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Claimed By Inanna: An Erotic Story of Magick and the Divine

My name is Enisa, and I am a priestess of the ancient Sumerian goddess Inanna. Inanna is the OG goddess of love, sex, war, and so much more. Oh, so much more! If you haven’t heard of Inanna, you’ve probably at least heard of Aphrodite or Venus. Inanna is the goddess on whom these more well-known goddesses were (poorly) modeled. 

It is no coincidence, that now, during a time in history when love is being wiped away from the face of the earth, when authentic sexual expression is once again being oppressed and shoved back into the closet, that Inanna’s priestesses would be called to awaken once again. As a priestess of Inanna, it is my sacred duty to restore balance to the world. The goddess called upon me to help bring love, authenticity, and justice back to humanity, qualities that are quickly becoming lost from this world. 

I know. Hearing this, you probably think I’m either some new-age grifter trying to make a quick buck from desperate spiritual seekers, or someone suffering delusions who should really be on psychiatric meds. 

I assure you, my connection to the goddess is real. The magick that she imbues into every part of my soul and body is real. She has called me to do Her sacred work on Her behalf. I never charge a dime for this work. I do it for the shear pleasure of bringing Her presence back into the world, one act of love and passion at a time. 

Self-love is just as important as any other type of love. How could I possibly offer myself to my goddess if I didn’t fully love and value who I am? It took a lot of work before I was ready to dedicate myself to Her as Her priestess, but it was so worth it!

I was Her devoted worshiper for years before I made the decision to answer Her call to officially become Her priestess, fully committing my life to Her service, and it wasn’t a commitment I entered into lightly. She is a passionate and complex mistress who demands a lot of Her devotees, never mind Her clergy. But I was, and am, so delighted to serve Her. 

Inanna’s official state-sponsored priesthood hasn’t existed for thousands of years, so there was no one qualified to ordain me and elevate me to the status of Her priestess, other that the goddess Herself. This elevation ritual might not be exactly how things were done in Uruk or Nippur thousands of years ago, but it was channeled directly from Inanna to be performed by a singular priestess, me. 

I first performed the ritual under the full moon during Inanna’s most important festival of the year, Kin Inanna. Each year, I perform it again as an act of re-dedication to my goddess. Though I enjoy all of the work I do for my goddess, this particular ceremony is the highlight of my year.

I think about the first time I performed this ritual all those years ago often. The memory serves me well.
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The Elevation Ritual
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Full moon light streams in through my window, sending a shiver of excitement down my spine. It is the full moon during the month of Kin Inanna, the most important festival of the year for honoring my goddess, which means the night of my official ordination and elevation to the official role of Priestess has finally arrived. I am ready to take my vows to officially become a priestess of Inanna. The priesthood has been gone for thousands of years, but Inanna will personally guide me through this intimate process of reinstating Her priesthood. 

Before beginning the ritual, I place my offerings on the altar in front of Inanna’s effigy: a vase of seven roses cut fresh from my garden, a plate full of dates, a special incense blended just for Her, a beeswax candle in the shape of a nude woman, a goblet of the finest red wine, and a small bottle of sacred perfumed oil. Of course, I myself am the main offering to Her for this evening, and I have taken great care to package this offering in a way most pleasing to my lady. 

I put on the special ritual robe that I reserve for rites such as this. Its sheer lacy silk fabric caresses my bare skin and helps to put me in the proper mindset for the work I’m about to do. I tie the robe carefully around my waist, arranging the fabric so that my beautiful breasts and vulva are still exposed to the altar. The see-through fabric doesn’t do much to obstruct the view anyway, but I prefer to have easy access for this ritual.

I place my consecrated dildo on the altar, a magick wand of sorts. This is the only magickal tool that I will need for this particular ritual. The glass shaft catches the moonlight coming in through the uncovered window. The base of the dildo is adorned with a jewel, faceted into the image of an 8-pointed star reminiscent of Inanna’s sacred symbol. The jewel twinkles in the full moon’s light. I take this as a sign that Inanna is ready for the rite to begin.

I take my place kneeling astride the meditation cushion in front of the altar, which I have already covered with a small waterproof blanket. I light the candle and incense, then I pick up the sacred oil and open the bottle, letting notes of rose and saffron fill the space. I anoint myself, first rubbing the oil between my breasts, into each nipple, and on the outside of my vulva. I chant the prayer I wrote for my goddess in the ancient language of the Sumerians as I anoint my body for this holy rite. 

As I anoint my vulva, I can feel a damp warmth already radiating from my depths. As tempted as I am to hurry this part of the rite along and just get into it, I force myself to have some self control. The goddess must not be rushed. 

I return the oil to its place on the altar then lift the holy dildo with both hands, holding it up in front of Inanna’s effigy. I finish my prayer, then I invite the goddess to imbue the sacred tool with Her holy essence. 

I focus my attention on the object in in my hands. I can feel it filling with my goddess’s essence. A subtle, yet distinct, tingling warmth radiates throughout the glass dildo. I’d recognize this energy anywhere.

I press the dildo to my lips and kiss its smooth head. A tingling sensation lingers on my lips as I slowly move the dildo lower, pressing the shaft between my breasts for a few moments before rubbing the tip against each nipple. 

The dildo’s glass head teases my skin as I move it lower toward my vulva. I press the head between my labia and use it to massage my clit. It glides so smoothly across my damp flesh. I spend a few more minutes gently teasing my clit, building up the desire deep within my body. I tease one nipple with the fingertips of my free hand, then switch to the other to maintain balance.

Once I feel that subtle signal from the goddess giving me permission, I plunge the dildo deep inside my wet vagina. A symbol of Her essence penetrating my very being. We are becoming one. I belong to Her.

I match my breathing to the motion of the dildo, inhaling as I thrust the object into myself, exhaling as I pull it out. With each inhale, I push it deeper.

My sensitivity is heightened in this ritual state and I savor the feeling of each raised bump along the dildo’s shaft as it fills my pussy. The sensation raises my desire. The muscles of my core contract around the glass object, then release, over and over in a soothing rhythm, pulling the dildo deeper into my body with each breath.

I can already feel Inanna’s sacred presence filling me with each thrust. A warm tingling sensation radiates from my vulva and slowly ripples out, first through my legs and torso, then all the way up through my arms, hands, and fingers, up my neck through the top of my head, and through my feet and toes. A radiant, blinding light fills my vision. I close my eyes and let the pleasure overtake my body, mind, and spirit. 

My awareness shifts from the physical reality of my temple room to my astral temple, an inner sanctum located in the spirit world where my communications with my goddess tend to be the most clear. I find myself kneeling on top of a canopy bed dressed with crimson silk sheets trimmed in gold. The room is steeped in dim candle light, maintaining the mood set from the physical altar. I keep the dildo’s rhythm steady, continuing to build up my arousal. 

As my arousal
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