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​Preface

 


***

 


Amy, a wealthy, bookish young girl,
befriends Ashtarte, a seductress who wishes to live an extravagant
life outside of poverty. Each desires to be the other, but what
price are they willing to pay for the fulfillment of their
dreams?

Be careful of what you wish for,
because desire can quickly turn into a darkness that will consume
your soul.

 


~~*~~


 


 


 


Black Heart’s Desire

 


***

 


Amy had been groomed to be a
respectable and modest lady that would uphold the family name with
honor. She was one of the few girls privileged enough to have
attended prestigious schools and been given liberties that common
women do not have. She had grown to like the idea of being an
intelligent, modern woman, and enjoyed expanding her horizons
through books, as she would rather live in the tales of adventures
and exploration rather than be stuck in such a big, cold house
where the only concern was wealth and how to get more of
it.

Obsessed with knowledge, she was not
quite conscious of how she looked. She would simply tie her dark
brown hair to a bun, making her face look rounder than it really
was. She had charming features; light skin, striking green eyes, a
prominent nose, and well shaped lips. However, she never cared to
put on makeup to accentuate her assets. She was of average height,
and though her modest dresses were made by prominent dressmakers,
she did not stand out.

So you can imagine what a contrast
it was to see her together with her close friend – Ashtarte – who
was her complete opposite. Ashtarte never bothered with family
lineages, as her last name weighed no importance in society. Her
mother did not know – and never cared to find out – who her real
father was because she had a different lovers every night, until
she died from the ‘disease of the heathen’, as the priests would
call it.

Her mother’s friends cared for her
in the brothels they lived in. It was there that Ashtarte observed
and realized women could be strong and take whatever they wanted
from men, if they understood the power they held. Just as Amy
studied her books about the earth and the sky, Ashtarte studied the
art of seduction.

She was endowed with the right tools
as well, tall and curved to perfection. Her long, luscious hair
outlined her sharp features. She wore extravagant dresses that were
cut low from the top and had slits on the skirt, to tease men with
a glimpse of flesh as she walked down the streets.

Jealous women would call her a
whore, but she couldn’t care less. Throwing money at her would not
guarantee an entrance to the pleasure palace between her legs
(unless it was an incredibly hefty sum, or if the man’s status in
society was significant). She enjoyed the seduction, luring them
with a bat of an eye and a few lies. Once she has them under her
spell, she would treat them like nothing until it drove them to
madness that they would offer to kill anyone to spend a night, nay,
even just a moment with her.

Yet, with all her powers, she feared
for her future. She would have constant nightmares of her mother,
crawling in a pool of blood as her innards painfully burst out of
her vagina. She would wake up screaming and crying, her whole body
covered with sweat.
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