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    In loving memory of Gunnar Hansen (1947-2015). 
Keep twirling that chainsaw, buddie.


 
   
 
   
  
 





 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    CHAPTER 1
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle sat on the floor with her legs tucked under her, thumbing through the stack of secondhand DVDs. A thoughtful expression spread across her face. Her hands worked quickly, the nimble fingers scanning over the lurid covers like a surgeon mapping out multiple incisions. I watched her from the sofa, leaning back against the cool leather cushions as I absentmindedly crossed and uncrossed my legs. An autumnal chill seeped through the old plaster walls and single-pane windows, passing right through the sheer fabric of my nightgown. I remained silent as Isabelle struggled with the weight of her decision. She always did this: her indecisiveness bordered on pathological. We had been the closest of friends since the summer before our freshman year in high school—about six or seven months before I started my transition, if I recall correctly—and Isabelle still agonized over every minor decision like an insecure teenager.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I stared at her, half-bemused and partially bewitched. Her lushly proportioned torso was hunched over the pile of movies, the plunging neckline of her lace-trim camisole revealing the faintest glimpse of cleavage. Her dusky skin almost seemed to glow with a rich warmth, even as she chewed on a red lacquered thumbnail in idle contemplation. The skimpy running shorts did nothing to conceal firm and muscular legs, toned from years of daily exercise and varsity volleyball. She stared at the back of another DVD, reading the ad copy with dark brown eyes that narrowed with warm humor. Her lips curled into a smile—small, seductive, as if she were laughing inwardly at a private joke.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Come on, Alexa, I thought. Don’t gawk at her like some slack-jawed idiot. She’s your best friend, for crying out loud.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But I couldn’t help it. Her dark Mediterranean beauty never failed to hypnotize me. Even now, as she smoothed back an errant lock of dark brown hair and read the plot synopsis for some eighties schlock-fest called Curse IV: The Ultimate Sacrifice, Isabelle managed to hold me in her thrall. Staring at her like this felt stupid and indescribably wrong. Isabelle had been there for me from the beginning. She was my rock… my best friend. She had even fended off the bullies and transphobes when I first started transitioning. I would always be grateful for that. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And yet…
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “This looks pretty shitty, Alexa,” she said, still smirking at the ridiculous image of some haggard, green-skinned demon-monk snarling over the body of a nubile blonde. “Even by your magnificently low standards, this… this is just… did I already use the word ‘shitty?’”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I took another sip of my Cabernet Sauvignon and nodded, admitting defeat. “Not gonna fly, huh?” I asked. “You know me: I’m a sucker for this sort of low-budget schlock-horror. The cheesier, the better. Really thought I could sneak this one by you though.”

She laughed and rolled her eyes. “How the hell did you think you’d ‘sneak this one by me?’”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I shrugged. “I figured I’d catch you in an inattentive moment.”

“You clearly underestimated my staunch belief in watching ‘non-shitty’ horror movies.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Alright, alright,” I said, arching an eyebrow in her direction. “So tell me: what are we watching? This slumber party isn’t going to start itself!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle laughed again—a rich, musical laugh. “You still wanna call this a slumber party? Aren’t we a little old for that?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She was probably right. Isabelle and I had started this tradition when we were still in high school. The idea was simple: an all-night pajama party filled with junk food, box wine, and bad horror movies. The first slumber party had been a raucous affair, with six girls stealing sips of wine and gabbing through some of the worst films we could find. I still have fond memories of those early days: the boxes of lukewarm pizza; the drunken commentary flung at Z-grade films; the ten hour Freddy-a-thon that had ended with everyone curled up in an exhausted dogpile. Over time, our numbers slowly dwindled. Five girls. Four. Three. By the time we had all graduated, only Isabelle and I remained. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle and I were roommates now. Just a pair of college girls at the same mid-tier university. You’d think we would have outgrown slumber parties by then. But Isabelle seemed determined—to an almost frightening degree—to keep our annual slumber parties alive. I never asked why, but I was grateful. It gave me a sense of normality and balance that had, for the most part, been altogether lacking in my life.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The slumber parties were not frivolous or stupid. To me, they were vital. 
 
    
Because these slumber parties weren’t just some half-assed Halloween tradition. They were far more important than that. Although she never told me outright, Isabelle had started this tradition as a way of commemorating the day I officially started transitioning. It was a celebration of self-discovery and renewal. It was about us. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I still have a hard time talking about my life pre-transition. It’s not a subject I feel especially comfortable discussing. Even now, whenever I’m leafing through old family albums, I cannot for the life of me recognize any part of myself in those fading photographs. Even the wounded, wide-mouthed smile plastered on the face of that preteen boy seems forced and far removed from my own. I had matured into someone radically different from that child: a tall and leggy blonde with the lean curves of a professional dancer and an ass that Isabelle had affectionately nicknamed “my juicy little Georgia peach.” When I look in the mirror, I don’t see that confused child from the photographs. I see a self-confident girl with high cheekbones, pouty lips, and shoulder-length waves of golden-blonde hair. I see a girl—no, a woman—who strides through this world with positivity, self-assurance… and one hell of a runway stomp. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Of course, that wasn’t always the case.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I came out as transgender when I was fourteen years old. It was a difficult decision, but a necessary one. I had always felt a massive disconnect from my assigned gender, but waited until my Freshman year of high school to actually speak out about it. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Of couse, I started by telling my parents—a conversation fraught with dread and tension. Their responses were predictably awkward and tense, but also empathetic and surprisingly anticlimactic. I suppose it shouldn’t have been all that surprising. My parents were a pair of Gen-X progressives who still kept a portrait of George W. Bush taped to their dartboard, so the two of them already had a semi-functional understanding of trans issues. My mother mostly just wept and clasped my hand, unable to really put into words how she felt. Dad was a little more vocal. He was supportive, understanding, and told me he was “pleased as punch to have another daughter.” I was grateful—and still am. A huge wave of relief washed over me, as if the scattered jigsaw pieces of my life were finally being put into place. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But coming out to Isabelle seemed like a far more terrifying prospect. Over the course of a year, Isabelle and I had grown from mutual acquaintances to best friends. Two awkward teenagers who bonded over our shared love of high fashion and old horror movies. I had confided in her to some extent, and she knew tidbits and little snatches of what I had been going through. But I had not communicated to her the full extent of my gender dysmorphia. Above all other things, I worried that this revelation might jam a wedge between us and poison our friendship. I won’t lie: I was petrified. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    That day is still imprinted upon my memory like an inky thumbprint: a breezy autumn evening, where the blackening storm-clouds fumed and threatened a downpour that never came. Isabelle leaned nonchalantly against a chain-link fence, trying to look cool and aloof as she choked down another clove cigarette. I approached her, chattering my teeth and crossing my arms. Fear and hesitation swelled in my stomach. I didn’t give her a chance to greet me. I told her everything. The words—halting and imprecise—tumbled out of my mouth like a bad joke. Then came her response. That warm embrace. The strange sensation of my temple resting against her shoulder. The tears flowing like rainwater.

“I knew, I knew,” she whispered into my ear. “I think… I always knew.” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Our friendship didn’t end. It deepened. Through it all, Isabelle stood by my side and supported me like a sister. Even as my life became a never-ending carousel of specialists, therapists, and HRT doctors… even as the bullies and school administrators crushed my self-esteem… Isabelle was there for me. It was a debt that I would never be able to repay.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But now she stared up at me with an upraised eyebrow, her fingers drumming on a haphazardly arranged stack of DVDs.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Alright, Alexa, I’m serious,” she said. “I told you this morning I didn’t mind sitting through some of your crap-horror favorites, but this… just looks fragrantly, unapologetically stupid! And not in a fun way!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I shrugged my shoulders. “You were the one who said she didn’t want anything too scary!”
 
    
“Hey, just because I occasionally get bad dreams and nightmare sweats,” she said, rolling her eyes, “doesn’t mean I’m gonna be super-lax and just watch total junk!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “You say that as if all my dreams have been all hunky-dory lately.”

“Well, yeah, okay, but… you know, I don’t even think I’ve seen Curse I through III. How am I supposed to follow the intricate, multi-faceted narrative they’ve developed so carefully over the course of four films?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Okay, okay, okay,” I said, crouching down on the floor next to her. The slinky fabric of my nightgown felt like a second skin, soft and clinging to my lean frame. I could feel my nipples tingle against the chiffon. “We’ll take that one out of consideration. Anything else catch your eye?”

She batted her long eyelashes like some doe-eyed cartoon princess. Her bottom lip curled into an adorable pout. I was putty in her hands.

“Here, check this one out,” she said, handing me a DVD. The cover was tattered and waterlogged, with a graphic illustration of a pocketknife hoisted in the face of some red-haired woman.

“Love and Death on the Edge of a Razor?” I said. “What is this? Where the heck did you even find this weirdo movie?”  

Isabelle beamed. “Close-out sale at the local Media Time. Snatched this for a solid $3. Worth every penny, I’m sure.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I narrowed my eyes. “This is some rinky-dink Italian giallo film, isn’t it?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “What? I thought you liked giallo films!” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “I like Argento and Fulci, sure. Beyond that… I don’t know, it’s just not really my thing. Two hours of POV kill shots and close-ups of the eyes? No thank you!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She tilted her head up and gazed at the ceiling, letting out an exasperated moan. Her collarbones jutted out as if in invitation. “God, you’re so unbelievably picky, Alexa. I can’t imagine what dinner-and-a-movie must look like for you and Holden!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I grimaced. “Holden and I… aren’t really a thing anymore.”

“Wait, what?”
 
 
    “Yup. We broke up… well, this morning, actually. He sent me the overwritten, ungrammatical text message and everything.”
 
    
“Why didn’t you tell me? What happened?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Come on, Isabelle,” I said, trying not to sound too defensive. “You know that stuff’s kinda humiliating. It’s… just… you know. The usual trans dating stuff.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Meaning?”

“Meaning he can’t commit… or rather, he can’t commit to a trans girl. He gave me the standard cis-het brush off: told me he just can’t see himself walking down the aisle with ‘a girl like me.’ Which… I don’t know… I guess I get that a lot.” I laughed—a bitter, jaundiced laugh. “And for those keeping score at home, that’s Cis Girls 1, Alexa 0.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Fuck that asshole,” Isabelle said. “Seriously. He’s an idiot—an Olympic-level dumbass. I always thought he was a complete dunce. Way out of your league.”

“I guess.”

“And you know you’re a catch, right? You’re like… Malibu Barbie’s nerdy kid sister… but with a juicier ass… and terrible taste in movies.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I laughed again, although this time I sounded a little more jovial. “I think I’m a little too Icelandic to qualify as the ‘Malibu Barbie’ type.” I jabbed a thumb at my tiny, bee-stung breasts. “Far too flat-chested too.”

She cocked a sly grin. “Hey, don’t discriminate against your well-endowed brethren. Some of us can strut around with those perky little A-cups of yours and some of us… well!” She squeezed her breasts and puckered her lips in a parodic display of pin-up girl sensuality. I could feel my face reddening. “Some of us are just blessed in the chest, daaaahling!” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I heaved out another sigh and looked away. I knew I should laugh and play along, and yet I also couldn’t bear the thought of her seeing me gawk at her with desire in my eyes.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Hey… Alexa. I’m serious.” Isabelle placed a firm hand on my shoulder. Butterflies fluttered in my stomach. “I just… you know you’re a total babe, right? I don’t care what some transphobic douche-bro dipshit thinks. Any guy would be lucky to have you. You’re beautiful… both inside and out. Anything else you might be thinking right now is just some internalized self-hating bullshit. And I’m not just saying that. I mean… don’t get me wrong: if I had a single lesbian bone in my body, I’d probably be howling at you like some wolf from a Tex Avery cartoon!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Her words cut me to the bone, but I tried to hide the hurt behind a wan, tight-lipped smile. “Thanks Belle. I appreciate it. Really. And don’t forget: you did promise lesbian fun-times. I’ll take a raincheck, okay?”
 
    
Stupid, stupid, stupid. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “You got it,” she said with a wicked wink. “Now let’s figure out what we’re watching before this slumber party turns into another gab session about boys and bad breakups. I think some wanton sex-and-violence is just what the doctor ordered!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Even now, I don’t remember when I first realized that I had feelings for Isabelle. The changes in our relationship were gradual, imperceptible. I can recall fleeting moments that might have brought me closer to this realization—the sight of her exposed neck in the faint glow of a movie theater, the glancing touch of our hands at a school dance, a victorious post-exam hug—but nothing of significance. There was no inciting incident or moment of catharsis. It just… happened. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Part of me wanted to just chalk it up as some sort of bi-curious fluke—that first brush with sexual experimentation that all college girls seemed to experience. But I knew that wasn’t the case. My desire for her had hummed beneath my skin, hidden and half-dormant, since high school. She was my friend… my sister… and these long-suppressed desires threatened to rise to the surface and ruin our relationship. I didn’t want to violate the trust she had put in me. I didn’t want to lose my best friend.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    So I didn’t tell her. No, that’s not quite right. I couldn’t tell her. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I just wanted everything to stay the same. I didn’t want to lose her.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Oh, this is perfect,” she said, scanning the back of another DVD case. “I think I’ve found something that’ll hit your sweet spot.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I took it from her. The box art was gaudy, cheap-looking, and undeniably alluring: two actresses with bad make-up and mile-high eighties perms gawked at one another, their eyes wide and mouths agape. A faceless killer loomed in the upper righthand corner, tying a hangman’s noose around the neck of a third girl; her hilarious death-grimace reminded me of silent film actresses. The cover was just beyond stupid—and the title just a little too appropriate.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “The Last Slumber Party?” I said, still marveling at the ridiculous cover. “This… looks… holy crap, it looks…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “I know,” she said. “It looks fucking stupid. Right up your alley.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “What is this?” I asked. “Some sort of half-assed meta-commentary? Are you trying to tell me something, Isabelle?” I gasped. “And look at this tagline: ‘Where the girls are dying for a good time!’ That’s just so adorably cheesy!” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Take a look at the back cover. The promo images aren’t much better. It looks like they shot this thing on an old-timey VHS camcorder.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I popped the DVD case open. I could already feel my mood shifting. “Okay, I hate to make an executive decision here… but you know we’re watching this, right?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle rolled her eyes. “You’re so predictable, Alexa. But at least this one won’t give me any more nightmares.”

“Oh, you’re so delicate! ”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Less talk. More movie.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I put the movie in and glanced at Isabelle, who had pulled herself up from the floor and repositioned herself on the couch. I scurried over to her side, self-consciously crossing my arms so that my hardening nipples weren’t too glaringly obvious. My nightgown—a sheer, champagne-colored slip—left little to the imagination. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The Last Slumber Party did not disappoint. It was, as expected, a terminally stupid D-grade slasher with shoddy production values and even shoddier acting. We could not stop laughing—although this might have had less to do with the film than with the copious amounts of wine. By the time we got to the part where a group of dimwitted eighties hunks barged into the slumber party, prompting one of the girls to go off on a bizarre homophobic rant, Isabelle had nearly doubled-over with laughter. She gaped at the television set, her eyes sparkling with warmth and humor. She unthinkingly slapped her knees as the laughter pealed out of her.

Then it happened. Her knuckles glanced along the side of my semi-exposed thigh, inching past the hem of my slip. A small, inadvertent gesture that almost knocked the wind out of me. I sucked in my breath through clenched teeth, overtaken by the sudden flutter of movement beneath my panties. I suppressed a moan of surprise. The tiny muscles in my thighs seized up. For whatever reason, Isabelle did not move her hand. She held it there—teasingly, almost deliberately—as her laughter subsided into mild chuckles and then finally stopped. There was a sudden awareness of what might happen next. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle’s hand moved up my leg, her palm flattening and landing on the exposed flesh of my upper thigh. She did not look at me or even acknowledge the gesture. She kept her eyes glued to the television as her fingers slowly moved upward. Her thumb dance in a slow and exploratory semi-circle, inching closer and closer toward my panties. My heart pounded furiously. I could feel myself stiffen and tense up, the casual “half-tuck” between my legs throbbing with pain and discomfort. I was dizzy with anticipation, leaning my head back into the leather cushions as I waited for her fingers to drift further up and clasp my erection. Oh God. Was this really happening? 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Isabelle,” I gasped out. “I don’t—”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I couldn’t finish the sentence. Isabelle turned her head in my direction, her eyes fluttering shut and wet lips parting in invitation. I hesitated, trying to figure out what to do next. It all felt like some sort of horrible dream. I inched closer towards her, my mouth moving dangerously close to hers.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Then the power went out.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The room was plunged in darkness, with only the faint shimmer of moonlight streaming through the window. Isabelle and I squealed in fright, jerking apart as we mewled stupidly. The sexual tension dissipated almost immediately, replaced with something far more raw and visceral. Inexplicable terror, stupefying and real. Part of me thinks we were both using this power outage as a convenient exit strategy.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “What the hell?” Isabelle cried out. “What was that?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Did you forget to pay the electrical bills or something?” I asked, trying to sound casual as I muddled through the sudden rush of adrenaline and desire. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “No, no, I remember! I paid that!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Then… maybe a blown circuit?”

“I don’t know,” Isabelle said. “Do we… have any candles?”

There it was. That faint glimmer of ambivalence in her voice. A tell-tale sign that something had indeed almost happened between us… and neither of us had the courage to even acknowledge it. We were stuck in a pre-sexual limbo. I had never felt so frustrated.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I leapt up and bolted to the kitchen, desperate not to make eye contact with her. Anything to escape the tension building between us. I tried to find some of the stray candles we kept in our junk drawer, but only grabbed at empty pill bottles and rubber bands. I could hear Isabelle talking to me from the next room.

“You know,” she said in a quavering voice, “this is kinda similar to what happened in my dream last night.”

“Oh?” I asked, trying not to sound too cross or impatient. I knew taking our relationship to the next level was a stupid idea. “Did your dream give you any hints about where me might’ve put all the candles?”

“No, but… I don’t know. It was really spooky.”

It was obvious that we didn’t have any candles on hand, but I kept searching. I didn’t have the courage to face her right now. “So what was your dream about?” I asked, half-listening.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Oh, you know… standard horror movie stuff. But… far freakier than anything we’ve been watching tonight.”

“Okay, you’ll have to be more specific than that.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “I remember… darkness… like, there were some ancient catacombs with arcane runes all over the walls. And there were… monks… like, really old-timey medieval monks.” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I stopped mid-step, my ears prickling and eyes widening with surprise. “Monks? Like… brown robes, holding candles, chanting in some foreign language?”

“Yeah, exactly like that,” she said. Her voice sounded far away, as if there was more than a wall standing between us. “And then there was… okay, this is going to sound kinda perverted, but… there was this demoness. No… a succubus.”
 
 
    “A… succubus?” My stomach coiled into knots. “In the catacombs… a succubus.”

“Yeah. She was beautiful… like one of those old-timey pin-up girls… but also kinda scary… with horns and long vampire fangs and… and… oh God.” She paused, weighing her words. “I think I dreamed… that she fucked me, Alexa.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I felt weak. All I could do was whimper out her name: “Isabelle… Isabelle…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Like… I can’t call it ‘sex’ or ‘lovemaking’ or… whatever. No. She fucked me: rough, violent, carnal… exquisite. The quintessence of pain and pleasure intertwining like hungry vipers—writhing and twisting until there’s nothing left but dead skin.” Her voice sounded dim, distant, like an old phonograph record playing on a loop. These were not her words. “And then… and then I think… before I woke up… she asked me…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I bolted back into the living room, my heart thudding in erratic rhythms and my hands shaking violently. A cold sweat trickled down my brow and lower back. Even in the darkness, I could see Isabelle sitting upright on the couch, staring at the adjoining wall with vacant eyes. She sat perfectly erect and did not move, as stiff and lifeless as a doll. “Isabelle… did she tell you… did she ask you…”

“She wants you, Alexa,” she said, the monotone in her voice hardening like steel. “She… told me that you were next. That she wanted to feast upon your sex. Only the supple little girl-thing named ‘Alexa’ will satisfy her appetites.”

“Isabelle, she…”

“Her name was Ardat-Lile. Remember that name, Alexa: Ardat-Lile. The Babylonians gave it to her. She is the beast who shouted ‘desire’ at the heart of the world. The nameless one who will devour our souls.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Isabelle, what’s wrong? You sound… this is…”

“And she told me she… wanted you. Wanted you… wanted you… wanted you so bad…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Isabelle, listen to me,” I blurted out, my voice cracking with fear and anxiety. “That dream… I had it too. The monks… the catacombs… the goddamn succubus! For Christ’s sake, Isabelle, I even watched her fuck you! I saw it! I saw it!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She slowly turned her head toward me, her face slumping into a blank and impassive stare. Her mouth went slack as she spluttered and choked like a woman drowning in sludge. Her limbs seized up and twitched in wild, spasmodic contractions. Strange gurgling sounds erupted from the back of her throat as a black viscous fluid flowed from the corners of her slackened lips. Streams of bile and sickness spewed from her mouth, her eyelids, her pores, until it seemed as if she were melting into the sempiturnal darkness surrounding us. I shrieked and fell to the floor, but she did not seem to notice. She started chanting in a thunderous voice that grew more strange and inhuman with each passing syllable, an animalistic screech that seethed with hatred. Her body flailed against the leather sofa, her powerful legs kicking and chest convulsing. I tried to crawl away from her, but could feel my consciousness slipping. Everything felt muddled, indistinct. I couldn’t breathe. I felt as if I might pass out. 

“Ardat-Lile,” she croaked through the black sludge and spittle. “Ardat-Lile, Ardat-Lile, Ardat-Lile!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    A cold, suffocating darkness engulfed us. A slimy black pestilence oozed from the jagged red scar we had left on the fabric of reality. Twisted maelstroms of shadow hurtled through, snuffing out all the world’s light and obliterating the two girls who dared speak her name. Isabelle and I could not stop it. We could not even comprehend what was happening. This thing we had invited into our world… it defied the limits of human understanding. It left me dizzy, half-dead, disoriented. I just wanted to close my eyes. I wanted to sleep. I wanted to fall forward and drift toward that burning black star called ‘Death.’
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I fainted. Or at least… I think I fainted.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    No. That’s not quite right. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I fell headfirst into the inky black abyss, damned and doomed and condemned to darkness. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I was lost. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But then I was found.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I belonged to the demoness. 


 
   
 
   
  
 





 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    CHAPTER 2
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle walked two steps ahead of me, holding my hand as she guided me through the catacombs. She moved swiftly, wordlessly. I cannot remember how I got there, nor do I even know what prompted her to drag me through this strange, soot-colored enclosure. That was how it happened: I was unconscious one moment and trudging through these infernal passageways the next. My memory was a blur—and the fact that I had lost such huge swaths of time terrified me. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The catacombs were large and labyrinthine, with high-ceilinged chambers and broad tunnels that looped in and out of each other. We moved through an impenetrable veil of darkness, our bare feet slapping against tightly-packed gravel. The fetid stretch of rot and mold surrounded us—the nauseating musk of death. Looking forward, I could see the faint glow of torchlight in the adjoining chamber. The deep, rhythmic sound of chanting grew louder and louder as we lumbered forward. The walls—black and caked in mud—were lined with the remnants of human bones and skulls. I wanted to scream—wanted to cry—but could only manage a faint whimper of terror.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Where… where are we?” I asked, my voice sounding cracked and ragged. 

Isabelle did not answer. She kept leading me toward some unknown destination. Her movements were jerky, inhuman, like a marionette brought to life. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    We stepped into a large open chamber with a vaulted ceiling that disappeared into inky gobs of shadow. A burning-red pentagram—large and alight with an almost spectral glow—stretched across the blackened ground. Flickering streaks of candlelight guided us forward. The front and sides were flanked with hooded figures, each one clutching a burning candle as chanted in low, murmuring voices. A single figure—pale and naked—sat upon the throne in the center of the chamber. I did not have to inquire about this person’s identity. I knew. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The demoness sat half-prone, half-leaning upon her skull-encrusted throne: naked, exposed, a long, languorous leg dangling from the right armrest. Lewd, wanton, and unashamedly sexual. Two coal-black ram’s horns jutted and curved from her forehead, curling back and around the sharpened points of elven ears. Upon her head, she wore a golden circlet lined with dazzling blue lapis stones. A long, billowing waterfall of silver-grey hair fell back upon her shoulders and reached her lower-back. She gazed at us with imperious slate-gray eyes, her bee-stung lips parting in an animalistic snarl that revealed two elongated incisors. Her voluptuous, bone-pale body shimmered against the flicker of candlelight, the sumptuous red-orange glow dancing upon every dip and curve of her frame. Faint traces of light revealed the fulsome bulge of her breasts, the sharp jut of her cheekbones, the sinister arch of her eyebrows. She leaned upon one elbow, her left hand resting beneath her chin in a pose that suggested cruelty and an almost aristocratic insouciance. As we approached, she seemed to consider us with blithe contempt. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She was beautiful and horrible in equal measure.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle ushered me to the center of the pentagram, the bladed edges daggering sharply. The five-pointed star burned a deep crimson when I entered its center. We stood ten feet away from her. The demoness raised her hand, her long black fingernails scraping the air as she made some indecipherable gesture to Isabelle. She nodded to her master, her eyes still slack and unfocused. A rank, sulfurous smell wafted out from the catacomb’s inner depths, reminding me vaguely of Kentucky coal pits.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The demoness—no, Isabelle had called her “Ardat-Lile”—glowered at us with a deep and palpable rage. Her eyes slanted into long Arabian daggers; her fangs glinted in the candlelight. She did not rise from her throne, nor did she make any outward gestures of contempt. She just stared at us, a low and infernal growl rumbling from her gut until she spoke to us in a faint, inhuman whisper.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Have you no respect, girl-things?” she said in a bestial voice that sent ripples of pain through my body. “Kneel before your goddess. Worship me.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle rumpled to her knees like a ragdoll, the thud and crunch of her knees hitting gravel echoing throughout the cavernous dark room. Her eyes were clenched shut, mouth agape, face upturned in a subtle display of worshipful supplication. The spaghetti-thin straps of her camisole slid down her shoulders and revealed smooth, tanned shoulders and the tender peaks of her breasts. Her nipples were hard, pressing against the silken fabric of her top like a pair of swollen pebbles. A surge of excitement coursed through my body, momentarily drowning out the fear. I averted my gaze, but could not calm the tremors of excitement. A tightening knot of desire formed in my stomach. My cock strained against my panties. 

 Traitor, I thought to myself. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Did you not hear me, slut?” the creature shrieked. She raised an accusatory finger in my direction. “I commanded you to kneel. KNEEL!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I quickly fell to my knees, a sudden flare of pain rising up as I collapsed upon sharpened bits of dirt and gravel. A cold, cadaverous wind whipped through the catacombs and passed through the thin fabric of my nightgown. I clasped my mid-section, shivering and chattering my teeth as the bitter cold had its way with me. Isabelle didn’t seem to notice. She just stared up at her goddess with that same glazed look of blind devotion. Long, wavy tendrils of her chestnut hair cascaded down her semi-exposed back and shoulders. The pugnacious jut of her breasts and rounded curve of her ass still captivated me; the flickering candlelight cast a flattering glow upon her bronze skin.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ardat-Lile snarled and bore her teeth at us like a feral animal. She studied us with a patient, almost predatory gaze, her head cocked to the side and lips curling into a venomous smile. Then, as the indecipherable chanting grew into a thunderous roar, the demoness shifted her weight and leapt to her feet. She drew herself up to her full height, her arrow-straight posture revealing the smooth arcs and sensual curves of her body. Her fangs glinted in the candlelight; the elongated curve of her horns exaggerated her already considerable height. She looked like some sort of daemonic pin-up model—a Vargas girl warped and transformed into an infernal hell-beast. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She moved toward us with long, languid strides, the rhythmic sway of her hips and roll of her shoulders enticing me in ways I could never have imagined. My throat felt dry, and the war-drum palpitations of my heart nearly made me double-over. A curt smile formed on her lips, acknowledging for a brief and painful moment the effect her preternatural beauty had had on me. 

Then I saw it. Hard and slightly curved, dangling obscenely between her legs. Her cock. It came into gradual focus as she approached us, its massive length lunging toward us like a broadsword aimed at our throats. My eyes widened, and I clenched my skinny thighs together as I felt something flutter uncontrollably within my stomach. She must have noticed. Her hand slithered along the contours of her collarbone and between her breasts, brushing idle fingers along the smooth expanse of her stomach and along the taut skin of her erection. As she made her way toward us, I realized—with equal parts dread and desire—that Isabelle and I were nearly eye-level with her cock.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The two of us remained crouched down in the dirt, kneeling shoulder-to-shoulder as we shivered against the wailing black winds gusting through that strange place. Ardat-Lile gazed down at us and grinned. She reached down and cupped the back of our heads, petting us and stroking our hair as if we were mewling kittens. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “My, my, my,” she said, her monstrous voice still sending jolts of terror though my body. “Aren’t you a pretty pair of girl-things? Delicious little morsels… the sacrificial lambs herded toward the slaughter.” She stood before us with her back arched and hips jutting forward, the obscene hugeness of her member pointing at us like a soldier’s bayonet. “I suppose,” she said, stroking Isabelle’s cheek, “that my newest disciple has told you who I am. Or perhaps you remember enough from your dreams? They do fade so quickly, I’m afraid.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I lowered my gaze, trying to keep myself from gawking at the veins wreathing the undercarriage of her erection. I tried to imagine what it might taste like: pestilent, abominable, like forbidden fruit plucked from the Tree of Knowledge. “She told me,” I said in a quavering voice, “that you’re a demoness. Some daemonic hellspawn… from ancient times… named Ardat-Lile.” I paused, considering my words. “A… succubus, I think?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She laughed—a hideous heron-squawk that echoed throughout the catacombs. “What do you know of the succubi, flesh-toy? Secondhand narratives passed down through the generations? Cautionary stories of things-that-go-bump-in-the-night?” Her hand coiled through my hair, pulling my head back with a violent tug. I shuddered and screamed out. A conflagration of pain spread through my scalp and neck. “Listen to me. You… know… nothing.” She punctuated those words with three successive tugs, each one harder and more possessive than the last.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Oh Jesus, oh God, oh God,” I muttered to myself. Tears welled in the corners of my eyes.

Another horrible shriek of laughter. “You still cling to Christian superstition, flesh-toy?” She released us from her grasp and waved her arms in a melodramatic flourish. “You stand before a demoness—no, one of the few remaining Phallogyne. We had existed for aeons before your race had even lumbered forth from the primordial soup… we survived through the whispers of soothsayers and empaths… and lived on through the errata of such sacred texts as The Necronomicon, The Pnakotic Manuscripts, The Seven Cryptical Books of Hsan… and now you come to me, speaking of some blighted desert prophet?” Cloud-gray eyes—cruel and inhuman—bore into me. “Do you truly believe your ‘Christ-Lord’ can hear you now? That your prayers and lamentations will ever reach his ears? Listen me, girl-slut. I will say this only once: he cannot hear you.”
 
    
I slumped down into the gravel, digging my elbows into the ground as I wept facedown upon the grime-covered floor. “Why… why did you bring us here? To torture us? Kill us?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The robed figures converged around us, tightening their circle around the pentagram. Their candles sputtered and smoked; their incoherent chants lowered into a stomach-churning gurgle. The demoness snatched a fistful of my hair and brought me back to my knees.

“You still do not understand, do you?” she asked, her voice still tinged with bestial fury. “I would never sully my hands with anything as base as… murder.” She spat out the word, as if it were the cruelest blasphemy she’d ever spoken. “For me, feasting and fucking are… interchangeable. A glorious commingling. I do not merely ‘consume,’ dear one. I revel in taste, sensation… desire. I sustain myself on the desires of succulent little girl-sluts like you… and I have heard so much about you, Alexa. More than you’ll ever know.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I jolted upright. She knew my name! I tried to speak, but she cut me off with another wave of her hand. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Isabelle, your friend,” she said. “She seems… quite taken with you. In fact… I’d say it runs much deeper than that.” She clasped Isabelle’s cheek in her right hand, the long fingers clamping down like talons as she pinched her violently. Isabelle merely looked on with that same narcotized expression on her face: glazed over, slack jawed, her limbs hanging like limp sails on a shipwrecked vessel. “Did you know of her feelings for you, girl-slut? Did you know of her… hidden desires?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Words lingered in my throat, but would not come out. The continual thump-a-thump of my racing heart seemed to screech to a halt as I wheezed for breath. The cold wind cut through me like a knife, but I could no longer feel its stinging chill. 
 
    
“Oh, yes, flesh-toy, it is true,” she said. The demoness swerved her hips in Isabelle’s direction, the swollen tip of her cock swinging inches away from her upturned cheek. “Tell her, girl-thing. Is it not so?”
 
 
    “Yes, it is so,” Isabelle sputtered, her speech slurred and almost inaudible. “It is so, it is so, dark goddess. I love her.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ardat-Lile turned her head sharply and glared at me, her face a mask of loathing and lust. “I came to her in a cloud of dreams: through a veil of wounded ravens, through the whispers of limbless crickets. This little strumpet… she was truly delicious. I supped of her pain and pleasure as if they were served to me in a golden flagon. And as she had her fill of my body—her wanton desires consuming her, making her numb and worshipful—she incessantly screamed to me a single name: Alexa, Alexa, Alexa.” Another dreadful smile spread upon her lips. “Now, after all this time… you are finally here. And I must say, girl-thing… you were worth the wait. A truly divine offering.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “I don’t understand,” I cried out. “Why us? Why… me? We’re just… ordinary people! This… this shouldn’t be happening! It can’t be!” Even in my delirium, I still felt myself drawn toward her—the pouty red lips, the skin as pale as alabaster, the pre-Raphaelite beauty that belied the blackness of her heart. The prospect of her feeding upon my sexual energy repulsed me… and yet a small part of me wanted it more than anything. Her very presence made me feel drunk with want. “I… I just don’t understand. Why? Why?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “My dear child… my dear, precious little girl-slut,” she said this in a singsong voice, her tone bordering on facetious. “I think you know very well what I want from you. Should I… show you?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I didn’t get a chance to answer. Ardat-Lile reached for Isabelle and cupped both sides of her face. Her nimble hands snaked along the smooth contours Isabelle’s cheeks, roaming up and over the ears and through her wavy chestnut hair. Her caress was loving, tender, a crude facsimile of maternal affection. Isabelle stared up, worshipful and ridden with wanton desire, and stretched her lips into wide grimace. Her mouth became an entrance: a canal leading into the moist inner recesses of her slender throat. There was a faint twinkle in her eyes, and for a second I thought I could see faints glimpses of the Isabelle I had known since childhood. She extended the full length of her tongue as she locked eyes with her master, the eyebrows arched upward as if daring the demon-bitch to defile her. The demoness did not disappoint her acolyte. Holding her thick shaft between her thumb and forefinger, the demoness placed the swollen tip of her cock upon the flattened surface of Isabelle’s tongue. Isabelle’s face softened. An acquiesce. She wanted this. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    In a single languorous thrust, the demoness slid her cock deeper into Isabelle’s mouth, pushing further into her welcoming throat inch by agonizing inch. She wedged it in with a cold deliberateness, the considerable girth of her dick serpentining into her throat and prying her lips apart. Slowly, slowly, unmercifully slow. Isabelle’s mouth expanded into a hideous, wet-lipped gape. The demoness chuckled—a low, monstrous laugh that made me want to retch—as she roughly snatched a fistful of hair, dragging her head forward. Isabelle couldn’t move. She couldn’t cry for help. She could only kneel and grovel before her mistress, the swollen shaft of her goddess wriggling its way toward the back of her throat. For a brief moment, it reminded me of a snake slithering into a tree hollow.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    It was not long before Ardat-Lile had buried the full length of her thick shaft in Isabelle’s throat, like a blade tucked away into its scabbard. The demoness glared down at her disciple with a triumphant smile. Isabelle spluttered stupidly, heaving for breath as her dark hazel eyes darted upward and returned the demoness’ gaze. Hot tears rolled down her rounded china-doll cheeks, leaving behind them two long and jagged streaks of mascara. Isabelle’s face reddened as she made a loud retching sound. The demoness continued holding her in place, pushing Isabelle’s face against the taut muscles of her thighs.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Grrrrggghhhhtk! Grrrrrrrgggggghhhhhhhtk!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I kept waiting for Ardat-Lile to make her next move: to snatch Isabelle by the hair and facefuck her until all that remained was a brutalized red mouth smeared with lip gloss and sperm. But she didn’t move. She merely stood in place, legs apart and hips thrust forward, her hands holding Isabelle in place as she slowly choked her on the full throbbing length of her member. 

“Stop it!” I cried out. “You’re killing her! Please, please, just… stop it!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The demoness whipped her head around, the obsidian horns swinging in an arch. She smirked. “Are you sure, girl-slut? I think she likes it.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Oh God, please, please, please, don’t kill her, please!” My voice quavered and cracked. Fear shot through me like a jolt of electricity. I felt dizzy and sick to my stomach. 

She pulled out in a single, juddering movement. Isabelle collapsed to the ground, coughing and gasping for air. Terse, rasping spurts of air crackled through the thick strings of spittle. She clutched her chest, her breath coming out in wheezing splutters. Her eyes narrowed into tiny arrow-slits. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Please, goddess,” she gasped, barely managing to speak. “Why have you forsaken me? Have I… have I done something wrong?”

“No, dear flesh-toy,” she said, turning her head askance as she flashed a malicious grin. “But your friend Alexa thought I was being cruel. She did not want me to… defile your throat. Did not want us to give in to our baser animal instincts. She wants us… to be as chaste as snow… as virginal as holy martyrs.”

Isabelle looked confused and hurt. She snapped her head in my direction, the long smears of mascara coiling like tentacles beneath her big, watery eyes. “Why would you do that, Alexa? You don’t understand. I… I…” A heavy sigh. “Alexa, this doesn’t change what we have. What we’ve always had. It doesn’t change the fact that… goddamn it, Alexa. I love you.”
 
    
“Isabelle… I…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Please, listen. I need her… and I need you. I want to do this with both of you. To serve my dark goddess… and to make love to the woman I adore more than anything…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Something strange and indefinable welled up from within the pit of my stomach. Isabelle’s words worked on me like an aphrodisiac, bringing with them a whirling riptide of half-remembered fantasies. Her words sent me tumbling through a haze of long-dormant desires. A sudden flush of heat radiated through my entire body. My spine stiffened. My lips felt dry, almost shriveled. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ardat-Lile considered us with a sardonic expression. I’m sure we looked ridiculous: two simpering, half-naked girls kneeling before an aeons-old demoness, groveling before her as we professed our love to one another. I cannot fathom what she might have been thinking. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Do you wish to continue, flesh-toys?” the demoness said, her monstrous voice softening to the point that it almost sounded human. She inched closer toward us, the full quivering length of her cock wedged between us like a outstretched dagger, dancing inches away from our mouths. “Shall we all come together and succumb to our… baser instincts?”

I hesitated, but only for a moment. I nodded my head.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle did more than that. Her approach was far more… direct. With a quivering right hand, Isabelle reached forward and took the demoness’ cock into her hand. Nimble fingertips spidered along the taut flesh of her erection, the red lacquered fingernails grazing the warm skin and exploring its considerable length. Her fingers curled and tightened, gliding up and down the subtle arch of her shaft in small, teasing strokes. Her thumb danced along the swollen, pale-red tip. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Total witchcraft, I thought. Her hands are just… bewitching. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She gazed up at the demoness. Her hungry eyes narrowed into darkened slits that—in the oppressive blanket of darkness surrounding us—only revealed the faint impression of curling eyelashes and long streaks of mascara. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ardat-Lile threw her head back, the blood-red mouth parting into a triumphant smile. Even in the darkness, I could see the elongated incisors jutting from her lips.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle lifted her chin, her tongue swirling along the bulbous tip of Ardat-Lile’s erection. It moved in a languorous semi-circle—wet, warm, welcoming. She worshipped her goddess with parted lips, the translucent mixture of saliva and precum glistening in the candlelight. The demoness seized two fistfuls of chestnut hair as Isabelle teased the head and veiny undercarriage of her cock, her tongue flitting along the sensitive flesh in slow, juddering movements. For a brief moment, Ardat-Lile almost seemed vulnerable and exposed: her eyes clenched shut, the ruby-red lips half-parted, her bare breasts heaving as tiny gasps escaped her throat. Long, elegant fingers coiled through Isabelle’s hair as she teased the demoness into submission. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Do it, little girl-slut,” she whispered. “Take it all in. Show me how you worship a goddess.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle dipped forward, sliding the thick member into the moist, welcoming confines of her mouth. The demoness hissed—a vile rattlesnake moan of pleasure—as Isabelle cupped her balls with one hand and trailed long fingernails down the curve of her buttocks with the other. Isabelle’s plump lips stretched into two narrow red lines as she took the demoness further and further into her throat. She slid her curling lips along the throbbing shaft in languid movements. The long, luscious waves of dark brown hair swayed rhythmically as she bobbed up and down upon the full engorged length. Her small hand tightened its grip around the base. The loud, smacking sound of her muffled slurps reverberated throughout the catacombs, almost drowning out the incessant chanting that surrounded us. My lips slackened into a lascivious grin as I watched her—her face flushed and lips distended—and a sudden pang of sexual jealousy hit me like a single arrow-strike. I wanted her all to myself. I didn’t want to share. I panicked. I knew I had to make my move.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I sidled up next to Isabelle, squirming toward her on gravel-cut knees. I flanked her side and caressed the bronzed skin stretching along her neck and shoulder blades. A furtive gesture, I know, and yet that first moment of contact sent shivers of anticipation down my spine. Her skin felt hot and slick with perspiration. A single breast—large and lushly proportioned—had slipped free from her silken camisole, the narrow straps sliding off her shoulders. Her dark-brown nipples were taut, erect, exquisite. The hypnotic bounce and sway of those luscious breasts quickened as she sucked the demoness off with a renewed intensity. My touch felt small, insignificant, a veritable drop in the bucket compared to this gushing flood of sexual desire. I wanted to take this further. I wanted more. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I leaned forward and kissed her exposed shoulder, moving carefully so that I didn’t disturb the rhythmic movements of her mouth. Small, exploratory kisses. Just enough to get her attention. She let out another muffled moan as I did this, her eyes scrunching further into narrow slants. I left a winding trail of licks and nibbles along her shoulder and upper arm, savoring the salt of her skin as I clung to her with a sudden covetousness. My hand drifted along the ridge of collarbone and down toward her left breast.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle pulled the cock out of her mouth—finally, I thought—and whipped her head towards me. Her tiny fist continued pumping in that same frantic rhythm as she leaned forward to kiss me. A strange dizziness overcame me as her mouth pressed against mine, the taste of her tongue mingling with smeared flecks of lip gloss. The kiss was rough, ravenous, breathless. I almost felt as if I had been possessed. I cupped both sides of her face, pulling her closer as I sucked on her bottom lip like a piece of butterscotch candy. My heart leapt into my throat as our lips parted and tongues danced. I could feel the haphazard tuck between my legs unfurl like a snake-charmer’s trick. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But then she broke our kiss with a gentle lick of my bottom lip. A thin string of spittle dangled like a vine between us. She clasped my cheeks between her thumb and forefinger, jerking me forward as her lips curled into a smile that uncannily resembled that of the demoness standing before us. She gave a quick nod in the direction of her goddess, her hands still stroking the full length of that monstrous erection. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ardat-Lile chuckled—a dark and sinister sound that made my skin crawl—as she reentered my line of vision. I could not stop gawking at the gentle curve of her cock, still slick with spit and precum. Isabelle nodded in my direction, as if confirming what came next.
 
    
Ardat-Lile gazed down at me, her light gray coagulating into two pupiless black pits. Her fangs seemed to lengthen into jagged knives. The blood-red lips widened into a devilish smile—no, not a smile. A snarl. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And yet… I cannot deny it… I wanted her. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Do not worry, girl-slut,” she said. “I will be gentle. I promise.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She hooked her hand around the back of my neck, drawing me down toward her in a violent tumble. I didn’t flinch. I glanced up and returned her smile—the wide lupine grin of a natural born cocksucker. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Don’t make a promise you can’t keep,” I said, leaning closer toward the smooth, marble-white crest of her thigh. I tried to sound bold and cocky… although I felt more like a coward with each passing moment.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Unfamiliar fingers twined through my hair, tightening the golden-blonde strands into a knotted coil as I dotted her hipbone and upper thigh with warm kisses. Wet, furtive kisses inched along her ice-cold skin. Kisses as faint and ephemeral as matches flicked into snow. I trailed two fingers along the inside of her thigh, and she trembled and hissed with anticipation. My fingertips danced along the contours of her hairless scrotum—now shriveled into a firm protective shell—as I licked and nibbled a zigzagging path toward my prize: her twitching hard cock. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Faint remnants of Isabelle’s lip gloss still smeared the foreskin. I leaned into her, breathing in the strange, sulfurous musk. Her erection throbbed and jerked as it slid across the smooth contours of my cheek. I clasped it between three fingers, angled it toward my mouth, and snaked the point of my tongue up the length of her shaft. She shuddered and tugged on my hair violently, sending jagged spikes of pain through my scalp. I did not stop, and continued the swift rattlesnake flail of my tongue. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Mmmm, yes. You tease me,” she said. “Take it all in, girl-thing. Pay tribute to your goddess. Yes, just like that.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I could tell that she was nearing the brink of her endurance… and I felt as if I had somehow conquered her.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    God, I was so stupid.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My lips trailed up and down along the skin of her shaft, the tip of my nose lightly glancing the rigid flesh and breathing in its perfume. Her inhuman musk invaded my senses—sweet and sulfurous in equal measure. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    It was time. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Bracing myself on wounded knees, I puckered my lips and sucked upon the swollen head of her cock, swirling my tongue under the tip. A strange, sticky moisture clung to my lips and made me drunk with desire. I held her shaft around the center and licked up the small drizzle of precum oozing from her slit. How bizarre, I thought. It still tastes a little like… Isabelle. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Then I took her further into my mouth. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Even before I had widened my mouth, I knew I was going to have some trouble taking all of her in. Her cock was immense—bigger than any I’d encountered before. Far bigger than my own. I struggled to take her in even halfway, sliding out and in and out again, sucking and stroking and flattening my tongue. Its monstrous girth stretched the corners of my mouth to their outer limit, and my jaw felt unhinged and half-broken. Bulging veins throbbed against the walls of my mouth in a tremulous dance. Her hips lurched forward, grinding hard into my distended mouth. Just a single, swift movement. But it was enough to nearly break me. I let out a guttural moan—wet, muffled, and involuntary—as I felt myself come dangerously close to gagging. She strained against me, hissing and gasping for air, clutching my hair with hunger and violence. I tried to quicken my pace… but it was no good. She was far too big for anything like that. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Then I felt something. Fingers crept along the nape of my neck and down the sharp jut of shoulder blade. A smooth, diaphanous touch that made me shudder like a wounded fawn. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle leaned into my back, her breasts crushed against me. Her warm, candied breath fanned against the side of my neck. I jolted upright. The warmth of her body blanketed my back, shielding me from the hooded figures chanting and barking out their bizarre prayers. I tried to continue what I was doing, but Isabelle kept… distracting me. Her hands smoothed down the straps of my nightgown, glancing along the exposed collarbones and inching toward my breasts. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I tried to control myself. Every part of me wanted to break free from the demoness and shower Isabelle with hungry kisses, but I didn’t dare stop now. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle didn’t take it easy of me. She drew her smooth fingertips down the curve of my throat and and cupped both of my breasts. Her teeth scraped against my neck. Her hands cupped and caressed my breasts, fingertips rolling and squeezing the nipples until they became two swollen dagger points. I wheezed out another stifled moan. My lips slackened, and I soon released the demoness from my mouth.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “I can’t—I can’t go on,” I said through a series of wheezes. “I can’t… I can’t…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Open up,” Ardat-Lile said, stooping down and prying my mouth with her fingers. “Open your godforsaken mouth, girl-slut! Open it!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “But I…”

“OPEN IT!”

I acquiesced, and Ardat-Lile pushed herself all the way down my throat. Before I could regroup or regain control, the demoness tangled her fingers through my hair and slammed her hips upward. Once, twice, again, again. She held me in place, cackling and calling me names as she pumped her cock in and out of my throat.

“Impudent little girl-slut,” she snarled. “Do you not know how to pleasure a succubus? Have you never sucked cock before? Here! Let me show you!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tears gushed down my cheeks as she battered my throat. I stretched my lips further apart and tried to loosen my throat muscles, but it all happened too quickly. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But my thoughts were traitorous, idiotic.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Yes, please, I thought. Fuck my mouth. Come inside of me. I want to to drink your cum. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She started plunging her cock in my mouth faster and harder, the thick shaft twitching and pulsing against my tongue. Fear gripped me as each thrust hit the back of my throat, nearly triggering my gag reflex. I gurgled and spat, the thick streams of spittle flecking my chin. Isabelle nestled closer into the nook of my back, one hand cupping the underside of my left breast as the other darted down between my legs. Eager fingertips snaked beneath the band of my panties and quickly slid inside. Sparks of pleasure raced up and down my spine as her fingers clasped around my cock and released it from its silken prison. Light, gentle strokes teased into half-life. I could feel it twitching and stiffening at her touch—and I wanted more. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My thighs tensed as the world became nothing more than jagged shards of sensation: the tenderness of Isabelle’s hands exploring my body; the deep and powerful thrusts of a demoness hellbent on making me drink her seed; my own hunger for release becoming terrible and all-consuming.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She had conquered me. I had become her little girl-slut.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The demoness heaved forward, jerking her hips in a spasmodic jolt of motion. Her body stiffened and lurched. She let out a low, guttural moan—primal, animalistic—as the hot ribbons of sperm hit the back of my throat. Thick, gushing waves of cum came in three convulsive spurts—flooding me, marking me, remaking me into her worthless little sex-trinket. It was tart and bittersweet, an ambrosial honey laced with poison. The demoness held me in place, twining her fingers through fistfuls of hair, and yet I did not try to squirm or skirt away. I drank her blackened seed, intoxicated and desperate for more. I clutched her thighs for support, choking down every last drop.
 
    


 
    
 
   
  
 





 
    
CHAPTER 3
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle cooed into my ear as she rolled her thumb around the tip of my dick. Her lips grazed my ear, licking and pressing down upon the lobe. The demoness released me, and I would have crumpled to the floor if not for Isabelle encircling her arms around my chest. I coughed and heaved as she continued tracing her fingertips along the unfamiliar pathways of my body. I felt spent, submissive, hungry for more.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “You did it,” Isabelle whispered. “Oh God, finally, you’ve become one of us. You have become one with the demoness—and with me.”

“I… I don’t understand,” I said, still lightheaded and coughing between each word. “What… what are you… talking about?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “You have joined us,” she said, her candy-sweet breath dancing along my neck and cheek. Two fingers traced idle circles around my left nipple. The chiffon of my nightgown did nothing to protect me from her caresses. Her other hand continued stroking the full length of my throbbing cock. My chest tightened. My limbs felt weak. “You supped upon her black seed—worshipped at the altar of her sex. You are one of us now, Alexa. Disciplines of the Phallogyne.” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I felt dizzy and sluggish, as if I had given an extra quart at the university blood drive. I couldn’t think straight. Isabelle’s words had no meaning to me… and part of me didn’t care. I just wanted her to keep touching me. To let me touch her. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Does this mean,” I said, “that you and I… that we can…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The demoness gazed down at us with a look of mild amusement. I knew I sounded laughable and petty, like a lovestruck dolt passing scribbled notes in her high school English class. But I didn’t care. I didn’t care about this so-called Cult of the Phallogyne. I didn’t care about Ardat-Lile and the idiotic chants of those cloaked worshippers. I even didn’t care about my own damnation. I just wanted her. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle chuckled, nuzzling her face into my neck. “What makes you think,” she said in an almost imperceptible whisper, “that we needed to go through all this arcane ceremony… just for that?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “But… I don’t understand. Why did we… why couldn’t we… before…”

Her fist tightened around my cock, tugging in an arhythmic jerk that cut me off mid-sentence. I could feel her heart thumping violently against my back. The electricity in her words and actions became palpable. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Ssssssh,” she whispered into my ear. “Please don’t worry. I was once like you. Lost and confused—a painfully ordinary college girl with nothing on her mind but boys and academics and… meaningless junk. I was adrift, an untethered balloon hurtling toward the sky. But now?” Her tongue slimed its way down my neck, leaving a jagged wet trail upon my skin. I shivered and let out another moan. “Now I have been reborn. No, that’s not quite right. Remade… in her image.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ardat-Lile laughed again, crossing her arms and watching us with an arch expression on her face. Her cock was withered and spent, but still frightfully large and imposing. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I tilted my head back, breathing in the sweet remnants of perfume still clinging to her hair. “How is this happening?” I whispered. “How can any of this be possible? The world—it just doesn’t work like this. Angels and demons. Pacts with the devil. These are just… fairy tales. Stories used to scare people into believing in… in… in something…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “I thought so too, Alexa. But,” she punctuated the word with another languid cock-stroke, making me yelp with confusion and desire, “the world is far more complex than you and I could have ever imagined. I do not know why she chose me. She just… did. Perhaps she could sense my weakness… my ‘adriftness.’ Perhaps my lack of purpose made me an easy target. I don’t know, Alexa. And I really don’t care.”

“But… Isabelle…”

“That’s enough, Alexa,” she said, still pumping her fist up and down in that agonizing rhythm. “I was chosen. It’s as simple as that. Ardat-Lile saw something in me and brought me here for some grander purpose… and I have become her servant… her evangel. A priestess. We do not have to dawdle over this fact. But now…”

“Now?”

“Now I want you to shut up and kiss me.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle loosened her grip, and I twirled around to face her. I watched her like a hungry lioness as she peeled off her camisole. She grinned at me like a mischievous child, one hand darting to her neck in a suggestive pin-up pose. Her raised her hips and slipped off her shorts and panties, revealing a small thatch of pubic hair.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She took my hand into hers as she slinked to the ground. I fell upon her, the gravel and chunks of dirt cutting into my knees as I straddle her waist. Her naked body—dark and curvaceous—thrummed with a heat that cut through the death-frost of those catacombs. I gazed down and drank in the details of her face: her eyes slanted shut, lips quivering like violin strings, face upturned in quiet supplication. Her breasts were beautiful—firm and full, with thimble-sized nipples jutting out in invitation. It seemed unreal. This was actually happening. I had waited so long for this moment… and it was actually happening. I traced a thumb over her moistened lips, trying to confirm to myself that this wasn’t all some horrible dream.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She dug her heels into the back of my thighs, urging me to pick up the pace. She didn’t have to ask twice. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I slung off my nightgown, and the cold winds sliced through my exposed flesh like a flurry of knives. Aching with need and pent-up longing, I slid down and buried my face into her neck. I clung to her, bracing myself upon the ground with filthy hands as I nipped at her throat. It was a single tiny love-bite—nothing vampirical or predatory—and yet it was enough to make her shudder and tighten her hold around me. Lips and teeth grazed the length of her jawline, the curve of her soft cheeks. The warmth of her body drove me crazy. I moved toward her half-parted lips, my hips jerking forward and knees spreading apart. I could feel my erection—still dangling over the elastic band of my panties—spear her inner thigh in a sudden brush of contact. We squealed in anticipation. Isabelle hooked her thumbs into the waistband of my panties and tugged them down in one quick swipe. My ass dangled in the air: naked, exposed, vulnerable.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    We kissed. Tongues dancing. Hands groping. The taste of her strawberry-flavored lip gloss clinging to my mouth. Tears trickling down our cheeks and mingling in a salty melange. I still couldn’t believe this was happening. Years of suppressed desire ignited between us like a brushfire in dry grass. The long-unrequited crush had blossomed into love was now blossoming… into something more. Everything had led to this moment.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Long, lacquered fingernails traced an invisible line between my small breasts, skirting around my right nipple in an agonizing semi-circle. Another teasing gesture, but this time Isabelle did not hold back. She pinched and squeezed the tiny bud until it grew taut and tender between her fingers. I let out another muffled scream into her throat, and she responded by doing the same to the other one. My hips jerked sluggishly—a directionless and involuntary thrust of movement—as she palmed and kneaded the aching flesh of my breasts. I could feel the slimy trail of precum puddling along her inner thigh. I had never wanted anything this bad before. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She broke our kiss and whispered into my ear, “I was wrong, Alexa.” Her squeeze tightened, making the nipple tighten into a single firm peak. “Your tits… God, they’re beautiful. Beautiful just the way they are. I wish I had known, Alexa. I wish I had done this ages ago.” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Her hand moved down, idling between my lower back and buttocks. Each movement was punctuated with a ragged gasp. From me. From her. We almost seemed to breathe in unison.

“I can feel your cock rubbing up against my thigh, Alexa,” she said, her voice lowering into a low whimper. “Oh God, Alexa, I want it in me so bad.” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I tried to lean in for another kiss, but Isabelle stopped me. She gripped me firmly by the shoulders and rolled me over with a strength that belied her tiny stature. I went down easily. She straddled my waist, the corners of her mouth curling into another crooked smile as she clasped my wrists and pinned me to the grime-encrusted ground. My erection—hard and upright—trembled against her warm skin as she trapped me between her thighs. Her smiling face hardened into a snarl, and her arms tensed into steel rods of muscle. The cruel glee seemed to wash over her. I squirmed beneath her like a wounded animal caught in a steel-jawed trap, but could do nothing but acquiesce to her every movement. She glared at me like a child ripping the wings off a butterfly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ardat-Lile stood somewhere in my periphery. Watching us. Staring pensively at our tangled limbs. Her lips biting down on her thumb, a coquettish grin spreading across her face. An idle hand stroking the withered half-erection between her legs. Her slate-gray eyes narrowing with malice.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Circles of red-orange candlelight danced upon Isabelle’s bronze skin. I could feel the soft bristle of pubic hair against my hip, the firm muscles in her thighs straining against me. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “We’re going to play a little game, Alexa,” she said in a low voice. “I am the high priestess… and you are my servant. You will do exactly as I say—no questions. Agreed?”

I nodded my head, an errant strand of hair blocking my vision. Isabelle brushed it away from my eyes. Gentle, familiar. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Okay, we’ll start with an easy one,” she said, arching an eyebrow. “I think you’ll like this one.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She lowered her head toward my chest, flicking the tip of her tongue across my left nipple. I craned my neck forward, nuzzling her hair as a sound of strangulated rapture escaped my lips. She drew the nipple toward the roof of her mouth, grazing her teeth along the hardened little nub. It was a tacit acknowledgement of what came next. She bit down, twisting the tender nipple between her teeth. Pain spiked through my body. I strained against her, yelping and squirming like a frightened worm, but she continued holding my wrists to the ground. Her eyes darted up, hard and confrontational. Her hips swayed and swiveled in a manic rhythm, rocking back and forth against my bony pelvis. Terse and erratic bursts of movement. The dizziness returned. I closed my eyes and waited for her to make the next move.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Her teeth scraped across the space between my tits and along my neck, nipping and biting at random patches of flesh like some beast from a fairy tale. I whimpered in pain—in terror—murmuring a stream of silent expletives that did nothing to loosen her hold on me. The anticipation became almost too much to bear. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Then, without warning or another word, she released me and slid to my side. I almost screamed and cried out from frustration. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    No, no, no, no, I thought. Please. Please. I need this. Please. 
 
    I tried to scoot up on my elbows, but Isabelle placed her palm on the center of my chest and pushed me down.

From behind, I could hear the nimble approach of footsteps. A blood-curdling shriek of laughter filled my ears. My pulse quickened. 
 
    
“Don’t move, Alexa,” she said. “You cannot move until the goddess gives you permission. You’re her fuck-puppet now, Alexa. A personal trinket. Another little girl-slut brought here to satisfy her all-consuming hunger.” She cleared her throat, obviously somewhat discomforted by what was happening. “Please don’t take this personal. I told the demoness all about you… and she wanted you. And Ardat-Lile always gets what she wants.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I turned to her, eyes widening with abject horror. “But… what about…”

“Oh, Alexa,” she said, clicking her tongue like an old schoolmarm. “You should know by now how this works. The demoness always comes first. I’m just… the warm-up act.” She winked and gave me a broad, indolent smile. “But don’t worry. I’ll be right here… by your side… always. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “But—”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “This is all part of the game. I promise.” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I could see her entering my field of vision. The demoness. Sinister and sublime. Her thick curves swaying with every movement. The candlelight glistening off the sweeping arc of her horns. An insatiable succubus using Isabelle as her pawn. The demon-bitch who wanted me as her personalized sex-toy. Her eyes—shifting once again from grey to coal-black—bore into me as I wriggled and writhed upon that cold stone floor. The continual thump-a-thump-a-thump of my heart grew steadier and steadier with each footstep. A melange of fear and desire washed over me. I knew what was coming. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Do you fear the demoness?” Isabelle asked. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “No, it’s not that. I… I… I just don’t want to die.”

Isabelle frowned. “You still don’t understand, do you?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She came closer. The demoness heaved another sigh as she stepped over my prostrate form and squatted down over my chest, one knee on either side of my torso. The gentle curve of her erection turned aggressive, lunging toward my throat like an upraised knife. The pendulous swoop of her balls hovered inches over my ribs. I pressed my knees together and averted my gaze. My erection became painful—discomfortingly so. Even after all that had happened, Ardat-Lile’s naked displays of sexual authority still made me hard. 

This was my damnation. 

“Are you a pious girl?” she said, her voice barely audible as the chants grew louder and louder. “A church girl? A believer of desert-prophets and imperious grandfathers in the sky?”
 
    
“I’m… I…” I stuttered, trying to find the words. “I… don’t believe. In anything.” 

Ardat-Lile traced a black fingernail along my cheek. “Ooooh, my dear Alexa,” she said. “That’s too bad. But don’t worry: I will make a believer of you yet.” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I didn’t respond. I couldn’t.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Now, little Alexa,” the demoness continued, “bend over. I want to see you naked and down on all fours. I want you to be my dog.” Ardat-Lile stood up, swinging her hips as she took a gliding step over me.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I glanced over at Isabelle, who gave me a solemn nod. I slowly climbed to my knees and bent forward in front of her. The blood in my temples pounded in anxious rhythms as I hiked my ass up into the air, the sharp chunks of gravel stabbing into my hands and knees as I bent over for her. The muscles in my back tensed into a coiled knot of terror. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But even then: part of me was ready for her. I lowered my head in a pose of total supplication. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Fuck me, I thought. Fuck me as hard as you want. Come inside of me. Make me your fuck-puppet. Just let me leave here with Isabelle. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “And don’t you dare touch yourself,” the demoness commanded. I could hear her circling around me like a caged tiger licking its chops. “I don’t want to catch you stroking that little girl-cock of yours, spilling all that precious seed all onto the ground. You don’t come until I tell you to come. Understand?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I nodded stupidly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ardat-Lile knelt down behind me and planted her nose right between my ass cheeks. The upward slope of her nose grazed my anus, her moistened breath tickling me and making me wince self-consciously. Then, inexplicably, I could hear a deep inhalation of breath. She breathed in, reveling in my forbidden fragrance as if it were Chanel No. 5. The strange sensation make me yelp with surprise and unexpected pleasure. She snarled with delight, sniffing every inch of skin trailing between my upraised cheeks with an almost animalistic ferocity. My asshole twitched—in anticipation and in pleasure.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “You have such a succulent little fuck-hole, girl-slut,” the demoness said. “Its smell is quite intoxicating. And what a wonderful surprise! Isabelle never told me that you still had your maidenhead. Did she even know?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I blushed again, realizing that I had never told Isabelle I was still a virgin. I didn’t want to admit to her that I’d never gone all the way with a guy. I didn’t want her to think that I was too timid or scared. I wanted her to think I was cool and self-possessed. But now the secret was out. An unbidden heat rose in my cheeks.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I wanted to spit out an angry retort, but could only muster another muffled whimper of protest. The demoness pried my cheeks apart with her fingers, exposing the puckered opening to the frost-cold gusts of wind. I squealed and almost doubled-over from the stinging pain and humiliation. My breathing quickened, and my fists pounded into jagged chunks of gravel. I could feel her wet tongue invade me, brushing in a maddeningly frantic pace over the sensitive flesh of my sphincter. Her movements were slow, agonizing, a teasing series of brushstrokes that sent me close to the edge. Her thumbs circled the tiny hole—slow and clinical—as her tongue stiffened and plunged harder my anus. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I spread my legs further apart, luxuriating in the strange sensation of her face burrowing deep between my ass cheeks. Occasionally, her long serrated fangs scraped along a random patch of skin and created tiny pinpricks of pleasure. I could do nothing but moan and mumble obscenities, arching my back as her thumbs pressed down into the supple flesh of my buttocks. Her slippery hot tongue squirmed and twisted inside my asshole, making it throb and contract with pleasure. My cock hardened and pulsed to life with each flick of her tongue. I didn’t know how much longer I could hold out.

Amidst the groans and hysterical chants surrounding us, I could hear a faint rustle of movement. I craned my neck and saw Isabelle crawling toward me on all fours, an obedient lapdog nipping at the heels of Ardat-Lile. Her breasts swung like heavy pendulums as she made her way toward me, the tremulous quiver of her pink lips suggesting a feminine vulnerability at odds with her hardening gaze. She looked ethereal in the candlelight—a dark-haired seraphim coming to me in my time of need. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My lips parted, but Isabelle stopped me before I could utter a single word. She leaned forward, planting a lingering wet kiss upon my brow. The feeling of her lips pressing down on my clammy skin calmed me. It was the balm I needed. Isabelle showered my face in tender kisses: warm, compassionate, filled with love. Her lips brushed lightly against my own, and the flirtatious suggestion of another kiss made my stomach coil into knots. There was a sudden buzzing in my ears, a feeling of burning the candle on both ends.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But then I winced, yelping out in pain as an intense explosion of pressure seized my backside. It sent me spiraling headfirst into the dust. A single fingertip—long and arrow-straight—slid into my asshole and wriggled all the way down to the second knuckle. Hard, painful… and heavenly. The demoness moved her finger in and out, the glacial back-and-forth making me scream out and pine for more.  

“Graaaaaaarrrrrgh!” I screamed. “I… I… oh God, oh Jesus, oh God.”

“What did I tell you, girl-thing?” the demoness whispered, pushing her finger in with violent intensity. “He cannot hear you now.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle shushed me, stroking my cheeks as I howled out in pain. The demoness withdrew her finger and spat into the hole, clicking her tongue with delight as the hot gobs of spittle oozed between my cheeks and down the perineum. Then she started pumping her finger into me once again, faster and faster and faster until I could hardly take it anymore. Her fangs slid against my  skin as Ardat-Lile lowered her face toward my scrotum, licking and suckling upon the taut flesh as she ruthlessly fucked my little ass with that long index finger. My lungs burned as I screamed blasphemies and choked back moans.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And then she stopped. Abruptly. Cruelly. My traitorous hips wriggled in frustration when she withdrew her finger.

“So tight,” Ardat-Lile whispered behind me. “Such a gorgeous little virgin-hole. Small and delectable.” She punctuated these remark with a series of teasing cock-strokes, her fingers spidering along the full throbbing length of  my erection and making me desperate for release. I had never wanted to come this bad before. Part of me wanted to reach between my legs and force the demon-bitch to finish me off—but I knew an idea like that was beyond stupid.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle nuzzled her cheek into mine, running her fingers through the sweat-slickened hair clinging to my face. She stared into my eyes, unflinching and kind.

“Isabelle,” the demoness hissed. “I believe Alexa could use some… entertainment. Won’t you oblige her?” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Without missing a beat or even breaking eye contact, Isabelle fell gracefully upon her back. Her
 
    hair cascaded like a gentle waterfall upon the soot-colored ground, and her naked thighs quivered apart. She studied me with heavy-lidded eyes, her pink tongue drifting lazily over her top lip as an outstretched hand danced along the flat plane of her stomach. I let out another involuntary squeal as that hand ventured downward. Her fingers ruffled and teased the soft strands of pubic hair, inching closer toward the folds of her labia. Even from my vantage point, I could see her legs kicking and spasming from the sudden rush of pleasure.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Naughty, naughty little dick-girl,” the demoness said. “Is this what you wanted to see? I’m so happy to see that you… appreciate… this gift.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I didn’t have to ask what she was talking about. I knew she was watching my cock twitch and throb as I watched her. Ardat-Lile drew her tongue along the base of my sac—a swift, appreciative lick that made me sputter and shake. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Remember, girl-slut,” she said. “Look, but do not touch. Not until I give you permission.” She clarified this point with a brain-jolting slap on my ass. The pain was sudden and intense. I loved it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I screamed, shuddered, and quickly realized the ridiculousness of her request. I was bent over, squatting down on all fours, and about three or four feet away from Isabelle. I could watch her with ease, but acting on any impulses that might arise was clearly impossible.
 
    
Isabelle ran an idle fingertip over her glistening inner folds, stroking back and forth in a lackadaisical rhythm. She tilted her head back, eyes slanting shut until only her curled lashes were visible. Her wantonness made me stiffen and shake.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Now,” the demoness continued, her voice lowering into a malicious snarl, “I believe it is high time I had a little fun with you, dick-girl.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Waves of panic washed over me as Ardat-Lile spat into my hole again. Once, twice, a third time. My muscles tensed, and the blood in my veins slowed and coagulated into a black sludge. Fear coiled in the deepest pit of my stomach. I jerked my head forward and tried to concentrate on the nimble movement of Isabelle’s fingers, the arrhythmic judder of her moistened thighs, that look of ecstasy etched upon her pretty face. But I was quickly awakened from my reveries by the unexpected jab of Ardat-Lile’s rock-hard cock, nudging somewhere between my upraised cheeks. I let out another yelp of terror, which seemed to please the demoness. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Take a deep breath,” she said. “This will only hurt for a moment.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My sphincter resisted her, clenching in frightened anticipation as her hardening shaft inched towards me. At this first twitch of resistance, Ardat-Lile cooed and stroked my lower back. She held me by the waist with one hand as the other angled her cock into me. I looked forward and locked eyes with Isabelle. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Pure bliss. Isabelle’s lips parted into a wicked grin as agile fingers circled her clit. She watched us with hungry eyes, rubbing herself in a quickening pace. I returned her gaze as the demoness broke through my defenses, sliding the bulbous tip into me with a single shallow thrust. I could feel her stretching me, ripping me like pages from an old book, sending tingles of pain and pleasure racing through my body. I screamed—a loud, gut-churning yowl—as she barreled forward and thrust the rest of her cock through my weakening barriers. Swift, precise, uncaring of the damage she might cause. I felt like every part of me might shut down and explode.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!” I wailed. “Fuuuuuuucccckkk!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Another hideous shriek of laughter. Ardat-Lile buried her cock deep inside my ass, her balls slapping against me with a sudden jolt. She lingered there, filling me beyond capacity, letting the searing-hot tongs of agony burn me like baptismal fire. The demoness held me covetously by the waist, as if bracing me for what came next. Then, in a slow and powerful series of thrusts, she slammed herself deep inside of me over and over again. I balanced myself with shaky hands, clutching blindly at the gravel and dirt. The excruciating tempo was unhurried, deliberate, and agonizing beyond belief. Tears trickled down my cheeks—not just from the exquisite pain, but from the strange feeling of wholeness and devotion suddenly overtaking me. The demoness had become a part of me. No, I had become a part of her—a part of her and the universe. I threw back my head and screamed her name. Worshipful. Devout. Holy, holy, holy.

“Ardat-Lile! Ardat-Lile!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The chanting became shrill and discordant. Red-orange flickers of candlelight swirled in a kaleidoscopic explosion of shape and color. I cried out in pain, the sharp pressure mounting with each powerful thrust. My balls tightened into a hard knot at the base of my cock, which wobbled and bounced to the aggressive rhythm of her hips. I could feel it dribbling between my thighs. She quickened her thrusts, gripping my waist with taloned claws and cramming that monstrous demon-cock in and out of my ass with terrifying ferocity. It felt like slithering abomination giving birth to the universe. Like razor blades slicing through eyes that had seen too much. Like the rusted metal door between our dimension and the next being ripped from its hinges. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I knew she was destroying me, body and soul. And this knowledge made me very, very happy. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Isabelle bit her bottom lip, the deep exhalations of breath flecked with spittle. She ground the heel of her hand against her clit as three long, graceful fingers curled inside of her. Her movements were frantic, hungry, and desperate. She stared at me with half-opened eyes as the demoness continued pounding me from behind.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Don’t… don’t come,” she said, her voice trailing off into a husky croak. “Don’t… come for her… I need you… Alexa… I need you to fuck me…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Her words punctured my euphoria, reminding me of my torturous need for release… to say nothing of my long-suppressed desire to fuck Isabelle into kingdom come.  
 
   
 
    
 
    
    A cruel hand reached forward and snatched a fistful of hair, jerking my head back violently. The demoness was clearly not pleased.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Not so fast, girl-slut,” Ardat-Lile snarled. “You can come only when I give you permission. Remember?”

I croaked, but did not utter a single word. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The force behind her thrusts grew more selfish and aggressive, pummeling me harder and harder. I met each thrust by slamming my upraised ass against her. Smack, smack, smack. The pain was delicious. It felt like an explosion of glass screaming through my nerves. Fingernails raked over my lower back, the zigzagging gashes burning in a sudden conflagration of ecstasy. My muscles felt raw and frayed. My bone-dry lips moved in a muted incantation, silently mouthing the words of that cacophonous chant. It grew louder and louder with each thrust, gradually turning into a braying scream.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Then, without warning, Ardat-Lile tensed up and shuddered as she came inside of me. Her orgasmic screams—thunderous, inhuman, composed of a thousand screeching voices—filled the catacombs and brought an end to the discordant chants that surrounding us. I could feel the hot spurts of cum ripping through me in a rushing flood. My ass clenched around her cock in short, spasming undulations. I was panting, moaning, buzzing with pleasure as she filled me up. The demoness raked her fingernails over my back, drawing blood. I did not scream. I wanted more. Oh God. I wanted more.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I moaned loudly, wriggling my hips against demoness as she finished in short, shallow thrusts. I could feel the pool of sperm drizzling out of me as she pulled out. Isabelle looked on, her face twisting into an orgasmic grimace that told me everything I needed to know. She was next. Finally, finally. She was next. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The demoness slid away and slapped my ass. “You are free, girl-slut,” she said, “to do as you please.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She didn’t have to tell me twice. I lunged toward Isabelle, crawling on top of her like a half-starved lioness, showering her face with fervent wet kisses. Her lips tasted of dried tears and candied lip gloss—an intoxicating mix. She wriggled beneath me, her thumb caressing one of my nipples in lazy semicircles. Our bodies hummed with pleasure, throbbed in unison. Her fingernails trailed down the blood-spattered curve of my lower back, making me shudder and moan into her mouth. My right hand tore a jagged path from her breasts to her hipbone, finally snaking through the wet curls of pubic hair. I reached between her legs, tracing a finger over her folds and trying desperately to pace myself.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But we couldn’t help ourselves. 
 
 
    Isabelle reached between my thighs and tugged violently on my cock, staring at me with a kittenish grin on her face. The world around us felt distant and otherworldly. An arm tightened around my shoulders like an iron band, and she lifted her hips in welcoming anticipation. She nodded her head, the hunger in her eyes unmistakeable. Dear God. I couldn’t help myself. I needed her. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I eased into her—slowly, gingerly, drawing out the moment as if this might never happen again. The world around us flickered into nonexistence as every sensation was amplified into a single thunderclap of feeling: the languid movement of our hips, the heavy weight dangling between my legs, the slow ache of our bones. God, she was so incredibly wet—warm, responsive, all mine. She squeezed her thighs around me, digging her heels into my back. More, more, she seemed to say. Just hurry up and fuck me. I rocked my hips forward, burying my face into her neck as I tried desperately to pace myself. But I just couldn't do it. My hips betrayed me, pummeling into her with furious slaps that broke through the unsettling silence. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The wildness in me could not be suppressed. I sank my teeth into the side of her throat, bearing down on her fast and hard as her hips jerked in tandem with my own. She screamed with delight, clutching two fistfuls of hair as she cried, “Fuck me… fuck me harder… I need you to come inside of me…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I couldn’t hold out much longer. It was surreal: I almost never came this quickly. That just wasn’t possible for me. Yet in that mindless frenzy of movement, where I snarled and slammed into her at that frantic pace, I could feel my knees buckle and stomach tighten. Isabelle choked out another string of obscenities, her pussy muscles contracting and guiding me toward my orgasm. A violent shudder rocked through me—intense, unexpected, spine-shattering. I came with a deep, climactic thrust, my hips grinding to a screeching halt as I poured what I could inside of her. It was electric. It was real. I cried out and lost myself inside of her. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I fell down on top of her. She held me in her arms, and I nuzzled my face into her sweat-drenched hair. We were spent, perspiring, and silent with exhaustion. The world around us seemed to disappear into a black void.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But then Isabelle tensed up, speaking as if she were still half-drugged.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Oh God, Alexa,” she whispered. “I just had a terrible thought.”

“Isabelle,” I said. “I know what you’re thinking… but…”
 
 
    “This… this could all be…”
 
    
“Don’t say it. Don’t. Please.”

“No, listen. What if… what if…”

“Please. Don’t.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “What if,” she said, her speech halting, “everything that just happened… between us… and the demoness. What if all of it is… just a dream? What if none of this ever really happened?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ardat-Lile laughed once more, and the darkness swallowed us whole. 


 
   
 
   
  
 





 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    CHAPTER 4
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I woke up in a cold sweat: naked, half-delirious, twisted up in the burgundy-colored bedsheets. My heart pounded, rapid and loud. For a brief moment, I thought every molecule in my body might burst. I wanted to scream, but could only squeeze out a wounded gasp. A gauzy haze of sunlight streamed through the window, blinding me as my eyes fluttered open. I stared into the ceiling and panted loudly. My head was pounding. Not from the endless torture at the hands of some sadistic hellspawn—but from a hangover. 

Just a dream, I thought. In the end… the bad parts… and even the good parts… were just a dream. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But then I realized I was not alone. An arm draped lazily across my naked hips, and I could feel the soft weight of breasts against my side. The low purr of a soft, feminine snore filled the room. Isabelle nuzzled into my neck, naked and still asleep. She murmured something beneath her breath, but it too muffled to make out. The warm tingle of her skin comforted me and gave me pause.
 
 
    Okay, I guess I was only half-right, I thought. Looks like all of the good parts really happened… or at least… I think they did.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I wiggled free from her and rolled out of bed. The cherry wood floorboards creaked beneath my bare feet, breaking the eerie silence of my bedroom. I turned, hoping I hadn’t disturbed her. Isabelle didn’t stir. She stayed fast asleep. The red-purple remnants of a love-bite formed into a big, furious splotch across her neck.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    What a time to black out, I thought bitterly. I don’t have a clue what happened last night… but whatever it was, it was a wild time. Note to self: cut back on the junk food and el-cheapo box wine. The bad horror movies too. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I groaned inwardly. I knew Isabelle and I were going to have a long talk about what happened last night. Hopefully, she could fill me in on all the juicy details. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I tiptoed out of the room. My bones ached and moaned, and every muscle in my body felt battered. An autumnal chill seeped into our apartment, stark and bitter. My naked skin prickled against the frigid cold air. I self-consciously crossed my arms and bolted towards the bathroom.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I stared at myself in the bathroom mirror. I flinched at my reflection, taking in the riotous mess of smeared make-up and unkempt sex-hair. I looked awful—far scarier than some demoness from a booze-addled nightmare. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Wait, is that what happened? I wondered, letting out an exasperated sigh. Did I really dream of some sex-starved demoness? Some infernal fuck-machine from bowels of hell? God… what a messed up imagination you have, Alexa. Might be time to go back into therapy.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I smiled wanly at my own reflection. And then I froze, petrified and strangled with fear.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I leaned my body into the bathroom sink and stared at my reflection. My jaw grew as slack as a wet paper bag. Two fingers drifted over the curve of my mouth, halting at the points where fangs jutted out between my lips. They were long, sharp, glinting against the overhead fluorescents. I panicked. A sudden pallor spread through my cheeks.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    This cannot be real. No. No. Please say this isn’t real.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I checked my forehead and found two small, jagged bumps. The beginning of ram’s horns. The beginning of my transformation. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Across the hall, Isabelle’s hazy murmurings grew into a scream.
 
    
“Ardat-Lile!” she yelled. “Ardat-Lile! Ardat-Lile!”

That was when I realized what had happened… what was still happening. To me… to Isabelle. 

The demoness did not want us as disciplines, nor did she simply wish to feast upon our sexual energies. She did not want Isabelle as her priestess. She did not want me as her fuck-toy. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She just… wanted me.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    To seduce me… transform me… remake me in her own image.

She did not want a disciple or a priestess or some mindless fuck-puppet.

She wanted… a companion.

A lover.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    A protege.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    A demoness. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    


 
    
 
   
  
 





 
    AUTHOR’S NOTE

Hi guys! Thank you for reading Slumber Party Succubus! I hope you had as much fun reading it as I did writing it. This was originally intended as a Halloween-themed quickie, but quickly ballooned into something far longer and more involved than I’d originally intended. So, obviously… I missed the Halloween deadline. Oops. I’m actually pretty shocked that I plugged away at this for so long. But… I have no regrets, of course. I’m quite happy with how this turned out (although I’m not sure poor Alexa would say the same). Perhaps we’ll revisit the Ardat-Lile mythos in a later book. But for now? We’re moving on to other projects!

I would also like to thank Roxy Katt for giving me permission to use the term “phallogyne,” which she coined long ago as a variant of “futanari.” I loved the term and promptly asked her if I could use it. She kindly agreed. I suspect it won’t be the first or last time I’ll be thanking her in these supplemental notes. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    (Speaking of which… have you read any of Roxy Katt’s erotica? It’s fantastic! She’s easily one of my favorite working erotica authors!)
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My next book will be Heels, Tats, and a Little Extra. More transgender erotica, of course… but far less horrific than this book. Unless you have an aversion to shoe fetishism, that is…
 
   
 
    
 
    
    -sVs-
November 2015

PS. Please leave a review for this book! I would really appreciate it!


 
    
 
   
  
 





 
    An Excerpt from Transfer Student (Transgender Erotica)

“Well,” she said, stiffening up like a cat with its back arched. Tomiko sounded nervous and uncertain again. She gazed downward and crossed her arms, obviously forestalling the inevitable. “Here we are.” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    What was going on here? Why was she so nervous all of a sudden? Wasn’t she the one who initiated this whole crazy thing? I was perplexed. When we embraced, I could feel her knotted muscles jutting against me. She stepped away, averting her gaze. Tomiko’s eyes were wide, her mouth a tight line rimmed with white. She wasn’t just nervous. She was terrified. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Are you all right, Tomiko?” I asked, cupping her cheek in my hand. “You know I would never hurt you.”

She smiled—a wan, almost superficial smile—and said, “Are you sure about that?” She sighed. “I don’t know, Professor. I’ve… fantasized about this moment for a long, long time. And now? It’s… finally happening. I don’t even know where to begin and—”

I did not falter. I drew closer toward her and said, “Do you remember your first day in my Creative Writing course?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Professor… I…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “You were a petrified girl still struggling to find her voice. But… you found it, Tomiko. You found your voice. And when we worked on your writing portfolio… or your poetry chapbook…or even a conference presentation… I always wanted you to put your trust in me… to let me guide you toward the next big step.”
 
    
She sighed, “Yes, but—”

“Trust me now. Treat this as just another moment between a teacher and his student—no, not his student.” I smiled. “You’ve graduated now. You’re practically… a peer of mine, aren’t you?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    A bemused grin spread across her face. “I hope you don’t say that to all the girls.”
 
 
    I let my hand drop. “I think you know I’m telling you the truth. Tomiko, I… I don’t think I’ve ever met someone like you… someone of such raw talent… and rare beauty… and—”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    A deep crimson mask settled on her face. She was blushing—perhaps less from humiliation than from something else. I think she’d been waiting for me to say these words for some time.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I pulled her stiff and unyielding frame and held her close, stroking her long, raven-colored hair. “I love you,” I said. “And before you ask why… don’t. I don’t want to give you a forced, pat answer. I want to spend the rest of my life… showing you.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tomiko shifted in my arms, a strange sound spluttering from her throat. It sounded like something halfway between a laugh and a sob. I held her to me tighter. She sucked in air through clenched teeth, then let it out. Her hands, pressed flat against my chest, tightened for a moment and gathered up the folds of my T-shirt. Her nails raked lightly against my chest and stomach—perhaps an inadvertent gesture. I cast about for something else to say—something romantic and reassuring—but the words seemed inadequate at that moment. Imagine that: a creative writing professor struck dumb and unable to form even the most rudimentary of sentences.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “I’m ready,” Tomiko said quietly, her voice muffled against my chest. “I think… I’m ready. Let’s… just move slowly… okay?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I pulled Tomiko toward me, and this time she was not as unyielding. She wasn’t exactly falling into my arms like some swooning medieval maiden, but she allowed herself to be held: hands limp at her sides, her temple resting against my shoulder, her wine-sweetened breath dancing along the nape of my neck. Without warning, Tomiko pulled herself up, slid her slender arms around the small of my back, and planted a wet, awkward kiss on my mouth. Her lips lingered there, and we kissed in a furtive rhythm that suggested that our fears were mutual—mutual, but conquerable. My fingers drifted up the side of her neck, taking in the long expanse of smooth skin. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    It wasn’t long before we fell upon the mattress. Tomiko collapsed on top of me, her tongue darting more assuredly down my throat as her slender torso jutted against me. I held her close, my wandering hands discovering the tightly knotted muscles in her shoulders and lower-back. Still nervous, I thought. But then again… so am I. 

Want to read more? Click here: http://amzn.com/B0168RNGOU
 
    


 
    
 
   
  
 





 
    An Excerpt from Necromantic Encounter:
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But then the door creaked open… and I saw her. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My dear, darling Gretchen. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She had returned.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    First came the smell: thick, acrid, and nauseating. A putrid miasma of rot and decay blackened the air of my bedroom, and I soon felt as if I might vomit. She was naked, gaunt, sickeningly pale. Her lithe, naked body—brutalized, broken, a chaotic ruin of crooked knife-gashes—was black and bespattered with grime and jagged streaks of gore. Each puncture mark gazed at me like a red, sightless eye. Her marbled skin glistened admits the oily smear of darkness. An unkempt curtain of stringy black hair obscured part of her face. She stumble-staggered toward me, her halting movements reminding me of some grotesque marionette with its strings plucked and severed. She glared at me with lifeless eyes—pale-grey, sunken, and clouded with cataracts. A hideous jackal-like grin spread across her face. She continued laughing in that horrible raven-shriek as she saw me cowering behind the bedsheets. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    For a brief moment, I thought I might scream. I was petrified, half-delirious with fear, as anemic and frail as the heroine of some old-fashioned gothic romance. But as her lips twisted into some crude facsimile of her once-comely smile, I found myself surrendering to her once again. I cannot explain my reason for pulling myself out of bed and standing before her. I cannot explain why I took those two furtive steps toward her, extending my hand as if asking her to dance. I cannot explain why I greeted her as if a day had not passed between us. I just… did it. God forgive me. I did it. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Gretchen,” I whispered. “You… you came back to me.”
 
 
    And with that, she stopped laughing. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Her bone-white arm lunged toward me in a single juddering motion. She snatched a fistful of hair from the back of my head, clenching hard as she pulled my face toward hers. Unbidden tears streamed down my face as a sudden rush of pain needled through my scalp. Her fetid breath danced across my throat like a cold and pungent mist, making me sick with an almost unfathomable lust. She hissed and snarled, baring her mottled brown teeth like a wounded animal. My prick stiffened as Gretchen continued holding my gaze, forcefully trapping my cheeks between her gnarled thumb and forefinger, digging her dirty fingernails deep into my tender flesh. Small trickles of blood beaded down the sides on my face. I fought back the scream forming on my lips… fought back the desire knotting in my stomach. Her parting lips lingered inches away from mine, a blackened tongue extending and flicking out toward my face. She glared at me with a look of pure hatred.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My God, she was beautiful.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Gretchen,” I said. “I’ve… missed you… and I want you… please… I want you… like this…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    With her free hand, Gretchen seized the collar of my pajama shirt and forced the fabric in two directions, sending the small ivory buttons spiraling to the floor like raindrops in a thunderstorm. Her grip on my face tightened, becoming more uncompromising and cruel. Fear and adrenaline surged through my body. Her fingernails burrowed deep into my flesh, clawing up and down my naked torso in long, languorous paths that left rivulets of blood in her wake. Inch by horrifying inch, she ripped through my skin and flesh with a sadistic glee. I held back my scream as pain shot through me like a bullet. Agony mingled with wanton pleasure, and part of me wanted to reach down, pound furiously on my prick, and bring myself to some sort of climax. Her mangled talons continued tearing through me, rending the supple flesh like a handful of straight-razors. I could do little more than wheeze and wriggle as the wounds burned like an uncontrollable conflagration. I felt dizzy, thick-headed, hungry for more. The pressure building up in my pajama bottoms was almost too much to bear.
 
    


 
    
 
   
  
 





 
    NOW AVAILABLE FROM SAKURA VON STERNBERG

The Erotic Adventures of Joan of Arc and Space Pirate Captain Cydd Yoshiba, Episode I: Maiden Voyage (first time erotica)

For centuries, prophets and soothsayers have whispered tales of the Light Bringer: a savior from the distant past destined to bring an end to a catastrophic intergalactic war. And now, as the known universe faces the threat of despotism and ruin, this messianic figure emerges from the shadow of long-forgotten fable to bring an end to this unpardonable strife.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Captain Cydd Yoshiba, the notorious space pirate and scourge of the Shadow Vox Empire, has dedicated his life to tracking the Light Bringer down—and now he has finally found her. Along with the small crew manning his interstellar battleship, Yoshiba travels back in time to rescue the woman rumored to be this fated messiah: Joan of Arc.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Propelled from medieval Europe to the far-flung year of 2977, the famed “Maid of Orleans” naturally has trouble acclimating to her strange new surroundings—but that’s the least of her worries. As her attachment to Cydd Yoshiba grows and intensifies, so too do her first unbidden inklings of sexual desire. It’s not long before she’s forced to choose between keeping her eternal vows of chastity or indulging in these forbidden erotic fantasies. Will she choose duty over love? How long can she resist these newly awakened desires? This is the first part of an ongoing tetralogy of stories!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Click Here: http://amzn.com/B013KV17U2
 
 
    Necromantic Encounter (paranormal erotica)
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He thought it was the perfect crime. When Jack—a self-professed “bluebeard” and murderer of women—finally disposed of his obscenely rich wife, he thought he’d get away with it. He thought she would be just like all the others. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But he was wrong. Dead wrong. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Because unbeknownst to Jack, the specter of his now-deceased wife has risen from her unmarked grave: blood-spattered, brutalized, and ready for revenge. But that’s not all she’s after. This phantom isn’t just out for vengeance. She also hungers for a little… erotic stimulation. Will Jack survive the experience? 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Written in the style of a nineteenth-century gothic novel, Necromantic Encounter is guaranteed to titillate and terrify in equal measure! 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Recommended only for the strong of heart.

Click Here: http://amzn.com/B014GMUF3Y
 
    
Transfer Student (transgender erotica)

From the moment she first stumbled into Professor Williamson's creative writing class, Tomiko made herself known as someone whose brilliance was only matched by her beauty. She is a poet whose talent cannot be paralleled. A trans-woman who writes frankly about her personal trials and tribulations. A confident, self-assured woman that any man would fall in love with. She quickly becomes a rising star within the university's English department. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But Professor Williamson is old fashioned. He doesn't have affairs with students. Even after she graduates, he still cannot bring himself to take their relationship to the next level. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But Tomiko's determined to change all of that. After a little wine and some light flirting, she makes her first move... which leads to a little toe-curling, hair-tugging fun for everyone! 

COMING SOON

Tats, Heels, and a Little Extra (transgender/shoe fetish erotica)

Jacob is stuck in a rut. Not only did he just flunk out of college, but he’s also nursing a broken heart after his long-term girlfriend leaves him for another man. He is lonesome and more than a little depressed, moving back in with his parents in the suburban Mid-West. Now, to make ends meet, Jacob takes on a part-time job at his local mall… and quite frankly, he’s going more than just a little stir-crazy.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    That’s when he sees her. Cassandra Levenson. A saleswoman at the neighboring department store. A real 10. Pouty lips. Pale skin. Long, wavy red hair. Tattoos. And a killer pair of heels. Everything a man could want and desire—and Jacob’s ideal of the unattainable dream woman.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Needless to say, Jacob becomes quite smitten with her—and, after admiring her from afar, finally works up the nerve to talk to her. Things seem to go quite well. There seems to be a real chemistry between the two of them. But when an invitation to the department store break room leads to an unexpected romantic rendezvous, Jacob quickly discovers that the girl of his dreams might have more than he bargained for. A little extra, so to speak.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The Computer Wore High Heels (shoe fetish erotica)
 
   
 
    
 
    
    In the bleak dystopian city-state of Polon-Quoth, all forms of reproductive sex have become outlawed. Poverty and overpopulation run rampant, and citizens are shunted off into gender-segregated ghettos to prevent all natural forms of reproduction. There is only one penalty for breaking this iron-clad law: death.
 
                  
 
    But the sex-starved denizens of Polon-Quoth’s “Boys Town” sector have taken steps to circumvent this totalitarian mandate: the invention of sexbots with no discernible genitalia. For some, this is an inadequate compromise. For others with more… creative sexual outlets, it’s the height of human ecstasy.
 
                  
 
    Enter Drake, a sexually curious resident of Boys Town with a fondness for women’s footwear. Together, with a particularly kinky sexbot in six-inch stilettos, Drake is about to learn a valuable lesson: when there’s a heel, there’s a way.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Watch the trailer here: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bhzqxN2MlFU
 
   
 
    
 
    
    To learn more about these and other future releases from Sakura von Sternberg, please visit her website: https://sakuravonsternberg.wordpress.com
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