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When things became too much for her, Elizabeth retreated to her garden.

The garden was her safe place: somewhere for her to run to, somewhere that reminded her of home. It was a poor substitute for the forests in which she and her sisters had grown up, but it was the best she could do. The enormous greenhouse that filled the back third or so of her expansive house had been an expensive addition, but so worth it. She could never understand why the mortals valued money so much. What was the point in constantly hoarding, hoarding, hoarding, and yet never spending on things that brought you pleasure? It seemed like such a waste.

For Elizabeth, the greenhouse had been worth every penny.

If her sisters could see it, of course, they were likely to pitch a fit. She could hear them now: Valentina, shouting that she was supposed to be keeping her head down and trying to go unnoticed, raising hell over what felt like nothing at all; and Iris, the voice of reason, explaining for the thousandth time why it was important that they didn’t draw attention to themselves when they could help it. Only River would be silent, desperate not to take sides.

Poor, innocent River. Of all of them, she was the one she missed most.

No, that wasn’t quite true. She missed them all, in different ways. That was why she needed the garden. It wasn’t a frivolity. It was her tether to the world – and the people – she had left behind.

As she walked in, the enormous oak tree she had used as a centrepiece greeted her. Three months before, it had been an acorn, but now it stood mighty and strong, surrounded by plants of a hundred different nations and a dozen different climates, all growing happily together. So what if it wasn’t natural? What was the point in her powers if she couldn’t use them the way she wanted?

The orchids turned to face her as she walked down the gravel path, always so polite and eager to please. She took a moment to smell them, savouring their perfume. The roses, on the other hand, were more standoffish, waiting for her to come to them. Elizabeth ran a hand over their soft petals and they seemed to relax a little, opening up to her once they were satisfied that she was worthy of their attention.

Everything was as it was supposed to be, and yet...

And yet there was something wrong.

Elizabeth couldn’t quite put her finger on it, but there was definitely something amiss. Back in the early days, when the four of them had been together, one of her sisters would no doubt have told her she was being paranoid and to stop worrying, but without the guidance of her coven it was easy to let her fancy run away with her. Hadn’t she always been the most sensitive of them all to danger, though? Wasn’t it her visions that had led to their separation, for the good of everyone?

If there was a problem – a real problem, not some make-believe bogeyman lurking in the shadows – she would have been the one to pick up on it. There could be no doubt about that.

Normally, though, her visions were clear as day. This was something else – just a quiet sense of foreboding. She could feel it in the leaves around her, and the earth under her feet. They whispered that danger was coming in voices almost too low to hear.

No. She was worrying for no reason; she must have been. The garden was a safe place, and the plants wouldn’t let anything happen to her. They were her most fierce protectors, and their presence only amplified her powers. As long as she stayed within the walls of the greenhouse, she could look after herself. She would be safe.

She was safe.

Elizabeth gestured for the vines that criss-crossed the oak tree to descend, and they did, heeding her unspoken command. As she watched, they knitted themselves around each other, forming a rudimentary suspended swing in which she sat, enjoying the silence. Her sisters had always pitied her, growing up. Compared to their powers – the impetuous Valentina and her mastery of fire; the aptly-named River’s control of water; and Iris’s skill at manipulating the air itself – Elizabeth’s connection to the earth had always seemed like the poor option, but she knew the truth: she wouldn’t exchange her powers with any of them. It was that connection that allowed her to feel at home anywhere. Wherever there was soil on the ground or leaves in the trees, Elizabeth could feel secure.

She closed her eyes and lifted her feet, letting the vines carry her weight. They did so without protest, and she closed her eyes and let the delicate scent of a dozen different flower species flow around her, bathing her in their perfume. Finally, she could relax.

Elizabeth barely noticed as more vines descended from the oak tree and gently encircled her wrists. She was so used to the feeling of them moving around her skin, so unaware of the potential for danger, that as they tightened it took her a second or two to notice. It wasn’t until the final creeper descended from the tree and wrapped itself with eerie precision around her neck that she felt her body begin to panic, but by then it was too late. With a quick jerk, the vines knotted themselves around her wrists, holding her in place as effectively as any steel could hope to match. She struggled, but she knew it was pointless.

Instead, she closed her mind and turned her thoughts inward. She had to understand them – had to know why they had decided to turn on her – and to do that, she had to squash her panic down deep inside herself and concentrate. Elizabeth choked back her doubt, and let her mind focus on one question: the only question that mattered.

Why? Why are you doing this?

The vines tightened around her, holding her in place, cutting off her oxygen supply. This wasn’t like them. Her plants loved her – they were part of her, even, and she was part of them. They would never have committed such a terrible act of betrayal, unless...

Unless there was someone else controlling them.

But that was ridiculous, surely? No one had control over the earth the way she did. The four members of the coven were all that was left, each with their own speciality. There had been rumours of other witch-cults far off in the Orient, but no one took them to be anything more than fairy tales. Elizabeth and her sisters were the last of their kind, and had been for well over a hundred years.

A creeping blackness began to crowd her vision as the leaves continued to hold their grip on her throat. No matter how much she tried to fight them, the vines held her firm. It was over. Almost a thousand years of life, and this was how it ended.

And then, as suddenly as it had begun, the creeper that was choking her stopped.

It didn’t fall away completely, but there was no longer the same urgent pressure against her. It was as though what had just happened was a warning of the power that lay inside the plants of her greenhouse, and the danger they now posed.

Please, let me go. Please. I beg you, please.

She tried her best to silence her mind in order to let the message radiate outwards from her, hoping that one of the plants might listen to her and loosen its grip against her body, but none did. If anything, they held her more tightly than ever.

‘They can’t hear you,’ a voice said. ‘They belong to me now.’

The voice was impossible, but it rang out as clear as day. The greenhouse was secure, her own private sanctuary. No one but Elizabeth had set foot in it since it had been built. Even the other members of the coven had never been allowed to visit – but it was more than that. If there had been another person in the garden she had created for herself, she would have felt their presence, though. The ground beneath her feet would have cried out at this stranger’s intrusion, even if the plants had turned their backs on her.

And yet it hadn’t. Elizabeth had been given no clue she was being watched.

She tried to look towards the source of the voice, but it seemed to be hidden amongst the thick foliage that surrounded her; there was no sight of anyone else.

‘Who are you?’ she said. ‘What are you doing to me?’ Elizabeth got no reply except silence. What did the stranger mean, they belonged to her? The plants didn’t belong to anyone, not even Elizabeth. They were her friends, not chattel to be owned and used as and when someone saw fit. ‘Answer me, damn you!’ she called out into the greenery.

Immediately, the vines around her neck tightened again, making her gasp.

‘I’d be very careful of the tone you use around me, Elizabeth,’ the voice from the bushes said calmly. ‘You don’t know when I might start taking it personally – and we wouldn’t want to have any problems now, would we?’

The stranger knew her name. That was unusual, to say the least – practically unheard of, in fact. She had learned many centuries ago to keep a low profile as far as was possible, to lead a solitary life and not reveal herself if it could be helped. It obviously hadn’t worked.

‘What do you want?’

The voice from the bushes tutted. ‘I asked you a question, Elizabeth,’ it said. The woman sounded as though she was savouring the sound of her name. Elizabeth... Elizabeth... Every time she said it, it finished with an almost sibilant hiss – the sound of a snake in the grass, waiting to strike. ‘We’re not going to have any problems, are we?’

Elizabeth shook her head slowly; there seemed to be no other option.

‘Good,’ the voice said. ‘I want this to be as easy as possible, for both of us. There’s no reason to make it harder than it has to be.’

There was a quiet, understated menace to the woman’s tone that scared Elizabeth right down to her very core – and, despite her fragile appearance, Elizabeth was not a woman who scared easily. She had seen too much and fought off too many competitors for that.

This one, though... this one was unlike anything she had ever encountered. The confidence in the challenger’s voice didn’t sound like braggadocio or false showmanship: it held all the subtlety of a woman who didn’t just hope for victory but who expected it, who had no reason to assume that she would receive anything but.

‘Now, seeing as you’re behaving – finally – I think I’ll be generous and answer your question. What was it again?’

The vine choking the oxygen from her lungs made it difficult to get the words out. ‘What. Do. You. Want?’ Elizabeth wheezed.

Her words echoed in the greenhouse, hanging there in the silence that followed them. The stillness was absolute – and then, suddenly, the air just in front of Elizabeth seemed to thicken. It grew darker all by itself, as though a fog was setting in, and then in the black cloud that coagulated before her eyes Elizabeth began to see things: white skin, bright violet eyes, and the swish of black fabric. When the fog cleared, there was a beautiful woman standing in front of her, smiling.

It was not the smile of a friend.

The woman came in close to Elizabeth, standing just next to where the vines had pinned her to the magnificent oak. She pressed her lips almost to the younger girl’s ear, and whispered quietly enough that Elizabeth had to strain to hear it.

‘You,’ the woman said. ‘I want you.’

Then she kissed her.

Elizabeth was almost too stunned to react, but the woman didn’t seem to care. The kiss she planted on Elizabeth’s lips was soft and tender, completely at odds with the situation. It was the kiss of a lover and yet given by a complete stranger, and yet when the woman pulled away there was a part of Elizabeth that craved to have her come back.

‘Who... who are you?’ she stammered out, once her mind had recovered enough to let her speak.

The woman laughed. ‘My, my... aren’t you just full of questions today? Although I suppose that’s understandable, given the circumstances. But no... who I am doesn’t matter. Not yet, anyway – although I can promise you, you and your sisters will all know who I am soon enough.’ The woman reached into the long black cloak and pulled out a clear crystal about the size of her clenched fist. It sat on her palm, shimmering in the light. Elizabeth recognised it right away, even though she hadn’t seen one in centuries: a prison gem.

‘Until then,’ the woman said with a grin, watching as Elizabeth struggled against her bonds yet again, ‘you can call me Mehitabel.’

Elizabeth’s eyes never left the crystal in her hand. Prison gems were banned magic, even when magic was relatively widespread. They were dangerous enough in their own right, but with so few witches left in the world...

The prison gems worked as a challenge, of sorts: a way of settling competition, and preventing power-grabs. When two people touched its surface, the one who was less able to resist the gem’s power would be trapped within it until the whole thing was shattered. Perhaps it would be a matter of hours; perhaps it would be hundreds of years. There were even rumours of prison gems being dropped into the depths of the ocean or enclosed in concrete, leaving their inhabitants screaming and aware of their punishment for what amounted to eternity.

Mehitabel smiled: she had seen the recognition on Elizabeth’s face. ‘One moment of weakness is all I need,’ Mehitabel said, holding the crystal in front of her, taunting Elizabeth with it. ‘One little slip from you, and you’re all mine. Forever. And that’s exactly what I intend to get.’

Elizabeth could do nothing but watch as her captor reached out a sharp fingernail towards her. She flinched, but there was no need; where it touched her skin, there was no sensation at all, but as Mehitabel dragged it slowly downwards it cut through the fabric of her dress like a hot blade. In seconds, Elizabeth was naked, still pinned tightly to the oak.

‘Please,’ she murmured. ‘Please. Don’t do this. I’m begging you. Please.’

Her cries fell on deaf ears. ‘It’s OK, sweetie,’ Mehitabel said. There was almost a tenderness there – and would have been, in fact, if not for the sadistic smirk that accompanied it. ‘It won’t hurt. You won’t even be aware of it. Just give in and you might even find you enjoy yourself. You seem the type who would.’

Mehitabel raised her hands, and two sets of creepers rose from the ground. They swayed gently from side to side, like two entranced cobras waiting to obey their Mistress’s bidding. With a gentle flick of her wrist, Mehitabel directed them forward, and to strike.

With the vine holding her head and neck tightly in place, Elizabeth could barely see them; no matter how much she struggled, the binds against her wrists and ankles held firm. The new creepers began to feel their way around by her feet, grasping for a hold the way ivy might seek out a climbing nook on an old church wall. Unable to kick against them, she was helpless to prevent them from working their way up her naked legs, winding tightly in circles up her body until they wrapped around her waist. Previously, she had always felt at home with the vines in the garden: the feel of their rough greenery against her skin had been a sign that she was home, and in a safe place. Now, it was the feeling of a thousand unwanted hands crawling across her. Every touch of them just felt... wrong.

One of them curled its way up her body, running with alarming speed up past her naked breasts, along her collarbone and then...

Elizabeth was seized by a sudden panic. There was only one thing it could be doing. She pictured it wrapping around her neck, a single strong tendril more than capable of killing her. Perhaps Mehitabel had decided to dispense with the gem altogether in favour of a more permanent solution. Would she order it to snap her neck, quickly and cleanly? Or would it be a slow choking, so that the last thing Elizabeth saw was the intruder’s sadistic smile as she turned her beloved plants against her for the final time?

Elizabeth closed her eyes and prepared herself for the darkness, but it didn’t come. Instead the vine pushed past her neck, forcing itself into her mouth. She could feel the hard woody stem against her tongue and teeth, stretching her mouth open and making it impossible for her to speak out loud no matter what she did.

Forgive me, she thought as she bit down hard. Her mouth flooded with bitter sap, but the vine barely seemed to notice. It worked its way into her mouth, silencing her shouts for help – not that there was anyone else to care about what was happening.

Mehitabel walked up to her slowly, pressing her body against Elizabeth’s naked flesh. ‘Hush,’ she said softly. ‘Don’t fight it. If you give in it’ll feel so good. You know that, don’t you?’

Elizabeth looked at her with hatred in her eyes, but the feeling of Mehitabel’s fingertips gently grazing the skin on her stomach distracted her. It was an unnaturally pleasant sensation: no matter where the woman’s fingers landed, they seemed to be greeted by a warm feeling of pure contentment. She traced a path up the muted woman’s body, before gently placing Elizabeth’s nipple between finger and thumb. Elizabeth couldn’t help but note that, to her shame, it was hard as stone.

‘You see?’ Mehitabel said. ‘You’re enjoying this. You need this, Elizabeth. You’ve been in control of yourself for too long. It’s time to give up.’

How long had it been since she was last touched by a woman? Decades? Centuries? Elizabeth’s body cried out for it, even as her mind knew it was wrong.

When Mehitabel leant forward and took the nipple into her mouth, Elizabeth felt her resistance melt away into a gasp of pleasure unlike anything she had ever felt before. For a moment, she found herself distracted by the glow, and then by the feeling of Mehitabel’s hand running back down her body. When those fingers reached between her legs and parted her lips, they found her dripping wet with excitement.

‘I told you,’ Mehitabel said. ‘You can always tell the little sluts who enjoy it – the ones who need to give up control. I figure this is the least I can do for you, given everything you’re going to do for me in the near future. It’s only fair, right?’

There was no reply – and couldn’t have been, even without the vine crammed into Elizabeth’s mouth. Her mind was too far gone for that. She had given herself over to the feelings that Mehitabel’s magic had instilled in her. She craved it with every fibre of her being.

‘Give in,’ Mehitabel said. ‘Let me give you what you need.’

Elizabeth nodded absently. She barely even reacted as the second vine inched its way further up her leg – barely even struggled as she felt the end of the vine fumbling blindly around her pussy, seeking  the warm wetness of her hole. It was only once it slid inside her that she let out a moan – partly of surprise, and partly of pleasure.

‘You like that, don’t you?’ Mehitabel sneered. ‘All this time spent in your precious little garden, and you never even saw the potential. All this time with your cunt just aching to be touched. Such a waste.’

Sticky sap oozed from the vine in her mouth, coating her tongue and running down her throat. It didn’t taste so bitter, now; in fact, the flood tasted almost sweet. She found herself eagerly swallowing it, but the more she swallowed the more seemed to flow.

It didn’t matter. With Mehitabel here next to her, making her feel the way she did, nothing mattered at all. She closed her eyes and allowed herself to slip away.

The vine between her legs probed deeper, stretching her with its girth. She could feel its leaves gently tickling her lips, and the soft tease made her squirm in ecstasy, but her movements only seemed to spur the plant on. It slid against her skin, and for the first time Elizabeth realised just how thankful she was for the sap clogging her mouth: if not for its presence, she doubted she would have been able to resist begging the vine to fuck her. Her pussy needed to be filled, and she didn’t care with what. She felt her body buck against its restraints, desperately thrusting her hips towards the plant, only stopping when it slid inside of her fully.

Her body spasmed and shook, writhing with greed. All the strength in her arms and legs seemed to vanish and she slumped down, but it didn’t matter: the cords around her wrists held her aloft as the warm tip of the creeper slipped in and out of her, filling the need of a body that had gone for so long without.

She gurgled through the sap in her throat, all attempts at dignity long since vanished. Her body arched up, supported by its leafy restraints, and her eyes shot open. Mehitabel was standing right next to her, her fingers gently teasing the buds of Elizabeth’s nipples.

‘That’s right,’ she said. ‘I told you I could make you feel good. Now let yourself go. Let yourself go for me. Forever.’

In her other hand, she was still holding the crystal.

No...

She couldn’t... she mustn’t give in...

She had to warn the others, somehow – even if it was too late for her, even if Mehitabel had been able to sneak up on her unexpectedly, they needed to be able to protect themselves. Iris and Valentina and poor, innocent River... they needed the chance that she hadn’t had.

She fought against the orgasm she could feel building inside her, desperately trying to pull together every reserve of strength she could muster, but the feeling of the vine snaking its way in and out of her sex and the sensation of Mehitabel’s soft fingertips on her skin were so distracting. They called her body to relax, to focus on the sensations of the vine pressing so expertly against her most sensitive spots.

Let go, a voice inside her pleaded. You need this. You’ve always needed this.

The thrusting continued, an assault against her senses that left her teetering on the edge. There was nothing left to do, no way left to fight it. Mehitabel had won.

Elizabeth moaned through the gag as she realised it was pointless: the orgasm that she had waited so long for was coming whether she liked it or not. Her toes curled, and she let out a scream of pleasure and frustration all rolled into one.

Yes... yes...

No. Not now, not ever.

Please...

And then Elizabeth snapped.

Her mind sent one word out into the ether – MEHITABEL – and then there was a resounding crash that seemed to come from everywhere at once. The sheer force of her will had rippled through the air in a shockwave, and the glass roof of the greenhouse was its victim. A snowstorm of razor-sharp shards cascaded down around the two women. Mehitabel drew her cloak around her to protect herself from harm, but Elizabeth would have been cut to shreds – or at least, she would have if she had still been there. As it was, she had vanished without a trace.

Once the rain of glass had ceased, Mehitabel pulled the cloak from around herself and looked at the damage surrounding her. The building was practically in ruins. The only thing still standing was the greenhouse’s enormous steel frame, and all around her the ground shimmered like a sea of diamonds from all of the glass dust. She turned her eyes to the vines which had held Elizabeth just a moment before, and then to the gem in her hand.

She smiled as she held up the crystal to the light. Reflected on its surface she could see the figure of Elizabeth, still naked, trapped in the throes of an orgasm that would never quite come, her pussy constantly buzzing with the anticipation of a pleasure that was so close and yet always tantalisingly far away.

Mehitabel conjured a spark between her fingers. She watched as the soft orange flame flickered and danced for a moment, before she bent down and pressed her fingertips to the vines that had previously bound her captive. They ran like fuses to the mighty oak tree, tethering it to its fate.

One down, she thought to herself as she watched the fire take hold and the branches of the tree begin to crackle and snap under the heat. One down, and three more to go.
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