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From deep within, this death metal meets demon possession was meant to be.

I dedicate this dark creation to Roland (Robbie) Doe, and to the origins of death metal: Possessed, Death, Necrophagia, Obituary, Autopsy, Morbid Angel, Carnage, God Macabre, Entombed, Dismember, Grave, and Unleashed. 
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Cesspool




The death metal singer stood, boots rooted into the stage, long, wild hair sticking to his sweat-drenched face as he screamed into the silver bulb of the microphone. His deep voice seethed through the room, hypnotizing the manic crowd into a savage state, weaving tantric fingers through Elena’s body. She’d consumed many metal singers, but she’d never felt tingles of lust before a meal. Something was  off.

Heads banged the moist air, long hair flew, leather-and-chain-clad metal diehards clawed their way up onto the stage only to fling themselves into the open abyss, landing in a sea of alcohol-soaked hands. It was her first time dining on Soiled Carcass, and so far she was more than impressed by their high-voltage, raw-edged sound.

Elena breathed in the smell of the place. A serendipitous mix of blood, urine, and cheap booze. Her nostrils flared as she exhaled. Bad Idol was the perfect basement cesspool. Hiding in the shadows at the back of the dive joint, next to the bar, she scanned the crowd, stretching her tentacles over the situation. She liked to know the energy of a place before she submersed herself into her feeding.

This place felt good. The energy was wild. It was…hair-raising. She could really go for a good dose of high-frequency waves right about now. Her tank was dangerously low, the needle threatening to dip into the empty zone.

She sidled up to the bar and winked at the boyish bartender. He blushed, then snapped to attention. “What’s your poison?” he asked.

Was he trying to be coy? Flirtatious, maybe. He’d be such a tasty little treat. A mere morsel. She could eat him up with a single snap of her jaws. First, she had to top up her fuel level. Recharge her battery.

“Fireball. Straight up.” She smiled, licking her top cherry-red lip.

He set a shot glass onto the counter with a click, then filled it. Cinnamon and heat rose, weaving over Elena’s face. She snapped a more-than-ample bill on the counter, then raised the glass in a toast. A toast to herself. To the state this place was in. To the state she would soon find herself in. She shot back the liquor and relished in the heat and afterburn.

Leaning against the sticky counter, she stared straight ahead. The savage crowd blurred into a fuzzy outline. None of them mattered. She was here for the front man, the demonic leader spouting his death metal lyrics. She scanned him slowly, taking in the details. His long, sandy-blond hair fell in thick waves. The hot stage lights cast psychedelic purples and blues over his bulging biceps. Sweat trickled down his muscular chest, dripping from his hardened nipples. His solid stance rooted him into the stage, his legs parted, his manhood protruding, stretching the tight pleather holding his flanks captive. Glimmers of gold etched the pleather down his legs, forming symbols of skulls morphed with overturned crosses. The heavy metal rings cluttering his fingers dug into the silver microphone shaft as he grasped it and poured out massive energy into each rough syllable. Raw lyrics spewed from his mouth, weaving through the air waves, reaching into the depths of her eardrums.

The metal god. He was the energy source in this basement pit. He was the one Elena was here for. He was the one she would feed upon.








  
  
Fireball




The burn of the third shot of Fireball tingled down Elena’s throat. The aura in the basement-pit-turned-concert-hall heightened. Every air molecule infused her with a jolt of energy as it touched her skin. It was time. She couldn’t go much longer without a meal. 

She slithered away from the bar, her tall black boots catching glimmers off the pot lights, the chains hanging from her leather pants swaying against her curvaceous hips. She ran her gloved hands through the short spikes of her raven hair, preparing for her feast.

She made her way through the crowd cluttering together, closing in on the stage. Pushing aside scrawny beings coated in sweat and reeking of cheap liquor, drugs seething from their pores, she slipped through the ruffage toward the main dish.

She halted at the lip of the stage, dead centre. She raised her face toward the metal god. His rough vocals screeched into the pits of her ears. His wild gaze searched the crowd, landing on her. She closed her eyes and raised her arms.

The world inside the cesspool froze. The metal maniacs comprising the crowd halted mid head bang, mid hair whip, mid leap into the sea of waiting hands. The purple-and-blue pot lights heating the stage flickered. The rest of the basement pit went dark. Elena’s body rose from the ground. Her eyes morphed into black holes. Streams of black ichor bled from her devil eyes, streaking her pallid cheeks. Hovering in front of the metal man, frozen mid screech, destined to be her meal, she took a deep breath in.

The cherry-red lips of Elena’s mouth opened wide, parting into a sinister cavern. Her entire being inhaled. Every ion of her human form shimmered a hellish red.

A purple-blue essence seeped from the mouth of the metal god, through the sweat-infused air. In a glittering stream, it shot straight into the black hole that now stretched over half of Elena’s face. The aura left the lead man, oozing from him in a fantastic stream of vibrant energy. Elena sucked it in, letting it replenish every particle of her being.

Black sludge bled down the walls. The room breathed. An icy chill trickled through the hot air, puffs of white streaking the darkness.

A blood-orange hue tainted the purple-blue stream feeding Elena’s evil core. She shuddered. She closed her cherry lips and swallowed. The life essence streaming from the metal man dissolved.

A flash of light illuminated the entire room. Elena’s toes touched the ground.

The crowd shuffled, the metal maniacs uneasy on their feet. Thoughts of one to many explaining away the collective moment of unsteadiness. The guitarist swung his arm, shooting out a guttural riff. Hands raised, heads banged the chill air, long hair flew wildly again. The metal god wavered; his voice shook. He found his balance, looking around him, stunned. He rejoined the height of the guitar riff with a screeching vocal.

Elena licked her lips like a well-fed lioness. His aura was like a high-end cut of beef, seared to rare perfection. She stared at the source of her meal. His emerald eyes darted over the crowd, landing on her. Their gazes locked. She narrowed her eyes and drank in his powerful stature. He’d been worth the effort. He might even be worth coming back for.

Some equated death metal with rotting energy. Satan. The Devil.

They had it all wrong. They were ignorant to where real evil resides. Demons are the ones that possess the aura of Satan. They are the ones that are filled with rotten, festering energy. Until they feast on the wild, savage, and pure energy that could only reside within a metal god perched upon his stage.








  
  
Night Cap




Elena spun on her heel and walked back to the bar. Time for a little treat to top off her evening. A night cap. A dessert. A cherry on the perfect sundae she’d sucked back like a platter of oysters. The hot sauce on the simmered meat digesting in the pit of her belly. 

She leaned over the bar, hovering, waiting for the boyish bartender. He saw her from the corner of his eye and rushed over. “Another Fireball?”

“Nah. How about a nice after-dinner drink.” She smiled.

“French Martini?”

“You have the mixings for that, in this place?” She twisted her lips into a smirk.

He chuckled. “No. But I make do. Johnny’s version.”

“Resourceful. Well, Johnny, how about you serve me up your version of a French Martini with your dive-joint ingredients.” She sat on a stool, leaning her elbows on the bar, and ate him up with her eyes.

He smiled, showing a dimple, thrusting his boyish charm up several notches. “You got it.”

He went to work on her cocktail. She watched him. His tight body, lean yet muscular, his chest rippling through his black t-shirt, his firm ass grinding against his jeans. What was he? Early twenties? Mid at best. She was technically too old for him, according to this physical body she was wearing, and the rules that this human society seemed to suffocate themselves within. She couldn’t explain it. Ever since she’d pulled on this thirty-something skin tattooed with black dragons and pierced with silver studs, she’d been severely randy for young, muscular men. Boys, really. They were barely men by her standards, within the protocols of her world.

Her beings.

Tonight, the lust building in her human loins was beyond its usual simmer. It was the front man. It was as if he’d awoken something inside of her.

Johnny returned with a martini in hand, dimple exposed. “Here you go.”

“Thank you, Johnny.” She put some sultry emphasis on his name. Dipping her cherry lips into the pink liquid, a maraschino bobbing against her mouth, she let the sugary liquor roll over her tongue. She swallowed. “Delicious.”

“I’m glad you like it.” Johnny smiled. “You didn’t tell me your name.”

Elena took another sip of liquor. “Elena.” She licked her top lip. Why was she revealing her real name? She was all kinds of off tonight.

“Elena. Pretty name,” Johnny said.

“You know how to compliment a woman.”

He blushed.

“Say, what time do you get off, Johnny?”

“Show ends in fifteen. I’ll probably be around another hour after that. These wild kids love a couple for the road.”

“Well, suppose I stick around, walk you home.”

He smiled, resting his elbows on the bar. “Sounds swell.”

He was just too sweet for his own good. What was a girl to do? A girl with a ferocious appetite for metal god essence and boy-toy night caps.








  
  
Hot Treat




The sun shoved its bright rays through the thin white curtains hanging haphazardly over the streaked window. Heat seeped into the room, weaving hot tendrils over the covers, underneath the quilt, and into Elena’s skin. She sat up and yanked them off. 

Bloody Hell. Did it have to be so fucking hot in this top-level apartment?

She shuffled barefoot across the open space to the area designated as the kitchen. The studio apartment was one big room. She’d partitioned areas into living spaces. One for the bedroom. One for the kitchen. One for the TV room. One for her creative activities.

That was it. Four makeshift rooms and one tiny bathroom.

It was good enough for now. For as long as she’d be in this body. She’d become such an expert invader that she hadn’t heard even the slightest peep from her hostess. Susan? No…Kate. No. Pam. Maybe. Some generic white-chick name, despite the interesting exterior of the human body. Elena had specifically chosen Pam, if that was her name, because Pam loved music and Pam dressed like a bad-ass rocker chick. Turned out Pam also had a convenient situation. She was a loner. Lived alone. Dined alone. Went to concerts alone. Except for her co-workers at Sam’s Swap, the local record and cassette shop, she didn’t interact with other humans. Elena had given Pam’s notice at the shop on her behalf, claiming she was moving to another city. No one had knocked at the studio apartment door since Elena had moved in.

She grabbed a crumpled bag of coffee beans and poured some into a grinder. Sharp blades crunched beans, shooting a high-pitched whine through the room.

A groan erupted from the bedroom area. Elena jumped, snapping off the grinder. She looked over to the bed, witnessing shuffling under the covers, on the side of the bed she never slept on.

A boyish grin appeared, topped off with a dimple.

Double bloody hell. She’d forgotten about her late-night treat after her feast. Jimmy? No. Johnny. Yeah. Johnny.

She’d never let her night caps stay over. A sense of offness loomed. The chiselled face of the front man and his luscious locks shimmered across her thoughts.

“Good morning, Elena,” Boy Toy chimed, slipping from under the covers.

What the metal fuck? Had she revealed her real name? A shiver cooled her hot demon blood as she thought about the last time she’d let her real name slip.

“Morning.” Elena licked her lips. “Coffee?”

“That would be great.” Johnny joined her in the kitchen, his abs rippling, his tight ass stretching his athletic boxers.

He looked just as delicious as he had last night, even without a Fireball and cheap-joint cocktail coating. Maybe she’d take another bite.

Blades sliced through beans as Elena pushed on the top of the grinder again. Spice wove through the small kitchen space. She poured the ground coffee into the machine and turned it on.

Johnny slipped his arms around her, from behind. She turned, his hot breath seeping over her face. Tingles burst through her borrowed body. She let it respond, leaning into Johnny. Images of their bodies entangled under the moonlight bathing the room through the large windows fluttered through her mind. He’d been good. She’d been extra charged, the lustful tremors she’d felt while drinking metal god aura lingering as Johnny brought her to several peaks. What could a little morning treat hurt? She’d have her way with him, then send him home before he suspected anything. He’d help her purge the forbidden thoughts from her feast.

Her lips met his, her body pushed against him, and she succumbed to the sexual hunger surging within the human form caging her soul.








  
  
Depleted Metal Star




Sage rolled over in his bed and moaned. A steady pounding pulsed in the back of his head. Sliding long sandy-blond strands from his face, he looked up at the poster-collaged ceiling. The familiar visages of metal musicians stared down at him. What had happened? After the show he’d been exhausted. More than exhausted. Depleted in a way he could barely describe. Usually after a show he was exhilarated, riding the remnants of the high-voltage music and the wild crowd. Last night the crowd had been rough and raw. Savage, even. He’d relished in it. 

A woman’s face flashed through his mind.

He had relished in it, until he saw that woman weaving her way through the crowd, up to the stage. A bit older than the bulk of the crowd, she looked rough around the edges, like she knew how to give a man a real ride. Her cherry lips dripped experience. He figured she would exchange the appropriate services to join the band for their usual backstage party.

Sage paused, shuffling through the memories of the evening flashing through his mind. There was a gap. A period of time where his mind had gone blank. Wrenching his brain, he grasped for any remnant of the evening when he’d seen the woman. He remembered her face. Then blank space. The next thing he could recall, he’d been mid song, depletion weighing his body down like a dead weight pulling him to the depths of the ocean floor. Shark, his guitarist, had sidled over to him, nudging him with the toe of his signature red boots. As he came to and found his footing, he remembered Turbo shooting him a concerned glance from behind his shiny black-and-silver drum set, and Steele nodding at him, calloused fingers sliding down the thick strings of his black bass tipped in orange flames.







OEBPS/images/05a7b292-5505-445d-9dd1-a49d7da123f0.jpeg
HLIeRS

ég
';?"'NS
q\\ ‘








