

    
        
          Project Lilith (Omnibus)

        

        
        
          L. B. Waller

        

        
          Published by L. B. Waller, 2025.

        

    



  	
	    
	      Also by L. B. Waller

	    

      
	    
          
	      Bag-Head

          
        
          
	          Bag-Head, Book 1

          
        
          
	          Bag-Head, Book 2

          
        
          
	          Bag-Head, Book 3

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Easter Mix-up

          
        
          
	          Easter Mix-Up: Coco

          
        
          
	          Easter Mix-up: Cream

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Handy Neighbor

          
        
          
	          Handy Neighbor, Book 1

          
        
          
	          Handy Neighbor, Book 2

          
        
          
	          Handy Neighbor, Book 3

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Imp's Contract

          
        
          
	          Imp's Contract: The Whole Damned Deal

          
        
          
	          Imp's Contract, Part 1

          
        
          
	          Imp's Contract, Part 2

          
        
          
	          Imp's Contract, Part 3

          
        
          
	          Imp's Contract, Part 4

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Project Lilith

          
        
          
	          Project Lilith (Part 1)

          
        
          
	          Project Lilith (Part 2)

          
        
          
	          Project Lilith (Part 3)

          
        
          
	          Project Lilith (Part 4)

          
        
          
	          Project Lilith (Part 5)

          
        
          
	          Project Lilith (Part 6)

          
        
          
	          Project Lilith (Part 7)

          
        
          
	          Project Lilith (Omnibus)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Undead Bride

          
        
          
	          The Undead Bride (Part 1)

          
        
          
	          The Undead Bride (Part 2)

          
        
          
	          The Undead Bride (Part 3)

          
        
          
	          The Undead Bride (Part 4)

          
        
          
	          The Undead Bride (Part 5)

          
        
          
	          The Undead Bride (Part 6)

          
        
          
	          The Undead Bride (Part 7)

          
        
          
	          The Undead Bride (Omnibus)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Unraveling of Darlene Whitmore

          
        
          
	          The Unraveling of Darlene Whitmore: The Whole Sordid Affair

          
        
          
	          The Unraveling of Darlene Whitmore

          
        
          
	          The Unraveling of Darlene Whitmore 2

          
        
          
	          The Unraveling of Darlene Whitmore 3

          
        
          
	          The Unraveling of Darlene Whitmore 4

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Tribal

          
        
          
	          Tribal: The Incest Collection

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Daughter's Discipline

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Mother & Son's Union

          
        
          
	          Tribal: The Attentive Niece

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Mother's Blessing (Part 1)

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Mother's Blessing (Part 2)

          
        
          
	          Tribal: The Witchdoctor's Niece

          
        
          
	          Tribal: The Simpleminded Sister

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Paternal Punishment

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Nephew's Temptation

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Mother's Sacrifice (Part 1)

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Mother's Sacrifice (Part 2)

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Mother's Sacrifice (Part 3)

          
        
          
	          Tribal: The River King's Bride

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Curse of The Hyena

          
        
          
	          Tribal: The Forest Temptress (Part 1)

          
        
          
	          Tribal: The Forest Temptress (Part 2)

          
        
          
	          Tribal: The Forest Temptress (Part 3)

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Father-In-Law's Shadow

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Forbidden Touch, Part 1

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Forbidden Touch, Part 2

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Into Savagery, Part 1

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Into Savagery, Part 2

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Into Savagery, Part 3

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Into Savagery, Part 4

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Into Savagery, Part 5

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Into Savagery, Part 6

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Into Savagery, Part 7

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Into Savagery, Part 8

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Into Savagery, Part 9

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Into Savagery, Part 10

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Into Savagery

          
        
          
	          Tribal: The Girl From The Bush

          
        
          
	          Tribal: Den of The Goddess

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Wicked Alchemy

          
        
          
	          Wicked Alchemy, Book One

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Amazon & The Mage

          
        
          
	          Dark Penance

          
        
          
	          Student Craze

          
        
          
	          Genevieve & The Xmas Party Crashers

          
        
          
	          A Mother & Son's Intimate New Year's Eve

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Also By L. B. Waller

Project Lilith | Part 1 | By L. B. Waller

Project Lilith | Part 2 | By L. B. Waller

Project Lilith | Part 3 | By L. B. Waller

Project Lilith | Part 4 | By L. B. Waller

Project Lilith | Part 5 | By L. B. Waller

Project Lilith | Part 6 | By L. B. Waller

Project Lilith | Part 7 | By L. B. Waller

Sign up for L. B. Waller's Mailing List

Further Reading: Dark Penance

Also By L. B. Waller

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Project Lilith
Part 1
By L. B. Waller
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David sprinted through the cold, metallic corridors, his heart hammering against his ribs like a caged beast desperate for freedom. The labyrinthine layout of the underground laboratory seemed to shift and twist around him, as if the walls themselves were mocking his attempt at escape. Sweat beaded on his brow, mingling with the fear that clung to him like a second skin. 

"Bastards!" He spat the word with venomous fury, glancing up at the unblinking eyes of the cameras that stared down from the ceiling. 

The memory of his fellow interns' grisly fate played on a macabre loop in his mind, their initial lustful aggression turning to despair as the creature claimed them. He had watched in horror as the two men, driven mad with desire, had thrown themselves upon her, only to be drained of their very essence, left as limp, lifeless piles of flesh.

And now, she was after him. Lilith, the embodiment of his darkest, most primal desires. Despite the terror clawing at his insides, he couldn't ignore the traitorous throb in his pants. It was as if she had some sort of power over him, even from a distance. He knew he should be running as fast as he could, but his body seemed to have other ideas. His breaths grew ragged, his legs threatening to give out under the weight of his panic. He had signed up for extra cash, not to become the plaything of some twisted experiment. He had to get out, had to warn someone of what was happening down here. The thought of being consumed by that... that thing filled him with dread, yet his erection only grew more insistent, a betrayal he could not understand.

"Damn it!" He grunted, the friction of his glans against the fabric of his lab pants growing unbearable. 

With a trembling hand, he reached down and unzipped them, freeing his rigid member. The cool air of the corridor washed over him, bringing with it a momentary reprieve from the torment. He took a deep breath, trying to clear his head. 

"Why won't it go down?" He murmured, his thoughts a tumultuous mess. "I never even... never let it touch me!" Yet, the creature's influence was more pervasive than he could have imagined. 

Her pheromones had infiltrated the very air, a silent siren's call that resonated within the deepest, most primal part of his being. He took a tentative step, the newfound freedom from his pants allowing him to move more swiftly, though the slap of his erection against his belly only served to remind him of his plight. His mind raced with the tantalizing image of Lilith's crimson lips wrapped around his cock, her sultry moans echoing through his thoughts. 

"Don't think about it!" He hissed, fisting his hair in a futile attempt to regain control. But the sound of her seductive voice grew louder in his ears, beckoning him back to her lair. He couldn't shake the thought of her oily, pale, naked form, the way she seemed to glide through the air with an otherworldly grace that defied description. 

"Damn it, she's a monster!" He shouted, hoping to drown out the siren's call with the sound of his own voice.

He rounded another corner, the mechanical door hissing open before him like the entrance to hell itself, revealing a vast, open chamber that stretched out into the distance the size of a basketball court. The floor was a bizarre concoction of some sort of spongy material, swallowing the sound of his steps as he cautiously made his way into the cavernous space. It was like stepping onto a giant, padded mattress, and the sensation was eerily disconcerting. 

"What the fuck is this place?" He whispered to himself, his eyes scanning the area for any sign of escape. 

The walls were smooth and unblemished, offering no hint of a doorway or passage. His cock throbbed painfully, the need for release a maddening symphony in his head. With a gasp, he realized the moans of ecstasy were growing louder, the vibrations of her voice resonating through the very air around him. 

"Fuck!" He moaned, his hand involuntarily reaching down to stroke himself. 

The sensation was exquisite, a stark contrast to the cold, sterile environment that surrounded him. He tried to ignore it, to keep moving, but his body seemed to have a will of its own. 

"No, no, no!" He chanted, his voice growing weaker with each passing second. 

He stumbled towards the walls, his eyes wild with fear as he searched for an exit that seemed to be shrinking away from him with each passing moment.With none in sight, David's panic grew into a raging inferno that consumed him. He slammed his fist into the cold metal wall, the sound echoing through the chamber like a gunshot. The pain barely registered as the arousal continued to build within him. 

"What the fuck have they done to me?" He murmured, his eyes drifting down to his thick, swollen member, which pointed accusingly towards the ceiling. 

The very air around him seemed to thicken with Lilith's scent, a heady aroma of desire that made his knees wobble. As if summoned by his thoughts, the doors to the chamber hissed open, and there she was. Project Lilith, in all her terrifying manufactured beauty, glided into the room. Her faceless visage was a canvas for his desperation, her crimson smile taunting him as she moved with a predatory grace. David's heart raced, his thoughts a blur of fear and lust. He watched, transfixed, as she approached, her bound arms flexing slightly, the dangling metal chains jangling like windchimes. 

"You... you're not going to get me," He said, though his voice was a tremulous whisper. 

Her breath was hungry, making her bosom rise and fall invitingly. Despite the absence of eyes, it was as if she could see him, her gaze piercing his soul. She sailed through the air with a grace that defied her shackled form, each step deliberate and predatory. The chains of her restraint harness sang a metallic serenade with every movement, a symphony of seduction that seemed to echo through the very marrow of David's bones. 

"Found you," she crooned, her voice a velvety caress that seemed to stroke his very essence, "My dear, sweet pet."

Her crimson smile grew wider as she drew closer, her hips swaying hypnotically, casting a spell with every swing of her voluptuous form. Her breasts, those gravity-defying orbs of temptation, jiggled with each step, sending waves of arousal crashing over him like a tsunami. 

"Ohh, you smell divine!" she exclaimed, her breath warm and moist as it caressed his neck, "So sweet. So decadent. You're not like the others." Her words wrapped around him like a lover's embrace, tightening their grip on his sanity. "Your scent," she whispered, "It's intoxicating. It calls to me."

As she crept closer, her bound arms stretched tautly behind her, Lilith's smile grew more pronounced, her teeth gleaming in the stark lab lights. She tilted her head slightly, inhaling the scent of his fear and desire.

"You quiver before me, pet," she cooed, her breath hot against his neck, "Yet, your scent tells me you're not so much afraid as you are... excited." She leaned in, her breasts pressing against him, their weight and warmth a stark contrast to the cold metal wall at his back.

Her lips brushed against his ear, a soft whisper that sent shivers down his spine. 

"Why so shy?" she purred, "Your body speaks so loudly for you, betraying your true feelings." She leaned back, her gaze, though unseen, bore into him. "Your name, pet?" she asked, her voice a seductive purr, "Let me know who I'm playing with." Her tongue darted out, tracing the line of his jaw, the sensation sending a bolt of lightning straight to his cock. "I've had my fill of others," she assured, her tone a sweet lie, "But I always save the best for last." Her mouth found his, her kiss a fiery brand that seemed to melt his resistance away.

"David," David stammered his own name feeling as though he'd surrendered more than just a word. 

Her mouth was indescribable, a warm, wet sanctuary that promised untold pleasure. Her saliva was sweet as syrup, and her tongue moved with the finesse of a serpent charming its prey. As she pulled away, David felt as if he'd been robbed of the very air he breathed. Her crimson smile was a knowing expression, a silent declaration of victory. 

"Such a lovely name, pet," she cooed, her voice a symphony of temptation. 

She stepped back with a wickedly coy smile, giving him space to breathe, yet it felt like a prison of his own making. Her gaze, through nonexistent eyes, bore into him with a hunger that seemed to devour his very will. She gracefully dropped to her knees, the chains of her metal harness jingling like the keys to a gilded cage. 

"Come, David," she beckoned, her mouth open wide, her tongue a tantalizing invitation, "Relieve yourself with me." The scent of her arousal grew stronger, a heady bouquet that filled the chamber, thick and potent. 

David's cock strained towards her, begging for the relief she offered, yet fear still held him in its icy grip. 

"Use me, David," she urged, her voice a songl that echoed through his very soul, "I'll make you feel so much better." She leaned in, her tongue flicking out to tease the tip of his engorged member, the barest touch sending a shockwave of pleasure through his body. "Don't hold back," she whispered, "Give yourself to me."

Despite the overwhelming need to come, David found himself whimpering, his body trembling uncontrollably. 

"I-I can't," he managed, his voice barely above a whisper. "I'm scared. Scared you'll just... kill me like you did the others." His eyes searched her eyeless face, looking for some shred of mercy or understanding in the unyielding emptiness.

Lilith's smile faltered, her faceless expression seeming to contort into a pout. 

"Kill you? Like the others?" she questioned, her voice a melodious purr that seemed almost hurt. "I have done no such thing, my sweet. I merely took what they offered." She leaned back slightly, her chains clinking in the silence. "They live," she assured him, "Though they may not be themselves for quite some time." Her tongue darted out, tasting the air, "Your fear is delicious, but unnecessary." 

“You’re lying,” David stammered, “I know you’re just saying that to bait me.” 

"Are my holes so dreadful?" she chuckled, the sound a symphony of dark amusement, "Very well, pet. But you're so pent up. Your desire is so very ripe and ready to burst!" As she spoke, his cock spasmed in response, a gob of precum shooting out and landing directly on her waiting tongue. "Mmmh!" she purred, savoring the taste. "See? You can barely hold on."

Her body undulated in a mesmerizing dance, the chains of her restraint jingling in a seductive tune. She offered him her breasts, those plump, gravity-defying mounds that seemed to beckon him with their very presence. 

"Here," she said, her voice a silky invitation, "Since you're so fearful of my holes, why not relieve yourself with these instead?" Her smile was coquettish, a promise of pure, unbridled passion. 

Her offer was tempting, an alluring bargain that resonated in his core. She was bound, her arms immobile, making the act seem almost... safe. 

"Go on," Lilith urged, her full breasts quivering with anticipation, "Your fear is so... endearing. But you don't have to be afraid."

David's trembling hands reached out, his fingers brushing against the slick, soft flesh of Lilith's breasts. Her skin felt like warm velvet, and she moaned sweetly at his touch. 

"Yes, pet," she whispered, "See? This part of me can't possibly cause you any harm, can it?" Her deep, inviting cleavage seemed to call to him, begging for his attention. His breath hitched in his throat as he stared into the abyss of her chest, the fear slowly giving way to an overwhelming need.

With a quivering sigh, David bent his knees and positioned his throbbing cock in the deep valley of her breasts. The sensation was unlike anything he'd ever felt before. Her skin was a perfect, lubricating embrace, and he groaned as he pushed himself deeper into her softness. 

"W-what the hell!" he stammered, "W-why... H-how does this feel so g-good? It's even better than a pussy!"

"That's it, pet," Lilith crooned, her eyes unseen but somehow still burning into his soul, "Use me. Take what you need. My flesh is here for you." Her voice was a velvety purr, a sweet release from the cacophony of fear and lust that had been his constant companions since he'd entered her chamber. 

As he began to fuck her tits, her body arched back, pushing her breasts further into his eager grasp. 

"Your passion is intoxicating," she murmured, her breath hot against his neck, "So much better than theirs."

Her faceless visage remained a mystery, yet David felt as though she could see the very essence of his being, the raw need that surged through him with every thrust. Her breasts enveloped his cock, her body moving with the rhythm he set, her moans growing louder and more urgent. 

"Harder," she encouraged, her voice a siren's call that sent shockwaves of pleasure through his body, "Take it all out on my flesh. Claim it!  Make it feel your need!"

David's hips stuttered in their rhythm, his thrusts growing erratic as the impossible pleasure crested like a tidal wave. The slick warmth of Lilith's breasts molded around him with unnatural perfection—no friction, no resistance, just liquid heat that seemed to pull the orgasm from his very core. His balls tightened violently, swelling to an almost comical size beneath him, veins bulging as pressurized cum churned like molten steel in a forge. 

Then—release. 

A guttural roar tore from his throat as the first rope shot out with enough force to splatter against the ceiling, thick as batter and pearlescent in the sterile light. Lilith's moans crescendoed into delighted laughter as the subsequent pulses painted her chin, collarbones, and the valley of her cleavage in glistening streaks. The volume was obscene—enough to drip down her oil-slick skin in rivulets, pooling in the hollow of her throat. David's vision whited out, knees buckling as euphoria wracked him in waves, his cock still twitching against her even as his hips jerked helplessly through the aftershocks. 

"Fuck—fuck!" he sobbed, fingers clawing into her flesh as if she were the only anchor in a storm of sensation.

David collapsed onto the spongy floor, his body shuddering as if struck by lightning. His cock remained achingly hard, twitching against his abdomen like a live wire, glistening with his own cum and the slick remnants of Lilith’s unnatural embrace. She loomed over him, her faceless visage tilted in mock sympathy, her tongue—longer than any human’s, sinuous and dripping—lapping lazily at the streaks of seed on her collarbone. The excess seemed to vanish into her oily skin, absorbed like rain into parched earth. 

"Delicious, pet," she sighed, the words curling around him like smoke. "See? Not dead. Not even close." 

His breath came in ragged gulps. "Why—why the fuck am I still hard?" he gasped, hands clutching at his thighs as another wave of need crested, sharper than before. "God, it hurts—worse than—" 

"Poor thing," Lilith crooned, her voice a velvet trap. She didn’t move closer, letting him drown in the sight of her: breasts swaying with each breath, nipples pebbled and glistening, the curve of her waist leading down to hips that rolled with predatory grace. Then, slow as a falling leaf, she sank to her knees between his splayed legs. Her spine arched, pressing those impossible breasts against his calves as she lowered her head—cheek first—against the throbbing length of him. The cool slickness of her skin was a balm and a brand. 

"If you’re still in pain," she murmured, her breath hot against his twitching shaft, "why not use me to... fix it?" 

His gaze snapped to her ass, a massive heart shape raised high in the air like an offering—plump, round, glistening with the same oily sheen as the rest of her. The sight alone made his cock jerk, precum beading at the tip. Her
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