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To the darkness that
continues to haunt me when I cannot sleep.

 


 



Prologue

 


Madrit lifted her child to her breast
and flashed a demon’s grin. The undead infant suckled, hungrily
pulling at his mother’s nipple even though he never breathed, and
his heart had not struck a single beat. The male cambion, half
demon and half human, curled moist fingers in his mother’s inky
black hair, tangling it and watching her with purple eyes that knew
too much. “That’s right, little one,” she cooed. “You’re mine, all
mine.” She blew a kiss to the baby and rocked him as he
fed.

Her joy banished the loss of the
half-breed’s father, for though the priest of Durbin was not yet
dead, his soul had been damaged by his nights of coupling with a
succubus. Madrit knew she’d never see sanity in his eyes again. She
had grieved for the loss of their sinful nights, but now she had a
new plaything, a little undead child to raise and shower her
attentions on until He had need of her again.

She wondered if her son could ever join
the ranks of the others. At best, he would always be a lesser
demon, shunned by the Higher Ranks and ridiculed for his lineage.
Madrit stroked his dark curls, so much like hers. “I shall call you
Rurik, after your father.”

The baby cooed and gurgled.

 


 



Chapter One

 


Twenty-Two Years
Later

Rurik curled his fingers into fists,
watching the demons’ flight out into the night. The moon rose
higher, full and glowing red in her glory. It was the seventh
night, and He always sent His minions to do dark deeds among the
world of the living to mock the day of rest. Rurik had never seen
Him, but he’d heard Him thundering about in the lower reaches of
Hell. He stood on his mother’s balcony, their home carved from a
granite cliff overlooking the river at the entry of the underworld.
Many nights he stood there and watched souls being ferried to their
eternal torture to pay for sins they’d committed in life and for
which they held no remorse. He longed to be demon enough to lure
such a soul to Hell. His mother would be so proud.

“Your time will come.” She
laid a cool hand on his bare shoulder. Her leathery wing brushed
his skin. Madrit had preened well for the coming night. It had been
years since He called upon her, but He had need of her now. Her
lustrous black hair caught the rays of light filtering from the
land of the living and even higher still, the rays of Heaven that
tried to reach those demons who questioned their existence. She’d
taught him not to look directly into the light lest it taint him.
He obeyed.

“When, Mother?” he
asked.

She combed her fingers through his hair
though he stood a hand taller than her now. She still treated him
like her child, pretending he was helpless and sweet, though he was
anything but that. “I’ve asked Him to give you an
assignment.”

“What did He
say?”

Madrit glanced away to hide the cunning
gleam in her dark eyes, but he noticed it nonetheless. Her wings
stretched and refolded, a prelude revealing her enthusiasm about
the gift she offered. “He has agreed to give you an assignment
tonight and every seventh night until it is fulfilled. His reward
is great, my son. You will become like the others. You will be one
of us.” She leaned over to whisper in his ear, exposing her breasts
at the hem of her gauze dress, a sight he was used to and one that
did nothing for him. “You will go to the abbess in Durbin. She runs
the convent there. You must seduce her.” She kissed his earlobe.
“Do not fail, my dear one. Remember all I’ve taught you...and
enjoy.”

With that, Madrit stepped to the
balcony, tears welling in her slitted eyes. She blew him a kiss and
climbed over the railing. Her wings spread and flapped, catching
the infernal heat. Rurik watched his mother join the ranks of the
others who clouded up into the light like so many bats. He grinned
from ear to ear.

“Tonight is my night,” he
whispered. “My night to fly...to seduce!” As the son of a succubus,
Rurik knew what was expected of him. His heart pounded in his
chest, so overrun with excitement it threatened to burst. His
mother had scowled when it began beating on his seventh birthday,
and he’d cried over the differences between him and her. He hoped
to still his human heart and be like the demons he’d lived with
since his birth—cold, cruel, and invincible.

He glanced at himself in
the looking glass by his mother’s bed. Human, he thought, abhorring his
natural form. With the will of his demonic side, wings pushed their
way from his back, searing him with exquisite pain. They were
followed by the pointed tail he used to play with as a child. Horns
sprouted from his temples, straight, gray, and pointed at their
tips. He smiled, pleased, but this transformation lacked the full
effect. His face remained unmarred, handsome in its own right and
human. Rurik spread his great black and purple wings, ran and
leaped over the railing, flying through the heat of Hell, and
riding the updrafts toward the light.

The brilliant luminance of
the living proved a struggle to pass through. His wings fought the
cold brought on by the portal. Other demons’ bodies collided with
his. Claws clipped his skin. Cackles of panic and cruelty rent the
airless passage. Rurik closed his eyes and focused on the object of
his mission. Durbin. A convent.
Abbess. He had no clear concept of what
the place looked like, but such trivial details did not
matter.

Never had he coupled. The thought
intrigued him, awakening his body to a fire that warded off the
cold of passing through. When the chill left him, he opened his
eyes to the dark night sky. The moon on this side bled orange, not
as bold as how she showed from the high reaches of Hell. Stars
glittered. Misty clouds blurred his vision. He watched the shadowy
countryside below. Rows of crops lined the surface in patches. Here
and there small houses cornered the lots, but he did not feel they
were what he sought.

He breathed deep and tasted the scent
of incense in the air. Incense and melting wax, the scent of a holy
place, perfumes his mother described often when she relayed the
sordid details of how she begot her only son. A cross rose from a
steeple-topped building. Rurik dipped. He passed through a closed
window, his demonic body slipping through solid mass as if it were
ethereal.

The scent of living souls overwhelmed
him. His mouth watered to taste them. So many women resided in this
wing of the building that he heard their thoughts as a cacophony of
musical lilting voices. He gripped the edge of a doorway and closed
them off from his mind one by one. He gazed into the room by which
he stood. A woman slept there, her gold hair braided and hanging
over her shoulder. Her eyes rolled beneath their lids. “She
dreams,” he said before stepping closer to inspect. He climbed atop
her small bed and lay on her body, slipping past the rough coverlet
and sheet until his nakedness pressed against her clothed form. She
was warm. He ran his lips across hers. They were softer than
anything he’d ever touched. She exhaled, and her sweet breath
caused him to tremble.

Rurik sent out his essence, reaching
into her mind. Her dream centered on a pale man with black hair and
deep-set blue eyes. This man stood before her, his hands in hers, a
smile parting his lips. She wanted this man in carnal ways. She
parted his clothes from his body until they stood naked
together.

The half-demon liked this dream. He
reached down to pull the woman’s nightdress up. She wore nothing
underneath. He explored with his fingertips, learning the shape of
her sex, influencing her fantasy and pushing into the moist folds
between her legs. She whimpered.

The man she dreamed of moved away and
Rurik took his place, shaped as he was in his true form. Startled,
the woman stepped backward in the mist of the dream, but he took
hold of her wrist in the night vision and thrust a finger inside
her tightness in the waking world.

Her soul reached for him, and he
suckled on its sweet flavor, so much like the scent of fresh rain
when it poured through the portal to Hell. He drank of the ambrosia
in deep gulps. Never had he tasted something so decadent. His thumb
brushed the firm flesh above her entrance. She writhed, moaning in
her sleep, trapped by him in her dream and impaled upon his finger
in her bed.

His cock stiffened, ready to perform.
He wanted her, needed to force his way inside her and know the
pleasures of the flesh. His mother’s recounting of coupling flooded
his thoughts and entered the woman’s dreams, allowing her the same
knowledge. She bucked against his invading finger. Her breasts
crushed into his chest, her nipples firm.

“Your name?”
he asked in the night vision. “Tell me your name.”

“Abigail,” she answered
across his lips.

“Are you the
abbess?”

“No.”

He sighed and sat back, removing his
finger from her body. Reaching down, he slicked the wetness over
his lips so as not to waste it. Afterward, he suckled it from his
finger and wondered what it would be like to bury his face between
her legs and taste more of her.

She squirmed on the bed. Hands tried to
find him. “Please,” she begged.

But she was not the abbess.

Rurik left the woman tormented and
writhing on her bed in the throes of her erotic dream. He entered
the long hall, sniffing at the souls asleep in their beds. He
reasoned that the abbess might be in a better room, a place
reserved for someone of rank, much like the full-blooded demons
were allowed a lower place in Hell so as to be closer to
Him.

He found stairs at the end of the hall.
Taking them cautiously, he descended, thinking the abbess’s
quarters should be at the lowest floor. He stopped when he heard
something that excited him. A woman prayed in fervent mutterings.
He hurried his pace. A large room with long rows of benches filling
one side greeted him. The lone woman in prayer knelt before a table
of burning candles. Her hands crossed, her eyes pinched tight, she
spoke her words with meaning. Her face bore more lines than he
cared for. Her lips were small and terse, much unlike the lips he’d
brushed upstairs. On her habit she wore an embroidered gold
cross.

Rurik edged closer until he
stood beside her. “Are you the
abbess?” He sent the question into her
mind.

She continued her prayers.

He couldn’t be sure if she hadn’t heard
him or if she ignored him, so he cleared his throat and spoke
aloud. “Are you the abbess?”

Her voice stumbled. She opened her
eyes, training them on the icon hanging on the wall before her.
Crossing herself three times, she rose.

“Are you the abbess?” he
asked a third time, growing impatient.

“Be silent, Demon,” she
ordered. “You have no claim here in the house of God. Go back to
where you came from.” She started away.

He reached out to take her arm, but his
fingers felt aflame when they met her body. He pulled his hand away
and growled. This would not be easy. Determined, he traced her
steps up the stairwell. She moved in a deliberate way, her thoughts
silent, whereas all the others he could hear if he let his guard
down. This woman’s will impressed him.

“Are you lonely?” he asked,
hoping to ply to a common human need. “Do you want a
companion?”

“God keeps me company on
cold nights.” She reached the top of the stairs, turned and opened
the door to her room. Like all the others, she left it open. He
followed after her. “I have no need of the companionship of a
creature such as you.” Aware of his presence, but undaunted, she
prepared for bed, undressing and combing out her long, brown hair.
She had small breasts and wide hips.

Her shape did not please him.
Nevertheless, he reached down to stroke himself as his mother had
taught him. The nun pulled back her bedcovers and lay down for the
night. She’d not answered his question. He waited there, toying
with his hardening erection until she drifted into the arms of
sleep. When her snores lingered in the small room, he climbed onto
her bed and lay atop her body. He pushed his way into her
mind.

A cold, white wall met his efforts,
halting him. Frustration knifed through Rurik’s mind. At this rate,
he’d get nowhere. He passed through the bedding and ducked down
between her legs. His fingers dug past her cotton underwear to the
crease of her folds. Her skin sent a shock through him. White light
burst in his mind. A force threw him from the bed. He hit the far
wall and sat there, dizzy and weak.

His mother had told him seducing humans
was an easy task, but this contradicted her tales. Dazed by her
resistance, he remained on the floor until the first rays of dawn
filtered through the window. With the light, his body dissolved. He
blinked and entered his mother’s home not one step closer to
becoming a full demon.

 


 



Chapter Two

 


Abigail woke with her hand teasing at
the wetness of her crotch. She stared at the ceiling and continued
the stroking she’d begun in her dream until her body seized up with
tension. She floated above herself, a pulse of sweetness luring her
to moan. She bit her lip and held her breath. The orgasm swept
through her and slowly, as if it had been a dream as well, then it
floated away and left her alone...again.

Her night dreams of Robert always ended
much the same way they had in life. They’d married, coupled once,
and then, not three days after their wedding, he was murdered. She
didn’t like to dwell on his death. She didn’t like to dwell in that
much reality. The pain made her feel worse, and Abbess Mary always
said she needed to press on.

Press on she did.

Abigail got up and made the bed. She
said a quick prayer, her heart not in it, although she’d never let
on to the others her lack of faith. She unbraided, combed, and
rebraided her hair, dressed, and went down the steps for the
morning worship. It was Monday. Her chores included working in the
chapel gardens and attending to the sick in the large house on the
grounds.

As she slipped the last bit of bread
past her lips, she remembered her dream. Robert had held her hands
and then...left her. In his place stood another, a dark-skinned man
with similar dark hair but looking much more handsome and angelic.
He had chiseled features, a well-muscled nude body, and his arousal
showed itself beneath his navel, thick, hard, ready.

“Sister Abigail?” The
abbess stood over her, hovering as she often did.

Abigail shook off the strangeness of
her dream and glanced around. She sat alone at the wide table.
Everyone else had already finished their breakfast and left. She
cleared her throat, embarrassed. “I’m so sorry, Abbess. I lost
track of the time. Please forgive me.” She stood and gathered her
fork and spoon, stacking them atop her plate.

“Try to stay focused. I
know it’s been difficult for you to come here and to adjust. Time
will heal your heart, and God will fill it again. You’ll see.” She
placed a hand on Abigail’s shoulder and squeezed. “If you feel you
need to speak with me in private, I can make time for you this
evening.”

Abigail nodded, grateful for this woman
who stood so solid and offered her sympathy so often. “I think I’m
feeling better today,” she said to ease the abbess’s concern. “I’ll
go to the gardens now.” She dropped off her plate in the kitchen
and took the rear entry to get to her chores.

She hadn’t wanted to join the convent,
but her mother thought it best. Through the cloud of gloom that
lingered over her mind in the weeks after Robert’s death, she’d
seen the reason of it. She knew then that she could never love
another man, not like she had her husband. Robert and Abigail had
grown up together, best friends as children, promised to one
another as teens, and married soon after they came of age. At the
time, she never imagined not having him at her side, and now, with
him gone, she shuffled through her days, clinging to
memories.

Sorrow chewed at her heart. She knelt
by the herb rows to pluck out seedling weeds. “Father, please save
me from this emptiness,” she whispered in prayer. “The abbess tells
me you took my husband for good reason, but I can’t see why. I
don’t know how you could leave me alone like this.” Guilt washed
over her. Time and again she was told she was not alone. She sat
back, a handful of weeds in her fist, and forced back her tears.
“Forgive me, Father,” she said. “Forgive me.”

When the stranger’s face in her dream
returned to trouble her, she pushed the vision away and set back to
work. The day turned warm. Sweat beaded on her forehead. She wiped
it away. With that task done, she went to wash and headed for the
sick house.

A cool breeze drifted around her. She
forced a smile, remembering that sadness would only pull her
further into its bindings, and she didn’t want to fall prey to
depression again. She liked caring for the people in the house. It
made her feel useful, and less of a burden on the convent. She
opened the door and went along the lines of beds near the east
windows, her section of patients, ten in all. Most were elderly,
and one she favored, though he barely spoke a word of English. She
sat beside him and found his cold, wrinkled hand. “Hello, Mr.
LeFleur, how are you today?” she asked in a soothing
voice.
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