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Prologue 
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The Nephilim were on the earth in those days- and also afterward- when the sons of God went to the daughters of men and had children by them. They were heroes of old, men of great renown.

Genesis 6: 4

 

And to this day, they remain; the Nephilim. Half human, half angel. They hide in the light – eternal, chaste, and beautiful. They protect the children of men from the Succubi, daughters of Lilith. Dangerous demonesses who prey on men, leaving them worse than dead.

Until the day one Naphil, Lucien, first encountered the Succubus Sarahi. That day a creature of darkness, sick of the shadows, dared lift her face towards heaven and discovered something she never dreamed she would find… love.
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Chapter 1 
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Rome 78 AD

 

Sarahi made her slow, sinuous way down the cobbled streets of Rome, between the heavily-columned white marble buildings, heading for the temple of Venus. Hunger snarled in her belly. It had been far too long since she had eaten – months – but she'd been unable to rid herself of the image of Alexander dying in her arms, drained of his life force by her insatiable hunger. Poor man. He was so beautiful, so strong. A warrior in the bedroom and on the field of battle.

It's so unfair that I can never keep a man, only use him until I suck him dry. My nourishment is my lover's downfall. This is my only alternative, and I hate this more. Prostitution. Trading one man for another until I'm sated. Disgusting. But if she went much longer without feeding, she risked losing control, and that would be worst of all. She could drain a man to his destruction in a single feeding.

Bah, being a demoness is not at all what people think. I have so little power. Oh, I can shrink down to a tiny size, and incite people to lust, but what good are those attributes? What use? I live like an animal, mating and feeding. And for me, they are one.

As she approached the temple, she could feel the sexual energy rising, could taste it. Inside, behind the perfectly rectangular palisade of fluted columns, under the shallow peak of the roof, powerful men exchanged their hard-earned coins for a night with one of the beautiful women employed in honoring the goddess of love. They had no idea how many of those women were Succubi. It's an easy meal. No need to hunt. The prey comes right to your hand.

“Hmm.” A handsome young man eyed her. “Very pretty.”

Sarahi pinned him with a gimlet stare and pulled the cerulean shawl closer over her scarlet hair. It was the best she could do. She could not disguise her milk-pale skin or her glowing green eyes. At least she could hide the hair.

But why am I hiding? I could go with that young man right now and feed. He's agreeable. I can feel it, can feel the lust radiating off him. She frowned. I don't want that. Lilith take it, I don't want him. I don't want anyone. I want to be left alone.

Her belly cramped with hunger and she took another look at the back of the young man as he hurried away from her. If I call him, he will come. She opened her mouth, letting the slightly bisected tip of her tongue protrude, and inhaled… tasted…

What is that aroma in the air, that celestial fragrance? Like a man, but the best kind of man. Freshly washed but wearing no perfumes to disguise his natural scent. Strong. Sweet. Delicious. What is the source? It teased her. She turned.

A man was walking down the street.

There's nothing unusual about it, really, so why can I not stop staring? Hundreds, perhaps thousands of men each day walked the path to and from the Senate, the temple, and the bathhouses. There's nothing remarkable about this man who seems to be heading in the same direction as I am.

Well, actually there is something unusual about him. He's incredibly tall. Also dark. His tightly-shorn curls gleamed blacker than the dusk. His back was to her, but through his white robe, she could see his fine, muscular physique. Her mouth watered at the sight of him. Oh, I can just see how delicious his energy would taste. I can taste the faintest morsel of it now.

Sarahi wiped her hand over the corner of her mouth and hurried after him. If he's heading to the temple now, this is my lucky day. I wouldn't mind making a meal of this one.

Sure enough, he strode directly there, but instead of entering, he lingered outside the door. He turned to face the street and Sarahi's breath caught. Has there ever been such a beautiful face? Firm jaw, eyes like polished ebony, strong broad nose, full sensual mouth. He was made to be loved. She wanted him more than ever.

As men approached the entrance, he touched them on the arm. Those full lips twisted into words she couldn't make out. No one turned his way, but everyone he touched paused. Some turned away and hurried down the street. Others steeled themselves and entered.

They can't see him. He touches them, talks to them, but they have no idea he's there.

Interesting that I can see him. She approached. He turned those burning, midnight eyes on her.

“Come no closer, Succubus,” he intoned, his voice strong and deep. She shivered at the sound of it. Her face curving into a sensuous smile, she walked towards him, deliberately crowding into his space and letting him smell her perfumed, womanly sweetness. His nostrils flared.

“How did you know what I am?” she asked, drawing her voice out long and slow.

His Adam's apple bobbed. “Of course, I know what you are, slut. Do you know what I am?

“Oh, for Lilith's sake,” she hissed, suddenly furious. “Naphil. I should have guessed.” My delicious meal is a half-angel sworn to celibacy. Now Sarahi felt like swearing.

“You should have known, little one,” he chided.

“I've never seen a Naphil before.” Goddesses, but he's beautiful, and what is that expression… amusement?

His full lips twisted into a wry parody of a smile. “Then you are poorly trained. You'll not be going in there tonight.”

“What difference does it make?” She demanded, arms akimbo. “Those men are going in to bed a woman. They will walk out unharmed. Why deny me admittance?”

“It is my duty.” He paused, his proud expression turning considering, and gestured with a twist of his head toward the columns flanking the entrance. “Do you want to be there?”

Sarahi took a risk. “No.” She looked directly into his eyes. “But you might as soon reason with the lion not to eat the antelope. He hungers, and he cannot stop himself.” She sighed.

He narrowed his eyes. “What do you mean?”

She regarded him, confused. “You say you are trained to know us. Surely you must know why we do what we do.”

“Yes. To gain power. To threaten Heaven.” He gestured with one broad hand.

She laughed, the sound bitter to her own ears. “No, Sir Naphil, you are misinformed. We seduce men, not to gain control of them, but to feed. The energy produced by the act of copulation is our only source of nourishment.”

The realization twisted his face. “You feed on men?” He drew back from her in disgust.

Sarahi stepped forward again, silently pleading with him to understand. “It is in my nature to do so, and yet…”

He drew up to his full, towering height, his shadow blocking out the evening sun, and raised on hand to halt her progress. “Yet?” he demanded.

She looked up at him through lowered eyelashes. “Yet I would prefer to eat bread and drink wine like everyone else. This is a cursed existence.”

He pondered. “What if you fed on only one; a husband or lover?”

Sarahi's breath caught. Why do you care, angel? Why do you ask questions? She could feel her lip trembling. “No man would survive it long. A few months at most. My last…” she trailed off and turned away.

A warm hand closed on her shoulder. Her gown was held shut by a clip, and around it, his fingers touched her bare skin. “I am sorry. I did not realize.”

She turned back to face him, her eyes swimming. “Do not judge what you don't understand, Naphil. Your kind doesn't know everything about mine.”

“Lucien.” No longer disapproving, his tender tone flowed over her like honey, warm and sweet. It captured her, and so she struggled to understand his meaning.

“What?” Sarahi blinked away the drugging lure of his unconscious sensuality.

“My name is Lucien,” he repeated.

She smiled. “How apt. Well, Lucien, I haven't fed in ages. If I don't eat soon, I'm likely to lose control, and then you'll have to slay me.” Biting her lip in a seductive gesture, she added in a pseudo-innocent voice, “Do you wish to slay me, light bearer?”

He considered her in silence for an endless moment, and then said, “No, Succubus. I do not wish to slay you.”

A true smile curved her lips, and she thrilled to see him react to it, if only by the flaring of his nostrils. “I am called Sarahi.”

Lucien lowered his chin in acknowledgment. “I will remember. I do apologize for… everything.”

“Accepted.” Hostility dispersed, the longing to possess, or at least to taste, this glorious creature threatened to overwhelm her. She swallowed. Don't be a demoness now, woman. He's a creature of the light. But desire overcame sense, urging her aching, needy body in his direction. “Please go elsewhere. Save innocent victims.” She bit her lip again, this time in true consternation. At last, she admitted, “I don't want to waste my strength trying to do the impossible.”

“Which would be what?” he demanded, demonstrating his innocence.

“Feed on you,” she informed him bluntly.

He scoffed. “You couldn't.”

Such confidence. I doubt you're as strong as you think you are, sir Naphil. She released a thin thread of enticement, and his eyes widened. When she spoke, her sultry desire oozed from her voice. “Only if I could seduce you. But if I could…” She twirled a strand of hair around her fingertip.

“Then?” The bobbing of his Adam's apple in the ebony column of his throat contradicted his challenging tone.

“Then I think you'd make the tastiest meal I've ever eaten.” She approached, pressing her body against his and sliding her arms around his neck. Pulling his head down, she kissed him. To her amazement, he didn't resist. She pulled him closer, sliding her tongue along the seam of his lips before dipping inside.

He was even more delicious than she had imagined, especially as desire began to rise within him. Her hunger eased, she became aware of a new emptiness, one she hadn't felt in what seemed like ages. I want him, but as more than just nourishment.

She ran her fingertips down his arms and guided his hands to her slender waist before reaching up to embrace him again.

In a matter of moments, her aching belly had filled to capacity. She realized with a start that she no longer needed to feed. My hunger is satisfied, and all from just a kiss.

She released his mouth, guilt warring with purring satisfaction. “Go, Lucien. Leave this place. You've made vows. I'll not be the one to tempt you into breaking them. Go.”

He stared at her in stunned disbelief for the space of several heartbeats, and then he disappeared as though he'd never been there at all.

Sarahi drew in a shaky breath and licked her lips, tasting the honey-sweet residue of his desire. How can I feed on another after that? It would be like eating ashes.

A pleasing thought occurred to the Succubus. Perhaps it's not necessary to complete a sex act in order to feed. Perhaps I can feed on unconsummated lust, or even on that of others. Be nearby, mop up a little of the excess energy, and spare myself the humiliation.

How ironic to bless the day I met my enemy face to face.







Chapter 2 
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Versailles, France, 1660

 

Sarahi examined the sumptuous bedroom in which she was hiding. Though she rarely concerned herself with the fate of mortals, even she had to admit this wasteful luxury seemed wrong. Ragged peasants succumb to disease in the streets, their children starve, yet the king and his court dare to flaunt their excesses in such a fashion. It's disgusting. Of course, with all the leisure time these corpulent noblemen and women enjoyed, indulging in lustful interludes provided a common means of diversion from the boredom of extreme wealth.

A key clicked softly in a lock, followed by a feminine giggle. Sarahi quickly shrank down to the size of a mouse and hid among the assortment of colored glass perfume bottles littering the boudoir table below a huge gilded mirror. She glanced at the bed. Royal blue silk hung from towering wooden posts carved with intricate designs. A fold in the luxurious blue and gold brocade bedding revealed gleaming white linens.

A giggling matron in her middle thirties, her head covered in a powdered wig of astonishing height, pulled a much younger man into the room and locked the door. He had his face buried in the cleavage revealed by the low front of her gown. She dragged him to the bed.

“Déshabillez-vous,” he told her, formal even in such an intimate setting.

“Fais-le toi-même,” she shot back, turning so he could unlace her gown. He began eagerly pulling at the strings.

Sarahi drank in their desire. Ahhh, that's better. Of all the choices available, voyeur is best. They're going to do this anyway, she rationalized. What difference does it make if I take a little taste? They will attribute their fatigue to satiation and recover fully by tomorrow.

A shadow crossed in front of the window, and Sarahi looked up sharply. The couple, still struggling with the lacings of the woman's cumbersome gown, did not react at all.

Naphil…I have to get out of here… But then Sarahi detected the tell-tale fragrance, even masked as it was by the sweat of the unwashed couple finally embracing naked on the bed.

“Succubus, I know you're here. Show yourself!”

Oh, that voice… just the sound of it is more satisfying than anything happening on the other side of the room. Cautiously, she stepped out from between the bottles, to the edge of the table.

“Lucien,” she called softly. Over the centuries, they had found each other often, and while she could feel the beautiful half-angel's desire spark every time he saw her, he remained stubbornly faithful to his vow of celibacy. That shattering kiss they'd shared in Rome had never been repeated, much to Sarahi's disappointment.

“You,” he growled.

“Are you going to slay me this time?” she teased.

“Are you harming anyone?”

“Never,” she vowed. “Just having a bit of lunch, courtesy of our friends over there. You didn't really think you would be able to dissuade them, did you? They've been lusting after each other for weeks.”

“With your help,” he reminded her, his tone an accusation.

She shrugged, her flirtatious manner firmly in place. I do love teasing him…I think he might love it too. Otherwise, why would he stay to banter? “I may have whispered a few suggestions in his ear, but, Lucien, if he didn't want her, it wouldn't have mattered. Just as you cannot stop someone who is truly determined, I cannot create desire where none exists. You and I are two sides of the same coin, love. We can only enhance what is already there.”

He gave her an angry look, his onyx eyes flashing in the dark skin of his beautiful face.

“Don't, Lucien. If you dislike it so much, why don't you feed me yourself?” She felt her eyes glowing hot as she voiced her greatest wish aloud.

His face registered surprise at her boldness, followed by longing, and then rage. “Why? I have no desire to be one of your legion of lovers.”

Her cheeks burned as the accusation struck her to the center of her heart. Do you think I wanted to live that way? I had no choice. Stung, she argued back, “I have no lovers. No legion. Not even one. This is the only way I feed, now. It's so much better this way.”

“Then why…”

Though she didn't know if he could see the lust in her eyes, when she had shrunk herself to the size of a mouse, she let it smolder anyway. “Oh, my dearest angel, surely you must know how I desire you. Only you, Lucien.”

For the most fleeting of moments, desire flared in his eyes, but he quickly suppressed it. His back teeth ground together. “I have sworn vows.”

“I know you have. One of them was to kill any Succubus on sight, was it not? How well have you kept that vow?” She tilted her head to one side.

He swallowed hard but said nothing. She stepped off the edge of the table. His big hand shot out and caught her as she fell, just as she had hoped he would.

“Don't tempt me, Sarahi. No good can come of it.” He lifted her up close to his face.

“I disagree, Lucien. Every good can come of it.” She trailed tiny fingertips along his palm, glorying in the conflicted desire that raged across his face.

“I won't feed you,” he insisted stubbornly.

She wrapped her body around his finger, letting him feel her lush curves beneath her thin, ruby-colored dress. She kissed his fingertip. “You already have,” she teased, but it was the wrong thing to say. Snarling, he set her back on the table and disappeared.

Sarahi smiled ruefully as the couple on the bed ground their bodies together. Their lust tasted terrible after the clean sweetness of Lucien. A moment later, she disappeared as well.







Chapter 3 
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New York, 1923

 

Sarahi regarded herself in the full-length mirror and adjusted her dress, so the black lace settled even lower on her ample bosom, creating a rather ridiculous amount of cleavage. Her victim would not be able to see her, so it didn't matter whether she looked her best or not, but she wanted to be successful, and when she looked sexy, she felt sexy. I'm ravenous tonight, but this party in the penthouse of a luxury apartment building will be an easy place to feed. For three hours, she had followed her lusty victim, Tom, through a haze of alcohol, music, and women in short, fringed skirts, whispering suggestions in his ear. Soon it will be time to move in for the kill… figuratively speaking of course. In the morning, he'd have a monster of a hangover, but as drunk as he was, he likely wouldn't expect anything different.

She glanced around the room. In a city with so little available space, owning an extra bedroom to use as a dressing room was a sure sign of extreme wealth. Only a red velvet chaise and a carved wardrobe took up space on the floor. Tom must be doing quite well. Sarahi's stomach rumbled. Time to go get a snack.

Tossing her burgundy hair over her shoulder, she gave herself one last look, and then, satisfied with her appearance, she flashed to a spot on her victim's left shoulder. Sarahi smirked to see Lucien, in all his midnight beauty, on the right. The lovely angel man had resisted her a long time, but he was wavering. She could feel it. Perhaps I can feed more directly tonight. I only want to when he's here.

A wicked smile curled her lips upwards. She turned her attention to her victim. Curly brown hair and pretty blue eyes, as well as far too much money for his own good. She scanned the room. The polished floor gleamed, as did the satin bedding on which a woozy-looking woman reclined, looking up with unfocused eyes. From outside, the sounds of the party continued unabated.

He's delicious and already slightly drunk, which will make my job so much easier. The desire radiating from him started to fill her empty belly immediately. She watched his mouth descend again towards the pretty and intoxicated blond he had already kissed so deeply, his hands lifting the skirt of her short, fringed dress.

“Do it,” she purred in his ear. Inside his head, her seductive voice sounded like his own, so he would not realize he was being tempted by an evil creature like herself. “Take her,” Sarahi continued. “You know she wants it. She came here to get this from you, and she's not really that drunk. She's only had two gin fizzes… maybe three. No more than three. She knows what she desires.”

She sensed him considering and pressed. “Just think how it would feel… hmm soooo good.” Her voice became sticky and slow, like molasses, and then she shimmied over to the side of his head. Her little pink tongue snaked out, licking the ear almost as big as she was. He shivered as though he could feel it. He's hooked now, and my hunger is satisfied. Time to take a chance.

Sarahi sidled around his neck, trailing her fingers along his sensitive hairline, and addressed Lucien directly. “He's all yours. Choose, Lucien. Do you waste your time trying save the guilty from themselves, or do you come with me? Please me, and you can have all this.” She trailed her fingertips across her cleavage, delighted to see the angel's eyes following her movements. “Don't disappoint me.”

Then she disappeared.

Sarahi flashed herself back to the still-empty dressing room and waited. She had invited him before, but he had never come. Maybe tonight will be different.

She stretched out on a red velvet chaise, arms behind her head, and waited. Over the centuries it had become easier to incite lust and feed from it, but after all this time, she could never let go of what she really wanted; the Naphil Lucien in her bed. She was nearly frantic with it.

His scent wafted across her nostrils. Her nipples hardened painfully, and she felt herself growing wet.

“Sarahi?”

“Lucien.”

“What did you want, Succubus?” His voice sounded weary.

Opting for honesty instead of seduction, Sarahi spoke bluntly. “You know what I want. I told you in Versailles, over four hundred years ago. Nothing has changed. I want you.”

“Why?” he demanded.

“Who can say? I certainly can't explain it.”

“I don't want to feed you,” he pleaded.

She lowered her lashes, acknowledging the legitimacy of his feelings. “I can't help that. It's what I am. But that's not why I want you.”

“Then why?” he demanded again.

You know, Lucien, if you dared admit it to yourself. “Come over here, my love, and find out.”

He approached cautiously and knelt on the floor beside her.

She reached out her hand and trailed dainty fingers over the coarse curls on his head. “Have you forgotten how it was in Rome? I've never had a kiss like that.”

His full lips twisted into a parody of a smile. “Sarahi, I've never had a kiss other than that.”

She couldn't help smiling in return, and it seemed to draw him to her like a static charge. As though against his will, his arms slipped around her waist and he lowered his mouth to hers, taking the lead as though he had the experience of all his centuries of existence behind him. It was the hottest kiss she'd ever had, far eclipsing that long-ago day in Rome.

It seemed he'd never forgotten that day either, the day he'd first encountered temptation. Then, she'd tasted his mouth. Now he returned the favor, plunging his tongue past those naturally red lips.

She moaned at the honey-sweet flavor of him, snaking her arms around the bulky thickness of his shoulders to pull him even closer. He climbed onto the chaise, straddling her body and pressing her into the soft upholstery. She wrapped her legs around his waist. Their bodies aligned completely.

She hadn't been sure what kind of sex organs a Naphil might have, but the bulge grinding against her felt normal, apart from the lovely size of it. This is going to be spectacular, worth all the centuries I've waited. She hummed into his mouth.

“Touch me, my angel,” she murmured when he released her mouth to drag air into his lungs. She took his hand from behind her back and guided it to one of her full breasts, tugging down the fabric to expose it.

For a moment, he caressed her there, and the sight of his ebony skin against her gleaming white flesh made her catch her breath. Such a beautiful contrast.

And then he stopped. “I… Sarahi, I can't… No.” He rose from the chaise.

“Lucien, please. Don't go,” she begged. No! Not now.

“I swore a vow,” he reminded her, desperate passion and stubborn obedience warring in his features.

“Who would know?” she asked. “It could be our secret.” Goodness knows I'm no more allowed than he is, but he's worth every risk.

“He would,” Lucien answered, cryptic as usual.

“God?”

“The head of the elder council, our governing body. He would know.”

“Is he omniscient?” Sarahi sat partially upright, meeting Lucien's dark-eyed gaze with a challenging stare of her own.

“No, but how could I keep it from him?”

“You could if you tried.”

“No, Sarahi. I can't. I… I'm sorry.” And he vanished from the room as though he had never been there.

Sarahi turned over on the chaise and wept into the scarlet upholstery, her belly full, but her heart breaking.







Chapter 4 
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Los Angeles, 1978

 

Sarahi sat at a table in the semi-dark nightclub. A disco ball hanging from the ceiling threw dizzying lights over the couples on the dance floor. She sipped a martini while her companions made out beside her. Linda – a black woman with an enormous afro, dressed in a white jumpsuit that clung to her every curve – had arrived already under the influence. Guillermo, a skinny Hispanic man with a pencil-thin mustache, who wore a powder blue leisure suit, had snorted a line the moment he sat down at the table. Now they were both so high it didn't matter to them in the slightest whom they were groping.

These two are a bit disgusting. Wish I could leave. Come on, stomach… come on. Somehow the display of drug-addled lust lacked potency.

She tugged on the neckline of her backless metallic silver top. The chains that held it across the back tickled her skin. It's hot in this room, and not just with passion. Her polyester pants clung to her sweaty thighs. Easy pickings came at a price.

At last, the sharpest edge of her hunger eased. She rose, no longer desiring a full feeding, and headed for the door.

The man looked up. “Where are you getting off to, Sarah?”

“I'm going home,” she told him. “I've had enough for tonight.”

“Don't go,” Linda urged. “Stay. We have some gooood coke.” She waved a tiny glass bottle in Sarahi's direction. “You can have some.”

Sarahi shuddered. I do not want any cocaine. “No, thank you.”

Guillermo grabbed her arm.

“Let me go,” she told him softly. She could throw him off easily enough, but that would raise questions she couldn't afford to answer. She tugged gently, hoping to dislodge his clinging hand.

“Don't hurry off,” he said. “Stay.”

“Let me go, Guillermo, or I'll hurt you,” she told him. He laughed.

Guillermo's condescending chuckle turned to a gasp of disbelief as a huge dark hand clamped down on his arm, forcing him to release her.

“She said she was leaving,” a deep, rumbling voice said behind her.

Oh Lilith, that voice. Sarahi closed her eyes and then opened them, turning to look at the familiar face she hadn't seen in over fifty years. “Lucien!”

“Sarah, do you know this dude?” Linda demanded, eyeing Lucien with interest.

“Yes.” No more needed to be said.

“Come with me.” Lucien extended his hand to Sarahi. She took it without hesitation, following him out of the building to the street.

Outside, heat shimmered above the asphalt, but compared to the stuffy, sweltering club, it felt almost refreshing. Neither heat could match the inferno of Sarahi's desire. She threw her arms around Lucien and pulled him down into a wild kiss, unable to control herself.

He kissed her back for long moments, cradling her in his arms as he made love to her mouth. Then he slowly lifted his head.

“Where have you been?” she asked him.

“Avoiding you.” His plump lips twisted.

“Why?”

“I had to. I've sworn…”

“I know.” She laid a palm on his cheek. “But, then, Lucien, why are you here?”

“I couldn't…I…” He closed his eyes. “I couldn't stay away. How do you draw me to you, Sarahi?”

She laughed bitterly, without humor. “Do I have to tell you? Surely you know, you feel it too.”

“I feel something I don't understand,” he admitted, then his confusion gave way to anger. “How do you do this to me? Do you use your powers to make me feel this way?”

Sarahi refused to take offense. “No, Lucien. I can't create desire from nothing. It comes from you, and I've done nothing to enhance it.”

“Then what is it?”

She smiled, wistful and sad. “It's simple, my angel. It's love. I love you, and you love me too. And you want me. Don't deny it.”

“I can't deny it any longer.” He closed his eyes. When he opened them, the obsidian depths glowed with a passion that reflected all she felt.

She cupped his cheek in her hand, letting centuries of adoration and longing express themselves on her face, showing him he was not feeling this alone. “Then come with me, Lucien. Come away. Be with me.”

He looked at her doubtfully, desire warring with uncertainty.

Sarahi felt stung. As long as I've waited for him… but how could he know? “Do you still think I do this with anyone? Lucien, do you know how long it's been since I invited a man to my bed?”

He shook his head.

“The last man who made love to me was Alexander. I was mourning his death the day we met in Rome. It's been almost two thousand years.”

She held out her hand, waiting, holding her breath. Slowly, hesitantly, he placed his huge dark hand inside the whiteness of her little palm. Their fingers laced together. In a blink, Los Angeles disappeared.

They rematerialized standing on a little patch of blasted and withered scrub. In front of them, an endless stretch of rust-colored sand gave way to low foothills. The Mojave Desert. And just to the right, a travel trailer sat in the partial shade of a shriveled little tree.

“Where are we?” he asked.

“This is my place,” Sarahi explained. “I come here to be alone.”

She led him up the clanking metal steps, through a cheap screen door, which banged noisily against the siding. Tugging his hand, she led him straight to the back, where the built-in bed had been covered with a thin blanket the color of the desert sand outside. She tossed it aside to reveal cotton sheets of sunset orange.

Sarahi reached for the edge of her top, but Lucien grasped her hand gently. She looked at him, a question in her eyes.

“Let me.” His words, dark with passion, brought a true smile to her lips. When he lifted her garment over her head, she raised her arms to help, wanting nothing more than to be close to him.

Under a scrap of fabric like that, she could not wear a bra. At the sight of Sarahi's naked breasts, Lucien to sucked in an unsteady breath. That's right, touch me, she urged silently. He reached out slowly and cupped one full globe in his dark hand.

“So beautiful,” he told her. She could see the question in his eyes and gently showed him how to caress her, guiding his fingers to her nipple. Her breath caught as he fondled the distended nub. I forgot how sharp the pleasure could be.

“Oh, Lucien,” she moaned, “that feels so good.” She let him play with her for a few tantalizing seconds, before she took a step back and offered him a warm smile. As he watched, she slowly stripped off her pants and lowered herself onto the bed. She looked into his eyes and saw it; there will no going back. The truth of what was to come added to the song coursing through her body. She felt him in her core and her skin, in her blood and her bones. She felt his energy taking possession of her being, as if he were already inside her.

He undressed with aching slowness, revealing the body she'd hungered to taste for untold centuries, and climbed onto the bed beside her, pulling her into his arms.

“Hmm,” she sighed against his mouth as he pressed her close to him. “I love you, Lucien.”

“I love you, Sarahi.”

“Touch me again.” She rolled to her back and urged his head down to her breast, feeling the coarse thickness of his close-cropped curls. His mouth opened around her nipple with no further urging, and he sucked it in, lashing the tender peak with his tongue. She writhed with pleasure.

While he tended first one aching breast and then the other, she stroked her hand down the hard, dark muscles of his chest, reaching lower until she found what she wanted. Wrapping her fingers around his huge, thick erection, she stroked him, gently at first, and then with increasing speed and pressure.

Lucien groaned. “Stop, love.”

“Why?”

“It's too much.”

“Oh…” I forgot he's never made love before. This new stimulation would bring him to culmination quickly if she wasn't careful. Another time, once he's learned the ways of loving better, I can caress and fondle him. But for now, it's time to bring centuries of longing to an end. She opened her thighs, slipping them to the outside of his, and urged him over her, loving the weight of his massive body pressing her into the bed.

She took hold of that heavy sex again and guided him to the long-ignored opening of her body.

“Take me, Lucien,” she urged. He arched his hips slowly, and Sarahi cried out with joy as he filled her as no one ever had before. The pressure of his penetration sufficed to ignite an orgasm the likes of which she had never imagined, and she wept with pleasure at its strength.

The ecstatic clenching of her internal muscles brought Lucien to the first climax of his entire existence. He groaned at the unexpected sensation and lowered his mouth to hers for a long and perfect kiss.
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