
        
            [image: cover]
        


Nicole’s Beastiary

By Nicole Draylock

 


Copyright 2014 Nicole Draylock

 


This e-book is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This e-book may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite
eBook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author. This work contains content of an
extremely graphic nature. All characters in this work are 18 or
over. This is a work of fiction intended for adults 18 and over
only.

This is an anthology of several of Nicole’s
stories that include stories of the supernatural, and mythical
creatures. Included are 11 of the naughtiest stories in Nicole’s
collection including:

Branded by the Horned One

Demon Bred

Demon Mage

Dragon’s Mistress

Fangs in the Night

Gift of the Beast

Lusty Little Leprechaun

Mother of Anubis

Priestess of the Serpent

Wolf Queen

Wyvern Hall

 


Branded by the Horned One

Dreams

Leah woke from the dream shivering. It was
the third night in a row that the creature had visited her in her
dreams, whispering secrets in her ear, and caressing her body such
that even upon waking she could feel his warm hands upon her. It
was unnerving to say the least to feel her body shaking in silent
release brought on by nothing more than the specter of an inhuman
lover.

It was hard to imagine that not only was she
experiencing these lurid dreams, but that the same dream happened
night after night. Leah wasn’t prone to sexual dreams and never had
been. She wasn’t staid, but quite the opposite, having been quite
comfortable with relieving any sexual tensions that might drive her
subconscious mind to visit her with such images. She also found it
odd that the creature that visited her was not a man, or even a
woman, but rather something that would drive a spike of fear into
the “god fearing” types that she had grown up with.

The creature looked like a man for the most
part. He was of a slender build, and did not appear physically
powerful, yet his actions often demonstrated the error of this
assessment. His long black hair was unkempt in a way that many men
would strive for, but that Leah believed to be simply natural. The
thing that made him stand out was that atop his beautiful head was
a pair of curled horns that were ridged like those of some great
ram.

While each dream had been different in action
and setting, he had yet to do more than caress her body, and
whisper in her ear some message that in her dream state seemed
quite important but that upon awakening she could never remember.
Still, she felt as though his actions were a promise of some sort
even when she was waking and she couldn’t get his image out of her
mind.

The shivering need that filled her demanded
her attention now, and before rising to begin her day she slid a
delicate finger into smoldering sex to finish what the dream had
started. She had been too startled by the dream to make good use of
her aroused state the previous mornings, but today her arousal
outweighed her surprise. In moments her quivering loins shook and
quaked in a growing passion that was more intense than she could
have imagined possible from simply running a finger between her wet
labia over and over again.

Leah’s breathing grew more and more erratic,
and her willful caresses became more and more excited as she
continued to work her fingers deeper into her body, in her mind
seeing her zoomorphic lover penetrating her body with a phallus
that looked nothing like a man’s. Even as her mind’s eye visualized
this invasion, her body shook with the tremors of orgasm, and for a
moment, she felt as though the imagined phallus was truly entering
her, heightening her release.

Afterward, Leah lay still, her breathing
slowly returning to normal. She pondered what had just occurred. As
a student of anthropology she could not quite place the being as
coming directly from her studies and appearing in her dreams but,
she decided, he might well me a compilation of several horned gods
that were revered in her particular area of expertise. She was only
a month from graduating with her PhD, her course of study the
religious iconography of ancient Mesopotamian deity figures, and
the stresses of finishing her studies could have brought on this
dream as a form of release from the rigors of her current work.

Having easily put that theory in a box, and
drawn her conclusions, Leah rose and showered ready to face another
day. Some strange dreams and ideas were not unexpected when one was
finalizing a major achievement like this. Within an hour she was on
her way to the university library, bent on gleaning the wisdom of
those that had come before once more before sitting in to work on
her dissertation once again.

She was sitting quietly in the reference
section reading about the ancient Sumerian creator god Enki when
she noticed it. The tiny photo of an ancient woodcut depicting the
god was a perfect representation of her dream lover. Searching her
memory, she could not remember ever having seen this particular
photo before. Perhaps she just hadn’t been consciously aware of it,
she reasoned, and went back to studying the preserved myths and
lore of a god. He predated the Jewish exodus of Babylon by many
centuries, and in addition to being considered the primary creator
god by those that worshiped him, he was known as a god of magic and
sexuality.

Leah had focused so much of her research on
the goddesses that while she had studied Enki’s consort Inanna, and
her temple at Uruk in detail, she’d never given much thought to the
male half of the pair. It only took a moment to find additional
resources on this once supreme god of the Earth, and while some of
those sources were fairly tame a couple of authors had dug deeper
and discovered a rather lurid aspect of this creature. His semen
for instance was the very life force of the universe in the
legends, and from it the world was given breath. Man and animal
alike were the literal seed of his loins, and it was the source of
magic.

It was quite a fascinating legend but the
dream was fading now as dreams do, having served whatever purpose
upon the psyche, and Leah reluctantly forced her mind back to the
research that was the cornerstone of her dissertation. By the time
she left the library that day the dream was already just a distant
memory without power over her consciousness any longer.

By the time Leah went to bed that night, she
hardly even remembered the dream. She was mentally exhausted from
working all day on the dissertation, and she looked forward to the
final presentation that would lead her into the future. She just
needed a good edit now, and the work that had consumed her for more
than two years would be a thing of the past, letting her move on as
a professional anthropologist.

From the moment the dream began this night
she recognized it as the same, and yet also something quite
different. The being knelt upon a hard stone floor in which was
inscribed a most unusual symbol perhaps eight feet in diameter. It
was a circle inside which were what appeared to be two eyes
spanning the diameter at ninety degree angles to one another. Along
the diagonals were wavy lines, in threes going in each direction.
She recognized the symbol as belonging to a number of cultures, and
representing the wheel of time, or seasons, and sometimes merely to
represent the universe, but she had never seen it drawn quite like
this. His head was down, as though lost in thought until she
stepped into the area of the circle.

As his head snapped up, he looked her
directly in the eye. “Know me” she heard in her mind as clearly as
if he had spoken, yet his lips had not moved. She was thinking that
he had indeed “known her” at least in her dreams, but realized that
while they had certainly been intimate to a degree, he had not made
love to her. It had been a lover’s touch certainly, but never
consummated. In the moment as she reasoned this through he had
disappeared from before her, and was now at her back, pressing
himself against her. She was not surprised to find that she was
naked, and could feel his pulsing organ pressed between them. He
made no effort to penetrate her, even though his touch ignited her
need and made her desire nothing more than to join with him.

His voice in her ear was foreign, the tongue
unknown to her, yet he repeated the words over and over. A short
verse it seemed. It felt to her as if he wanted her to memorize the
phrase. It was not easy to say, but as he repeated it over and over
hundreds of times she began to memorize the words though she had no
idea of their meaning. “Belu anaka zakaru atta. Anaku sasu tamahu
amta” the creature repeated time and again, and soon Leah found
herself chanting along with him.

She had no idea of how long the dream had
lasted, but she awoke, shivering with pleasure at his touch, which
had grown more and more intimated as she mastered the words he
wished her to learn. Her body was still responding to his dream
touch as she came fully awake, and her back arched as she convulsed
in orgasm. It was incredible to think that she had experienced an
orgasm without her own or another’s touch. The dream alone had
triggered a spontaneous release.

Getting up quickly once her pleasure wracked
body allowed, she tried to shake off the dream once more. “I think
I need a break” she said aloud to the empty room. The connection
between her research and the dream suggested to her that she was
simply working too hard, and needed to take a day off. Perhaps her
release was her body’s way of telling her that she needed a good
lay.

 


Professor Tanner

She left campus that afternoon intent upon
easing her frustrations. Typically she found that easy enough to
do. Men were like dogs, let them know you were in heat and they’d
line up for a chance to breed. Leah had never understood the
idiotic games most women played. Men liked directness. She was not
overbearing, but once she had decided someone was worth letting in
her panties, there were no games. Her approach even worked with
women, though she usually went for men. It was a simple thing for
her, particularly since she was essentially married to her work.
She went out for the sole purpose of getting laid, and the quicker
she got down to business the better.

The last time she’d decided to go on “the
hunt”, she’d walked into a bar, saw a rather attractive man setting
at a table and went straight to it. “I am looking for a good time
tonight” she’d said, sitting down at the table without asking.

The man had looked rather shocked, and
nervous, and she was about to get up and move on, thinking that
perhaps he was either too shy or too gay for her purposes, when a
female voice behind her said “excuse me?”

Realizing that in her zeal to get laid, she
had just propositioned a taken man, she stood and turned to the
woman, who was a tall leggy blonde that had an appeal all her own.
“I’m sorry; I didn’t realize he was claimed. I understand if you
don’t wish to share him” she’d said winking and licking her
lips.

The woman had smiled at that, and after a
careful once over of Leah’s lithe form said “well, I might be
willing to share him, but I doubt he can handle us both.”

“He wouldn’t mind trying” the man said,
making both women laugh.

Five minutes after walking into the bar,
she’d walked out with the man on one arm, and the blonde on the
other. It had been a fun evening, night, and morning. The blonde
had been more agile than she appeared at first and was more than
willing to please. She could only hope that tonight would go as
well.

She liked to get out of town and away from
the university to go on the prowl, not wanting to get the rumor
mill running wild. She didn’t really care what people thought,
unless it might impact her future, and unfortunately some of the
more parochial of her dissertation board might take offense at what
she considered a healthy sex life. Her favorite club was at the
state line, about thirty miles from the city. It was a clean joint,
not too upscale, but not a dive either, and there was seldom anyone
there that could recognize her. Occasionally she would see a face
she recognized from a class, or around the campus, but even then
she doubted whether they recognized her. At school she dressed as
though ready to jump a plane and go on a dig at a moment’s notice,
but when she went to the club, she dressed like a party girl, short
dress, high heels, and all the right trimmings. Sometimes, looking
in the mirror before heading out, she would smile at the chameleon
staring back at her.

Tonight she was taking her time. There wasn’t
a very large crowd when she arrived, and she wasn’t in a rush to
“go for the kill”. She found a table, and sat back to see what
would happen; sometimes she liked to let them come to her, and let
the boldest win the prize. Tonight might have been one of those
nights, but fate seemed to intervene. She’d just settled in and
ordered herself a drink when a man she knew very well walked up and
asked to join her. Professor Tanner was on her dissertation
board.

“Yes sir, please do” she said, suddenly
on edge. This was like something from a nightmare. Professor Tanner
wasn’t what one normally thinks of when the words “senior professor
of anthropology” was spoken. For one thing, he was younger than
most, being perhaps in his late forties, and he was hot. He taught
at the university one semester per year, and spent the rest at some
dig or another in the Fertile Crescent. He’d “made it” at a much
younger age than most by virtue of astoundingly good luck and a
mind sharp enough to capitalize on his findings.

Sitting down, the professor that every female
undergrad she knew would spread her legs for in flash, he looked
her over intently. “Leah, don’t let me interrupt your evening” he
said, clearly indicating that he understood what she was here
for.

Smiling at him, she answered “I can tame the
beast anytime.” He knew what she was up too and there wasn’t any
point on denying it. Besides, he was here as well, and though he
still dressed like he was on a dig, the dungarees were more than a
little flattering on such an example of masculinity.

“I bet you can” he replied with a
flirtatious smile. Leah could hardly miss his appraising look and
realized that he was here much for the same purpose as her. She
wasn’t worried about her dissertation, but it couldn’t hurt to buy
a little good favor if, particularly with someone as handsome as
Professor Tanner.

“I suppose it would be unethical to
suggest we could tame that particular beast together?” she asked
coyly, wondering how he would respond.

“I am not your Professor, at least not
this year. And I’ve seen your research work for your dissertation;
it can stand on its own. I suppose the only thing either of us
stands to gain from such a liaison would be a night of mutual
pleasure” he said confidently. “Please call me Tim.”

Leah was surprised and pleased that he had
already viewed her research. Most dissertation proposals were not
exactly poured over by the entire committee, but summed up by the
advisor who often as not read only the abstract, before relegating
the proposal to some dusty corner of their office. “Well Tim, shall
we get out of here? I didn’t come here for the idle banter” she
said smiling like a hyena over a fresh kill.

Rising Tim offered his hand, and led her to
the door. “I’ve got a place a few miles on up the road. We can
leave your car here if you like, and I’ll bring you back here in
the morning” he told her. Leah would have preferred to have her own
car, as she generally only stayed with a conquest until their lust
was sated, but he was not her normal conquest. As she climbed into
his jeep, she couldn’t help but wish all the young girls in the
department could see her now.

Once he’d turned out on the highway, he
attempted to make some small talk, but his attempt was foiled when
she leaned over in the seat and lowered the zipper on his kakis. He
didn’t say anything at all, as she reached in and pulled out his
flaccid cock, which was impressive even by her standards. Leah was
thrilled to see that it was a big handful and was expanding
magnificently as she stroked it lightly. Turning slightly in the
seat, she put her head down in his lap and began to lick the tip,
increasing the pace of expansion significantly. She was sure that
it was over eight inches long and very thick by the time she opened
her mouth, and took the head in to suckle.

Tim was driving normally, very much in
control of himself as she began to lower her head further, letting
his shaft slide between her wet lips. “I always knew you were the
kind of woman that gets things done” he murmured as he placed a
hand on the back of her head and pushed it down, making her take
much more of his shaft quickly. She hoped he wouldn’t cum too soon,
as she wanted to take her time and enjoy him for hours. A few
minutes later, he brought the vehicle to a stop and killed the
engine, but made no move to stop her as she sucked the majority of
his long shaft deep in her throat. “You are a talented woman” he
said. “Let’s go inside and see what other talents you have.”

Letting his wonderful cock slip from her
mouth she looked up and was surprised by the simple yet beautiful
cottage style home in front of the jeep. As she got out of the
vehicle, she could see that they had driven up the mountain, and
could see the lights of small communities all over the valley below
for miles. It was a gorgeous spot, and remote. She could have
admired the view under the stars until the sun came up, had not
more pressing matters consumed her.

Again her took her hand, and walked her to
his front door, letting them both in. He turned on a lamp, and they
walked together to his couch. She turned and started to kiss him,
but he held her at bay. Confused, she looked at him questioningly.
“I would like to know what you are into before we play” he said,
the question returned.

“What particular perversion are you
into?” she asked, realizing that if he was asking he was looking
for something more than a quick shag.

“I don’t know that it’s a perversion,
but I spend a lot of my year in places where the women are a bit
less…independent than they are here. I guess one could say I’m
spoiled” he told her.

It made sense now. He liked to be in control,
and that was fine with her. She could and had played about every
conceivable roll in her relationships. “You want me to struggle
while you force me, or are you looking for more of a hesitant but
willing conquest?” she asked directly.

For a moment he seemed undecided. “Both sound
fun, but how about you play my willing sub for this
night…hesitation is optional.”

She laughed softly for just a moment, and
then her expression changed to one of demure obedience in an
instant. Dropping to her knees she looked up at him. “How may I
service you tonight master?” she said.

Tim was pleased, and removing his clothing
with practiced ease, sat on the couch in front of her. “Why don’t
you get out that dress and come see if you can’t swallow this whole
thing?” He said, slowly stroking his long thick shaft.

Leah slid out her dress, leaving her in an
open cup demi that showed her full breasts and hardened nipples to
any who wanted to look, and a matching black thong that disappeared
invitingly between her well-formed buttocks. She considered
slipping the rest, but he had specified the dress, so she kept the
remainder. Walking over to him on her knees, she waited as he
scooped up all of her long dark tresses in one hand, and pulled her
head down to his waiting cock. From his grip it was clear he meant
to fuck her mouth and roughly.

“Use this slut’s mouth master” she
whispered, pleased to see his cock twitch in anticipation. Pulling
her forward, he fed her his thick cock, inch by inch, forcing his
way down deep into her throat until she gagged and still he drove
her to take more. Using her hair as a handle he pulled her up just
long enough to draw a partial breath before forcing her to take it
all again. Over and over he rammed his cock deep in her throat, and
she discovered she loved it. She’d never had anyone use her this
roughly and wondered where this would go next. Normally she was the
aggressor, being more than a little intimidating in her
forwardness, but Tim was older and more worldly, and did as he
pleased.

Finally, he pulled her head of his cock,
dragging her by her hair up on to him. In the blink of an eye he
had one of her big nipples in his mouth, and to her shock, he bit
it hard. Leah cried out, having never been treated so roughly. The
more she squirmed and complained, the harder he bit until she was
worried that he would actually break her skin and draw blood. When
finally, he stopped rending her tender flesh between his teeth she
discovered it actually hurt worse after he released the pressure,
and she would have cried had he not immediately bit down on the
other. Even as he caused her more pain than any lover since she’d
lost her virginity, she felt him remove her bra, and peel down her
little thong. Reaching over her bottom, he moved cupped her sex
from behind making her rise against his teeth as he slid a thick
digit into her cunt. She nearly moaned with pleasure at this, but
the contact was too brief. Pulling his thick finger out of her wet
cunt, he pushed it roughly into her ass, making her squeal once
again. Leah was not exactly a stranger to anal sex, but if he was
as rough at this as everything else, she imagined she would have
trouble walking or sitting tomorrow. It never occurred to her to
stop him; she had given herself over completely to her role.

Rolling her off of him as he released her
bruised nipple, he stood. “Present that ass to me slut” he ordered,
and Leah found herself completely turned on by the compulsion that
she felt to do as he instructed. It was new and different, and she
loved it, pain or no. Quickly rolling over onto her knees, she
placed her face and chest on the cushion, and grasped the backs of
her legs in as submissive a pose as she could contrive.

The feel of his hand caressing her ass was
pleasant, but when it suddenly lifted and came down hard, her
breath rushed out in a whoosh of surprise. She had never been
spanked, at least not during sex, and while it stung she realized
that there was something kinky and exciting in it as well. He
struck her ass firmly several times more before she felt him settle
in behind her, clearly preparing to fuck her.

Leah had thought he meant to have her ass
first, and was bracing for that very act, but he slid this fat cock
up into her cunt in a serious of short powerful strokes before
drawing his full length back and thrusting slowly and in long
strokes for several minutes. She was unused to such a languid and
pleasant pace, but that was all about to change. Just as she was
building to what promised to be a most powerful orgasm, he pulled
completely free, and his thick rigid head breeched her tight anal
ring in one push that made her cry out in pain. “Oh god” she moaned
as he held for a moment, and then whimpered incoherently as he
began working his shaft into her tight ass as brutally as he had
fucked her mouth.

“Oh master, please, it hurts” she
moaned, only half acting as he drilled his shaft in her bottom. It
was something beyond her understanding, but she felt as if she was
outside herself watching the violation of her body and to her
shock, getting off on it. Had someone suggested to her that such
rough treatment would have been her thing, even a few hours
earlier, she would have scoffed. She’d been the dominant partner in
most of her encounters and the few where she’d played the timid
lass had never gone to this extreme. Later she would never know if
that interlude has been minutes or hours but at some point in the
violent sodomy her cries of protest turned to euphoric cries of
pleasure and seconds before she felt his pulsing organ spray into
her ass she was begging him to “fuck my ass harder!”

Tim pulled his cock from her ass and sat down
beside her, pulling her into his arms most lovingly and holding her
while her splintered psyche came to grips with the intensity of
their play. She’d never experienced such a moment, and it left her
feeling confused. The searing pain and torment of the rough
treatment was almost precisely mirrored by a pleasure that she
could hardly define. Not even certain what to feel, she simply shut
down emotionally, and let him hold her.

For his part, Tim had seen this before, and
knew exactly what would bring her out of her stupor. He was already
stroking her breasts and running his hands over her sexually,
waiting on that period of heightened sensitivity to pass so that he
could begin show her how much better sex would be for her in the
aftermath of such an experience. When his hand slid between her
legs, she reflexively opened them for him, unable to imagine
resisting him now. As he slowly and gently fingered her, he could
measure her pleasure and readiness quite effectively from the
amount of moisture in her dripping cunt. Most women took a good
deal of time to recover from being used as he had done her, but
Leah was virtually ready for him from the first touch.

“It’s time” he whispered in her ear as
he eased her onto her back on the couch. Leah had no idea what he
meant but as he rose over her, she spread her legs in reflexive
need to offer herself to him. Taking her offer, he eased his cock
into her wet and willing cunt fucking her as gently now as he had
earlier used her roughly. The effect was almost immediate, as Leah
began to moan and grasp at him, urging him to go harder and faster
even as her own pleasure sounds grew rapidly to a fervent pitch.
“Oh, oh, fuck me harder! Please fuck me!” she begged over and over
again, but he took his time sliding his cock in and out of her in
long slow gentle strokes. Her claws dug into her back as she came,
shrieking like a mad woman.

Leah had never in her life cum this hard. Her
entire body seized, going so rigid she feared she might be
paralyzed and a wave of lightheadedness passed over her. Tim just
kept his slow easy pace and carried on. As one orgasmic release
passed, another took its place time and again. Finally, after
having at least twenty such peaks, she felt him spurt into her
womb, filling her with his seed. He lay atop her for a long time,
his cock soaking her their combined juices, as each made effort to
recover. When finally he arose, he looked even more sexually
inviting than before, and Leah wished he would take her again, in
any way he wished, just to the experience would not end.

Reaching out a hand, he helped her to her
feet, but her exhaustion was so complete that she nearly fell even
as she came upright. Her legs didn’t seem to want to work correctly
but before she could collapse, Tim had scooped her up into his
arms, and was carrying her through the cottage. She couldn’t
believe that he would have such energy after all he had done, but
he easily carried her through a door into his bed room and lay her
down on the bed. Climbing in beside her, they spooned, and she
could feel his still wet cock pressed against her crack. Neither
moved, and both began fading off to sleep. Just before she passed
out, Leah heard him murmur “I’ll have that ass once again before I
take you home” which made her shiver in anticipation.

The sun was just peaking over the horizon
when Leah awoke to feel a hard organ pressed against her sore
little pucker. Tim’s fingers were digging into her slit roughly,
but his approach was still far gentler than he had been the night
before. As his cock head broke through her resistance he pumped her
tender bottom gently, keeping her excited with his fingers and his
tongue on the soft bits of her exposed neck. She hurt, perhaps as
much from what had come before as the treatment she now received,
but she had rarely felt so satisfied despite the pain that offering
her ass up to his rooting cock seemed to be the right thing to
do.

Based on the sun’s light filling the room, he
rutted in her ass for an hour that morning with very slowly
increasing vigor before he finally came, and Leah was rewarded to
her own surprise with a powerful cum that made her body quake in
new ways. Her anus being the focal point of her pleasure was
something new to her, and silently she thanked him for teaching her
so much about herself. She made a commitment then and there to
focus on older and more experienced lovers from now on.

When he was done, and the two of them were
done cleaning up, he said something strange. “You’re amazing. Not
only are you an incredible lover, but your mastery of spoken
Babylonian is amazing, though I don’t know that your pronunciation
is correct. Where on earth did you learn it?”

She looked at him as he he’d sprouted horns.
“I don’t speak Babylonian, or even read it. I know a few words by
sight, but that is all” she informed him.

Tim looked confused. “You told me to take you
when we awoke which lead to the sex we just had. You said it
clearly, at least clearly enough that I understood the words” he
said. “You said, master I invoke you, I call you to take this slave
girl, as plain as day in Babylonian.”

“I don’t have a clue how to say that”
she said, wondering what this was all about.

Tim spoke the words, and immediately Leah
blanched. She had repeated the words of her dream in her sleep
apparently. “I didn’t know that is what those words meant. I have
been dreaming about them a lot though” she said. “I just assumed I
was working too much and thus needed a break.”

Tim looked at her now in as much surprise as
she had him. “The tone and order of the words could be construed as
an incantation, or perhaps a summoning. I suppose they could be the
result of working too much on your research, but if you got them
from a book, it’s one I’ve never read.” Leah was taken aback. His
specialty was similar to hers, only his focus had been on the male
deities of the Mesopotamian peoples. Perhaps he had just missed it.
“Why don’t you tell me about this dream?” he asked.

Leah told him all about her dreams leaving
out no details, and Tim listened quietly. “I don’t know where you
heard all this, but that symbol you talk of is real, and even
though I took it as a sexy way to ask for another fuck, I think it
really may be a summoning ritual for Ea or Enki as some call him. I
think we should try it just for fun. Perhaps going through the
ritual would give you some insight into where you ran across this,
for I would desperately love to know more about it. Maybe we could
have dinner tonight and then try it out?” He asked.

“Professor Tanner, I think you just
want an excuse to fuck my tight little ass again” she said, smiling
at him.

“Well, if after we complete our
research we feel like celebrating with a little sex, that would be
ok, but this is only in the interests of science!” he said in mock
consternation.

There seemed so many layers to his
personality that Leah did indeed want to get to know him a little
better, so long as their relationship was a combination of
professional and sexual she didn’t mind. She wasn’t looking for an
emotional commitment. “Ok, but let’s meet here, I don’t want to get
any rumors started on campus this close to graduation” she
said.

He took her back to her car, and left her
after a quick kiss and less quick fondle of her body. He seemed the
possessive sort, she decided, and she wondered if she hadn’t made a
mistake, but she was as curious as he. If the dream was just from
overwork, that was good, but if it was something else perhaps
tonight would shed enough light on it to begin sorting out what her
subconscious was trying to tell her.

 


Ea

Leah had been wrestling with her own
decisions all day, but in the end she had agreed to meet him and go
through with this tonight, and she wasn’t one to go back on her
word. In the bright light of day the whole thing seemed silly.
Conducting an ancient ritual of subjugation to a deity of a culture
long since dead and gone which no doubt her stressed brain had
simply invented seemed to cope with the intensity of her recent
push to complete her degree. Still, there were things about herself
that she had discovered in the heat of lust last night that she
desperately wanted to understand, and it seemed to her that the
best way to approach any question was head on.

Despite, or perhaps because of her studies,
Leah was not a very religious person. The idea that she might
actually be communing with an ancient god in her dreams was so
ludicrous that if she had allowed herself to consider it, she would
have laughed. Either she was just overstressed, or her mind was
struggling to understand something that her consciousness had
missed. For the life of her, she couldn’t decide which was more
likely, as she had come to believe after her studies that many
times the supernatural occurrences that people described were
merely cases of their own subconscious attempting to illustrate
some point.

As she pulled up at Tim’s cabin and parked
her car, the one thing she knew for certain was that the tingling
excitement that fired through her loins was unusual. She clearly
had enjoyed her time with him, no matter how conflicted her mind
was on the issue. He walked out to greet her, looking as sexy as
ever, and her panties got wetter than a groupie at a rock concert.
Looking in the mirror she rolled her eyes at the silly girl staring
back at her, and got out of the car.

“Leah, I’m glad you made it. I’ll
confess I thought you might well not come. You don’t really seem
the type to enjoy our session last night” he said, putting her
biggest concern out on the table right away. She still didn’t
really understand how she felt about that, and now that it was out
in the open, she wondered that her dream had been what dominated
her thinking. From a psychological standpoint it was possible that
she had been avoiding the real issue she realized, and that just
muddied the waters even more.

“I really don’t know how to feel about
that” she said, opening up to him more than she intended. “To be
honest, it’s this damned dream that brought me back. I want to know
why I’m dreaming about some Babylonian god figure.”

“Not some Babylonian god figure, but
The Babylonian God figure. Certainly he wasn’t the only one, but Ea
was the creator god of their pantheon. You dream big girl” he said
with a wink. “Come in, I have something to show you” he said, his
demeanor changing so suddenly that she followed his now retreating
form without even giving it much thought.

He led her through his house to a beautiful
sun room overlooking a natural glade that formed where the two
mountains that bracketed his home met. It was such a gorgeous view
that at first she was so distracted that she missed the reason that
he had brought her to this room in the first place. When she
finally glanced down and saw the intricate chalk drawing upon the
floor, a jolt of recognition startled her. He had drawn, with what
appeared to be perfect precision, the symbol from her dream in
chalk upon the flags of the stone floored room. “That is amazing. I
feel almost certain that before my dream I had never seen that
symbol anywhere, but surely I have, for it is precisely what I saw”
she said, realizing something even more suggestive as she said it.
In her dream she had thought she was in some outdoor grotto, but
unless her mind was tricking her now she had been in this exact
room performing the simple ritual.

“Leah, I am not sure I should tell you
this, but until last I had never seen this symbol. It was only
recently unearthed on a dig, and no one has published anything
about it as yet. I am the one that found it this past summer and
I’m still working on the paper” he said, giving her a look that
suggested that he at least thought this was all too real. She
scoffed at this notion aloud, but she began to wonder, and even
worry. If it was real, should she be going through with this? In
other circumstances she might have walked away, but she found her
professional curiosity overwhelming. The sun was beginning to set,
and she had virtually nothing more to do than arrange the items she
had seen in the dream correctly and prepare herself for the ritual
to begin.

With each item she asked for, from candles to
an ornate incense burner, the sense that something more than
recreating a dream was happening here increased. Each item that he
brought her was exactly what she had seen in the dream, and the
entire exercise took on a surreal quality. When all was ready she
followed him to his kitchen, where they sat down for a meal before
returning to the sunroom.

On the way back, she glanced into what was
obviously his bedroom, and saw something that she couldn’t help but
comment on. “You plan to use those on me?” She asked with a grin,
noting the chains on his head board.

Tim flippantly turned to her and said “Oh, I
use those on all the coeds that I can seduce into my lair.”

Leah had never been too keen on being tied
up, but after last night, she reasoned that it might be fun to try
with Tim. She forgot about that, however, as soon as they returned
to the sunroom, now covered in darkness and lit only by a set of
candles that were stationed at various points around the circle. It
was the appointed time she realized and with a sheepish grin began
to strip. “I guess I shouldn’t feel too bashful about being naked
in front of you” she said.

Tim took her clothes, and made as if to sit
down in one corner. “I am pretty sure that in my dream I was alone;
except for him” she said, having not really considered what Tim
would do while she was chanting. She would have felt more
comfortable, she realized, with him in the room, but if they were
to recreate the ceremony precisely it could not be so.

Tim looked slightly disappointed, but smiled
anyway. “If he does show up, please convey that one of his biggest
fans is in the next room, and would love to meet him” he said as if
discussing some rock star.

Shaking her head in disbelief, she kissed his
cheek and walked into the circle. Once Tim had left, she knelt in
the position she had seen, imagining that Dr. Freud would have
loved to witness her foolishness, and realized that the position
was about as submissive as could be short of placing her cheek upon
the floor and sticking her bare bottom in the air. She considered
the words she was supposed to say and surprised herself by uttering
the syllables precisely as she heard them. They seemed to just flow
from her as if they were her native tongue.

As she chanted the words over and over, she
began to feel very foolish. It was silly to actually go through
this, she decided, but continued none the less. When, after several
minutes, she felt the arms of a man wrap around her, and the tip of
a large cock stroke through her slit, she looked over her shoulder
to tell Tim that his little joke wasn’t too funny and got the
biggest shock of her life. Her dream lover was real, she thought,
just as his throbbing organ found her tight cunt, and drove deep
inside her body.

For a split second, she thought of screaming
for Tim, though what he could do to save her at this moment was in
doubt. The horned creature was certainly nothing found in nature
today. She considered complaining, or trying to stop him, but
realized that she had literally been asking for this very thing as
she had chanted to him. As his long cock drove deeper and deeper
into her she realized that the sensation was unlike anything in her
experience, and it felt almost as though his cock was electrified.
Not enough to be painful, but enough to make her loins buzz in a
way that had her gasping for breath and shuddering in orgasm in
moments. It was hard to imagine a more brutal fucking, as the
horned god rammed her at a speed and with such force that no man
she’d known could come close to matching. While she knew she would
be bruised and battered, as his enormous phallus continued to slam
her cunt, she could not stop cumming.

Her whimpering must have brought her plight,
or pleasure as it were, to Tim’s attention, for suddenly she became
aware that he was in the room, staring in open mouthed shock. She
worried that Enki would be upset, but the creature said something
in Babylonian to the man, and with a sound of agreement, he knelt
before her his own cock rigid and in her face. She could feel
Enki’s hands upon her head, as he pushed her forward urging her to
take Tim’s cock. Enki might have been a god, but he apparently
wasn’t a jealous one. She opened her mouth and Tim slid his entire
shaft straight down her throat.

Normally, such a sudden deep penetration
would have made her gag, but the reflex seemed completely muted.
She felt dizzy, and the world spun in a surreal panorama of lust as
she had untold numbers of sensual explosions, each one coming right
after the last until she had no idea what was happening, other than
she was being used by two, and sometimes three cocks at once. She
had no idea why it felt as if a third was involved, but she was too
delirious to contemplate it. It seemed to last moments and then
again hours, but in the end she had no idea.

 


The Mark of Enki

It was still dark outside when Leah awoke,
wondering if it had all been a dream. Perhaps Tim had slipped her
some sort of hallucinogenic compound in her meal and it had took
her dreams and made them seem real. She was on his bed now, she
realized, and the chains that she had seen earlier were tied
tightly, almost painfully, around her wrists, making it impossible
to rise.

“Tim?” she called wondering where he
had gone. She looked around as best she could when she heard the
floor creak just outside the door. What she saw when he stepped
into the doorway made her reevaluate everything. Enki stood in the
doorway, taller than she had realized. His great ram’s horns nearly
brushing the door frame as he strode into the room.

“Tim is busy, and won’t be available
until the morning. I thought we should have this time alone” Enki
said.

Leah wasn’t sure what to say. She was having
a hard time comprehending that this was real, and wondered anew if
she was hallucinating. “Is Tim ok?” she asked, fervently hoping
that neither of them had gotten into something they would
regret.

Enki smiled. “I think he is going to be
alright, but sometimes my daughters are a lot for a human male to
manage. Still, he is well versed in the arts of love, so I think
they shall not harm him” he said. This comment made Leah even more
curious about what Tim was up to, but Enki gave her little time to
think about that. “It is time now for you to make your decision.
You have lain with me, and I have claimed you as my concubine. I
would have you as my high priestess instead, if you will accept my
mark and work toward restoring my place in your world.”

Little of this made sense to Leah. Her mind
reeled from the moment he had identified her as his concubine, and
she worried that indeed she had taken on more than she intended. “I
have my degree to finish and my career is…” she began.

Enki crossed the space between them, and
straddled her. “I and mine are your career now, but do not fear,
the work you have done led you to me, and through me you will
continue it. The only change will be that you will now have access
to resources and knowledge than none other will have. Your
colleague has already accepted the mark, and is now my high priest.
He will answer only to you if you accept, but he already enjoys the
privilege of that title as he is showered with the affections of my
ardent daughters” Enki said.

Leah was thinking furiously. She was
unconvinced of the reality of the situation. If it was a
hallucination, perhaps the best way out was to accept; on the other
hand, if it was not, she suddenly realized that she could rapidly
become the best in her field of expertise rather swiftly with the
first-hand knowledge she could gain. “So if I accept your proposal
I get information about my studies from the source, and the freedom
to work as long as I serve as your priestess?”

“Is that not what I have said? The
people of your time really are skeptical aren’t they?” he asked
rhetorically.

“The smart ones are, others, not so
much. So what if I reject your offer?” she asked,
curious.

“Then I will come to you and use you as
I have this night whenever it suits me while I seek another to be
my priestess. Has the meaning of concubine changed over the
millennia?” he asked, for the first time not seeming fully
assured.

Leah had to admit there didn’t seem like a
downside. What she had experienced earlier, if indeed it was real
was so incredible that she had lost consciousness from sheer
pleasure. “As your priestess would I be required to be celibate?”
she asked, suddenly remembering the downside of the clergy in many
faiths.

His peel of laughter was long and loud.
“Gracious no. How can you bring people to believe without using
your most precious gifts of persuasion?” he asked, reaching back
and stroking her cunt through the gossamer fabric of the gown she
now wore. She had no idea how the gown had come to be on her, but
she desperately wished it were now, for his touch made her grunt
with pleasure and desire to feel him deep within her once
again.

When he removed his hand, she slowly
recovered from the intense lust she felt, and once her breathing
steadied, she considered what he had said. “You mean I will convert
people to believe in you using sex?” she asked incredulously.

“The bearer of my mark has the power to
create the same feelings you felt earlier. Man or woman, once you
have the mark, you will create such lust in them that they will
know that you have been touched by a god” he said
smirking.

What he suggested was incredible; of course
the entire situation was indescribably incredible. In a moment of
unusual openness, she cried out “then let me bear your mark.”

This was too much to believe, but in a moment
she saw his right hand held above her, and it seemed to be
smoldering. She suddenly realized that the mark was literally a
brand, and would no doubt be excruciating. Before she could renege,
however, he reached up and tore the gain from her chest and just as
quickly pressed his right hand down upon her left breast. The pain
of his touch was so much worse than even she had imagined, and when
she opened her mouth to scream no sound would come forth.

In a flash his hand was removed, and he
looked down upon her even as she looked at her own breast. An inch
above the nipple was a perfect circular design like the one drawn
onto the floor. The branded area still smoldered but already the
pain was fading, and she whimpered now, but did not cry out. Her
mind was filled with images and knowledge that she knew had somehow
been transferred with the mark, and though she would not willingly
experience such a pain again, she knew that it was all going to be
worth it.

“It is time to consummate our spiritual
union while the mark is still fresh” Enki told her sliding between
her legs and pulling the torn remains of the gown from her, leaving
her naked. She understood now completely and had no doubts that
this was very real. Spreading her legs for her lord, she offered
herself willingly to him.

Enki pulled the pants he had worn from his
body and Leah gasped at the size and unusual shape of his phallus.
The thick head of his massive erection looked like a tennis ball,
and the shaft though thinner was still massive. The most unusual
part was what appeared to be a second cock beneath the first, which
was equally rigid and seemed to be writhing with a life all its
own. He touched her once more with his fingers, and she was
instantly wet and ready for him. Grasping her ankles he pushed them
back near her head, lifting her ass from the bed, and began to
pierce her cunt with his giant cock. It was painful, yet
deliciously so, and the electrical jolts of pleasure began
immediately. She was more able to focus now, and worked her hips
up, trying to get more of him inside her desperate cunt.

Almost immediately she felt the pulsing and
writing second cock head poking at her anus. She knew for certain
now that it was indeed prehensile as it maneuvered itself into
position and thrust into her sore and tight ass even as he
penetrated deeper into her cunt. Despite the pain, or perhaps
because of it, she strove to get ever more of him inside her until
he had buried his paired organs in her.

She was grunting and moaning in wild abandon
long before he had fully penetrated her, and the orgasms began to
explode through her body in rapid succession once more. This time,
she knew what was happening, and did not lose herself as she had
earlier, but gave as good as she got, and rose to meet his every
thrust. As the sun rose above the mountains, he shot his godly seed
deep into her orifices, and she privately hoped that it would
quicken within her.

Enki held her as his flagging phalli dwindled
within her, his loving embrace comforting against the inevitable
withdrawal. She somehow knew that he would leave when he pulled
from her, yet a part of him would always be with him she thought as
she softly touched his mark upon her breast. To her shock it was
not painful and taking a moment to gaze upon it, she was delighted
to see that the “burn” had already healed into a snow white scar
that looked beautiful to her.

“You can summon me without drawing the
mark as you bear it. Please do so only at great need” he
whispered.

He had withdrawn from her and now knelt over
her. “I will always have great need of you” she said dreamily.

He faded into the morning light as he
chuckled at her words and tone. Leah felt panicked as she realized
that he was gone, and she knew not when he would visit her again.
In a need to be with someone, anyone, she went in search of Tim,
hoping that he was close by.

 


Priestess

When Leah found Tim, he was in stretched out
on the stone flags, sound asleep. How long he had been there she
could not tell, but even in his sleep he had a wisp of a smile on
his face, so she had to assume that he had not been mistreated; if
he had at least he had enjoyed it. She had little to do today, so
she thought to stay here. She understood that her future as an
anthropologist and her duties as a priestess were intermeshed, and
her life was now tied in some ways to this naked man lying on his
cold stone floor. She wasn’t sure what to think about that, but she
knew that she now had the power to control the nature of that
connection absolutely.

“Tim, wake up” she said quietly,
shaking him.

“What time is it?” he asked, looking
about himself in confusion.

“A little after sunrise” she replied.
“I don’t know how long you slept, but I didn’t want you to be late
today if you had lectures.”

“My lectures are cancelled. I have too
much to do. I need to start planning our trip” he told
her.

“What trip?” she asked,
confused.

“Did he not tell you?” Tim asked,
looking as surprised as she.

“We…didn’t talk much” she said
blushing.

Tim snorted. “Well I daresay you will like
this. To insure that his new priestess becomes the world authority
on all things Enki, he has given us some artifacts to explain how
you discovered his lost city which we are going to begin the dig on
right after your committee approves your dissertation; which they
will by the way.”

She was going to be credited with finding a
lost Babylonian city? That seemed fraudulent to her. “I don’t want
to get credit for something I didn’t discover!” she said.

“But you will discover it. He did not
reveal the location to me, but assures me that no one has visited
it in more than four thousand years. He said he had been awaiting
you” Tim told her.

“I’m still being told where it is” she
said, not mollified by his answer.

“By a Babylonian god who has not been
worshipped in millennia; I think that qualifies as using an ancient
source for your research” he said, laughing. “You are now both the
consort, and the high priestess of a real god. I think that changes
the rules.”

Giving it some consideration she decided that
her “discovering” it would be somewhat easier to explain to the
general populace than saying that she had sex with a god who wanted
his worship restored and had given her the secrets of his lost
city. What exactly was she supposed to do? If she went around
claiming to be the priestess of an ancient Babylonian god, she
would very soon find herself laughed out of her career, if not
locked up somewhere for her own safety. She made a note to deal
with the issues she understood, and worry about the rest when she
had no other choice.

“I’m going to go to my apartment and
get a few things done” she said absently, suddenly thinking that
she needed time to herself.

“What time will you be coming back?” he
asked, and she wasn’t even surprised that he simply assumed that
she would be. She knew that now, he was not asking his as a
possessive controlling man, but rather as a subordinate who was
concerned with the making sure his schedule and her own were
compatible.

“I’m not sure. Probably late this
evening” she said, wondering to herself at how easily she shifted
into this role.

She spent the morning and early afternoon
straightening and cleaning her apartment. Her dissertation was
done, and she mailed it off, before taking a much needed nap. She
awoke with the setting sun, realizing she had stayed later than she
intended. For a moment she considered simply staying, but while she
could not imagine why, she believed that she was needed back at
Tim’s. Needed might not be the right word, but she was in her car
driving back to the mountain cottage before she even realized
it.

When her phone rang, she nearly ran off the
road. Taking a moment to calm her nerves and pull over, she looked
at the phone, not recognizing the number. “Hello” she answered,
wondering who it was.

“Leah, it’s me Tim. Are you
ok?”

“Yes, I’m fine. I’m on my way up, did
you need something?” she asked, noting that his concern was more
endearing than she could have imagined, but a part of her missed
the bold dominant Tim.

“He wants you here” he said
cryptically. Leah felt her panties dampen as she imagined that “He”
was awaiting her. She felt as silly as a schoolgirl and as lustful
as a harlot at the same time.

“He is there now?” she asked, hoping
that he awaited her.

“No, I am not certain he is coming at
all, but he wants you here. Something about proving your powers”
Tim said obviously
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