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The Last Sacrifice

Her

The smooth, thick fog retreats, but my confusion does not. Muted thumps drum through me. I can’t place the sound. My eyes search for something familiar, but my surroundings spark no memories.

I have no trouble recognizing my clothes, though. A conservative black dress ends at my knees, with long sleeves, a few buttons at the top, and a white collar. Parted straight down the center, my pitch-black hair falls in two braids, one down each shoulder. My knee-length black socks stir up thoughts of agonized hours trying to find the perfect pair—a Halloween costume carefully chosen for my favorite movie character. Up to this point, my life has been just like this girl’s voice, monotone, making her my number one choice for the costume party. 

I couldn’t find a severed hand or miniature look-alike doll, nor did anyone want to dress as a bald pasty white man, but I did well for my tight budget.

My one concession to the outfit is the shoes—I wear black sneakers instead of clunky dress boots. Sneakers are my signature footwear. My feet are too clumsy for anything else. 

A white haze hovers beyond a billowing fog, each second I stand unable to make sense of my surroundings compounds the fear coursing through my veins. My skin prickles as I strain my eyes to see any details within the fog, but as my mind clears, I almost wish to stay suspended in time. 

Whatever lurks in the unknown carries an ominous aura. I shiver as the white haze creeps closer. Tendrils seek purchase amongst my sneakers. Mimicking a wave on the beach, it retreats before surging closer. 

The pace of the thumping increases as a matching ache throbs within my chest. 

It’s internal. The pounding. The sound is my heart, elevated in fear and adrenaline. 

The realization trips something in my mind, causing visions to flash through my head. 

Sleek, shiny black fur surrounds distinctly feline eyes, gazing up at me with wicked intent. 

A flash of black.

Plump, round orange shapes with flickering lights emanating from their orifices. Their faces morph from stationary, benign decorations to moving and creepy expressions, leering with evil intent. 

Darkness.

Translucent figures slip around the edges of normality.

Hardwood floor wavers beneath my shoes.

Candlelight quivers as wild currents whip through the air.

Eager eyes. Human eyes. Otherworldly eyes. Ominous expressions.

The visions come to a jarring stop as absolute darkness descends over me. In my mind, nothing exists except an inky void, my senses reaching, trying to find a sliver of understanding.

Buried within the nothing, memory awakens. But not with my dominant sense—my eyes find nothing but blankness. 

No, a sound begins. 

A tiny whisper of noise, almost indistinguishable, weaves amidst the emptiness. 

It grows and grows, increasing and expanding with each beat. 

Its rhythm holds more years than society, its intent sinister. A cacophony of voices melded together in ancient practice, the chant repeated for millennia.

I am in the voices, surrounded by them, blocked from retreat, caught.

Lured. Kidnapped. Trapped.

Tricked.

A noise snaps my attention to the present, my body jerking in fright, a singular tear stealing down my cheek.

I can’t decipher which direction the sound came from.

My attention swings to the surface under my sneakers, a recollection demanding more of my observations.

I am not standing on the soft, damp earth of a forest. The fog made me assume trees and wildlife, but the floor underneath my feet does not match.

Never in all my life have I dreamed such flooring exists, much less seen it with my own eyes. Speckled with what looks like tiny swirls and patterns, the smooth, hard surface shines like polished rock. Besides the designs, no other color exists, almost as though something darker swallowed up the black. The word obsidian springs to mind. I catch the movement of my reflection, then freeze upon further inspection.

The designs are moving. 

No, not designs. 

Minuscule bones writhe against the plane, complete skeletons reaching up for me with an air of desperation. The emotions barrel up from the floor, seeping through my shoes and rising through my legs.

Anger. Pain. Hopelessness.

An incantation older than words, identical to the memory of mere seconds ago, pulses through the mixture of agony.

The same chant which brought me here echoes up from the horrendous floor, and a part of me weeps for the souls trapped within.

For a second, a few distinct voices rise amongst the cacophony, and a sense of betrayal pierces my heart. In my memories, the faces belonging to the familiar voices surround me. Lifelong friends open their mouths and join these wretched creatures in their compelling song.

Not friends.

Their visages change, skin stretching and disguises failing. Green tints their skin as blemishes and decay become prominent features. Their eyes morph larger, ill intent glowing from them. With gnarled fingers and old teeth, they must be the most ancient form of witch.

They lured me to the Halloween party disguised as my friends. They drugged me with something, and my faculties were no longer my own.

I stood there, in the middle of a circle of grotesque figures, unable to command my muscles. Reality flickered in and out, monsters and ghosts flitting through the air outside the circle.

The greenest, most shriveled witch brought more potion to my lips, her hisses puppeteering my swallows.

I fought within my invisible bonds, screaming and pushing, panic and terror ruling me. But no matter how fiercely I lashed out, the thick, disgusting liquid slid down my throat and lit my belly on fire.

Another sound, closer this time, pulls my eyes toward the left. I search the fog for whatever creature emits such terrifying noises.

Again, closer still.

I stand, trembling in fear, my heart threatening to pound out of my chest.

The deep, short vibration repeats, and my senses pick up a large, sinister mass approaching through the dense fog. Again, I hear it, and it seems like the end of an exhale, like something a wild beast would make as they prowl the edges of their territory.

All the moisture in my mouth disappears, terror demanding I flee, to run as far from the creature as possible. 

My shoes remain locked to the floor, the echoes of voices keeping them glued.

The fog swirls as though attempting to escape the beast, billowing out in rushes, only for the monster to suck it in again. The hulking outline of a massive being looms, clouded by the fog.

Sudden heat causes the moisture in the air to steam, the hissing and popping of boiling moisture too intense for my frightened mind.

The deepest, most dangerous growl I have ever heard rumbles from the creature. Through the tempestuous clouds, a striking and horrifying face appears, higher than should be possible. Eyes with literal flames dancing in them stare at me with such menace I fear he'll scorch my soul where I stand and leave nothing of me but a broken husk. His skin gleams blood red amidst the sizzling steam, patterns of untold origins raised along his bare flesh. His form looms larger than any living thing I have ever met, the cloudy fog obscuring most of him. My terror-filled mind likens him to a mobile mountain, ready to crush me should I wiggle my toe wrong. 

His strong cheekbones and masculine features leave no doubt of his sexual orientation, and I quail as his expression relays a depraved appreciation of my form. 

Above his temples, large horns thrust upward, carved and styled in the way human kings wear crowns. Short, spiky eyelashes frame his fiery eyes, and the Roman style nose infuses a classical handsomeness to his face. 

His matte black lips match the horns atop his head, the spikes around his eyes, and the narrow yet thick and long goatee trailing from his chin. His wide and boxy jawline sits atop the most muscular neck in existence.

His shoulders fill my vision, his size stunning, his muscles boasting muscles.

Something else accompanies the absolute terror gripping me. It slides in so seamlessly I don’t acknowledge it at first.

Woven within the icy horror chilling my blood, inescapable lava burns so hot it threatens to melt my cells. My molecules war with themselves as I flounder in my invisible bindings.

His lips lift in a terrifying smirk and I realize what creeps along my insides—my body lights in arousal. It rips at my organs, refusing to relent, and I gasp in agony. 

This is not natural. Something planted it there, and the realization pulls my recollection to the greasy potion sliding down my throat. 

As his eyes trail down my neck, my pulse heightens impossibly further, the heat of his gaze tingling along my exposed flesh. When he inhales and studies my breasts, my stomach drops out from under me as a heaviness settles on my chest. My bra digs into my skin as my breasts swell in response to his lascivious gaze. He continues his downward perusal, raking my curves with unmentionable cravings. My core clenches in want as his lips tilt up in a tantalizing smirk. The clothes covering my body turn scratchy, intrusive, and yet enticing.

Everywhere his eyes linger, an answering pull arises in my flesh.

He finishes his inspection before returning his attention to my face.

My heart throbs erratically, my emotions chaotic, my logical thoughts frozen in his spotlight.

His deep growl rumbles into my form, awakening tissues I’ve never acknowledged.

“What a luscious sacrifice you are.” 

His deep baritone invades my core, the rich tone as sharp as rocks tumbling over one another.

As I register his words my eyes widen further, a scream building in my throat as misery and fear battle within me.

“Your kin chose well this time. Your body has accepted the changes, and yet your mind rebels. You shall be fun to tame.”

After an intense pause, his smirk widens to a grin. His eager senses inhale my emotions—he devours my fright with dark glee.

“Go, find my pet. He’s eager to meet you,” he says. His eyes flame with depraved enjoyment.

“He’s waited for many centuries. I shall enjoy watching him ravish you,” he growls, stepping closer.

I watch in horror as his talons lift to my cheek, expecting terrible pain. Confusion muddles my thoughts as delicious heat blooms in
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