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Story 

 

 
 

A grinding metallic shrieking of steel grating against concrete was followed by a vacuous 

thwump- the dead, hollow sound made by a heavy industrial metal door opening and closing. 

The dreadful coldness of it penetrated the fog of pain that clouded his mind, awakening his 

terror anew. 

 

This same menacing sound had foreshadowed her coming each time… How many times 

had it been? How long had he been here? The only indication of time's passing was the small 

patch of dusty yellow light that shone, muted, through a partially blocked skylight in the roof far 

above his head. It had shone light, then dark, and then light again at least twice. Two or three 

days perhaps, but he couldn't be sure. Consciousness was a fleeting thing; there was light, 

there was dark, there was pain, and there was excruciating pain. This had become his world. 
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His mind had fallen into a chaotic, muddled, clutter. He wasn't sure what was real. 

Fleeting wisps of vapor danced through his head. He thought they might be memories, but they 

didn't seem to be his memories. These wisps seemed to be tied in somehow with his sense of 

smell. He could smell things, strange things, things he shouldn't be able to smell. 

 

He saw her then, walking toward him between the dust and cobweb blanketed pallets. 

She appeared out of the murky gloom that surrounded him; his vision limited by the dim light 

and dark shadows, to a matter of yards. She was beautiful. Her hair was dark and glossy. Her 

eyes were a rich brown, the color of old walnut. The lines of her body curved softly, wantonly. 

She wore a white button front blouse, navy skirt, and navy heels over black stockings. 

 

She caught his eyes and smiled then. Her full ruby lips parted to expose perfect white 

teeth; and the stench assaulted him. The stink was a punch in the gut, vile yet vaguely familiar. 

Bile rose to the back of his throat.  

 

His eyes trailed down her body, finally fastening on her feet, noting the little puffs of dust 

that swirled and danced in the weak light each time her foot touched the concrete. As she came 

closer he could see the layer of dust that coated her navy pumps, muting their shine to a dull 

gray. A few more steps and a putrefying fetor enveloped him. The air sang with the reek: decay, 

raw sewage, and sex. 

 

He looked down at his own body. His muscular torso was streaked with sweat, dust and 

grime. The weak light highlighted the bronze hair on his chest, stomach, and groin. His eyes 

were drawn to his cock, and to the ugly red and yellow marks that circled its base. The skin 

around these marks was puckered and inflamed, an angry discharge suppurating from the 
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wounds. 

 

Sweat trickled down his chest as she stopped an arm's reach away. He strained weakly 

against the rough fibers of the rope that secured his wrists to eye-bolts in the wall. His ebbing 

strength was enough to break open the scabs on his wrists, but not enough to loosen the cruel 

bite of the rope. 

 

She moaned then. Opening her blouse she cupped each full breast in a hand, rolling and 

stretching her thick hard nipples between the thumb and forefinger. 

 

"Oh yes, puppet, I love when you struggle," she purred. 

 

"Fuck you, bitch." His voice was sodden with fatigue and suffering. 

 

"MMMMM… You are making me hot, puppet."  

 

She stepped closer, tracing her fingers down his naked chest, along his hips, and back 

up his thighs to his exposed cock. She began to stroke him, her touch like warm oil infused 

velvet, and his cock stirred. Despite the stench, despite the fear and pain; blood filled his dick 

until it was straining, hard and needy in her hands. 

 

She squatted before him, taking his cock in her beautiful, wretched, mouth. She 

enveloped him; his cock lost in warm, wet, softness. She took him deeply, his length sliding 

down her throat, her lips and teeth pressing against the festering wounds at the base of his 

shaft. She worked his cock with tenderness, softly licking and sucking, slowly working him 

toward the inevitable orgasm. 
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He tried to fight it, but the warm softness of her lips and tongue were more than he could 

bear. He hated her. He despised her. 

 

His head hung in defeat, his eyes held by hers, as he felt his balls tighten and then 

explode. His cum flooded into her mouth, he felt her tongue against his shaft and her throat 

contract as she swallowed. 

 

He knew it was coming, it had happened each time, but still he couldn't stifle his scream 

as he saw her jaw muscles tense and felt her teeth crushing relentlessly into the base of his 

shaft. Her teeth tore open the old wounds, tearing the tender skin anew, pus and blood weeping 

across her tongue. 

 

She stood; there was a smear of blood on her lips, and a spot of green; puss from the 

infected wounds. 

 

"You witch," he slurred. 

 

"No puppet, not a witch. Mortals have long forgotten our name. Their imaginations are so 

occupied with their silly witches and vampires, they have forgotten our reality." 

 

 

OoO 

 

 

Esme smiled her thanks to the barista as she took the iced macchiato and made her way 
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out the door to the patio. The morning sun infused her chestnut hair a warm glow. A passerby 

stared, entranced by Esme's uncommon beauty. She was tall and slender. High cheekbones 

hinted at Nordic ancestry, but of course that was not the case. Her body was slender, and she 

moved with grace. Her pale yellow and blue dress accented her tea cup sized breasts, and 

draped beautifully from her slender waist over a sculpted ass.  

  

She settled into the metal chair, thankful for the shade thrown by the large green 

umbrella. Though it was only ten o'clock in the morning, the summer sun was already blistering 

the concrete and brick of downtown.  

 

Setting her cup on the table, she closed her eyes and flared her nostrils. There was no 

trace of the stench that had engulfed her last night; the reek that could only be Ailith. There was 

however another scent, more subdued, and more pleasant. A scent reminiscent of oak, 

cardamom, and well-oiled leather; one she had not smelled in almost a century. Talib; and he 

was nearby. 

 

If Talib were here he would almost certainly know of Ailith, and most likely know exactly 

where she could be found. Being Talib he would not offer such information freely, it would come 

at a price, but Javin's life was worth any cost. 

 

She waited, sipping her macchiato; knowing that Talib would have smelled her by now, 

and would be searching for her. Slowly her eyes tracked from one end of the block to the other, 

noting the tallest pedestrians, looking for that shock of blond hair. 

 

Her mind turned to Javin, her Aislinn, her mate. She had to find him before Ailith killed 

him. 
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Centuries before, Ailith had been her friend. Now she was an evil malignancy that 

threatened mortals and Sephiroth alike. Ailith had killed Javin's body once before, but his soul 

had survived to be reborn. Now she held him prisoner, and he didn't yet have the knowledge he 

needed to return should she murder him again. Esme had to find him and awaken his Khalidah; 

those deep memories and sacred knowledge hidden in his soul. Khalidah was the key to his 

immortality. The Sephiroth were immortal souls, but they inhabited mortal bodies.  

 

"Hello, Esme." 

 

She jumped, startled. The deep voice had come from her left; he was standing at the 

wrought iron fence that encircled the patio, just a few feet away. He was tall and muscular, 

piercing blue eyes stared at her from under a bald pate. 

 

"Talib, you shaved your head," Esme laughed. 

 

Talib smiled back, "Yeah, I thought it would make me look younger." 

 

"Well, you don't look a day over two millennia. I loved your hair; it was beautiful; I can't 

believe you shaved it." 

 

"Oh, you know, trying to blend in." Talib looked across the street, when he turned back 

his eyes were serious. "You're here for Ailith?" 

 

"Yes, she has Javin." 
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"Oh, I'm sorry. Strange I didn't smell him…" Tabin's words hung there in the dry heat, a 

question. 

 

Scent was embedded in Sephiroth instincts. It was as much a part of their being as their 

need to exchange energy with one another. Scent was communication, identity, and a part of 

their Khalidah. Javin's scent was hidden along with his memories, a part of a past he was not 

yet aware of. He didn't realize that he was not human. If he was killed before he found those 

memories his soul would be lost forever. 

 

"He has a new body. Ailith killed his old one. He doesn't know who he is yet. You know 

where she is; don't you?" 

 

"Yes… I need to feed, Esme. I haven't fed properly in years." 

 

"Javin may not have much time, Talib." 

 

"I'm sorry. I need to feed, and I need to run. If you don't destroy her she may come after 

me." 

 

 

OoO 

 

 

"She's there," Talib said, nodding at the windowless warehouse across the garbage 

strewn street. 
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"Thank you Talib," Esme whispered. 

 

"Good luck, Esme, and goodbye." Talib turned and walked away, hands in his pockets. 

 

Esme watched him hunch down the block; he kicked a foam cup off the cracked 

sidewalk just before turning the corner. 

 

"Goodbye Talib," she sighed to herself.  

 

She could still feel the memory of the lash on her back as Talib had whipped her. She 

could still hear the crackle of energy as power flowed through the conduit of the whip from her 

soul to his. She could still feel his cock pulsing in her pussy and smell the ozone, anise, and 

musk as their souls had mingled; Talib taking what he needed from her. 

 

She stepped down from the curb and crossed the street. 

 

Around the corner of the warehouse she found a door. A few minutes with a dental pick 

had the lock clicking open. She stood inside the door, waiting for her eyes to adjust to the 

darkness. Far across the warehouse she could see a dim light emanating from the ceiling. She 

listened, she inhaled, and the stink of Ailith assaulted her. 

 

"Fuck… I smell you, Esme. Just like you to drop in uninvited, you bitch." Ailith's voice 

carried clearly into every corner of the warehouse. 

 

Esme began to make her way quietly toward the shaft of light, following the source of 

Ailith's voice. 
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OoO 

 

 

He watched, horrified as she licked the blood and pus from her lips. She moved toward 

his right hand, grasping it and pulling it against the coarseness of the rope. He cringed as he 

looked at his own hand; the little finger was gone, the jagged end of the bone a ghastly white 

shard sticking out from the flesh of his palm. His ring finger was blackened now; Ailith had tied a 

cord tightly around it when she fed last. 

 

A fresh wave of stench struck him as she opened her mouth, and took his ring finger 

between her teeth. He felt nothing at first; the finger was almost dead, but then her teeth sank 

through the lifeless flesh to the center; where enough blood still flowed to keep the skeletal 

structure alive. The pain struck him in the gut as her teeth ground against the still living bone; 

horrifying, nauseating pain. 

 

A hideous scream was torn from his chest as Ailith clamped her teeth tighter, twisting 

her head, breaking the finger with a grisly, revolting pop. She pulled her head away as the 

proximal phalanx snapped, stretching and tearing the last shreds of tissue, chewing and 

swallowing the rotting digit. The flesh fed her body, the decay fed her putrefying soul. 

 

He fought to remain conscious, sickened by pain and revulsion as the bitch chewed and 

crunched the lump of flesh and bone that had once been a part of him. She swallowed then and 
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smiled, a string of black flesh was caught between her teeth. 

 

"Well puppet, looks like we're going to have to cut this short. Too bad, I was looking 

forward to so much more suffering for you." Ailith reached behind her back and drew out a long 

double edged knife.  

 

He noticed the strange markings on the blade, thinking they looked somehow familiar, as 

she drove it between his lower ribs. 

 

"Ailith: No!" Esme screamed as she ran into the weak yellow cone of illumination that fell 

from the dirty skylight, a golden dagger clutched in her right hand seemed to glow softly. 

 

Ailith pulled the knife from between his ribs, blood following in a gush. She looked 

disdainfully from the blood welling out his side to Esme.  

 

"You might be able to save him, bitch." She laughed then, and ran. 

 

“Oh Javin, no!" Esme cried, running across the stained and dusty concrete floor. 

 

Her dagger flashed at his feet, and then at each wrist, slashing the rope that bound him. 

She caught and slowed him as he crumpled to the floor. The dagger flashed again, and she was 

ripping fabric from her skirt, stuffing it into the wound at Javin's side. Another rip; and she was 

wrapping more fabric around his right hand. 

 

"Javin, stay with me, baby, you're going to be okay now." 
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"Javin? Who are…" His confused brain registered a scent then, a scent he knew he 

should know; familiar hints of jasmine and spearmint mingled with lavender. And then she was 

touching his cock. He flinched as her hand touched the wounds. 

 

She saw his cock then, the freshly torn flesh at its base oozing blood and pus.  

 

"Oh, what has she done to you? I'm sorry baby, but we have to do this. You need 

strength. You need to remember." 

 

She stroked his cock gently, avoiding the wounds at the base. He moaned and began to 

stiffen in her hand. She could feel the hot blood engorging his cock. 

 

“Javin, please remember." Tears fell from her cheeks to his stomach as she pulled her 

panties to the side and lowered herself onto his stiff prick. "Remember, baby, it's Esme." 

 

He felt her around his cock, warm honey, silk, and pearls. She leaned down, kissing him, 

sharing breath with him.  

 

His eyes fluttered open, recognition dawning. He knew her. He knew himself- Javin. He 

remembered. 

 

"Esme…" 

 

Esme's nostrils flared. As Javin's memory returned so did his scent; orange, dark 

chocolate, and cinnamon. She reached down and stroked his brow as she slowly moved up and 

down his cock. 
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"Yes Javin, my love. Oh Yes Aislinn, it's me." 

 


