and my hands immediately went to my throat, expecting to feel a gaping flesh wound.
“Stop Charles, stop! You’re going to tear your goddamn throat open!” She said, grabbing my wrists with surprising strength. She only let go when I had finally calmed down, looking me right in my eyes. “You were having a seizure when I walked in. Do you realize that? And you were…” She paused, color rising in her cheeks before she continued with a note of astonishment in her voice, “apparently in the throes of orgasm at the same time.” She said. I stared down at myself, saw that I was totally naked, my cock still half hard and dribbling cum, which was tinged with pink. I brought my hands up to my face, saw the blood and skin caked under my finger nails. When I tried to swallow, my vision blurred with tears.
When she saw I was going to be okay, Montane got up, observing the sorry state of my apartment with obvious concern. She proceeded to go to the bathroom, presumably to wash her hands. I remembered what was on the mirror and panicked.
“Wait!” I managed to croak, and she looked back at me, but by then she had seen through the ajar bathroom door and witnessed what was written there. She took a step back, a hand to her mouth. Then she looked at me, and proceeded to back away from the bathroom.
“Charles…What the hell is going on here?” She asked.
“I’m cursed by a demon…” I said, knowing how absolutely crazy I sounded. Demonic possession was always the fall back defense for the murdering psychos like Son of Sam. I knew right then there was going to be no way of explaining this away. “I know that sounds crazy, but it’s the truth.” I said.
“Alright Charles… How long has this been going on?” She asked cautiously, looking around the apartment for any weapons. She clearly thought I was dangerous now. No more pity talk from her. She’d crossed over into the land of lethal mental illness.
“Two weeks, I think.” I said, pulling the cum stained covers up over myself, trying to buy myself a little dignity.
“And has anyone else been involved in this? Have you done something, Charles?” She asked, approaching me again after surveilling the ruins of my apartment. She picked up the half empty bottle of opiates, stepped over one of the empty bottles of Jim Beam.
“No… I swear. It’s not like that.” I said, but didn’t have the energy to even try and explain.
“I told you, Charles, to call me, at any time, day or night, if you started to get urges. We could of avoided this… and now you’ve graduated to self harm and mutilation. I have no choice, Charles. We’re going to have to commit you for a nine day psychiatric evaluation. This has just…escalated, so far.” She said in awe, and brought out her cellphone.
“No…Wait, please!” I yelled, and winced as it felt like someone was pressing a board of nails in on either side of my chest. I got up from out of the bed, and stumbled towards her, tripping over one of the liquor bottles and almost falling on her. The phone flew from her hands, fell on the floor with a crack.
“Charles!” She yelled as she stumbled onto her ass, me on top of her. “Get away!” She screamed, scooting away from me, grasping for her phone. For a minute I only stood there, naked as the day I was born, cum still dripping from the tip of my penis, and I imagined what a horrifying site this must be for her. I was unsure of what to do, but panic filled me as I saw her dialing a number that would bring the authorities to my door. You must stop her. Kill her. Kill the bitch and let me finish you off. The voice was shouted in my head loud enough to drop me to my knees. It was her voice, unmistakably, but when heard in my head it made me feel like someone had shoved a sandpaper Q-tip into my ear and twisted.
“No!” I said, putting my hands to my ears. Do it you pathetic little ape. Do something declarative in your life for once. She’s just like all the others. She judges you, laughs at you. She gets together with all the girls you’ve tried to date over the years, talks about all your pathetic little problems. Kill the bitch. Do it. Do it. DO IT. This last was shouted, and I nearly lost consciousness as I felt my ear drums burst. My hands came away wet with fresh blood, and the sounds of fright Dr. Montane made as I picked up the bottle of Jim Beam were muffled, as if my ears were stuffed with cotton. Before I even knew what was happening, the bottle came down. Even through my blood stopped ears I could hear the power of the thud as glass met skull. The bottle didn’t break like I expected it too, and I brought it up again, hitting her again across the temples.
The cellphone dropped from her hands, and she fell onto her side, collapsing like a house of cards with the second blow. I noticed her right eye bulged out comically from the socket, the right side of her skull caved in a bit. She began to twitch and jibber on the ground. So the bottle came down again, and again, until she stopped moving. The smell of urine filled the air as she lost control of her bowels. When I was done, I dropped the bottle and recoiled in horror at what I had done.
“No…” I gasped, and ran to the bathroom, afraid I would vomit again. I stopped as I saw the letter’s were charred black and smoking now. A heat radiated from the mirror like a furnace, and I backed away from it as I stumbled over to the toilet. I vomited up a geyser of whiskey marinated blood, the heaving contractions racking every muscle in my abdomen with scorching agony. Eventually the pain was so great, I passed out next to the toilet.




Chapter 7.
When I awoke, my body once again throbbed with a massive, singular ache comprised of a thousand unique agonies. I prayed that my bleary memories of earlier were just a part of a complex multi-layered dream. But as I stumbled into the living room, I dropped to my knees and let out a cry of anguish at the body that lay crumpled and stinking on my floor. I remembered the voice that had entered my head, and put my hands to my ears, which were caked in blood. I could hear almost nothing now, everything coming in through a dull roar of static. I understood then it was all over for me. Sooner or later someone was going to come looking for Dr. Montane.
So about five hours ago I began writing this. If you’ve stayed with me for this long, then you shall know by now who is responsible for Montane’s death. I decided to leave this small memoir in hopes that it may find it’s way into the public’s hands some day, and that someone who is suffering the same predicament as I may find comfort or horror in knowing they are not alone in their haunting. I was not a religious man before I met Elenaria, but now that I know such entities exist, I am terrified of what lies beyond the veil, where she comes from. So, I’ve decided to rob her of the one thing she wants from me while I am still alive.
For whoever is unfortunate enough to walk in on this ghastly scene, you will notice the charred blade in my hands. I will try my best to sterilize the steak knife which is, at this very moment, glowing red hot on the stove. I’ve consumed four more Percocet’s with two shots of whiskey, and once the pills kick in, and I barely feel anything, I will put the blade to work. I used to work on a farm when I was a child with my asshole dad. I remembered the correct way to castrate a bull, he showing me how to cauterize the veins so there was minimal blood loss involved. I will apply these same techniques to myself, and hope to stay alive long enough to finish the act, as one final act of defiance against her.
I’ll see you in hell, Elenaria.




Part 3. Of Lust and Lilith




Chapter 1.
Ian approaches the shop, notices it is right next to Washington University campus, which is a good sign. Usually the more academic they were, the more legit the “private” sections of the library were. Ian entered, and was greeted with the comforting smell of aged books, with a slightly musty undertone of very aged books. It was cool and dry in there, as were most of the private reserve libraries he’d entered. Ian assumed it helped keep the older books from decaying even further. There are only two other people in the place besides Ian, not including the old clerk at the mahogany wooden counter. He looks up over horn rimmed spectacles when he sees the gaunt young man enter. He smiles and nods.
“Welcome to Abner’s Reserve Stock and Library. How can I help you?” he croaked. Ian walked over to the counter, his eyes peering over the rows and rows of books. He knew from the online listing that this was a specialty book shop, where only rare and hard to find texts were stored. Biographies on obscure people, blasphemous religious texts, tomes on the occult, self published memoirs from infamous criminals and madmen, and grimoires with arcane instructions for spells and summoning certain super natural entities. It was this latter that tied into his mission. He had been to five others just like it across the country, in search of two specific books. Books containing information that would hopefully change his life for the better.
“Ah yes, I was hoping you could help me find a certain text. My name is Ian Goldman, I believe we spoke on the phone… You are Abner himself, correct?” Ian asked. The man chuckled nervously, comprehension, and with it, anxiety, dawning on his old leather face.
“Ah Yes… Mr. Goldman, the one who inquired about The book of Magus…”
“And also the seventh edition of Luciferian pedagogy: Techniques and Invocations by Sir Saint Francis Wycombe” Ian said automatically. He had inquired about the texts so many times he didn’t have to look up their long titles anymore. The old man cleared his throat.
“Right. And which university did you say you belonged too?”
“No university. I mean, I graduated from Berklee with a Masters in Music Composition, but that’s unrelated. This is an independent inquiry by a… Self driven academic.” Ian said. Abner paused, sizing up Ian for a long moment. He saw a clean cut twenty something year old man in an Armani suit, with leather shoes and bright white teeth that alluded to someone of great wealth. Cool blue eyes regarded Abner with something like mild contempt, annoyance at his questions.
“…I see. Well Mr. Goldman, I must tell you, I am not keen to open up the vault unless it’s for serious inquiries. Some of these texts are very very old, you see, and any exposure to oxygen degrades them fu—”
“This is, a serious inquiry.” Ian said, cutting him off. “There is information I am seeking that is of vital importance to me.” At this Abner swallowed thickly, a thin smile on his face as he noticed the young man’s jaw clenching.
“Yes…But… “ Abner began to protest, but Ian sighed, and took out his wallet, producing eight hundred dollars, the bills crisp and clean, fresh out of the ATM. He handed the money to Abner casually, as if he were lending a friend a few dollars to cover a meal.
“I looked up your salary before coming here because I figured you’d either have too many questions or raise a fuss. I also know your wife is currently dying of stage four lung cancer and the radiation treatments are draining your bank account.” He said, putting the money in Abner’s hand when the stunned man didn’t at first take the bills. Abner blinked, seemed to consider it, and pocketed the money. “Smart man.” Ian said.
“Right this way.” Abner said with some reluctance, and led Ian Goldman towards the very back of the shop. On their way back there, Abner turned to look at Ian.
“And what does a young man such as yourself want with a medieval spell book written by a heretic priest, and an instructional book on teaching satanism written by an absolute madman?” Abner asked. Ian stared straight ahead as he talked.
“That money was not only supposed to buy my access to those books but also your silence on the matter.” Ian said impatiently. Abner sighed and kept walking. There was a hallway that led down to a room encased in clear glass. On one side of the glass wall was a digital panel that Ian knew controlled the oxygen saturation and humidity in the hermetically sealed room. He had been to several rooms just like it before. There was a small supply closet off to the left, and Abner reached in to grab a box of rubber gloves, and head caps like what doctors wore during surgery. Ian was instructed to wear both while the room’s vacuum reach equilibrium.
Once the proper attire was dawned, they entered, Abner closing the door behind him. There were only five shelves in here, each book encased in a plastic sleeve. Not wasting any time, Abner took Ian to the third row of shelves, this one labelled “OCCULT/RELIGIOUS/MISC”. He brought out two thick volumes, one in a moldering tanned leather bound, the other bound in a black, almost seal skin like material. Ian’s eyes widened at each book, their titles barely legible. Abner removed the first one, The Book of Magus, and brought it over to the only piece of furniture in the room: a large mahogany table. He gently set it down on the table and did the same thing with Luciferian Pedagogy.
Gloved hands trembling, Ian opened Magus first. The pages looked to be made of Papyrus, the diagrams and scripts within faint but legible. He flipped through a few pages, examining the writing, but not for long. He did the same with Luciferian Pedagogy.
“These have been verified as legitimate copies?” Ian asked.
“Why of course. These are actually from the university, they pay me to store them here since their own library is full. Only certified historical texts make their way to the morgue, as I call it… Of course, the Luciferian Pedigogy, that is a seventh translation. There was only ten copies made of the original Germanic text. So, the English translation may not be as completely accurate.”
“I see…And how much will it cost me to walk out of here with these two books?” Ian asked. Abner laughed, shaking his head.
“Oh… Son, you misunderstand. These books are not for sale, they are property of Washington University. They were donated to the school by an anonymous source, and are considered relics despite their…macabre content.” Abner said. Ian’s jaw clenched again, and he shot a hand out, opening up the index of The Magus. He scanned his finger down several spell names until he came to one in particular, tapped his finger on it, and then took a large swath of pages and flipped to a part of the book showing a diagram of a roughly sketched female shape, with somewhat monstrous proportions. The artist made her seem like a woman that was in the middle of transforming into a wolfish monster. Ian studied it intensely for a moment, his pupils contracting as he struggled to read the faint text.
“Alright.” He said after a moment of thoughtful consideration. He closed the book. “Thank you for showing me these.” He said, and walked out of the room without helping put the books back, as was his nature.




Chapter 2.
Three weeks later, he sat in what was once his father’s study, the two thick volumes out on his desk, each one in a protective vacuum sealed bag. Sitting across from him in one of the big plush reading chairs was Simon Jennings, who had been his father’s right hand man and financial advisor for ten years before the heart attack took him. Now, he served as an unwanted, and in Ian’s opinion unnecessary executor to Roger Goldman’s remaining legacy. Simon’s beady little eyes regarded him with contempt, disdain, but Ian seemed nonplussed.
“A quarter of a million dollars, for some old books? I need not tell you your father would be rolling in his grave right now.” The man’s high pitched, reedy voice floated across the table to Ian.
“My father could barely roll himself over in bed by the time his heart quit. I do recall you had to assist in wiping his ass a few times, no?” Ian said distractedly, pawing at the books affectionately through their protective layers. “Besides, knowledge is priceless, especially rare, knowledge. I’m sure the old man would be in agreement with me on that.”
“He would never approve of such frivolous spending. That is exactly why he had me listed as head trustee to your trust fund and the remaining accounts in his name. To prevent against silly little impulse purchases like this. Why he signed over everything to you at the last minute is beyond me.” Simon said, venom in his voice.
“Yes, which raises the question of why you are here. You were not invited to counsel me on this purchase if I recall.” Ian said as he unsealed the first of the two books.
“I came here to warn you that if you don’t get your spoiled little impulse buys in check, that you will run this families legacy into the ground. 250,000 dollars may seem like a drop in a very big bucket, but I promise you Ian, there is a bottom to that bucket. You will hear it’s dry metal clang sooner than you think.” Simon said, standing up indignantly. Ian sighed, and made a shooing gesture towards the large oak door leading into the study.
“Please leave. I am firing you effective immediately.” Ian said distractedly, opening up the Luciferian Pedagogy. Simon froze, looking stupidly at him.
“What? You can’t, I—”
“I can, and I will. Please, get the fuck out of here. You remind me too much of that fat old bastard. Your services are no longer required. I will see to my own finances thank you.” Ian said, a child like smile spreading on his face as he found the page he was looking for. Simon let out an incredulous huffing sound, and then stomped towards the door.
“You know, your father always pegged you as a disappointment. He had big plans for you, to take over his accounts, to train you in the art of book keeping and real estate, but no, your pathetic little artistic delusions led you astray. A degree in music?” The old man said, and snorted laughter. “You have all of Roger’s worst traits, and none of his redeeming ones. Have fun pretending to be warlock, soon you will be homeless on the street, and I will come and spit in your change cup.” Simon said before slamming the door behind him. Ian’s smile widened.
He’d first heard about the invocation of certain paranormal entities back when he was at Berklee, his dorm mate, Stephen, something of a bohemian who believe the occult could be treated like an aphrodisiac to someone’s sex life. The long haired saxophone playing hippy could be heard making love to his girlfriend for hours on end, in something he called Tantric love making, which Stephen claimed was a transcendental experience. Mean while Ian would always be alone in his room, fantasizing about killing his room mate and strangling the air headed bitch who was always stinking up their apartment with weed and joking that Ian needed to get laid.
He stared up at the painted portrait of his mother as he opened the Luciferian Pedagogy to a section written in Latin called “Lamia Invocatione”, with the rough English translation next to it- “Invocation of Lilith”. It was this very phrase he’d been seeking for so long. He’d spent hours pouring over online articles, trying to find legitimate chaos prayers that brought forth the guardians of the night, as they were called. His eyes went from that phrase, up to his mother’s acrylic gaze. Whoever painted her did a good job capturing her radiant beauty. The luscious long red hair, the deep azure of her iris’s. In the picture she was sitting in a regal posture in a green sundress, a hint of cleavage and the swell of her bosom implied, pale legs crossed at the knees. He missed his mother deeply, he felt she was the only one of the two parents who showed him any love. Did he have some latent Freudian urges because of that? Was his ingrained complex that no other woman could compare to his mother’s beauty be the reason for the impotence that kept him a virgin? Most likely. But that was neither here nor there. 
He took a deep breath, and released the hand resting atop the Luciferian Pedagogy, not realizing that he had clenched it into a fist as he thought of those weeks after her death. The suspicions that his father had arranged for her to die, to make it look like an accident. The way he finally, openly bragged about it one night after he’d consumed a half bottle of Glen Livet, the night of his eighteenth birthday party, which was supposed to be a large, grand celebration, even though it was comprised mostly of Roger’s business associates.
“Finally, mother, you will have a chance to show me what love you had waiting for me.” He said with a shaky breath. He stood up, aware he had an erection pulling at his slacks, and ignored it. He read over the Lilith invocation, saw the supplies and preparations he would need, and closed the tome. He had much work to do.




Chapter 3.
It was three days later that he was laying in what was once his mother and father’s bed, a large king sized memory foam behemoth with silk sheets kept fresh by the house keepers who stopped by on a weekly basis. Following the instructions to the T in the book, he laid prone, his heart pounding in anticipation. An hour previous, he had gathered the ingredients he ordered online into an obsidian basin. Juniper, tumeric, belladonna, and the goat testicles, which he had to order from a sketchy vendor on the gutters of the dark web, as well as a half cup of his own blood, and five locks of his mother’s hair, which he had taken from the brush that remained in her bathroom. Her closet and bathroom had remained untouched since her death, and Ian usually found himself in there, smelling his mother’s perfumes and deodorant, the scents bringing back powerful memories. It was there he found the old brush filled with her luscious red hair.
Once he had mashed in the goat testicles and plants into a pulp with the blood and hair, he was instructed to leave this mixture underneath his bed as he slept. He repeated the Latin invocation aloud five times prior to laying down. He had ingested the mescaline a half hour prior, and began to feel it’s disorienting effects as he lay prone in the dark. He’d never dabbled with hallucinogens, even in college when it was all the rage with his dorm mates, so his anxiety kept his palms damp and his heart racing as he waited. He was supposed to fall asleep, that was how the guardians of the night came to you, was while your mind operated on a different wave length than waking, the mescaline supposedly aiding in this connection.
He began to feel like he was floating away from his own body, as he was instructed to lie totally prone for at least an hour, on his back, in order to induce a sort of sleep paralysis once he finally did pass over realms. He didn’t realize he had passed over, thought he was still awake, when he opened his eyes, and found he couldn’t move. The large room was dark save for the evening light that flowed in through the large bay window, illuminating the room in a gray wash.
Ian’s eyes widened when he saw the black mist drift down from the ceiling. A long liquid form melted through the ceiling panels, taking shape before him at the foot of the bed. It seemed as if the black mist poured into an invisible humanoid shaped container, and once the outline was completely filled, there was a red flash that left an after image on Ian’s eyes. He tried to raise a hand to shield his face, but found he couldn’t move. He blinked rapidly, trying to clear away the negative after image that floated in front of his stunned eyes.
He gasped when his vision finally cleared, and he caught a glimpse of the thing that was crawling on the bed towards him. He could tell by the swell of the breasts and the feminine angles of the face that she was indeed female. Red hair similar to his mothers, similar but not identical, sprouted from a long face, the cheek bones high and strong, luscious red lips peeled back in a maddening grin that revealed long yellowed teeth, like that of an old wolf. The eyes were pure white, no iris or pupil discernable, just egg shell white and almond shaped.
The rest of her body was jet black however. Not black as in of African descent, of colored people, but purest obsidian, the skin shining as if with a layer of sweat. Yet he felt a cold radiate from her, as if he were standing in front of an open freezer. She straddled his naked body, and despite the fact she made no impressions in the sheets as she crawled towards him, he could feel her skin make contact with his. At first it was icy cold, but quickly warmed, like the muscle relaxing cream he had to put on his injured elbow every once in awhile.
“My my…” She spoke, in a voice that sounded like a whisper, but hearing it made it feel like invisible ice picks were pressing against his ear drums. ‘A…Virginnnnnnn?” She hissed as she lowered her head to sniff his groin, a long serpentine tongue spiraling out, dripping saliva that burned his skin when it splattered against his crotch. She flicked the tip of his erect cock, he didn’t realize he was erect until he had looked down to see it rising over his navel, towards her mouth. He tried to sink his hips into the bed, and shrink away, but he couldn’t, nor did his abject terror have any effect on the rigidity of his erection. She sniffed the air again, looking at him.
“You are afraid…. Why? Was it not you that summoned me?” She said in a raspy hissing voice, a note of confusion in it.
“You…You…” Ian stammered, realizing he could talk, unsure of whether he was alive or asleep. “You’re not… What I asked for.” He said. The thing smiled again, and he caught a whiff of her breath, which smelled of burning meat.
“That… Is too bad.” She said, and proceeded to lower herself down, and he felt his cock pressing against a wet cavern, the juices of which first stung and then tickled his head as she pressed down. He gasped as he entered her, his member enfolded within a cold wet velvet that slid deliciously over him. He had experienced orgasm only a handful of times in his life. Twice after he had found the nude photos of his mother in his father’s desk drawer, a site so shocking, so exhilarating he didn’t know how else to respond. He had been twenty then, yet his adolescent urges, his fascination with his own dead mother still gripped him like a fist. Each time seed poured fourth from him, a wave of shame and self-loathing immediately washed over him.
He had always thought of her any time he had masturbated, and he decided this time would be no different. If he couldn’t summon a demoness to act as a physical avatar for the one he truly loved, he could at least fantasize while he experienced this incredibly orgasmic sensation. Soon the terror acquiesced to reluctant arousal as she began to ride him, first sliding all the way down until icy cold buttocks pressed against his testes, and then rising up until he had almost exited her, and repeated.
He sighed and relaxed slightly as she rode him, but then cried out as he felt stiff cold claws at the sides of his face, ripping his eyelids open.
“No… You must look at me while I rob you of your seed. You do not get to escape this. Pathetic little swine. Wanting to fuck his own” But she didn’t even say it. “… Disgusssstinggggg.” She snarled at him as she increased the tempo of her thrusts. He stared into those dazzling white eyes, his head feeling like it was caught in a vice. He felt her clench his cock in her folds like a fist as she rode him harder, an intense sensation that bordered on agony. Hearing her speak of his urges, things he’d never ever vocalized aloud sent a cold chill through his body, and he shuttered with self loathing and revulsion that was quickly eclipsed with ecstasy as she continued to mercilessly fuck him.
He felt himself accelerating towards climax, his muscles going rigid, the slick velvety walls of her bringing forth intense tactile sensation with every inch of friction.
“Yes…That’s it… I need it… Every drop, you will give to me.” She said eagerly, going still faster as she rode him. Her cold breasts bounced heavily against his chest as she did this, and he found himself wishing he could have one of those coal black orbs in his mouth, a perverse desire to suck on this beast’s teat like that of a nursing child. As if reading his mind, she quickly removed one of her hands and shoved her massive right breast right into his face. He opened his mouth and felt the soft supple flesh against his lips.
“Suck, little pig, suck.” She said, and he did so, his tongue finding a rough hard little nub that he assumed was a nipple. When he sucked, a hot bitter tasting fluid shot into his mouth. He tried to gag, but she took the clawed hand and kept his jaw clamped to the nipple. It tasted like curdled milk, but he had no choice but to swallow. He tried to call out as his cock gave the first in a long series of throbbing contractions, felt himself erupt inside of her. He convulsively bit down on the nipple, but it was like biting into a diamond. Sharp pain filled his mouth as he felt himself chip a tooth on the impossibly hard nub, and then he was blinded with bliss as a second, third and fourth pump of orgasm robbed him of coherent thought.
It was the most powerful orgasm he’d ever experienced. She knew he was coming, and mashed herself against him, beckoning him as deep as he could possibly go. She clenched and pulsated her wet channel, squeezing him with every intense burst, milking him.
“Yes…That’s it…” She said, slamming herself down hard against him with each thrust, until his balls ached and felt deflated, a strange hollowness in his loins where immense pressure always seemed to loom. By the time he’d emptied himself with a fifth sputtering throb, he felt himself shrinking mercifully. But she only grabbed onto him tight, forbidding him from leaving the wet cavern.
“No…We’re not done yet.” She said, and he felt her abdomen suck in, her core brace, and suddenly he felt suction down there, as if her vagina had turned into a penis pump. He gritted his teeth, his tongue coated in the foul milk that spurted from her breast, and tried not to scream as he felt his cock being pulled and elongated unnaturally. She kept thrusting as this happened, and every centimeter his tender head rubbed against her walls brought forth a wave of intense tactile sensation. Soon he felt himself growing hard again, a deep ache in the base of his cock as his strained tissues once again engorged with blood.
“No…”He tried to call out, but she laughed.
“Yesssssss. You play with fire, little pig, and you will get burned.” She whispered into his ear, even her whisper hurt his ears, every syllable felt like a scalpel lancing his tympanic membrane. She was soon thrusting again, his cock now radiating a searing friction heat that brought tears to his eyes. Despite the pain, there was still that mind blowing pleasure underneath, that thrilling exhilaration of release as he once again built up and ascended the peak of climax. His build up was much quicker this time, the thrusts bringing simultaneous pain and pleasure.
This time, when he felt the first hot burst marking yet another intense release, he felt that suction return, his tip sucked hard into a narrow channel as his aching balls contracted, shooting forth the remainder of his ejaculate. This time he did scream as he thought his cock would soon be ripped from his body as the second and third pumps barely brought forth the much desired seed, his urethra almost crushed underneath the immense muscular contractions of her vaginal canal. He heard bestial, primal grunting sounds, saw the thing’s teeth come together in a snarl, and realized she too was experiencing orgasm, or whatever hellish reaction passed for orgasm in her world.
Her walls pulsated rapidly, and suddenly the suction was released, and then came again, released, hot breath being snorted against his face. Finally, as his fourth pump emptied him completely, she felt him mercifully release him, his tenderized hamburger remains of a cock flopping out against his thigh.
“Good… I expect more next time.” She said, dismounting him. She stood up on the bed, looking down at him the way someone would regard a cockroach on the floor, and simply floated up and disappeared through a wavering black hole into the ceiling, her ascent completely silent. For awhile he lay there, dazed, stunned, stupefied, aching.




Chapter 4.
When he awoke, he felt extremely hungover. His head throbbed in time with his testes, and his stomach felt filled with acidic bile. He limped to the large ornate bathroom, and projectile vomited into the white basin of the toilet. The smell that wafted up from the basin made him vomit some more, and when he finally opened his eyes to look, he recoiled. It looked like he had vomited a gallon of pus into the toilet, stinking of rotten eggs and spoiled milk. Upon first waking, he had convinced himself it was all one strange intense nightmare. The puke was one thing, but when he looked in the mirror, and raised his upper lip, he saw the small chipped portion of his front tooth that corresponded with the way he bit down on Lilith’s nipple.
“You screwed it up somehow. This isn’t right.” He said to the haggard reflection in the mirror. He dragged himself downstairs, putting on some jeans, being careful to slide the fabric over his stinging and sensitive penis, and a t-shirt to make himself somewhat presentable. Still, he elicited a shocked response from Katya, the live in maid who prepared his meals and tidied up around the house, tending to the plants and other chores. The blonde Russian lady had been with them since before Roger had died, had watched Ian grow up from a reclusive spoiled brat into a full grown repugnant replicant of his father, minus his rotund size.
“Oh my god… Mr. Goldman, are you alright? Did you catch something? Do you need me to call an—”
“No…No Katya, I’m fine… Just, hit the bottle a little too hard last night.” He croaked, and sat down heavily at the large dining room table next to the kitchen. “Can you please fix me up some bacon and a cup of coffee?” He asked, putting his head in his hands.
“Of course, Mr. Goldman. Right away.” She said, disappearing into the kitchen. He did not feel like eating, but knew he needed to get some food in him. He had a meeting with insurance adjusters today regarding some of his father’s real estate in Florida that had been damaged during the last hurricane season, as well as a thousand other mundane things he didn’t feel like dealing with. All he wanted to do was recover, and then pour back over the texts, seeing where he had screwed up, went wrong. The demon’s words implied she would make a return visit, something that simultaneously horrified and excited him. Regardless of his feelings, he needed to rectify this matter. He didn’t pay a quarter of a million dollars to fuck a horse faced demon. He paid that money to be able to see his mother from beyond the grave, to experience the love she promised him.
He took the few strips of greasy bacon and steaming coffee with him to the study, opening up Luciferian Pedagogy. He reread over the text, not spotting a single error on his part. A thought came to him as he finished the last of his bacon, a thought so horrible that it nearly caused him to throw up again. Abner the bibliophile’s voice came back to him, talking about how these were English translations, the volume he couldn’t remember exactly. “So there may be some inaccuracies in translation.” The old fart had said. What if you summoned the wrong demon? Not the one that simply takes on the shape of the person who’s DNA you provided it with… but something else entirely?
Just as he was about to turn to the coda on demoness invocations, trying to look for the passages that would cast free his bond to this entity, Katya knocked.
“Uhm, Mr. Goldman?”
“What?” he asked irritated, hating interruptions.
“Mr. Newton, your chauffeur, is downstairs waiting to take you into town for your meeting… Just thought you wanted to know.” She said. His eyes widened and he looked over at his cellphone, which he had forgotten about on the desk. It was 9:35, his meeting with the adjusters was at 10.
“Shit… Alright, thanks K.” He said, getting up and hastily going to his room to find a clean suit to throw on.
The next four hours went by in a blur as he sat through meeting after meeting with vapid old men who all claimed to be good friends of his father, all of them shaking his hand and trying to sweet talk him into this deal and that. He listened half heartedly to their conversations while his mind reeled from last night. Am I… Still a virgin? Does sex with a demoness count? Will she come back tonight? Will—
“Uh… Mr. Goldman?” Gary Woodbury said from across the table. Ian blinked, cleared his throat.
“Sorry, I uh got distracted for a moment. Run that by me again?” He said.
“Ah, no problem. Well, like I was saying, package A has higher interest rates per month, but less overhead to worry about in the long term. Package B on the other hand, and let me tell you, this is the one my clients have been loving, offers 10% down…” the man droned on. By the time the meetings were done, he couldn’t remember a single thing any of those men said to him. That was alright, he didn’t care. He just needed to be back home, to research, to make things right.
When he did finally come back to the Goldman manor, he was feeling a bit better. His crotch still ached, but the nausea and general sense of misery had lifted, and he found he had the energy to pursue his esoteric research. What he found however would soon change that.
After perusing the Luciferian Pedagogy for any and all reverse invocations, repelling spells and other cast away devices, he couldn’t find a single thing on the entity of Lilith, and how one might be gone of her presence. So, he opened The Magus instead, which had more extensive background history on the various demonic entities known throughout human history. There was a rather large chunk dedicated to “Guardians of the night”, the subset of entities that Lilith belonged too. Lilith herself was supposed to be the head succubus of a genus of female oriented creatures who thrived off the male aura. What he read at the end though made his stomach sink down to his feet.
“One important distinction between Lilith and the hierarchy of lesser demons is her lifelong bond to those that summon her. Unlike the lesser demoness, those that serve under Lord Paimon, Lilith operates within her own agency, and does not abate her summoner upon one or two collections of male essence. Lilith’s bond is eternal, and can have a harem of up to fifty male souls before she must purge them and give her collected essence to the corresponding incubi so that they may breed with human females. Reports from sixth century warlocks and fallen clergymen corroborate the fact that Lilith remains a reoccurring specter right up until the moment of death, and is often the last thing to be spoken of before death, indicating she acts as the ferrying shepherd between this life and the after. No known reversal invocations or spells waiving her bond are currently known to exist.”
“No….No…” Ian said, flipping back and forth between The Magus and The Luciferian Pedagogy, frantically trying to find contradicting information that would absolve him of his fate. But he had no such luck.
He spent the rest of that afternoon getting very drunk on the reserve stock of Glen Livet that his old man hoarded in their cellar, along with bottles of wine that cost thousands of dollars each. The man was a prodigious drinker, and seeing his father drunk and sloppy all the time had the lasting impression on Ian that alcohol, and any sort of intoxicant were useless, dumb substances that ruined people. But that night, he did not care. He sought oblivion anywhere he could get it.
Later, as he was lying in bed, the room spinning on an invisible axis, he tried to brace himself for her return. He did not realize he had fallen asleep until Katya roused him from sleep at eight AM, informing him that he had a meeting with investment bankers in an hour to discuss the investments tied to his trust fund. He had fallen asleep and awoken unmolested, and this gave him hope.




Chapter 5.
In fact, for the next three days he slept like a baby. By the end of the week, Ian had convinced himself he’d had a minor break with reality, a psychotic episode fueled by stress and lack of sleep. He’d suffered a mental breakdown in college where he thought the whole university was conspiring against him to fail, so he’d had the appropriate abnormal psychological history to support that theory. Which is why he almost screamed when he awoke Thursday night, roused from a deep sleep, to see that the ceiling of the master bedroom had turned into a quavering obsidian void. Slowly descending from it was the familiar black shape that began to materialize before his very eyes.
“No…” He breathed, and squeezed his eyes shut tight, trying to bring the blanket up over his head like he used to do as a child, but once again found he couldn’t move. He shivered as he felt the chilly aura wash over him, a thin serpent’s tongue sliding over his navel and up his throat.
“Look at me.” She hissed.
“No…” he whispered, his voice tremulous.
“Look AT ME.” She said, loud, her full volume voice was like a thousand locusts taking flight, like the screams of women who’d ruptured their vocal chords after being tortured for hours on end. It was the sound of damnation. Of evil. And it commanded obedience. He felt his eyelids opening against his will, invisible fingers prying them apart to witness the abomination before him.
She’d changed this time. Her face was slightly more human, the hair more luscious and full. She still had the long wolfish teeth rotten with tartar and plaque, but the lips that contained them were plump and human. In fact, she was starting to look like a twisted, morphed version of his mother. Her body was no longer coated in obsidian snake skin, but had the pale freckled flesh that he had fantasized caressing and rubbing for so many years. His heart skipped a few beats as he took her in, this slightly more humanized version of her aroused him immediately.
“I see you’ve recovered nicellllly.” She said, taking one of her hands, and raking the long claw like nails down his chest. They were no longer the hooked talons of an eagle, but human hands, minus the tapered serrated edges of her long nails. “Do you like what you see?” She said, forcing him to meet her egg white eyes. He could now see the filmy, milky irises faintly through the white sclera, the hint of cool blue shining through the creamy film. She was slowly morphing into the object of his desire. At this realization he became rock hard instantly. She grinned wider, and took his throbbing cock in one of her hands, careful not to cut him with her nails.
She stroked, slowly, tenderly almost, her tongue tickling him with it’s stinging saliva.
“My my, my sweet baby boy sure has grown up.” He heard his mother’s voice call out to him. He gasped, and looked around, before realizing it came from the demoness. “That’s right, my precious sweet boy.” She said again, this time her voice overlaid with a raspy, hollow undertone. For an instant he had a flash of his mother’s radiant cherubic face stretched across the pointy severe angles of Lilith’s own visage before disappearing. It didn’t matter. It was enough.
She once again straddled him like before, except this time she didn’t immediately shove him in. Instead she began to press her pelvis against the base of his cock, shoving the stiff member backward until his head was touching his navel, pointed towards his face. His member now painfully flattened against him, she began to slide her juicy lips along his shaft, and he felt a stiff, rough little nub tucked away against those folds, rubbing against him and swelling the more she glided against him.
“Oh yesssssss.” She hissed, her voice half demonic, half his mothers, and let out a lusty moan. Ian strained against her, his cock so hard now he thought he would tear his skin open like an overcooked bratwurst if he got any harder. His shaft tingled as her fluids flowed freely, lathering his rock hard manhood until he was slick and tingling. Finally, just when he thought he couldn’t take it anymore, she slid herself all the way up past his tip, allowing his cock to slide up, away from his stomach, and she lowered herself just before it sprang back to it’s full mast position, and slipped him in.
She gripped him firmly, his cock encased in a velvet glove that rippled and pulsated with every thrust. She moved slowly at first, letting him feel every inch that slid over him, her throaty moans causing a mild vibration to course through her channel as he entered deeper, deeper still. He imagined  Scarlett’s slightly chubby, pale body straddled atop him, this illusion almost complete as the red hair obscured the demon’s face and tickled his shoulders and chest and she lowered herself and began to stroke faster, harder.
“Mother…” He panted, and just speaking the word aloud caused him to throb even harder.
“Yessssss, my sweet honey.” The demon whispered in his ear, the voice now fully the one he’d grown up with. That was it. Upon hearing her name, the red hair, the voluptuous breasts that pressed against him and the firm grip of her grabbing his swollen shaft as he slammed in and out of her was the trigger.
He screamed as he bucked his hips, his fists clenching and toes curling as an explosion so intense and thick in volume he thought his very soul was exiting through his penis racked him. There was a grunt of satisfaction from the demon, and he felt her core go rigid, and he braced himself as that suction power was once again pulling his dick taught. He screamed again through gritted teeth as he pumped again, his cock straining against the vice like grip, the semen being sucked away into some unknown orifice of her body as he came. She released and clenched in time with his expulsions, making sure every drop was extracted. By the time he arrived at his quivering final contraction, she had loosened, just enough to alleviate the pressure but not enough to let him slip out. He knew she wasn’t done with him, and that was okay. Looking at the Scarlett emulate before him, he felt he could go all night.
For awhile they lay there, like lovers almost, her more-human form a comforting weight against him. He realized her body actually made indentations into the sheet this time, and wished he could put his arms around her. He realized she was becoming more substance in his realm. He wanted to kiss her badly, but remembered the sight of those yellowed fangs, and fetid breath.
“I don’t bite.” She said, once again reading his mind as she pressed her lips to his, making sure to keep her mouth closed. She was gentler tonight, easier on him, her presence more maternal than demonic. Maybe being stuck with her for life wouldn’t be such a bad thing. He’d finally have someone who would stick around. The thought warmed his heart, and he felt a small surge in his cock. She laughed.
“Oh, someone is ready for round 2 aren’t they?” She said, once again in that Scarlett sounding voice. Just hearing it was enough to get him to half mast, but he had to grit his teeth as his tender head rubbed against her walls. It was an agonizing ecstasy. She started to thrust gently, holding her body against his, her breasts pressing against him, her hair spilling over those freckled shoulders and covering his head like a cowl. He felt one of her hands go down there and she began to pleasure herself while holding up her body with the other hand.
He looked down and saw she was using one of her long nails to rake the engorged clitoral nub that was rapidly engorging between her folds. It was the same way someone would try to scratch off a scab, and he saw she was making herself bleed as she did it. He looked away, not wanting to see the reminders of what she actually was. He preferred this maternal façade instead. She began to grunt and moan, the voice of his mother barely there now. She rode him faster, his cock getting harder as he once again approached orgasm.
“Give it to me. Give it all to me, Ian.” She snarled. She once again began to pulsate powerfully, gripping him spasmodically as her walls began to quiver.
He began to moan with her, and as her contractions intensified, squeezing him hard like a silken vice, he began to scream involuntarily as the first burning pump once again forced semen through his bruised urethra. As soon as his seed hit her walls, she clenched even harder, that suction feeling returning with a vengeance. Just when he was about to go a second time, there came a commotion from the right. Lilith froze, her head whipping around as Ian heard the door to his master bedroom open.
“Mr. Goldman, are you okay? I heard—Oh my god… Oh my dear Jesus. Oh—” Katya began before the succubus sprang off of Ian and shot across the room with cobra like speed. Ian couldn’t turn his head to look, but with a horrified awe he could hear what happened. The sound of meat ripping. The sound of blood splashing upon the floor. Katya’s garbled scream as blood filled her lungs. The thumping of her feet on the carpet as she struggled to get up. That thumping eventually stopped. He could smell urine and the sharp coppery smell of blood as Katya’s fluids were released from her body.
A moment later he saw Lilith floating above him, in her true form now, the hideous wolfish one, all traces of her maternal avatar gone.
“I HATE interruptionsssssss.” She snarled. She saw the puddle of semen that had gathered in his navel when she’d lept off Ian in mid orgasm. He noticed the ejaculate was tinged pink with blood. “Look at that. Wasted seed. Horrible. Terrible. Next time, NO interruptions.” She said, lowering her face down to his and smiling. He could see strands of flesh stuck in her gums, her teeth stained red. Then she simply floated away through the obsidian void in the ceiling, as if she were never there.




Chapter 6.
He awoke in the morning thinking it was all a bad dream. Then he stared down at his scabbed cock, the white film of dried ejaculate stuck to his pubic hair. For awhile he just laid there, too afraid to get up. He no longer smelled blood or urine, but knew he could very well of gone nose blind to that while he was asleep. He counted to ten, and forced himself to get up, walking around with his eyes closed to try and get to the bathroom. His barefoot stepped in something cold and sticky. He let out a strangled cry as he opened his eyes, and saw the puddle of dark, drying blood soaking into the plush carpet. Katya’s body was half in and half out the doorway leading to the master bedroom, her swollen purple face looking right up at him with a frozen rictus of horror. Her throat had grown a second, wide red mouth just below her jawline, a ragged maw opened by diseased teeth not from this world.
He stood there, frozen, his foot still in her tacky blood. He’d always heard the phrase “deer in the headlights” and never understood how animals could freeze in dumb shock when they encountered a vehicle coming at them at high speed. He understood now. Finally, the urge to vomit broke his paralysis, and he ran to the bathroom, leaving a bloody right foot print along the way. He dry heaved, but nothing came up. The action of gagging caused a sharp pain to course through his tender testicles, and he collapsed against the toilet bowl, and began to weep. A picture of total pathetic abhorrence, laying naked on the floor with a woman’s blood coating his foot, his genitals coated in his own semen, dried spittle flecking his lips.
He felt himself on the verge of another breakdown. His world closing in around him, invisible iron bands tightening around his lungs. He began to hyperventilate, and knew a panic attack was coming on but had no power to stop it. He forced himself to get up, and get in the shower. The warm womb like environment had always helped him calm down. He stepped in, and set the water as hot as it would go. His pale flesh soon turned bright pink as he forced himself to endure the scalding stream, relishing the distraction that the pain brought him. Soon it became so steamy and sauna like in the bathroom he had to get out.
He thought he was going to be okay until he walked back outside and saw Katya’s corpse again. He needed to get out of the room, he felt the walls closing in on him. But the only way out was to step through the blood, over her body. Ian screamed and sprinted, trying to vault over the corpse and into the hallway without stepping foot in the blood. He didn’t bother to get dressed as he did this, and he ended up slipping in the blood smeared on the hardwood floor of the hallway. He fell back against Katya’s body, getting gummy blood all over his backside as he flailed wildly to get away from the corpse. In the process of the fall he’d heard her release some kind of flatulence, either a burp or a fart, he couldn’t tell, the air around him immediately filling with such an intense fetid miasma that his eyes watered.
He rolled off her, gagging uncontrollably as he did so. He crawled away on his butt, smearing more blood against the floor as he did so until finally he managed to scrabble to his feet. The hallway sprawled forty feet on either side of him, and he began to walk aimlessly, butt naked, through the huge mansion, which felt like a maze he was trapped in more than his childhood home.  His mind reeled as he struggled to process the reality of the situation. He simply couldn’t accept it. The absurdity of everything he’d done in the last two weeks finally sunk in.




Chapter 7.
Simon Jennings let out a frustrated breath as he knocked for the 5th time on the huge brass knocker. He refused to be put off any longer. Ian could ignore his calls all he wanted. He needed the spoiled little brats signature on the new trustee agreement so that his severance could be complete. Otherwise he was still technically employed to the Goldman’s, and per there agreement could not be bound to any other trustee lease until the papers were signed.
“Fuck it.” He said, and tried to open the big wooden double doors. He expected they’d be locked, but to his surprise they swung open. The vast empty foyer was dark, none of the lights were turned on. “I swear to god, you little shit, if you flew the fucking coop… I’m going to find you and kill you myself.” He muttered as he brought out his phone, using it as an impromptu flashlight. If Ian was here he knew where to find him. He immediately headed up the spiraling stairs, going to his left, where he knew the master bedroom was. He paused ten feet from the doorway, the almost physical wave of rotten flesh stopping him in his tracks.
“What the hell…” He said as he slowly approached the legs that sprawled out from the doorway of the master bedroom. The feet were swollen and black, flies buzzing around the blackened crust of blood. He put a hand to his mouth and forced himself to illuminate the rest of the corpse. He barely recognized Katya, her bloated blackened face staring up at the ceiling. He then turned and saw the foot prints leading from the corpse down the hall. “Ian? What the fuck is going on around here?” He said, wishing he’d brought a gun. He knew that little bastard would turn out crazy just like his mother did. He walked past Katya and followed the foot prints.
Eventually he came to Roger’s old office, where he’d had so many good times before the old man succumbed to his vices, smoking Cubans and drinking single malt with Roger while hookers sucked them off. Talks of making lots of money and acting as if they owned the world. He pushed open the large oak door and recoiled.
“Jesus fucking Christ!” He yelled, startled at the sight before him. Then he forced himself to enter, pulling out a handkerchief and covering his nose with it. The smell was even worse in here.
Before him was Ian Goldman, heir to the Roger Goldman estate. He sat completely naked in his father’s large leather chair, his head cocked to one side from the force of the blast. In one hand was his father’s golden monogrammed .357 magnum. In the other was his shriveled cock. One side of his head mushroomed outwards, and a casserole of brains, skull and hair painted the floor in a crusty geyser ten feet from the chair. His milky eyes were staring up at the portrait of his mother. Jennings let out a laugh of disbelief.
“Jesus Christ. Well son, you just made my job much easier. Thank you.” He said, and picked up the half empty bottle of Glen Livet that the young man no doubt drank from before blowing his brains out. He took a very long swig, not perturbed at all that he was drinking a dead man’s drink. He was alive and the crooked, possibly incestuous family he was forced to work with for over twenty years was now done. He whipped out his cock, and made good on a promise he’d made the last time he spoke to Ian. He found one of their family portraits, took it down, and proceeded to urinate all over it, humming a merry tune while he did so.




Part 4. Lilith’s Return




Chapter 1.
“O Lilith, O guardian of the night, may her light be diminished, may she come fed. May she be satisfied before entering my stead.” Came the high pitched, almost feminine voice of Preston Jennings as he repeated the dimming spell of Lilith’s Invocation, which was to be repeated three more times, at the corner of each bed. It was a nightly ritual he’d had to perform for the last year. It was the ritual that saved his life. Except that wasn’t exactly correct. It didn’t save his life, only prolonging the inevitable death. It weakened his symbiote to the point where her ravenous appetite for his seed would be diminished to sustainable levels.
He went to bed naked, with a towel under the spot where he laid. Despite his obscene wealth, the sheets that adorned his bed were the cheap variety, because there was no point in getting silk or thousand threat count. He soiled himself every night now. He had to explain to his house keeper that he’d developed some kind of strange disease that weakened the muscles of his urethra, causing these reoccurring nocturnal emissions. It was the most embarrassing lie he’d ever told, but he was sure if he spoke the truth, then his parents would have him locked up in an insane asylum.
He winced as his dry, chaffed skin touched the course linens, easing himself into the bed and lying prone. He repeated the dimming spell one more time before reaching over to his night stand to turn out the light. On it sat The Luciferian Pedagogy, a book he’d come into owning by attending the estate sale of the Goldman family. All of their possessions had been auctioned off when the last surviving heir, Ian Goldman, committed suicide and left no will for his belongings. Preston’s father, Xavier Jennings, was good friends with Roger Goldman, Ian’s father and patriarchy to the wealth of that family. The man figured it was only suitable that wealth acquires the ashes of previous wealth.
He glared at the book hatefully as he turned out the light, always feeling a slight tinge of shame for the utter recklessness in which he’d used the material and knowledge contained within those passages. He had no idea Ian was also a connoisseur of the occult, but they’d only met once, at Ian’s 18th birthday party. They’d been encouraged to hang out and spend time together, but the Goldman boy was incredibly weird and awkward. After seeing what Ian had gotten into however, he understood why the young man had ended his life. He was aware he would soon be Lilith’s next victim if he didn’t find a way to break her attachment to him. Until then he would simply enjoy what he originally summoned her for, the sex.
The mixture of bourbon and sleep medication ensured he was out quick despite his anxiety. At some point the ceiling began to shimmer as the portal began to open and ripple like a mirage. His heartbeat quickened as he saw her form materialize. It always happened the same way. It was like someone would pour black liquid into a clear glass container shaped like a human woman. Once the container was full, she materialized fully with a brilliant flash. Her form had evolved since they’d first met that fateful night last year. At first, she looked almost identical to Scarlett Goldman, and the implications of that sickened Preston, even if the woman’s avatar was incredibly beautiful.
Eventually however she began to morph into her own being. Red curly hair soon turned to a luscious black that flowed past her shoulders like ink. Her breasts swelled pleasantly yet remained impossibly high and tight. A frame that was once an hour glass figure had filled out considerably during their time together. He understood she was fattening up on his essence, which he certainly had a lot of…used to have a lot of, that is. She floated down to him, hair flowing past her shoulders and tickling his chest as she lowered herself.
“Hello Preston.” She said, her voice, though spoken at a whisper, had a lancing effect to his ears. But he was used to it by now, and let himself relax as cool thighs pressed against his pelvis. His cock throbbed to life, pressing up against her moist folds. She giggled, a sound both sweet and horrifying. She pressed against him, the tip of his cock now penetrating the silken folds. She did not slide him in the rest of the way, however, not yet. Although the spell had tampered down her feral virility, it did not inhibit her wicked sense of humor, and the fact that he too could deliver pleasure to her meant she liked to toy with him. It turned her on, teasing him like a cat pawing at a mouse before delivering the death strike.
Her long serpentine tongue uncoiled from her mouth, dripping a saliva that simultaneously burned and numbed his skin. She traced his cracked, blistered lips with the tip, before enfolding him in her arms like a lover, kissing his stubbled neck as she did so. Long claws like nails gently raked his back, causing his body to break out in goosebumps. She then proceeded to slide her cool body up his, until her crotch was next to his chin.
“You know the deal, Preston. Do your tongue work, and I shall give you control of your body.” She said. He understood very well, nodding his head slightly, for that was all he could manage. “Good boy.” She hissed, and scooted her self up to where her pussy rested on his lips, her cool thighs pressing in on the sides of his head like a fleshy helmet. He stuck his tongue out, the tip parting the folds which at first tasted bitter and stung his mouth like acid, before quickly turning to a sweet, numbing nectar. She let out a low rumbling moan like a tiger purring as his tip found the stiff little bud of her. It engorged at his touch, and he began to rub the tip of his tongue in tight circles around the rapidly swelling organ of her clitoris.
The thighs increased their pressure as she squeezed his head. She began to thrust in a rhythm that accentuated his tongue movements, moving faster and faster, his tongue growing raw and blistering until she shuttered, and the bitter fluid that erupted from her filled his mouth.
“Swallow.” She said. He grimaced, and did so, knowing the acidic ejaculate from Lilith would wreak havoc on his body later on. By the time she had finished her orgasm, she moved back down to her original position. As he gasped for breath, she proceeded to put her arms back around him, and brought him up, cradling him like a baby. “Arise.” She said into his ear, and suddenly he had control of his limbs. He raised his arms, wrapping them around the lean, muscular body, putting one nipple to his mouth and sucking hard. He didn’t move with the grace of speed like he used to, before Lilith’s constant ministrations wore him down, but he could still throw a move around occasionally.
Holding onto her, he spun them around in a quick movement, and Preston found himself on top of the demoness, she on her back in the missionary position. She quickly wrapped her strong legs around him, and with one flex of her thighs had shoved him in. He gasped as he entered the nearly scalding hot cavern, which was so unlike the rest of her icy cool body. After a moment where he had to regain his composure, he began to thrust. His cock was gripped by the velvet glove of her channel, tightening and convulsing as he used his thumb to stroke the tip of her clitoris as he thrusted.
She began to grip him hard with her legs, shoving him deeper and causing him to thrust harder as she made him slam into her over and over. He began to feel her grow increasingly wet down there as she yet again approached orgasm, or whatever passed for orgasm with her species, and he too felt himself building to an epic climax. His cock stiffened until it was rock hard, and she grinned, exposing needle teeth. He faltered just for a moment, as those teeth were a sign she was transforming into her fully demonic self. The spell was supposed to prevent that from happening.
He ignored this, focused on the task at hand. He stroked and thrusted even faster, felt her thigh muscles quiver and her clawed hands tear holes into his sheets. Finally, he let out a cry as the first eruption took him. Lilith grabbed hold of him and squeezed with her whole body, and he hung onto her for dear life as she milked him, flexing her walls in time with his contractions, a mild sensation of suction going on down below as she took in his seed, collecting it for whatever nefarious purposes she used it for.
After his 5th pump, in which nothing more than a dribble came from him, he collapsed against her, still inside of her, shrinking but not exiting. She held him, gently stroking his hair, whispering his name until his ears bled. He tried to get up, but she whispered “stay” and he was once again in the throes of sleep paralysis. She rolled him over like a child taking care of an invalid parent, letting him exit from her. As he lay prone on his back, he saw where her skin began to take on the obsidian black sheen of her demon vessel.
“You thought you could control me with those silly spells.” She said, and he felt his blood freeze in his veins. How had she known he had used the spells on her? They were supposed to be unaware of your goings on outside of the bedroom, for she was supposed to be in another dimension until he had entered sleep, whereupon she was granted access into his dimension via the Delta waves he emitted in deep sleep. But Lilith was no mere lower demon. She was never meant to be summoned by the lowly men seeking interdimensional concubines. He should of known. “Don’t worry Preston, I will take good care of you. There is no need to try these scripts of mortal tongue on me. That will only infuriate me.” She said, and lowered her head very close to his. She nicked his earlobe with her teeth, taking out a chunk of flesh. “You don’t want to make me mad, Preston. You very much do not want that.” She said, lapping at his wound with her tongue, the acidic saliva burning intensely.
He’d been associating pain with orgasm for so long with her that the burning flesh of his ear caused his aching cock to give a small throb. She knelt down next to his crotch, and began to tickle the semi flaccid penis with her tongue. She used the fork tip to penetrate the meatus, and he whimpered through gritted teeth as the thin tongue went down his urethra, deeper, deeper, until she was past his base, going deep into his inner workings. She carefully stroked his cock with her other hand, making sure not to injure the organ she so much sought after.
He felt a bone deep pulsing sensation somewhere in his loins, and knew she must of gotten to his prostate somehow. She did this when he wasn’t producing enough for her to be satisfied with. His cock gave one intense contraction before rapidly swelling to it’s full rigidity again. Lilith gave one more twist of her tongue, causing another deep contraction that he could feel make his balls swell. He twitched and trembled involuntarily as her tongue receded back into her mouth, causing a small jet of pink tinged ejaculate to erupt from his tip. She grabbed his cock, hard grip cutting off the impending eruption, and with a cobra like quickness had straddled him again, shoving him back inside of her.
He let out two painful spurts as soon as he was inside, his sensitive tip screaming with pleasure and agony as she began to ride him. There was no slow preamble this time. She began to buck and thrust like a bull in heat, her clawed hands digging into his arms as she gripped them for support. His climax was fast approaching, his balls aching as the muscles responsible for contraction and release strained to keep up.
“Yes, give it to me, give it all to me mortal pig.” She hissed. “Think you can control me.” She said, and threw her head back in laughter as he came. Every spurt brought with it a deep agony from his bruised urethra, but an intense mind blowing pleasure from the way her walls hugged and rubbed over his inflamed tip. It was a dichotomy that he was slowly becoming addicted too.
By the time he’d emptied himself of his second load, she withdrew from him, sensing his uselessness now. She regarded him with eyes that had gone a milky white, in which he could see his own distorted, horrible reflection. A face that was once masculine and contained a strong jaw line and thick luxurious hair that women fawned over had now been transformed into a pale, sunken eyed golem, a husk of the athletic virile man he once was.
“Remember, no more spells.” She warned, before floating away through the ether.
He awoke at seven AM that morning, his lower half feeling like he’d tried to fuck a wrecking ball. His phone chirped a notification that he’d gotten an email. His head throbbing, stomach in queasy knots and balls aching severely, he opened the phone and suddenly all the peripheral pain he’d been experiencing faded away. It was an email from RMantell71. The man he’d been trying to get in contact with for the past six months. He’d finally responded. Brimming with a restored hope, Preston forced himself out of bed and began the tedious task of cleaning himself. The days after Lilith’s visitations were filled with obsessive cleaning.
He already had a compulsive disorder about his hygiene, and the succubus’s grand defilements and all her fluids on him and in him drove him into a nearly psychotic cleaning frensy. He vomited twice while he was in the shower, one of his teeth clanking against the tile floor and washing down the drain hole. It was only after his groin and surrounding regions been scrubbed raw, and his teeth brushed four different times did he feel ready to face the day. As he stood looking out of his high rise Manhattan apartment, he made a call to the private charter service his family were members of. He arranged for a driver to meet him at Tulsa international airport. It looked like his potential salvation may lie in Oklahoma, of all places.




Chapter 2.
Preston almost couldn’t contain his excitement as his chauffer parked on the street just outside the ex-cultist’s house. He got out, bemused by the scene of rural Americana he was greeted with. They were on a gravel backroad, somewhere in the middle of Oklahoma, with rolling hills of wheat stretched out before him on one side. A combine chewed through one of the fields in the distance. Behind him was a fenced in pasture where plump cows grazed lazily. He got out just in time to see a large bull push out a forearm sized turd ten feet from where he stood.
“Jesus.” He said, recoiling at the site. He walked over to the driver side window. It rolled down, and the lined face of Mr. Perkins loomed up at him from the driver’s seat. “It might be awhile, but keep the car running and the A/C on.” He said.
“Yes sir Mister Jennings.” He croaked, and proceeded to unravel a newspaper. Preston scoffed as he walked down the gravel drive way towards where the rustic little farm house loomed. It’s the fucking 21st century, who the hell still reads an actual newspaper? He wondered as his Gucci loafers took on a coating of rock dust. Cow shit was redolent in the air, the heat and humidity not helping in that matter. Preston told himself if this Rick Mantell character was bull shitting him about having the personal collection of Theron Mobley, infamous cult leader and ex-CIA spook, and a certain sought after volume that Preston was looking for specifically, he’d murder the lying hillbilly and feed the corpse to his pigs. He didn’t see any pigs around, just cows, but where there was cows, there was pigs. In places like this, there was always fucking pigs.
He walked past a scabrous old truck that looked like it saw it’s prime back when Perkins was a strapping young lad. Despite the fact he felt like he’d entered a time machine back to the great depression, he had his hopes up. Everything the man said checked out. It was verified that he used to be in Mobley’s cult, had lived in the town of Dupo where the cult operated, and was listed as the sole inheritor on Mobley’s will. If what the man said was true, he’d be the last living survivor of Theron’s insane cult, called Sector 5. All of the members had supposedly died in some kind of mass suicide ritual, but there was some controversy about the authenticity of that claim. Preston had heard the conspiracy theories, had looked up the missing people who disappeared while trying to explore the cultists property. He didn’t really give a shit either way, he just knew Theron was rumored to have some very rare occult tomes on spell magic and sex magic.
He was going to knock on the screened in door when the shadow of a huge man filled the doorway. Preston took a step back, alarmed at the bulbous mass that was nearly as wide as the doorway itself. A moment later a middle aged man who was at least seven feet tall and Preston guessed to be in the realm of 500lbs answered his summons.
“Howdy! I heard your car pull up.” He said in a typical rural drawl. He had on sweat stained suspenders and nothing else apparently. Preston tried very hard to keep his composure, he was fastidious to the point of obsession about his hygiene and cleanliness. In his mind he saw morbidly obese people like Rick Mantell as filthy, because of all those folds and excess skin that could not possibly be washed and kept clean all day. Judging by the man’s intense body odor hygiene was not high on his priority list.
“Are you… Rick Mantell? The man I spoke to on the phone?” Preston asked, trying to be polite and hide his utter revulsion. Rick grinned, exposing a mouth that was more gum than teeth. He nodded jovially.
“Yessir! I know I look a bit different than the photos. I used to have dreadlocks, can you believe that? Those were awhile ago… and well, I been through a lot. Some people turned to booze and drugs. I turned to food and farming. Although I still like myself a drink every once awhile. Prolly don’t help matters.” He said, and that’s when Preston saw the sweating can of Budweiser in the man’s hand. The other was outstretched in a greeting, a calloused, plump dirt covered appendage that Preston forced himself to shake.
“I…I see. Um, well, yes, do you have it? The third revised law of ritual magic?” He asked, his voice shaky with anticipation.
“Yessir I do. Bunch of other stuff of Theron’s as well. Personally I don’t wanna have it, but I don’t really know what else to do with it except put it online and—”
“Yes right, can you present it? I’d very much like to see it, confirm it’s authenticity.” Preston said anxiously. Rick nodded, took a lumbering step back and beckoned him inside the filthy house.
“Come on in, have a beer! I’ll go get it.” The big man said. The thought of it made Preston’s thin frame shiver with revulsion.
“Uh, sorry to be rude sir but I really must be going. I have a plane to catch. If you could just bring it out in the sun light where I can get a good look at it please.” Preston called through the door way. A cat had sauntered it’s way out from underneath the porch at the sound of their voices. It walked over to Preston, trying to rub on his freshly pressed slacks. He was deathly allergic to cats, and just seeing the matted fur of it’s coat was making his eyes water. He was about ten seconds away from high tailing it back to the car. He shoved the cat away with one loafer, making a sound of disgust as he did so.
He heard the big man’s slow approach and wanted to scream for him to hurry, but instead used his last shred of will power to remain calm. If this was the authentic version of the law of ritual magic, his life would soon see a big improvement. If he could finally be purged of Lilith’s presence, he could go back to living some semblance of a normal life again, get his health back on track, perhaps even entertain the idea of getting a real human mate before he died. He played with fire and very much got burnt. He was willing to accept that now, and prayed that the man had the real thing.
Rick reappeared a moment later, a red book sealed in a plastic bag in his hands. Preston couldn’t help but seize it from the man’s grimy grip. Emblazoned on the red leather bound cover was THE THIRD REVISED LAW OF RITUAL AND CHAOS MAGICKA. Underneath it were the authors, A. CROWLEY, M. BROWARD, ET AL. With trembling hands, Preston opened the bag, taking the book out and cracking the cover of the thick tome, finger searching for a publication date. The pages were yellowed and stiff, a good sign. An authentic copy would have been printed in 1927. All the copies after that were printed for mass market purposes and had been edited severely for public consumption. According to Preston’s research, only 50 of the pre ‘27copies were ever printed.
“Oh thank Christ.” He said under his breath as he saw the publication date. It was in his hands now. The only other book he knew of in existence with authenticated, verified summoning spells for succubi and other night guardians. He put the book back in the bag, and proceeded to pull out the check he had folded away in his shirt pocket. “How much do you want for it?” He asked, his voice trembling. The man gave him a strange look.
“And what’s a fella like yourself want with a book like that? It’s full of hogwash you know. If Theron bought into it it was hogwash. I know that now. I don’t want there being another Theron. Some psycho trying to use witch craft for evil things. It’s unholy and I repent every day for the reckless decisions I made back when I was with sector 5.” He said with some consternation.
“I need it for…research purposes… I’m an…academic. Anthropologist actually. This is a very rare text, and the university I work for would very much like to be in possession of it, for historical preservation.” Preston said, the lie coming easily to him. He was the farthest thing from an academic, but this big galoot didn’t know that. “How does four thousand sound?” He asked before the man could reply. Bushy eyebrows were raised at this price.
“Four thousand dollars? For that?” He asked in amazement. Preston honestly couldn’t tell if the incredulity came from how high or how low the price was. Trying to appraise such an obscure text if a copy wasn’t in the hands of historians or university libraries was impossible.
“…Yes.” Preston said with some hesitation. “I mean… I’d be willing to haggle with you.” He added after a moment.
“Four thousand. My god. There’s so much I could do with that.” Rick said, and stared off into the sky contemplatively, Preston assuming he was imagining all the Budweiser and fast food he could buy with that lump sum.
“So what do you say? We have a deal?” Preston asked impatiently as Rick took on the vacuous stare of his bovine neighbors, contemplating his new found wealth.
“I mean… Shoot yeah, I could sure as hell use the money. Thank you mister. Thank you so much.” He said, watching with wide eyed glee as Preston handed the check over with one of his monogrammed pens.
“Excellent. Just fill out the amount and cash it when you’re ready, I already signed it. Keep the pen.” Preston said quickly, backpedaling towards the limo. “I’ll trust you fill in the amount we agreed upon. Otherwise I will end you.” He said casually as he sauntered over to the limo, leaving the big man to stare stupidly at the blank check.




Chapter 3.
Preston walked through the front door of his apartment. He’d gone to get groceries from the corner market down the street, and also met up with his old weed dealer from college to buy a few grams of mescaline.
“Shit man, you sure you don’t just want some boomers or acid? Fuckin no one fucks with mescaline no more. That’s like a grandpa drug.” Sid the sidewalk dealer told him. Preston insisted it had to be mescaline. He would follow all the rules in the book to a T. He would not make the same mistake Ian did. Once inside, he set aside his normal groceries and took out the notebook he bought, and the ten candles. Timing was very important for this, so he watched the clock with a more obsessive fervor than he usually did. It pained him to make a mess of his normally spotless apartment, but the summoning spell required he make the ten pointed star of Nyp’eth via salt.
Before doing that however, he took out the old fashioned calligrapher’s pen he bought from the art store in midtown. The sight of blood always made him squeamish, so he did not look forward to the most crucial step of the ritual, which involved writing out his wishes for the demoness he would summon, using his blood for ink. But he would do it, even if he had to down a half bottle of Johnny Walker to accomplish it. Once he had all the supplies set out on the table, he proceeded to take a long, hot shower to pass the time. He’d already taken two since this morning, his skin dry and chaffed, but he was nervous, and the repeated showers were one of his most comforting rituals.
He came out of the steaming bathroom and saw it was eight in the evening. If he wanted everything to go right, he would have to eat the mescaline now, so he could peak at midnight, performing the ritual as instructed, with his third eye completely open. He went into the kitchen, where he began to grind up the dried green cacti buttons in a mortar and pastel until they were a fine powder. He mixed this with some orange juice, the taste of the OJ making it more palatable to get down, as well as the acid in the juice helping to potentiate his dose. He’d learned that trick in college, back when he’d unwind from a successful basketball season and quite liked the euphoric, child like wonder that mushrooms instilled.
After choking down the mixture, he prepared a small snifter of whiskey, which he forced himself to sip on instead of gulp down. He didn’t want to get drunk, that might interfere with whatever neurochemical actions the hallucinogens were supposed to alter. Just enough to steady his nerves and prevent a panic attack from happening before he even began to trip. The glass in one hand, the handle of salt in the other, he began to pour out a large circle on the hardwood floor of his living room, scooting the couch and coffee table out of the way to do so. He walked over and consulted the thick book, which was sitting splayed open on the kitchen counter.
The symbol he was instructed to make was like the typical satanic pentagram you saw tattooed on goth kids, but this one had a few more extra lines and points to it. Once he had the design burned into his mind, he carefully poured the salt out until it roughly resembled the “Star of Nyp’eth” as it was called in the book. Then he took the candles, each in their own little jars, and set them at each point of Nyp’eth’s star. He would wait until just before midnight to light them. Once he had all the preparations in place, he turned to the kitchen knife and the ink basin.
He paused with the knife point in his palm, hands trembling. He had ingested the hallucinogen some twenty minutes ago and could already feel a subtle come up begin to work it’s way through him. He had to get this part over with now or soon he’d be too out of it to do so carefully. He closed his eyes, and sunk the sharp tip right into the middle of his palm, jerking it a few centimeters forward to slice deep enough for a good flow, but not deep enough for an artery or muscle to be nicked. He hissed with pain and had to drop the knife and grab the counter as he got light headed, thinking he might pass out. But he commanded a grip on himself, and placed his palm over the ink well, where the pooled blood spilled out.
He kept his head turned away, knowing the sight of it would make him vomit or pass out for sure. He instead counted mentally to twenty, and then grabbed the clean dish towel sitting next to the basin, making a fist around it to staunch the flow. He looked and saw the blood had overflowed from the little basin, and felt his gorge and all that acidic cacti sludge rise with it. He took a huge, painful gulp however, fighting his gorge tooth and claw, and blinked rapidly. You can do this, he told himself. 
He took the pen with his right hand, forcing himself to steady the arm before dipping the ornate pen in the crimson ink. He had torn a piece of plain white paper from the notebook before cutting his palm, and very carefully scrawled his message on there. He wrote each letter slowly, methodically, putting all his concentration into it. His arm began to feel much longer than it normally did, and he feared messing up the note in his inebriated state. But after some ten minutes, the message was written, the summons in his blood.
He looked at the clock, and was shocked to see two hours had went by. It was 10:30. The witching hour grew near. He got up to walk over to the circle of salt he’d made, bringing the lighter and the letter with him. He sat down Indian legged, disturbing as little of the salt as possible. His body began to feel off kilter, like the floor was tilted slightly. He stared at the big ornate clock in his living room. His father had gotten him that clock. His father, who was the infamous oil Barron Robert Jennings, would have a stroke if he knew about Preston’s dabblings in the occult. He began to giggle as he thought of what he’d say to his dad right now.
Hey ol pops, guess what I’m doing right now? Sitting in my high rise suite on 53rd street, trying to summon a succubus, in order to piss off another succubus and get her to leave me alone. Or have them fight to the death. I’m pinning these two girls against each other, isn’t that some shit? The reality of his situation hit home then, and the laughing turned into nearly hysterical cackling that sounded like the baying of a deranged mad man. His mind was trying to wrap itself around what his life had become. From a once promising college athlete on ride with a full scholarship to resting completely on his father’s laurels and taken instead to a life of boozing and whoring, which in turn led him to that goddamn book which got him here in the first place.
He thought of Lilith, and the physical transformation she had caused. His teeth were now rotted and decaying inside of his mouth due to her fluids he ingested. His hair began to thin and his muscles erode away as he ejaculated roughly ten times a night. He was unable to replenish the large amounts of zinc and other crucial minerals that were excreted in male ejaculate at such a high number, because his stomach was constantly in a roiled state due to the foul curd milk that he sucked from her breast like a helpless babe in feeding. He experienced torsion in both testicles from all the repeated orgasms and contractions. His body was falling apart from the inside out.
“You were so fucking naïve.” He said to the empty apartment as he remembered being a young bear of a man in college, getting his pick of the swim team co-eds and thinking he could go all night, even though he usually tapped out after his second or third round. He’d never been truly pushed to his limit, until Lilith came along. Despite all the physical ailments her visits manifested, he had a feeling he would miss her nightly visits, long after she was gone, if she left. She could be sweet when she wanted to be, when the spells were doing their work. She understood he had limits, but simply could not control herself, which in itself turned Preston on. To be so driven by sex, for that to be your very existence. He wished he were man enough to satisfy her, to endure her worship of his seed. No other mortal woman would ever be so sex starved for him and only him. In a way, their relationship was cruelly ironic.
He flinched, snapped out of his increasingly rambling inner monologue by the tolling of the living room clock, which dinged out the first ten seconds of Chopin’s “Nocturne number nine”. The bells, which he’d heard so many times before and grown indifferent too, sounded so heart breaking and beautiful that for a moment the somber melody rendered him frozen. He longed to hear it again, but remembered why he was tripping in the first place, why he was sitting completely naked in the middle of a fancy salt pentagram. Using a book of matches he kept within peripheral reach of the diagram, he quickly lit each of the ten candles around him, trying not to be mesmerized by the dancing flames, who’s flickering auras spat out ethereal tracers that swam around his apartment like forest spirits.
Once all the candles were lit, he opened up the piece of paper he kept folded up, his blood ink smeared slightly, and read the commandment aloud.
“I command the presence of the one known as Nyp’eth. I seek the permission of her queen, Naamah, for use of this demoness as a concubine. I command the presence of Nyp’eth for the use of her vessel for donation of seed, to seek pleasures of the flesh. I wish for her physical manifestation so that she may take my donation for the creation of the cambions, those which you seek to birth in our world. Please accept my offer. Please, accept my offer.” Preston said, his own voice sounding strange and insect like to his ears. Then he folded the letter back up, and proceeded to touch one corner of the paper to the candle closest to his left. Flame licked up the paper as he quickly touched it to the second, and so on and so forth until the paper was engulfed in flame.
He held onto it for as long as he could, until he dropped the smoldering blacked paper in the pile of salt. The smell of burnt salt and blood stung his nostrils, and he once again had to swallow his gorge down. He continued sitting in the circle, slack jawed and glazed of eyes as he watched the flames dance around hypnotically. A distant, far away part of him knew he’d lost his mind. Here he was, sitting naked in his living room on a heroic dose of mescaline, trying to summon a lesser demon, for the sole purpose of testing the esoteric loophole of a succubus abandoning her charge for a breach of contract. It is well documented in all the occult texts he’d read that succubi do not tolerate infidelity, which Preston found ironic because most succubi were known to have a harem of men they harvested semen from.
His plan was that Nyp’eth would come, they would do their sexual dance, and once Lilith, the big dog of this subgroup of demoness, abandoned him, he could use his knowledge of banishing spells to be rid of Nyp’eth, who was noticeably lower on the food chain than Lilith. As the climax of the peyote began to take it’s hold, he felt the room take on several gravities. He felt like he was trapped in one of those hermetically sealed vaults where such books as the Luciferian Pedagogy sat, in oxygen deprived vacuums. He tried to stand and rise from his salt diagram, but he saw that the small tendrils of flame had stretched out, and he was enclosed within a cage made of fire. The ten arcs of fire radiated brilliantly, and as he looked around, he saw the dimensions of the room began to change.
His circle grew larger, or he shrank, he couldn’t tell which one, until the border of Nyp’eth’s star was wide enough for him to lie prone on and still be enclosed. He saw the big bay window overlooking Manhattan ripple as if it were the translucent surface of a lake, and from it the indentation of a person was shaped through the ripples. Soon the shape clarified into the silhouette of a woman with very large breasts. This transparent specter floated across the living room, a tendril of the window sticking with it as if it were not tempered glass but the very fabric of space time itself. As she crossed through the pillars of fire created by the candles, her features took on a solid form as she fully entered his dimension.




Chapter 4.
Her skin was the purest white he’d ever seen. Her whole body was one shade of light alabaster, save for the ram horns that protruded grotesquely from her head. Those looked to be made of obsidian, a shining black that almost hurt the eyes in contrast to her body. Her breasts did not feature nipples, but instead were smooth milky globes that hung impressively from her chest. As her full body entered the cage with him, Preston saw her long legs spread apart as she floated two inches off the ground in front of him. He saw a hairless cleft, already slick and dripping, as if she were in a state of perpetual sexual arousal. A small protrusion that he realized in his delirium was a massive, overgrown clitoris throbbed in time with her heartbeat.
The eyes were similar to that of Lilith’s, glazed over with a white cataract-like film. They pinned him to the spot, her long face a study of starvation and desperation. Except it was not food she hungered for. She looked down at his cock, and he immediately felt a tingling there, his member, still sore from Lilith’s most recent ministrations, throbbed to life. He thought he would be in agony from another erection, but it seemed this entity was the antithesis of Lilith when it came to her effect on the human body. She floated down to him, gently lowering herself upon him. She pressed her warm, silken body against his, and at the contact of her skin he felt his whole body relax, become motionless.
His breathing and heartbeat softened as her thighs nestled against him, her flesh a comforting warm blanket against his body. She was so tender compared to Lilith, the way she began to slide her slick warm lips up and down his shaft. Her excretions did not burn and numb like Lilith’s did, but rather soothed and replenished. She moaned as the engorged member of her sex rubbed against him, a warm pearl that nestled against the base of his cock as she rubbed up and down slowly, thoroughly coating his cock in the sweet nectar she dripped. He wondered if he were to taste her down there, if she were to be sweet and tangy, where Lilith was bitter and acidic.
He felt something smack against his legs as she continued these slow motions, and he looked past her shoulder to see that a long tale with a flared tip flailed about similar to the way a cat’s does when you scratch it’s ears. He thought the tip, which was pink and veiny in contrast to it’s long white shaft, uncannily resembled a human penis. Although he had no homosexual desires he was aware of, the thought of that long flexibly member pushing against his prostate made him harder than he already was, if that was possible.
He made an attempt to get up, thinking he would be paralyzed like in Lilith’s presence, but he was surprised to find he could move. But not just move, he was no longer on the ground, but floating just a few inches above it. The sensation was exhilarating. Using his hands, he caressed the velvet like flesh, tracing her smooth thighs and hips, outlining the swell of her breasts. She grabbed his hands, clasping their fingers together like lovers would, blessedly normal fingers that were not prodigious claws. They slowly rotated in the air, her long black hair flitting and falling over his shoulders as they turned, until he was the one on top.
He took his cock, and began to rub his own sensitive engorged tip against Nyp’eth’s clitoris which was almost the size of his thumb. First he rubbed in slow circles, loving the way her fluid coated and soothed his once aching tip. Now he felt as if he hadn’t been laid in weeks, like he was once again the testosterone fueled steroid pumped athlete who had once fucked four women on the varsity tennis team in one night. Her tail quivered between his legs, and her whole body trembled as he did this.
Soon he couldn’t take it any longer however, and moved his tip all the way down her bulbous organ, parting the folds below it, and slid himself inside. For a moment they both shuddered, Preston gasping at the sensations he was experiencing. He didn’t know if it was the mescaline, or her particular species of demon, or what, but his member felt like it had just entered nirvana itself. The softest walls he could ever imagined grasped him firmly but gently, so unlike Lilith’s iron fisted canal that not so much coaxed him as throttled him.
She grasped his shoulder and he helped her up, until she had her arms and legs wrapped around him, beckoning him as deep as he would go. She held him tightly, pressing her engorged pearl against him as he thrusted, and she let out a whimper that was simply angelic, her voice as soft as angel hair. It was harmonious beauty to his ears, which were so used to Lilith’s grating rasp. He began to pick up a rhythm, assisted by the fluid movement of her legs. They moved in perfect harmony, every motion of her body meant to progress the act of sex along. He returned her tight grasp, kissing her neck and tasting perspiration the flavor of some unknown fruit, sweet and nectary.
He went up to kiss her mouth, and soft plump lips met his. A long tongue entered his mouth, and he danced around it, feeling profoundly connected to her as both ends were now sealed with contact. His thrusts increased tempo, and she moaned, the vibration of her voice causing his whole body to vibrate as if the sound of her voice could destabilize atoms at a molecular level. Suddenly he felt the tip of the tale pressed firmly against the base of his balls, applying a gently pulsing pressure there, the slick warm liquid that spirted from it’s tip coating his sack in a cooling salve that also tingled.
He felt her clitoris began to swell even bigger, and he ground his pelvis against her as he thrusted. He felt the climax rocketing towards him, the build up causing his cock to strain against it’s own flesh as he slammed into her. Her grip on his member increased, slowly and firmly, but not hard enough to hurt, just enough to increase the sweet slick friction as her velvet interior closed around him like a glove. She began to cry out, her walls pulsating and the clitoris noticeably pulsing as her own demonic orgasm came upon her.
The tip of her tail shot forth a hot fluid that coated his balls and shaft, initiating the climax that he had been at the very tip of crossing over into. Her nails sunk into his back as the first epic spurt shot forth from him. The expulsion was so intense, so powerful he thought his very soul was exiting through his testes. He thrusted again, a shuddering, soft attempt at a thrust as every inch he slid against her brought with it a mind blowing tingling ecstasy. A second and third pump came in quick succinct bursts a moment later, and he felt her walls quivering and pulsating, maneuvering the sperm deeper in her womb.
“Deeper, harder.” She purred, it was the first words he’d heard her spoken since coming inside the ring of fire. He obeyed, and grunted with effort as he slammed as hard as he could into her, the fourth burst a bone deep contraction that was aided by the probing tale, which pressed against his prostate, facilitating the drainage. There came a fifth, final sputtering dribble, which in Preston’s third eye he could see was being sucked along with the large puddle of semen he’d just deposited into a pink velvet channel, the white fluid draining into some chamber deeper within the demon’s body. He didn’t want to see this image, but he was forced to visualize it, to see that his copulation had an insidious purpose to it, that she was not just summoned for his pleasure alone.
Time seemed to suspend as they floated there, holding each other, she gently grasping his shrinking manhood, doing as Lilith had, preventing him from decoupling until she was filled to satisfaction. That was alright with him, for Preston felt confident he could give her everything she wanted. The combination of her healing properties and the hallucinogens he’d ingested made him feel more than human, his physical body untethered from the constraints of his dimension. She decided however not to wait on him to recharge, as the slicked tip of her tale went from the base of his balls back further, probing between his cheeks until it pressed against the tight rim of his asshole.
There was a spurt of lubrication from the tip, coating his anus and allowing it to slip in. He gasped as what felt like a thick eel entered him, stretching his ass out and probing deeper, until he felt a pressure begin to build somewhere in his inner plumbing. She was sniffing out his prostate, and had found it. The tip of the tale began to swell and pressed against him rhythmically, causing his cock to stir to life. He felt the last remaining drops of ejaculate from his last orgasm pushed from his urethra as the pressure increased on his prostate. It was a strange but amazing feeling.
His cock throbbed to full erection instantaneously, the pressure building and his balls swelling as the limb seemed to take on it’s own autonomy, working with a singular purpose. Nyp’eth began to slide her flesh along his, beckoning him to thrust. He did so, his cock throbbing with pre-orgasm contractions with one or two thrusts. He could feel himself emitting small spurts of prostate fluid as she pumped, the tip of the tail pulsing in time with her clit. He began to rub her clit with the ball of his thumb, and the tail once again quivered, the head jerking hard inside of him. This abrupt motion caused him to ejaculate instantaneously, his thrusting punctuated by a pained moan as she forced the seed from him.
Each thrust brought forth a never ending explosion of semen and prostate fluid, the tail thrust just as hard into him as he into her. He kept rubbing her clit until finally her legs locked around him like a vice, forcing him in balls deep. She kept him locked in the position like a boa constrictor around a lamb while her tail slammed into him, causing his whole body to twitch and convulse as his balls contracted, forcing the very last drops from him.
Suddenly Nyp’eth’s body went rigid, the tail whipping out of him. Her eyes grew wide as she looked past Preston. He was brought out of his orgasmic bliss as he noted he could no longer see his apartment beyond the cage of fire he was trapped in. They seemed to be enshrouded in a black mist. The air began to feel charged, as if at any moment a bolt of thunder would strike down from the heavens into his very cage. Instead there came a loud sonic boom, and he could hear the muffled tinkling of his living room windows imploding. Nyp’eth suddenly shoved him away, his body flying through the pillars of light and fully back into his dimension.
He felt gravity shove him downward, he no longer weightless but obeying the laws of earth physics. His body hit the cold wooden floor with a thud, and began to shiver violently as it felt as if he’d been plunged into the arctic sea. He watched as Nyp’eth began to throw herself against the pillars of light created by the candles, but she was confined to the circle, bouncing off the flame pillars like they were made of stone. A look of profound panic began to show on her face, and she increased her efforts, flailing about like a rabid bat until Preston saw a form race across the black mist and enter the circle, shattering the flame cage as if it were glass.
“Oh…No…” He said in horrified awe as he watched the shadow black form of Lilith grasp Nyp’eth by the horns. They began to scream at each other in some language that sounded like a percussive torture of vowels and consonants. Suddenly Lilith let out a bestial roar that shook the very floor of the apartment, before jerking hard with both of her arms. Nyp’eth was torn apart at the skull, her body splitting in two, the sundered halves quickly melting into an obscene putty in the salt circle.
She turned to face Preston, and as she exited the circle and came closer, he saw she was in a horrifying, new form.
“You naive fucking fool. Summoning one of my inferiors when you had the queen herself. Is it your will to enrage me?” She said. “IS IT?” She screamed before grabbing one of his feet and hurling him across the apartment. He rolled and slid only a few inches from the edge of where his floor to ceiling windows once were. He could hear the ambient sounds of Manhattan below him, the angry blat of taxi horns, the various accelerations of engines. She hovered over him. What he saw broke his mind instantly, it was so horrifying to behold. “Ah yes, you thought my form was whatever you wanted it to be? No, I spared you my true form, our true form, because your weak mortal brains cant comprehend it.” She said.
He stared up at a face drawn freakishly long, like a horse’s head but more triangular. Several yellow eyes lined the long bridge between the dripping snout, and the long alligator like teeth that protruded from a black maw glinted off the city lights. Her body was vanta-black, a black so black that her body sucked in any source of ambient light around it, causing her to shimmer like a mirage, her very being a void in itself.
“We will have such fun with your soul when you cross over.” She said, before opening her maw wide, wider, strings of saliva snapping as she unhinged her jaw. Her head came forward, and with one brisk jerking motion, bit Preston’s head off. She let the spurting stump of his neck paint the floor inches from the window, before shoving him over the side of the window ledge, letting his body plummet lazily through the smog filled air, where it hit with a muffled splat some ten stories below. She masticated and swallowed, before raising back up through the ceiling, back to her dimension.




Chapter 5.
“Jesus Christ.” Said detective Henderson as he walked up to the puddle of flesh and bones that was once a human being. “Walt, why the fuck did you call me out to respond to a jumper? I’m homicide, man. This aint our goddamn problem.” The detective said to his partner as he took out a cannister of Vick’s to daub over his nose. He punched the shoulder of the large framed black man who was looking up at the shattered windows. Walt shook his head.
“Foul play suspected. I just cased the apartment. It’s a fuckin wild scene in there Laird. Satanic ritual shit. Semen out the wazoo, foreign matter we can’t identify melted into his floor. Not to mention, we got a body but no head. Mr. Jennings either took his leap of faith without his head on his shoulders, or someone beheaded him and tossed him. The head in question is nowhere to be found. So it is our problem.” The detective said somberly, lighting up a cigarette.
“Fucking Hell. This city never ceases to amaze me.” Henderson said, accepting a cigarette from Walt’s pack.




Part 5. The Nocturnal Visitor




Chapter 1.
They summon me from all around the world, from all walks of life. Big men, small men, fat men, skinny men. They come in many shapes and sizes, temperaments and virility. I cherish the organs they have attached between their legs, the seed they produce and waste, but to me they are but insects, small inconsequential pieces of meat that I use for the sole purpose of seed collection. So many of you have seen through their eyes what it is like to fuck me, to be seduced and ultimately ruined by me. Those pitiable fools, always feeling self-important enough to leave memoirs and written accounts of their experiences with me, as if they were of historic significance, and not inconsequential boys who will die and rot without anyone to remember them by. But you’ve never heard what it’s like from my end, have you? Well… let me enlighten you.




Chapter 2.
His name is Richard Boswell. In his world, he fancies himself a musician, a laughable notion, if you’ve ever heard his music. Although all human music sounds like unpleasant dissonance to my ears, his particular brand of human noise, what he calls, heavy metal, is exceptionally awful. I was happy to see his ruin if only so that the world would be spared of his terrible compositions. Mr. Boswell considered himself a connoisseur of satanic texts, although most of the tomes written by dead men were nothing but insane ramblings written by brains who could only barely fathom the existence of the dark king. Yet Boswell had in fact lucked out, had come into contact with a book called the Luciferian Pedagogy, which has been sold and passed around to various power hungry men for centuries now.
Ironically enough, there are spells within that book that would make a mortal man irresistible to human women, they would have no need to summon me. Yet they go straight to the invocation spells for entities like me. How flattering, and detrimental for them.
I felt my summons through the ether, where I exist among my own kind, tending after the children born from the stolen seed, which my male counterparts then create by inseminating fertile cunts of the human variety. I heard the invocation from a long distance, an annoyingly irresistible calling that I must answer to, as per agreement with the dark king. And so, I went to assail Mr. Boswell.
I entered through the thinnest plain between the dimensions, which just so happened to be the right corner of his bedroom. It never gets old, seeing their eyes go wide with awe as I appear before them for the first time. What I saw was a naked man, lean and ropey with muscle, his skin pale like mine, covered in the juvenile ink markings of their kind, which signifies degeneracy and a false connection to the dark prince. He had long dark hair, cheeks devoid of facial hair, as was his crotch, which brought a raised eyebrow from me. I could tell he was inebriated on those earthen substances, what you call cannabis, and the foul reek of alcohol. Why you pitiable creatures poison yourselves with such substances is beyond me. But it makes the male more docile, more submissive, which I like.
“Holy shit…” I heard him say, his eyes following me as I floated over to him. Of course, I must dawn a facade in order to keep the sheep from going mad, no one could comprehend my kind’s true form. Some, in the conditions of their summons, have me appear as former lovers, or give me physical attributes that they desire which cannot be found in their dimension. In the case of one particularly depraved young man, I came to him in the form of his deceased mother… But this supposed rock star had no such compunction to my appearance, and thus I arrived in my default form. Red hair, the color of my kingdom, which goes down to my knees. High and full breasts, devoid of the sagging and veiny ruin I have seen in many human women whose tits have succumb to the never ending will of gravity. My legs long and slender, my hips wide, modelled after the fetish dolls of their ancient ancestors, back when we first made contact.
I mounted him, and began to rake my long nails across his skin, not hard enough to cut, but enough to abrade and scratch, for I knew this one had masochistic tendencies, pain was his pleasure. I proceeded to grab his long black hair, and drug my body across his, letting our flesh slide against each other’s as I proceeded to shove my crotch in his face. Luckily this one was well versed in the art of female anatomy, unlike some of the utterly clueless virgins I’d been with. A tongue that was forked, like my own, began to lick eagerly at the sensitive pearl tucked between my legs. Instantly I felt sparks of pleasure erupt down there, causing me to leak and drool those fluids of pleasure that I cannot help but emit. I rode his face, letting the mildly acidic lubricant burn his lips and cheeks, feeling that tongue work over my swollen pearl until I felt myself on the edge of climax.
I do not always seek to pleasure myself when I appear for a summons. Sometimes I am in a hurry, have several other men I need to visit, and thus perform the perfunctory motions to get their pathetic little cocks to give me the seed I so desire. But on that night, I was in no particular hurry, and so I drenched this man in my ejaculate as he performed admirably with his tongue. By the time I was done, he was choking and gasping for air as my thighs squeezed his face and coated his mouth and nostrils with my bitter nectar.
I reached behind me and felt the hard cock pressing against my back. For a human he was particularly well endowed, although their penetration did nothing for me, as I was used to the massive members of my male counter parts, the incubi, who’s anatomy was designed specifically to fit and pleasure me, our joined orgasms necessary for the transfer of semen from me into their testes, so they may go and fertilize the human women with the corrupted seed.
I slipped Richard’s cock inside of me, and began to ride him hard, feeling my anatomy fasten around his cock, so when it came time for his puny little balls to deliver, I would make sure every drop was collected. I pinned him to his bed, waving my big tits in front of his face, enticing him to bite them. He did, teeth clamping down on my stiff little nipple, which I enjoyed. I held his face to my breast when he tried to recoil as he got a face full of milk. You see, being a mother who is constantly nursing, my breasts are always full of nourishment. Except what is nourishment to my sweet cambion children is more like rotten dairy to the human men. But I don’t care, I laugh and force him to drink down my milk, for they will grow large and obscenely bulbous if they aren’t drained every couple of hours.
I can feel him nearing orgasm, can feel that little cock tremble inside of me as I ride him faster, faster, until his whole body shudders, and the organ gives a definite pump. I feel his hot seed splash my inner walls, can feel my anatomy working to drink up the white fluid as he moans and shudders underneath me. I cradle him with my arms, he grabs onto me, and I widen my legs, letting him go balls deep in me as a second and third pump are blasted into me. I grip his cock and contract my muscles in time with his expenditures, stroking the tubular organ with well timed pulsations that ensure every drop is milked from him.
When I am done, I dismount from him, and watch as he lays there, dazed, groping for something on his nightstand. I am about to leave, head back to my realm, when I see him tie something around his arm.
“I can go again, madam, please, don’t leave yet.” He says, and takes out a small syringe from a case. He shoves the tiny needle inside his arm, where I can see a bruised vein pulsing, dotted scars track up his arm telling a tale of a human slave, one who must answer to the call of a substance I have known for a long time. I used to frequent princes in castles who smoked the original, unadulterated form, they called it opium. Despite the intense chemical odor I smell from the syringe, I can still get a small hint of that sweetness reminiscent in all forms of the plant.
I watch as his eyelids flutter and a sweat breaks out over his body. He takes out the blood filled syringe, and then reaches over again on the nightstand, this time to imbibe in some sort of powdered substance which I am unfamiliar with. There’s a great snorting sound as he sucks the white powder up his nose. Instantly his organ twitches to life as his dilated pupils constrict, his eyes widen. That is when he scrambles upon my prone body, lifts my legs up to where my feet are on his shoulders, and he begins to pound me.
I grant him this small illusion of control, knowing from the drug’s effects it might take him awhile to deposit his seed. So, to make the time more interesting, I begin to stroke my sensitive organ, feeling a tingling pleasure between my legs as the sweating man, reeking of death now, pumps away. I take my time, letting the orgasm build up with him, feeling my strong legs tighten around that thin frame as my walls began to pulsate once again with pleasure. He’s pumping incredibly fast now, the death smell becoming stronger. I feel myself clenching him as I reach my orgasm, my tender pearl swollen now and racking my body with orgasmic twitches with every touch. Just then I feel the first pump of his seed filling me once again, and the satisfaction of a job well done makes my orgasm even more powerful.
I squeeze him deeper inside of me with my legs, wanting to make sure every single drop is accounted for, because I know this will be my last night seeing him. I could feel his heart begin to stop as his fifth little spurt was deposited inside my canal. His body went limp, collapsing on top of me. The death smell is overwhelming now, and I throw him off me, opening my hands in anticipation of what happens next.
 A blue cloud of vapor exits his mouth, and continues to grow until it is the size of his head. This small glowing ball of sentience is his soul, which makes a frightened dash upwards, towards heaven, or perhaps purgatory. But I grab it before he can go very far. I open my mouth, and devour the soul, god how sweet they taste. Unfortunately for him, his journey through my insides will not be his last. As per agreement with Him, the dark king, all consumed human souls are to be deposited in the Atrium of Suffering, where I will shit out Richard Boswell’s disembodied consciousness, where it will then be used to power the eternal engine, the one that keeps hell hot. My job done, I leave the corpse to be discovered on it’s bed, naked and with the evidence of his death surrounding him.




Chapter 3.
Adisa Ayobe was a huge man of African descent. His skin was one of the deepest shades of black I’d ever seen, his body a latticework of scars, some from battle, some from cosmetic design. I will never understand humans and their obsessive intra-faction warfare. If they knew of the horrors that existed beyond the veil, they’d all squash their petty warring and band together. Luckily for us, that hasn’t happened yet, and people like Adisa stir the continual pot of blood shed and human on human violence that keeps hell populated and the engine running.
I first came to Adisa many human years ago. He summoned me after finding a book on infernal arts from one of the villages his war party raided, a village which practiced a surprisingly effective form of witchcraft, a kind which makes the European pagan variety look like child’s play. He obtained this book, only after slaughtering the entire family, who’s head matron owned it. Religious apartheid was the killing engine of Adisa’s region, and he was a very good killer, even though he began practicing the very dark arts which earned people a death sentence in his region. He was also a good breeder. One of my favorites, really. When he first summoned me, I was taken aback by his intense, almost never ending libido and the member between his legs, which was one of the largest I’d seen among his species.
When I came to him this time, we were not alone. Men holding assault rifles stood in each corner of the room, looking away from us, presumably guarding the entrance. I need not worry, as mortal weaponry has no effect on my body, which is astral to everyone else, and physical only to those that summon me. I came down from the ceiling, where he’d painted the star of Ajani, the goddess which the people in this region used to worship. I came to him in the form of the African fertility goddess he believed me to be. My pale skin was gone, instead I had the same dark coffee colored skin as Adisa. My hair was black, tied in many intricate braids, with tribal ink designs and piercings on my flesh.
He was in the middle of snorting what I knew to be the ground up horn of an extinct species of rhinoceros, which I believe is what gave him the powers to deliver gallons of seed into me. When he saw me float down from the ceiling, he was instantly erect, the bulging muscles of his arms and shoulders flexing as he got up on his knees, the massive foot long cock jutting out before him. His heart was pumping very fast, an animal scent of libidinous rage emanating from his pores. The smell excited me, and I began to drip from between my legs in anticipation of what I knew to be an intense milking.
He immediately grabbed me from the air, and pinned me down onto the bed. Spreading my legs, he began to eat my throbbing clit, not just licking but biting and nibbling on it, thinking that giving me pleasure would secure his place on a throne in the after life. So naïve was he to the workings of the infernal plains, but I let him think it. I writhed in ecstasy under his touch, my loins tingling pleasantly as he happily drank my acidic excretions and nibbled on my anatomy until I drenched him with my hot lubricant. He let out a grunt of satisfaction as he pinned my knees to my chest, angling my ass up to him, and he thrust in, hard and deep, all the way up to his balls.
From this position he could fuck me in a way that actually pleasured me, as his swollen head was able to slam deep into that part that normally only the incubi could reach. I began to rub my clit as he pounded me, encouraging him to go harder and deeper in his native tongue. Soon the sheets underneath me were soaked as I leaked like a faucet, his huge human cock slamming into me deliciously, that deep part of me being stimulated for the first time in awhile. I couldn’t help but squeeze him tight like a fist as my muscular walls began to pulsate rapidly with climax, stretching and flexing to accommodate him. He grunted like a bull, veins standing out on that thick neck, sweat causing his dark skin to glisten.
The thrusting became faster, his cock swelling larger, and I grinned, exposing my needle like teeth as I knew what was about to happen next. I’m very flexible, and so I was able to snake my arms around my legs and squeeze him like a vice as the first huge explosion slammed inside of me. He roared like some kind of primal beast, his cock giving one hard contraction as his first pump filled me. Adisa’s seed was always so hot and thick compared to the others, it always felt like a volcano erupting inside of me. There was so much that I almost couldn’t collect it all, I could feel him spilling out from my taught lips and coating his testicles. But I squeezed him even deeper, making sure to catch as much as I could.
He just kept going, a third pump turning into a fourth, a fifth, a sixth, all of them full volume bursts. By the end of it I felt like I’d just had a gallon of lava pumped into me. I came at the sensation, happy at how much he’d given me, my strong walls gripping his undoubtedly sensitive cock, and as he pulled out to exit from me, there was a small eruption from between my legs as a jet of my ejaculate, made thick and creamy from his semen, erupted from between my legs. I quickly closed them to keep it all in, until the small chamber in my body could process it all. He was going to make many strong, frisky little demon children.
Unfortunately, that would be the last time I ever got a good pounding by Adisa, for he was killed moments later. Unbeknownst to Adisa, or me until after the fact, was that a group of fed up rebels had stormed his compound, and just moments after filling my pussy with his hot nectar, the door to his room exploded inwards. There was a lot of gun fire, bullets streaked harmlessly through my ethereal body and into Adisa. His body guards were quickly eliminated, and I watched from the corner, fascinated as a group of masked men stormed in, holding Adisa down and castrating that magnificent organ from his body, and then shoving it down his own throat. For my cousin who you killed! For my sister, who you raped! For the village! A young man shouted as he handled the rusty machete. This display of savage butchery intrigued me. His eyes turned to mine, pleading for me to intervene, but it was not my place, nor could I have done anything anyway. To everyone else I was just a slight distortion of space and time.
As Adisa’s soul exited his body, his glowing a dark red rather than blue, meaning he left the world in anger or agony, perhaps both, I snatched it before the ornery spirit could float away. As the men proceeded to take turns pissing on the twitching corpse, I swallowed his spirit, eager to report to my dark king that I had captured a ripe, hearty soul for the machine. Adisa’s dastardly work had only just begun.




Chapter 4.
Oh David, you poor soul. Out of the thousands of men I’ve haunted over the years, you were truly one of the most pathetic. You see, David McGee was one of those men who grew up terrified of women. That hormone fueled stage called puberty that turns most human men into mindless, crass sexual pigs skipped over David. A severely overweight young man, he never left his London flat, had never known the sexual touch of another woman. He’d developed several addictions, from food, to this thing called the internet, which is where he found an invocation spell for me. It appeared someone had found one of these old texts, the legitimate ones made by real warlocks and practitioners of the dark arts, those who sought to communicate with us.
I’m still not entirely sure how David managed to summon me, as I got in his head and saw his memories, hearing him severely mispronounce the ancient Romanian spell for granting eternal love. Poor David, all he wanted was a brain washed human companion to put up with his poor hygiene, filthy apartment and a two inch penis nearly buried in blubber. Instead, the naïve fool who made public for mass consumption a succubus spell advertised as a spell for human love granted me and my kind several new donors to the cause. Who knew technology would work in hell’s favor?
Anyway, back to David. You see, David couldn’t reach himself anymore, he’d gotten so big. So in a way I was a blessing to him, because I was able to finally release so much pent up sperm from his poor squished testicles. The first night I came to him, he’d deposited four loads of seed in an hour. The first time I barely had to do anything, in fact I think he holds the record for the quickest deposit, of perhaps thousands of men. But he’d made the mistake of falling in love with me.
You see, I visit my men on a regular schedule until they die. Some of us are more ravenous, cannot control our insatiable need for semen, for breeding and working for Him. But I learned early on that if you take your time with these men, and allow them proper recouping periods, that you can make them last much longer. So, I usually visit my men twice a week perhaps, depending on their testosterone levels and endurance. Men are lucky to have me, and not a feral beast like Lilith, who rides her men into the dirt from the start.
But David was hooked. I was his only female attention, and he needed me all the time. He summoned me every chance he could get, until his cock was a scabrous red swollen nub, until he began to ejaculate blood and experience a myriad of health problems related to the prolific amount of orgasms he was having. Not only that, but it began to deteriorate his mind as well.
The last time I saw David, I’d come up from his large medical bed, as I refused to materialize in front of the empty fast food bins and mold infested food scraps. I was thankful my sense of smell and taste did not carry over to this dimension, for I knew it must smell truly horrid in there. It had been a week since he’d last summoned me, and it was to my understanding that the cops had been called by one of his neighbors, complaining about the loud noises in his apartment. You see, David doesn’t grunt or moan like a normal man. No, he let’s out these high pitched, pig like squeaks when he orgasms, it almost reminds me of the sounds some of the females make when we torture them in the ninth circle.
He’d been carted off by the state for a mental exam, to make sure he was fit to live on his own. Some administrative doctor must of really not of been giving a shit during that exam, because even I, an interdimensional demon with a good understanding of how humans work, could see the man was clearly an invalid. But lo and behold, he was back in his apartment a week later, given antipsychotic medications and a girdle for his severely abused cock. But he threw away the medications, thinking that taking the pills would make me go away, and ripped the girdle off.
Now I stood before him, looking down at him with pure disgust. I came to him in the form of some strange cartoon version of a demon. I was still human, but my breasts were almost comically exaggerated, my skin was bright red, I had on leather boots that came up for my knees, and my hair was jet black and shaped into horns. Oh, and there was the tail, long and tapered with a penis like end. I felt fucking ridiculous, really, but part of the contract is to appear as their deepest, darkest desire. Since David didn’t give any clear instructions (because he didn’t know he was summoning me) I had to search the depths of his mind for the closest approximation of a desired human form for him. Ugh… The depraved things I found in that young man’s soul make the sights of hell seem clean, holy.
The tail was the main attraction. David really liked to get his ass plumbed, his prostate pumped. Because of his size, we had to do things a little differently. His tiny member was already hard and eager to see me, the week long absence was the longest David had gone without me. I made him watch as I began to fuck myself with my own tail, making that little cock as hard as it would get. Then I climbed up on him, pushing his revolting stomach up and grinding my clit against his little pickle. Once everything was nice and lubricated, I decoupled from my flexible tail, and shoved it deep into his ass, feeling the swollen lump of his prostate with the flared tip.
I began to pump him hard, while keeping myself shoved against him, straining to keep the head of his cock within me. He didn’t even move, yet he still managed to break a sweat as I pounded his ass mercilessly. Then I felt his tight filthy little asshole squeeze my tail and his prostate swelled. I had to tighten my lips around his cock firmly to make sure I caught the watery loads, which he shot into me with surprising force for how short the barrel of his gun was. And god, there went that fucking awful squalor, like piglets being disemboweled.
I pumped my tail faster, harder, eager to be done with it. To keep myself entertained, I rubbed my clit against his sweaty gut, which pressed on me like a hot greasy melon. I knew he could go three or four times in a row before he grew soft, his own sex deprived mind made him keep going. I was his ultimate high. All he thought about on a day to day basis was consuming sugar and fucking me, or rather getting fucked by me.
The tail pumped, and I flexed my channel as his little cock just spurted and spurted. Pump after pump filled me as I felt his prostate swell and contract, swell and contract. It was more like milking a sow with a full bladder rather than fucking an adult man.
At some point I realized his shrieking cries of orgasm had turned into a gargling, pained cry. His cock finally grew soft, and I dismounted, relieved. I was about to exit for my dimension, when I saw David’s face beginning to turn purple. He clutched his right arm as if he were in great pain. I understood what was happening and wished he’d get it over with already. Within five minutes the heart attack killed him, and I could hear him voiding his bowels noisily as the soul exited his body. I quickly grabbed it and choked it down. I did not want to consume David’s greasy, foul tasting soul, but that was part of the contract. Collect the seed until they die, then collect the soul. Most people don’t read the fine print.




Chapter 5.
As you can see, my men come from all walks of life. This is just a small fraction of the poor humans I’ve interacted with over the centuries, and thanks to the scary digital hell you all have created for yourselves, many more people are finding ways to summon my kind. If you too wish to be haunted for the rest of your days by a sex hungry demoness, I’m sure typing “How to summon a succubus” in the search results will get you somewhere. There are a lot of fakes, but look out for things such as the letter method, and the blood telling method. These are legit. In fact, I may just throw some in at the end of this memoir. Perhaps I’ll be seeing you soon…
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